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  Bitcoin, a digital currency unregulated by 
any national bank, effectively anonymous in 
use, and secured through a distributed peer 
based cryptographic system, may sound too 
good to be true. Imagine not relying on a 
central government or financial institution 
to control the value of your money, 
instead placing your trust in a network of 
like minded people. Virtual currencies 
are by their nature unconventional, so a 
brief history and summary of Bitcoin’s 
innerworkings are a good foundation to any 
real discussion on its function as a system 
of currency. 
  Created in 2008, the first fifty Bitcoins 
were “mined” by their creator, Satoshi 
Nakamoto in 2009. In just five years the 
amount of Bitcoins in circulation has 
increased to twelve million, each valued 
presently at around 650 USD, or a total 
of about eight billion dollars. The validity 
and high valuation of this currency comes 
from its underlying process of production 

and validation. Bitcoin “miners” use 
computers with increasingly sophisticated 
microprocessors to validate transactions 
between Bitcoin “wallets.” Each transaction 
with a Bitcoin wallet generates a unique 
public transaction record that must be 
signed by that particular wallet’s private 
key, or password. The miners then compete 
to validate blocks of these transactions, 
computing whether the transaction was in 
fact properly signed, and are paid Bitcoins 
for their efforts. The difficulty of this 
verification process increases over time, 
as the payout decreases; a design feature 
intended to mitigate the risk of inflation. 
Clearly, because the transaction records 
must be public in order to be validated by 
the peer network of miners, the Bitcoin 
system is not entirely anonymous. And 
while this is true, the real anonymity 
comes from the fact that each wallet is not 
necessarily tied to an individual. In this 
sense, Bitcoins can be used very much like 
physical banknotes, albeit for the internet. 
In fact, due to rampant theft stemming 
from very cleverly designed online attacks, 
physical Bitcoin wallets have been gaining 
in popularity, taking the form of a printed 
QR code. For an average person or investor 
that would like Bitcoins but lacks the capital 
to invest in expensive mining equipment, 
there are online exchanges where Bitcoins 
may be purchased using other, more 
common currencies. While there are 
thousands of online vendors who accept 
Bitcoins as a legitimate form of payment, 
the actual number of brick and mortar 
stores who have adopted Bitcoin is relatively 
low, leading many to remain skeptical about 
its legitimacy as an actual currency.
  The anonymous and decentralized nature 
of Bitcoin is lauded for its use in developing 
countries with questionable governments 
or unstable national currencies. Bitcoin 
lacks the high fees associated with payment 
methods such as credit cards while still 
allowing the transfer of funds over the 
internet, allowing the purchase of goods 
and services without the intervention of 
an outside agency or reliance on a national 
bank. Unfortunately, because of these 
qualities Bitcoin is often most associated 
with its role in criminal activities. Online 
marketplaces where illicit drugs can be 

bought and sold with near total anonymity 
exist and rely on Bitcoin as a secure yet 
(mostly) untraceable form of currency. The 
most popularized and successful of these was 
The Silk Road. Relying on Tor, an internet 
address anonymizer, and Bitcoin as a method 
of payment, The Silk Road facilitated the 
purchase of millions of dollars in illegal 
drugs from 2011 until it was shut down 
by United States authorities in 2013. The 
Silk Road allowed users to browse through 
pages of vendors selling not only drugs but 
ordinary services such as contract writing or 
programming and more nefarious services 
such as money laundering or contract 
assassination. Because of the anonymous 
nature of transactions, the reliability of 
goods or services was only guaranteed 
through the crowd-sourced review of 
purchases. This system was highly effective 
and drugs flowed unfettered worldwide 
until, inevitably, it became too massively 
popular for the federal government to 
overlook. Unfortunately, when it comes to 
the internet, or the U.S. Postal Service, true 
anonymity is somewhat of a pipe dream. 
American law enforcement eventually 
tracked a series of Bitcoin transactions and 
arrested the proprietor of The Silk Road in 
San Francisco, seizing millions in Bitcoins 
and shuttering the site. And while this was 
unfortunate for those whose drug addled 
minds relied upon this particular internet 
black market for their thrills, it was actually 
a boon for the fledgling Bitcoin currency; 
the government seizure of assets in the 
form of Bitcoins helped legitimize them as 
things holding tangible value. Subsequent 
attempts have been made to recreate The 
Silk Road and all have failed fairly quickly, 
mostly thanks to the increasing attention 
paid to Bitcoin by the public and by various 
law enforcement agencies.
  Bitcoin is still a fledgling currency and 
is criticized by many for its wild market 
fluctuations and its popular association 
with criminal elements. Recently millions 
of dollars were stolen from one of the 
world’s largest Bitcoin exchanges, Mt. Gox, 
resulting in its shutdown. The exploit used, 
known as transaction malleability, has yet 
to be fully addressed, but Bitcoin has a 
dynamic system to add or remove features 
as necessary, all based around its peer to 
peer network. Dry and technical discussion 
aside, Bitcoin is a currency of hope. Hope 
for those both in developing, destabilized 
countries and hope for those in developed, 
corporatized nations who would just like a 
little more freedom, at least when it comes 
to money.

What’s In Your Wallet: Bitcoin Explained      
                                                                                                                                                                                                           by  Daniel Kloimwieder

“Recently millions of dollars were stolen from 
one of the world’s largest Bitcoin exchanges, Mt. 

Gox, resulting in its shutdown”
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What’s In Your Wallet: Bitcoin Explained      
                                                                                                                                                                                                           by  Daniel Kloimwieder

DIY: Light Switch Time Capsule                                                                                                                                                                           
                                                            by lisa patrick-wright

Step 1. 
Unscrew light switch cover and trace outside 
and inside of light switch cover onto a piece 
of paper. Cut out the template.

Here is a really simple way to make a time 
capsule or a sneaky way to leave a secret 
message for the future. You can leave an 
accurate time capsule or some really fudged 
up message for future humans. The choice 
is yours...

Supplies:
Light Switch Plate
Flathead screwdriver or butter knife
Paper
Ink Pen
Scissors
Glue Stick

Step 2. 
Write your message onto the traced paper 
template (make sure you don’t forget the 
date) and glue onto the inside of the light 
switch cover.

Step 3. 
Screw light switch cover back in place and 
your finished!

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
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The Enlightened Carnivore:
Ethics and Animal Consumption   
                                                                                                                           by  Daisy Jean

 Recently, I shared my strong opinions 
concerning animal cruelty on Facebook, 
stating that we are each personally 
responsible for the torture and murder of 
other species when we choose to eat meat. 
I included a graphic yet informative video 
depicting what goes on behind the scenes 
at our factory farms and slaughterhouses.  I 
offset my post with a “not to offend or come 
off as judgmental, but…” disclaimer, hoping 
that would sugarcoat things enough to avoid 
ruffling feathers. Unfortunately or perhaps 
fortunately, my carnivorous friends did not 
fall for such an obvious ploy and they wasted 
no time in pointing out that I was indeed 
being judgmental and offensive, suggesting 
that I should choose my words more carefully.  
At first I felt bad. As a self-proclaimed 
conscientious being, I generally avoid 
confrontational discussions, always seeking 
out the neutral zone in order to diffuse 
conflict. After all, a war cannot exist unless it 
has at least two sides. Most of the vegetarians 

and vegans I know do not feel the need to 
convert the world from their irresponsible 
and careless dietary habits, so what makes me 
think that it’s my place to do so?  These were 
the thoughts running through my head as I 
began to formulate an apology. But then...
  Then I remembered the video and felt 
compelled to stand my ground, continuing 
to voice my impassioned concerns. I 
remembered Nikki the pig and Symphony 
the chicken, two devoted, loving mothers just 
like myself. I remembered why I Googled the 
video in the first place.  My young daughter 
was having a difficult time denying the 
temptation of meat when exposed to it outside 
of our home.  She didn’t quite understand 
the connection between what we choose to 
eat and where it comes from. So I did what 
any reasonable, clear-thinking parent would 
do. I showed her this educational and eye-
opening video, in the hopes of providing her 
with a sound perspective. 
  Yes, the video is graphic and disturbing 

and no, I am not advocating for mass 
kindergarten viewings anytime soon. But 
sweeping an issue under the rug does not 
make it go away.  As young as my daughter 
is, she should still feel that she is old enough 
to make responsible choices. However, one 
cannot make responsible choices unless they 
have the facts. And the facts are blatantly 
obvious, if we simply open our eyes and our 
hearts. 
  Watching that video was all it took for 
my daughter to begin thinking, to begin 
understanding that we are connected to all 
things and that our individual actions uplift 
or destroy our world. She was reminded 
that she is indeed powerful and able to 
create big changes through small choices. 
The next day after staying the night at her 
uncle’s house, she proudly bounded into the 
kitchen to let me know that she resisted the 
temptation to eat sausage with her cousins. 
Her five-year old mind was able to grasp the 
concept that the sausage, as delicious as it 
may be, did not just magically fall from the 
sky to make her breakfast more enjoyable. 
She now understands that it had to come 
from somewhere and she knows that this 
somewhere is a place full of pain and 
suffering.  She is also aware that even at just 
five years old, she can make a choice between 
apathy and good conscience. I believe that 
every time she makes a choice for good by 
refusing to support animal cruelty, her heart 
grows more loving and she becomes a more 
compassionate being. And isn’t that what we 
all want for our children and for ourselves?
We live in an interesting time. It’s a time 
in which age-old justifications of our 
egocentric domination of animal species 
can no longer be reasonably advocated 
for when put up against modern scientific 
evidence concerning the sentient nature of 
these intelligent beings. This is especially 
true when the aforementioned evidence is 
accompanied by eyewitness footage of the 
horrific abuses they suffer at the hands of our 
consumer support.  
   Despite these widely known facts, however, 
most of us continue to encourage this 
terrible industry.  How is it that we are so 
desensitized to the suffering of others, 
human or nonhuman, in order to satisfy our 
own rampant appetites? Nobel prize winner 
and renowned poet Rabindranath Tagore 
had an eloquent theory: “We manage to 
swallow flesh only because we do not think 

Toasted 
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Sauce.
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of the cruel and sinful thing that we do.  
Cruelty... is a fundamental sin, and admits 
of no arguments or nice distinctions.  If only 
we do not allow our heart to grow callous, 
it protests against cruelty, is always clearly 
heard; and yet we go on perpetrating cruelties 
easily, merrily, all of us - in fact, anyone who 
does not join in is dubbed a crank.”
 There is talk all over the place of a 
great awakening. However, true higher 
consciousness is not possible while one 
continues to indulge in the flesh of other 
beings, especially tortured ones.  So while my 
main intention is not to offend, it appears 
to be an inevitable consequence of taking a 
public stance against a mainstream custom. 

Historically, this is the way it has always 
seemed to work. A few small voices cry out 
in the wilderness against a stubborn and 
indignant majority.  
  So if you’re concerned with improving the 
conditions under which all living creatures 
exist, you must put conscious thought 
into the food that you choose to consume. 
Remember, one of the great secrets of the 
universe is that everything is connected; 
we literally are what we eat. I find a glaring 
paradox in the idea of an enlightened 
carnivore. When you eat the flesh of a 
tortured being, eventually you will find your 
own soul tortured as well. 

Photos by REEL WATER PRODUCTIONS  
and Bryan Smith

TITLE SPONSOR OF

Call (937) 461-8295  TODAY!GROUPS SAVE!

$20TICKETS START ATMEDIA PARTNER
Think TV

www.victoriatheatre.com

PRESENTED BY

March 24, 2014 • 7 p.m.

BRYAN SMITH
THE LENS OF ADVENTURE

Bryan Smith, an award-winning filmmaker for the National 
Geographic Channel, shares gripping, behind-the-scenes  
moments from his assignments to document extreme feats 
and high adventure in the world’s most challenging  
environments.  Smith has built on his adventure film roots  
and  developed a strong reputation in both TV documentary  
and commercial cinematography.

Scan for video!
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  A boy and his dog: the representation 
of the American bond, a model of 
unconditional love and piety between two 
living beings. This profound love creates 
an unsettling dichotomy between a boy 
and his wallet once the dog falls on his 
ass. I never wanted a dog. I knew that 
I would be an awful parent, my brain 
ordinarily consumed with schoolwork 
and discount liquor. My parents were 
renovating their home to prepare for a 
move and were unable to care for their 
Pekingese pup, Frankie. They asked me if 
I would like to adopt him, remembering 
that I had once hugged Frank so hard that 
he vomited on my sweater. They knew my 
love was sincere.
   Considering I lived in a giant house with 
an ample backyard and three roommates 
who were in puppy-love, I decided to take 
on the challenge of parenthood. I swore 
to myself and to the universe that I would 
keep this dog alive for as long as possible. 
Within the first day, I climbed out of 
the shower and stepped barefoot into 
a steaming, hearty Frank-pie. I climbed 
back into the shower and contemplated 
the complexities of child abuse. I knew 
that I had to be patient, diligent, and 
remember that I am responsible for his 
“crappy” bathroom etiquette. 
  Three days in and things were going 
smoothly. I had Frank on a regular 
bathroom schedule and was just beginning 
to adjust to the rancid smell of his breath. 
The sunshine was bright and warm. I 
was playing banjo in our second story 

sunroom with the window open, Frankie 
absentmindedly tossing on the floor, 
dragging around a stuffed duck with his 
jaw. I propped my feet on a chair next to 
the window, letting the transient moment 
of joy wash me over. Frank hopped up 
on the chair and indulged in one of his 
favorite past times; methodically licking 
at my socks, (partly the reason why his 
breath smells like toe jam). He took a long 
gaze out the window and the next thing I 
knew, he was gone.  
  I never actually saw Frank fall. I ran next 
to the window and poked my head out, 
and there he was, thirty feet below in a 
pile of snow. In a panic, I ran outside 
and saw Frank staring blankly at me, 
sitting patiently. I swooped him up and 
noticed his front paw limping like a wet 
noodle. I freaked out. I was the worst dad 
ever, letting my child fly out the window 
within the first week. I didn’t have a car 
and was desperately trying to think of a 
viable solution to getting Frank to safety. 
I picked up my phone and dialed 911. 
The operator unsubtly reminded me of 
my stupidity, so I hung up and began to 
conjure a real solution.   
 I remembered that I had recently 
downloaded an app called Uber that 
works as a taxi service. I saw that a car was 
within three minutes of me, so I pressed 
the button. My doorbell rang. I opened 
up and saw my friend Mathew slouched 
in the entry, ready for our scheduled band 
practice. While clutching Frankie in my 
pajamas, I recalled the traumatic incident 

Frank the Dog 
Jumps out the Window                       
                                                                                                        by  Danny Hamen

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

Purchase as low as

Now through March 31, 2014. Some restrictions apply.  
See Dealer for Details. Subject to Credit Approval.

APR Financing
for up to 48 months0.9%
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in a high pitched parental shriek. By 
the time I finished the tale, I spotted a 
polished black Lincoln Town Car parked 
in my driveway. A tall man garbed in a 
tailored grey suit stepped out of the 
driver’s seat. He opened the backdoor 
while placing a phone call. My phone 
rang. “Mr. Hamen, your ride has arrived.”
 Mathew, Frank, and I ferociously climbed 
into the spacious leather seats of the 
Town Car and directed the driver to the 
OSU veterinarian hospital. We arrived in 
great class and luxury, as if we were some 
kind of fluffy pet owning celebrities. We 
stormed into the hospital and thumped 
Frank onto counter. Without hesitation, 
Mathew exclaimed “Frank the dog jumped 
out the freaking window!” I looked at him 
and then to the horrified nurse and then 
to myself in my pajamas and felt about 
the same height as a crippled Pekingese. 
At that moment, I realized I had forgotten 
my wallet.
  I tried to explain to the receptionist that 
in the befuddlement of Frank’s fall, I 
had forgotten to put on proper pants or 
grab any forms of payment, other than 
the crumpled up bills I had pocketed 
to pay for the driver. Three separate 
astounding individuals overheard me 
explaining my circumstance and offered 
to pay my emergency fees, a total of 161 
dollars. Feeling guilty and ready to face 
the consequences for my poor parenting 
skills, I only accepted a ride home to 
snag my billfold. I climbed into Jenny’s 
van. She was an angel who worked in 
dog rescue, her ride lovingly cluttered 
with dog blankets, squeak toys, and fur. 
We swapped dramatic pet stories and 
indulged in each other the wonders of 
this type of parenting.
  I returned to the hospital with a new sense 
of hope, for the universe had provided 
good Samaritans to catch us after Frank 
and I have fallen. After flipping through 
an uninteresting fishing magazine in the 
waiting room, I was approached by my 
doctor. She pulled me into her office and 
showed me X-rays of Frank. They found 
a subluxation of radius and radial carpal 
bone and small bone fragments palmar-
medial to radius. I found out that all of 
this lingo actually meant that Frank’s only 
option was a 3,000 dollar reconstructive 
surgery, as well a costly 12-week recovery 
period. If I was unable to afford his 
surgery, I would have to give him to 
a shelter that would more than likely 
euthanize him unless he received funding 
for treatment. “Frank, you stupid idiot...”
 The doctor saw my eyelids begin 
to water with overwhelming fear. She held 
my hand and offered to let me go home 
for a week with Frank, put my ducks in a 
row, and consider my options which were 
equally grim.  Frank was excited to see 

me, now fashioned with a pink cast that 
cost me roughly four hundred dollars. 
Ordered to keep Frank on bed rest until 
his surgery, I got home, popped a doggy 
painkiller, laid down in my bed, and felt 
like a failure of a parent. 
 I had a dream that night that crippled 
Frank and I got kicked out of our house. 
Ridden with medical debt, I was unable 
to pay our rent that month. We crawled 
into a small cardboard box in the rain and 
huddled amongst each other for warmth. 
I woke up and realized that if I wanted to 
help Frank, I had work to do. I launched 
an online fundraiser for Frank and 
reached out to charitable organizations 
such as IMOM and Redrover. In my 
efforts, within the first week I had raised a 
miraculous 800 dollars for Frank, enough 
to help with a down payment to get his 
surgery underway. Some of the donations 
were anonymous and from China, the 
latter seeming to have a special sympathy 
for the Pekingese.
 I am soon to be organizing a benefit 
concert for Frank in the coming weeks. 
Friends of mine, aptly named The 
Cadaver Dogs, offered to host the event. 
Even one of my roommates offered to 
sell off his paintings as incentive for high 
donations.  I am constantly humbled 
by the amount of community support I 
have received on Frank’s behalf. Frank’s 
surgery was a success and he is currently 
in week two of recovery. 
  When I initially called my parents and 
told them what happened to Frank, and 
told them how sorry I was for ruining 
their dog, they laughed and reminded 
me that when I was three, I jumped out 
of a second story window. There are no 
rules or guidelines in parenting. Kids 
get hurt. But the obligation remains for 
parents; love unconditionally, even if that 
means picking up a couple of extra shifts 
at work, or selling off some unneeded 
extravagant items. It feels good, as a single 
person, to pour my love into someone 
that is not me. My lesson for the year is 
to watch out for the window, pick up pet 
insurance, and to perhaps get better at the 
banjo so Frankie doesn’t find it necessary 
to commit doggie suicide.

Danny’s fundraiser is still open to 
donations and to anybody willing to 
help Frank. He is reaching out to the 
community for any ideas or resources that 
can be beneficial to his cause. Danny can 
be contacted at danny.telephone@gmail.
com and his fundraiser can be found at 
fundrazr.com/campaigns/bhae5/ab/a2rl4a 
or by googling “Please Help Frank the 
Dog Walk Again!”

Frank the Dog 
Jumps out the Window                       
                                                                                                        by  Danny Hamen

P R E S E N T S

A ReveAling FAmily DRAmA

Performed live at THE LOFT THEATRE in Downtown Dayton • 126 N. Main Street

Other Desert Cities SponSored by

 Morris Home Furnishings
 Maryann and Jack Bernstein  •  Mrs. Wallace E. Johnson

The LofT SeaSon SponSor

organizaTionaL SupporT provided by

addiTionaL LofT SeaSon SupporT

Join Us  
Online

$25 SeatS available at all PerformanceS

March 27–April 13, 2014

by Jon Robin Baitz
directed by Margarett Perry

                          For tickets: 937-228-3630
or online: www.humanracetheatre.org  

or www.ticketcenterstage.com
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  Recently, a good friend of mine happened 
into an easy house-sitting job in one of 
the nicer suburbs of our fair city. She’s 
one of these people who routinely falls 
ass-backwards into easy odd jobs as a semi-
sustainable means of income. One gray 
and uneventful afternoon, she invited me 
over to their palatial split-level for take out 
and free cable. After the commensurate 
shoveling of foodstuffs, my friend left the 
room to answer a phone call, leaving me 
alone with the greasy spoils of our gluttony 
laid out across the ottoman.

Stylish Ottoman (SO): I don’t mean to 
alarm you, but I think there’s duck sauce 
dripping on me.
Victoria Harley (VH): That’s okay. It 
doesn’t alarm me.
SO: Well, would you mind grabbing a 
shammy.
VH: Did you just say shammy?
SO: A towel, a rag, whatever. 
VH: Fine.
SO: And soak it in club soda.
VH: I don’t know if they have—
SO: Check the second pantry.
VH: Here—How about this?

  I produced a rough, one-ply napkin from 
an empty bag at my feet, and then wiped 
the sticky orange goo from the edge of the 
ottoman.

SO: Couldn’t find anything coarser?
VH: You’re fine.
SO: I was.
VH: I thought ottomans were meant to be 
treated like tables.
SO: Maybe the cheap ones. Smaller 
footstools and tuffetts are designed for 
servitude; they only ever find themselves 
supporting the legs. But originally ottomans 
occupied a much more central role in the 
home. Enormous upholstered ottomans, 
large enough to seat the whole family, 
served as a living room and dining room in 
one well-constructed piece of furniture. 
VH: Sounds nice. But wouldn’t there be a 
lot of crumbs everywhere?
SO: I guess. There aren’t many historical 
records concerning crumbs.
VH: I’m not so sure. But look at you, you’re 
still central to the family. We ate our dinner 
on you—what more do you want?
SO: Well, I’ve got merciful masters 
here. With the exception of a few sloppy 

Crumbs, Corsairs, and Dick Van Dyke
Interview with an Ottoman                                                                                                                               
         by  Victoria Harley

houseguests, I’m well cared for. But some 
aren’t so lucky—some are doomed to 
die a slow death on the floor of a filthy 
dorm room, under the feet of slack-jawed 
undergraduates with deep student loans. 
Others find themselves on the set of a TV 
show, calmly waiting for Dick Van Dyke to 
trip over them.
VH: Did they use the same ottoman for the 
entire run?
SO: They kept backups—every good 
production team does. But it was always 
the same type. I mean, I haven’t watched 
each episode to confirm this, but I’ve been 
parked in front of a TV for most of my life. 
I think I know my Nick at Night.
VH: Oh come on, it’s been forever since 
Nick at Night ran anything made before 
1985. 
SO: Regrettably, it’s true. I don’t have much 
a choice in the matter. I live to serve. 
VH: Kinda sounds like slavery. 
SO: From what I hear, slavery was big in the 
Ottoman Empire.
VH: But you’re not Turkish—it says right 
here on the tag, “Made in China.”
SO: The Ottomans, like the Romans, or 
the ancient Egyptians, relied heavily on 
slavery, a consequence of forging a multi-
national empire by the sword. But domestic 
and sexual slavery held on in the Ottoman 
Empire almost as long as the plague. 
VH: Help me out here, I don’t know my 
bubonic history.
SO: As late as 1908. For years, white 
Europeans captured by Barbary pirates, 
were sold to the Ottomans at a high price. 
Christians were valued the highest in the 
slave market and were often purchased as 
gifts.
VH: That’s pretty fetishistic.
SO: But the demand wasn’t for women 
exclusively. Famously, Cervantes, the author 
of Don Quixote was captured by Corsairs.
VH: I take it he survived?
SO: He tried to escape four times before his 
family finally paid his ransom.
VH: Sounds like he and his family got 
along.
SO: Must have. The frightening tales of the 
high seas, of bondage and sexual servitude 
became the backdrop to narratives of war 
propaganda and early erotica alike. In 
Regency era England, if one traveled to a 
dark alley bookshop they might find a copy 
of The Lustful Turk or Lascivious Scenes 
from a Harem, a sordid erotic epistolary that 
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details the capture, rape, and exploitation of 
a young white girl at the hands of a foreign 
invader. There were others that followed 
the same arc: abduction, rape, resulting 
in an insatiable sexual appetite in the girl. 
Barely a hundred years later, and the same 
tale is spun into the image of “the enemy,” a 
means of arousing support for the war.  
VH: Arouse is the right word. In one century 
dudes are beating off to rape fantasies, in 
the next their government endorses the 
fantasy by going to war.
SO: Do you really think it’s fair to equate 
war with rape?
VH: I can’t think of a better metaphor. 
Violent invasion, on a physical and mental 
plane, ideologies of male entitlement. But 
in a broader sense, I think it’s fair to equate 
all crime with theft, be it of life, or property. 
But unlike murder or larceny, slavery is 
a protracted theft, a crime made more 
heinous by its reach over time. It’s just an 
unfortunate cultural circumstance that in 
some places and times in the world, women 
fell under the category of “property.” 
SO: Unfortunate cultural circumstance? 
Isn’t that a little irresponsible?
VH: Well, I don’t know about you, but I 
had no choice concerning my time and 
place of birth. 
SO: You know, the derivation of ‘rape’ is the 
latin rapere, which means ‘to grab or snatch, 
and carry off.’ In some cultures a woman’s 
virginity was described as a commodity, the 
loss of which was considered a property 
damage.
VH: Go to a prison—if an inmate gets a 
sunburn they’re fined for damaging state 
property. Modern institutions have no 
problem treating people of both genders 
as objects. Slavery still exists. We just call it 
human trafficking, or bride buying, child 
laundering, debt bondage, sharecropping, 
wife selling, migrant work—we’re good 
at changing the language just enough to 
mutate the concept into a less familiar 
shape, but it’s the same color on the inside.
SO: You’re playing hard and fast with 
euphemism. The Ottoman Empire 
practiced institutionalized, de jure slavery.
VH: And I’m talking de facto slavery. Is 
either captive any more or less free?
SO: But surely a civic endorsement of the 
act widens the burden of responsibility to 
the whole of society.
VH: Well, what about the citizens who 
don’t keep slaves? What if the abolitionist 
is in the minority—is she to be blamed for 
adopting strategies for survival in a hostile 
world?
SO: Your pragmatism is a little troubling.
VH: This is a troubling world. Scarcely a 
minute goes by in which I don’t reconsider 
a position (the voice of my Women’s Studies 
professor echoing in my head) or analyze an 
interaction with a cynical resentment for 
aspects of my own culture. I like to wear flats 

instead of heels, but I also (sadly) recognize 
the utility of being able to run away. 
SO: You accept it then?
VH: Listen, it’s an assemblage of factors that 
lead to these decisions. Self-preservation, 
independence, and good old fashioned 
paranoia create momentary short-circuits 
in my brain as I try to exercise judgment, 
and minimize risk, but ultimately I 
never take safety for granted--Particularly 
when narratives of war continue to be 
romanticized and structurally incentivized.
SO: War certainly breeds rape culture. 
During the Second World War, Russians 
invading Germany appeared like an army of 
rapists, forcing themselves on women from 
eight to eighty years old. At the same time, 
Japan institutionalized prostitution for their 
army, in an effort to protect conquered 
populations from the appetites of the 
soldiers. They hired prostitutes, and called 
them “comfort women” instead of “whores.” 
Eventually the demand for comfort women 
exceeded the supply, and the government 
began luring women, Korean women in 
particular, to sexual slavery with promise 
of jobs for volunteers. When those stories 
stopped working, they began kidnapping 
women and girls off the street, at first 
targeting the children of dissidents and 
resistance members, later just anyone who 
happened to be at the wrong place at the 
wrong time. 
VH: Yeah, I can see how myths about sexual 
assault being an impulsive attack or that 
somehow women were “asking for it” fail to 
answer in this instance.
SO: The treatment these women received at 
the hands of the army was truly atrocious; 
servicing over thirty men a day, reusing the 
same condom when supplies ran short. 
Most experienced physical torture and 
contracted disease immediately. 
VH: Did anyone survive?
SO: Very few women survived their 
experience, but those that did continue 
to petition the Japanese government for 
acknowledgement of their crimes. A few 
of them live in a small residence together 
in a quiet corner of South Korea called the 
House of Sharing. They make art, greet 
visitors, and generally live as a reminder of 
their nation’s troubled past.
VH: That’s sort of nice. Sad. But nice I 
guess.
SO: It’s one of those places that should 
be on a feminist’s list of depressing world 
heritage sites to visit before they die. You’re 
a feminist, aren’t you?
VH: I think that term is a little dated. 
Gender is too fluid to be contained in 
such a rigid binary of femininity and 
masculinity… at least, that’s the way I prefer 
to think about it. 
SO: Turn the TV back on. Then tell me 
how fluid gender is.
VH: You’re on.

 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz

We are back!
Check our facebook to 
see where we will be!



16| # weekly

Off the Radar: 
Because Pop Stars are People too      
                                                                                                                       by  Jacob S. Combs

 Sometimes, I find music worth liking 
without question. I can occasionally listen 
to a band without over-thinking minor 
details like who their influences are, what 
label or scene they’re involved with, what 
their “cause” is, or if my friends will make 
fun of me for liking them. Sometimes, I can 
just listen to music and enjoy it. Sometimes, 
but not often.
   When I want to listen to something catchy 
and not worry about anything beyond doing 
just that, I have Wringer. Since forming in 
2011, the Bloomington, IN trio have been 
making frequent stops in Dayton bars 
and basements, encouraging lighthearted 
vandalism around the city by passing out 
fistfuls of vinyl stickers to drunk locals. 
Employing the brand of pop-flavored punk 
that the Midwest has claimed in recent 
decades, Wringer spent much of 2013 
touring the continental U.S. (including 
a show in Tijuana as well as coveted spots 
at The Fest in Gainesville and Pouzza Fest 
in Montreal) in support of their first full-
length, Bullfighter. 
  Bullfighter is a pop-punk record in its 
purest form, but it lacks all the elements that 
make me tire of other pop-punk records so 
quickly. They don’t complain about growing 
up bored, entitled children in suburbia. 
Their songs aren’t about getting shit-faced 
drunk and making asses of themselves. In 
the several times I’ve listened to the album, 
I haven’t caught a single line that sounds 
like it was written about an ex.
  Instead, Bullfighter tackles a songwriting 
approach that is surprisingly mature for its 

genre. “Hello, Nurse” appeals to my inner 
hypochondriac with its comically naive 
hook, “I’ve got a filthy sickness/You’ve got a 
cure that will take this all away,” while “Blue 
and Black” serves as a caustic I-told-you-so 
to individuals who behave selfishly and act 
surprised when it comes back to them. In 
short, it’s a pop-punk record for people who 
thought they grew out of pop-punk once 
they stopped skateboarding.
  The album (with cover art by Telephone’s 
own Ben Riddlebarger) is currently available 
on a Japanese-import CD from Waterslide 
Records and on digital format on the 
band’s Bandcamp page. Wringer will soon 
be celebrating the release of Bullfighter on 
vinyl with a string of regional shows, landing 
them in Dayton on March 23 to perform 
alongside Mean Mug and Shut Up at the 
Hole In the Wall on Fifth St.

DaytonMostMetro.com  

CPAM presents The Music Man
Baum Opera House
March 13-14 7:00pm
March 15 2:00pm
March 16 3:00pm

New Media Dayton: Must follow 
March!
The Event Connection
Friday March 14,  11:30 AM - 1:00 PM

Dayton Gay Men's Chorus 
'Benefit Musicale'
Top of the Market Banquet Center
Saturday March 15, 6:00 PM

Wax Carnival with your 
host Gladgirl
WSWO 97.5 FM
Every Friday, 10:00 PM - 1:00 AM

Fleurs et Vin Ticket Release Party 
& Super Saturday Tasting
Arrow Wine(both stores) 
Saturday March 22, 11am - 5pm 
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  Paul said the usual farewells to his fellow 
workers at the lumber mill, ducking out just 
early enough to not be seen by the boss. He 
didn’t want to get called in for the weekend. 
He had a guest at his house and it was bad 
enough that he was already out of sick days 
for the year and couldn’t be at home with 
his wife. Making his way to his truck, Paul 
did one last visual sweep of the lot to make 
sure there would be no further delays, then 
jumped in and fired up the engine.
  On the drive home he passed the red Honda 
that he’d passed the night before when there 
was a young man standing outside, trying to 
wave down traffic. Paul smirked as he passed 
the car, noticing an abandoned vehicle 
ticket from the police neatly placed under 
the driver’s side windshield wiper.
  Twenty minutes later, he pulled into the 
long gravel driveway to his small home. It 
was painted dark blue with white trim and 
shutters, an argument he’d lost with Martha. 
He’d wanted to paint the house green. But 
with marriage there was always compromise. 
  Paul’s old mutt came running and barking 
at the truck as soon as it got on the property. 
When the truck came to a complete stop, 
the dog began jumping up and down against 
the door and barking even more excitedly. 
He opened the door and the dog hopped 
onto his lap, “Down, Tuggs,” he said with a 

Bed and Breakfast                                                                                                                                                                                 
                                              by jonathan dillion

smile on his face.
  He made his way through the side door 
leading into the kitchen, careful to keep 
Tuggs out. “You’re home a little early today,” 
Martha said while she was washing dishes in 
the sink.
  “I hurried out so that I wouldn’t get stuck 
working the weekend shift. I know they 
need someone to cover Larry’s shift and I’m 
usually the go-to guy.” Paul stopped talking 
and took a long inhale, taking in the smells 
of a fresh made meal. “Something sure 
smells nice,” he said.
  “Oh, I haven’t started making our dinner 
yet. That’s just leftover from what I gave our 
guest,” she explained.
  “You cooked him a whole meal?” Paul said.
   “It wasn’t any big deal, really. I had nothing 
else to do today so I figured I’d do a little 
cooking,” Martha said.
  “You know how I don’t like you spending 
time with our guests alone,” Paul said.
 “I know, I know. But you weren’t here. And 
I’m not blaming you, you have the job that 
puts the food on our table. It’s just that I 
think I can take care of myself,” Martha said.
  “We’ve had so many guests this year and 
I’ve had to take a lot of time off of work. 
In all honesty, I probably could have talked 
them into another sick day for taking Larry’s 
shift, but then that would be another day of 

Closed Mon & Tues (except for photoshoots)
Wed & Thur: 12:30p - 5p

Fri - Sat: 12p - 6p
Sun: 12p - 5p
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you alone with the guest,” Paul shook his 
head. “Maybe we should just quit having 
guests.”
  Martha threw the dishes into the sink 
and stormed over to Paul, “How can you 
say that?” Martha demanded. “Think of all 
the guests we’ve had over the years, how it’s 
brought us so much closer together. And 
you want to just stop that? Think of how 
boring we would be. Just Paul who works at 
the mill and his housewife Martha. You take 
it back right now.”
  “Fine,” Paul conceded, “It’s just that you 
have it so easy compared to me. I have to do 
all of the hard work.”
  “I can’t believe I’m hearing this. All you do 
is bring them here. That’s it,” she said.
   “I think I do a little more than just bring 
them here,” Paul countered. “All you do is 
watch.”
   Martha began speaking in a flurry, “How 
can you even think that? Do my contributions 
to this relationship go entirely unnoticed by 
you? Who the hell do you think does all 
the cleaning and cooking around here? You 
think you just bring a guest here and they 
don’t make a mess? Don’t you think that 

you might make a bit of a mess sometimes?”
   Paul waited for a few moments to be sure 
that she was done speaking and not just 
inhaling for another barrage. “You’re right, 
of course.” He was cornered and didn’t want 
to further enrage his wife.
   Martha calmed down a bit and went back 
to washing the dishes. “Besides, you get to 
have all the fun. Like you said, all I ever get 
to do is watch.”
  “You aren’t happy with the way things are?” 
Paul asked.
  “We’ve been married for ten years and not 
once have I gotten to use the tools,” Martha 
said.
   Paul rubbed his chin thoughtfully, “I guess 
I never knew you were interested in any of 
that.”
  “It’s fun to watch and all, but once in a 
while to be able to actually do something 
would be nice,” Martha said.
  “Let me think about it,” Paul said passing 
through the kitchen. “I’m going to go check 
on our guest.”
  “He’s in an awful mood,” Martha called 
over to him.

|
GEM CITY FOOD TRUCK

LIKE US ON FACEBOOK FOR
UPDATES ON OUR LOCATION
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jerusalem!                                                                                                                                                                                    
                                               by Brock Mckibben

Two years before ‘punk’ was used as a 
descriptor for a specific music genre and a 
few years after the term ‘heavy metal’ was 
loosely being thrown around, all kinds of 
killer bands were being spawned the world 
over. The year was 1972 and five young, UK 
males were starting to have ideas on forming 
a band. The boys got to work on laying down 
their original material to record the self-
titled album, Jerusalem!
I am in no way considering that Jerusalem 
started any kind of punk movement. What 
I am considering is that it’s not too far-
fetched to think that bands like Jerusalem 
would later play a role in the early formation 
of what was to be punk rock. The stripped 
down, unrefined songs that appear on 
the self-titled Jerusalem album are not 
your average early 70s proto-metal, hard 
rock tunes. There is a sense that the songs 
weren’t mastered 100% - not only in the 
sound quality of the recording but in the 
band’s apparent level of practice. They don’t 
care. That’s how it was released. This music 
wasn’t so planned out and progressive that 
the band couldn’t drink a 12 pack before the 
show.
The album was produced by Deep Purple’s 
Ian Gillan. My guess is that if you have Gillan 

producing your stuff, chances are that a 
little extra dough is going to be available for 
mixing and mastering. But for one reason 
or another, this record sounds unpolished. 
That’s just how they wanted it. Primitive! On 
the backside of the album sleeve, Ian wrote 
almost 150 words describing the “crude” 
and “immensely powerful” contents of what 
could be found inside this record. Although 
people tend to talk-up their own products, 
you can tell Mr.Gillan was honest in his 
description: “As they are young and a bit 
green, they don’t follow many rules.” In my 
opinion that statement could go both ways. 
If they flop, it’s because they’re rebellious. 
If they succeed, it’s because they’re breaking 
boundaries, not rules. 
Either way, Jerusalem is something special to 
hear: mostly heavy, impure rock tracks with 
a tinge of pre-punk and proto-metal among 
it all. The album was released on Deram 
records in ‘72 and a 7 inch was later released 
in the same decade. The band broke up and 
two of its original members went on to form 
a 3 piece called ‘Pussy.”

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

COMING TO 

MARCH 5th
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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?

www.practiceyogadayton.com | 937-321-7676 | 504 E. Fifth St.

NOON-1PM 
MON., WED., FRI.
ALL LEVELS
Moderately heated, moderately paced 
for a refreshing mid-day break.

Special $10 drop-in rate through March! 
[ Also available: $39 month unlimited for new clients! ]

YOGAFORLUNCH!
| nourishment for body + soul |
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Jennifer Brown Bryant
Simply have him fly my kids around. Be-
cause...well...then, I would become the 
coolest mom ever. And they would be the 
coolest kids ever. And we all just want to be 
a little cooler...         

Wakka
I would have him super-wedgie Glenn Beck      

Erin Dreis
Can he just be Tender?

if you could hire Superman for one hour, what would you hire him to do?

New At The Tavern

Share a Pizza

Special Sandwiches
Pizza & More

Rev Roxy, Sat 2-6p

omegamusicdayton.com

omegamusicdayton.com

Laura Scandura Rea
Use his x-ray vision to see what the hell my 
neighbors are doing over there to make all 
that damn racket! Do they have a particle ac-
celerator in their basement? Are they build-
ing a death ray?      

Mike Hilinski
Get wasted on Kryptonite and then I’d ask 
if I could crash at his place.     
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Shon Walters: Eccentric Wood                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                              by Katie Modras-Anible
  

Shon Walters recently returned from the 
American Craft Council in Baltimore, 
where he showed his most recent series 
of finely crafted wood sculptures. “This 
series is about self empowerment. There 
are times when we need some sort of hope, 
motivation, or inspiration to keep powering 
forward. Sometimes it can be found through 
loved ones, family, or friends. Often there 
are things that we look for in life that are 

just not there or are some sort of unrealistic 
dream. Then there are the times when right 
when you come down to it - you, yourself, 
are all that you have. We as humans do not 
realize the physical and mental power that 
we contain within ourselves. Therefore we 
must tap into it and that is what this series 
is about.”  
Walters portrays seeking this power and 
effectively tapping into that inner well 

through a series that so far includes eight 
pieces with more preliminary sketches in 
the works. Sinuous twists of wood that 
seem fluid and alive emerge from the main 
body of each sculpture into a subtle point 
that turns back into the more substantial, 
voluptuous, and seemingly vulnerable base 
of each piece.  The series aptly titled Fucking 
Thyself, explores the intricate emotions 
involved in the dualistic human identity and 

the pursuit of cohesion or inner oneness 
resulting in self empowerment.  
Katie – Tell me about some of your most 
favorite places? 
Shon – Well, I guess in order they would 
be my studio, my home, and the woods. 
I spend a lot of time in Eastwood Park 
making environmental works or Clifton 
Gorge, but the gorge is usually rattled with 
a dense population of people except when 
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we just had a lot of snow. But really just any 
dense forest, free of cars and large amounts 
of humans.
K - What kinds of things or objects did you 
make as a kid?
S - As a kid, the most used medium I 
worked with was Legos; cities, sculptures, 
spaceships, statues. I remember visiting 
Graceland (Elvis’ estate) with my mom and 
when I returned I made a very intricate 

version of the house and the details within 
it. Another fun thing I worked on was a 
Vietnamese prison camp on a little hillside 
at our home. It was about 6 ft or so up the 
hillside and maybe 30 ft long. I had roads, 
little buildings, fences and houses all made 
from twigs, mud and wire. The rest of the 
items were the little green army men. I also 
made a lot of things from cardboard and 
paper.

K - If you had to pick one kind of wood 
and one tool to shape it with, what would 
they be?
S - If I had to choose a favorite wood, it 
would be koa from Hawaii or zebrawood 
from Africa. And I would like to shape them 
with my mind so that I can spare myself the 
carpal tunnel that will inevitably affect my 
hands. 

To view additional work or to commission 
works both functional and non-functional, 
please visit the website at shonwalters.com 

Send art and hellos to 
Katie@telephoneweekly.com
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ADVICE WITH MAMA CASS
Dear Mama Cass,

After seven years as a dedicated smoker, 
I’ve decided to quit. I’ve never tried before 
but recent medical problems in my family 
have encouraged me to get healthy. I made 
the decision to begin quitting a month ago 
and I’ve done reasonably well. I bought an 
e-cig and I carry it and a charger with me. 
My roommates both smoke but they’ve 
been pretty supportive, too, except if we’ve 
been drinking and then they still offer 
me cigarettes. Also, one of my roommates 
leaves his packs of cigarettes around and I’m 
constantly tempted by them. I feel like I’ll 
just pick up the habit again if I can’t avoid 
smoking entirely for a while. I don’t want to 
try and change my friends but I can’t handle 
hanging out with them without breaking 
down for much longer. How should I ask 
them to give me some smoke-less space for 
a few weeks?

--desperate to quit

Dear Desperate,

Big health decisions are just that: a big deal. 
I have a family history of cigarette-inflicted 
poor health and I have yet to kick the habit 
myself. Kudos to you for taking your health 
and longevity seriously. I hope you’re being 
realistic with yourself about how difficult 
and temptation-filled this endeavor will be. 
Instead of feeling discouraged by this truth, 
try viewing it as another tool in your arsenal 
against backsliding. You KNOW this is going 
to be hard so, now, you can begin to remove 
potential problems from your path. My sure 
fire trigger to smoke is drinking. I can go 
days and even weeks without a cigarette but 
after a little booze, nothing sounds better 
than a luxurious smoke. If you’re anything 

like me, cut the drinking for a little while. 
Stay busy: finish a project, reorganize your 
bookshelf (if you don’t have books, smoking 
isn’t your biggest problem, and you need to 
go spend cig money on books), learn how to 
build something with your own hands, pick 
up gardening, et cetera.

A motivating deterrent to smoking is 
cleaning up cigarette fallout; if your 
roommates smoke, I bet there are a bunch 
of nasty little butts curled up outside, 
clinging to any surface they touch. Collect 
them, scrub out all your ashtrays, mop up 
ashes and create new smoking stations far 
from the entrances and exits to your house. 
If your buds smoke inside, you might want 
to consider begging them to designate 
outside as the only smoking location. 
Spring is almost here which should make 
your plea easier to hear. Also, smoking 
inside is disgusting. It gets on everything 
and seeps into every fiber of every fabric 
like a sheen of nastiness. Stale smoke makes 
everything it touches seem dirty and sad. 
And, your new smoke-free life can’t handle 
the burden of depressing grossness; if you’re 
going to succeed, you have to feel positive 
about your changes. The only way in which 
you should rely on your roommates to help 
you is by making the inside of your house 
conducive to quitting. Beyond that, you are 
responsible.
One more thing: your roommate’s open 
pack of smokes being inticing is just about 
as a valid an argument as claiming a job as 
a cashier makes it too easy to steal money. 
DON’T TAKE THINGS THAT AREN’T 
YOURS.

Good luck!
Mama Cass 
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Telephone’s phrasal template word game
     St. Patties Day

It’s time to bust out the ________ ________s  and hit the streets with 

your cup of green ________!  That’s right,  St. Patties is here! Considered 

by many ________ to be a greater holiday than ________ and ________
combined, St. Patties holds a ________ part in the March calendar. If 

you want to ________ this day properly,  it is important to drink with 

moderation.  Don’t blow your ________ and take ________ ________ 

shots before noon. Take your time,  drink 1 or 2 ________ beers an hour 

and you’ll be partying for ________ hours straight.  Also, be sure to eat 

tons of ________ throughout the day. If you have more food you in your 

________, it should help to soak up all the liquor.  Finally,  be sure to be 

safe. When the night comes to an end,  you can hire a ________ cab or 

even see if your friend, ________ will be your designated driver. 

number

verb

holiday

type of liqour

adjective

animal plural

numbernoun

types of clothingcolor

Teen Fiction
Friday March 14th

Hey There Morgan
Saturday March 15th

Acoustic Thirstdays
with Alex Speller

Thursday

The Old Time Acoustic Jam
with Rick Good and Ben Cooper

Wednesday

Puzzle of Light
Friday March 21st

Charles Walker Band
Saturday March 22nd

types of liquid

holiday

adjective

plural noun

body part

adjective

celebrity
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THe joy of coloring: Beaching of my Enemies ben riddlebarger



PITCH, VOTE, IGNITE  AT THE

SUMMIT 2014
UPDAYTON

Make Dayton a better place to live, work and play. Submit your ideas online then
join us at the Summit to vote for your favorite and take action to ignite change.    

Mark your calendar for the UpDayton Summit on Friday, April 11th, 2:00-6:00pm 
at the Dayton Art Institute.Register and submit ideas at 

updayton.com/summit 

Up All Night After Party from 6:00-9:00pm at the Southern Belle.


