




  Do you hear that? It’s the call of The 
Cheetahbear and it’s coming our way 
on July 24! That’s right! After multiple 
postponements due to this pesky global 
pandemic, Best Entertainment Wrestling 
will finally return to Red Deer and front 
and center of the mayhem will be Jude 
Dawkins. Affectionately known as The 
Cheetahbear, Dawkins has been catch-
ing dudes on the wrong end of spears 
for years and it’s safe to say he’s beyond 
stoked to return to the ring. His opponents 
will be Michael Richard Blais and Chris 
Perrish and you are a damned fool if you 
expect any mercy from The Cheetahbear 
that night.

  What kind of match should we brace our-
selves for? “This would be known as a Triple 
Threat,” Dawkins informs us. “Where all three 
individuals are in the ring at the same time 
and the winner is the first person to score a 
pinfall or submission. Triple threats are very 
unpredictable like yours truly. Anything goes! 
There can be biting, scratching, eating of 
fingers… that’s why I’m part of it!” Dawkins 
hopes to leave that ring with the belt but he’s 
not taking his adversaries lightly. “These two 
guys are very fast and very agile. I’m going to 
be sweating as soon as I step into the ring. My 
body’s going to look like it’s crying and I don’t 
want that to put you off.”

  Dawkins’ enemies for the night are not the 
only heavy hitters you can watch this night as 
BEW boasts a stacked lineup of veterans of 
the scene. Joining The Cheetahbear on July 
24 will be friends of the zine, Mitch “Danger 
Zone” Clark, Rich King, and TY Jackson 
amongst other hard-nosed men and women 
of the squared circle. But don’t get it twisted; 
Dawkins isn’t looking to be pals with any of 
them. “As a carnivorous bear-person, it’s not 
very easy to make friends.” He clearly 

remembers the foul play of the last BEW event 
where he was robbed of the title. He’s not let-
ting his guard down this time and will be ready 
for all the chaos that will surely come his way 
on this fateful night.

  And this evening is a long time coming! With 
half of 2021 being a write-off, it can be said 
with grand confidence that these superstars 
of BEW could not be more ready to hit the 
ring once again. “We’ve got lots of warriors 
craving for battle,” Dawkins states. “It’s been 
too long! Even some of the refs are going to 
mess with us!” No one will be safe from a 
surprise stunner that night! That’s the kind of 
mayhem you can expect at The Takedown. No 
holds barred, no friends made, but all the fun 
had! With the entertainment tap being cranked 
open again, why not make time for a night of 
wrestling? It’s fun for the whole family, even if 
you are a bloodthirsty Cheetahbear!

BEW Presents: The Takedown tickets are 
now available at Heritage Lanes.

-JH

 

The Bear Necessities

Awful Movie Reviews
Words by Pert

  High-school student Bella, always a bit of 
a misfit, doesn’t expect life to change much 
when she moves from sunny Arizona to rainy 
Washington state. Then she meets Edward 
Cullen, a handsome but mysterious teen 
whose eyes seem to peer directly into her 
soul. Edward is a vampire whose family does 
not drink blood, and Bella, far from being 
frightened, enters into a dangerous romance 
with her immortal soulmate………Wait… 
no…. that’s not what we are watching. We 
are watching something much more horrify-
ing, much more sinister. Something where 
the characters truly suck, and not just blood. 
It’s time to grab a mojito or margarita to wash 
the bile from your mouth. Don’t forget some 
edibles to dull your senses. God, if you have 
some hallucinogens, please share, so we can 
escape this dreadful reality. Gather around 
the warming glow of the television’s warming 
glow, for tonight we watch ….

MODERN VAMPIRES

  …also known as Revenant is a 1998 
black-comedy horror film starring Casper 
Van Dien (starship troopers, Sleepy Hollow), 

and directed by Richard Elfman (absolutely 
nothing good at all). Those two terms, come-
dy and horror, are used in the loosest sense 
of the words here. I’m not claiming to be the 
quickest but it took me at least 20 minutes 
into the movie before I realized they were 
trying to be funny...that this is supposed to 
be a comedy. Academy Award winning Best 
Actor Rod Steiger is acting his ass off as Dr. 
Fredrick Van Helsing who hires a group of 
inner city gang members to help him hunt 
and kill a group of vampires in L.A. The one 
positive in this movie, the chemistry between 
Rod Steiger, Gabriel Casseus, Victor Tugun-
de, and Jason Ross-Azikiwe is gold. Steiger 
plays the straight man perfectly and the 
comedic timing between all them is perfect. 
If the story was just following these four on 
their vampire killing misadventures it would 
have been a far more interesting, funny, and 
probably successful movie.

  When I watch these wonderful movies 
I make what I call the WTF list. Anything 
that is bizarre, out of place or makes zero 
sense I write down in a notebook and can 
reference for my adoring fans later in my 
articles. This movie filled literally 16 pages of 
foolscap with WTF moments. So many that I 
decided to go back and watch the director’s 

commentary to try and understand what 
was going through the director’s mind if 
anything at all. What I have learned from 
watching Richard Elfman’s commentary is 
a) that he is not politically correct and b) 
he loves talking about Casper Van Dien’s 
ass. So much so that even Casper, who is 
also on the commentary, seems to become 
more and more uncomfortable every time 
Richard brings it up.

  This is many, many, many times through-
out the whole movie and not just the one 
scene that actually has Casper’s sweet 
naked ass in it. If I was a smarter person 
I would have done an actual count of 
how many times Richard does bring up 
Casper’s ass but I am not willing to put my-
self through the hell of watching this drivel 
again. You’re just not worth it, I’m sorry, it’s 
the truth. 

  If you and your pals want to see a film 
that’s easy to riff on, then this is it. Other 
than that, give this a miss. I give it 2 Casper 
Van Dien asses, I mean stars.

Best line: Man being killed by vampire 
prostitute: Aaaaaaaaaahhhhh I think a con-
dom is in order here. Ass!



  It’s been many years since I was a steady 
weed smoker. I put my time in but it really 
messes me up nowadays. A couple hits of 
the green devil and I’m hiding in a corner 
scared to talk to anyone. Way back when I 
was blasting doobs like they were someone 
else’s (most of the time they were), it was 
quite the challenge to even find it. When you 
finally did, it was bunk ass dirt weed some 
of the time or you’d get ripped off by some 
slippery looking headbanger who promises 

to be back right away and doesn’t return for 
hours. When and if he does, his eyes are beet 
red and your bag is half of what you paid for. 
“Dude I had to smoke one with the dealer! It’s 
rude not to.” But did he also have to grab a 
handful for himself? Par for the course in the 
90s! 

  If your dealer was out, you had to hit the 
streets to find some s**t. Where was I headed 
with this? Oh yeah! All you young rapscal-
lions don’t know how good you got it these 
days! An eighth of weed was $50 when I was 
a teenager. An ounce was like $350 and an 
ounce is $80 now?!?! WTF and you can just 
wander into a dispensary and pick out what-
ever kind you like....Pffffft. Sorry I guess I’m a 
little bitter. Have you ever smoked a joint with 
seeds in it? Have a couple explode and blow 
your joint into pieces? Well that was most of 
my joints!!! Have you ever done hot knives 
and pressed so hard to get every precious bit 
of smoke out of a blade just to have one slip 
and stick to your lips? A red hot butter knife 
leaves a nice mark. Try explaining that to your 
teachers! 

  That reminds me of this time we were do-
ing blades and my one buddy was bitching 
that he didn’t get a big enough one (dude 
never even kicked in any cash!!) Well, 
there was a dead wasp on the windowsill 
and we thought it would be humorous to 
feed the wasp’s head to him as a hit. He 
inhaled with all his might and blew out an 
odd colored cloud of foul smelling smoke. 
His facial expression was priceless; we 
laughed so loud we could barely hear the 
tirade of profanities coming out of him... 
justice was served. If you don’t know what 
hot knives are, Google it. 

  I kinda miss smoking weed and am totally 
jealous of the sweet setup there is these 
days. What’s the male version of a Kar-
en? Gordon??..... well I guess I’m being a 
Gordon with all my complaining, deal with 
it! Until you’ve felt the pain of watching a 
rusty Camaro speed off into the night with 
$50 of your weed money never to return 
again, you have no right to judge me! 
Cheers! 

My Little Brother

  Especially in my more recent years as I’ve 
explored their catalogue more, I have really 
grown to kind of like Square Enix, which isn’t 
surprising when they are the brand most asso-
ciated with my favourite genre of video games. 
I like that they’ve created tons of characters 
I appreciate, from Neku who is an edgy little 
shitstain and reminds me a little too much of 
myself for it, to the Master of Master’s who is 
the biggest shitposter in all of RPGs, to Terra 
Branford who makes me feel things that I 
can’t explain without having this entire column 
censored (She’s 18, and I was 21 when I dis-
covered her, it’s not creepy, shut up). Beyond 
these and many more great characters, there is 
one lad who has wormed his way into my head 
like a parasite and I do not want him to leave. 
My little brother, Vivi. 

  We first meet Vivi at the beginning of FFIX 
as he attempts to watch a play, only to find 
out that his ticket is a fake. Vivi is devastated, 
until a random passerby offers him the chance 
to see the play for free, provided that Vivi 
becomes his slave. It is here I should mention 
that Vivi is a literal black mage (yep, your mind 
just went there and so did mine when I first 
played). Okay moving on.

  At this play, the game begins and Vivi is 
swept up along with the protagonist and the 
journey begins. He was there with his friends 
putting on the play as a front all part of their 
heist plan to capture a princess, but we don’t 
care about that. We care about my little broth-
er Vivi. This game has it out for him.

  Vivi isn’t allowed to be happy. He con-
stantly gets bullied and knocked over, he’s 
not taken seriously, and he’s often belittled 
despite being a powerful mage. Oh yeah, I 
should probably mention that Vivi is essen-
tially a sentient doll. A doll that was created 
to destroy the world with powerful magic. We 
know this because we met many other black 
mages (who do NOT look as huggable as Vivi) 
who do just that. This causes many people 
to treat Vivi horribly whenever they see him. 
He’s often told that because he is “one of 
them” he shouldn’t exist or that he’s nothing 
but a monster (Yet another work from over a 
decade over that became more thematically 
relevant in recent years). Even as he grows 

more wholesome, no one outside of the party 
he travels with likes Vivi.

  But I do. I like Vivi. Vivi is the most hugga-
ble, wholesome, and precious young lad that 
just wants to do right by his friends and find 
a reason to live (like me if I were lovable or 
wholesome). Watching Vivi slowly gain confi-
dence and become more willing to stand up 
for himself and teach his people how to live 
as more than just tools of war throughout the 
game is nothing but pure catharsis. This lad is 
the Rudy of RPGs, the Rocky of Fantasy, The 
Cinderella Mage. Vivi is the little dude you just 
HAVE to root for, and if you don’t I’ll hit you 
with a bat. -PV

I want to protect him.
I want to see him grow up healthy.

I want to tell my friends and neighbours 
about him.



  A snarling lion with a mane like red flames; 
a trumpeting blue-and-violet elephant; an 
ostrich with feathers of crimson, aquamarine 
and orange: these are just some of the striking 
creations that have emerged from their nurs-
ery in Amanda Frost’s studio.   

  Originally from England, Frost’s introduction 
to drawing was seeing her father at work on 
his drafting table.  Today, Frost paints nature 
subjects (many animals), landscapes, build-
ings and commissioned work, both as large 
and colourful paintings, but also as pointillism 
pen and ink drawings.  Pointillism is the art of 
applying thousands and thousands of dots of 
varying density to a canvas in order to create 
images.  The style demands a great deal of 
time, patience and precision to achieve the 
finished product.

  One might assume that an artist could find 
such finely detailed, disciplined work suffo-
cating, but as Frost says, “I like rigid, I like 
structure.”  While her works sometimes take 
months to complete, Frost explains that the 
sense of meaning and purpose she gets from 
her work are all she needs to carry herself 
forward.  Her artistic gifts are clear to see in 

her work, currently on display at A+ Art Gal-
lery, and also viewable at her Facebook page, 
Amanda Frost Artwork.  

  Frost faced a great deal of adversity as she 
began her career as an artist.  “My family 
never really supported me following my art.  
They’re like, ‘Get a real job.’  I tried ‘real’ 
jobs...made me insane,” she laughs.  Despite 
discouraging remarks from those who should 
have known better, Frost followed her calling.  
Perhaps some people don’t consider art to be 
a ‘real job’, she reflects: “It’s not a ‘job’, it’s a 
‘hobby’, it’s what you do in your spare time,” 
she laughs, recalling condescending opinions 
she’s encountered.  “Yeah, well that’s what 
I do all day, every day.”  Ultimately, only you 
can understand the value of what you do and 
stick to it, and Frost has never doubted that 
she made the correct choice.  She is still as 
enthusiastic as ever about her work and how 
her viewers experience it.

  “I like to give the viewers a challenge,” she 
says.  “I don’t do your normal colours; I will 
change the colour palette...it’s more fun.  I 
like to give the viewers something that stands 
out.”  Check out Frost’s gloriously colourful 
ostriches, bears and vultures: they all seem to 
declare how vibrant they are from the canvas.  
Helping you to see an animal in a new way is 
one of Frost’s artistic goals.

  With a longtime enthusiasm for motorcy-
cles (specifically, sport bikes), Frost recently 
purchased a Kawasaki Ninja that she hopes 
to have on the road soon.  “Just the freeness, 
just getting out there and being free...I don’t 

know how to describe the feeling,” she 
says.  “You can just hop on the bike and 
go.”  Riding sport bikes can be hazardous, 
of course: it takes thinking three steps 
ahead of the other vehicles on the road, 
being very proactive and aware of your 
surroundings, and never assuming that 
other drivers will do the right thing.  With an 
understanding of the risks, the rewards are 
more than worth it.

  Another source of great joy for her creative 
soul?  ‘80s movies.  Ferris Bueller’s Day 
Off tops the list; having helped her get 
through hard times, it remains a favourite.  
Dirty Dancing is on the list too, and while 
we’re not going to go through the whole list 
here, the point is: some stories just have 
what you need to get you through the day.  
Speaking of getting through the day, BRD 
asks Frost: tea or coffee?  
“I like both!” Frost (who does not sleep very 
much) replies.  Is caffeine good or bad?  
The answer is an emphatic “Good!”  We’re 
going to have to agree: whatever keeps 
Amanda Frost’s psychedelic animals and 
glorious Pointillism apparitions bursting to 
life sounds good to us!         

  To learn more about Frost, her work, and 
her journey through the art world, check out 
the latest edition of the BRD Artist Highlight 
Podcast, coming this Saturday, July 3!  Also 
on July 3 (and the 4th, too), Frost will pres-
ent her work alongside fellow artisans at 
the Artists on the Avenue Outdoor Art Show 
and Sale in Markerville, AB, from 10 a.m. to 
5 p.m. on both dates.  They would love to 
see you there! -SO 

Artist Spotlight

Punk Pup of the Month

Name: Calvin 

Interests: Sleeping, eating, chewing things and playing ball

Dislikes: Being told he’s a bad dog, Buddy, coyotes 

Favorite album: The Offsailors - One More Then We Go

Words of Wisdom: Don’t let them catch you being a bad dog and  get 
the treats before Buddy

Artwork
by
Amanda
Frost



  I’m staying with family in BC, and in this 
particular town the temperature has been 
popping up to 42-ish in the afternoons. The 
other night I rolled over and grabbed my 
phone to check the weather. It was mid-
night and still 30 degrees. Doing yard work 
these past few days feels like some kind 
of cruel joke, even for a guy who likes 
summer weather. The body responds in 
ways we’re just not used to for a Canadian 
summer, overheating much faster than you 
think. Since I’m choosing to work shirtless, 
I’m being careful to layer my sunscreen. The 
result? My skin is masked in a grey ooze of 
sunscreen, sweat and dirt, garnished with 

lawn clippings. I look like an overpriced, 
underwhelming plate of pasta from your 
local diner. If you were a food, what would 
you be? Would you be a grape? Custard? A 
radish?  
             
  Trying to write in this heat is almost as bad 
as trying to dig old fence posts out of the 
ground.  I decided to get out of the stuffy 
house and go write outside, hoping for a 
breeze. I opened a cold one for extra inspi-
ration. I set up a camping chair in the shade 
of a tree. There wasn’t much breeze, but that 
didn’t bother me. I brought some paper and 
a clipboard to write on, my pen, and no shirt.             
              
  Then I heard it: a loud buzzing, almost like 
a hummingbird, but it wasn’t a hummingbird, 
not a hornet, and not a bumblebee. It was 
a giant black beetle, rumbling past me. It 
flew up onto the side of the house, where 
it grasped onto the eavestrough. Then, just 
like it happens when you’re having a bad 
dream, I realized that the beetle wasn’t done 
with me. I suddenly knew that big disgusting 
bug was going to come back and give me 
trouble. Right on cue, even as I watched, 
the beetle rose off the side of the house and 
descended towards me. As it closed in, I de-
cided I wouldn’t let it touch me. I didn’t want 

to look into its beetle face or feel its stupid 
beetle legs on my bare shoulder. Frankly, 
I resented the fact that it wanted to start 
something on such a hot afternoon. I 
watched as it flew right, then left, then 
arced towards me with the inevitability of a 
dream that’s sliding into a nightmare.  
I was ready for it.
            
  As soon as that big fella flared for a 
landing on my shoulder, I made my move. I 
moved with cobra speed, delivering a crisp 
two-handed clipboard slap to the flying 
bug. The beetle vanished. The loud buzzing 
stopped. I think I heard it ricochet into the 
tall grass of the garden ten feet away. Hon-
estly, I felt briefly guilty. But then I thought: 
buddy, you had a whole yard to choose 
from: a house, bushes, trees, etc...why’d 
you choose some half-naked guy?  
            
  I tried to see a metaphor in the little 
encounter, but none were obvious to me. It 
was too on-the-nose to imagine the flu as a 
clipboard, symbolically slapping my life into 
the roughage of a lockdown year. I reject 
this metaphor. Let’s keep it simple: there 
are good choices, and bad choices. Beetle 
made a bad choice.

Washed up - Bad Sports
I fell into a bog - Mean Jeans
Gavin’s dad is on acid - The Ativans
Vengeance is mine - The Manges
Emily  - Roger Miret and the Disasters
Wasted in the basement  - Jetty Boys
Knock down beers - The Promdates
Saving daylight - Boltergeist
One more then we go  - The Offsailors
Strong reaction - Pegboy
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