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TY One On? That’s Rich!

  Do you hear that? It’s the sound of 
incessant chirping between BEW Superstars 
Rich King and TY Jackson 100 kms down 
the road from BRD headquarters. “Superstar 
is a very broad term when it comes to TY 
Jackson,” stated King as he fired the first 
shot in their interview to hype up the upcom-
ing event taking place right here in Red Deer 
on May 28. Jackson couldn’t disagree with 
this comment, however, as he 
sheepishly replied “Yeah. I’m more like a 
mediocre mid-level star!” But don’t worry! 
He didn’t let King shake his confidence for 
very long and goes to great lengths to keep 
his eyes on the prize. “I’m a businessman so 
I come in and do business!”

  In the grand scheme of things, both men are 
fairly new to the circuit, but they have worked 
quickly to make a name for themselves in 
numerous wrestling outfits around the province 
in the three years they’ve been active. King 
fancies himself a technical, hard-nosed kind 
of guy while he describes Jackson as “a soft, 
fragile wrestler who will cry at you very hard.” 
Jackson is unfazed by this label and bluntly re-
sponded, “Here’s the thing… I don’t care about 
Rich King. Rich King is nothing to me. Rich 
King is a person that I see in the locker room 
and I say ‘Who booked this muscle hamster?’ 
But you know what? I make due because I’m a 
businessman and I’m a good person!” 
 
  While King took his ring influences from WWE 
legends like The Rock and Stone Cold Steve 
Austin, Jackson was always a fan of the more 
acrobatic wrestlers like Jeff Hardy. Therefore, 
if Jackson has his opponent right where he 
wants him, you can expect a highflying finisher 
from the top rope to entertain and astound the 
audience. Rich King isn’t impressed. “Ooooh, 
I’m gonna do a flip!” he sarcastically mocks 
Jackson. “Usually, when I’m in the ring, it is 
for the fans but if it was against TY, it’d be 
a personal thing.” For that particular match, 
King would prefer to embarrass Jackson with 
chokehold making him tap out rather than a 
more aesthetically pleasing finisher. 

Unfortunately for us, the two are not slated to 
meet each other in the ring in this upcoming 
event.
 
  Even though TY was an oversight on the 
poster for The Takedown, his confidence is not 
rattled. “My job is to go out there and perform 
and do as many flips as I possibly can until I 
land on my head.” he snots. “It doesn’t matter 
who’s on the poster because at the end of 
the night, you’re gonna walk home and be 
like ‘Damn, that TY Jackson guy is something 
special.’ And that’s all I gotta say.” It goes 
without saying that King was quite amused by 
Jackson’s omission from the event poster and 
in his mind, it makes perfect sense to leave 
him off there. “For some reason, he was left 
off!” he giggled like a madman as he took great 
pleasure in Jackson’s humiliation.
 
  But in Jackson’s defense, it really doesn’t 
matter who’s on the poster. The card is stacked 
and anyone who comes out on May 28 at 
Festival Hall is going to leave with a smile on 
their face (under their mask) and a warm glow 
in their heart. No matter who walks out of that 
Hall with the belt, you know there will be flips 
and sarcastic remarks aplenty!

See the ad in this zine for information on where 
to get advance tickets!
-JH

  Upon realizing how many ridiculous stories 
I’ve told about being drunk (I don’t drink 
that much anymore), let’s give a shout out 
to hangovers!! They deserve respect due to 
the fact they can absolutely cripple you and 
knock a few days of productivity off of the 
calendar, depending on how severe they are. 
I’ve had more than my fair share of mornings 
or late afternoons where I ask myself “Is this 
dying?” while fetal balling a pillow, with a 
case of cold sweats. Hangovers seem a very 
cruel and unjust punishment for having a 
good time... I get it, I mean if they didn’t exist, 
I guess drinking everyday would seem like 
less of a problem and more of an answer.

  One might argue that hangovers evolve with 
age? There’s no argument; that’s just a hard, 
cold fact! They practically didn’t exist in my 
20s ... like ya, I’d get a hangover but I could 
still function. Just drive to the nearest grease 
retailer and fire a couple burgs down the feed 
tube and hit the beer store on the way home. 
Drinking on work nights? Why the hell not! 4hrs 
of sleep was more than enough back then. 
Mixing your drinks wasn’t a concern either. You 
could guzzle beers, switch to a wide variety of 
shooters, crush some highballs and cap the 
evening off with a bottle of cooking wine be-
cause the liquor stores were closed. No worse 
for wear.

  It’s quite different in your 40s. Drinking now 
requires some planning and there’s a little fear 
involved. There’s a fine line between a moder-
ate, tolerable hangover and a weekend killing 
wishing you were dead (“the never drinking 
again”) hangover. I always start out with good 
intentions. “I’m going to have a glass of water 
for every 3 beers I drink” or “I will make sure 
to take some vitamins and eat a snack before 

bed”... that quickly changes to having a 
double rum every 3 beers and passing out on 
the couch with a pizza in the oven after giving 
up on trying to open the vitamins. There must 
be a cure for this terrible affliction! The only 
one I’ve found is moderation and realizing my 
age, which is a struggle most of the time.

  Stick to beer!!! Until the shots come around. 
Shut it down at a reasonable hour unless 
you’re still having fun and make sure to eat 
something before bed. I personally prefer 
crashing through the doors and some display 
stands of 711 and barking out an unusually 
long order of taquitos, corn dogs and whatever 
other delectable snacks are rolling on the con-
veyor and then eating a third of what I ordered. 
Money well spent. A bedside pail of water, a 
handful of advils and a caring spouse (nurse) 
should get you through the worst of it. Throw 
on a movie and sleep through it. Rinse and 
repeat until a new day is upon you...or what-
ever works for you. This concludes my take on 
hangovers. Be mindful of the power they hold 
and keep tipping them back. Cheers!



  Starting a career as an artist was something 
Jessica Pettit never expected to do. In high 
school, she was “forced to take an art class 
for extra credits,” something she “really didn’t 
want” to do at the time. This unlocked the door 
to an unexpected passion, and she has been 
working at it ever since. Last year, when cir-
cumstances led to a heavy reduction of hours 
at her day job,  Jessica found herself ready to 
commit to selling her art full-time, and in the 
year since that decision, she’s continued to be 
successful.
    
  What does Jessica paint? Much of her work 
is in the brightly-coloured style of pop art: 
subjects include Ron Swanson, Audrey Hep-
burn, Alex Trebek, Frankenfurter, David Bowie, 
and more. She also completes commissioned 
paintings for her clients, which she finds to be 
some of her most rewarding work. 

  In the process of becoming a self-employed 
artist, she’s come to appreciate the value of 
firsts. While it might sound like a small thing to 
point out, after being out in the workforce for 
many years at indifferent jobs, an experience of 
repetition and boredom can set in. Things can 
become stale and cyclical. Jessica appreciates 
the constant evolution of her artistic career 
and the new horizons it brings, whether it’s a 
first exhibition, a first client, or something else.  
Happily, you do not need to live in a cosmopol-
itan city to be successful in the arts. As Jessica 
observes, “I think actually being in a smaller 
town gives you a lot more leverage, because 
it’s easy to get lost, art-wise, in a big city.”  We 
hope all of you can take this advice to heart!
After many years of painting on canvas, 
Jessica stepped into a new artistic dimension 
when she earned a diploma in 2D Animation 
in 2019. Her love of cartoons encouraged her 
to study animation, and the training not only 
opened a door into the cartoon world, but 
informed her painting process as well. Recent-
ly, she’s begun designing orgonite sculptures 
as well.  

  In the creative world, word of mouth is still 
vital. If you fear spending horrible hours trying 
to “master” an internet profile of yourself and 
your work, don’t sweat it; Jessica confirms that 
social media is no silver bullet. Relationships 
and quality of work will go as far as any social 

media marketing, if not further!  Moreover, 
while it may seem like the world is already 
“full” of art, the truth is that there will always 
be a demand for your creations. Jessica urges 
artists not to agonize over originality.  “A lot of 
people get stuck on the fact that they need to 
be original...nothing is original,” she says, be-
cause whether subconsciously or not subcon-
sciously, we are all inspired by the very things 
which have inspired others. Your work will be 
unique, but the drive to be original can be just 
like a suffocating perfectionism: an easy way to 
create barriers for yourself, and another form 
of artists’ block. Move past this self-judgement 
and get on with the work you’re best at!      

  Jessica’s experiences prove you can get your 
artistic career started in a place like Red Deer, 
even in difficult times, whether you begin with 
small steps or with a sweeping plan. To hear 
more about her career, tips for artists, and 
the badass feat she accomplished before she 
was even born, check out our conversation on 
BRD’s Artist Highlight podcast, coming this 
April on Spotify and Soundcloud! (See brutalre-
alitydigest.com for details.)  

See Jessica’s work on her Facebook (Busted 
Easel Studios) and Instagram (@bustedeasel.
studios) pages, or see it in person at A+ Art 
Gallery and Unique Collections on 49th Street 
downtown. 

Artist Spotlight

Hola comrades,

  And welcome to Spring/faux spring/third 
winter. We all know what’s up with this Alberta 
weather, so should be no surprises there. This 
ALSO means we’re back in shoulder season! 
A season, if you remember back in the Fall, 
I wailed on about the lack of activity pres-
ent, but also the beginning of the in-between 
sports. (ie, dry tooling, a sport that combines 
rock and ice climbing when it’s too cold to 
use your hands, but not cold enough for long 

enough that ice has formed for the tools...
and running.) We’re back in it! Except now 
it’s just a race against the conditions. What’s 
melting out first, how much snow will stick 
around, (granted we’ll probably get a few 
more dumps all the way until the end of May).

  While conditions have made for some ski 
touring in t-shirts, or not needing the massive 
gloves in order to fumble around while tying 
your rope, I think ice climbing will come to a 
close until next season for me. Spring ice is 
pretty hit or miss anyway, but after getting 
absolutely punted off of the scariest, hardest 
and longest climb to date, I think it’s time for 
a mental break, but I’ll share the experience, 
because I’m also so very fortunate to have 
climbed such a sought after route.

  Nemesis is graded ‘Water-Ice 6’ (AKA, steep 
and featured as hell) and is around 160 
meters, just 30 meters shorter than the 
Calgary Tower. It’s found on the Stanley 
Headwall, an absolutely beautiful valley 
rounded with some really freeking hard 
climbs. Easy to say as a novice, I had NO 
business being here. Absolute legends who 

have been climbing hard for years alongside 
a small whimpering speck on the wall. The 
belays were uncomfortable, microwave sized 
chunks of ice just whipping past, and I was so, 
so, SO tired. Every time I tried swinging my axe 
into the ice, my wrist couldn’t keep the weight 
and it wouldn’t stick in the rather rotten ice. 3 
meters from the top, I had to call it, and a 
pulley was used to assist each move up, while 
still climbing, I don’t think I get to say I finished 
this climb. Cue the massive crocodile tears 
once I reached the anchor and started set-
ting up the rappel. All I wanted was to get off 
this dang climb. Once rappelled, the weeping 
subsided while we packed our bags and it 
was easy to joke around again. Just like our 
type two fun winter camping trek, the pain 
and everything that felt like suffering is sort of 
forgotten. This is a goal now, and I hope to be 
a competent partner for this climb in the future.

  This was a great tell that last year was the 
year to learn and experience fun new things, 
this year though seems to be a consistent ‘see 
how much you can suffer’ sort of fest, but in 
the best way possible. 





ARE YOU READY FOR SOME FOOTBALL!?

  WAAAAAAAAAAGH!! Ahem, excuse me. 
Despite my overly nerdy nature, there are tons 
of beloved nerd IP’s that do little for me. I rarely 
care about DnD, I think Harry Potter is boring, 
Star Trek is just not my thing, I even think Star 
Wars is overrated and basically anything past 
the original trilogy is decent at the absolute 
best. Another series I do not care for is the 
Warhammer series of tabletop games. That 
was, until my friends gave me some remark-
ably interesting news: Warhammer has Ameri-
can Football. 

  I do miss my days playing sports. The 
competition, the grit, the early mornings, the 
coaches and teams that clearly wished I were 
not there (clearly emulating my family in that 
regard), these are all things I yearn for today. 
I can’t just scream like a hyena while working 
or throw elbows at my clients (much as I want 

to sometimes), which is why I adore some 
time with sports games. So, when my friends 
told me this Warhammer universe had its own 
version of Fantasy Football titled Blood Bowl, I 
was down.

  I know nothing about the races or lore of this 
universe, but thankfully I know football and this 
universe has rules I can understand. Ever play 
NFL Blitz? Yeah, Blood Bowl is basically that, 
only with fantasy races and the chance of mur-
dering all your players. Oh yeah, it is Warham-
mer, so it also has those damn devil cubes. To 
do anything, you are at mercy of the roll of a 
die. Whether or not your players are successful 
at anything from dodging to tackling to simply 
moving is all determined by the roll of a cube. 
Which means that you could coach like Bill 
Belichick, only to have your idiot players play 
like the New York Jets (or my Calgary Flames if 
you’re a hockey fan), all because the cubes de-
cided to bend you over and have a go at your 
rump rear. Any turn could result in you scoring 
a touchdown, or your player literally dying 
because they tried to step on one extra tile and 
ate it like a paraplegic pony. Literally every turn 
is so damn terrifying, and I freaking love it. 

  Every single game is insanely tense, no mat-
ter who I play against. My Warhammer loving 
friends have all this knowledge while I know 
the sport really well, and none of the matters 
because my team of Amazonians (I chose 
them for the good fundamentals I swear) could 

literal goddesses or have the athletic ability of 
Helen Keller. Nothing is granted and no one 
guaranteed a W ever, and the commentators 
will absolutely roast your players every time. 
You truly never know what is going to happen. 

  Blood Bowl is amazing, has low specs, 
always gets put on sale when it’s already pretty 
cheap outright, and will create hours of frus-
tratingly fun gameplay for anyone who picks it 
up. Whether you love fantasy crap, or you’re 
always ready for some football, Blood Bowl is 
for you. There’s also a legitimate tabletop ver-
sion, but you can’t really play that since seeing 
other people is still kind of cancelled for the 
foreseeable future. So, pick up Blood Bowl and 
get ready to WAAGH! Aggressively after every 
play. If none of my nonsense can convince 
you to give it a go, maybe this will. There are 
orc cheerleaders with nipple tassels, and they 
WILL give you a boner you do not understand.
-PV

When will the NFL get these cheerleaders??

  To help my friend Jeff out of his blues, I’m 
getting him into a new hobby, because his old 
hobbies were getting weird and expensive. At 
first, it wasn’t easy. What could I get him into 
when options are so limited? But when I drove 
over to his house and saw his dismal Neon in 
the driveway, I thought of something. There’s 
one place where we’re still all free to go: the 
open road.  
    
  At first, Jeff didn’t get it, so I had to prove 
to him that the streets of Red Deer have a lot 
of potential for white-knuckle driving action. I 
convinced him by simply driving around town, 
and soon Jeff started to understand. By now, 
he’s really excited about this. We’re already 
thinking about starting a racing event called 
the Red Deer Blacktop Bump n Grind, or just 

The Bump for short. We envision it as an am-
ateur racing club for locals only. The best part 
is that many Red Deer drivers already have the 
skills they need to win a race. The world’s next 
Lewis Hamilton will be discovered on south-
bound Gaetz between that smokestack that 
says “Cheese” and the Timmy’s by the hill.  

  Jeff believes plans to recruit competitors 
simply by leaving notes on certain vehicles, 
since 75% of the most talented drivers he sees 
around Red Deer drive the same vehicle brand. 
That can’t be a coincidence.  The best need 
the best.  Elite talent. 

  If you know somebody who’d make a good 
candidate for pro driver, send an email to BRD 
or something.  I don’t really know what else to 
tell you, Jeff’s handling that. I don’t really like 
answering phones or writing emails. Hey, do 
you remember back in 2017 when Red Deer 
STILL had a Movie Gallery open for business? I 
miss that, man. No hipster, but you know, it 
was cool. 

  Where will the race take place?  It depends 
on what the people want to see. Do I want to 

see citizen racers laying rubber around the 
downtown Superstore? I do. At the same time, 
the race could probably be longer. If it includes 
some jumps, some blind corners, and part of a 
golf course, I don’t really care where they hold 
it. They could make it part of the next mud-he-
ro challenge, like perhaps the drivers would 
have to run an assault course before they’re 
allowed into their vehicles. I would watch that. I 
would do that.    

  Jeff and I came up with some prize ideas for 
the top three finishers in the race. What prizes?  
Picture this: a new computer for mining your 
Bitcoin, or fresh truck nuts for your trailer hitch/
review mirror, or three pallets of canned mush-
room soup that Jeff panic-bought last spring, 
or a used P90X DVD, or a (signed) Stargate 
SG-1 poster, or a bag of my grandpa’s special 
meatballs.   

  It’s not too ambitious. The people are 
ready. Just in case it doesn’t catch on, me and 
Jeff will be racing borrowed shopping carts 
through traffic on the hill by Parkland mall this 
Friday at like 2 a.m. If it breaks Jeff out of his 
blues, then it’s worth it.



Punk Pup of the Month

Name: Poutine

Interests: Food, getting into the garbage when-
ever he has the opportunity, and guarding his 
favourite person, Jetaime

Dislikes: Not getting food when the humans 
are eating, Cats, and dogs that walk by the 
window.

Favourite album: Pennybridge Pioneers - 
Millencolin 

Words of wisdom: Don’t mind my nose, I’m just 
trying to figure out what you had for breakfast!

Awful Movie Reviews
Words by Pert

  Tonight my kittens, I thought we could 
watch a heartwarming film the whole family 
can enjoy. The story of a young lion who is 
to succeed his father as King of the Pride 
Lands and take his place in the Circle of 
Life as the rightful King. I know what you’re 
thinking. “Oh Big daddy wordy Perty, you 
are getting soft in the cerebrum. Everyone 
has seen this child’s flick you handsome 
ginger fool!”  To you I say it’s time to butter 
that popped corn, pour yourself an extra 
stiff old fashion, eat that weed gummy 
you were saving for a special occasion, 
and claim your space in front of the telly . 
Tonight we watch…..

THE GHOST AND THE DARKNESS
 
  A true and horrific story set in 1896 Africa. 
Two man-eating lions have shut down 
construction of a railway. The Beasts hunt 
together, showing no fear of man or fire.  
What’s more they are killing for sport rather 
than food.  How can one not get excited 
to watch this after reading such an epic 
synopsis? Well settle down faithful readers. 
I’m here to crush all your hopes. Let’s start 
by a quote from Stephen Hopkins, the 
director. “The Ghost and the Darkness was 
a mess…..I haven’t been able to watch it.” 
I wish I would have read this quote before 
I watched it. How many old fashions will I 

have to imbibe before the dreadful 
memory of this film is washed from my 
brain? Tonight I will hopefully find out.
 
  Michael Douglas and Val Kilmer both 
say some ridiculous lines that actually 
did make me laugh out loud while watch-
ing this but unfortunately this movie just 
doesn’t even come off as bad enough to 
be funny.  The dreary pacing, once and 
a while, is broken up when one of the 
hapless construction workers are attacked 
and eaten by the lions. Sometimes the 
attacks come off as truly suspenseful but 
regrettably most are more like a screaming 
man being dragged into the jungle by 
another man wearing a tan coloured 
blanket. That’s not to say there are not 
some truly good and gory lion kills, but 
they are overshadowed by the larger 
problems, and I do mean many problems, 
in this picture. 

  Michael and Val both look exhausted and 
aware they are in a wreck of a produc-
tion.  Perhaps if they just stuck to the idea 
of Jaws in the jungle instead of trying to 
make the lions into some supernatural 
beings that were bent on binging on that 
delectable morsel that’s called man then 
the film could have worked.  

  Unless you have some strange jumbo 
feline fetish, I would give this one a wide 
berth. If you have to watch something with 

lions in it, watch the Lion King 
remake. At least it will invoke some emo-
tional response. Usually anger. Anger at the 
way Disney has massacred your childhood 
memories. That’s right, shots fired mouse. 
Come at me you hefty eared devil.  1 star. 
Best line: “I’m a monster. My only pleasure 
is tormenting those people who work for 
me.”
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EVERY WEDNESDAY

AT 8 PM MT



C h e c k  O u t  O u r  B l o g  o n  B r u t a l R e a l i t y D i g e s t . c o m  f o r  M o r e  G r e a t  C o n t e n t !

SEND ALL HATE MAIL TO BRUTALREALITYDIGEST@GMAIL.COMSEND ALL HATE MAIL TO BRUTALREALITYDIGEST@GMAIL.COM
  VIEW MORE CONTENT AT:  WWW.BRUTALREALITYDIGEST.COM  VIEW MORE CONTENT AT:  WWW.BRUTALREALITYDIGEST.COM


