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    In Dayton, it is not uncommon to regularly 
encounter some very strange looking, oddly 
behaving characters. Certain types (for lack 
of a better word), often Daytonian by way 
of several generations, can be commonly 
seen bartering toothless smiles for pocket 
change, carrying broken electronics, 
pushing shopping carts full of scrap metal, 
and wandering in nomadic fashion across 
all parts of the city. It’s easy for us to avert 
our eyes and, in polite internal whispers, 
define these people as pitiful victims of 
socioeconomic misfortune. But while 
this may be an absolutely fair assessment, 
there is a possibility that these individuals 
are actually carrying out a centuries-old 
genealogical predestination without even 
realizing it. Perhaps, though this may be 
a bit of a leap, the bizarre marauders of 
Dayton’s low income caste are the modern 
descendents of this city’s forgotten gypsy 
lineage. Few are aware of a strange and 
fascinating chapter in Dayton’s history 
that begins with the settlement of Romani 
royalty in the north side of town and 
culminates in a parade of several thousand 
ornately clad gypsies on Wayne Avenue in 
September of 1878.

Several Thousand Gypsies: 
Wayne Avenue, 1878                                                                          
                                     BY M. Ross Perkins

   Owen Stanley, officially recognized as King 
of the Gypsies for his family’s prominence 
and influence, fled England for the United 
States in 1856 and brought with him 
thousands of his own followers. England, 
being a relatively small but densely populated 
island, was understandably less than ideal 
for roaming. Conversely, the United States 
offered a vast, environmentally diverse, 
and traversable landscape that was seen as 
far more accommodating for a nomadic 
way of life. The Stanleys traveled about the 
United States for a brief time and eventually 
stumbled upon the Miami Valley. They 
found this area perfectly appealing, most 
likely due to its climate, its spaciousness, 
and the bountiful availability of goods and 
resources that could be found here at that 
time. 
  Along with his wife, Harriet, the king 
purchased several acres of land roughly 5 
miles northeast of Dayton. Though the 
acquisition of real estate had been previously 
unheard of for Romani people, Stanley set 
out to invest money in land purchases in 
numerous areas of the city. This collection 
of farms would serve as a permanent base 
for his many followers, a place where their 
children could be educated and their 
culture could peacefully flourish. Thus, 
King Owen formally established Dayton 
as the new global headquarters for the 
Romani gypsies of the world. The Stanleys 
excitedly dug in, utilizing their new land 
to feed themselves and shelter their horses 
throughout the winter months. While 
in Dayton during the cold season, the 
men worked as horse traders and metal 
workers. The women primarily served as 
homemakers and fortune tellers, much to 
the intrigue of the local population. Upon 
the arrival of spring, they would rent their 
farms and set out upon long excursions 
to various locations across the country. 
Historical records of the time show that the 
Stanleys’ neighbors and fellow community 
members had positive feelings towards 
them. Those who knew them reported 
that although the gypsies were considered 
very peculiar, they were extremely friendly 
and courteous. Their men were said to be 
handsome and hardworking. The women 
were considered incredibly beautiful and 
vivacious. Furthermore, the gypsy children 
were highly educated, literate, and well-
spoken according to historical accounts.
    Queen Harriet died in 1857, shortly after 
the family’s arrival in Dayton, and the king 
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Several Thousand Gypsies: 
Wayne Avenue, 1878                                                                          
                                     BY M. Ross Perkins

followed her only three years later. After 
the king was ceremoniously laid to rest at 
Woodland Cemetary, his son Levi Stanley 
ascended the throne and Levi’s wife, 
Matilda, became queen. Though no official 
set of rules governed the succession of royal 
titles in gypsy culture, it is said that the 
Stanleys’ followers respected and honored 
the traditional passage of authority with 
no objections. Levi Stanley was quoted by a 
local reporter as stating, “There is nothing 
more than a good man and a good woman. 
Our people trust me and love me as they did 
my father and mother before me; that is all. 
They do pretty much as I tell them and we 
all work together, and that is all there is to 
it.” The love and trust that King Levi spoke 
of was certainly not without substantiation, 
nor merit. It is said that he and his wife 
were widely respected for their kindness 
and prudence. Queen Matilda, often seen 
engaged in lengthy and intense prayer, was 
described as a wise and quietly reflective 
woman. She was devoted wholeheartedly to 
her faith and reports indicate that she was 
deeply committed to the study of Biblical 
scripture. 
  Thus, a resounding sadness was felt 
across the country when Queen Matilda 
died in Vicksburg, Virginia in February of 
1878. King Levi, distraught by the loss of 
his beloved wife, commissioned the finest 
casket available from artisan carpenters 
in Philadelphia and had Matilda’s body 
sent to the receiving vault at Dayton’s 
Woodland Cemetery. As was customary, 
the funeral ceremony was scheduled for 
many months later and by September, 
anticipation was mounting. In papers 
across the country, including the New York 
Times, it was speculated that the queen’s 
interment at Woodland would involve 
a wild and unusual set of ritualistic gypsy 
practices. These speculations were fueled 
by reports that had been published after 
another gypsy funeral in Dayton a year 
prior. During that ceremony, a precession 
that began at the Keowee Street bridge had 
gone on for nearly nine miles and included 
an estimated 1,000 horse-drawn carts. The 
rain, according to reports, was heavy that 
day and correspondents from the local press 
noted that not one single gypsy carried an 
umbrella. The massive crowd was said to 
have been dressed in the most bright and 
flamboyant garb that Dayton had ever seen; 
the women, dressed in lavish silk, wore 
rings stacked all the way to the tips of their 
fingers and wore golden bracelets up to 
their elbows. The New York Times recalled 
a beautiful and endearing side note that 
the grown men in attendance showed a far 
greater outward expression of weeping and 
emotion than did the women and young 
children.
  The anticipation for Queen Matilda’s 
funeral, therefore, became a national news 

story. People all over the country expected 
an extravagant spectacle befitting the 
royal nature of the event and, in turn, an 
estimated crowd of 25,000 converged on 
Dayton to witness the precession. Among 
this massive audience, several thousand 
were gypsies themselves who had come to 
pay homage to their lost matriarch. The 
casket, drawn by horse carriage, slowly crept 
through the wide streets of downtown as 
onlookers stood fascinated and observed 
the great, strange, Dayton gypsies in all their 
foreign mystique. Dr. Daniel Berger, a priest 
who officiated the funeral ceremony and 
had enjoyed a lengthy, close relationship 
with the Stanleys, described the scene 
eloquently: “The final parting at the grave 
was a scene of the most pathetic character. 
King Levi Stanley and his people were 
thoroughly heartbroken and lingered long 
by the still open grave after the great crowd 
had begun to melt away. The two younger 
daughters, Missouri and Matilda, like the 
children of nature that they were, cast off all 
restraints of conventionalism and, leaping 
down into the grave, remained for some 
time upon the great marble slab which hid 
their dear ones from them, pouring forth 
a prolonged torrent of affectionate and 
tender expression. With much difficulty 
they were at last persuaded to come up out 
of the grave.” 
  In a somber and presently symbolic 
conclusion to the event, the crowd of 
thousands dissipated, leaving Dayton 
behind to mourn for itself and carry on, 
comparatively empty in the aftermath. 
Though the Dayton police department had 
required extra men to contain the mass of 
onlookers, it is said that Woodland was 
completely clean and unscathed after their 
departure. The gypsies who had traveled 
here to bid their queen farewell quietly 
slipped back onto the highway and took 
with them a small piece of our history, 
a piece that was undoubtedly traded off 
at some point for various wares in the 
paragraphs of time and hard luck. 
     The Stanleys, in all their royal prestige and 
eccentricity, remained in Dayton for many 
generations to come and their descendents 
still live among us, knowingly or otherwise. 
We may very well pass them as they wait 
for the RTA on Wayne Avenue, wheeled 
carts in tow and clothes resembling familiar 
rags that once held brightly colored dyes. 
Somewhere there is a poor and wrinkled 
woman, weathered by a life spent roving 
through the streets of the Gem City, and 
she’s offering to tell someone their fortune 
in exchange for a cigarette or the remaining 
balance of a food stamp card. She’s told no 
again. And as she turns to walk away, her 
bracelets cling against each other, making an 
old sound that the city heard once before, a 
long time ago.
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The Color People                         
                                                                     by  Eli samuel Johnson

    In my senior year of college at the University 
of Cincinnati, I was in desperate need of 
credits. Summer classes became a necessity, 
so I signed myself up for an introduction to 
sociology course. Sociology—the scientific 
study of human behavior, groups, and 
society—has always fascinated me. To know 
that there is an overarching commonality 
between all of us animals, that there is a 
sort of order, even for us humans, the most 
savage of beasts, is incredible.  
  Our class was told that in order to think 
like a sociologist, one must first accept that 
any preconceived beliefs about the self, the 
world, and society were potentially false. A 
sociologist must be able to think critically 
about human behavior. Shortly thereafter, 
we were told to write down every black 
intellectual we could think of. Afterward, we 
would read the names aloud to everyone. 
   I was in the middle of the pecking order 
and by the time it came around to me, the 
same fundamental list of names had been 
read off: Martin Luther King Jr., Frederick 
Douglass, and the guy who invented peanut 
butter. 
   It was embarrassing. One student even said 
Jay-Z. Even the black students—students I was 
sure would be able to proudly call on great 
literary figures, inventors, and politicians—
had the scantest of lists. I was alone in my 
ability to name W.E.B. DuBois, James 
Baldwin, Cornel West. Being of biracial 

stock, I wasn’t sure how to feel about it one 
way or another. 
   Was I too white for knowing who said, “I 
love America more than any other country in 
the world and, exactly for this reason, I insist 
on the right to criticize her perpetually,” 
for example? Was I too black for not 
remembering who invented the traffic light?
I should have asked the class. 
 Researchers at San Francisco State University 
found that “phenotypic features associated 
with the social categorization of racial groups 
[have been] strongly linked to stereotyping, 
prejudice, and discrimination.” 
 The stereotypes people form about 
someone’s phenotypic features, or genetic 
elements such as race, are referred to in the 
scientific community as “skin tone memory 
bias” or more simply, “racism.”
   Students tested at SFSU were shown words 
such as “educated” or “ignorant” for 33 
milliseconds before being shown a picture 
of a black man. The students primed with 
“educated” were far more likely to rate the 
black man’s skin tone as lighter on a scale 
from Harry Belafonte to Wesley Snipes 
during a memory test conducted later. 
  “When a black stereotypic expectancy is 
violated - herein, encountering an educated 
black male, this culturally incompatible 
information is resolved by distorting this 
person’s skin tone to be lighter in memory 
and therefore to be perceived as ‘whiter’,” 

said lead researcher Dr. Avi Ben-Zeev. 
“Uncovering a skin tone memory bias, such 
that an educated black man becomes lighter 
in the mind’s eye, has grave implications.”
The students participating in the study were 
not, as far as the research shows, the whole 
of some sort of Caucasians for Causation 
group. They were your average Joes or Jamals. 
So why, then, were they so “racist?”
 I have struggled with so many goofy, 
borderline-racist questions about my 
background that, if I were so inclined or 
ignorant, I could make a Buzzfeed-style list. 
But I’m sure they’ve already beat me to it. 
  For a spell, I would ambiguously respond 
to any question pertaining to my race, to see 
if the asker would press on. How desperate 
were they to know what planet I’d come 
from? Some of the people didn’t mince 
words and asked outright, “What are you?” 
I’d say tersely, “a person.”
   As it happens, I am black and a bit Swedish. 
So now I say that. People typically quip, “You 
don’t look Swedish.”  
And you don’t look like an idiot. 
  But even in my time as a bothered biracial 
man, I couldn’t help but empathize with the 
members of the study. For instance, I always 
remembered Tavis Smiley as being lighter, 
while always forgetting that Alexandre 
Dumas was a black man. Am I racist? No. 
Human? Science says yes. 
   I sometimes listen to Elliot Smith, but I 
don’t like the cold and  I’m a poor swimmer. 
Is it because I’m of mixed-race? No. It’s 
because I loved the “Good Will Hunting” 
soundtrack and I was afraid of the deep 
end until I was 12. Stereotypes are just that: 
stereotypes. There are those who would 
argue they exist for a reason, but those are 
the same people who consciously believe in a 
black person not being “black enough” or a 
white person not being “white enough.”
  If I wore a cardigan (which I oftentimes 
do) and did my best Carlton dance (which I 
often don’t), would I be too white? If I wore 
my San Francisco Giants baseball cap to the 
side and sagged my Banana Republic jeans, 
would I be too black? You’d have to tell me.
I’m biracial. Not on a tightrope. 
   The study is illuminating, but I’d love for 
there to one day be an exercise to practice 
being less “human” if human means being 
predisposed to scrutinizing people of color. 
I love the human race because it is ever 
evolving, constantly escaping from itself and 
its inherent shortcomings. Our aspirations 
to become better people will take quite some 
time. And it is exactly for this reason that I 
have to scrutinize all of us until we do. 
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“...Albert Camus once encapsulated these feelings 
in typical French dramatization when he wrote, “In 

the depth of winter, I finally learned that within me 
there lay an invincible summer.””

After the Depth of Winter                                                                                                                                                                                
                                                     by Lauren Weidenhammer

  Today, I decided to let in an extra dose of 
natural light and pull that lonely white cord, 
lifting up the blinds in my kitchen nook. 
To my own amusement, my raven colored 
cat planted herself in the shadows of the 
sunlight, which splayed across the beige 
carpeting in front of the window. After an 
hour of wondering why Penelope wasn’t 

nipping at my heels per usual, I went back 
downstairs to discover she hadn’t moved a 
muscle. While this may be normal for most 
cats, it is not for Penelope, the most high 
energy animal I’ve ever encountered. Finally, 
it dawned on me: she is legitimately basking 
in the sunlight, which hasn’t shown its face 
around these parts in weeks. I think she was 

so enamored because she had forgotten what 
sun even looked like. My quirky morning got 
me reflecting on the winter thus far…
  For the last…oh, four months, my chest 
length hair has fought against clouds of 
static, which takes out its fury on any 
subordinate surface. Other than the first 
few years of my childhood, winter has always 
been a treacherous season marked well only 
by the joys of Christmas stockings and the 
surprise of snow days. However, with age 
comes reason. Now, past January 1st, winter 
represents the treachery of waking up extra 
early to scrape the ice from my car windshield. 
It means letting my favorite dresses and flats 
collect dust in the corner of my closet because 
skin exposure is optional only for those who 
want hypothermia. It means waterproofing 
my new pair of wedged booties to extend 
their life against the salt discoloration, which 
infects every inch of unprotected shoes. 
   Isn’t it funny how seasons work? They spin 
their wheel, and when we are resting in one 
season, it’s hard to imagine another. Like, 
when I’m in my cobalt bandeau top by the 
swimming pool, with a dog-eared novel in my 
hands, it’s hard to envision the same grass 
which surrounds me covered in a blanket 
of snow. In the same way, right now, with 
Valentine’s fading in the rear view mirror, 
it’s hard to grasp onto the hope of sunshine 
and even being able to wear anything less 
than a down parka when there is hardly any 
evidence of spring. 
  Albert Camus once encapsulated these 
feelings in typical French dramatization 
when he wrote, “In the depth of winter, I 
finally learned that within me there lay an 
invincible summer.” What does that even 
mean? Does it mean that everyone ultimately 
prefers summer because of the arbitrary 
associations we have made with it over the 
decades? We prefer the nostalgia of vacations 
from school and jumping through sprinklers 
to our memories of sledding and getting 
zipped in a snowsuit?  
  Like I teach my freshmen composition 
students, every piece of writing or reading 
has many interpretations; so there has to 
be a number of ways to interpret Camus’ 
famous words. In the same way, each obstacle 
(which I would argue, winter totally is) can 
elicit a plethora of possible reactions. We can 
complain, we can gripe, we can throw a pity 
party about the polar vortex that this Ohio 
winter has entailed, or we can realize that 
every circumstance is also a possibility. Each 
possibility is ours to do with what we please. 
When we look at things through this eyeglass 
(perhaps mine is a rose-tinted one), our focus 
shifts. I think the key word in Camus’ quote 
is “invincible.” Something invincible cannot 
be conquered. If optimism is what can 
endure winters, it becomes unconquerable. 
So, before you groan about the chill, 
contemplate other eyeglasses that you might 
look through.
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   I had a dream while hurdling across the 
country. I was asleep in a makeshift loft 
bed in the back of a rock band’s white tour 
bus, nestling an acoustic guitar that bore a 
profile of Tom Waits above the pick guard. 
In my dream I was falling off a mountain. 
I had just been swooped up from Denver 
the previous day by The Cadaver Dogs, 
a rock band from Columbus, having 
spent a month exploring the Colorado 
mountains with an electric ukulele slung 
on my back, so the relevance in my 
dream was clear. I was flying downward, 
clutching my uke, watching the realities 
of impact slowly gravitate towards me. In 
my free fall I began to see familiar faces. 
In the air in front of me, motionlessly 
dangling with the clouds was Nate, the 
outrageous fellow who agreed to drive 
my friend and I across the country at 
moments notice, fully aware that he had 
to work the next day. Next to him was 
said friend, Kelvin, who stood out in the 
freezing temperatures by my side while our 
thumbs and smiles greeted passing cars. 
We sang songs for cash in Boulder and 
Aspen on street corners, using the money 
to fill our stomachs and lift our souls. 
Kelvin’s angelic voice was now serenading 
me in the sky. Then there was JT, who had 
explored the red rocks of Utah with me, 
who had cuddled me in his pickup truck 
when we were too tired and cold to drive, 
who had let me stay in his boss’ Airstream 
in the foothills of Aspen. The three of 
them looked at me and cried. Then I 
began to cry, in this dream.
  As I hurdled towards the earth I saw 
my co-workers ready to help me back 
into an apron, the smell of sausage gravy 
radiating from their fingertips. I saw my 
belongings in a trunk in a friend’s attic, 
now tangled with cobwebs, neglect, and 
cat piss. I saw my family’s welcoming 
faces, the apprehension of my month 
long journey melting away with the initial 
embrace. The trees began to approach me 
vigorously. On the top of a pine sitting 
next to a woodpecker, I saw my face, 
bearded and disheveled, staring at me 
with a smile.
  I woke up in Iowa. It was the last show 
of the tour. Soon I would be home. I had 
not changed my underwear in three days, 
as it was my last clean pair. My head felt 
like rocks. Reality was racing towards 
me, and I was ready. I had found a lot 
of happiness in wandering. I was left to 
my own devices. I got high on mountain 
tops with beautiful strangers. I earned 

Westward Ho: Final Chapter - Reborn                   
                                                                                       BY Danny HamenToasted 
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Westward Ho: Final Chapter - Reborn                   
                                                                                       BY Danny Hamen

my money where I could find it, whether 
in hard labor or sad songs. The Cadaver 
Dogs (Mat, Vegas, and Christian) shared 
my company as we rolled down the 
interstate. I was ready to sell t-shirts, lift 
bass amps, and share drinks with locals. 
We arrived at about eight with the place 
to ourselves.
   The last venue was gorgeous; Dali 
inspired murals spilled out over all the 
walls. In the following hours, people 
began to pile in. The opener was a burnt 
out jam band called Nizzard. Though 
clearly talented musicians, their sound 
was as tolerable as their band name. The 
Dogs went on and generated their usual 
spark of energy that drifted off stage 
into the libidos of the Iowan attendees. 
I danced so hard that night that my shirt 
melted to my skin and my inflamed face 
dripped with salty sweat. We sold records, 
packed gear, shared drinks, danced to hip 
hop, and forlornly climbed into the van 
at 3 in the morning to make our way back 
to Columbus. The words of Robert Crest 
were on my mind.

“There’s a race of men that don’t fit in,
A race that can’t sit still
So they break the hearts of kith and kin and 
they roam the world at will.
They range the field and rove the flood,
And they climb the mountain’s crest
Theirs is the curse of the gypsy blood,
And they don’t know how to rest.”

   My first week back, I was homeless. I 
slept on couches of friends who were 
generous enough to offer. It wasn’t long 
before I acquired a Craigslist mansion just 

outside of campus that was fully equipped 
with a study, sunroom, living room, rec 
room, and a foyer. Something about the 
spontaneity of finding online roommates 
excited me. It’s like having a ten minute 
first date and deciding whether or not 
you want to marry them for a year. I 
lucked out. I found Dan, a geophysicist 
in training, who has a heart of gold 
and a taste for chess. He was the acting 
landlord of the house. I referred to him 
as House Dad. Brando was a savant artist 
and musician. He enjoyed spending his 
time wailing on his 8 string metal guitar 
while absent-mindedly deliberating on 
the day in the life of an architect. I found 
his paintings hiding in the corner of a 
closet. They spoke of drugs and random 
calculations in brilliant shapes and colors. 
I enthusiastically decorated the manor. 
Then there was Christian, a long haired 
banjo plucking boy who I seemed to have 
the most connection with. We spent 
our time sipping on Speedway wine and 
eating discount pizza. For once, craigslist 
had brought me fortune.
   So there it is, one month gone and 
now I am back, in school and slinging 
scrambled eggs, trying to create a standard 
for myself. My goal is accomplished and 
now with great love I am fashioned 
into a new me. I traveled for the sake 
of movement, not destination. I left 
to shout out at the world, to affirm my 
state of independence. I left to seek the 
compelling nature of humanity, which 
now resonates in my head as I rest it on 
a familiar pillow, dreaming of a new way 
to be me.

courteousmassdayton.com
facebook.com/courteousmassdayton

courteousmassdayton@yahoo.com
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   On the second floor of my family’s house, 
in a guestroom, under the bed rests a long 
wooden traveling case. Black paint peeling 
with age, and adorned with vintage travel 
decals, the box bears the scars of decades 
of use. I knelt before the sturdy container, 
lifted up the brass latches and raised the 
lid to reveal a blue velveteen lining, still 
plush in the corners, but worn and faded 
in the patches where my father’s bagpipes 
rested. Though they had not been played for 
well over a year, the glossy wooden drones 
showed scarcely a trace of dust, their long, 
spoke-like forms protruding from the dark 
of the case like arms of an octopus from 
murky depths. I went to pick up the lifeless 
heap of pipes and cloth, and felt the faintest 
breath whisper from the bag deflating in my 
hand. I began to wonder where and when 
that gasp of stale air stole its way inside, but 
I was interrupted.

Highland Bagpipe (HB): Excuse me.
Victoria Harley (VH): Did you just burp?

HB: …Yeah. Sure.
VH: I don’t recall saying “at ease”.
HB: I don’t recall being enlisted. Those 
days are behind me.
VH: Looks like broken reeds are behind 
you. And some stale doublemint.
HB: Wrigleys?
VH: What else? 
HB: An essential component of any piper’s 
kit.
VH: What is that, like some bagpiper’s 
trick?
HB: No. It’s just delicious. Although…
it does remind me-- Did you ever see that 
episode of Dennis the Menace when he 
loses his gum in Mr. Wilson’s bagpipes and 
Mr. Wilson blows that huge bubble that 
pops right in his face?
VH: No.
HB: Oh. Right, me neither. What you really 
want are ear plugs.
VH: The music is that bad?
HB: It’s that loud. You ever try to talking to 
an old hard-of-hearing piper?

VH: Just one. My dad took it up when his 
father died. We used to complain about 
him practicing in the basement. First it was 
just the little chanter. Looked like a recorder 
mated with an oboe. It made a sound like 
an amplified goose. But after a year or 
two, he graduated to the full bagpipes and 
suddenly the house shook every time he 
played. Eventually we moved to a place with 
a garage separate from the house.
HB: Well, it doesn’t take long to blow your 
ears out if you don’t take proper precaution. 
The Ancient Celts knew that, of all the 
sounds that mankind could make, only the 
pipes could be heard in both worlds.
VH: “Both worlds.” That’s optimistic. You 
think both worlds can hear new students 
practicing? 
HB: Most students are on a practice chanter 
for about a year before attempting the full 
pipes.
VH: Is that quieter?
HB: Considerably.
VH: Considerate. 
HB: Now look here, I’m perfectly willing 
to take a joke or two in stride, but I must 
protest the callous ease with which the 
general public insults the practice of piping. 
Its actually a highly complex instrument 
with a complex piobaireachd form of music. 
Pipers can’t play just any song—the tune has 
to fit into a nine-note scale, one without 
sharps or flats. Unfortunately there are a lot 
of people out there playing the bagpipes in 
public who haven’t learned the basics—they 
don’t know how to tune the instrument 
properly. It tends to give the rest of us a bad 
reputation.
VH: So making loud and discordant music 
isn’t the goal?
HB: Loud, yes. But to be fair, we’re really 
meant to be played outdoors. 
VH: Right, aren’t the bagpipes a military 
thing?
HB: Well, they used to be an everybody 
thing—nearly every country in the world 
has had some kind of bagpipe at some time. 
The bagpipes have been used by Beethoven, 
Hayden, even the Animals.
VH: Sky Pilot?
HB: That’s the one. It’s thought that the 
Romans brought them to the British Isles. 
VH: The Animals?
HB: The bagpipes. 
VH: Why do I never remember seeing a 
Roman soldier with a set of bagpipes under 
his arm?
HB: Well, it’s possible you weren’t 
looking closely enough. Though few sets 
of bagpipes have stood the test of time, 
there are countless references to and 

depictions of people playing the bagpipes. 
Paintings, carvings, engravings, illuminated 
manuscripts—
VH: Illuminated manuscript—is that when 
a page has a big “D” but it’s got drawings of 
dragons and shit?
HB: In some cases. 
VH: Nice work if you can get it.
HB: Anyway, history tells us that the Scots 
introduced the bagpipes in war when they 
needed something to replace the trumpet. 
That’s why bagpipe music tends to come in 
the form of marches, salutes, and laments. 
In times of war, the use of bagpipes became 
a method of psychological intimidation. 
Opposing armies would hear the drone of 
warpipes echoing over the hills long before 
the rebels came into view.
VH: Rebels?
HB: Well, when you start reading a little 
more Scottish history, you’ll discover 
what Sir Walter Scott knew all along: 
“Twelve Highlanders and a bagpipe make a 
rebellion.”
VH: Against the English?
HB: Mostly.
VH: How did that turn out? Ah- never 
mind. I saw Braveheart.
HB: And here I was hoping we could avoid 
referencing Mel Gibson.
VH: I’m just pulling your drone.
HB: Well, it’s unfortunately not a laughing 
matter to the Scottish Independence 
movement. 
VH: Mel Gibson? I agree. 
HB: I meant rebellion. To this day, a 
number of political parties and advocacy 
groups endeavor to re-establish Scotland 
as a sovereign nation. There’s actually 
a referendum coming up in September 
concerning this very issue.
VH: Here I thought secession was an 
American mannerism. 
HB: John Major, the Conservative prime 
minister actually campaigned on the slogan 
“72 hours to save the union.”
VH: So the conservatives want Home Rule? 
I would have thought it was the other way 
around.
HB: Today, the main tenets of the 
Scottish National Party are largely social-
democratic. They look like most of Europe. 
Free education, nuclear disarmament, 
progressive taxation. Not wildly radical or 
anything, but their nationalistic bent holds 
appeal for those left and right of center. So 
long as they’re Scottish.
VH: So Scots don’t want to be Brits 
anymore?
HB: I’m not sure they ever have. 
Economically, they seem fairly comfortable 
with Englishness—they intend to continue 
using the Sterling.
VH: The what?
HB: The Pound... Money. 
VH: Ah. The real unifier.
HB: Some people say Scottish Nationalism 

12 Highlanders and a Bagpipe   
                                                                                                                  by  Victoria Harley
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verges on Anglophobia. 
VH: What is that—like a fear of geometry?
HB: In a sense. Maybe not a fear of English 
designs, but a suspicion of them. It’s 
fairly unfounded, just another sensitivity 
issue raised unnecessarily. Granted, 
resentments hold over, particularly when 
your government-issued textbook details a 
tradition of making the Scots beg for mercy. 
Any time there was a power vacuum, or 
question of succession, the English were 
usually prowling at the border, ready to 
capitalize on the chaos.
VH: Sounds familiar.
HB: These tricks are as old as dirt. When 
England finally took control of Scotland, 
they issued all sorts of new laws and 
regulations in an effort to stamp out Gaelic 
culture and disband the Scottish clan 
system. That tends to put a damper in the 
relationship.
VH: Did they ban the bagpipes?
HB: Well, people claim they did, but it’s far 
more likely that some puffed-up members 
of English law enforcement took liberties 
with their authority. 
VH: What, like the eighteenth century 
equivalent of confiscating someone’s drugs 
and smoking them later?
HB: Well, either way something’s getting 
burned. You know the difference between 
the Great Highland and Northumbrian 
bagpipes? 
VH: Uh...
HB: The Great Highland burns longer, but 
the Northumbrian burns hotter.
VH: Oh, so you get to make jokes.
HB: Someone’s got to.
VH: I think it might be time to close this 
case.
HB: Oh, don’t be like that. 
VH: Like what?
HB: I never saw an American-Scottish 
cringe like yours.
VH: Cringe?
HB: You’ve got a Scottish inferiority 
complex.
VH: Who doesn’t have a complex? It’s very 
“now.”
HB: There—you did it again.
VH: Did what?
HB: Evaded the issue.
VH: Okay, fine. What’s a Scottish Cringe?
HB: You resent imperialism, yet you 
assimilate in an effort to distance yourself 
from your true identity. 
VH: Okay, granted.
HB: You feel embarrassed by overt 
expressions of Scottish culture and self-
deprecate before anyone can beat you to it.
VH: Go on.
HB: You fear that you will continue to 
underachieve as a part of your heritage 
and your destiny. Knowing that, despite 
your best efforts, you expect to be reduced 
and essentialized by the heirs of dominant 

ideology.
VH: Hm...
HB: When was the last time you had a bowl 
of porridge? Or wore a scrap of tartan?
VH: Is that the limit of my cringe? Food and 
fashion? Now who’s essentializing?
HB: Aren’t you the least bit tempted to 
learn the bagpipes?
VH: From what I understand, it requires 
some effort.
HB: Well, there’s no doubt about that—it’s 
a long and demanding process. 
VH: Fun.
HB: It is. I saw a lot of the world tucked 
under someone’s arm. Festivals, kirkings, 
weddings…
VH: Kirking?
HB: No, there’s no musical experience 
quite like it. When played right, all three 
drones tuned and blaring, you can actually 
feel the harmonics humming through your 
body. 
VH: Yeah—it’s called getting blasted out of 
your skin. It’s why kids turn up the volume 
of their music so damn much.
HB: Maybe that’s what continues to 
attract people to the bagpipes. Music, not 
heritage. Some people will never warm 
up to the sound. The bagpipes have been 
on the decline for some time, but pockets 
of appreciators appear to be cultivating 
themselves with the help of the internet. 
VH: And Neutral Milk Hotel. 
HB: They used Uilleann pipes. 
VH: And?
HB: Nevermind.

  If you ever want to “get blasted out of your 
skin” the ancient way, you might consider 
taking up the bagpipes. The Miami Valley 
Pipes and Drums offer free lessons to those 
wanting to learn. Their band meets for 
practice once a week in downtown Dayton. 
(Google it.)

LIKE US ON FACEBOOK FOR
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|
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DIY: Handmade Beard Oil     
                                                                                  by lisa patrick-wright

Here is a do it yourself for all you beardos 
out there or beardo lovers . Keep that 
luscious beard of yours naturally sexy with 
this DIY Beard Oil. 

Supplies: all can be found at a health food store.
•Grape seed , Olive , Apricot or Walnut     
   Oil
•Jojoba oil
•Hemp Oil (optional)
•Vitamin E (optional)
•Essential Oil fragrances ( fragrance of  
   choice) 
•Glass Bottle
•Glass Dropper

Lisa Patrick-Wright 
Co-Founder/Program Director,Grass Roots 
Enrichment and Wellness Center 
400 E. Fifth Street, Suite C. 
Dayton, Oh 45402 
937-723-6747 
www.grassrootsenrichment.com

Step 1. 
In a small glass dropper, mix  20 drops of 
jojoba oil – more or less as desired.  

Step 2. 
Start with three essential oil fragrances and 
add one drop of each to the oil mixture, 
add additional fragrances and more drops 
to build the fragrance as desired.  
Step 3. 
Top the mixture up with approximately 1 
ounce of walnut oil, to fill the remaining 
space in the dropper.

I used Rosemary as one of the essential oils 
to help protect naturally  from any viruses 
going around. 

DaytonMostMetro.com  

Artemis Center's Annual Gala!
Dayton Masonic Center
Saturday, March 8
7:00 PM - 12:00 PM

 
First Friday
Downtown Dayton 
Oregon District
Friday, March 7 
5:00 PM - 10:00 PM

The Ugly Duckling & The Tortoise 
And The Hare
Victoria Theatre
Friday, March 7
9:30 AM & 11:30 AM

Fritz the Nite Owl 
Presents Labyrinth
Englewood Cinema
Friday, February 28
10:00 PM

FilmDayton presents 
Evening with Oscar
Hilton Garden Inn
Sunday, March 2
7:00 PM - 11:30 PM
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   I was born in 1991 and as far back as I can 
remember, video games have always been 
a part of my life. For most of my youth, as 
was the case for many of us, those games 
were usually in greyscale, 2D, with no real 
story line. The music was crafted on midi 
files and they normally only allowed for 
single-person game play. This is how most 
of us with siblings or cousins first learned 
to share.
 Sure, I played the 90s classics: Super 
Mario Brothers, Mortal Kombat and Sonic 
the Hedgehog, but there was nothing 
particularly spectacular about those games. 
Nothing really struck me until the end of the 
decade.
  1998 and 1999 were big years for me—I was 
introduced to two things that would change 
my life forever. The first was Nintendo’s new 
Gameboy Color and the groundbreaking 
game that came with it—Pokémon Red. To 
my mother, this was probably the biggest 
mistake she ever made. She couldn’t pull 
me away from the damn thing. For millions 
of us, the Pokémon games gave us the 

Then and Now:
A Gamer’s Retrospective                                                                                                                                                                               
                                                         by jasmine myrick

opportunity to explore an amazing world full 
of equally amazing and powerful creatures. 
We battled other trainers, trampled the 
incompetent bad guys and their hoards of 
Zubats and Ratatas, and got to answer the 
age old question: Are You a Boy or a Girl? 
Above all, we got to be heroes and we 
received recognition for it.
  Anyone who knows me personally knows 
what the second life changing event was, as 
I have its most notable image permanently 
tattooed on my left shoulder. 1999 was the 
first time I played The Legend of Zelda: 
Ocarina of Time. Not only was this game 
in 3D (which, at age 8, blew my freaking 
mind), but there was an in depth story line, 
intricately designed dungeons and enemies, 
a soundtrack performed by an actual 
orchestra, and incredible cinematic cut-
scenes.  Also, if you died, you didn’t have to 
start all over from the beginning. That was 
kind of a big deal for me.
  In the years since then, gaming media 
has grown enormously. Sony gave us the 
PlayStation and the Pokémon franchise has 
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Then and Now:
A Gamer’s Retrospective                                                                                                                                                                               
                                                         by jasmine myrick

thrived. Then Microsoft stepped into the 
picture and brought its A-game with the 
XBox. Now we were no longer forced to 
play the person directly beside us. We could 
play with our friends, no matter where they 
were, as long as they had broadband. Sure, 
SEGA tried it first with SegaNet, but there’s 
a reason you didn’t know that existed. 
Now, it’s no longer a remarkable feat of 
technology—it’s customary for any gaming 
system on the market.
   Today in 2014, with Xbox One and PS4 not 
even having reached their six month marks 
yet, there is one game that I am looking 
forward to more than anything. It brings 
together most of the things that I’ve loved 
about games all my life and, being a product 
of the geniuses at Bethesda, even allows you 
to design your own character down to the 
most minute details.
  I’m of course talking about The Elder 
Scrolls Online. For anyone who doesn’t 
know what the Elder Scrolls are, just say 
“Skyrim” in any public place and I guarantee 
that you will get schooled.
 The Elder Scrolls franchise is almost as 
old as I am. Bethesda first released The 
Elder Scrolls: Arena for PC in 1994 and 
since then, they’ve released an accumulated 
seventeen critically acclaimed games and 
add-ons for the PC, Xbox, 360, and PS3. 
I would personally recommend the series 
to anyone who loves adventure and action 
RPGs.
  What is it about ES Online that’s got me 
so stoked? Honestly, I could go on for days. 
For those of you who want the nostalgia of 

the previous games, ESO allows you to travel 
to most of the regions of the continent of 
Tamriel and play as any of the coinciding 
inhabitants. (e.g elves, orcs, nords, and so 
on.) To enhance gameplay, they’ve made it 
so that you can interact with anyone who 
has the game, regardless of what platform 
they’re using. Want to start a guild with 
your friends from Micro-Econ? Done. Have 
a beef with some kid in Minnesota that you 
met at Comic-Con, but he’s playing on PC 
while you have an Xbox One? No problem. 
BOOM! Axe to the face.
  Keep in mind that Elder Scrolls online 
is strictly ONLINE. Clever marketing, you 
bafty crastards.  Those of us playing on the 
PS4 won’t need to have PlayStation Plus but, 
like those playing on PC, we will have to pay 
a $15 monthly subscription to play. Also, 
there is no main quest line. There are events 
and missions that you can complete but the 
ultimate goal is for your side to be the most 
prominent force in the continent by taking 
control of the throne and the Elder Scrolls 
themselves. 
 There’s an ever-present feeling of 
competition as well, considering the fact 
that when you’re in class or asleep, someone 
else is playing, getting better, climbing in 
your windows, and snatching up your Elder 
Scrolls. My naturally competitive personality 
is definitely going to get the best of me and 
fuel me to be better than all of my friends. I 
guess I had better stock up on canned goods 
and block off a few months of my time—I 
don’t think I’ll be leaving my house for a 
while.

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

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

March 24-28
The Dangerous 
Spring Break 
for Boys

9- 11 am (Boys) 12 - 2 pm (Girls)
5 - 12 yrs. old

March 24-28

Cost: 3 days/ $60 or 5 days/ $80 
(add a sibling 3 days/$30 or 5 days/$40) 

The Daring 
Spring Break 
for Girls

Based on the book: The Daring Book for Girls 
we will use this as our manual for everything 
girls need to know and more- Female Heroes of 
History, Secret Note Passing, Science Projects, 
Cats Cradle and the Eternal Mystery of what 
BOYS are thinking!

Based on the book: The Dangerous Book for Boys 
we will use this as our manual fore everything boys 
need to know and more- Electromagnets, Identifying 
Insects and Spiders, Flying the Best Paper 
Airplanes, Finding True North and answering the 
age old question of What's the big deal with GIRLS?



# weekly20|

If you could arm wrestle any mythical creature, what would it be?

Telephone asks                                                                                                                                                                                 
                          

COMING TO 

MARCH 5th

FACEBOOK.COM/BREWNEWSPUBLISHING   |   THEBREWNEWS.COM

New At The Tavern

Share a Pizza

Special Sandwiches
Pizza & More

Rev Roxy, Sat 2-6p

omegamusicdayton.com

omegamusicdayton.com

 “Nessie the Loch Ness Monster,
 I’d totally crush those flippers.”

-Lisa Patrick-Wright

 “T-Rex, I think
-Laura Rea

 I could get some leverage...”

Our editor would happily take on the drummer from Def Leppard,
 left handed of course.
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Telephone asks                                                                                                                                                                                 
                          

ETCH VS E.T.

Andy Rowe would be happy 
to take on Venus de Milo.

Honorable Mentions:

Bob Dylan
Chuck Norris

Jesus
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Sam Randolph: “I Am Very Serious About Not Being Serious.”                                         
                                                                                                                                                                                                                       by Katie Modras-Anible
  

  Outsider artist Sam Randolf explores 
aspects of human self-perception through 
a process of dissecting and assembling 
available elements: discarded magazines and 
books with layers of painted shapes, colors, 
and lines throughout. This process and the 
subsequent product has become part of his 
own spiritual self-exploration, serving as a 
window through which he examines the 
world and through which the world may 
peek into Randolf’s own mind.

Katie:  Tell me about a movie or book or 
artist that fired you up creatively, as a kid.
Sam:  As a kid, I would have to say that the 
movies Grease, The Aristocats, and Star 
Wars were my three favorite films. Oddly, 
all three of those movies seem similar to 
me and could be condensed into one film, 
titled The Road Warrior which is the best 
film ever made, if you ask me. I was never 
really exposed to art as a child, not museum 
art anyway. I started drawing at a very young 
age. In high school I started painting and got 
my first sketchbook.  I really liked fantasy 
art in fiction and gravitated towards animal 
imagery in non-fiction books. I would have 
to say that the art which got me most fired 
up as a kid was the work in Dungeons 
and Dragons, even though I never actually 
played. Around age eighteen, my main 
influence became BDSM imagery, in that 
it expressed the human condition very 
well. Up until this point in time, my only 
references were fantasy art and comic book 
art. At twenty five, I discovered the artist 
Hans Bellmer in an erotic art book. I would 
say that he is one of my biggest influences, 
not in the sense that I emulate him. Rather, 
I believe that his work influenced mine 
in doing what I do and not copying what 
others have done. Not having any artistic 
training lends to that philosophy. I have 
no technique training and I like to make 
big messes and then cover them up, like 
politicians do. 

K: What areas of work are you focused 
on right now? Where has your brain been 
going? 
S: Right now I am trying to get away from 

using collage. I absolutely love it and I 
have something on the back burner that 
is just waiting to exist, but I need to locate 
the images first. With collage, I put limits 
on myself though; the images have to be 
found and in print, so I have been trying 
to lay off of the collage stuff, although I 
am very drawn to it and will continue to 
do it in the future. The great thing about 
collage is that each image tells a story and 
you can combine the stories to tell a new 
one. I guess, ultimately, I am trying to pull 
the mask off of the masked. I am trying to 
reveal an underlying aspect of humanity. 
I absolutely love the human form. At the 
same time, what lies within can also be a 
monster, so there is that duality. Humans 
love to hide their inner monsters and I 
love to see those inner monsters. I like to 
try to show the hermit crab without a shell 
on: naked weirdness, the things you don’t 
want your neighbors to know. Those are 
the things that I want to see. I think that 
my main goal is to be a mirror and reflect 
things as I see them. At the same time, I 
am the only one who might understand 
me through what I do. There seem to be 
two methods in what I do. There are the 
idea-based creations and then there are 
the whatever-happens-based creations. The 
idea-based creations tend to have a general 
idea applied to them and I then attempt to 
portray that idea. The “whatever happens” 
creations tend to create themselves and I see 
something within a mess and pull it out and 
help to define it. 

K: Tell us a favorite quote to live by.
S: Quotes to live by...Dream small, win 
big! I would say that sarcasm dictates my 
perception. In dreaming small, one is 
less likely to acclimate themselves to the 
American Dream, which is a plague. If one 
were less acclimated to live the American 
Dream then I would hope that they would 
throw away less trash, making the world a 
better place to dream small and win big. We 
don’t need to live in space, people. We need 
to be animals. You should be biting your 
neighbors, not hiding from them. 
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Sam Randolph: “I Am Very Serious About Not Being Serious.”                                         
                                                                                                                                                                                                                       by Katie Modras-Anible
  



TICK KECK TOE

CELEBRATE WITH US AT THE YELLOW CAB ON mARCH 29TH

etch + yheti + Brett hill + sub x + grand mammoth
 + eye swatter + M Ross Perkins

voodoo taco + tba

the big wheel + photobooth +  interactive 
seek & find +  much more

700 E. 4th Street, Dayton, Ohio 45402
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TICK KECK TOE

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

Acoustic 
Thirstdays
with Alex Speller

Thursday

The Old Time 
Acoustic Jam
with Rick Good 
and Ben Cooper

Wednesday
     Spring Fever

It is starting to show signs of ________ temperatures and sunnier 

________. The snow has all but ________ and the ________ s have 

started chirping. However, this change in seasons has its ________   

moments too. For instance, all the east enders who have been cramped in 

their ________ bed room house with ________ ________ smoking 

relatives, decide to hit the ________ streets and always end up ________
in the back of a cop car. Also, there are the ________, who always start 

wearing shorts even though it is only 32 degrees. Finally, watch out for the 

________. They feel ________ and that makes them feel invincible. 

When you see them driving in their ________ with their ________ 

down, you had probably steer clear. However, don’t let any of this hold 

you back. Get out and enjoy the ________ weather, ________ with your 

friends and just have a ________ time!

animals

number

verb past tense

verb

emotion

adjective

group of people

plural noun

noun

generation

adjective

vehicle

verb-ing

adjective

number

noun

adjective

adjective
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WYSO has all your favorite NPR progams.

wyso.org

our community. our nation. our world.

Sundays @ 6PM

Weekdays @ 3PMWeekdays @ 3PM

Every Weekday MorningEvery Weekday Afternoon

Weekdays @ 3PMSaturdays @ 11AM

March is Membership Month!


