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Dayton is rich with history - that is no secret. The building situated at 308 E. First Street once stood 
along the old Miami-Erie Canal that ran through Dayton. It was later owned by Charles Kettering and 
Col. Edward Deeds as part of their DELCO operations. Later, the building was a cafeteria, a bar and a 

restaurant, Evelyn’s Corner Cafe, occasionally presenting bluegrass musicians like the Osborne Broth-
ers, Red Spurlock, and Little Jimmy Dickens. 

Since 1981, the historic building at 308 E. First Street in Dayton, Ohio has served as a fertile oasis of 
musical exploration, forever changing the face of this post-industrial Midwestern town. Under the 

guidance of Mick Montgomery, Canal Street Tavern served as a catalyst in the community, bringing in 
countless touring acts playing virtually any style of music on any given night in an “unpretentious, 

relaxed concert atmosphere.” 
Now, as Canal Public House, we seek to continue in these traditions of presenting diverse, high-quality 
live music in Dayton. We provide musicians and audiences alike an opportunity to come together and 
share in the unique experiences only live music can provide. If you love live music, Canal Public House 

is your haven. Above all, Canal Public House is writing a new chapter in the rich legacy of Dayton 
music. Come in for the music and make history with us... 

Dayton’s Best Entertainment

www.canalpublichouse.com
308 E 1st St, Downtown Dayton

With

Jayne Sachs
Greg Mahan, 
Joe Rollin Porter,
Chris Yakopcic, Peggy Welty

Songwriters 
in the Round

Chrome Moses
A Shade Of Red

Fri, June 13
(Pittsburgh) With

Thu, June 12

John the Conqueror
Tod The Fox (Philadelphia)

Motel Beds

Sat, June 7

 Human Cannonball

Fri, June 6



June 14th

Presenting Sponsor:

OFFICIAL
STREET FAIR ATM

250+ Vendors • 65 Shops
& Eateries • Endless Fun

ATM’s Available

Music & Beer Fest 
12-7pm 

Greene/Soin Point
South Stage & Food Tent

FREE Shuttle Service
9am - 7pm

FREE Bike Valet
Corner of 68 & Dayton
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WHAT we’re drinking: 
Pucker Up, Buttercup                                                                                                                                                                                  
                                                                         by  Tom Morgan

Last weekend, I attended Upland’s Sour + 
Wild + Funk Beer Festival in Indianapolis. 
Normally, I’m not one for beer festivals; 
while the variety is wonderful, the crowds, 
lines, and drunkenness are not. Still, I can be 
beguiled when the conditions are right. And 
a beer festival that is small in size, has limited 
tickets, and focuses on sour beers is not to be 
missed, even by a curmudgeon like myself. 
Especially when many of the beers were made 
specifically for the festival. Sour beers have 
been growing exponentially in American 
craft beer over the last several years, thanks 
in part to perennial figures like New Belgium, 
Russian River, Allagash, and New Glarus, as 
well as more recent breweries like the Bruery, 
Jolly Pumpkin, Goose Island, and Crooked 
Stave. This growth means that many breweries 
are producing sour beers as special offerings 
or starting barrel programs intended to build 
their reserves of sour beer. Hence, as they 
might say, a festival of one’s own.  
 Many of the usual suspects were at the 
festival. Upland, the host, has a well-established 
sour beer program, and had six of their fruit 
lambics available, along with a couple of other 
blended beers, although to be technical their 
lambics are neither spontaneously fermented 
nor are they from Belgium, so they are actually 
American wild ales. While they undoubtedly 
followed Belgian protocol—a lambic is a single, 
unblended batch of beer that is generally more 
aggressively sour and served uncarbonated, a 
gueuze is blend of one, two, and three year 

old lambic that is highly carbonated, and a 
fruit lambic is generally, like gueuze, a blend 
of multiple years and batches aged on fruit—a 
lambic, like champagne, is geographically 
(appellation) specific. I’m a critic, dear reader, 
so it is my job to point these things out to 
you. After all, if not me, then who? Anyway, 
many of the flavors in these beers were good, 
but they were sharp, young, and aggressive; 
they could have used more time in the bottle 
to come together. New Belgium, which is the 
biggest producer of sour beers in the United 
States, was also there. They age their sour beer 
in foeders—large wooden tuns—for multiple 
years before blending them to make their 
different individual beers. The two main beers 
that go into the foeders are Oscar, a darker ale, 
and Felix, a lighter colored ale. La Terrior, for 
example, is all Felix that is dry-hopped with 
Amarillo and Citra, while La Folie is mostly 
(but not all) Oscar. New Belgium also has 
the benefit of having Peter Bouckaert, who 
worked at Rodenbach before becoming NB’s 
Brewmaster. I was excited to try La Terrior, 
as I had never had it before, and it did not 
disappoint: it was fruity, dry, and earthy. 
Goose Island and Rodenbach were also in 
attendance, but since I am familiar with their 
offerings, I skipped over those tables. Sorry, 
but I was interested in the smaller breweries 
from Indiana that I hadn’t tried before. Thus, 
I thought it best to sup their wares. 
 Amongst the Indiana breweries 
present, there were several that I had been 

 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz

We are back!
Check our facebook to 
see where we will be!
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WHAT we’re drinking: 
Pucker Up, Buttercup                                                                                                                                                                                  
                                                                         by  Tom Morgan

to previously, but had not tried the specific 
beers they brought to the festival. Brugge 
brought Once In A Lifetime; if you are ever 
in Indianapolis, and would like some good 
Belgian beer, fries, and mussels, I can’t 
recommend them enough. Same with Flat 
12; their Funk-A-File Dundee, which was 
the Walkabout Pale Ale fermented with 
Brettanomyces and aged in used Easley red 
wine barrels (made from Indiana oak!), was 
crisp and delicious. As well, there were a 
couple of breweries I had heard of but had not 
tried their beers. Foremost among these was 
DeStihl, which brought several selections from 
the Saint Dekkera Reserve collection, their 
spontaneously fermented unblended single 
barrel beer series. I tried the Kriek (cherry), 
which had good fruit flavor to balance the 
acidic, earthy flavors in the beer, and the 
Paw Paw, which was interesting but overly 
aggressive—it had a smoky enteric character 
that got in the way of other elements of the 
beer. Still, I’d he happy to try a few more 
of their beers to get a better sense of their 
offerings as a whole. After all, they are doing 
interesting things, and developing a good sour 
program takes years at best. 
 The most interesting beers were 
from breweries I had not heard of before 
the festival. While Indianapolis and Indiana 
are not that far away from Dayton, the rapid 
growth in the number of breweries out there 
does make it difficult to keep track of them all! 
My favorite beer of the day was Tinman’s Zero 
Out of Fifty. Zero began as a Belgian Pale Ale 
brewed with Centennial hops and fermented 
with Ardennes yeast; once fermentation was 
complete, Brettanomyces bruxellensis was added 
in the secondary and it was warm-conditioned 
for five weeks. The results were fantastic: 
the nose was minty and herbal with hints of 
grass and hay. There was a slight citrus flavor 
in the body—most likely the remnants of the 
Centennial hops with a touch of the Ardennes 
yeast—and earthy and cracker-like components 
in the finish, while the bright carbonation 
gave the beer a dry, peppery bite. All in all, 
Zero was fresh, bright, and balanced. It was a 
study in harmony and subtlety that was both 
restrained yet complex, and slowly unpacking 
the harmonious flavors was an exercise in 
deliciousness. Sorry if that sound smarmy, but 
I did go back to sample and re-sample this beer 
multiple times, so waxing poetic is appropriate. 
And nothing makes me wax poetic like good 
beer.  
 When I asked Keenan Zarling, 
the Brewhouse Operations Manager from 
Tinman, about the name, he had this to say: 
“prior to pitching the Brett in the beer, this 
was a fantastic Belgian Pale Ale. However, the 
addition of Brett (and the warm conditioning) 
drastically reduced (or at least changed) the 
Belgian yeast profile as well as the hop character. 
Some of my own personal bitterness (pun 
intended) came through when I was thinking 
up a name; what had started as a great BPA was 
now something ‘else’ and totally not to style. A 

Find love at  

WAGNER SUBARU  
and test drive the 2014 Impreza.

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

BJCP tasting score for beer is typically out of 
50, with it being very hard to make less than 
8/50 if you are in the correct style category 
and made something potable.  So logically, a 
‘contaminated,’ warm conditioned, and ‘old’ 
BPA would not score very high, something 
like Zero Out Of Fifty.  And it was a little 
tongue-in-cheek fun, too. Most breweries put 
a lot of energy into telling people how great X 
beer is, and why it’s a unique and wonderful 
experience. We decided to go a different route 
with the description and just trash-talk this 
contaminated BPA and entice people at the 
festival to come check it out and maybe have 
a chuckle about it.” Zarling was correct—there 
wasn’t much of the original BPA left in the 
beer I sampled. Still, I find it hard to imagine 
that it was better than the final product, which 
was exquisite. I guess I’ll just have to take his 
word for it. 
 My favorite overall lineup was the 
four beers brought by Daredevil; they included 
blended primary fermentation versions of 
their Lift Off IPA and Vacation Kolsch, a 
blended secondary version of their Carnival 
Saison, and a soured version of the Vacation 
Kolsch with Lactobacillus. The first two beers 
were blends of the regular version of the beer 
with one fermented only with Brett; as brewer 
Michael Pearson describes, “For me, these 
experiments were about seeing how I could 
utilize an accessible Brett strain in primary to 
create something interesting and different. I 
tasted both the straight Brett Lift Off and Brett 
Vacation and then blended them to a ratio that 
I thought would allow the base beer to have 
a presence where anyone who’d had either 
would recognize them.” The Carnival Saison 
added Brett and lemongrass in the secondary 
to build a more complex, rounded beer, while 
the Vacation Kolsch soured a portion of the 
wort with Lactobacillus before blending it with 
already fermenting beer. Of the four, the Brett 
Lift Off IPA was the most interesting; it was 
dry and earthy, but still had some residual 
body. While it was young—Pearson told me 
the beer was about three weeks old—there was 
certainly elements of both versions that went 
into the beer. Compared to other Brett IPAs 
I’ve tried, this one combined Brett flavors 
with body in the beer along with the hop 
characteristics you’d expect in an IPA. Taken 
as a whole, it was a well-balanced and delicious 
combination.  
 The festival as a whole was a delight, 
enough so that I’m even considering attending 
next year. For those of you that would like 
to find out more about sour beers, I’d 
recommend picking up either Jeff Sparrow’s 
WildBrews: Beer Beyond the Influence of Brewer’s 
Yeast, or Michael Tonsmeire’s soon to be 
released American Sour Beers. Both are geared 
more towards homebrewers, but there is a lot 
of pertinent information and history for the 
average beer drinker as well. Plus, reading 
about beer and brewing is always useful. Or 
you can let me know if you have any questions. 
 Next time, some more beer.
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Get ‘Em, Tiger!      BY Coco Gagnet | illustrated by Sophie Dannin

Children have long been upheld as societal 
paradigms of moralistic perfection. Blissful, 
curious, philosophical, and entirely 
unafraid. That’s something I’ve noticed, 
especially in my own adolescent transition: 
adults are very afraid.  Society seems to be 
ruled by fear. Fear of our own fabricated 
order, and a greater fear of changing it. 
There’s a huge concern over potential 
consequence. Potential is a waste of time. 
I  have denied myself and watched others 
deny themselves too much opportunity for 
the sake of the rules. It might be a survivalist 
instinct to weigh potential outcomes, but we 
live in an age where survival is social, and 
society inflicts as much pain as we continue 
to allow it to. 
Limit is a man made entity constructed 
out of collective, unspoken agreements. 
The greatest irony of these limitations is 
that they’re entirely self-imposed. Fear 
is comfortable in its safety, and to be 
comfortable isn’t really living. I refuse to 
deny myself for fear of the establishment, 
others, or somehow scariest of all, myself.  
I think we consistently forget the relativity 
of it all, the transience, the momentary 
nature, the swift and imperceptible flow of 
time. Forgetting is no good; it makes you 
ignorant and unaware, inactive and boring. 
I know people are weary and skeptical and 
beat down by life, but if we submit to the 
hopelessness of it all, what’s the point? 
You’re already dead. Cynicism is a defense 
mechanism used to prevent disappointment, 

but if you remain in a constant state of 
negativity, you’re always disappointed. If 
you give energy to the idea of change, to 
really doing something you want, of value 
or no value it all, there’s a small chance you 
might not end up so completely defeated. 
Life is brief and hope is grand, but hope 
must be accompanied by the productivity 
of action. My optimism is partially due to 
my youth, but I think I actually subscribe 
to a pretty harsh sense of realism, and my 
hopefulness is an acknowledgement of the 
inarguable truths of existence, not a fear 
of them. What you want is what you want, 
and if you get hurt, so what? That’s life. Pick 
yourself up and keep going, because that’s 
what we do- survive. So why can’t survival 
be momentarily pleasurable, not inhibited 
by the oppressive tyranny that is fear?
Sometimes when I look at people, I feel the 
tension. This bizarre, immovable force, living 
and breathing, and keeping them down. It 
seems to be airborne, but I can’t quite tell. 
Courage doesn’t go out of style, and it takes 
courage to be optimistic, to not only believe 
that things are possible, but to make it so. 
As reckless as it is to take chances, it’s even 
more reckless to waste time stagnating. I 
would rather be living and making mistakes 
than idly regretting. Take a chance, a leap 
of faith, throw caution to the wind, or what 
have you. All notable clichés, but for good 
reason: they are universal truths, if only we 
start listening to them. 
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MillionDollarQuartetlive.coM

LEADERSHIP SPONSORS
WinWholesale and The Win Group of Companies • Fifth Third Bank 

Time Warner Cable • Heidelberg Distributing Company • Projects Unlimited, Inc. 
PERFORMANCE SPONSOR

Dayton Business Journal • WHIO News Talk Radio 95.7FM AM 1290 and K99.1

JUNE 17–22 • SCHUSTER CENTER
GET YOUR TICKETS NOW!

(937)228-3630
Call (937) 461-8295GROUPS SAVE!www.victoriatheatre.com

THE BROADWAY MUSICAL INSPIRED BY
THE ELECTRIFYING TRUE STORY
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When Life Gives You Lemons
(But You Really Want a Lime)
                                                                    by Emily Mendenhall

It would be hard to make lemonade 
without lemons. It’s just as hard to make 
lime based cocktails without limes.  This 
spring, US consumers have seen up to a 
500% increase in the cost of limes, from 
an average of about .30 cents each to as 
high as $1.50 each. The dramatic increase 
has been partially attributed to floods and 
tree disease, but moreover to Mexican drug 
cartel interference. Although limes have 
been available, this kind of cost increase 
means a higher price for cocktails that use 
fresh lime juice. 
 Red Lobster’s pre-made sour mix-based 
Lobsterita™ may not see any price 
adjustment. However, for independent 
restaurants, the margins are already so 
slim that when a key ingredient goes up 
in price, the final product would need to 
go up as well. Instead of going that route, 
many bartenders opted to get creative 
and re-imagine cocktails that rely on lime. 
Margaritas with orange juice, tangerine 
juice, grapefruit, or lemon, are easy 
solutions to the problem.
 At Lily’s Bistro, we don’t have a margarita 
on our cocktail list, but we do have another 
traditional tequila cocktail that hits the 
same refreshing, citrusy profile. In the 
summer at my old house in Chicago, we 
used to drink tequila and grapefruit soda: 
Squirt, Jarritos, or Fresca, which I much 
later found out is properly called a Paloma. 
At Lily’s, we call it the 2409 as a nod to my 
old address in Logan Square. Last spring, we 
made this recipe with both fresh grapefruit 

and fresh lime juice and a lime garnish. 
This year, we’ve dropped the lime and make 
it as follows:
 1.5 ounces Cazedores Reposado tequila
1.5 ounces fresh squeezed grapefruit juice
1 ounce white rock soda water
.25 ounces simple syrup
Grapefruit garnish
 
We also have a drink called the Cochon. 
It’s a nod to the restaurant of the same 
name in New Orleans. At Lily’s, last year 
we made it with gin, limeade, and rhubarb 
bitters—a recipe I straight up stole from my 
old bartenders Matt Hunt & Matty Gabriel. 
This year, we are making it with housemade 
lemonade. 
 
1.5 ounces Citadelle gin
2 ounces tart homemade lemonade
2 dashes Fee Brothers Rhubarb Bitters
Garnish Luxardo maraschino cherry and 
drizzle of cherry juice (Seriously, pick up a 
jar of these cherries at Arrow.  They will change 
your mind about what maraschino cherries are 
supposed to be.)
 
A quick Google search says that the prices 
on limes should be getting back to normal 
after a good growing season and less 
extreme drug cartel interference. And while 
I’m glad to hear things are looking good for 
the farmers, it wasn’t bad to be forced to 
get a little creative. Somehow it feels like we 
made lemonade without any limes at all. 
 

Get ‘Em, Tiger!      BY Coco Gagnet | illustrated by Sophie Dannin
SUMMER IS IN FULL SWING AT
RIVERSCAPE METROPARK!

PICKIN’�IN�THE�PARK
FRIDAY��JUNE��&�AUG
�	
�to�	��PM
Enjoy live progressive 
bluegrass music, a food 
truck rally, fare from Silver 
Fern Café and cra� beer at 
these free concerts!

BIKE�RENTALS
SATURDAYS�&�SUNDAYS
��AM�to��PM
Explore our region’s more than 330 miles of paved, 
connected bikeways with bikes and child accessories 
for everyone in the family!

METROPARKS�ORG/RIVERSCAPE

Visit our website for a complete listing of festivals,
music and other events.
RiverScape MetroPark: 237 E. Monument Ave., Downtown Dayton
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OFF THE RADAR: DAYS N DAZE
ROGUE TAXIDERMY                          by Jacob S Combs 

When a band I’ve already liked for several 
years puts out a new release, I’m hesitant to 
show enthusiasm. It’s easy for me to over-
hype a new album by telling myself how good 
the new songs were when I saw them live or 
how great the last two records were, only to 
pay thirteen dollars to listen to a CD once. It 
happens more regularly than I want to admit. 
After I first listened to Days N Daze’s most 
recent album Rogue Taxidermy, I kicked myself 
for even recognizing the possibility that it 
would suck.
 A brief history: Days N Daze is 
a band that will not let anyone forget their 
name. Aside from boasting seasonal tour 
schedules with little space between dates, their 
live shows are explosive and their musical 
output is nonstop. Whether they scrawl the 
web address of their Bandcamp page on the 
back of a receipt or sling homemade CD-Rs 
in cardboard cases to showgoers, they make 
sure every person who wants to hear their 
music gets to keep their music. The Houston, 
Texas outfit have continuously crafted and 
refined the genre-crossing amalgam that has 
become endearingly known in some circles 
as “thrashgrass,” blending influences of crust 
punk, ska, chamber folk, bluegrass, and an 
occasional taste of mariachi. Leading the 
band are the songwriting team Whitney 
Flynn (vocals, ukulele, trumpet) and Jesse 
Sendejas (vocals, guitar, banjo), and the rest 
of the group is filled out by a constantly-
changing lineup that regularly includes 
washboard, gutbucket (a homemade one-
string bass made out of a metal washtub), 
and occasionally mandolin, accordion, 
and improvised percussion. Arguably more 
at home on the interstate than they are 
in Texas, they’re no strangers to busking 
in NYC’s Tompkins Square Park or New 

Orleans’ French Quarter, and they seem to 
be a mainstay at Tucson’s annual Brootal 
Sun Fest. But enough about them, let’s talk 
about this album they put out.
 Rogue Taxidermy is Days N Daze at 
their finest. The lyricism is self-deprecating 
and self-parodying like the DnD I know 
and love. “Misanthropic Drunken Loner” 
effortlessly chronicles the correlation 
between self-destructive habits and their 
accompanying antisocial behavior. The 
tongue-in-cheek ska-hop track “Day Gaunts” 
laughably rationalizes long stretches of not 
cleaning one’s home because it’s so easy 
to drink too much and forget about it. 
Despite the ongoing themes of loneliness 
and depression, there’s something that 
keeps this album from being a total downer; 
there’s a sort of light at the end of the 
tunnel. In “Goodbye, Lulu,” a commentary 
on privileged punks taking the dive into 
recreational poverty, an aggravated Jesse 
spouts, “Your dog is f**king starving but you 
spend the bill on booze/ Your parents bought 
you Nikes, you prefer some tattered boots.” 
Even the hook of “F**k It” is a little too on-
the-sleeve to take with full seriousness: “Life’s 
a game, life’s a joke/F**k it, why not go for 
broke?/Trade in all your chips and learn how 
to be free.” 
 Overall, I’m impressed with 
the direction in which they’re headed. 
The songwriting on this record is more 
introspective than it has been in the past, 
utilizing a voice that expresses the conflicts 
of Self vs. Self and Self vs. Other more than 
the traditionally punk rock Us vs. Them. 
Whitney has perfected the vocal art of 
flowing between sweet, crooning melodies 
and fierce, abrasive growls with no audible 
strain. Most importantly though, they are 
noticeably comfortable in the style of music 
they’ve worked so hard to pin down. Rogue 
Taxidermy is living proof that Days N Daze are 
a versatile group of talented musicians who 
can’t seem to quit anything they do, whether 
it be creating music and touring or drinking 
and f**king up.
 It’s hard telling when they’ll be 
making it back to Ohio, but in the meantime, 
you can find Rogue Taxidermy on Spotify and 
all of their releases are available to stream and 
download on daysndaze.bandcamp.com.

If you feel like contacting Jacob S. Combs for 
any reason, he can be reached directly at j.seth.
combs@gmail.com.

 20th Century Modern Furniture    Art    Decorations

 Wednesday-Saturday 12 to 8

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

jimmy modern

Currently 
Available

Thai Rivera will make 
you uncomfortable in 
the best way possible. 
His politically incorrect 
style of humor has 
taken the comedy 
world by storm. Having 
moved from Arizona to 
LA Thai quickly 
became a �xture and 
force on the comedy 
scene. After becoming 
a  favorite and regular 
at clubs such as the 
Hollywood Improv and 

World Famous Laugh Factory he started to travel 
across the country in the most unlikely of places, 
redneck bars. He has performed with some of the 
biggest names in the world of stand up, such as 
Russell Peters, Gabriel Iglesias and some of you may 
recognize him from the Jo Koy Comedy Tour. He has 
also been featured on Comedy Central's Live At 
Gotham, Nuvo TV's Stand Up and deliver as well as 
The Logo Network's One Night Stand up.  

Thai Rivera June 5-7

(937) 224-5653   wileyscomedyclub.com

Dayton’s First and 
Ohio’s oldest 
Comedy Club

Located in The 
Historic Oregon 

District with Free 
and Private 

Parking

Steve Iott June 12-14
Steve is one of our most requested acts, as 
Steve is known for his acerbic, quick wit and 
his renowned interaction with the crowd. 
Steve has appeared on A&E and Comedy 
Central. Opening for Steve will be Sally 
Brooks.

(937) 224-5653   wileyscomedyclub.com

Free On Thursday
2 for 1 on Fri and Sat
When you make a reservation
and mention this ad
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OFF THE RADAR: DAYS N DAZE
ROGUE TAXIDERMY                          by Jacob S Combs 

“Who?” and I Will John Updike Be Remembered?                       
                                                                                                                                                                             by nick eddy

For more than 30 years, John Updike was 
held up as the preeminent American writer, 
a renaissance utility man capable of short 
stories, novels, criticism, poetry and even 
putting up his mother’s storm windows. 
He was the bellwether of suburban ennui; 
a Harvard Lampoon alum capable of the 
utmost seriousness. He would turn up in 
magazines, writing eloquently on any assigned 
topic (once, for a Brazilian newspaper, he 
explained cold). Updike sat astride the 70’s 
and 80’s literary world with utter confidence: 
indeed, a bookshelf containing Updike 
works was a totem that said that one was a 
serious reader, far removed from the coarse 
Jacqueline Susann’s and Peter Benchley’s.  
And who knew, stick around that bookshelf 
long enough and a key party just might 
coalesce.
Since his death in 2009, however, Updike 
has commenced to slip off the cultural 
awareness grid.  From  promising young New 
Yorker prodigy to dignified man of letters and 
suburban pornographer to just another Dead 
White Male Writer, whose ranks already 
swelled the libraries.   The End.
When Updike arrived in the 50’s, still 
shaking off Salinger like everyone else, his 
early short stories got the literary world 
excited.  Novels followed, and in 1960 
came Rabbit, Run, the tale of a former high 
school basketball star in his late 20’s who 
decides, seemingly on a whim, to bust out 
and leave his pregnant wife and child.  This 
was a fairly shocking storyline in its era, and 
served as a foreshock to the splintering of 

the American family in the decade to come. 
Couples (1968) took an even harder tack, 
chronicling the peccadilloes of the titular 
pairs as they cheated their way through the 
decade and each other. The language was 
shocking for the time as were the detail-heavy 
sex scenes, though in this new century they 
hardly quicken the pulse. What was shocking 
to readers was that Updike would expose all 
of this sin in America’s backyard and offer 
it with the tacit promise/threat that “Hey, it 
can happen to you, too.”

Many more novels followed (including three 
Rabbit sequels), more short story collections 
and collections of reviews; this was a one-
man industry.  As his hair grew grey and he 
became physically ever more benignly like a 
preppy uncle one sees leaving an Episcopal 
church, the writing kept coming and coming.  
As his readership grew older, so did many of 
his characters and fictional stand-ins: aging, 
deaths of friends and neighbors, and  the 
states of the lives of now-grown children 
all began to fill in the spaces left on the 
pages where the sex has begun to somewhat 
subside.
Nicholson Baker, in his 1991 Updike-
obsession confessional  U & I, speaks of 
having to write his book while Updike was 
still “at the top of the heap, before any false 
valedictory grand-old-man reverence crept 
in, as it inevitably would,” assuming at the 
time that surely critical respect  for Updike 
was eternal.   Baker could not have seen how 
events would play out.

After winning a second Pulitzer for 1990’s 
Rabbit at Rest, Updike continued as always.  
But reader apathy was setting in: the era 
of Updike-as-airport-novel was over as 
readership started  to wane.  By 1997’s 
admittedly pretty awful Toward the End 
of Time (touted as Updike Does Sci-Fi, it 
featured an America after a nuclear war 
with the Chinese, flashbacks to the both 
early days of Christianity and the Nazis, a 
prostitute who turns in a deer – mid-period 
Vonnegut drained of all fun), the younger 
generation administered a dismissive coup de 
grace in a review of the novel.  David Foster 
Wallace, at the height of his post-Infinite 
Jest authority, wrote a lacerating takedown 
which included a quote on JU from a friend 
of Wallace’s: “Has the son of a bitch ever 
had one unpublished thought?”  This was 
the equivalent of Truman Capote deriding 
Kerouac’s writing as mere “typing”: a pithy 
zinger that contained more than a grain of 

truth and which would stick with Updike to 
the grave.
In the era of Updike Prime, there was a great 
deal of tolerance toward calling a woman’s 
pubic hair “fur” and other masculine antics 
masquerading as brave writing (see also 
Norman Mailer), but to younger readers 
this was both old hat and crass.  Updike 
also did himself no favors by repetition of 
themes ad nauseum:  I remember actually 
inwardly groaning at a New Yorker story in the 
early 2000’s: “Oh, god, not the sandstone 
farmhouse [where Updike grew up in 
Pennsylvania] again.”   And where once it 
was a given that Updike would be in the 
American pantheon with the likes of his 
beloved Hawthorne, now it doesn’t seem as 
certain.  An English professor friend, when 
I asked him, told me “Updike is seldom 
read in English departments; if he is read, it 
tends to be clandestine, almost like a guilty 
pleasure one is ashamed to admit to having.  
He seems to belong to another age or another 
place. Not here, not now.” And if this is an 
academic take, what hope is there for a writer 
like Updike with the public taste at large in 
an era of Sue Monk Kidd and E.L James?
Adam Begley’s new Updike biography, which 
sets a pleasing tone of authoritative meets 
breezy, pulls back the curtain to tell exactly 
how much of Updike’s life was milked for 
his fiction:  just how much the licentious 
town of Tarbox in Couples was a tracing of 
Updike’s own Ipswich, MA; how a meal or 
seemingly innocuous conversation with the 
man could end up as a New Yorker short story 
months later; how his famous essay on Ted 
Williams’ last game at Fenway only came 
to be because Updike was stood up for an 
extramarital tryst.  As satisfying in an “aha!” 
manner as the book is for any remaining 
Updike fans and scholars, it is unlikely to 
rekindle the flame of general interest in the 
author’s work, given the level of malaise with 
which his name tends to be greeted at the 
moment. In time, though, it may seem that 
a good many of the “too many” thoughts 
Updike published bear reconsideration.

Shannon Watkins
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Buying Dinner for Internet
Strangers: 
An Examination of Online Dating                                                                                                                                              
by Danny Hamen | illustrated by Brittany Schwarck

This phenomenon of “virtual dating” is not 
recent. The 90’s trash Rom-Com ‘You’ve 
Got Mail’ came out in 1998 when I still 
thought love meant putting objects in my 
eyelids to gain attention from women, which 
it did. I remember reluctantly watching the 
movie with my mom, who clearly hated 
me, and wondering how a computer could 
bring two idiots like Tom Hanks and Meg 
Ryan together. It wasn’t until recently that 
I began to notice a good amount of my 
friends flirting with virtual counterparts, 
going on more dates, and spending too 
much time taking pictures of their own 
faces. Curiosity got the best of me after a 
long night of booze-induced loneliness, so I 
decided to make a profile. And that is when 
a picture of my face became a part of the 
online dating circuit.
 I was reluctant to tell others of 
my endeavor; it was my understanding that 
online dating was exclusively for desperate 
middle aged dads. Too my surprise, I 
found a wide variety of people. It was 
overwhelming and chaotic, my profile 
haphazardly filled in with generic answers 
about my life. I am laid back and I like 
nature. I play banjo and sometimes watch 
Netflix in my underwear. I hate it when 
my cereal gets soggy when left in milk for 
too long. My interests worked as bumper 
stickers, signaling to other like-minded 
singles to ‘shoot me a romantic message.’ A 
list of mindless factoids about my life, as if 
somebody reading that I enjoyed Vonnegut 
would destine us to be soul mates. But 
that is how I met people. I stalked people’s 
profiles that also admired Larry David, and 

messaged them accordingly.
 Waiting for an online date is 
awful. Because really what you are waiting 
for is to be vulnerable in front of a stranger. 
In normal dating you meet someone in the 
real world, establish a connection, exchange 
numbers, and set a first date. However, the 
connection on a cyber date isn’t already 
established beforehand, other than from a 
few similar interests and your admiration 
for the picture they chose to present. So, 
when sitting by yourself, sipping on a beer, 
waiting for this person you have never met, 
a lot of fear is present. It’s not so much a fear 
of them is being ugly or mean, but more so 
of them being uninteresting. What if they 
don’t talk at all? What if I have to carry on 
the entire conversion? What if we are so 
displeased with each other that we both are 
ashamed we even left our living room? 
I was waiting for a 43 year old yoga 
instructor who was nearly twice my age. 
She used big words in her profile which is 
what attracted me to her and we both liked 
Game of Thrones. She arrived with a smile. 
I felt like I was 10. What does an established 
mom going to law school want with an 
idiot 24 year old like me? We talked about 
philosophy and law, my words spewing 
out of my mouth like alarming diarrhea. 
I remember getting too buzzed on craft 
beer to accurately articulate my views on 
existentialism, surely sounding like a naive 
twat. I remember frequenting the bathroom 
so that I could avoid awkward silences. She 
intimidated me. On the way out I knew 
that she would never talk to me again. I 
complimented her Totoro themed backpack 
as she walked to her car. She stopped, 
turned around, gave me a giant hug, and 
asked me to come over later that week to 
watch Game of Thrones while her kids were 
asleep. Fortunately, she had a soft spot for 
anime nerds.
The next girl, named Bri, was a 30 year old 
traveler who worked as an administrator at a 
local charter school. We went and got falafel 
down the road from my house. I awkwardly 
complimented her punctuality when we 
arrived at the same time. We gave each other 
a hug and took a seat. She was fascinating, 
intelligent, and beautiful with walnut hair 
and a lively smile. She liked to laugh and talk 
about her time living as a Peruvian coffee 
farmer and her adventures at Lollapalooza. I 
stood up to use the bathroom and knocked 
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my chair to the ground with a large thud. 
My face turned pink as the waiter helped 
me with the chair and, in the back of my 
mind, I was thinking that things would be a 
whole lot easier if I were asexual. 
 However, my innocent charm 
must have worked because we agreed to go 
back to my place, light a doobie, and crack 
open some cold ones. That’s when she 
told me she practiced polyamory. She had 
a female partner and was sort of browsing 
for a third person for her triad. She spoke 
of her passion for sex, and how women are 
unrightfully shamed for engaging in their 
sexuality. She told me how she enjoyed 
multiple partners at once; it’s just what 
made sense for her. Yes, often times this can 
be logistically and emotionally tricky, but 
she explained that three or even four or five 
people coming together is a beautiful thing. 
We made out like teenagers and then she 
left. She offered me a spot later that week 
tutoring high school seniors with their final 
papers, which I found to be a fulfilling way 
to spend an afternoon.  She also donated 
fifty dollars to my broken dog’s fundraiser. 
Though I don’t necessarily see myself 
settling down with two ladies (other than in 
fantasy land), I am glad that she became a 
part of my life.
 Online dating makes people 
disposable. If somebody doesn’t meet your 
exact criteria, then f**k it, on to the next 
one. It’s kind of like online shopping. 
You browse through hundreds of profiles, 
trying to find the one that is right for you. 
Though they look great, you are unable to 
try it on in the store before you commit to 
buying them dinner. I have also found that 
I gain unrealistic expectations when reading 
somebody’s profile. I remember thinking, 
“This person totally gets me. They are 
absolutely perfect,” and fantasizing about 
a new life together, only to meet someone 
that is completely not that person. Not that 
their personality is necessarily undesirable, 
it’s just that they weren’t the romanticized 
version of themselves that I had built up in 
my pathetic brain. The next girl I met was a 
writer, surely a win. 
 She wrote sad poetry that she 
refused to let me read. Whether or not it 
was good I couldn’t say, but I did know that 
it rhymed. I found myself doing most of the 
talking while trying to figure out an exit 
strategy in the back of my head. She was a 
very nice girl, just not someone I felt I could 
pursue romantically, which wasn’t her fault. 
It took a lot for me to actually go meet her 
that night. Apparently she frequents the 
coffee shop right next to my house, and 
would text me every time she was there, 
hoping I would pop over. When I did, I 
wished I hadn’t. After ten minutes of “get-
to-know-yous” she asked if I wanted to go 
next door to get a drink. I agreed, hoping 
that the presence of alcohol might make 
her personality a little less lackluster. That 
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Location for bike parking 
is at the corner of Dayton 
St. and US 68

was unfortunately not the case. However, 
as the universe would have it, while I was 
at the bar drinking with this girl I barely 
knew, I heard someone yell my name. A 
female friend of a friend of mine had heard 
about my recent dog trouble, so she came 
over, gave me a giant hug, and literally sat 
down between us and asked me about my 
canine friend’s recovery. I felt so bad for 
my poor date, but I suppose that is how it 
goes. Ironically, what began as an internet 
date landed me an eventual date with this 
new friend that I met in the real world due 
to normal dating circumstances; attraction, 
connection and timing.  
 So what can I say? Internet dating 
certainly dispelled my assumption that only 
losers resorted to doing it, because clearly 
there are some desirable people who use 
it. I have heard that it works a lot better in 
major cities because of the anonymity that 
is already present amongst the population. 
There is a level of awkwardness when you 
know a quarter of the available dates, 
especially when you wind up recommended 
as a match. And because I am a boy, my 
experiences are very different from those 
of girls. Girls tell me that they feel like 
they get virtually catcalled and bombarded 
with messages from dudes eager to bang. 
A friend told me that within one hour 
of creating her profile, she had over fifty 
messages, and she hadn’t even filled out any 
personal information, just posted a head 
shot. And that is really the basis of online 
dating. It’s the fantasy of hooking up with 
somebody new, minus the embarrassment 
of immediate personal rejection. If you 
don’t get a response, don’t sweat it, just 
copy and paste that perfectly worded pick 
up message into the next message box and 
hope for the best. Certainly this is not the 
case for a lot of the users, and I am sure 
that love has been discovered through a 
variety of emails somewhere out there. I 
do, however, enjoy the idea of meeting 
somebody that you probably wouldn’t have 
due to this online forum. I am glad to have 
met Bri, along with other women, who are 
now good friends and positive influences in 
my life. So, is that really worth the 9.99$ a 
month? Why not?

Danny Hamen is a Columbus native, admirer 
of cats, of acting human and community college 
sports enthusiast (Go Cougars). dhamen@
student.cscc.edu
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Through the Mask: An Interview with Clark and Gooch   
                                                               by Katie Anible-Modras

Dayton natives Tiffany Clark and Stephanie 
Gooch bring to life the masks we wear each 
day in encountering our world and ourselves 
in their two woman show at the Toxic Brew 
Company this month. Through the Mask 
is an honest look at what we show on the 
outside and what really goes on within.

KATIE - What was one of your favorite 
movies or cartoons when you were a kid, 
and tell me what caught your interest in it?
TIFFANY CLARK - I was always attracted 
to “Savage” Steve Holland’s 1986 flick One 
Crazy Summer.  I’ve considered myself an 
artist as long as I can remember, so I was 
infatuated with John Cusack’s daydreaming 
artist character. He would draw cartoons 
called “The Fuzzy Pink Bunnies from Hell” 
as a therapeutic way to deal with his daily 
life and insecurities. I admired that creative 
honesty and ability to draw humor to his 
perspective.  
STEPHANIE GOOCH - I have to say that 
the first thing that came to mind was two 
TV shows simultaneously; JEM and the 

Holograms and Punky Brewster. Let’s face 
it... JEM was a complete bad ass. Anyone 
capable of using her ear ring to project a 
holographic pseudo rocker identity onto 
herself is quite impressive, all while playing 
in a girl band and trying to protect and take 
care of a group of foster “starlight” girls; 
once again...Bad ass. Punky, on the other 
hand, was eccentric and sweet, and had the 
best clothes and a bed that I would have 
given anything for. 
KT - What materials are you experimenting 
with and how’s that going?
TF - I’ve been experimenting with different 
handmade papers to make collages, then 
cover them with illustrative pen sketches. 
This has allowed for the most therapeutic 
and honest work I have ever created. I’ve also 
been using my paper to create functional 
shadow art that should make a memorable 
environment for everyone’s Urban Nights.
SG - I am currently experimenting with 
combining all of the mediums that I like to 
work in. From the time I was in 8th grade 
until the tail end of college, I switched 

between photography and painting/
drawing. I tended to keep them separate, 
rarely letting them intersect and intertwine. 
Because I’ve dabbled in so many different 
media, there has always been a sweet spot in 
my heart for the little things that make each 
medium unique. Now I’m finding room for 
their individual uniqueness to complement 
each other in ways that flow and make sense 
to me which is exhilarating and tons of fun.
KT - Tell me about the theme of your 
show and the meaning behind it for you 
personally.

TC - “Through the Mask” was a concept 
to describe the false veil we project or we 
may use to view others. Our forms are just 
vessels that hold something more. Most 
conceal their true spirit or primitive nature 
behind a more pleasing mask. But if we are 
always looking through a mask we can never 
be seen as or see others for our true forms.

SG – When I started my current body of 
work, I was getting to a point in my life 

where I was ready and needing to use my 
voice. Even though I loved the work that I 
had done in the past, it was so ambiguous 
that I was sort of lost in it. I wasn’t allowing 
myself to make a deliberate point. I needed 
to speak up and I wanted to do it loudly; 
I wanted to stop whispering. This work 
not only represents what lies beneath the 
many masks that I wore for so long and the 
occasional lessons they still teach, but what 
is behind the masks that we all share. These 
masks are not always intentional, but are 
often built up from years of conditioning, 
choices, environment, etc. If we’re aware of 
them, they are the things that we desperately 
try to shake. The pieces being shown in 
“Through the Mask” are my daily reminders 
to never be afraid of the light that shines 
within me or  that vulnerability gives me 
strength, and that love is the only way to get 
out alive.

Katie Modras-Anible is a weirdo artist and 
musician.  Send her hellos and artwork at 
Katie@telephoneweekly.com
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AUGURY A faint hoard
written & illustrated by adam eckley

omegamusicdayton.com
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Yellow Springs St. Fair
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Pineapple Ale

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 |

Telephone staff illustrator Adam Eckley shares his 
works of imaginative micro-fiction.
How should we leave this slow situation? A 
daily routine of mindless mutation. Through 
the days of relentless sand we endure, for the 
nickels and dimes that we daily procure. And 
as hours and days and years pass us by, we 
look to the clouds for help from on high. 

And though high divine beings have answers 
to all, we fade and we fall, like birds in the 
squall. So go tell the butcher, the smith and 
the baker. Go tell the cobbler and candlestick 
maker; though the world is a pale of sweetest 
fresh cream, it will spoil and rot like a vivid 
black dream. 
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False Dichotomy
                                         by Eric Zamonski | illustrated by Adam Eckley

“False dichotomy” is the fancy term for 
when somebody forces you into a one-or-
the-other choice between two things that, 
in reality, are not mutually exclusive.  For 
the last forty years, large concentrations 
of capital have been pushing the idea that 
the American voter has a stark choice:  you 
either believe in a totalitarian socialist state, 

or you believe in free market purity (FMP).  
This makes sense from the ownership class’s 
point of view, because there is no level of 
wealth concentration that the oligarch set 
sees as unhealthy--assuming of course that 
they are the ones with all the wealth.  

But the problem with this either-or game 
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is that there’s really nobody on the other 
side.  The center-left party has no interest 
in nationalizing the widget industry and 
turning into Cuba.  The closest that anybody 
comes to taking the bait is when you read 
some piece by a nationally syndicated op-ed 
columnist with a title like “Has Capitalism 
Failed?” or whatever.  The fact that such 
pieces get attention at all is a testament to 
how badly the free market purists lack an 
equal and opposite opponent.  

What should be asked instead is this: what 
are the limits of the market?  What is the 
market good at and what is the public sector 
good at?  But the mere action of posing 
this question is an attack on the FMP’s 
entire program, because their answer to 
“What is the guv’mint good at?” is always 
a resounding “NOTHING!”  Sure, maybe 
they’ll grudgingly concede maintaining the 
Army and the interstate highway system, but 
only until a private company can step in.

Besides lack of any non-imaginary 
opponents, the FMPs have another big 
problem:  the rest of the world.  Recently, 
there was a story about a big German 
automaker that built a plant in Kentucky 
and the workers were deciding on whether 
or not to be represented by a trade union.  
The state’s political Right quickly mobilized 
and made sure that they voted no, which 
wasn’t hard to do since this was a fairly 
red state with workers who have grown up 
repeating the mantra that “organized labor 
served a purpose back in the old days, but 
got corrupt, and is now obsolete.”  The vote 
went just the way the state’s pro-business 
leaders wanted.  

But there’s a funny thing about that:  the 
Germans who owned the plant actually 
wanted the workers to be unionized. This 
is because back in Germany, virtually all 
such workers are represented by a labor 
group. The Germans figured out a long 
time ago that companies are stronger and 
more sustainable if all players involved have 
a seat at the company’s board table. In fact, 
since 1976, it has been written into German 
law that all companies with over 500 
workers must allocate board seats to worker 
representatives. The doctrine is called “Co-
Determination.” Now of course, when an 
FMP hears this, he scoffs and assures his 
faithful that such an effort is doomed to 

fail since, by definition--HIS definition--all 
government regulations on businesses are 
bad at some level. Because only the market 
can do anything correctly.  

Hmm. So, let’s take the FMP seriously for 
a second and assume he’s right. A program 
as totalitarian and socialistic as Germany’s 
doctrine of Co-Determination must be 
crippling their economy, right?  Well, 
consider this: the reason that the Germans 
wanted their US workers to be unionized is 
that if they aren’t, they’ll make wages so low 
in comparison to German auto workers’ 
wages that this will classify the US as a “low 
wage country” by their reckoning.  You 
know how we Americans ruefully talk about 
the sweatshops in Southeast Asia with wages 
so low that our manufacturing sector can’t 
compete? Yeah. That’s what the Germans 
are saying about us.  

So look at this situation with the German 
car plant and ask yourself: does reality 
support the FMP argument that freer 
markets improve the standard of living 
for the median worker?  FMPs don’t have 
many reality-based examples of their 
economic theories to point to. When they 
do get all excited about some country 
somewhere implementing its ideas, that 
country either explodes politically or ends 
up basically proving the opposite of FMP 
dogma.  The classic modern example of this 
was Chile, where Pinochet overthrew the 
democratically controlled government in a 
1973 military coup.  Pinochet’s economic 
advisors were all trained at the University 
of Chicago and were all steeped in the ideas 
of Milton Friedman, the patron saint of 
modern Free Market theory.  

Pinochet’s government immediately began 
handing over his country’s largest industries 
to the private sector and signalled to the 
world that Chile was open for business.  
This of course was very popular with foreign 
capital owners who saw all the money to be 
made in this.  More importantly, it also 
promised to support their deeply cherished 
belief that the level of their enormous 
wealth wealth was actually a positive 
indicator of the situation of the average 
working stiff.  After all, the thinking goes, if 
I can become a gazillionaire, then that must 
mean that everything’s chugging right along 
economically and Joe Sixpack has a chicken 

in his pot and his bills paid up.

Friedman himself maintained this fiction 
well into 1980s, even when all the indicators 
were that poverty was rampant in Chile 
and that the economy didn’t appear to be 
trickling down as promised.  The fortunes 
of the average Chilean didn’t begin to 
significantly improve until Pinochet’s 
opponents began to get some political 
traction and pushed through increases 
in the minimum wage and big increases 
in spending on social programs.  These 
government-induced, non-market policies 
had big immediate positive impacts for 
the average Chilean in a way that never 
materialized when all the resources had 
been simply handed to oligarchs and social 
policy amounted to one big national rain 
dance.

We’ve now had enough time to process 
the mechanics of “Chilean Miracle” and 
the way it went down is all there for the 
understanding, if you take the time to read 
about it. A fresher example would be the 
implosion of Iceland’s banking sector, but 
history is actually full of such attempts to 
implement free market theories that ended 
up really terribly. And of course the FMP 
just waves them away as bad luck, some sort 
of “perfect storm” that nobody could have 
seen coming.  Except maybe, I don’t know, 
anybody who had ever studied history ever.  
(It makes me wonder if the University 
of Chicago’s economics department and 
history department have ever actually met…)

If you’re reading all this thinking, “That’s 
all well and good, but what can I do? I’m 
just one person, powerless to cause any 
change”...Well actually, you’re not.  One 
perfectly good way to cause some change 
is just to think about it a little more than 
maybe you did yesterday.  And one perfectly 
good way to participate in the discussion 
is to understand a little more about the 
opposing arguments involved.  Most of us 
will never become geniuses at all this stuff, 
but at the same time, perfectly ordinary 
citizens are more than capable of sensing 
the difference between an honest effort to 
inform them and an attempt to appeal to 
their baser instincts so that they’ll shut up 
and go away.  
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MON - SAT: 
Lunch : 11am to 5pm | Dinner: 5pm to 10pm
Closed Sunday

515 WAYNE AVE. DAYTON, OH
WheatPennyDayton.com

JOIN US FOR

LUNCH
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Rockbridge Crossing
Saturday June7th

Acoustic Thirstdays
with Alex Speller

Thursday
The Old Time Acoustic Jam
with Rick Good and Ben Cooper

Wednesday

Jeff Powers and 
Jose Alvarez

Friday June 6th

Eric Jerardi Band
Friday June 13th

Teen Fiction
Saturday June 14th

DaytonMostMetro.com  

The Dead Guy
Dayton Theatre Guild
ThroughJune 15th

Two Neighborhood Garage/Yard 
Sale Extravaganza
Historic South Park/Oregon District
Saturday June 07, 8:00 AM - 2:00 PM

Dayton Pride Parade and Fesitval
Courthouse Square
Saturday June 07, 11:00 AM - 5:30 PM

The Human Race Theatre Company 
Presents 'Play It By Heart'
The Loft Theatre
Friday June 12-29th, 8:00 PM - 11:00 PM

Art Ball
Dayton Art Institute
Saturday June 14, 7:00 PM - 8:00 PM
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Host Radio Basim mixes retro funk 45’s, B-sides and 
Neo-Funk into two hours of head nodding, booty shaking fun. 

Friday nights - 10 pm to 12 am

wyso.org


