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• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
When is a title like Obscene Excess an un- • • 

derstatement? When it comes from OE de- • 
signer, Cecilia Hunt. The daughter of famed : 
sculptor Richard Hunt, she's also a Psychotronic • 
Film Society member, and a die-hard Fredricks • 
of Hollywood follower. Not surprisingly, many : 
art and cultural references populate her line of • 
handcrafted accessories. • 

On Steve LaFreniere' s mailing list? Well, 
you'd want to be. That's the only way to get 

his occasional guerrilla publications He does 
it all from his own personal budget; it's not a 

business but a personal investment in free 
speech. The latest mailed a couple of months 

ago. Artfully Kinko-ed and boasting of 
REAL typesetting, it's a collection of fiction, 

reviews, "reprints", and other provocative 
visuals. Its editorial stance is very (though 
not exclusively ) gay lit. Gary Indiana and 

Dennis Cooper are among the contributors. 
The few copies that have made it to New York 

are being reconstructed and circulated 
among the literati who aren't fortunate 

enough to live in Chicago. Taking full advan-
tage ofthe"Copy This" disclaimer, we've re-

printed David Sedaris' piece in this issue of 
Thing (see pg. 9) Thanks, guys! 

From the sublime to r-1V · • • 
theoutrightkooky, wear- 1~ : JOKERable art as earrings, bra- • • dets, belts, scarves, and • 
gloves,- heavily influ- • 
enced by celluloid, old Hol- • • iywood glamour, Sci-Fi, 
Horror, and Comics, as 
well as the high and low 
ends of other cultures: 
African, Asian, Indian, 
etc. Beads, beads, 
and more beads! Ce 
been an avid collec- •' tor of 
jewelry, beads, and period clothing since early 
childhood and has a workroom that more closely 
resembles a pirate's treasure; the space is 
brimming with every manner of bauble, bangle, 
and glitz imaginable. OE extravagantly ap­
points exotic and unique materials with a seri-
ous respect for good craftsmanship. Ce Ce un-
expectedly mixes antique plastic or glass with 
African, Dutch, and Italian trade beads with 
semiprecious stones such as amber. The line 
even includes some separate hand knated 
pieces that are based on sportswear shapes: 
narrow, multi textured and beaded pull-on 
skirts that all but glow in the dark! Plus a really 
funky pair of miniature baby dolls set in dayglo 
high-chairs! Rather like a 'multi-cultist', if she 
Keeps this up, Ce Ce's likely to develop a cult 
following all her own. 

-T.A 

Professional bon vivant Ken Hare (NEW YORK/LON­
DON/CHICAGO} changes his look as often as his name 
(Ylon, Booswana, King Faruk, etc.). And his looks are 
often calculated scene stealers; outrageous, but In an 
"other worldly" spacey sort of way. 

Well, one night MONTHS before Halloween, "Daddy" 
decided to let Esoteria have It! 

Posing as an anatomically correct Queen Helene's Mint Julep Mask doll, (covered head to toe in 
the stuff} he tipped out of Wholesome Roc (above} to wreak havoc on Esoteria's Huge House party. 

This Is not New York or London., as Ylon soon found out. Instead of Julie Jewels or the like 
greeting him with open arms, the reception is best summed up by the expression of the 
in the photo on the right. He did not get in the club. Her Greeness made her way home, presu 
to stew, crack, and peel. (THIS TOWN NEEDS AN ENEMA !) 

-R.F. 
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being your f~iW-uIJan.,, ·inq~'(tin&;'.·AogiifaUJ ...... +: lir•cl#,ta}r~'pffiiti)!Ji(;onzparatively dul1 Jife, and 
e~.FPwasins,. 1f tE. be ,'prR1''ti/J+lrf?F'~¥ ri~'.i !i$.. , • ,_ ,. - • ,_ ; llijfi/natiba~d pf mY flamboyant •: 
s/~sy~oo~. ('? s}bng;as>yoemffflliiP~t ?T;~hiJ1rst1. ;; . :"\ ;,;: - Jss 'l)tingq? {1we;Rf71'.ffk, you . 
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hadtqend: .·.,· .... ·· <.·:,;-->-.,.•·,·. ,r .>· ..... ···•··• ..... ·.· i •.···•··.•· . . .. _ ..... : 

Hqrp i=ffnL{orgetpryipgq.s ygufo/Y ifeat:_siste;r,,fBug~f~lieg904 .. figbt for your life ;;rand lost{ 
Wh_e;re,w.~ntthe pro.VJ:ises that we<U)Ouid ~ver<s~gp d+l-ncin•gl +t•'1'!'\\' . . _, -· 
I shall always remember the verve, thefun~ndJhepanache ~au prpught to aU!()rldthat didn't 

wa~ryouhere: lt .. is .a~zing the way you UJrung ,ever, drgp ~fre51?(:!ct9uto[:a-life;<~etf~ine1-
tosiveyounone •. Jt•isnothingshort ofa miracle/~at 11ou CQ1Jldfin1j~fn ~n efist_e~,'7.CQ,rJSlPJ,~-te~, 
to despise and hate you. It . is comfgrtingfo k!-now th;t you had already blaze~ t~.is tni'l{r~e.i;a~·,P_ 
i,-zgac:ceptance and inspiring me to believe that even Big Legged Coloured Cirls couldbe;Uke you 
,--a star. 

I mean , you made me feelmighty real. 
~ LDW 
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·NATTY DREDLOCKS, sculpted "fades", "Gumbiesn, and other variations on kinky 
::)tbe street - and on media figures like Guy, Neneh Cherry. Bobby Brown, 
,nny Kravitz. Soul II Soul, Tracy Chapman, Usa Bonet, Yannick Noah, De La Soul, 

:,:).'f9:lker , Cassandra Wilson, Angela Davis, Joie Lee, and Milli Vanilli. 
-:.·.:-:.:-·.:.:.:->z<•=·········>·· · •:.:.:-·<:::::::::::::::::::::::::-:❖:••:->···-·.······ -T.A. 

T Soulful Silhooettea: Jazzie B (left) and Wumni (fiJove) frcm Soul II Soul, !he definihe Funki Dreds. 



Coming out at the end of the seventies 
was like being thrust forward into a world where phone sex. Men into cro 
sexuality was limited only by one's own stam- kinky scenes. lonely guy 
ina. Outside of the specter of heterosexual dis- queens chatting and 
approval (they thought us either sick or chic lines. 
anyway) and without the heterosexual sex And ther ' 
burden of pregnancy, we could "do It" as often newest is• 
as we wished, and lots of us did. The Village one-on-one I 
People were on American Bandstand and pop- itself while it hooks you up with other callers. 
pers were everywhere. Bum baby, bum. There are primnive "party lines" where ten 

Here at the close of the Eighties with its voices shout into the darkness.having darting, 
new disease and subsequent sex guidelines, fragmented conversation and exchanging 
I've watched things change a lot. Actual physi- phone numbers. Of course there's a leather 
cal contact can seem like an out-of-body line, completewtth the verbal versions of the 
experience, and imagination often re- whole "Drummer" thing, lots of attitude. 
places bodily fluids. The pre-recorded "voice mailbox" ads are 

Remarkably, this all happened ;. ·- the strangest; people pitching themselves 
during the Eighties, where hi- .. ·: .. .i.>:~.:: .. with "spokenpersonals"ads. Mr. Right in 
tech is the advanced opiate of, :'.i···· ··"·" .. :J· :\ :(\k thirty second~ or less. 
the people. The telephone, \ ·' '',t· f tf.J,-J,. And smce we don't have 
o~ce a p~sive instru'!1en_t of /, ·~":::!$/,,1,-· ... ·, : -~\;'f :-/ Jetson-type picture phones, 
simple vrnce commumcation, ·: . . . .,, ...... -, '. ;'; ') there's the whole dynamic of the 
isnowamini-computerhooked L •. < •·•; .. ,. .. ,~ :".~:.?~ ... imagination. There'sashorthand 
into.a database of your every·(~'• :· .ii . \ lor_ sell-description: height, 
desire. You can check your • i,.,, Ji weight, body hair, endowment, 
bank balance, have your tarot ,. ·\' ·.;,{ preference (top or bottom), and 
cards read, and buy South Afri- \ , t\ \ age. Lots of well-built super-hunks; 
can gold from the Home Shop- f ·-~\ : without the threat of meeting face 
ping Network over the phone:J :t\ \N : to face It's an easy claim. Race is 
Youcanalsotapintoanumberor" ::,-- ,· ·,assumed white, and often ques-
0 party lines" and order sex (or some facsimile tioned if the voice has an ethnic accent. (The 
thereof) like a pizza. wrong answers can leave you talking to a dial 

There is no precedent that compares to tone - disconnecting is as easy and faceless 
the modern phone sex community. The i-900 as connecting.) There's certainly a lot of talk 
party lines have opened up a network of local about modern day no-nos - fisting, rimming, 
and national electronic pen pals. In many sex without condoms, etc. Though probably 
ways, it has become a new niche within the gay not a complete substitute for sex for many of 
community. (It's too bad it's all in the hands of the men who do tt, talk has replaced at least 
the telephone line owners, whose prices are some of its activities. 
outrageous. Their "free lines" are overworked The phenomenon of this is fascinating, 
and usually jammed.) for It illustrates approaches to redefining our 

Unlike the bar scene, where there is often own sexualities and ideas of relationships. 
no talk, the phone is all talk, And it makes for We've learned to talk to strangers, long a taboo 
amazing listening late at night. Guys whocan1 in the aloof state of cruising. It's a campaign for 
give out their phone numbers because they're reaching out and touching someone that AT&T 
married; who want to "try it." Guys looking for would never run. 

latter si hirig 
trend sincetheElton J()hn/DaviJ.Bowie 

•• Jieydayof ihe .. • 7Q's~ • 
. •. · ... • ... · .RF; 



DE~CJIPTION LEADING UP TO AND INCLUDING THE ~EXUAl ACT 

He sauntered up to the mahogany bar and tossed his head in the direction of the bar­
tendress. She bought him a J&B after first serving a couple of double brandies to some 
love bugs at the other end of the bar. He glanced around disappointed that the place 
wasn't packed with people to look at. 

"Slow," the bartendress murmured. 
He tapped out a cigarette. A dull cross-over hit droned from the box and he 

considered quartering for some tunes, but remembered the dull selection. 
Later. 
He opened his magazine to the interview. The famous star was recounting how a 

particular role had liberated him from a dull marriage to experiment in the lifestyles of the 
night-homosexuals, transvestites, wildness. 

The second drink relaxed him. He looked at his reflection in the mirror behind the bar. 
He smoothed his hair. 

He wasn't really depressed, just tired. Maybe that guy last night wasn't so self-cen­
tered after all. Well, it was too late for that. He was prob ly back in Montreal by now. 

The interviewee had had a great success and was conside directing. He had a 
script that "delved into the oblivion of despair" while maintaining "a resurgent optimism 
of enlightened experience." 

The television flashed images of beautiful bodies with things. 
He played some of the last good r&b tunes still on the box, in an effort to console 

himself. He swayed on his stool to the back beat. 
One More. 
The love bugs were rubbing limbs, obviously an affair. 
Some old guys were downing shots, the regular. 
He walked into the men's room, locked the door, and masturbated. 
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knpw. it from watching that shQYJ of hers, thafR~JtJ. ,: -:::eltare 90.eats: .Aricfotcoursetditl -it to he~ 
people. I try .. and make arieffort whenever I •• ····~.❖:---• •• i;:~;;~;: 

Growing up, my pa.rentswere sovery'l : ·.~·~ttinHg~-i'~: ~ rij!O'lt.1:'Quld squ§7~~ , 
the Hfe•outpf everyone I ~018 into contact/ ·;'Jitstn,J~otl)Y'!~Uin,~s~~lll,th~tctn,i~,~ 
IT, the.Joye experience,l'd been waiting for. , hiH'f"'~ dip ~~.1.~0rp~!~~i • •-for me ~d 
would.temainbrightJrfmYmemoty. :•,· f3ylhet • ~ ~ ~t;tn,e~t;~ryf~~:. __ -__ ,_-, .. _.--_ 'i~:: ~n9 
and a few small pieceso.l furniture so that -w '. .. 0: e't~l'lireaqce~:?f21t1Qv~i~- ·W~en .tli~y 
bec?me frightened and backedaway I would~ffi~i~;:.-: s.. 1 n~eo JQ:,~n°,~Jry,aHh7¥.~er~r't 
en eating on me: ,l would love my dates so mWllb.L'.'.;, ,::;';.-d wouJd 'dress likethem I thiQk like them I 
l istentotherecordsthey,f?Joysd. Jwo1.1id(:•:,:-,::-.,;::·•:::- f ' ., , ... > ••.• ,,, •··•··•····•···••·· , -.. ····•.··•···· 

To make along :story shQrt, I flnaUy c :'.;:l tti~~ !ere onl;~jnt<>,t~f t11~::IY:es:~ -ia~~ 
tnert f:reafraidth~t lwo~ldreject themJtt ''•" •. Jgilovect~.rms::l~f:s.·•i~~y ~~r~·hu'1i:P~ 
too, ~.ndyery vulnerable. /They alway.sJ<nf) • -- ie,~r,~/tn~tlwouJg.,ey,et1l~!IIY ~CO:rrle 
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Sb~~p-cal.li?g 
andecylng aver since.the .show. That'.! .his.t~~ma -eryig;~E~dt~reat$~!~9'SU)giA~'ifX~g oo2'f listen:}hat!~Y4$· ~1118$$,. 
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his,•beyf riends .. w,t~ .Qitts; he tried to buy-'tti'&,e··tove.<l,e .'N9Uld_g~:r~rize"!ove:1(it-wasihis own hand, and E.G. MarsnaU. if 
it was both his hands, one down there and the other careful on his throat. : • • ·< .. •· 

·••.·.•;,:::!" 
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CONTINHD rROM lAST PAGE 

I am in this week's People magazine, but 
not on the cover. Bruce Springsteen is on the 
cover with what's her name, that flat faced new 
girlfriend of his, Patty Scholastica ... Scholiosis 
- something like that. In the article she refers 
to Bruce as "The Boss" and discusses what she 
calls his "private side." 

If she's calling Bruce "The Boss" then I 
can tell you she knows absolutely nothing 
about his private side. 

I was the boss when Bruce and I were 
together. I should give this Patty person a call 
and tell her how Bruce needs to have it, give her 
a few pointers and clearup this Boss issue. Tell 
her about how Bruce begged me for a commit­
ment, how he behaved when I turned him 
down. I'd said, "What's the use of being a rock 
star if you're going to run around like a second 
shift welder at U.S. Pipe and Boiler?" 

Bruce took It hard and picked up the 
women on the rebound. I remember running 
into that last wife of his. this model, at a party. 

was her, me, Morley Safer, and Waylon 
.iennings. We were waiting for the elevator and 
she was saying to Waylon that Bruce had just 
·fonated seven figures to charity, and I said, 
·No matter how much Bruce gives to charity, I 
still say he's one of the tightest men I've ever 
,nown." It went right over her head, but Morley 
~new what I was talking about and we shared 
a.smile. 

I am in this week's People magazine 
~lebrating my love with Charlton Heston. There 
~re pictures of me tossing a pillow into his face, 
xetending to be caught up in a playful spat. 
'.r ou know that we can be real with one another 
1ecause on the next page there I am standing 
Jn tip-toe and planting a big kiss on his neck 
,11fhile Burgess Meredith, Malcolm Forbes, and 
,;ome other old queens are standing in the 
·:ackground applauding. Then I'm in the kitchen 

flipping pancakes to show I' 
walking down the street with 
and then I'm staring into the my 
bare toes deep into the sand in this week's 
People magazine. 

The press is having a field day over the 
news of my relationsh~ with Mike Tyson. We 
tried to keep it a secret but I e and 
me there can be no privacy. r one, 
we're good copy, and number two-we just look 
so damned good together, so perfect, that ev­
eryone wants pictures. 

Charlton Heston and I are finished and 
he's hurt. I can understand that , but to tell you 
the truth, I can't feel sorry for him. He had 
started getting on my nerves a long time ago, 
before the People story, before our television 
special, even before that March of Dimes tele­
thon. Charlton can be very manipulative, very 
possessive. It seems to have taken me a long 
time to realize that, all along, I was in love with 
the old Charlton Heston, the Charlton who 
stood before the Primate Court of Justice in 
"Planet of the Apes". The Charlton who had his 
loin cloth stripped off by Dr. Zaus and stood 
there naked but unafraid. What a terrific ass 
Charlton Heston used to have, but, like every­
thing else about him, it's nothing like it used to 
be. 

In the papers he is whining about our re­
lationship and how I've supposedly hurt him. 
I'm afraid that unless Charlton learns to keep 
his mouth shut he's going to learn the true 
meaning of the word hurt. Mike is very angry at 
Charlton right now-very, very angry. 

Let me sayforthe record that Mike Tyson, 
although he showers me with gifts, is not pay­
ing for my company. I resent the rumors to the 
contrary. Mike and I are each very wealthy, 
very popular men. The public loves us and we 
love one another. l don't need Mike Tyson's 

money any more than he needs mine. This is 
a difficult concept for a lot of people to grasp, 
people who are perhaps envious of what Mike 
and I share. This is the case with Charlton 
Heston who has lost most of his money on a 
series of bad investments. It's sad. The man 
is a big star who makes a fortune delivering the 
Ten Commandments one day, and then loses 
it all as a silent partner in Samba's restaurants 
the next. 

Mike and I would gladly give everything 
we've got in exchange for a little privacy. We 
would be happy living in a tent. cooking franks 
over an open fire on that plot of land we bought 
just outside of Reno. 

Mike and l are that much in love. It is un­
fortunate that our celebrity status does not 
allow us to celebrate that love in public. Since 
we were spotted holding hands at a Lakers 
game all hell has broken loose and the "just 
good friends" line has stopped working. None 
of this is helping Mike's· divorce case or my 
breakup with Charlton, who I might add, is 
demanding some kind of a settlement. Fort he 
time being, Mike Tyson and I are lying low. it is 
killing us, but we've had to put our relationship 
on the back burner. 

I accidentally swallowed Mike Tyson's 
false teeth. I canl believe it! They were gold, 
but the money isn't the issue. Between the two 
of uswe could buy gold teeth for every man. 
woman and child with the gums to harbor them. 
It's not the money that bothers me. 

It was late and Mike had taken his teeth 
out for the evening. He'd set them in a tumbler 
of water we keep next to our bed. Mike could 
sleep with his teeth in but. believe me, it's better 
with them out. We had just finished making 
very strenuous, very complete love and I 
reached for that glass of water and drank it 
down, the teeth too. It was unsettling. The 



problem is that Mike had planned on having 
those teeth set for me in a medallion of commit­
ment. He was very gracious and forgiving and 
said it was no problem, that he'd just have 
,~ope, othe~s m~de. Bu,t tho$e teeth were 
speqi~I, his;'fiJ$t reaLgoodleeth .. }hose .were 
J,he te,eththat had"torn into an of the .exotic 

•\''meal7,I had introduped him.to. Those were. the 
te!:hlp9l_i,shed.wlth my tongue on ourfirstfew 
dates, the teeth that hypnotized me across a 
candle"littable, theleeth thatreflected the love 
light shining inmy eye$. I swallowed . Mike 
Ty$ontsteeth andhave!efhimdown. J've been 
waiting for days bµt still they haven't passed. 
Theys•have to come out .sooner or late.r, .don!t 
they? Even if I do fiQd them I can't expect Mike 
to putthEi111back igto hlspouth.Jhat was a big 

.. part ~f OUfa,EOmmitrnen(, cerem99y. 1. Was 
"· ~.UPP9SE;1t? re.ach into.my rn.9uth and pull out 
• arath;r ex~~~sive diamo~9-studded ID brace­
let I had made and Mike was going to reach into 
his and wrthdraw the medallion. Mike. says 
what the hell, it's not like his teeth haven1 been 
up fny ass betore, butit's the principle of the 
thing and it's got me down. 

Mi~e andtwere arguing. over what to 
name•the kitten weidbought. I would havejust 
as soontq.kefl. one of ~hem.anyitjttensthat have. 
beegpffereqJo u~. Every9ne w~nts tp give 
Mike .~nst.m.~ kittens. Lthougpt we might just 
tak~l?Pe otlgose ~pt Mik~ said no. He v.-a,pted 

').;t;kttt~nthat"ljad: captpred mis h,e, ~j p a pet 
)shop \'/indowfast~Mk, awpite Pet'sian;t,ima­
l~tan f~lllalt3.}donlcare f~rpyffypats inthe 

' '>1irst :;place rd thi7 onej .•with ~~r flatf~ce, 
r~mindedmeof what's-her-name, Bruce's new 
glrlfdend,Patty. "AIFright,Mike,"Jsaid,~ityou 
want thisPersianll-limalayan>mix, then that's 

• 'Wfiatwe'II get." I c;an Jove,just about anything 
-onalUours so l sald, ~Eine,:whatever.t . .let me 
saylhata .long-ha,ifed cat is oneJhing, .t,ut a 
white P~rsian!l-limalayaq blend named 

Pltty TingJ~ sol}j~!~iog else -~t~i j f?;t 
l,'d want~ t~];n,metlj~ kitt( , ···. < tjQa, 2. 

torgptten about kittens, about naming things, 
about.anythj1;1g:but pt.Ir relatiQnship. We round 
the .. t:>lock.Qp our.ppny who groa.ns ~neath the 
QOlle(;t.SQ weight ofoµr rich and overwhelming 
ec:1pacity for love and \JOderstanding. 

I'd .. rad cmoth.~rucat:: 1'18~ ys,riJ'l~,.J9r.:Yea1A 
befor~she gi~. I"'~ u~totQ~<name<~d 
the conn0Jatior1s lt 'carri~ innJrmJp~.; Mi.~e, 
though, w~yvery •·•.~~am~i'!:aoo.~jj;~he. n~e 
Pltty Tin~ .whitQW?~-,ij~f.aif ~ .i~g ~ ®hhadnet'i Mike'Tysonjs making anJJgly face in.the 
wanteq a P~.f~ catint'ne fi[:~J.pla~J;}es~j;ally \f8W$0),aker$.~tiQQpfthi$week's;Newsweek 
a white on.e. ··~ite "Y-P~l<f ~ ~ .barq .. t<>.,KEi88 ·:1m1gazioej, an ugly fa~;,directf:({Joward me. 
clean, Besl9~s; t~~js aiiif~latio,rt~pip i .~.~re C"'f m not frightened .s~>c mtJeh:as shamed and 
compromJseis~gppo~tpbatpe.n~-~~;oJthe '~Q~rneq. In .the piQtY(8. Mike's skin looks 
game . .. l·gaye alitll~nsoytbfcou]9~'t n~~( sallo"';~d t:>l9tchy,:>He !~ks li~~.be's been 

DriyJng home fronitµe·r>et&tore \'li.StW1~ ;i; [Olljn,g q1;9und in<lll asti.tr~Y- ogr bra,~up was 
to argµe. Mike saiq ~m~pretty rgugh lPi,ngs pard<9P . him, put, w~ining;!P the:cpress won't 
and I r,espondadtitforJ~t,.Wel!.ryoµ,,l<rtow:Mike. helr:•l•le,ij,as•SPQn,as:;~atBuckleymoyed in .. I 
"mister:jab-~d.du~:ali--o¥7,tthej?IJ~ce"ff~rn; ? gues~:•-~ikeJo,ugnt Jwotilg,~haogr my, mind 
I thoughthe w~rollJngup t:h~v.-indo~.so tpat q.11d welcome her.into our lives. I guess Mike 
the kittenwouldn't c_limbppt .. I $aw his pand w-as \'/r9ng . 
raisedantjth~QJ3.gaiql .. g1.JessJdidn'tsee It. PatBu,ckleydld9';t .. stayl9ng. ;.?~e.was 

After h~.:nit rne I got?ut ot m,e ~ >fnd· •· dating ba1.1rer Bacalt an1 .. $tayeq only tores 
walked. . I've bact some physical fi~bts wi.!h w~~~ ijfpre taking ,ifl .: to 9c10nes or ,Rio, 
boyfriends bef.ore, NortnM .. Mailerand P~ter ,som~lace. Looking back oo it; I can't put all 
,Jennings .to•.nam_e jy~! af~WvSO l.'m1npst,ra,,ger tb~ .. bJ~eon ···•her. /MI~e ana.J .. hadprpblems 
toa flaring temp;er, . This.Jir:ne,thpugh, ,1 just , befqr~.she .~mealong;bigproble(11sthat we 
walked.away. Mike fol.lowed me, .Hedr~Ye his W()U,ldha~e•~eg forp~ to dealw,itli ~ner or 
car up onto. the§idewalk-;9~lk~t 9nwal~ingf . later.. I don't ytanl to go into·.,aoY 9t the details 
pret~nding not to pptice .. Jb,~n MJ~e QOliOlltRf of our relationship bµt lwouldHke to set the 
his car and,,,sta14~:~gJng, ~ .pinQ .Qn;'bi$ ,., record ·straightand~yt h~t ther.e ·i.snot ruth to 
knees and whjmpering. lputmy ha,qd upJo_my the rumo~sabci~r~e ~d M,oqerSafer. I resent 
gye, pretE:inc;iipgJQ ,iee ,away •some .. of the Mike'.s·accusafion:thaLMorley and· I are any-
blood, and 19en, ~ ;Y~ di~J,¢lip hiO);! ... ·. .. ·· ·• .. ·.··•·• .· thingtl)Qre than frieo(:ls. 

.Ylnil.~ hew~ µq~nsciou$, I lettpe .kitten ,., ... <> • ·I re.sent Mike. T Yif $} §If-pitying ploys 
out of the~ and ,r:i of kickeq h,1:9n hei ~ay, f ~r attgption. I resent::hi: s4gg:stipn t~~tl was 
no problgfn. A puffy ·~tHk~,lhqtwjll hijye, 09 ln.anywayJaJseprJn$in~re .. Unli~e hiu,,.1 don't 
problem fiqtjiQg semeone:tq lovei: Wh,~.Q.:he • paretpdwellon the{inpleasant aspects of our 
came·to,Mike ha,d,f9rg~tt~n the entire,in.ciQ~,Ptv f:EJlt1tionsbip:. l.pf~i~[to,reQi~rJ)~r a'tjlli~ when 
Thathap~nsallthe1time,.heforgets. Hedidn't Mike.and 11.h~ving;Jinish~.>a simple game of 
even as.kwhy.we werespauernd wj1h blogdF:; cards, WJlre sittin.~:sidelly ~id~·in comfortable 
He said "What h~ned?::';,, and.l;~aid, ,01:)pntt reclinipg chair~. Mike took.i'rly h~ng in his and 
you remember? You ~id yoywantep tp b.~x ~~. VtW gently, tq ~t my .fi.ngers, kissing 
me a ponyif • So .. gpw we hav~;. a, be~ytiful • them /and adqressingthero::as individuals. 
Shetland pony named§;ilirina2. Now,wehay~ 

-DavlclSedaris 



J)INJNG AL FRESCO 
P~SS~:After spemiing awl10le month ontlw wag,on~Ne~'<l'r!~'iniSr~!ib~g 

no tiling ~trp~ge; th~ Reyghaud .~.itt:rs an.dsoda •... its:em,d ap;p~s,to ?id ~e ~?Wn 
.a<lieu wJtli a sleazy barcrawl accompanied by myftiend Brad, owner.of Clancy~s.a'-fash-
iona,ble Uptown eatery, and his w?,itstaff. 

After popping 111 ~d out of several different ~i~s: Ill?'~~td\lf~!e st~~ff ;1:ie;to 
Berirty.'s·•··••·• .. ·ana)J::nitej0intw~~tmake~.theChecker~ard.lo~~l~~·th~iht'b~ ·~~ere 

!!t:SJfu?~;:'!::.:i:::;~~~~=~~~:t::1:~::!:· 
''.f8~ddy, .a chivalrous young bartender, rose to. ~e o~.c~i.9n,.;~f;ffin~)o~~arip~ me 

'home in nis mptlier "s Country Squire. No soonerJiadJ • set;t1¢d int<rUie p~seng~;· se.at 
when .· lfelt the irrepressible \ll"ge to •·.•show rny gralilll,d:<2~~ .~fortning tltat •most 
mir~culous act.I dove to the occasion and the ride conu:nencI~dwithmehappily installed 
·beneath the dashboard. 

·•.~udden sire~ ·and flashing lrghti;•.·caught me in tnid-ro~tlmll.and13·bdHy ~ Jni(l­
moap."Shit,J'll~)am,''. h¢'.gasped,<'I do;n. 't have a driver's lice,nsef ' Peeringoup;the·ijack 
·Windqw. I saw one lone Black¢op alight from his Plymou'th, ··~on~yc¥et ]c?oed, 
~asti!y wiping the lipstick frommy9hfu, "I'll handle this one.''lflagg~~~o[~ce~Qver 

• 10 rp.y s,.ide and poked my head from the window. ''J know whattthis J()()~Jike,ft~a,id I, 
my .speech ~lightly ~lurred from excess drink and sµ-enuoiis .. exetctse~ "bufTm a 
successful writer with a college de-greet ' 

!Nonplussed? . he demanded···my . IDs a,:ui ]3uddy's>lpleatled t"ot clem:n~~ '. ;?~cir 
~rtydaysrnylips have tQuchednotlung stronger thanHeycfutudB.itter~:.ms ~ingniy 
last .ni~~t in this laix; ofJust, ~ fig,Ured.?n getting dnmk and lai(i.oc .. The'OOY toj ilYJ:ft is 
v¢tywilling 'andlswear on.my.life.ifyt)u detainus so l~ng -~at~s llrsJrir .coolsKYou' ll 
have heHto pay with evecy Republicanjudge m this g~1damned gari5:p..'' 

The cop ,stood r.esolute-='lew<i conductnotwiw.s~~ing •. ~;re ha.~¥:nasef.ious 
traffip infraction. Our dear: Budd~chad been 'traveling :at . a high s~ed • i:rr the wrong 

irciil'ection do\\'l1. a;,.on~ :'ay: street, < . . . . .· . .. ·.. .. .. ! Y ·\ <, .\ .•.· , 
r "Idon;!t doµbt that he was,''lreplied. "After all, he was getting a:r,lowjo~w~ch 

can wreak havoc on a boy's.equilibrium even jf he is11.' t ~iviil~. ~?:• ify~µi~3µrself 
havep .. 't .\ ad the h.911.or of receiving .~at most cherished ofgiftswl):iJe,,ptloting any craft 
srnan otlar,ge, you lire really in rio position to quibble.'' 

' t 1.'heyoung o~ficer +9!e4 his eyes. skyward lUld exllal~ wistr~ l>:7 aijd lkn:w~at 
yictQcy was mil1e:.t1'here, th:re darlm'/' I s~~f pl~ing rn.r. 'hlllld'Q~hie ~-ever &.o 
gentl¥, r rou'.re young. ·Tn,ererstirne. Somed,ayy~u'llm~et a won,~.t.n:~l,~~k;11the 
• rn.e~tirne~.please p¢· a}!~11ey and hop back into yoµr car-'n e~ott.~ud~y ~<f,~el?~ck 
tomea~st~estemsow.ecanfin,ish'¥hat we staned.,,Whi~fi .i~f:aj?~y.;,\lflnt~fr:9i~.z 
hµt npt ~fore I kissed him Qntpecheek and pr<x;launed hirri"'both·an (:lffiger and a 
Gerit!etnari. > < ... .. . . • .• < . 

Back~ the:rnoc-tel, both of ov.r ardors had wane~ but th~t sul.Idid?J.;ts;?R 1s1e/fr°:rn 
blabbing the tale to half of New Orleans before daybre~. The r~1.ll{~,.th¢'1:iigl}estp,onor 
o.f'all.New,Orleans cafe society-a drink named after me at Clancy's restaurant: The 
MOVING VIOLATION, of course! (Pour a tumbler of Southern Comfort over 
crushed ice; serve with a sidecar of Peychaud Bitters and soda). 



EA VESDROPPINGS 
At a recent party, we heard a young 

man waxing rhapsodic aoout his favorite 
rolls. "Are you a baker?" we queried con­
juring pictures of bialys and brioche. "I 
am an actor ! "he spewed, feathers ruffled. 
We've decided we don't approve of in­
cluding actors in any social setting ( unless 
they're on the catering staff; even then 
they should be closely monitored). On 
the other hand we're all in favor of re­
vamping the old rule about not hobnob­
bing withone'scoiffeur. After all,mostof 
us would rather hear about styling than 
Strindberg any day. 

Somewhere we ran into someone­
we can't remember who-who suggested 
a fabulous TV show: each day a different 
socialite would be the sole guest, appear­
ing on camera with her head hidden from 
view by a Bloomie' s bag. Thus obscured 
she would tell all: Why certain top execs 
have glass-topped conference 
tables ... whose deb daughters are 
dykes ... talkshow title? COVERED 
DISHES of course! 

POLITE SOCIETY 
BUNNY: I hate being involved in 

other peoples' social lives. Once, I was 
emotionally blackmailed into accompa­
nying a friend (I use that term loosely) to 
a men's encounter group. I planned on 
being a sullen spectator; the host had other 
ideas. After the intros, he asked me to tell 
the group a little bit about myself. Prefer­
ring to talk a little bit about other people, 
I chose, instead, to recount an amusing 
tale my companion had just told me en 
route about a bizarre sex act he'd ob­
served in a Water Tower tea room. The 
room grew strangely still. The host grew 
redfaced and began squirming in his seat 
but not because of the risque subject mat­
ter. Au contraire-he was the washroom­
wonder whose tea party had been wit­
nessed. 

LET THEM EAT CHALK 
... the teacher who described a date 

with a guy who called his weenie a trun­
cheon, and then gleefully admitted she had 
no idea what the hell a truncheon was. 

. .. the forensics coach who thought 
"The Killing of Sister George" was com­
edy. "Aren't the roommates a hoot," she 
said of Childie and her lover George, "And 
they 're so much funnier than the Odd 
Couple." 

... the high school band director with 
an M.A. inmusiced. who'shardpressed to 
name five Romantic symphonists. 

... or the scores of teachers whose 
paper-grading leaves them too exhausted 
to read daily papers, Time, Newsweek, or 
anything in print except their contracts ... 

SPLITTING JEANS 
PUSSY: (speculates) Now that fer­

tilization can be done in vitro, the penis-­
having been rendered unnecessary for 
procreative purposes-will become a re­
cessive trait. Gay men--connoisseurs of 
phallic grandeur-will be forced to mate 
with females to ensure survival of the big­
gest. Leading to a race ofno-dicked straight 
guys who jerk off into Petrie dishes and 
big-pricked faggots who don't. 

ILLUSTRATION Ba-nie White 

DIV AN D' AMOUR 
BUNNY: A friend of mine was dat­

ing a ymmg Mexican. Eager to make it a 
foursome, the muchacho suggested fixing 
me up with an amigo of his--a Catholic 
priest. I agree , ound 
the idea so am ical feel-
ings could be kept under control. 

Imagine my astonishment when my 
date showed up in uniform and asked me to 
give him a lurid description of all my 
mortal and venial sins-while holding the 
key to my salvation in the palm of his hand. 
HOLY MOLE!: Pe he standard 

and whip with reverence. 

KIDDIE MENU 
PUSSY: I invited a 25-year-old to 

dinner and, ahem, dessert. As a prologue 
to the poke, I served a meal from the 
Arabi.anNiJ~hts: b, felaf el, cous 

fresh figs-he was 
and mildly aroused. 

a40-year 
old,WE were i icto before we 
finished the felafel. Moral: when feeding 
a child, McDonalds will suffice. 



Unlikely singer/producers we'd love to hear 

Ho 

Mo 

Liza Minnelli and the Pet Shop Boys (whoops, that's happen 
Petula Clark and Guns 'N' Roses 

te '80s 
Dayne 

. M/AIR/R/S 
"Kno la Abdul 
"The Way ThatYoutove Me" by Paula Abdul 
"Straig 
"Forev dul 
"Cold Abdul (especially the rap) 
"Hangi ids On The Block 
"So ston 
"She Young Cannibals 
"Mo 
"Keep 
"!Wan 
"Electr 
Anythi 

. by the Human League 
• by Samantha Fox 

Gbson 

Perfect casting 
"I, Tina (Turriertstarring Neneh Cherry 

ady) LDW's 1ST 
THING NO THING 
dames ijijfwiri: . < • . : '. To 
Bra11~rij M~lis · .• • 
Ty Jqne~t .. •·•.. ·• J 
Cosr@tqlqgf: • '' , ·<.·:· A M ·····•·•··· · · . ·• B 

R 
s 
C 
J • <Jim Beam 
"The:BossfDiMc1•Rtls$,, "The Bos 
OorotbyJHlm.rut , •· • • Kathy IJSlisrmiao•. • :·-. • 
D Terra Museum::: 

•• • Polo 

EM 

by svtv,esti~r 
"Ring My aeu· by Anita Ward 
"le. Fre<2k" by Chic 

o One" 
"by Di 
ithout 
ride" by Sai:Je 

Essential Miles Davis recordings 
Tutu 

"West Side Sfory•with Sa~Fire as Anita, Sweet Sensation and the Cover Girls as the Sharks' 
Kind of Blue 
Amandla 

girls, New Kids onfhe Block as the Jets, and Rick Astley as Tony 
"Flashdance" with: Pauij Aixiul (who, if nothing else, could do her own dancing) 
"Jailhouse RoqkK. •• • ameS:Brown • 
"Sweet 
"The R .d. lang 

.. .es and the Art of Noise 
r" ${cry with Naomi Campbell : 
wtthPatty Ryan as Eleanor • 

"The Swinger" Carlisle as Ann-Margaret . 
"The Flinstone· Movie" With Belinda Quarrylisle as. Ann-Marg rock 

V 

• House records w 
"Let No Man 
"Can YouH 
"You've Got 
"Love Hangover" 
"Love Is The Mes 
"Heavy Vibes" by 
"Let's Do It" by C . . 
"Mainline" by Black Ivory 

Porgy and Bess• . < •••• •·•• : 

. The Man Witfthi rloni 



orphy 
Thomas 
ord 
haUTltus 
or .· , .· .. 

ebb Jr. 
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: . . .i i,_~ ·.~~-- t ~ tl~approaohed hi~~utdoipgapartyat Me,~.!~'s, he;,~i,courszrhad 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • 
■ 

• • • • parties : 
• ,.and : 
othef. : 

• ,~,; 
• 

by : 
t.adkins : • • • • 

·-•~ ·· - ..... ~ , "' ~ · ,,the brilliant ideaofdoingaj~zpatty. (Healsoha,2jJea,rqlpdraft for 
'i:.~ .-:/ ~~ ... i .'.::l .::;:~' .a ~lue themedj~~ p·artyra~d!hink-,/nk'~mQt;;fer,iirQfitst;;itqs,allQWing 

""''"'""""'~ i~.t;m to geLa one,day beeri0ana win]\);,Mcensej1. §omet~ip9 Up buHow 
keyed.Conversationa1,~9hrn.q9i~f Cooland ambient classicjazz.Mi.les 'o'f MUesDavi~;;~Pike.h~~!s "Tutu" 
video, ,~nd som'e real ead~ I90.tag~:9f ~Hes in the studio. The "Celebrating Bird' video and ot~~~:i9'zz visuals . 
These Images ran all nigbt on th~::!hi:td floor of the ol.Y?: DoYIR~t~irs YJere th:.~~~ .. ·• rn1~lly c9rne to 
M~clusa's. And some oHhern gicltht'.! righ,Hhing tostroU upstai;rf~fsdu~'sdueyrrisn.~ger, ' nttnJs f.riends 
were.parked at the bar, enj2yiOgt9,~;:Qove!ty of.beet ·- .- ,,.. • •• , .. 
tbere.Meanwhil~. peopleJike ;ow~llmQaVis, Or . 
Smith, Gerry Fisher, Wendy Qulno,:Michael.AJroy 
(holy Toledo!), Si'"?°ne W)~,:Step~~nie, Ken Hare, 
Jason Jarques, and others w~r~Jn,tpe outer room.s 
checking out vocalist ,$qerri Bl}jy" orjoto the photo 
display of Eduardo Sclarl'li!lt·retla~&,Q.po<lturnout. By 
the way, Rlque Green .is the 1~r~onJou'd want to 

,, .. . wad<; Yp~r,party. .. Wher~. d.9es h~)~t all these one 
.liners?}~., helpe9 make eMmping Jh~,se keg 
Uk,~x,q1adrne.i1r,every · .bit as hi~MiRus as,you' 
expect/ ... ~II hight,,back ~Q9;f.orth, .~.tfeen t~,~ 
~ar anp Jhe .. Lid booth- keepip~ the.l~!s going, 
tp~ ~~r llo.~ing, and an eye on ev~[}'!hing< . 
.~ometi~1~fate into the party, two white girls]~J~g 
9,L,~R tJP:e; !h~ . DJ booth, drunkenly wnin.ing f )y.ftmkyWitb a beat you 

... ..,.ca.g .. ~~n; tg}1 Rique and I both set out to e~H!~i~J . ·:; Jaiz. $\nd, th~tlhere was 
'stric1;:i~r.niat W! were adh!~ing tothatunfort'u~~tely d µ~ky witfoabeat yo.u can 
da,gEltO,"and .thatjtshe really.had a cornplaint!OJ~e .. <' ,fFR~,}NeH,;~betold,usthahsheoughlto 
justco.me back there andplay something her~U.since5n~knew;~yecycoo~ .. important,:;andthatwewe.re .just 
a couple of "AIDS carriers~ anyway! · I had the~rge to ~~eher a~jQ.qof bluee.ye. lnadq1,1dand,ste~n voice and 
noLa moment too soon, Rique soreamedi.-;"Do Y,9yknow her? I dfanit,thihk soJ<She's .givin'. me :th.e Blues+­
WHAM! And the booth was madeBLUEViP ONLY! 
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BAD KATZ 

for that the invite specified 1 p! Although the tern- : 
? ell, in perature outs· up there, no one ■ 
ous jig-a- went as far as . As for the • 
Ford co- feast: everything from rbs to chops to bratwurst : Remember the Men Of Katz ? Well, 

k out of the same name July 1. to chicken to shrimp on the barbie. The music ■ now they're Bad Boys (not to be confused 
was fun. Robert dimbed off of his jazz high • with the North Broadway clothiers?). I won­

·•·· • - .. ••• •• •• : horse to spin from his awesome col- : dered what else would be new other than the 
lection of 12" dance singles and ■ name change. Johnny Washington and 
bumpier CD's. Rique and Donald • Steve Boykin are still the heads that wear the 
Redrick even took turns at the box. : crowns, but gone is the DJ Rodney "Quick 

idn't buy the portion of ■ Mixin"' Slick(?) who late begun to wear 
for the privilege • ■ the kids thin with too le and repeti-sions of the glo 

s 

shakers 
lodged i 

, matched 
ing, bric-a-brac moldi 
and a spiked wrought 

Design." 
re in high gear when I arrived 

an you believe this 
started carrying on as early as 3p ! And 

. mg d Pierce" and'Whatever • tious a mix of old dance tunes. Mike lsabuku 
·Happened to Baby Jane" IN STE- : has now been installed as the resident DJ, 
: REO! Plus videos by Grace Jones, ■ dashing in from around the corner after spin­
.Jody Watley, Madonna, and Diana • ning at the Rialto. After hosting parties at 
:Ross ( who was the running joke of • spaces like Wholesome Roe, etc., Bad Boys 
• the party for "Workin' Overtime~ . I've are back in the Wabash loft where the parties 

;_never seen so many good imper- first began a couple of years back as Men Of 
)=:sonations of her being so bad!) Katz. On this night, I was reminded of times in 
:·Shelby Webb, Leroy Grant, Manhattanandearlymorninghoursat206. My 

Ephraim Walls, Judd, Fra friend John Pierre and I bounced in there 
, Penny sometime after 6a to find a cute bunch of kids 

. papparazzi), still winding up/down from the July 4th fire-
• Neufville, La works at Grant Park and the last night of Taste 

Oh, and writer Nick Smit Of Chicago. Marsha Burnette was sitting on 
the entire twelve page" the floor behind the desk lounging with friends; 
the debut issue of Mirabella- text and all! • standing just at the beginning of the hail was 

FACING LOWERTa-r 

• Mia La Ville sporting the darkest tan. She said 
e 'K'lld of Blue' invite. • it was a result of working the Taste at the V 103 

eft) crid Rotert F the t<Mfl ~ by .11"1 Coloo. : booth. Thank goodness for the soft blue light-
FACJNG INSETac ob by Juan Coloo • d I r t • th 'ddl W d'd ABOVEJ~eBakEJimageromlhe·Nakedatthefeas!"invite: • mgan coo c1maem em1 eroom. e_ I 

: nothing but chill out in there. The only thmg 
■ missing was wait service. 

tfflc MAt'~ XMA~ llG~i lO~NGt 1 . 
Deciding on one party rather than two parties, I opted to stay on the southside and brazenly strolled down East 51 st Street to Ephraim Walls' 

at "Effie Mae's Christmas Light Lounge," (just south of the Harlem House.) And though the lounge is safely ensconced within the confines of 
'spacious, newly purchased condo, getting there proved a challenge; East 51 st Street is no pedestrian paradise. I was indeed fortunate to 

make a sate and early arrival at 11 p, This affair was in honor of the departure of Walls' friend Richard Brown, who introduced himself to me as 
" oy". (It wasn't until I got to the "Goodbye Richardi banners in the back that the introduction made more sense. I thought he was just 

southside location; too perilous or too out of the way? But a good number of norths· ls manages 
vita only" policy, and it works because all the right people get there. (I may have been a er Robert asked 

age mix, a few out-of-towners, a handful of gorgeous women. And Franda, Greg Mimms, Evil, Da 
, and a slew of Michaels and Kevins and a rare assemblage of young southside cuties.Robert, evert e p er, was there with 

vites and Thing submission flyers in tow. Another Walls chum, Roland Jackson, provided the sounds and although it got too rhythm­
ndthe breaks needed less interruptions, for the most part, the sound and selection were fabulous. Other amenities like a bartender, 

bus staff, and coat check were a smart addition. The only thing missing was valet parking. That and a couple of copies of "Standing In Line". 

cornmo ON mr PAGE 



i] : cause of its low key old bohemian flavor and its 
close proximity to Robert's apartment. Well, tt 

... MORE takes Robert to inform us that , as we're drink-
ing, we are enjoyi of the last nights in the 
place. ltturns out t 
way of all flesh and 

~ ~ for all someti rs 
' ' ' have gotten a hold of the joint and a total ma-

One hot and sunny Sunday afternoon, keover (read gentrification) is being planned. 
following the very first Thing editorial meeting, As we drank and chatted and I 
we moseyed over to the Ponderosa Picnic in aged posters and the colorful 
Wicker Park hosted by Bob Caskey, Terry poets, writers, painters, and su 
Martin, the Glasscocks, Mike Kular, Bob and only sigh and shake our heads i 
Tina Painter, Keith Callen, and Jan Sullivan. orderanotherround. Funny, too, that 
Amazingly, thesepeoplehaveapartmentsand CeCe at the closing of Chicago's hi 
houses that share the same giant lot as a billy heaven, The Ranch. 
backyard. The whole enchilada is referred to 
as "The Compound." It was like a big block 
party. A House Hayride Americana. Properly 
displayed U.S. flags all over the place. (We 
were half expecting a ceremonial burning of at 
least one before the end of the party). There 
was volley ball, frisbee, and horseshoes; dogs, 
cats, and kiddies. The true highlight, however, 
was the food: a cornucopia of fresh salads 
(especially the three star Grecian salad!) and 
every manner of grilled meat. After pigging out 
in the sun, we decided to hole up in the lively 

111 
climbs of Terry's coachhouse. We had the ■ 
chance to meet Symbols and Instruments' • 
Mark Farina, Chris Nazuka and Derrick • 
(lmportes,Etc.) Carter. We even got the chance 
to heartheirtee fresh demo of tech no house hip 
hop jack swing sounds. (Jeeze!) They're sup­
posedly in production with Detroit's fabulous 
Kevin (Inner City) Saunderson and Derrick 
May. Later, there was more mixing It up when 
designer and Compound neighbor, Patty Ryan, 
biked over, serving up juicy, bitchy dish, and 
hitting It right off with Juan Col6n. 

i~t GOOD~Yt Gl~l 
On a Thursday evening, just as the air 

had begun to gain its fall crispness, Robert, 
Cecilia Hunt, and myself decided on 
O'Rourke's for a cocktail in honor of CeCe's 
birthday (nearly a week before) mainly be-

VAGUtl Y RtMINl~C 
The night of Simone's gr 

Galle • 

able without being too 
coffee. Simple menu. A 
display were about 
from his collection 
"Tunes". The subj 
paintings , (real and i 
in jazz and ltterature render 
sionist mode), went well with t 
Rickie Lee Jones feel of the pl . 
see Rick continuing to find showcases for these 
very impressive works. The conversation 
turned from a discussion of Spike Lee's "Do 
The Righ ar-old son 
being a h om Buckin 
'A's cups and saucers being the same pattern 
as Rick's grandmother's to other remembrances 
of things past. Ho/sum Roe Revisited. 

T 



llow the lines o( 
"Picture Image" 
a pencil for an 

nal "professional 
l ng" drawing. Also 
reduces or enlarges. 

STOP AIDS 
and 

SAVE LIVES 
DON'T SHARE NEEDLES. TRY OFF 
DRUGS! Until you can quit, if st use 
someone else's works, these simple steps will 
prevent the spread of AIDS. 

FiHwith 

media 
will?) 
.---1 

!NAME I 

I ADDRESS, ___ ~-----' 
I I 
I cITY ____ sr___zie __ l 
I 0Here's RVE DOUARS. Send me 1he next l iwes! I 
l 0Hare's MORE I reoly iike \\tlat you're doing1 l 

I 0Here's a SASE. because rm broke. Send me 1he next one. I L __________ .J 

The next be oot befire yoo m n -led loc n ! 

IH 
yOl/11. 
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AS• 6fN6-ffAMS 
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SLEEVES OR. 
~ t!'lv 

Otln9 ganJh.lne 
en.to f oat nl9 h.tJ! 

BED MANNERS 
Now presenting in one volume: 

BED MANNERS and BETTER BED MANNERS 
247 bedlam poges-37 enthu-siastic chapters! 

Ideal GIFT-only $1.98 Postpaid 

CAli CONTRIBUTE TO 

THI NG 
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