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The Twins are done, the trees were never 
really that pretty this fall, but hey, at 

least we still have Brett Favre. 
 Welcome to the third issue of The Peg 
Leg Update. I’ll try to keep my rambling 
to a minimum this time, as I know you’re 
probably dying to find out who that “James 
Dean of accordion players” might be.
 Or maybe you’d just like to hear more 
about the “local food movement” and how to 
become a part of it in Brookings. Simeon has 
you covered on the next page.
 My good friend, former roommate and 
future father of my children (you read that 
right) Anthony Castillo had the opportunity 
to interview a fellow world traveller over in 
the UK recently. Mr. Castillo is attending 
classes in Manchester this semester, and 
already he seems to be enjoying life with 
those nice folks who unfortunately can’t seem 
to spell “color” correctly.
 Next up is a sort of preview to a review 
of Planet of the Apes. Mr. Lavidson has more 
to say on the subject, so keep an eye out.
 Mike Roe once again tells you what you 
should listen to, this time on page 8. I think 
his recommendations are spot on.
 ps>flux + friends + chicken wings = 
great coverage of another local saloon. Check 
it out on page 9.
 And on page 10, what’s this? Another 
Beatles story? Yep. Two drummers live with 
me, and two Beatles stories appear in this 
issue. What a crazy world we live in. Take 
a peek at Stu Ensz’s thoughts on the recent 
re-invasion.

 Then comes more beer prose from Mr. 
Bell. This time around, he explains what 
prohibition and WWII did to the quality of 
drink in our country. Maybe the government 
shouldn’t be involved in regulating what 
substances should go in people’s bodies and / 
or distributing massive amounts of resources to 
war. It seems to have a few unintended, shall I 
say, unseen consequences. (Please read Frederic 
Bastiat.)
 Finally, we have a fictional submission 
from my good friend Gina, who lives near 
Pittsburgh, Penn. We happened to meet in 
Denver a few summers ago, and I’m thrilled to 
bring her talent to The Peg Leg Update.
 And yes, that is the president of our 
university on the back.
 As always, keep updated on the Update 
by visiting our online components. Those 
addresses are at the bottom of this page.
 We would also like to make a pitch to 
any and all people thinking about submitting 
work to this magazine. We’re looking to 
feature more creative writing, artwork and 
local journalism in future issues. If you are 
interested, just let us know. 

Mitch LeClair
Editor

In and out of the garden he goes.
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Dakota Rural Action
by ps>flux

thepeglegupdate.wordpress.com

D         akota Rural Action (DRA) is an 
organization dedicated to strengthening 

rural South Dakota through community 
organizing, focusing on land stewardship 
and quality food production.  The non-profit 
organization (NPO) has offices in Brookings 
and Rapid City and has been active for twenty-
two years.  The group typically works towards 
goals such as educating rural citizens about 
zoning laws, putting local food producers in 
contact with consumers and pushing economic 
and social policy legislation friendly to family 
farms and small businesses, as opposed to 
factory farms and corporate practices.  
 DRA held a banquet to kick off its 2009 
annual business meeting on Oct. 2nd in Gary, 
S.D.  At the meeting, Frank James, DRA’s 
Staff Director, along with other members, 
discussed some of the statewide concerns the 
NPO will focus on in the next year. One issue 
is legislation currently being debated concern-
ing the Keystone Pipeline, which runs from 
Hardisty, Alberta, Canada, as far as southern 
Illinois and central Oklahoma.  A proposed 
expansion to the pipeline has it cutting 
diagonally across “West River” South Dakota.  
DRA works at the state legislature to encour-
age a fair interface between TransCanada, 
the pipeline company, and landowners, as 
well ensuring all environmental impact will 
be immediately neutralized and that the 
pipeline will be removed when its usefulness 
has been completed.  Another issue that DRA 
is working to advance in Pierre in upcoming 
years is a proposed Net Metering Bill.  As 
America’s energy infrastructure phases to solar 
and wind dependence over the next decade, net 
metering provisions will allow property owners 
to essentially provide their own power through 
wind turbines and solar panels.  Wind and sun 
are, of course, highly available to all agricultural 
South Dakotans, and DRA wants to see these 
resources contribute to the economic health of 
rural communities.  
 Socially, DRA is conscious of the need to 
engage religious and academic communities 
in the process of shifting our society to a 
higher-quality food system.  As one member 
stated, “Food and justice have a long history 
of walking hand in hand.”  Members feel that 
efforts towards healthier, better-fed communi-
ties inherently have a moral motivation.  Better 
farming practices ultimately aim to better 

provide for those who otherwise have lower-
quality access to food.  Young families and 
students should have access to local, natural 
food, but currently eating natural means paying 
eight dollars for a quart of milk at the grocery 
store.  Ultimately, this imbalance will be fixed 
by caring community members reaching out 
and cooperating with dedicated food produc-
ers.  
 The issue of natural food production 
was a main focus of Chuck Hassebrook, the 
keynote speaker at the banquet.  Hassebrook is 
a member of the Nebraska Board of Regents 
and Executive Director of the Center for Rural 
Affairs, a Nebraska NPO similar to DRA.   

 Hassebrook shared that most of the food 
marketed as natural or organic in the grocery 
stores still originates at corporately-owned, 
factory-style production facilities that have 
disastrous environmental impacts, such as toxic 
run-off and loss of genetic diversity, alongside 
detracting from the healthy economic balance 
of a small community – by sending profits 
to large corporations, at times, states away, 
and pasteurizing smaller operations from the 
industry.  Furthermore, the produce typically 
marketed as natural often has only a marginally 
altered production process.  In the case of beef, 
farmers simply do not inject the cattle with 
growth hormones; antibiotics and synthetic 
proteins are still utilized.  Leaders such as 
Hassebrook envision a system in which food is 
truly chemical free and naturally produced.  
 One strong tendency among DRA 
members is a high awareness of local issues af-
fecting their sector of the agricultural industry.  
Several Brookings-area farmers expressed 
concern at SDSU President David Chicoine’s 
appointment to the Board of Directors for 

Monsanto, an agriculture company heavily in-
volved in GMO seed production.  These people 
are nervous that Chicoine’s commitment to 
the company will steer SDSU’s agriculture 
programs towards further emphasis on factory 
farming practices; they would like to see the 
school educating young generations of farmers 
to consider environmental responsibility, 
genetic diversity, and quality food production.  
 DRA’s Brookings office has been increas-
ingly active in recent years.  One project that 
has been very well received in the community 
is the Local Foods Directory, published on 
Earth Day 2009.  The directory provides local 
consumers with contact information for local 

meat, produce, and specialty product farms.  
From heritage breed pork to organic garlic, 
bison, honey and berries, the Local Foods Direc-
tory is an excellent resource for all Brookings 
residents to give themselves access to better, 
more affordable food.  This summer, DRA 
expanded the directory to an online location, 
available at www.sdlocalfoods.org.  Another 
major push in the Brookings region has been 
the Farm Beginnings program, which will have 
its first session October 24th.  This program 
will equip young entrepreneurs with the skills 
necessary to break into the local agricultural 
industry, such as navigating zoning laws and 
establishing necessary credit.  
 More info on this excellent NPO can be 
found at www.dakotarural.org.  Basic, family 
and student memberships are all available, 
but the Local Foods Directory is available to 
everyone.  It simply exists as an interface 
between farmers and food consumers, enabling 
Brookings residents to access better, healthier 
food, grown by friends and neighbors.  

photo by Mitch LeClair
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Finding Community in Eastern Europe
by Kate Wegehaupt

T    here had to have been almost 20 
people crammed into that little green-

wallpapered dining room in Poland.  I was 
crowded between a fellow student, my plate 
practically knocking hers off the table, and 
a giant wooden cabinet filled with country 
crockery and statuettes of Santa Claus.  I 
ranked the meal as one of the best I’d yet eaten 
in the country, an extremely high compliment, 
as all previous meals had been deliciously and 
mind-numbingly good.  It’s what took place 
after dinner, though, that made the experience 
memorable.
 An older gentleman brought out his 
accordion, glossy red and black.  Now I know 
what you’re thinking – an accordion?  But this 
guy made it look cool.  He was the James Dean 
of accordion players.  As he worked the instru-
ment, the rest of my new Polish friends began 
to sing, every single one of them.  For the next 
forty-five minutes, hour, I’m not sure how long, 
they sang old Polish stories to us.  Jadwiga, 
the woman who runs the EcoCenter where 
she held our student workshops, translated a 
few for us. There was one song I remember 
in particular, about a boy trying to entice 
his reluctant lady-friend to kiss him.  The 
most endearing part of the song, though, was 
hearing the heartfelt emotion in their voices, 
behind the words.   One woman in particular, 
probably in her 70s, knew every verse, phrase, 
and chorus to these songs.  She also possessed 
the most volume and gusto.  I couldn’t help but 
muse on all the singing of her past; maybe with 
comrades during the sixties, or to her children 
before bedtime; maybe helping her grand-
daughter memorize the words by heart, or 
encouraging others to sing as loudly as herself.
 After relaxing with the music, I was fully 
prepared to dream away the rest of my night, 
wandering and wondering about Poland.  
However, someway or another, word got out 
that I enjoyed singing too.  Instantly, requests 
for a song came spilling out, via translator.  
For the record, I do love to sing.  And I do 
it fairly often, usually oblivious to the idea 
that people might be listening, as it’s quite 
a habit – like talking to yourself, but less 
socially ostracized.  However, singing on cue 
makes me nervous.  Fingernails about to be 
ripped out nervous.   Upon the request, every 
possible idea had flown from my head.  Of 

photo by Kate Wegehaupt
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all the tunes cataloged in my brain, nothing 
registered.  But after a few more Polish songs, 
some coaxing from friends, and just a bite of 
apple cake (affectionately called “cakey”) to 
steel my nerves, I volunteered a song.  The 
only one that seemed appropriate, as close to 
an American folk song as I knew, was “Crazy,” 
by Pasty Cline.  As I creaked out the first few 
words, I’m sure my voice cracked with nerves.  
But soon, I was singing heartily, full voice, just 
like my confident Polish friend.  For a couple 
moments, it was my story.  I was reasoning out 
why I still loved a man who made me look like 
a fool; the first to admit how crazy it was.  And 
then I was done, back in the real world (as real 
as studying abroad, living on a Polish farm, 
and having dinner hosted by the citizens of 
Strzyzøw, could be), enjoying good company.
 That was just one moment from my two 
weeks in Poland.  But that moment has made 
me think a lot about life back in the States.  
At that simple dinner table, I feel like I gave 
part of myself, some intangible bit of Kate, to 
that group.  I shared something I love with 
those people, a big part of myself that I don’t 
normally disclose.  And in turn, they gave me 
something – part of their culture and heritage 
and community.
 So why can’t that “community” travel 
back to Brookings with me?  We’ve heard it, 
time and again, how Facebook and texting 
and whatever else, cut off our generation from 
actually sitting down and talking.  A guy I 

know commented that the reason coffee shops 
thrive is because they supply community (and 
feed our caffeine addictions, but that’s another 
story) – the idea that, as a regular, you can sit 
down in a booth and count on seeing the other 
regulars, faithfully typing notes on laptops or 
scribbling ideas on napkins or staring down the 
foam in their lattes.  But the point is, you feel 
like you know them.
 So how can I experience that community 
in (non-coffee shop) life?  That “unified body 
of individuals” (thanks, dictionary) that makes 
life more interesting and less solitary?  More 
than the, “Oh hey.   How are you?” two-second 
inquiry that awkwardly happens in the Union?  
A genuine exchange between people who care?
 I’m the first to admit that it’s my own 
fault I sometimes lack community.  I may be an 
extrovert, but I’ve got a little introvert in me, 
too, just begging to get out (or rather, stay in).  
Sometimes, it’s just easier to seclude myself, to 
remain in my own little bubble, than take the 
time to build solid relationships.  It’s hard.  You 
can’t just tell someone to go “get community.”  
So what can make it easier?
 Example time.  Remember high school?  
You know, that time when we were all 
awkward and confused, like DJ Tanner (of Full 
House fame) in her teen years.  I think because 
I was still learning about myself – my interests, 
passions, etc., I didn’t have enough claim on 
who I was.  Therefore, my ability to share with 
others was limited, making community harder 

to come by (again, just like DJ.  Her only real, 
community-like friendship was with Kimmy – 
the next-door neighbor who, though odd, was 
confident enough in her quirky personality to 
provide true friendship).  Post high school (and 
sitcom references aside), I’m on firmer personal 
footing, making it easier to share myself with 
others and have more depth in friendships.
 I think everyone can build community – 
it’s not an exclusive, luck-of-the-draw thing.  
At the risk of sounding like your mother, we all 
have interesting traits, skills, talents, quirks. If 
I think I have nothing special to offer, though, 
or am trying to be carbon copy of somebody 
else, what’s the point in sharing myself ?  My 
limited life experience shows that by sharing 
the things that make us different, we end up 
learning the different ways we are the same. 
 But this isn’t a lame attempt at philoso-
phy.  This is an article about Poland.  So:
 In that Polish moment, sitting around 
the dinner table, I felt so full, so linked in (not 
of the internet variety).  That’s community.  I 
shared a part of myself and built others up 
by listening.  When I tentatively stepped out 
of my comfort zone, I felt supported.  There 
was mutual appreciation and encouragement 
amongst that table.
 I own a kitchen table.  The question is, 
where can I find an accordion player?

photo by Kate Wegehaupt
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W     ords take on a new meaning when 
you experience and understand their 

real life interpretations. For example, words 
like hope and struggle have taken off their 
glossy finish for me recently in an incredible 
interview I was blessed to have with a Somali 
man named Noor Mohamed. 
 Our short but emotional interview 
showed me true struggle through the eyes of 
a man of pure heart and vast hope. Noor is a 
man whose stature can only be rivaled by his 
uncorrupted passion for equality. A Muslim 
man by faith and an eloquent humanitarian 
by nature, Noor depicted a world separated 
by “blood-thirsty warlords” and a struggling 
shimmer of Democracy. This torn and unruly 
land is called Somalia. 
 Since 1991, when the dictator Siad Barre 
was finally overthrown after years of uncon-
trolled violence, this country has experienced 
only continued bloodshed and incivility. In 
these years without a leading central body, 
this area has been encroached upon by over 
500 other foreign entities. With the vast 
majority of Somalia comprised of a moderate 
Muslim population, I was surprised to hear 
that there has been an onslaught of attempts 
to aquire power in this region. Terrorist groups 
constantly try and claim territory along the 
borders of Ethiopia and Kenya. 
 However, the region of most unrest in 
Somalia seems to be Mogadishu, the capitol 
city. According to Mohamed, the most recent 
government, led by president Sharif Ahmed, is 
essentially “confined within its compound” in 
the city. “They are just too helpless,” explains 
Mohamed. 
 “Can you imagine, in the U.S., a 
government claiming it to be the legal U.S. 
government and cannot control anything 
beyond Manhattan?” With this steady threat of 
terrorist violence, how could this region not go 
unnoticed by the outside world?
 Easily is the answer to that question. 
Personally, and I stress personally, I’m just 
going to go ahead and assume that there’s not 
too much money involved in the salvation of 
this land…but that’s just me. 
 This situation is far from just beginning. 
The atrocities that have been committed here 
have been occurring for decades. Because the 
international community does not recognize 

The Next Afghanistan / Beyond Beans
An interview with Noor Mohamed 
by Anthony Castillo

this region, it makes it easier to see why what’s 
happening is given essentially zero focus from 
the outside world.
 Mohamed explains that the situation in 
Somalia is boiling so much underneath the 
surface that it could be considered, and I quote, 
“The Next Afghanistan.” These words ran up 
my spine in a chilling manner I have never 
felt before. Mohamed seemed like this was a 
certainly inevitable and almost unbreakable 
chain of events to come. 
 “You can perfectly call Somalia the next 
Afghanistan. You have lawlessness, you have 
terrorist people who are over there…..when 
you have a fire you don’t just check one room. 

You want to make sure that the source of all 
the fires is extinguished,” said Mohamed, refer-
ring to intervention in Afghanistan and Iraq, 
but not neighboring countries like Somalia.
This nasty concoction in this boiling cauldron, 
along with many other situations today, does 
not come without fundamental recipes or 
ingredients. 

- Switching Gears -

T     he neighboring country of Ethiopia has 
been struggling with recognition from 

the outside world for quite a few years now 
as well. There is an issue in Ethiopia that has 

photo by Anthony Castillo



1234567890thepeglegupdate.wordpress.com

For more, check out:

• http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/world/africa/6086330.stm
• http://international.ucla.edu/calendar/showevent.asp?eventid=6456&eventdate=2/15/2008
• http://www.guardian.co.uk/business/2007/may/04/globalisation.ethicalliving
• http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/world/africa/country_profiles/1072592.stm
• http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/business/6619307.stm
• http://money.cnn.com/magazines/fortune/fortune_archive/2007/03/05/8401343/index.htm

“We all have a basic human decency that unites us.” 
– My friend, Noor Mohamed

Life, The Universe, and Everything: Part One
by Duke Lavidson

Point of clarification to be made; this 
article is a preview of a review.  I was 

limited on time and space and thus have 
supplied you with only enough to perk your 
curiosity.  With that said, please read on.
 Imagine yourself in a zoo.  You walk 
amongst the primate exhibits admiring the 
simians, prosimians, etc., until you happen 
upon a bonobo.  The bonobo watches you curi-
ously with bright eyes and a sullen demeanor.  
He listens as you say, “Hello, little one. What 
is your name?”  Then he gets up and says, “My 
name is Taylor.”  Oh my f*#*ing god.  
 This is the premise of Franklin J. 
Schaffner’s great 1968 classic, The Planet of the 
Apes.  It stars the late, great and sort of crazy 
Charlton Heston alongside the gloriously mute 
beauty of Linda Harrison.  The film is a visual 
representation of my philosophy on life, the 
universe, and everything.  I could go on and on 
about how great it is, but I will leave it to you 
to watch it yourself; in fact, just go buy it now.  

Instead I will give you a few of the best quotes, 
such as this one:
 “Beware the beast Man, for he is the 
Devil’s pawn. Alone among God’s primates, 
he kills for sport or lust or greed. Yea, he will 
murder his brother to possess his brother’s 
land. Let him not breed in great numbers, for 
he will make a desert of his home and yours. 
Shun him; drive him back into his jungle lair, 
for he is the harbinger of death.”  
 This quote is read from one of the 
apes’ secret religious scrolls (sort of like the 
Christian book of Judas) by a chimp named 
Cornelius.  He is commanded to do so by 
one Dr. Zaius.  Dr. Zaius is the apes Minister 
of Science, as well as the keeper of the faith.   
They see no contradiction in this, and as with 
everything in this movie, that idea parallels our 
own civilization.  That quote is well followed 
by this one:
   “You are right, I have always known about 
man. From the evidence, I believe his wisdom 

must walk hand and hand with his idiocy. His 
emotions must rule his brain. He must be a 
warlike creature who gives battle to everything 
around him, even himself.”  
 This quote came direct from Dr. Zaius, 
the only ape who knows the truth about 
mankind.
 If these pearls of wisdom have struck a 
chord in you, if you know that there is some-
thing terribly wrong with our society, then I 
challenge you to go out and watch this film, 
or better yet, read the book.  Once you have 
watched/read it; do something about it.  Make 
a change for the better.  Treat animals with 
respect.  Treat your friends with respect.  Treat 
yourself with respect.  More on this subject to 
follow.
 So long, and thanks for all the fish!

If you would like to agree, disagree, or
 question please do so.  Email me at 
dietcocacolakid@hotmail.com.

some similarity when it comes to hardships 
resulting from neglect. Another issue that 
Noor and I touched on in our interview was 
that of Starbucks Coffee essentially starving 
the people of Ethiopia, full-well having 
knowledge of this fact, while withholding 
millions at the same time. Now keep in mind 
this issue first came to fruition three or so years 
back. 
 Let me set the scene: Ethiopia began an 
application process for trade marking several 
brands of coffee that comes from Ethiopia and 
is sold internationally. The three main names 
were Yirgacheffe, Harrar and Sidamo. 
Ethiopia’s intentions were to gain more control 
on their exports so that they could gain a 
greater share of the profits. By “greater share,” 
I mean they basically wanted something, 
ANYTHING more than their farmers were 
receiving at that time. What it comes down to 

is that the laborers working in the fields were 
essentially getting paid less than dog food to 
farm this resource. Mohamed described it as 
the poorest people in the world laboring for 
the richest people’s tastes. In some areas they 
had no idea what these beans were getting 
turned into, or where they were going for that 
matter. Noor told me about a BBC documen-
tary on child labor in which some African 
cocoa farms had children working there who 
had no idea what chocolate was. 
 Wrapping up, it always boils down to 
the ingredients of these issues that are always 
overlooked. Everyone worries once it becomes 
a problem that affects them personally. It’s a 
matter of prior action instead of reaction. As 

an international community it is our obliga-
tion to at least act as one world instead of 
just thinking like one. I’m not about to spew 
line after line of what-to-do’s at you now. I’m 
merely going to say I had a nice chat with 
someone I will always remember and appreci-
ate. It is of our own free will that we find out 
what’s going on in the world and how to make 
it what we want it to be. Not to be confused 
with “experts” telling us what the world is like 
and how to fit into it.

 PS: Because of time constraints I’m not 
exactly sure what the result of the Ethiopian 
issue was, I guess that’s part of your free will to 
find out for yourself.
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An Uncomfortably Extensive Catalog
by Mike Roe

I    n its infancy, the rock and roll genre was 
an art of image.   Elvis Presley, Bo Diddley, 

Chuck Berry, Buddy Holly and Bill Haley 
were all “larger-than-life” frontmen of back-up 
bands of considerably less significance. 
 Dozens upon baker’s dozens of these acts 
came and went, and while a handful of these 
artists have endured the ages, most have long-
since been snagged by the filters of memory 
loss, old age or good old fashioned senility.  
 To many music fans, February of 1964 is 
just an arbitrary date without much implica-
tion, but to someone like yours truly with a 
vast and incomprehensible knowledge (i.e. the 
internet), it is the date that changed American 
music forever.  
 The “British Invasion,” as most know it, 
began with The Beatles.  When John Lennon, 
George Harrison, Paul McCartney, and Ringo 
Starr arrived in America for the first time 
to appear on the Ed Sullivan Show and play 
their first shows in the colonies (one at the 
Washington Coliseum in Washington D.C. 
and one at Carnegie Hall in New York City)  
they could not have known how far and wide 
their influence would reach over the next 
45 years.  For many, Beatlemania has raged 
ever since 1964, but for a few in the younger 
generation, the music of The Beatles was never 
heard before the latest version of Rock Band.
 So if you’re out there thinking, “Hey, I’ve 
never really listened to The Beatles before; 
maybe I should check them out,” this article is 
for you.  The Beatles’ catalog is almost uncom-
fortably extensive for new-coming enthusiasts 
to attempt to internalize, so consider this an 
abridged list of Beatles material that I think 
you should definitely check out.

1.  The Beatles (1968)
Most commonly referred to as The White 

Album, the band’s only release of 1968 will 
certainly give you the most bang for your 
buck.  The double album is packed with such 
an eclectic track list that anyone and everyone 
can find enjoyment.  After returning from 
a spiritual retreat and remarkably successful 
songwriting session in India, the band entered 
the studio to quickly discover the turmoil that 
would encumber their relationships for years 
to come.  Drummer Ringo Starr actually quit 
the band for a brief period of time during the 

recording of The White Album, leaving bassist 
Paul McCartney to play drums for a few takes.  
Highlights include “Dear Prudence,” “While 
My Guitar Gently Weeps,” “Yer Blues,” “Hel-
ter Skelter,” “Revolution 1” and many others.

2.  Abbey Road (1969)
The most striking aspect of this album 

is its bitter-sweet quality.  Going into the 
recording sessions for Abbey Road in 1969, The 
Beatles knew that this was probably to be their 
last album.  They agreed to put aside the differ-
ences and tensions that had developed during 
the recording sessions for The White Album 
and make the best possible record they could.  
While Let It Be was technically the last album 
released before the band’s break-up in 1970, 
Abbey Road was the last to be recorded, so it is 
most commonly held to be the final farewell 
from the fab four.  Harrison’s development as 
a songwriter becomes quite obvious after one 
listens to “Something” and “Here Comes the 
Sun.” Other key points on the album include 
“Come Together,” “Oh Darling,” “I Want You 
(She’s So Heavy)” and the epic song medley 
that takes up most of side two.

3.  Yellow Submarine (1968)
While the soundtrack is certainly 

fantastic in itself, I would definitely suggest 
checking out the actual movie.  If you’re into 
quirky, weird British humor, you’ll love it.  The 
premise is pretty fantastic, as it involves the 
four Beatles traveling in a submarine through 
several “seas” (Sea of Time, Sea of Holes, Sea 
of Nothing, etc.) to save the fictional Pepper-
land from its occupancy by the Blue Meanies.  
The humor in the movie may not suit your 
fancy; it is presented in an amusingly subtle 
manner not common in the age of movies 
starring Will Ferrell or Steve Carell that seem 
to slap you in the face with punch line after 
punch line.  Yellow Submarine is one of my 
favorite movies of all time, so at least watch it 
and make your own judgment.

4.  Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Heart’s 
Club Band (1967)

          Sgt. Pepper’s was really the first great 
“masterpiece” album that the Beatles created.  
Fed up with their troublesome and disruptive 
touring, the band decided to concentrate more 
on making music rather than playing it.  This 
allowed them to fully concentrate on their 
songwriting in a whole new way.  SPLHCB, 
while lacking an overarching theme (although 
many of the songs deal with childhood and 
everyday life), is considered by many to be the 
first concept album.  The Beatles decided that 
they would each adopt an alias and create an 
album as this alter-ego super group.  While the 
idea sort of fell through during the recording 
process, this album still remains a testament to 
the unbridled creativity and inventiveness of 
The Beatles.

5. Rubber Soul (1965)
I don’t personally find Rubber Soul to be 

quite as engaging as some of the later Beatles 
albums, but it is an album of the utmost 
importance in their musical development.  
Earlier albums seem much more unrefined and 
concentrated on the pop / rock genres. With 
the release of Rubber Soul, however, listen-
ers can hear many more musical influences, 
such as folk and Indian classical music.  Many 
people attribute this album to be one of the 
first of the acid rock genre, although it’s not 
nearly as “trippy” as some later releases of the 
sort.  Rubber Soul marks a key point in The 
Beatles’ development as musicians, as it is with 
this album that they begin to stray from writ-
ing songs that people expect them to write and 
start to experiment with new and innovative 
instrumentation, form and texture of their 
compositions.

 So there you have it: some top notch 
Beatles material to supplement your Rock 
Band addiction.  Keep in mind that this 
is all the opinion of someone who has a 
deep-seeded admiration for this band.  I give 
you the full right to disagree with any and all 
of the above suggestions, just be sure to let 
us know at ThePegLegUpdate@gmail.com.  
Tasty listening chaps.  
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Local Suds #3 - Rainy Day Blues in Aurora
by ps>flux

I      am depressed because of the rain.  Not just 
these past couple weeks – I’m depressed 

because of the whole rain pattern since the 
beginning of August.  During the whole last 
half of the summer it never rained, and the late 
developers in my garden suffered.  My cherry 
tomatoes only yielded seven or eight fruits per 
bush, my second crop of beets developed only 
slightly larger than golf balls and the pumpkin 
vines dried up, stranding the half-ripe fruits 
somewhere between the size of a softball and 
tether ball.  My only plants that prospered in 
the dry second half of the summer where the 
peppers, which I planted far too many of, so 
that now, even in October, I am eating fried 
banana pepper sandwiches, spicy habañero 
omelets, and mozzarella stuffed bells.  I have 
been eating a lot of them, because I am always 
hungry when I’m depressed, and these last 
two weeks of cold drizzle have locked me up 
in the house with a fridge full of peppers and 
a garden full of otherwise dead vegetables 
and all this rain sucks.  After all my plants 
died for desperate need of rain, it comes, with 
cold temps and increased homework loads 
and a fridge full of slowly wilting peppers and 
insufficient pumpkins that, probably due to the 
grey mood of life in general, seem emblematic 
of my character on the whole. 
 In the middle of this drizzly depression, 
I decided I must buck up and go out to 
have an adventure.  After all, I am a travel 

columnist - of sorts - and our region is full of 
comfortable small towns and colorful pubs, 
full of interesting, grizzled old bartenders and 
farmers locked inside, shooting Black Velvet 
because their soy beans are stuck out in the 
mud.  I recruited a buddy from the ball club, 
incidentally named Goat, to venture out with 
me and find some Local Suds excitement.   
 We decided to discover what Aurora 
had to offer, and, after a peak in the Yellow 
Pages, headed over to Lemke’s Bar & Grill.  
Lemke’s is impossible to miss on Aurora’s tiny 
main-street; the town basically functions as 
a rural suburb of Brookings and doesn’t have 
much else besides a grain elevator and a couple 
churches.  Unfortunately, Goat and I didn’t 
find much to get excited about at Lemke’s on 
a drippy, chilled afternoon.  Lemke’s doesn’t 
have any dogs, alive like Bushnell’s or stone 
like the Lucky Dog’s, to greet a costumer upon 
entering, and only two quiet patrons silently 
smoked in front of video lottery machines at 
opposite ends of the building.  The bar doesn’t 
even possess a cribbage board.  The atmosphere 
inside matched the atmosphere outside as we 
quietly shot pool and tried to coax an interest-
ing story out of the bartender to no effect.  The 
buffalo wings were tasty, but not impressive.
 Small and crispy, the size of the dish 
matches its relatively low price of $3.95.  
The meat did have excellent flavor, although 
sauceless wings aren’t usually hot enough for 

me, but the wings were a little fatty.  However, 
this was not surprising, as their size and style 
immediately indicate only medium quality.  
 One interesting small sparkle appeared 
in the form of a new drink, something I am 
always on the lookout for at these establish-
ments.  Lemke’s recently began carrying 
Jeremiah Weed Sweet Tea Vodka, and we 
found the beverage to our liking.  The liquor 
is served in either lemonade or water; Goat 
and I preferred it in water, but this may simply 
be due to the kind of lemonade they serve 
at Lemke’s.  I imagine Jeremiah Weed being 
delicious in fresh, homemade lemonade, along 
with a splash of Jameson.  We spotted a sign 
advertising two-for-one drinks starting at 
8 p.m. on Tuesday nights with a college ID 
and decided we would have to continue this 
adventure another week.  
 Goat and I ended up playing cribbage 
at my house while drinking Karkovs and 
lemonade made from Hyvee brand frozen 
concentrate.  It was pretty good, and I made a 
couple pumpkin pies with my pitiful produce.  
Perhaps in another article I will share some 
tips on making a good pie crust, but with ap-
parently endless rainy afternoons to kill lately, I 
would rather suggest you try it yourself.  While 
they’re in the oven, play some cribbage with a 
good friend, and, if the rainy fall blues really 
have you down, hit up some vodka and sweet 
tea.  It’s getting cold out.  

photo by Mitch LeClair
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O     n my last trip to Borders I was browsing 
through the music DVD when I heard 

something very promising that over shadowed 
all current news of war, recession and other 
tragic events in our world.  As a young boy 
(5-7 years old) looks at a poster I hear, “The 
Beatles huh?  I’ve heard of them but never 
listened to them.  I think I’d like to.”  This 
statement of innocence brought back feelings 
of nostalgia as I knew I had witnessed the first 
step in that kid’s journey with The Beatles.  My 
soft spot for The Beatles is one thing I do not 
tend to hide.
 The Fab Four is back in the headlines, and 
what did they do this time?  Well, not much 
really.  It has been 40 years since The Beatles’ 
final performance together on the rooftop 
of Apple Records in London, but they’re 
receiving more PR than The Jonas Brothers.  
It’s about time!  The release of The Beatles: 
Rock Band and the completely remastered 
discography have helped put them in the 
spotlight they are so used to, but The Beatles’ 
legacy transcends commercial success.  The 
success they’ve achieved can’t be measured by 
simple record sales.  
 In Read The Beatles, a collection of articles 
and excerpts about the band, June Skinner 

...But I’m Not the Only One
by Stuart Ensz 

Recovery is Here
by Ross Bell

You may say that I’m a dreamer 
But I’m not the only one 
I hope someday you’ll join us 
And the world will be as one
  - “Imagine”
  John Lennon

C    an you believe that at one point in 
United States history it was illegal to 

drink a beer?  The dark ages during the 1920s 
and ‘30s had a profound effect on why beer is 
the way it is in the United States.  Prohibition 
combined with the rations of World War II to 
paint a pretty clear picture of why American 
beer has not been so great. 
 Beer was prevalent during the early years 
of this county.  Much like in the old world, 
any town of considerable size had its own 
brewery.   These were the early microbreweries 
of the United States.  Many of the beers that 
were brewed were in the English and Dutch 
tradition; that is, they were ales.  German, 
Czech and Polish immigrants who came later 
brought lagers with them. 
 During this time, the young American 
breweries flourished.  During the Revolution-
ary War, soldiers were allotted one quart of 
beer per day.  After the war, several states 
specifically would not tax breweries and 
encouraged people to drink American beer.

Sawyers writes, “The truth is that The Beatles 
mean different things to different people and, 
perhaps most significantly, different things to 
different generations.”   The timeless music and 
lyrics of The Beatles managed to find a place in 
our parents’ record collections, and now they’re 
taking up memory in our iPods.  The Beatles 
have solved the musical equation of how to 

connect with every single person who listens to 
their music.  
 To me The Beatles represent the purest 
music that has yet to be created.  From the 
flawless harmonies on “Here Comes The 
Sun” to the studio masterpiece that is the Sgt. 
Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band album, I find 
subtle hints of genius through the course of 
each listen.  Their simplicity coupled with the 

emotion put forth by each member has created 
an unmatched musical legacy.  
 I’m not the only who feels this way.  
Bands pay homage to the Brits by covering 
songs and sometimes whole albums, like the 
Easy Star All-Stars’ rendition Easy Star’s 
Lonely Hearts Dub Band, a reggae tribute to the 
aforementioned album.  A visit to your local 
torrent site is highly recommended for some 
tasty listening.
 It’s easy to find The Beatles.  Just change 
the dial on your radio to 107.1 FM on Sunday 
mornings from 11-12 noon and enjoy your 
coffee with the delightful hour-long radio 
broadcast Breakfast With The Beatles hosted by 
Dennis Mitchell. This could be the best hour 
of your week.  There are also podcasts and 
blogs dedicated to The Beatles, they still grace 
the cover of entertainment magazines and with 
all the literature written about them, there 
could be a personalized section in your local 
bookstore.  
 So fill up your iPod and rediscover 
perhaps the greatest band of our time.  Each 
time you listen, listen with new ears, and you 
will be sure to fall deeper into the wonderful 
world of The Beatles.  
 Cheers and happy listening.

 The pro beer attitude continued until 
after the civil war when the idea of prohibition 
came up.  In 1867, a time when there were 
over 3,500 breweries in the United States, 
both New York and Iowa attempted to pass a 
prohibition bill; both failed.  By the early 20th 
century, many more prohibition groups had 
formed and were putting pressure on Congress 
to act.  They finally succeeded, and prohibition 
became a reality in 1919. 
 Prohibition caused many of the almost 
4,000 breweries in the United States to close.  
The breweries that survived the 14 years of 
prohibition did so by making “near beer,” 
or soda.   I wouldn’t doubt that some of the 
breweries that survived continued to make beer 
under the radar. 
 Once prohibition ended, breweries began 
to pop up again.  This is when the American 
lager became so popular.  Just when breweries 
were reestablishing themselves, World War II 
broke out.  Some breweries started producing 
valuables for the war effort.  Other breweries 
were subject to grain rations.  Without a 
constant supply of grain, it’s tough to make a 
good beer.  This explains the huge popularity 
of light, low in alcohol, fizzy, yellow lagers that 

American beer is known for.  World War II 
did not allow for the microbreweries to pop 
up again.  Why try to produce beer when you 
don’t have access to tons of malts?  It’s my 
hypothesis that due to 14 years of prohibition 
and another 15 years of not-so-great beer, 
people forgot that they had options when it 
came to beer.  That is really where this story 
begins. 
 The beer industry has in the past 25 years 
finally recovered from prohibition and World 
War II.  Microbreweries are gaining momen-
tum, while the huge macrobreweries that have 
had so much success are beginning to act 
desperately.  Some businesses boast over 120 
beers to choose from.  Try finding an establish-
ment in 1965 that had such a selection.  Even 
in the ‘80s, your on-draft selection would likely 
have been Pabst, Stroh’s, Budweiser, and if you 
were lucky, Grain Belt Premium. 
 So go crazy and get a microbrew.  Who 
knows, you might like it.  In the next Peg Leg 
Update, I will give an in depth look at how the 
explosion of microbreweries has changed the 
beer industy.  Also, I will look at the advent of 
beer snobbery. 

    Hey, got any beer questions?  Do you have a request for a beer review?  Do you want to have a brew? E-mail me at RossABell@gmail.com
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Practice Saying “Non-Interference”
by Gina Caciolo

 Carpet - I’m stoned; my back is flush 
with the carpet in Brandon’s hallway; our 
bodies parallel in the stairwell opening. Our 
feet dangle over several steps, and we took our  
glasses off at least an hour ago, leaving us blind. 
The hazy white ceiling hanging over us leaves 
us with plenty of conversation. I shift my face 
to the left, and our noses are centimeters apart. 
I think about wanting to kiss him, but not 
wanting to be the initiator. Refusing, in fact. 
My heart pumps through six moments where 
I think it will happen. It actually occurs two 
hours later, when we are spread across my bed,  
from staring at the view of the city from my 
apartment. Our glasses are off, and we interact 
in stoned lip play for four hours.   

 Eyebrow - I’ve been lying in the 
emergency room for hours. My mom pats my 
hand and tells me, “The surgeon did a great 
job.” They shot needles around my eyebrow, 
and the area continues to feels numb, where 
they sutured it. I tenderly touch the area with 
my fingers, but I can’t feel the skin around my 
eyebrow. While my mom may be sitting next 
to me, loneliness overwhelms me. I ask if I 
can use the bathroom. The nurse helps me out 
of bed, and I struggle to the door. Before the 
nurse opens it for me she says, “I wouldn’t look 
in the mirror. It doesn’t matter how you look 
now, it’ll clear up, and it always looks worse 
than it really is.” I pull the gown up and go, 
and after I wash my hands in the dark, after I 
open the door a few inches, I look back into  
the mirror, and begin to cry. 

 Paper - It’s Valentine’s Day, and 
Brandon and I exited the restaurant, placed 
the tiny pieces of paper on our tongues in the 
bathroom, and are now walking, hastily, back to 
the apartment. “How am I going to know if its 
kicking in?” he asks. I roll the paper from one 
side of my tongue to the other, then flip it over. 
It sticks, and I suck down as much mucous 
as possible, so the effects will kick in quicker. 
“You’ll know.” “But what’s it going to feel like?” 
We’re holding hands and skipping through red 
lights to get back to the apartment. “I don’t 
want to be tripping on acid on the streets of 
Pittsburgh,” I say. “Can we move it along?” I 
check my cell phone for the third time and 
realize it has been fifteen minutes. (It’s about 
a forty minute walk back to the apartment, if 
you hit the lights right.) My tongue pulls the 
paper off the roof of my mouth and I swallow 
it; I tell Brandon to do the same. For the next 
twenty minutes, he’ll ask, “What’s it going 
to feel like,” and, “How will I know,” at least 
another five times. It’s once I’m dancing, back 
and forth, around the corner of my bedroom 
and the living room, barefoot, so I can run my 
toes along the texture of the carpet, it’s when 
I’m spitting out organic blueberry granola 
because it tastes like metal, its when I forget I 
can smell, and I mention that to him, that he 
knows what it’s like, and knows that he knows 
its kicking in. 
 

 Trashcan - “Let’s do another shot of 
Southern Comfort,” Steve says. Steve and AJ 
just  got back from my boyfriend, Aaron’s, 24th 
birthday. When another roommate opened 
the door, Steve and AJ were holding Aaron 
up, stumbling themselves. I shoot my hand in 
the air. “Yes!” I exclaim. “Yes! Let’s do another 
one.” I just finished drinking a half a bottle of 
Southern Comfort with one of the roommates,  
and a full bottle of Amaretto. We clink the 
shot glasses, bubble painted with bikinis on 
them, and shoot the Southern Comfort down 
our throats. But its my last shot for the night 
as I turn around and try to find a trash bag. My 
stomach burns and I can smell the pizza on 
fire in the toaster oven. While searching, Steve 
asks, “Do you want a sip of Coke for a chaser?” 
My eyes lock on the kitchen can and I puke  
quickly into its plastic belly. When I lean up, 
Steve asks again, “Maybe yes?”

 Yoga - My body soaks with sweat as 
I roll up my mat--slightly stuck to the floor. 
I’ve just  completed my first hour of yoga class 
and will head to a coffee shop after to drink  
caffeine-free tea and relax. The session opened 
with everyone in a circle, and the instructor 
asked us to explain why we’re here. The plush 
rectangle that supported my movements for 
the last sixty minutes, now slung over my 
shoulder, lays against the back of my spine as 
I walk towards Susan. Tears accumulate in my 
eyes as I tell her how amazing my body feels, 
how I’m hoping this helps with my anxiety, 
and, as the tears roll and my voice breaks, “I 
hope it can help me take less of my medica-
tion.”  Susan opens her arms and envelopes my 
extremely wet body into her warm welcome  
body. She pulls me in and holds me until my 
crying subsides, and then shares with me that 
she cried at the end of every yoga session 
during her first year. “You’re going to be alright, 
really,” she shares, and I realize her hug felt 
more refreshing and meaningful than one any 
boyfriend or family member has ever given.



Riders are meeting
at the Campanile

at 9 a.m. on Hobo Day.


