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OFF THE RADAR: CHIVALRY IS DEAd (AND I SWEAR TO GOD IT WASN’T ME)          
                                                         by Jacob S. Combs

   Upon entering any lecture hall or coffee 
shop, reading any blog or message board, 
you are likely to stumble into an in-depth 
discussion about dated gender roles and 
their relevance or lack thereof in modern 
society.
  The conversation itself should be easy 
enough, but individual opinions differ so 
drastically that it’s hard to find even two 
people who fully agree on the meaning of 
gender and the roles that seem to accompany 
each one. For every bra-burning feminist, 
there are multitudes of housewives who 
proudly accept their duty. For every would-
be mother with a valid reason to abort her 
unborn fetus, there is an old white dude in 
Congress who will endlessly argue against 
it. For every step forward, humanity as a 
whole gets whacked in the shins with a two-
by-four. So, what’s chivalry? Why do people 
care about it?

chivalry [shiv-uhl-ree]:
the sum of qualifications of a knight, 
including courtesy, generosity, valor, and 
dexterity in arms

  Some say chivalry is dead. By that 
definition, it makes sense that it would 

be. In true fashion of evolving language, 
“chivalry” has taken on a new meaning to 
coincide with the modern era. Qualities 
of a knight are now qualities of a proper 
gentleman. Gentlemen are often defined by 
actions like holding doors open for women, 
offering a lady their jacket when it’s chilly 
outside, paying for dinner on the first 
date—you know, “gentlemanly stuff.” This 
contemporary idea of chivalry seems to exist 
under the assumption that every person 
born with male anatomy wishes to fulfill 
a masculine role and, even less accurately, 
that they all want to sleep with women.
   People are born only one of two ways: male 
or female. Right? Not really. Sure, that’s 
the easiest way to put it, making it one less 
conversation to have with your kids when 
they ask about someone who’s different. 
The truth is that biological sex and gender 
identification exist independently of one 
another. Some folks born with a penis 
and testicles never picture themselves as a 
man. Some individuals born with ovaries 
and a uterus can’t seem to grasp the idea 
of being a woman. They aren’t wrong, but 
they often live their entire lives thinking 
they are defective because they don’t fit into 
either of the two categories. Costly gender 

reassignment operations and hormone 
therapy sometimes help these individuals 
reach their goal of a “normal” life, but that 
doesn’t necessarily change the minds of the 
moral majority. To even suggest that there 
are only two options to choose from is 
one of the greatest sins of humans: gender 
binary with no room for fluidity.
   We may be centuries past the times of 
knights and kings and queens and jesters 
(for the most part) but our society is still 
very much a patriarchy. Most of the time, 
men keep their surnames when they marry. 
Men are more likely than women to be in 
positions of power. Their labor is more 
valued and, in many cases, a man’s very 
presence commands a level of respect. When 
considering such, it makes sense that people 
of privilege would be expected to help the 
oppressed whenever given the opportunity. 
That’s a loose definition of chivalry that 
well-meaning individuals could back up.
   I’m going to use myself as an example, 
because I wasn’t busy earlier today when I 
asked myself about this topic: I am a male. 
I was born that way. I’ve grown up feeling 
at home in my own body. I answer to male 
pronouns. My gender identity matches my 
anatomy. Things worked out for me, in 

that sense. That being said, I’m not sure 
everyone would agree that I’m manly. I 
have no intentions of ever being a father 
or a husband. Team sports never interested 
me, even slightly. Going off to war is not 
an option for me, but that’s another subject 
altogether. Several of my female friends can 
beat me at arm wrestling and I’m okay with 
that. For someone like myself, who really 
doesn’t give a shit about the masculine role 
appointed to him, should I be held to the 
standard idea that every man should be a 
gentleman?
   I hold doors for people walking behind 
me into or out of a building. If I’m not in 
a hurry, I’ll let whoever is behind me in 
line place their order before me. I try to 
let pedestrians take their time crossing the 
street instead of making them wait at an 
intersection. It doesn’t matter their age, 
sex, race, or if I want to sleep with them; 
sometimes people just need a break and 
I’m not one to argue against it. Chivalry 
isn’t dead, it’s taking on a new form. These 
days, we call it “not being an asshole,” and 
occasionally, “kindness.”
   Hopefully, more people can get on board 
with that, because I’m too broke to buy 
anyone dinner.
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OkStupid                                              
                   by Mindy Parade

    A friend once told me a ‘First Date Horror 
Story.’ The girl that he blindly met up with 
vomited on their biking trip and when 
he escorted her back to her car, she was 
apologetic and explained that she was on 
some new meds for depression that caused 
her nausea. That part is not the horrible 
part. She then dropped her purse and its 
contents spilled all over the bike path. Yeah, 
those meds were in there alright. So was 
a giant dildo. She stared at him, horrified 
for a moment before saying, “I guess this is 
when we call it quits.” He agreed. This story 
made me not want to date people because 
they apparently come with all kinds of 
baggage.
   Another time, I met a couple at a bar and 
they had just recently begun dating. The 
fella had a brace on his foot and crutches. 
When I asked about it, he proceeded 
to tell me that the day after his first date 
with this lady here, he fell out of a window 
and broke his foot. When he reached in 
his pocket for his phone, she was the first 
person he thought to call, saying, “I just 
fell out of a window. You have to come save 
me. I am the guy on the sidewalk wearing a 
white tuxedo.” When I asked her what she 
thought when she received this message, 
she replied, “I thought, ‘What the hell? You 
only live once.’ And we have been shacking 
up ever since.” This made me hopeful about 
dating. I, too, wanted to save a gentleman in 
a white tuxedo who had just fallen out of a 
window.
   So I decided to create an online dating 

profile. I used to think this arena was for 
desperate opponents to face off and attempt 
to win the affection of the prize with lines 
like “Sup sexy?” and “Are you into one night 
stands?” Or the most horrifying, “Will you 
marry me?” And guess what? I was right!
   If you are female, you are barraged with 
such comments. I chose to ignore the 
majority of them. One time, this guy was 
so persistent that I just had to respond. 
He said he was a non-smoker, non-drinker 
who ran marathons and was a personal 
trainer extraordinaire. When I did not 
respond, he asked if I liked motorcycles. 
When I still did not respond, he asked if 
I liked pizza. Finally, I responded with, “I 
enjoy marathon drinking. I hate pizza and 
I do not know what a motorcycle is. I fake 
menstruation to get excused from physical 
activity. Basically, the female equivalent of 
you.” He responded with, “Wanna chat?”
    No, bro, I don’t wanna chat.
    I talked to another fella who seemed nice 
enough and we agreed to meet up. He was 
also a non-drinker, so naturally I asked him 
to meet me at a bar. We hung out from 7pm 
to 3am and had a really fun time. When I 
walked him to his car, we shared a nice hug 
and made plans to play music the following 
Saturday. When I canceled plans because 
the other rock star who was going to play 
with us had bailed, he was not a nice-hug-
kinda-guy anymore. He sent me a ton of 
messages saying that I was full of myself and 
that everything I did cried, ‘Look at me! 
Look at me! Love me! I am cool!’ (Real words 

from a grown man.) He went on to diagnose 
my personality as psychotic and narcissistic 
and told me that I was a horrible person. 
And he only knew me for 8 hours! I wish 
everyone I knew could get to the meat and 
potatoes of my real personality so quickly, 
so that we could all move on with my bad 
self. I was getting discouraged though, with 
this whole online dating game.
   I finally chatted with another fella who 
was really legit. He was so witty and funny, 
and a bit self-deprecating, which I find 
irresistible. We hit it off immediately when 
I asked him to meet me at the bar to drink 
away our first date anxieties. I was excited 
to introduce him to my friends right away. 
He hit it off with them as well. Everyone 
was happy for me and that made me soar. 
There is something so fun about having 
the people you love also love the person 
you love, you know? He gave me really 
thoughtful and poignant gifts and even 
took me to his family’s cabin in the woods 
in Georgia for a wonderful and romantic 
weekend. We got along most excellently. 
He was calm, handsome, and talented – the 
perfect trifecta for me. I had found him! A 
good dude!
    We have been dating for two months now 
and things could not be better. Unless you 
count that pesky problem that arose when I 
received an email last week from a stranger, 
letting me in on the fun fact that he’s been 
with another girl this whole time and has 
gotten her pregnant. Is that a deal breaker? 
I dunno, guys. Can’t this be my ‘Guy In A 
White Tuxedo Falling Out of A Window’ 
Knight in Shining Armor? Or should I 
stick to my dream of marrying Louis C.K. 
instead?
   Actually I’ll probably just sit here and kill 
this Busch Light and finish off that ham in 
the fridge. Because I am single and fabulous 
like that.
   Mindy Parade is lonely and wants you to 
text her about your thoughts on the Quadratic 
Formula. She has a blog thingy over at 
ConversingWithEarthlings.wordpress.com. You 
can email her atmissmockduck@gmail.com
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1. There’s a mythological or ‘mythopoeic’ 
feel to your work. There’s also a lot of 
genetic engineering. Is this intentional?
With collage, I like to go a little deeper 
than just using the subject matter I find as 
is. I like to create new creatures and objects 
from the original forms. That’s the beauty 
of collage; you can add and take away, thus 
creating something new.

2. Most of your earlier work seems to be 
strictly illustration and your most recent 
work is largely collage and re-purposed 
‘found art.’ What was the process that 
moved you into this new work?
There are a lot of similarities between my 
older drawings and the newer collage/
drawing combos found paper as the basis 
and old worlds mending together to form 
something new. I’ve added my love for 
drawing into the collage work. Sometimes 
there are shapes and textures or backgrounds 
that I just can’t find to cut and paste into 
the work. So I draw my own, thus fusing the 
two worlds of drawing and collage.

3 Questions with Billy Sprague              
                                                                                     by Sam Hill

Shannon Watkins

Grilled 
Roast Beef

Motown Philly 
Cheese Steak

Provolone

Sauteed 
Red Onion

Green Pepper

Toasted 
White Bread
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3 Questions with Billy Sprague              
                                                                                     by Sam Hill

3. And I ask this casually, not in a 
confrontational way, but simply. Why do 
you make art?
I create art because of the way it makes 
me feel. I am incomplete without these 

creations in my life. I have found that I 
feel more centered and whole when I am 
creating and I also use the process as an 
excuse to meditate and lose myself. This 
balances my physical and mental well being 
and also lets me express myself the fullest I 
know how.

4. From the sublime to the absurd, is there 
anything about your work, your self, or 
your process that you would like to share?
I am currently working on creating simpler 
large format collage works, figurative in 
nature and nearly full human body size. 
I am also exploring more complex and 
abstract scenarios, also on a larger format. I 
like the intimacy of these smaller works, but 
I’d like to see a harder impact via a larger 
scale, to invite the viewer in from a further 
distance.
   Billy Sprague has a current show up in San 
Francisco titled “Future Seeing” at Four Barrel. 
More works may be seen at his website: www.
billysprague.com *commissions on all scales are 
welcomed.

217 N Broad St • Fairborn 
937.878.2171
www.WagnerSubaru.com

Get a great deal on a new Wagner Subaru  
and Subaru will Share the Love and donate $250 to 
your choice of charity now through January 2, 2014.

Purchase as low as

APR Financing
for up to 48 months

Now through January 2, 2014. Some restrictions apply. See Dealer for 
Details. Subject to Credit Approval.

1.9%
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DIY: LEather jacket hacks       
                                                              by lisa patrick-wright

Supplies:
Old Warn Leather or Suede Coat
Scissors

Paint Brush Pouch
Step 1. Cut out rectangle shape of leather 
to desired size
Step 2. Cut slits in the middle of leather to 
slide in paint brushes
Step 3: Cut a long, skinny strip of leather 
for tie.
Step 4: Place paint brushes, roll and tie

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

Leather Feathers
Cut out feather shape out of coat. Use for 
anything- make earrings, name tags, hair 
accessories, etc....
Pockets
Remove pockets w/ backing to use any way 
you wish- cell phone carrier, add a strap for 
purse, use as gift wrap
Buttons
Remove buttons and use another day

Draw String Leather Pouch
Step 1. Use a bowl to trace a circle on a 
piece of cut leather
Step 2. Mark dots were the draw string will 
weave
Step 3. Use scissors to poke dots to make 
holes.
Step 4. Weave leather string back and forth 
between holes
Step 5. Pull string and tie
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     In 1968, John Lennon and Paul McCartney 
sat down in a crowded room of reporters to 
announce the creation Apple Corps. At one 
point during the interview, John was asked 
to name his favorite American solo artist. 
He replied simply, “Nilsson.” The attention 
was then turned to Paul, who was asked to 
name his favorite band in the United States. 
He thought for a moment, then answered, 
“Nilsson.”
 Nilsson’s first record, “Pandemonium 
Shadow Show,” had attracted the attention 
of Beatles publicist Derek Taylor, who had 
happened to catch it coming through the 
trebley overhead speakers of a London 
department store in 1968. He immediately 
purchased five copies, one for himself and 
one for each Beatle. Lennon instantly fell 

Harry Nilsson’s Aerial Ballet                 
                                                          by M Ross Perkins

in love with the debut album and played 
it end-to-end for 36 hours straight, upon 
hearing it for the first time. 
 Since then, many have been intrigued 
by the Beatles’ intense public fascination 
with Harry Nilsson. For those seeking 
answers, Nilsson’s inaugural release is a 
logical introduction to his style and talent. 
(Especially if you happen to be particularly 
obsessive about chronological order.) 
However, his second record, called “Aerial 
Ballet,” has endured as my all-time favorite.
  “Aerial Ballet” was released in 1968 on 
RCA Victor and was met with a relatively 
lukewarm commercial reception. But over 
time, this album saw greater recognition 
via the secondary successes of its standout 
tracks. For example, Nilsson’s reinventive 

version of the song “Everybody’s Talkin” 
was used in the film “Midnight Cowboy,” 
which took home the Academy Award for 
best picture in 1970. And much to the 
surprise of many contemporary listeners, 
Nilsson is responsible for penning the 
brilliant original, “One” (...is the loneliest 
number). As you now know, this song was 
given a head-scratcher of an overhaul by the 
cringeworthy Three Dog Night, who rode 
Nilsson’s clever pop sensibility onto the 
Billboard Top 5 in 1969. 
 Nilsson’s writing abilities beam radiantly 
on “Aerial Ballet,” depicting a performer 
who was learning to emerge with 
conceptualization, personality, and knock-
out studio takes. See the delightfully 
subversive “Good Old Desk,” a tune 
seemingly written as an overly-affectionate 
ode to a common piece of furniture. 
However, as Nilsson explained on a ‘68 
episode of Playboy After Dark, the words 
“Good Old Desk” are actually an example of 
an acrostic; the first letters spell out G-O-D. 
Suddenly, the song makes incredible sense. 
And the listener is left with a pitch-perfect 
understanding of Harry’s loveable, witty, 
and dark persona.
  “Aerial Ballet” also perfectly captures a 
staggering vocal talent on record; Harry 
has been widely regarded as one of the 
most impressive pop singers of the 20th 
century, and for good reason. Tracks such as 
“Don’t Leave Me” and “The Wailing of the 
Willow” exist to this day as pars for beauty 
and sadness that I have scarcely seen met 
with nearly as much tastefulness and grace. 
  The majority of Nilsson’s career output 
tends to hog a massive amount of space 
in my all-time favorites list. “Aerial Ballet” 
is a fantastic introductory handshake with 
the wild and ambitious Harry Nilsson 
of 1968, on the cusp of his creative peak 
and long before his tragic self-destruction. 
Albums such as 1967’s “Pandemonium 
Shadow Show,” 1969’s “Harry,” and 1970’s 
“Nilsson Sings Newman,” all beg to be given 
repeated, attentive listens. And if you’re a 
parent, you would be hard-pressed to find a 
more accessible, gorgeous, and ideologically 
flawless record to enjoy with your kids than 
1971’s “The Point.”

Gift Card Sale
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DaytonMostMetro.com  

End of Year Jazz Explosion
Schuster Performing Arts Center
Saturday December 28
7:00 PM

SMAG Dance Collective 
An Urban Nutcracker
Dayton Playhouse
Saturday December 21 4:00 PM

Song Writers Solstice
Ghostlight Coffee
December 20-21
06:00 PM - 09:30 PM

Artist-Decorated Holiday 
Tree & Silent Auction
Dayton Art Institute
Dec 19-Jan 5,

3rd Annual Winter Solstice Party
Spinoza's
Sunday December 22
7:00 PM - 8:00 AM
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COLUMBUS
CALENDAR

Mad River Mountain

12/28
12 PM

THE LOUIE VITO RAIL JAM

Rehab Tavern

12/21
8 PM

Breaking Bad Holiday Party

Drink specials, music, and a themed menu. We 
encourage everyone to bust out their Jesse 
Pinkman costumes for one final hurrah!

A musical retelling of Charles Dickens' "A 
Christmas Carol," "Scrooge" follows miserly 
Ebeneezer Scrooge as he undergoes a profound 
experience of redemption in one magical evening.

Shadowbox Live

12/19-24Scrooge

Columbus Museum of Art

THRU
3/9

Matthew Brandt: Photographs

St. Agatha's Parish Hall  

2013 Columbus Winter Avant-Garde
Art & Craft Show 

This large show will feature nearly 100 artists and 
crafters selling their original handmade items!

12/21
10 AM

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

12/19
1/1

Holiday Art Jumble
Yellow Springs Arts Council Gallery
12/7–1/12
Find unique gifts of arts and crafts!

12/19
1/12

Dayton/Kyoto Print 
Exchange Invitational
12/19-1/9 10a-4p 
Glen Helen Building

12/19
1/9

Fireside Nature Stories
12/21 10a 
Glen Helen Building
Enjoy a warm �re and a cup of hot 
cocoa as Eric Rodriguez shares Nature 
Stories & Native Lore.

21
Before The Ball Drop 
New Year’s Eve Party
12/31-1/9 7p-11:30p 
Yellow Springs Brewery

31
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Westward Ho, Part 2: Into the Loins of the Unfamiliar          
                                                                                                                                                  by danny hamen

Westward Ho Part 2: Into the Loins of the 
Unfamiliar
  It is dark. You are in your bed, the bed 
you love, surrounded by all of your things 
and memories. You are comfortable. You 
are content. But something is there. You are 
not alone. Buried under mounds of cultural 
conditioning and fear of displacement, 
tucked away like a rabid squirrel’s last 
acorn, a part of you is itching to burst free. 
To hop out of bed, gather a small collection 
of comfortable clothing, a toothbrush and 
maybe some ramen noodles and high tail 
it to Bangkok, or San Juan, or Las Vegas. 
An inherent part of the human condition 
is the longing for evacuation. Not happy 
with your boss? Hop that train. Feeling 
insecure in your love life? Stick out your 
thumb. Don’t have a plan? Good, for the 
universe is able to provide you with all of 
the necessary accommodations, all you have 
to do is take the first step and be prepared 
for the unknown.
   “CRAAACK!” The leg of a wheelbarrow 

snaps and violently jerks me into a pile of 
dirt head first and falls into the opposite 
direction, spilling its contents over the side 
of the worksite driveway.  My head is to the 
sky as I wipe the manure off my eyebrows, 
revealing a bountiful Aspen mountain 
range. My worries are gone. I don’t care that 
I haven’t seen a shower in a week and my 
only pants now boast a thick layer of slimy 
mud, that it’s 7 AM and I have a long day of 
shoveling in front of me. 
  For me, it was one month. One month 
with no home. One month of zero 
responsibilities and no one to be. Only four 
weeks to see a few meager snippets of the 
unending beauty that is our country. One 
month of solidarity. Sure, I would gain 
friends along the way, but most of my days 
were spent in introspection.  After barely 
making it to Boulder Colorado for my 
first stop, I was contacted by an old friend 
named JT who was doing tree landscaping 
in Aspen and had fortuitously heard about 
my voyage. He had also chosen to leave his 

bed and travel around the west in his pickup 
truck, motorcycle in back, temporarily 
working in trees along the way.
    We stayed in a tin burrito airstream with 
no electricity on his foreman’s property. It 
was in a tiny valley town encased in red rocks, 
called Carbondale. More accurately, he was 
staying there and I was squatting on the 
couch, frightened by the idea that he could 
burst in anytime, as I was drinking beer in 
my underpants. For that reason, I began to 
wander from the airstream around 6 AM 
when JT would be off to work. Carbondale 
ran along one monstrous mountain 
highway off the interstate that touched 
Aspen forty miles in one direction and 
Glenwood Springs, the hot springs capital 
of North America, 20 miles in the other 
direction. I decided from my experience of 
watching “Dumb and Dumber” that Aspen 
was where I could find rich people to fund 
my trip, as long as I plucked a song or two 
on my electric ukulele. I thought that some 
eccentric millionaire would pluck me off 
the street and decide to pay for the entirety 
of my education because he enjoyed the way 
I sang a G note. So I put out my thumb.
   To my right was Kelvin Ponder, a gorgeous 
hippie with dark skin and fingers for a 
guitar and a voice that lifted wallets. He had 
accompanied me for the past five days, from 
Columbus all the way to Carbondale. He 
had connections for us during our brief time 
in Boulder that included couches, drum 
sets, and kitchens stocked full of legal grass 
and Coloradoan craft beers. Now here we 
were, thumbs out, instruments weighing on 
our backs, doing the wiggle dance, looking 
for a ride down the mountain stretch to get 
to Aspen.  A car stopped.
   It took us four rides to get forty miles up the 
valley to our destination. The first man rode 
a rusty old red Volkswagen. His name was 
Tomaz and he wore a mustache brilliantly. 
He had moved here from Mexico and was 
working in construction. Though he was a 
certified veterinarian in Mexico, he found 
that physical labor in Colorado was more 
beneficial for the livelihood of his large 
family. He was only going about ten miles 
down, so he dropped us off and wished us 
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Westward Ho, Part 2: Into the Loins of the Unfamiliar          
                                                                                                                                                  by danny hamen

fortune on our journey. Next stopped Peter, 
a thrash metal bassist from Sweden who 
trying to make a living as an inventor. His 
product was called “Sustainability,” which 
was a phone dock that Velcro’d onto your 
dashboard and jiggled your phone when you 
drove at high speeds. I wished him the best. 
Our next ride was Gino, a tiny red faced 
man with an even tinier Chihuahua named 
Pinky. He was speaking broken Spanish 
on the phone when we got in the station 
wagon. He turned his head from the cell 
phone and asked, “Hey, any you guys know 
how to speak Spanish?” I shook my head. I 
reached out to pet his adorable Pinky, who 
was on guard on his lap. “Don’t touch her. 
She will probably bite you. Alright, well, 
let’s go.” He turned back to his phone and 
continued to angrily instruct directions, in 
his version of the Spanish language. 
   We made it to Aspen in an hour and a 
half, with a total wait time of 45 minutes 
between rides. During the final twenty 
minutes, we were accompanied by Carla, 
a sweet woman who didn’t speak a lick of 
English and would giggle at our attempts at 
Spanish. She understood that we were going 
to Aspen and we wrangled it out of her 
that she worked as a maid in a hotel there. 
We spent that leg of the ride listening to 
mariachi, gazing out the window, marveling 
that in a culture with outrageous double 
standards, we were able to get a ride from a 
woman traveling alone. She was not afraid 
of strangers. Okay, so we may not have been 
the most threatening looking strangers she 
had encountered, laced in tight jeans and 
band pins, but she picked us up. There is 
something about poverty that I feel makes 
one more susceptible to fearlessness when 
picking up hitchhikers; it’s a declaration of 
camaraderie to two strangers, down on their 
luck, in the cold. Any time we saw a BMW 
or Mercedes wail on by, we knew from their 
faces that they did not see us nor appreciate 
our lust for adventure. It was always the 
laborer, or the small business owner, or the 
retired veteran, who saw themselves in us, 
and slowed down to hear our story.
  Aspen was a ghost town. The mountain 
didn’t open for another week, so the resort 
town was desolate with locals and laborers, 
toiling away at their everyday lives. Our first 
donation was a bagel by an angel wearing 
glasses. She had golden bangs and an apron, 
and came from the local bakery. She sang 
with us and then hustled back to work, 

our bellies now full of cream cheese. The 
only other contribution was from a poor, 
21 year old kid clutching a bagged Steel 
Reserve, who literally gave us his two cents. 
He played the guitar with little emotion and 
waddled with us to the perfect place for a 
doobie of a newly acquired strain called Girl 
Scout Cookies, which made me to wonder 
if legalization would lead to a copyright 
problem. He led us to the bus station 
bench. To my right was Kelvin, yacking away 
at a local about the history of Aspen. On my 
left side, squeezed in, was the boy, rocking 
back and forth and muttering to himself 
an array of intangible sentences, including 
indications of an alarming messianic 
complex. “That shit is fucked up man. I 
tell you. My dad is dead. Heh, I killed my 
dad! Arg! But not before my dad killed 
my mom.” These particular declarations 
haunted my dreams, specifically because I 
had the foresight to nonchalantly pull out 
my phone and start recording right before 
he said them. I listened to this recording on 
repeat throughout many nights spent lying 
awake in that airstream, his chilling laugh/
sob echoing off the tin walls and his two 
pennies in my ukulele case.
   Though I had only made it a week, I was 
already feeling content. I found a book in 
a homeless shelter bookshelf that I had 
read in high school. It wasn’t until now 
that I realized what Ray Bradbury meant 
when he said these words: “Stuff your eyes 
with wonder. Live as if you’d drop dead 
in ten seconds, see the world. It’s more 
fantastic than any dream made or paid for 
in factories. Ask no guarantees; ask for no 
security, there never was such an animal. 
And if there were, it would be related to the 
great sloth which hangs upside down in a 
tree all day every day, sleeping its life away. 
To hell with that. Shake the tree and knock 
the great sloth down on his ass.”
  I have three more weeks of the unknown. 
Next time, I discover a haunting bicycle 
graveyard on the side of a mountain, finally 
reach some hot springs and strip naked with 
old dudes, and slide down an Aspen ski hill 
on a large “Beware of Skier” sign because I 
have to poop. See you then.
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DIY Holiday Gifts at Grass roots!

Saturdays, Dec. 7 - Dec. 21
10-11:30 am
Cost: $12/session or $40 for all 4 weeks
Ages: 3-12 yrs.

Beautiful and thoughtful gifts made 
from the heart, Your child will have a 
chance to make gifts for their whole 
family and wrapped with natural and 
lovely care. Terrariums, Ornaments, 
Sweet Concoctions, Natural Beauty 
products and more!
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Bad Ass Adaptations of Classic Fairy Tales!      
                                                                                                                              by  Dan Burke

  Comic books are full of iconic characters 
and larger-than-life personalities. But some 
science nerd pogo-sticking his way into 
a science lab and crashing into a power-
granting McGuffin can only happen so 
many times before it becomes a cliché. 
Sometimes you need to go in a new 
direction, by putting a spin on a classic. 
Classics like:

1. PINOCCHIO

THE ORIGINAL
  Pinocchio got its humble start as a story 
written by Italian author Carlo Lorenzini, 
who wrote under the pen name Carlo 
Collodi, back in the 19th century. A 
mustache wielding gentleman and 
professional Luigi impersonator, Lorenzini 
penned Pinocchio in 1881, presumably 
after going on a spaghetti-fueled bender. 
The original story involved a ghost cricket, 
anthropomorphic animals, and doomsday 
rabbits. Lorenzini’s interest in controversial 
politics even drove him to become a satirist 
and create his own newspaper, which 
eventually got censored by the Grand Duke 
of Tuscany. 

THE REMAKE
  Pinocchio: Vampire Slayer (created by 
Van Jensen and Dusty Higgins) picks up 
where Lorenzini’s story left off, which is like 
having the folks that made the Blade movies 
direct the sequel to The Little Mermaid. 
Things start off pretty grim; Pinocchio 
watches vampires kill the living shit out of 
Geppetto before they systematically hunt 
the rest of the townsfolk at night. Pinocchio 
tries to warn everyone that they’re all going 
to end up on the wrong end of a blood 
buffet, but nobody believes him (except for 
his token human love interest Carlotta). It’s 
interesting to note that, despite his nose 
staying the same size when he talks about 
the coming vampiric slaughter, nobody 
believes him. We aren’t here to judge, but 
if one decides not to listen to a guy who’s 
physically incapable of lying, then chances 
are you probably aren’t contributing much 
to the human genome. 
 Still miffed at the vampires for the 
whole,“killing my father” deal, Pinocchio 
takes the fight to them by using his nose as a 
weapon. Pinocchio roams the streets battling 
blood sucking d-bags by lying. When he lies, 
his nose grows, thus becoming a makeshift 
stake. We’ll give you a minute to go ahead 
and make up your own wood/penis joke. 
Done? Okay good. 

IS IT BETTER THEN THE ORIGINAL?
   Prior to reading this comic book, if 
someone told us that there was a piece 
of graphic literature that was the twisted 
combination of a children’s classic and 
Frank Miller’s 30 Days of Night, we would 
have slowly backed away while trying not 
to make any sudden movements. What’s 
even worse is that it kind of makes sense. 
Pinocchio’s nose really would be a good 
weapon against vampires because it’s 
literally a limitless supply of weaponry. And 
since Pinocchio doesn’t have any blood 
or fleshy bits, he’s perfectly suited for the 
job of vampire slaying. It’s like if Bob Villa 
made the Terminator out of cherry wood 
and then sent it out to beat up Anne Rice 
(which may have been the original plot for 
T4: Judgment Day). So yes, it is better than 
the original.  

2. RAPUNZEL

THE ORIGINAL
   Rapunzel is a German fairy tale that was in 
the Brothers Grimm story collection. If you 
were an alien that landed your spacecraft 
on Earth for the first time, you would still 
know the story of Rapunzel: a hot chick’s 
overprotective mother locks her in a tower. 
She grows out her weave, a dude climbs it, 
and they bone. The end. 

   Rapunzel (like most Disney-esque stories) 
is one that actually has a horrible hidden 
message for little girls. It’s like how Beauty 
and the Beast promotes abusive relationships 
or how Mulan encourages girls to do crystal 
meth. By Rapunzel’s logic, a woman should 
simply sit around until a handsome young 
man saves her. And if she spends that time 
barefoot in the kitchen and making tasty 
sandwiches, that’s even better. 

THE REMAKE
  Rapunzel’s Revenge is the True Grit 
of fairy tale remakes, only with less Jeff 
Bridges. Created by Shannon and Dean 
Hale, Rapunzel’s Revenge starts off in the 
villa of evil Mother Gothel. Like most fairy 
tale antagonists, Gothel has a kingdom of 

generic people in thrall to her evil plant-
growing magic, so by proxy, she has control 
over everyone’s crops. She steals Rapunzel 
from her mom because she wants a strong 
successor, thus leading us to believe she 
also might be a Sith Lord. When Rapunzel 
discovers the truth about her mother, she’s a 
might peeved about the whole deal. Gothel 
then decides to talk it out with her in a 
reasonable and adult manner. Just kidding. 
She totally throw’s Rapunzel into a giant 
plant tower. 
 Rapunzel then decides to take a page 
from the Asian suspense manga Old Boy 
and spends every day of her imprisonment 
training herself to use her pigtails as 
weapons. For FOUR YEARS!  Imagine 
the bad guy in The Rundown; you know, 
the one that wields two whips and isn’t 
Christopher Walken? Now imagine him 
with boobs. That’s the end result of her 
nearly half a decade of training. After she 
escapes, she meets up with a young goose 
toting gentleman named Jack (can you say 
crossover?). Together they have a series 
of adventures including (but not limited 
to) bar fights, horse stealing, jail breaks, 
fighting a horde of coyotes, and slaying a 
giant water snake. By the way, that last one 
is the first challenge Telephone interns have 
to overcome if they want to get the job. 
Which explains not only our total lack of 
interns, but also all the overweight water 
snakes you’ve seen slithering around lately. 

IS IT BETTER THEN THE ORIGINAL?
 People once said that it was almost 
impossible to put a positive feminist spin 
on this Brothers Grimm classic. But those 
people are pussies that can’t dual wield hair 
whips, so fuck ‘em. Fuck them right in their 
non-double-hair-whip-having faces for not 
recognizing awesomeness when they see it.  
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3. THE MAD HATTER 
OF ALICE IN WONDERLAND
 
THE ORIGINAL
  The story of Alice in Wonderland was 
written by Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (a.k.a. 
Lewis Carroll) in 1865, somewhere in olde 
tyme England. Anyone who has seen the 
movie or has taken recreational mushrooms 
has at least a cursory knowledge of the 
story; Alice chases after a talking rabbit, 
falls down a hole, etc. Midway through the 
story, Alice rolls upon the Mad Hatter’s tea 
party. It turns out that the Mad Hatter was 
originally sentenced to death by the Queen 
of Hearts because she thought he had a shit-
tacular singing voice. The Hatter managed 
to escape in a manner so awesome that time 
itself decided to reward him by stopping, 
making it 6:00pm or “tea time” forever. 
Clearly, the Wonderland system of reward 
and punishment is in need of tweaking, 
when being stuck in an infinite time loop is 
considered a reward.
  It should be noted that nowhere in the 
book is the Hatter actually called “The Mad 
Hatter.” Many believe that the name comes 
from the phrase “mad as a hatter.” Hatters 
of the time were of course known for their 
outrageously low prices and were therefore 
deemed mentally ill, in light of those “mad 
savings.” Well, that and their propensity to 
use fucking mercury to cure the pelts used 
in making hats.

THE REMAKE
The Mad Hatter is a Jedi. Seriously.
  Hatter M takes place in The Looking 
Glass Wars universe of Frank Beddor and 
Ben Templesmith. They decided that Alice 
and Wonderland, like everything else in 
the world, could be made better by mixing 
it with Star Wars. The story begins in a 
Wonderland ruled by the benevolent White 
Queen and her daughter Alyss, who are in 
turn guarded by our main character, Hatter 
Madigan. “But Telephone,” you exclaim. 
“How can a guy that makes hats protect a 
queen and princess from their numerous 
political enemies? Also why do mommy and 
daddy drink so much?” Well to answer the 
first question, we need to clarify that in the 
Looking Glass Wars series, a hatter isn’t so 
much a man that makes hats. A hatter is one 
that flings hats around so they can transform 
into spinning, semisentient, Xena-style 
blades of death. Oh, and your parents drink 
to cope with the disappointment of your 
crushing failures. So have fun with that. 
 You see, Hatters are members of 
Wonderland’s elite security force, the 
Millinery. These guys defend Wonderland 
in the same way that Jedi Knights defended 
the Republic in the three shitty Star Wars 
movies. But instead of light sabers and 
Hayden Christensen, they have not only the 
previously mentioned death hats, but special 
Dr. Octopus-like knife suits. Naturally, shit 
gets real when the Redd Queen (spelled with 
two evil, evil D’s) decides to overthrow her 
sister with the help of a sinister Cheshire 
Cat that looks like it takes steroids and does 
sit-ups, 23 hours a day. Redd accomplishes 
this coup in part because of her ability to 
wield the evil side of imagination, which 
is called Black Luminescence. The White 
Queen, on the other hand, is the avatar of 
good or White Luminescence. So basically, 
the Force is imagination-based in this world, 
leading us to wonder how long it’ll take for 
Lucas to sue the shit out of Frank Beddor 
and Ben Templesmith. 
 When the battle starts to take a turn for 
the worse, the White Queen orders Hatter 
M to grab Alyss and head for the inter-
dimensional gateway called the Pool of 
Tears, which incidentally is a great name 
for an emo-tronica band. Hatter M vows 
to take care of Alyss, but loses her as they 
travel to our world around the time of the 
American Civil War a.k.a. THE LEAST 
CHILD FRIENDLY ERA EVER. Hatter 

M spends three books trying to make good 
on his Wookie life debt and searches the 
world for princess Alyss, which of course 
leads to shenanigans. Knife-suit wielding 
shenanigans.

IS IT BETTER THEN THE ORIGINAL?
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   We could spend an entire article debating 
the merits of Lewis Carroll’s original story, 
versus its modern remake. We could, but we 
won’t, due to the fact that the third leading 
cause of death for Telephone employees is 
“decapitation by spinning doom hat.”
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TICK KECK TOE

Dear Mama Cass,
  My daughter is turning four in a few weeks 
and my girlfriend and I have decided to 
host an afternoon party for the occasion. 
My daughter’s father (who is a close friend 
of me and girlfriend) has offered to help 
with the hosting duties. He and I had a very 
amicable split soon after the birth of our 
daughter. Within a year, I met my girlfriend 
and we began dating. Together, the three of 
us provide our daughter with a versatile and 
flexible upbringing. However, her father has 
been seeing a woman that I feel brings more 
negative than positive elements into our 
blended family. She also wants to help with 
the birthday celebration but, frankly, I can 
barely stomach the idea of her attendance. 
She constantly feeds my daughter sugary, 
processed food and ignores my requests 
for routine mealtimes and bedtimes. After 
spending time with her, my daughter returns 
home cranky, sassy, and unruly. Once, she 
even dropped my daughter off with soaked 
pants, having failed to change her. 
  I’ve spoken with my daughter’s father but 
he doesn’t consider these issues important. 
I’m worried that my emotions will come to 
a head during the party, if I don’t address 
them beforehand.

Counting Down to Murder

Dear Counting,
  Okay, so you’ve got an irresponsible 
authority figure on your hands. Not a big 
deal. Do you remember unstable adults that 
you knew as a child? Some of them, I’m 
sure you’ve forgotten. Probably because they 
were flaky and did what all flakes eventually 
do; they drift away. Some poor role models 
you may recall, but that’s usually because 

their presences were more long-lasting or 
their impressions more memorable. But 
guess what: you made it out of their spheres 
of influence, right? You cannot cleanse your 
daughter’s life of all potentially harmful 
contacts, so stop before you even begin. Your 
kid needs to experience negative factors 
while she still has the training wheels of 
childhood to keep her from careening off-
balance. Your job is to teach her how to deal 
with and learn from sources of disruption, 
not how to observe her mom sanitizing her 
life.
   As far as this new adult goes, she clearly 
needs to do a better job. No, she probably 
will never impose or follow all of your rules. 
But she does owe you the respect of at least 
moderately adhering to your guidelines. No 
sugar? Might not happen. But less sugar? 
Now that is doable. Bed at exactly 8 o’clock? 
No way. Bed before 10? Ah, the sweet smell 
of compromise. 
   Teach your kid about what you appear 
to be struggling with yourself: working with 
others, ESPECIALLY in spite of contrasting 
views. (This often results in a more 
complete product.) In other words, get off 
your high horse and give this lady a fighting 
chance. She’s possibly bringing attributes 
to the table and into your daughter’s 
permeable life that are different from yours, 
in a positive way. The odds of your kidlet 
turning into a fast food-chomping, soda-
slurping diaper-wearer are far slimmer than 
everyone involved benefiting from a little 
more of that wonderful versatility.

Good luck!
Mama Cass

ADvice w/ MAMA CASS

Skilless Villains
Friday Dec 20th

Friday Dec 27th

Acoustic Thirstdays
with Alex speller

Thursdays

NY Eve Party
Sawgrass

Tuesday Dec 31st
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20th Century Modern Furniture    Art    Decorations 
Wednesday-Saturday 12 to 8

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

Get Your Christmas Shopping Done Early

Check Out Our New Menu Items!

      Miracles

Its a ________ miracle! We made it through another ________ days, 

another rotation of the ________ sun! Take some time this ________to 

notice and ________ some of the everyday miracles that happen in your 

________ life.  It can be as simple as finding ________ dollars on the 

ground to realizing that we live the most ________ and wealthy societies in 

history. Miracles ________ all around us everyday! So before the new year 

comes and goes, take an inventory of all the ________ ________ in your 

life. Be sure to notice the really hard working ________ who make your 

life easier. Most importantly though, don’t forget to take the ________ of 

today and learn from them for 2014. As we grow older and more ________, 

we start to see all of the good ________ in an ugly ________ and it tends 

to help us lift our ________ to a brand new year! 

profession

noun

plural noun

adjective

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

adjective

number

holiday

adjective

adjective

body part

verb

number

plural noun

verb

adjective

plural noun

adjective
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The Joy of Coloring: BEN Riddlebarger
 illustrated by



We. It’s how holiday giving should be.

wyso.org

our community. our nation. our world.

This holiday season
give your family and
friends the gift of a
WYSO membership.

Tax Deductible • Membership Card with Area Discounts • Pays for programs

Keep one MemberCard for your family and give one as a gift.
Take advantage of discounts on:

Meals • Tickets • Health and wellness classes • Bed and breakfast stays


