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MOST X-HALE-ENT BREWS

  Provocative beer for conscious thinkers 
and drinkers? Sounds pretty damn tanta-
lizing, doesn’t it? That phrase describes 
XhAle Brew Co perfectly and let me tell you, 
founder Christina Owczarek is not afraid to 
smack you upside the head (metaphorically) 
with her beers. In a timeline where rampant 
sexism and abuse is being unearthed in the 
craft beer scene, Owczarek is a beacon of 
wellness and empowerment. “In general, I’m 
coming out of 2020 scathed but definitely 
healing and looking forward to seeing the 

tides turning,” she muses. “But I have a beer in 
my hand, a roof over my head, have an amaz-
ing community, and life is good!”

  Born and raised in Melbourne, Australia, her 
love of downhill skiing brought her to the shiny 
slopes of Banff and 12 years later, she is happy 
to remain in Southern Alberta. These days, she 
calls Calgary her home and while her brewery 
does not yet have its own taproom in the city 
(patience, my friends, it’s coming), her beer is 
still making waves across the province and has 
even made its way into the coolers of our Rider 
loving neighbours to the east. More impres-
sively, it’s even crossed the 49th parallel on the 
back of her debut beer - an ale that definitely 
lived up to that provocative description. Yes, 
we are referring to the Impeachable Hopped 
Wheat Ale featuring can art with a not so flat-
tering depiction of a certain ex-president.

  It was certainly a bold choice for the beer to 
launch your brand and Owczarek braced her-
self for far more backlash than she received. “I 
actually have insurance that protects me from 
hate crimes!” she laughs as she reflects on that 
moment in time. Shrugging off warnings from 
her peers, she made the decision to go ahead 

with it anyways. “I did it with a very intentional 
narrative that we don’t stand for the s**t that 
this human stands for. If you don’t want to 
pick up my cans because you don’t believe in 
our ethos, that’s fine, but you’re probably still 
going to be intrigued!” She channels her inner 
Madonna as she states “If you don’t like me 
and still watch everything I do. B**ch, you’re a 
fan!” Spoken like a true child of the 80’s!

  And here in 2021, she is still paying hom-
age to the music she loves and you can see 
it most recently in her newest beer: a dry 
hopped Belgian saison she affectionately 
named “They Weren’t Raging Against White 
Goods.” Owczarek was both amazed and 
amused by people’s sudden realization of 
which machine Zach de la Rocha and his 
RATM counterparts were raging against and 
had to commemorate the moment with her 
latest brew. If it’s anything like her other beers, 
it will be both tasty and thought-provoking! 
While we’ll have to wait a bit to crush one in 
the XhAle taproom, you might as well grab a 4 
pack and start drinking in the name of!     -JH

Hear the full interview in podcast form on 
brutalrealitydigest.com!

I Just Think They’re Neat
  Every series has a peak. Final Fantasy will 
never top their 6th mainline game, Shrek will 
never top the stupid hilarity of the second 
movie, and the Yoshi’s will never be more 
adorable than they are in Woolly World. Then 
there’s the unsurpassable peak of character 
design from that stupid 90’s infused series 
where you gotta catch ‘em all. The actual 
Pokémon games may vary in quality (usually 
being pretty meh when compared to other 
RPGs in my opinion), but I think every gener-
ation has some truly stellar designs. Too bad 
that NONE OF THEM WILL EVER COMPARE 
TO THE TOP ‘MON. 

  It may not have been the first monster creat-
ed for the series, but Bulbasaur may as damn 
well have been. This awesome grass starter 
is the perfect companion for your journey. 
Whether you go through Kanto, Johto, or 
anywhere else, a Bulbasaur by your side will 
only make the journey better. They’re friend 

shaped, adorable, and they even evolve in a 
giant toad you can ride into battle. Who among 
hasn’t the strong desire to ride a giant toad 
into battle? By battle I mean going to beat up 
an 11-year old’s pets, knock them out, and 
take half of their life savings. Hey, don’t give 
me that look. It’s not my fault precious little 
Timmy didn’t study the type chart. 

  Take a look at the three Gen 1 starters. Char-
mander is a salamander, but with fire. Mean-
while, Squirtle is just a water turtle (wait, aren’t 
all turtles water turtles?). Ooooh, super cre-
ative. Meanwhile Bulby is a beautiful mix with 
the lovely eyes of a dog, the patient sits of a 
frog, and the ferocity of a badass quadrupedal 
dinosaur. PLUS, IF THAT WASN’T ENOUGH, 
they can suplex you with vines sturdier than 
tree trunks and fire beams of light or shoot 
poison from the bulbs resting atop their spines. 
Bulbasaur is unmatched in every situation.

  Jump back in time for a moment. Back to the 
Pokémon anime that you watched in 1998 and 
then forgot about (I haven’t watched anything 
past like 2003, myself so no flame), Ash had a 
lot of good ‘mons. His Charizard was stoic, his 
Aerodactyl was mysterious, and his Totodile 
was amazing. But surpassing all of these was 
Ash’s Bulbasaur, displaying unprecedented 
loyalty to Ash and his entire squad because 
he’s such a good boy! 

  If there’s one common complaint with this 
magnificent and majestic monster, it’s that the 
shiny colour isn’t great (For those who don’t 
know, a shiny is a stupidly rare version of a 
‘mon with a different colour). It barely changes 
anything on the Bulbasaur and yeah, I’ll agree 
that it ain’t the best . . . BECAUSE HOW DO 
YOU BETTER SOMETHING THAT IS AL-
READY PERFECT!?

  Is there anything these wonderful little grass 
lads can’t do?? Yes, they cannot disappoint 
you because they are fucking perfect. Name 
any Pokémon, it’ll never be the perfect mix 
of beneficial, booming, beaming (literally with 
some attacks) brilliance that is Bulbasaur. -P.V

Number 1 in the dex, and Number 1 in my 
heart!



  Do you guys think taking jumps is 
cool? I sure as s**t did! Well in the 80s, it 
was pretty kick ass. My old frail corpse 
couldn’t handle that sort of impact these 
days. But nothing was better than slap-
ping on some denim cutoffs and a mesh 
midriff tank top and hitting some killer dirt 
piles. Adrenaline fuelled mayhem was on 
the menu and I was going for 2nds! Al-
ways a crowd of derelict neighbourhood 
kids taking turns pedalilng as fast as 
possible and cranking radness through 
the air ... this was the 80s! Helmets and 
pads were for wimps! Just a blown out 
mullet to protect thee cranium or an 
unkempt pillow perm in my case.

  I eagerly awaited my turn. I was gonna 
blow everyone’s mind with the deadliest 
jump the world has ever seen! Wayne 
Gretzky 2nd year card in my spokes?.... 
Check. As much exposed skin as possi-
ble?.... Check and off I went; pedalling as 
fast as my knobby knees would take me. 
I’m sure I looked cool as all hell on the 
approach. The take off was impressive 
as well, hang time like a mah fah, but the 
landing was like an orphanage on fire?... 
hard to watch! Somehow, I’d managed to 
pancake my sultry bits on my banana seat 
while simultaneously crushing my solar 
plexus on the handlebars and landing in a 
heap of sadness in the unforgiving black 
dirt. 

  Then came the laughing. All the kids 
were laughing hysterically and none 
louder than my older brother who was also 
pointing and slapping his knee I’m pretty 
sure. My face was a mixture of dirt, snot 
and tears and I had a couple bleedy spots 

on my person... it was not cool. Providing 
entertainment through personal sacrifice 
has always been one of my specialties. 
Adrenaline fuelled mayhem was on the 
menu but there was no 2nd helping for 
me- just a dreary pedal home followed by 
iodine, bandaids and mom hugs. 

  This was supposed to be fond memories 
of the 80s? Wow I guess I have PTSD 
and went completely off the rails there. 
Fond memories of the 80s? Hmmmmmm, 
oh the Dickie Dee ice cream bike things 
were pretty cool..... or was that the 90s? 
Flammable female hair cuts were definitely 
a wonder to behold. They were quite large 
and creative. There was the drive-in movie 
theatre where the whole family could 
hotbox farts in the car and breathe carbon 
monoxide for the duration of a movie, T.Vs 
weighed 400 lbs but only had a 17 inch 
screen. Breakdancing was pretty boss. 
Rick Astley?..... Well, upon further review 
it’s crystal clear that the 80s sucked pretty 
bad! But I still enjoyed it.

Punk Pup of the Month

Name: Penny Judith Mosckowitz

Interests: Chewing on deceased animal private parts 
and discreetly pooping in the closet

Dislikes: Belt sanders and drive-thru dog biscuits 

Favourite album: Can’t Slow Down - Lionel Richie 
(1983)

Words of wisdom: We are all free birds until we get 
caught



  I got this letter the other day from a compa-
ny I rented a car from years ago. The letter 
stated that due to a ransomware attack on 
the rental company two years ago (two!), 
some of my personal information might have 
been stolen by somebody. Right off the bat, I 
had to look up what ransomware even is. 
  
  Then I wanted to grab a bat and go fight 
for justice, but with these things, there’s no 
winning, not for techless knuckleheads like 
me. I have to admit that I’m at a sickening 
disadvantage when it comes to fighting back 
against these parasites. I’m into martial arts, 
physical training, and wearing shirts with no 
sleeves. How do you think it makes me feel 
when I realize that somebody can rob me 
without ever showing their face, and not only 
that, I’m too dumb to stop it because I don’t 
know how stop a hack?
  
   I really should’ve seen this coming, but 
back in the day, when I watched movies 
with hackers like Hackers or watched that 
girl hack the system in Jurassic Park, I never 

thought I’d need those skills! Now the joke’s 
on me. Now I’m the one who’s NOT going 
to hack the computer before the raptors get 
in. 

  I can run a cell phone, I can turn on a TV, 
but when a convection oven confuses me, 
there’s a problem. As for defending myself 
against these internet weasels, I don’t know 
how I’m ever going to catch up. I used that 
rental because I needed to. Sometimes you 
need a service, but you can’t unless you 
give them the info. So I didn’t have a choice, 
I gave them the stuff, and then did my thing 
and didn’t think about it again. The problem 
is, they evidently kept my information long 
after I forgot I purchased their services, and 
lo and behold, somebody came along and 
jacked me up when I didn’t even know I was 
still there for the jacking.

   How do you defend yourself against 
that? How do you defend yourself in the 
past? This is some Sarah Connor shenan-
igans right here, and I don’t have a good 
answer, because even a toque-wearing 
nobody like me is ripe for the plucking. In 
five years, we’re going to be fighting off 
these blood-suckers like Neo fighting ten 
thousand Agent Smiths. Just you wait until 
they hack your shiny new RAV-4 and make 
you pay five grand to drive it again. 

  Think it can’t happen? They’ll do it when 
you’re parked at a hockey rink in Lac la 
Biche at midnight on a Tuesday in minus 30. 

AMA’s gonna love these clowns. As for me, 
I’m not worth ripping off anymore, but that’s 
no comfort. How does someone Samurize 
these days? (If you got that reference, make 
it a true daily double, you grubby millennial.)  

  We grew up in the strange honeymoon of 
the computer, and at first, we had all the 
benefits.  There was Nexopia, there was 
Limewire, there was Ebaumsworld, all that 
crazy stuff. It feels like the other foot is drop-
ping now, and who’s going to stop it? 

 I know what to do with a heavy bag, but do I 
really need to learn to code to protect myself 
and my unborn children? Is my little anti-
virus program going to stop anything? I’m 
sure the rental company had better security 
than I can pay for. It’s like hiring narcoleptic 
bodyguards: security that charges full price, 
but comes up short in the fisticuffs. 

  I will admit, every generation has had 
a reason to grumble about the next one; 
however, I don’t think any thief back in the 
day (1950, 1850, or 50) had the ability to pick 
a pocket from a continent away. Batman 
could probably handle this, but me? It’s an 
uphill battle. You can put a textbook on C++ 
in front of me, but I’ve got a better chance 
of translating the Voynich Manuscript than 
learning my own computer judo. Man. This 
one is going to take some thought. 



took my buddy’s enormous green Ford 
down “the pipeline,” a bad excuse for a dirt 
road that ran straight down a mountain-
side; it was basically like riding a redneck 
roller-coaster.  We were laughing ourselves 
sick at the bumps heaving the Ford up and 
down when the most violent bump yet threw 
us forward and upward, onto the dashboard 
(no seatbelts on, of course).  My friend 
who’d been driving was now wedged so far 
up that he could not touch the pedals, nor 
the gearshift, nor could he steer, since his 
whole body was folded over the wheel.  Out 
of control, the Ford plunged on down the 
hill.  How it did not swerve left or right into 
the trees and oblivion, I will never know.  I 
don’t know how long it took him to regain 
control of the truck; it felt like a surreal 
length of time, but maybe it was only a few 
seconds. 

  Flash forward a few years.  Six of us are 
crammed into a Kia Spectra, racing down a 
winter road in the middle of the night near 
Conklin, AB.  I’m sitting in the back seat.  
The next thing I know, the car is travelling 
sideways, still at full speed, tilting as the 
right-side wheels rise off the road surface.  
Not only are none of us in the back seat 
wearing seatbelts, but we have a fourth 
person laying across our laps.  I don’t even 
have time to imagine the coming catastro-
phe, because in the next moment, the Kia 

reaches a bend in the road.  By now the 
car’s sliding on its left side.  Yet somehow, 
instead of a disastrous impact, it feels 
like some gentle spirit brings us gently to 
rest.  I’m not kidding.  Maybe it was the 
snowbank beside the road; maybe it was 
the fact that I was now lying on a pile of 
three people, but whatever the reason, I 
still can’t really believe how fortunate we 
all were to walk away from that crash.   

  We had to crawl up out of the right-
side doors to get out of the car.  When I 
reached down to help the driver up and 
out of the vehicle, I held the passenger 
door open with my free hand.  In the fuss 
of helping her out, the passenger door fell 
closed on my other hand.  Because I was 
hanging off the side of the car, I couldn’t 
free my hand myself; somebody had to 
realize what I was yelling about.  Unpleas-
ant?  Yep, but it could have been a lot 
worse.

  Experience doesn’t teach.  You’ve got to 
decide to watch what you’re doing, and to 
watch out FOR yourself.  We’re in a new 
and hopeful summer; people can’t wait to 
blow off steam, and they deserve it.  So 
do you.  Just don’t forget watch out for 
yourself. -S.O  

Awful Movie Reviews
Words by Pert

  Close calls: I’ve had them, you’ve had 
them.  Sometimes when they happen, you 
know you’ll remember them for the rest 
of your life.  Other times, you forget about 
them until one day you’re in the self-check-
out buying celery sticks and all of sudden it 
comes back to you: you were nineteen, on 
a dirt road, going too fast.  How could you 
forget that night?  You remember the cheap 
plastic dashboard, whoever was sitting next 
to you, what you yelled...but it all turned out 
okay, right?  You dusted yourself off, dusted 
off your friends, learned from your mistakes 
(yeah, right) and resolved never to put your-
self in that danger again.

  Today, I thought I’d look back on some of 
my close calls.  I’m not sure why there were 
so many.  Somebody said that “experi-
ence doesn’t teach,” and I think that’s true, 
because I repeatedly put myself in bad 
situations when I should have known better.  
It wasn’t always my fault when things went 
bad, but I should’ve seen it coming.

  Once my friends and I got our licences and 
our first vehicles, the winding dirt roads in 
the hills near town became an irresistible 
temptation.  There was the night when we 

Close Calls
Volume 1

  Remember the 90’s? Gen X giving no shits, 
big pants, terrible grunge bands, a TV show 
becoming a hit with a 30 year old David 
Boreanaz pretending he is a vampire while 
hiding behind trees and creeping around a 
young high school girl’s window. A dreadful 
gothic/action/fantasy comic book adaptation 
about a man being brutally murdered on Dev-
il’s Night coming back to life as an undead 
avenger of his and his fiancée’s murder 
becomes one of the most beloved movies 
of the decade. That’s right, kittens! Gather 
around the warming glow of the television 
and grab your trench coats and your brood-
ing goth makeup, call your old drug dealer to 
see if they can still get you some ecstasy...for 
tonight, we watch that Brandon Lee classic...

LASER MISSION

  From the very first scene, I knew I had 
struck gold. The soundtrack, that B movie 
production value look, the 4:3 aspect ratio... 
but its Brandon Lee’s stilted line delivery 

while doing some of the best eyebrow 
acting to ever come out of Hollywood that 
really brings it all together! Let’s talk about 
Brandon’s character: Michael Gold, a 
wifebeater-wearing, baby faced mercenary 
who doesn’t care about fight choreography, 
and speaks in unrealistic broken sentenc-
es. “I never put price tags on women. It’s 
much more fun taking them off.” After falling 
through a roof onto a couple’s dinner table: 
“I just dropped in to say... bon appetit!” 
Every scene is comedic gold whether they 
meant it to be or not.

  Let’s talk director, BJ Davis. If you told 
me this mess was directed by a stuntman, 
I wouldn’t blink twice. If you told me this 
director actually was a respected and an 
award winning producer, I would take a 
drink of my old fashion and do the most 
immense spit take you have ever seen. A 
spit take that would cover yourself and at 
least anyone within a 3 meter radius. Like a 
manic sprinkler with no shut off valve, the 
brown droplets of booze and saliva would 
spume from my lips and leave you sop-
ping in hilarity. Mostly because I’m always 

looking for the opportunity to do a spit 
take. Unfortunately, in these times, the 
spit take in is condemned by the public. A 
once guaranteed laugh at the local pub is 
now almost a guarantee to come to blows 
or at the very least some very, VERY dirty 
looks. Damn this pandemic and damn BJ 
Davis for making Brandon Lee a star.

  You know the calibre of a movie when 
you see the end credits roll and what is 
supposed to say “titles” are misspelled 
and it says “titels”. Maybe there was no 
spell check in the 90’s? Wait, where was 
Clippy to stop this mishap? Perhaps like 
the script writer, he just gave up. If you 
are like me and my cohorts and just want 
to get together to watch something terri-
ble for laughs while abusing alcohol and 
drugs, then this is definitely the film for 
you. Laser Mission definitely falls into the 
so bad it’s good category.

Best line: Prof. Braun: You see, with the 
Varbeek diamond and my laser, I can 
create a nuclear weapon!



Yello’ there,

  Happy to report that after a very stress ridden 
two weeks, I was able to spend most of April 
and May back in the car home. Without losing 
brain cells! What a bonus. We’re still in the 
awkward in-between of seasons with days of 
+25 with a touch of snow, rain, and -2. This 
is especially reflected in mountain country. I 
was finally able to get back out on some rock 
and ramble my way up the face of the star of 
the foothills. Or more affectionately known as 
the Dinosaur’s Ridgeback...Mount Yamnuska. 
When driving toward the mountainous range 

on the 1A, you’ll see Devil’s Head far north, 
a bit of a thumb looking mountain that 
refuses to be bothered by snow (a planned 
climb for the near future!), and then as you 
approach into the valley, you have Yamnus-
ka on the right, a prominent, unique, and 
impressive piece of rock. If you’re into that 
sort of thing, and you guessed it, I am. I’ve 
never actually hiked to the summit of Yam, 
so what better way to get to the top of it 
than utilizing sheer vertical power, and what 
an adventure-y climb! So many awkward 
traverses, but graded easy enough to slap 
ourselves up like little geckos rambling for 
some snacks.

  This summer has kicked off nicely with 
some climbs when the sun pops in for a 
short time, and I can’t quite explain the 
difference in winter solitude to summer 
exploding with people who are just so down 
to play in the dirt, talk about bathroom 
adaptations, and keep the stoke so high. 
Might not be the most ideal ‘tea-time’ sort 
of chat, but what else are a bunch of dumb 
kids touching rocks supposed to stress 
about, other than finally getting to re-unite a 
few weeks after getting stabbed in the arm 
twice with that good 5G.

  While there are some crazy expectations 
of the ‘normal’ summer we are supposedly 
aiming to have, I also think that will come 
with one the busiest summers maybe 
ever for this little tourist town. If I can 
leave anything with you, it’s not to end on 
a note of forcing my hand or opinion on 
vaccines, masks, or what have you. I think 
the best thing that can come out of this is 
just outweighing the effect of everything 
more than just yourself. Be kind, and act 
accordingly for the idea of protecting 
others, whether that be future park goers, 
or the general public within those dreaded 
6 meters of you. Our culture is immense-
ly individualist, but a little can go a long 
way if everyone just thought ‘who is this 
affecting’ or ‘how little can I negatively 
affect someone else’. And in this case, it’s 
continuing to take the safety precautions 
necessary according to your decision to 
get jabbed or not.

It’s looking up folks, and hopefully more 
stories to come. 

The Speed Humps - Drink for days
Outtacontroller - Hydromorphone love
Awkward A.C - King of the night
The Mopes - My heart won’t bleed for you
Eaten Back to Life - Locked in the basement
Boltergeist - Hometown hostage
Offsailors - Fork in the road
The Windowsill - Drinks after work
Old Wives - Here we go again
Caffiends - Succubus
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