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ON THE COVER: ;

From “My Husband the Thing”

Oil pastels on paper of Ken Hare by
Simone Bouyer
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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 alsoaPsychotronic
Film Society member, and adie-hard Fredricks
of Hollywood follower. Not surprisingly, many
art and cultural references populate her line of
handcrafted accessories.
From the sublime to
the outright kooky, wear-
able art as earrings, bra-
clets, betlts, scarves, andf
gloves,— heavily influ- 7,
ancedby celluloid, oldHol- }
lywood glamour, Sci-Fi, a%
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- \
jewelry, beads, and period clothing smceearly
childhoodand hasaworkroom thatmore closely
resembles a pirate’s treasure; the space is
brimming with every manner ofbauble, bangle,
and glitz imaginable. OF extravagantly ap-
points exotic and unique materials with a seri-
ous respect for good craftsmanship. Ce Ceun-
expectedly mixes antique plastic or glass with
African, Dutch, and ltalian trade beads with
semiprecious stones such as amber. The line
aven includes some separate hand knitted
pieces that are based on sportswear shapes:
narrow, multi textured and beaded puil-on
skirts that all but glow in the dark! Plus areally
funky pairof miniature baby dolls set in dayglo
high-chairs! Rather like a'multi-cultist', if she
“eeps this.up, Ce Ce's likely to develop.a cult
following all her own.

—T.A

.Q"I"Q.C‘.‘.‘.-Q'.‘.Q.Q.C..‘..""

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
itall 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 fi ction,
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 re-constructed and circulared
, among the literati who aren’t fortunaie
Jenough to live in Chicago. Taking full advan-
-tage of the"Copy This” disclaimer, we've re-
printed David Sedaris’ piece in this issue of
Thing (see pg. 9) Thanks, guys !

Professional bon vivant Ken Hare (NEW YORK/LON-
DON/CHICAGO) changes his look as often as his name
(Yion, Booswana, King Faruk, etc.). And his looks are |
oﬂen calculated scene stealers; outrageous, but In an (
‘other worldly" spacey sort of way. i
Well, one night MONTHS before Halloween, "Daddy" i
decided to let Esoteria have it!
Posing as an anatomically correct Queen Helene's Mint Julep Mask doll, (co red head totoe 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 do
in the photo on the right. He did not get in the club. Her Greeness made her way horme, presumabiy
to stew, crack, and peel. (THIS TOWN NEEDS AN ENEMA 1) L



My Dearest Sylvester—

It’s hard to believe that it has already been a decade since I was introduced to you through '

the powerful medium of television.

HowcanI forget sprawling in front of the TV—and you, my dear sister, splashing into my
family room real as ice water and twice as cold—screamin’ and hollerin’ and shoutin’ and irre-

versﬂvlydzsruptmg the ed:um a‘ndboredomof mywnsemat;ve God-, fearmg middle-class style- -

anding me to.go to my room
rglxtzy,glamourous gaudy

It's hard to believe that is has already been fxve years smcel was introduced to you at the
PowerPlant, the dance party of the mid-éight t:es :

How can I forget bemg overwhelmed as you; mydear sster, kxssed me and thanked me for
being your faithful fan, inquiring about all the little details of my. comparatively dull life, and

encouraging me to be proudful of my rich faggot herxtz_zge and unashamed of my flamboyant -

sissyhood (“As long as you mind your manners and alway sayMlss Thmg )? Awestruck, you
rushed me to the dance floor and straightaways to ecstasy , your plercing high notes, zmpartmg
blessings of excitement and visions of heaven.: -

It’s hard to believe that just ds that long- goneclub had to end,even you,a good (sts) thing,

‘had toend.

How canl forget crymg as you, my dear s;ster, fought the good fzght foryourl xfe-——- andlost?

Where went the promises that we would never stop dancing?

Ishall always remember the verve, the fun and the panache you brought to a world that didn’t
want you here. It is amazing the way you wrung every drop of respect out of a life determined
to give you none. It is nothing short of a miracle that you could find joy in an existence constructed
to despise and hate you. It is comforting to know that you had already blazed this trail, demand-
ing acceptance and inspiring me to believe that even Big Legged Coloured Girls could be, like you
——a star.

I mean , you made me feel mighty real.

— LDW
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@ TRY NATURAL CRIMPS: Braid
clean, damp hatr, spﬂtzmg with

from ihe earl erdays of o

tion was the law. Maybe the

or effected real social change, bu
importance of being true to their

‘popular manifestation "

— Hididekel Burk
iders' Network founder/director
Starchild and Braiders Comer

casian kids in the trendier
5, especially Black sixties
2dbell bottoms and platform
s, and “Shaft”, are all being
ling. - African-Americans
ferent and look different;
they were IN, colored

e hair and
of ingredients
ough to eat:
Palm Nufs,
Neme, Afri-

sixties, into something s
‘atural’ meant no perm natural then was
chemically treated

irl. Gentler and kinder

for abone straight effect.

ATTY DREDLOCKS, sculpted “fades”, “Gumbies”, and other variations on kinky
lhe sfreet — and on media figures like Guy, Neneh Cherry, Bobby Brown,
y Kravitz, Soulll Soul, Tracy Chapman, Lisa Bonet, Yannick Noah, De LaSoul,
lker , Cassandra Wilson, Angela Davis, Joie Lee, and Milli Vanilli.

—T.A

q Souttul Sithoueties: Jazzie B (loff) and Wumni {above) from Soul li Soul, the definiive Funki Dreds.



Coming out at the end of the seventies
was like being thrust forward into a world where
sexuality was limited only by one’s own stam-
ina. Outside ofthe specter of heterosexual dis-
approval (they thought us either sick or chic
anyway) -and without the heterosexual sex
burden of pregnancy , we could “do it" as often
as we wished, and lots of us did. The Village
People were on American Bandstand and pop-
pers were everywhere. Burn baby, burn.

Here atthe close of the Eighties with its
new disease and subsequent sex guidelines,
I've walched things change a lot. Actualphysi-
cal contact can seem like an out-of-body
experience, and imagination often re-
places bodily fluids.

Remarkably, this all happened
during the Eighties, where hi-
tech is the advanced opiate of ,
the people. The telephone,
once a passive instrument of ¢
simple voice communication,
isnow amini-computer hooked
into a database of your every !
‘desire. You can check your
bank balance, have your tarot
‘cards read, and buy South A
can gold from the Home Shop
ping Network over the phone.
Youcanalsotapintoa numberorg‘
"party lines” and order sex (or some facsimile
thereof] like a pizza.

There is no precedent that compares to
the modern phone sex community. The 1-900
party lines have opened up a network of local
and national electronic pen pals. In many
ways, ithas become anew nichewithin the gay
community. (If'stoo badit's all in the hands of
the telephone line owners, whose prices are
outrageous. Their“free lines” are overwerked
and usually jammed.)

Unlike the bar scene, wherethereisoften
1 no talk, the phone is all talk. And it makes for
amazing listening late at night. Guys who can't
give out their phone numbers because they're
married; who want to *“try it.” Guys looking for

%}‘g whole “Drummer” thmg, lots of amtud ‘

geographical proximity and real s
phone sex. Men into cross-drassi

queens chatting and camping across state‘
lines.

And there's asvanety of hnes too The
newestis "The Bu

There are primitive “party lir

voices shout into the darkne

fragmented conversanon exche

phone numbers. Of course there's a ieafher
line, complete with the verbal versions of the

The pre-recorded “voice mailbox”
 the strangest; people pitching themselv
wnh “spoken personals” ads, Mr Raghi
; thirty seconds or less.
And since we don't ha

there' 's the whole dynam:c of thef

; ght body hair, endowment‘

preference {lop or bottom), and |

" age. Lots ofwellbuitt super-hunks; | -

< without the threat of meeting face

* foface i's aneasy claim. Raceis

¥ % “assumed white, and often ques-

tioned if the voice has an ethnic accent. (The |-
wrong answers can leave you talking to a di

tone — disconnecting is as easy and faceless

as connecting.) There's centainly a lo K

about modern day no-nos — fisting, rimming,

sex without condoms, etc. Though probably

not a complete substitute for sex for many of

the men who do i, talk has replaced at teasi

some of its activities. ;

The phencmenon of this is fascmatmg
for t flustrates approaches to redefining our
own sexualities: and. ideas  of relationships. |
We've learnedtotalktostrangers; longataboo |+
inthe aloof state of cruising. It'sacampaign for
reaching outandtouching someone that AT&T
would never run.




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 himfrom a dull marriage to experimentin 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 prebably back in Montreal by now.

The interviewee had had a great success and was considering directing. He had a
~ scriptthat “delved into the oblivion of despair” while maintaining “a resurgent optimism
of enlightened experience.”

~ The television flashed images of beaut:ful bodaes with things.

He played some of the last good r&b tunes still on the box, in an effort to consoie
himself. He swayed on his stool to the back beat. -

~ One More. :
The love bugs were rubbing limbs, obviously an aﬁalr
 Some old guys were downmg shots, the regular. ;
He walked into the men’s room, locked the door, and masturbated.




l was on Oprah a while ago, talki ) it? The other guests were men
who continued to love too much. Thos them. | was the guest who went
from loving too much to being foved too ant person in the lives of almost
everyone | know and a good number of pecple-lvi casually, I'm just pointing out my
qualifications. Because | know the issues from both idvice. People want to know how | did
it. They want fo know if | can recommend a therapis ng may it take to recover, When asked,

I tell them like I'm telling you, that | have never v things out on my own, | don't'see it

as any great feat, | just looked at the pattern of anged it. The only reason | agreed to
appear on Oprah's panel was because | thougt Oprahis a fun girl, but you'd never
know it from watching that show of hers, that p: fare cheats And of course | did it to hel
people. | try and make an effort whenever |

Growing up, my parents were sovery in and attention. Asaresult | would squeeze
the life out of everyone | came into contact willk he first night by telling them that this was
IT, the love experience I'd been waiting for. , , erything we did held meaning for me and
would remain bright in my memory. Bythe s it fend's apariment carrying a suitcase and
and a few small pieces of furniture so that w B ou ave to hire a crew of movers. Whenthey
became frightened and backed away | woul : ends. | needed to know that they weren't
cheating on me. | would love my dates so | would dress like them, think like them,

listen to the records they enjoyed. | would f al i

To make a long story short, | finally co tHat they were only into themselves because
they were afraid that | would reject them if th to love themselves. They were hurting -
too, and very vulnerable. They always knew . extra, that | would eventually become
avery big celebrity who would belong to the j wereright. | can't hate them for being
right. | turned my life around and got on wit . 5 ‘

Did you see the show? Chuck Connors afitt e r Bill Cli N nion, just making an appearance in
order to bolster their sagging careers, but not Jasse Helms. | ad it bad! Jesse Helms has chased
away everyboyfriend he's ever had, he’s still doir lesseis abigcrier. He ched ontome andhe’s been calling
and crying ever since the show. That's his tradémiark, crying and threatening suicide it you don't fisten. That guy is a mess,
but the other panel members didn't seem-fit {6 speakcon the subject. E.G. Marshall, for example, would talk about driving
past hisex-boyfriend's house or calling him hiddle of the night just to' hear hxs voice. Bill Clinton said he usedto shower
his boyfriends with gifts; he tried to buj ove. He wouldnt recognize love if it was his own hand, and E.G. Marshall i
it was both his hands, one down there and the other careful on his throat. - *

GONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



CONTINUED FROM LAST PAGE

| 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
toBruce as“The Boss™ and discusses what she
calls his “private side.”

If she's calling Bruce “The Boss” then |

can tell you she knows absolutely nothing
about his private side.

| was the boss when Bruce and | were
together.. | should give this Patty person a call
andtellherhowBruce needstohaveit, give her
atewpointers and clearupthis Bossissue, Tell
her about how Bruce begged me for a commit-
ment, how he behaved when | turned him
down. I'd said, "What's the use of being arock
starif 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. | remember running
into that last wife of his, this model, at a party.
t was her, me, Morley Safer, and Waylon
wennings. We were waiting for the elevator and
she was saying to Waylon that Bruce had just
donated seven figures to charity, and | said,
“Ne matter how much Bruce gives to charity, |
still say he's one of the tightest men I've ever
%nown.” It went right over her head, but Morley
«new what | was talking about, and we shared
4 smile.

| 'am in this week's People magazine
~zlebratingmy love with CharitonHeston. There
are pictures of me tossing apillow into his face,
sretending to be caught up in'a playful spat.
*ou know that we can be real with one another

ecause on the next page there | am standing

an tip-toe and planting a big kiss on his neck
w#hile Burgess Meredith, Malcolm Forbes; and
some other old queens are standing in the
sackground applauding. Then I'minthe kitchen

and then I'm sianng into the sea, digging my
bare toes deep into the sand in this weeks
People magazine.

news of my ralatfonshp wuh Mlke‘ Tyson We
tried to keep it a sacret but between Mike and
me there can be no privacy. Number 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 | are hmshed and
he's hurt. | can understand that , but totell you

the truth, | can't feel sorry for him, ‘He had

started getting on my nerves a long time-ago;

before the People story, before our television
spacial, even before that March of Dimes tele- -

thon. Charlton can be very manipulative, very
possessive. It seems to havelaken me along
time to realize that, all along, | was inlove with
the oid Charlton Heston, the Chariton who
stood belore the Primate Court of Justice:in
*Planet ofthe Apes”. The Charltenwho hadhis
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, i's nothing like it usedto
be, :

Inthe papers he is whining about our re-
lationship and how I've supposedly hurt him.
I'm afraid that unless Charlton leams 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.

Letmesayforthe recordthatMike Tyson;
although he showers me with gifts, is not pay-
ing for my company. I resent the umorstothe

contrary. Mike and | are each very wealthy,
very popular men. The public loves us and we

love one ancther. | don't need Mike Tyson's

money any more than he needs mine. This is
a difficult concept for a lot of people fo grasp,
people who are perhaps envious of what Mike

and | 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 abig star who makes a fortune delivering the
Ten Commandments one day, and then loses
it all as asilent partner in Sambo's restaurants
the next. ,

Mike and | would gladly give everything
we've got in exchange for a little privacy. We
would be happy living in atent, cooking franks
overanopan fire onthat plotof land we bought
just outside of Reno.

- Mike and | are that much in love. Itis un-
fortunate that our celebrity staius 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 ¢ase or my
breakup with Charlton, who | might add, is
demanding some kind of asetllement. Forthe
time being, Mike Tysonand | are lying low. Itis
killing us, but we've had to put our relationship
on the back burner.

| accidentally swallowed Mike Tyson's
false teeth. | cant believeit! They were gold,
butthe money isn'tthe issue. Betweenthe two
of us-we 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

- outforthe evening. He'd set them ina tumbler

of water we keep next to our bed. Mike could
sleepwith histeethinbut, believe me, it'sbetter
with them out. We had just finished making
very strenuous, very complete love and |
reached for that glass of water and drank it
down, the testh too. It was unsettling. The
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problem is that Mike had planned on having
thoseteeth 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
some others made. But those teeth were
special, his first real good teeth. Those were
the teeth that had torn into all of the exotic
meals | had introduced him to. Those were the
teeth | polished with my tongue on our first few
dates, the teeth that hypnotized me across a
candlelit table, the teeth that reflected the love
light shining in-my eyes. | swallowed Mike
Tyson'steeth and have let him down. 'vebeen
waiting for days but still they haven't passed,
They have to come out sooner or later, don't
they? Evenit| dofind them | can't expect Mike
toputthem back into his mouth. That was abig
part of our commitment ceremony. | was
supposed to reach into my mouth and pull out
arather expensive diamond-studded |D brace-
lethad made and Mike was going toreachinto
his and withdraw the medallion. Mike says
what the hell, it's not like his teeth haven't been
up my ass before, but it's the principle of the
thing and it's got me down.

Mike and | were arguing over what to
name the kitten we'd bought. |would have just
assoontaken one ofthe many kittensthat have
been offered to us. Everyone wants fo give
Mike and me kittens. | thought we might just
take one of those but Mike said no. He wanted
the kitten that had captured his heart in a pet
shop window last week, a white Persian/Hima-
layan female. {don't care for puffy cats in the
first place and this one, with her flat face,
reminded me of what's-her-name, Bruce's new
girlfriend, Patty. “All right, Mike,” | said, “if you
want this PersianHimalayan mix, then that's
what we'll get.” | can love just about anything
on all fours so | said, “Fine, whatever.” Let me
say that a long-haired cat is one thing, but a
white Persian/Himalayan blend named

Pitty Ting is something else altogether.

I'd wanted to name the kitten Sabrina 2.
I'd had another cat, my Sabrina, for years
belore she died. | was.used to the name and
the connotations it carried in my mind. Mike,
though, was very adamant about the name

Pitty Ting which was unfair seeing as | hadn’t

wanted a puffy cat in the first place, especially
a white one. White would be so hard to keep
clean. Besides, this is a relationship where
compromise is supposed to be the name of the
game. | gave a little, so why couldn’t he?

Driving home fromthe pet store we started
to argue. Mike said some pretty rough things
and | respondedtit fortat, Well, you know Mike
“mister-jab-and-duck-all-over-the-place” Tyson.
| thought he was rolling up the window so that
the kitten wouldn't climb out. | saw his hand
raised and then again | guess | didn't see .

Atfter he hit me | got out of the car and
walked. I've had some physical fights with
boyfriends before, Norman Mailer and Peter
Jennings to name just a few, so I'm no stranger
to a flaring temper. This time, though, | just
walked away. Mike followed me. He drove his
car up onto the sidewalk, but | kept on walking,
pretending not to notice.: Then Mike got out of
his car and started begging, begging on his
knees and whimpering. |put my hand upto my
eye, pretending to wipe away some of the
blood, and then, boy, did | clip him!

While he was unconscious, | let the kitten
out of the carand sort of kicked her onher way,
no problem. A puffy cat like that will have no
problem finding someone to love. When he
came to, Mike had forgotten the entire incident.
That happens allthetime, he forgets. He didn't
even ask why we were spattered with blood.
He said “What happened?” and | said, “Dontt
you remember? You said you wanted to buy
me a pony.” So now we have a beautiful
Shetland pony named Sabrina2. Now wehave

forgotten about kittens, about naming things,
about anything but our relationship. We round
the block on our pony who groans beneath the
collected weight of our rich and overwhelming
capacity for love and understanding.

Mike Tyson is making an ugly face in the
Newsmakers section of this week’s Newsweek
magazine, an ugly face directed toward me.
I'm not frightened so much as shamed and
concemed. In the picture Mike's skin looks
sallow and blotchy. He looks like he’s been
rolling around in an ashtray. Our breakup was
hard on him, but, whining to the press won't
help. |left as soon as Pat Buckley moved in. |
guess Mike thought | would change my mind
and welcome her into our lives. | guess Mike
was wrong.

Pat Buckley didn't stay long. She was
dating Lauren Bacall and stayed only three
weeks before taking off to Cannes- or Rig,
someplace. Looking back on it, | can't put all
the blame on her. Mike and | had problems
before she came along, big problems that we
would have been forced to deal with sooner or
later. | don't want to go into any of the details
of our relationship but | would like to set the
record straight and say that there is no truth to
the rumors about me and Morley Safer. Iresent
Mike's accusation that Morley and | are any-
thing more than friends.:

| rasent Mike Tyson's self-pitying ploys
for attention. | resent his suggestion that { was
inany way false orinsincere. Unlike him, Idon’t
care to dwell on the unpleasant aspects of our
relationship. | prefer toremember a time when
Mike and I, having finished a simple game oi
cards, were sitting side by side in comfortable
reclining chairs. Mike took my hand in his and
began, very gently, to pet my fingers, kissing
them and addressing them as individuals.

~ David Sedaris



DINING AL FRESCO

PUSSY: After spending a whole month on the wagon in New Orleans, imbibing
nothing stronger than Peychaud Bitters and soda, it seemed apropos to bid the town
adien with asleazy barcrawl accompanied by my friend Brad, owner of Clancy’s, afash-
ionable Uptown eatery, and his waitstaff.

After popping in and out of several different boites, my entourage steered me to
Benny’s—an all-nite joint what makes the Checkerboard look like the Ritz bar—where
Idrank Southern Comfort froma go-cup and where, on an innocent trip to the loo, Iman-
~ aged to topple a commode and arouse concern among mes amis..

Buddy, a chivalrous young bartender, rose to the occasion, offering to chariot me
home in his mother’s Country Squire. No sooner had I settled into the passenger seat
when I felt the irrepressible urge to show my gratitude by performing that most
miraculous act. Idove to the occasion and the ride commenced with me happily installed
beneath the dashboard. ‘

Sudden sirens and flashing lights caught me in mid-mouthful and Buddy in mid-
moan, “Shit, ma’am,” he gasped, “Idon’t have a driver’s license.” Peering out the back
window, I saw one lone Black cop alight from his Plymouth. “Honeychile,” I cooed,
hastily wiping the lipstick from my chin, “I'll handle this one.” I flagged the officer over
to my side and poked my head from the window. “I know what this looks like,” said I,
my speech slightly slurred from excess drink and strenuous exercise, “but I'm a
successful writer with a college degree.”

Nonplussed, he demanded my IDs and Buddy’s. I pleaded for ¢lemency. *“For
thirty days my lips have touched nothing stronger than Peychaud Bitters. This being my
last night in this lair of lust, I figured on getting drunk and laid. The boy to my left is
very willing and I swear on my life if you detain us so long that his ardor cools, you’ll
have hell to pay with every Republican judge in this goddamined parish.”

The cop stood resolute—Ilewd conduct notwithstanding, there had been a serious
traffic infraction. Our dear Buddy had been traveling at a high speed in the wpng
direction down a one way street.

- “Tdon’tdoubt that he was,” I replied. “After all, he was getting a blowjob—which
can wreak havoc on a boy’s equilibrium even if he isn’t driving. And, if you yourself
haven’t had the honor of receiving that most cherished of gifts while piloting any craft
small or large, you are really in no position to quibble.”

The young officer rolled his eyes skyward and exhaled wistfully and I knew that
victory was mine. ‘“There, there darlin’,” I said, placing my hand on his arm, ever so
gently, “You're young. There's time. Someday you'll meet a wonderful girl. In the
meantime, please be a honey and hop back into your car’n escort Buddy and me back
to the Best Western so we can finish what we started.” Which is exactly what he did—
but not before I kissed him on the cheek and proclaimed him both an Officer and a
Gentleman.

. Back at the mo-tel, both of our ardors had waned, but that still didn’t stop me from
blabbing the tale to half of New Orleans before daybreak. The result: the highest honor
of 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).

m 4 WONDERFULLIFE'




EAVESDROPPINGS
At a recent party, we heard a young
‘man waxing rhapsodic about his favorite
rolls. “Are you a baker?” we queried con=

juring pictures of bialys and brioche. *“T

aman actor!” hespewed, feathersruffled.
We've decided we don’t approve of in:
cluding actors inany 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 with one’s coiffeur. After all, mostof
us would rather hear about styling than
Strindberg any day. '

v

Somewhere we ran into someons—
we can’tremember 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 ail: Why certain top execs
have . glass-topped  conference
tables...whose deb daughters are
dykes...talkshow title? COVERED
DISHES of course!

POLITE SOCIETY

BUNNY: [ hate being involved in
other peoples’ social lives. Once, I was
emotionally blackmailed into accompa-
nying a friend (I use that term Ioosely) to
a men’s encounter group. I planned on
being a sullenspectator; 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 Jjust 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
butnot because of the risqué 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 runcheon was.

..the forensics coach who thought
“The Killing of Sister George” was com-

edy,; "A[en'{ the fOOmmates a hOOLJ" She
Saidof Childie and her I()Vel' George, “And o

they’re so much funnier than the Odd
Couple.”

an M. A inmusic ed who Skhatd‘px;e‘s‘sed 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, Leadingtoarace of no-dicked straight
guys who jerk off into Petrie dishes and
big-pricked faggots who don't.

ILLUSTRATION Bernie White

BUNVY A fnend of mine was dat«
ing a young Mexican. Eager to make it a
foursome, the muchacho suggested fixing
me up with an amigo of his—a Catholic

 priest. Iagreed, ﬁgun gthat since found

the idea so amusing, my anti-clerical feel-
ings « couid be keptt under comrol

;;;;;;;

dateshowedupin uniform and asked me to
give him a lurid description of all my
mortal and venial sins—while holding the

- key tomy salvation in the palm of his hand.
HOLY MOLE!; Perk up the standard

mixture with br sugar instead of
white. Reduce to desired consistency
and whip. with reverence.

~ KIDDIE ME,NU

o Lhe poke, I servcd a meal from the

Arabian Nights: cumedlamb feiafel cous
cous, hot sauce, and f

_only mildly enthused mﬂdly aroused
When 1 served a at repast to a 40-year
old, WE were in ant delicto before we

finished the felafel. Moral: when feeding
a child, McDonalds will suffice.




Unlikely smger/pmducers we’d love fo hear

fsshehot?

Perfect casting;
1, Tina (Tu
“West Side

Naomi Campbei

“Slaves of } o,
“The Swmger"

“The Flinstone

2 *Lovels The
© “Heavy Vibes”
e Tl % S MetsDolt"b »
V : ok ‘ S "Mainline” by Black Ivory

’wnh',B%éEinda Quarryﬁsie as nn-Margroc




The ciub tarts' all time panty rippers I
“Dont Go Lose It Baby” by Hugh Masekela Some girls that gay men are steraotypad fo fove and emuia ]

“On The Floor” byTony ka Tbe Black Giris

ame
Love From Me)

‘Grace Jones

LenaHome

The White Girls

e e ~Judy Garland

Ty it e Bette Davis o

; 223%%2@?9?% Henn BIaﬁc e Joan Crawford reakdown
o ‘ Marilyn Monroe

- Divine
- Debbie Harry
sl ~ Jean Harlow -
Club Shirley - Doris Day. -
Shirley Bassey e L erChar e e
- Shirley Hom . . Tallulah Bankhead aver)
- Sheryl , Madonna
Cheryl “Pepsu R1 ley _ Gloria Swanson -
Sherri Riley L S Barbrasmesand
ShariJames e s B dend Die
Cheryllymn e  Elizabeth Taylor ing
Saralynn Crittendon - e DV peiy
o TemlyneCamagion . ..~ . Joan Coliins - ﬂ rd Murphy
, L ‘ Connie Francis il Tromes
ell Ford

- Greta Garbq =

Mainor
elby Webb Jr.

' ;4 Usten to: Vlrgm Beauty by Ornette Coleman »
5. Buy Amencan whenever convement

7. Take your enemies 1o Whrte Castle ~
8. Compare and contrast Telemann with Scheenberg
9. Politely decline to reproduce
10. Re-examine the hype
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parties
and
other

ee

by
t.adkins

Forthose of you who don't know, Robert Ford is most decidedly a
g . jazzbuff. Havinganimpressive collection of jazz recordings isn't enough;
now he's a Jazz Institute of Chicago member and even writes for their
newsletter,Jazzgram. So, when photographer/DJ/promoter Terry Mar-
N - tinapproached him about doing a party at Medusa’s, he, of course, had
N the brilliant idea of doing a jazz party. (He also had a year old draft for
3 N 3N\ aBlue themed jazz party andThink Ink's not-for-profit status, allowing
V--\‘Q\&\ them 1o get a one-day beer and wine license.) Something Up but low
keyed. Conversational. Schmoozey. Cool and ambient classicjazz. Miles of Miles Davis; Spike Lee’s “Tutu”
video, and some real early footage of Miles in the studio. The “Celebrating Bird" video and other jazz visuals.
These images ran all night on the third floor of the club. Downstairs were the kids who normally come to
Medusa's. And some of them did the right thing to stroll upstairs. Medusa’s club manager, Blue, and his friends
were parked at the bar, enjoying the novelty of beer e e
there. Meanwhile, people like LDW, Kim Davis, Dr.
Smith, Gerry Fisher, Wendy Quinn, Michael Alroy
(holy Toledol), Simone and Stephanie, Ken Hare,
Jason Jarques, and others were in the outer rooms
checking out vocalist Sherri Riley or into the photo
display of Eduardo Sclammarella. A goodturnout. By
the way, Riqué Green is the person you'd want to
work your party. Where does he get all those one
liners? He helped make pumping those kegs
like madmen every bit as hilarious as you'd
expect.  All night, backand forth, between the
bar and the DJ booth-- keeping the tapes going
the beer flowing, and an eye on everything .
Sometime late into the party, two white girls stag- it
ger up to the DJ booth, drunkenly whining for Something really funky with a beat you
candanceto!” Riqué and |bothset outtoexplainthat * " the theme ofthe party was Jazz. And that there was

:

. astrict format we were adhering tothat unfortunately didn't include “something really funky with abeat you can

danceto," and that if she really had a complaint to take it up with Robert. Well, she told us that she ought to
just come back there and play something herself since she knew everybody important and that we were just
acouple of “AlDS carriers” anyway! | had the urgeto give her akind of biue eye. In aloud and stern voice and
not-a moment too soon, Riqué screamed, “Do you know her? [ didn't think sof- She's givin' me the Blues!®
WHAM! And the booth was made BLUE VIP ONLY!



that the invite speesfed 1p'Athcugh thetem- g A 1 A : ¥
, perature outside was way up there, no one B A D K A T Z
[ nd all the g!amorous 1|g~a~£ went as far as showing up naked. As for the
; he msptred LDW and Robert Ford co- feast: everything fromribsto chopstobratwurst Remember the Men Of Katz ? Well,
‘ to chicken to shrimp on the barbie. The music m now they're Bad Boys (not 1o be confused
was fun. Robert climbed off of his jazz high ® with the North Broadway clothiers?). | won-
Sstes: 07 10 spin from his awesome col- a dered what else would be new other than the
2 ~lectmn of 1" dance singles and m name change.  Johnny Washington and
: Steve Boykin are still the heads that wear the
a crowns; but gone is the DJ Rodney “Quick
‘m Mixin™ Slick(?) who lately had begun to wear
' the kids thin with too predictable and repeti-
;. uous a mix of old dance tunes. Mike Isabuku
5 ;‘Happened o Baby Jane’ ,fN STE-  has now been installed as the resident DJ,
< REQ! Plus videos by Grace Jones, & dashing in from around the comer after spin-
-Jody Watley, Madonna, and Diana ¥ g Ning at the Rialto.  After hosting parties at
"Ross ( who was the running joke of g spaces like Wholesome Roc, 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- 2 first began a couple of years back as Men Of
sonations of her being so bad) Katz. On this night, | was reminded oftimes in
Shelby Webb, Leroy Grant ¥ Manhattanand earlymorning hours at 206. My
‘Ephraim Walls, Judd, Franda, Evil, a friend John Pierre and | bounced in there
iPanny  (playing Polaroid m sometime after 6a o find a cute bunch of kids
X * papparazzi), Tony WIlkins, Tim ® still winding up/down from the July dth fire-
% Neufville, Larry J.,and otherpeople. § works at Grant Park and the lastnight of Taste

h gear wt Irive in u Of Chicago. Marsha Burnette was sitting on
und ‘me Can you believe thls the entire twelve page“Bak fania" pzece nm the floor behind the desk lounging with friends;
carryingonas earlyas3p | And.  the debut issue of Mzrabe{ a

p}acef :v;eryzmsuc. Look fb
$uch stmc:urai cdd t|es as !

a—textandalll U standing just at the beginning of the hall was
l Mia La Ville sporting the darkest tan. She said

' . FACING UPPER Chel Baker image fom the *Kind of Blue* ivite. s ® it was aresult of working the Taste atthe V103
FACING LOWERTerry Martin (1et) and Robert Ford plastering the town vath fiyers. Phoio by doan Calén, u booth: Thank goodness for the soft blue light-

ABOVE. wﬂiﬁxﬁ:ﬁﬁﬁ%ﬁ;ﬂfgﬁg ing and cool climatein the mzddie room. We did

’Emﬁ WAE'S TUAS L1GHT LOUNGE !

. missmg was: wan semce

~ Deciding on one party rather than two parties, | opted to stay on the southside and brazenly strolled down East 51 si‘:;Sgtreet‘ to Ephraim Walls'
party at “Effie Mae's Christmas Light Lounge,” (just south of the Harlem House.) And though the lounge is safely ensconced within the confines of
Walls' spacious, newly purchased condo, getting there proved a challenge; East 51st Street is no pedestrian paradise. | was indeed fortunate to
make a safe and early arrival at 11p. This affair was in honor of the departure of Walls' friend Richard Brown, who introduced himselfto me as
“Th P rty Boy”. (It wasn't until | got to the “Goodbye Richard!” banners in the back that the introduction made more sense. | thought he was just
) Iwondered about the southside location; too perilous ortoo out of the way? But agood number of northsiders here. Walls manages
questlistand “invite only” policy, and it works because all the right people getthere. (I may have been a crasher but LDW and Robert asked
i, a good age mix, a few out-of-towners, a handful of gorgeous women. And Franda, Greg Mimms, Evil, Daryl Hunt Penny, Kim Davis,
ick Smith, and a slew of Michaels and Kevins and arare assemblage of young southside cuties. Robert, everthe promoter, was there with
: OfBlue”invites and Thingsubmission flyersin tow. Ancther Walls chum, Roland Jackson, providedthe sounds and although it got too rhythm-
mes and the breaks needed lessinterruptions, for the most part, the sound and selection were fabulous. Other amenities like abartender,
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”.

CONTIRUED O NEXT PAGE




EE
JERVRRILE, ERCL AT TAE TANGK...

One het and sunny Sunday afternoon,
following the very first Thing editorial meeting,
‘we moseyed over to the Ponderosa Picnic in
Wicker Park hosted by Bob Caskey, Terry
Martin, the Glasscocks, Mike Kular, Boband
Tina Painter, Keith Callen, and Jan Sullivan,
Amazingly, these people have apartments and
houses that share the same giant lot as a
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 halfexpecting a cerenionial burning of at
least-one before the end of the party). There
wasvolley ball, frisbee, and horseshoes; dogs,

..MORE |

cats, and kiddies. The true highlight, however,

was the food: a comucopia-of fresh salads
{especially the three star Grecian salad!) - and
every manner of grilled meat. Aiter pigging out
in the sun, we decided1o hole up in the fively

climbs of Terry's coachhouse. We had. the
chance to meet Symbols and Instruments’
Mark Farina, Chris Nazuka and Derrick
{Importes,Etc.) Carter. We evengotthe chance
toheartheirtee fresh demooftechnohouse 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:

designerand Compound neighbor, Patty Ryan,
biked over, servmg up juicy, bitchy dish, and
hitting it nght off with Juan Calén.

THE GOODBYE GIRL
~ Ona Thursday evening, just as the air
had begun to gain its fall crispness, Rober,

Cecilia Hunt, and myself decided on
O'Rourke’s for a cocktall in honor of CeCe's
birthday (nearly a week before) mainly be-

cause of its low key old bohem;an ﬂavor andits

ing, weare enjoymg one of the Jast mghts
place. Ittums outt i

As we drank and h
aged pasters and th

only sxgh and shake our heads indisma
orderanother round. Funny; teo, that lwa
CeCe at the closing of Chicago's hist
billy heaven, The Ranch. ‘

VAGUELY REMINISC
The night of Simone’s group opening at
Gaklery OffThe A ey, (whichreallyisn’t
g alley), Simone, Step!
nie ar;d | dropped eff

able wnhom ,

coffee. Simple menu.
display were abou
from his collection
“Tunes The sub;

in jazz and Ideraiure rendered i in an
sionist mode), went well with the ret

as Rlck'sgrandmothers ootherremembran
of things past. Holsum Roc Revisited:

close proximity to Robert’s apartment. Well, it
takes Robert to inform us that , as we're drmk» -

| Pussy:

Rickie Lee Jones feel of the place. Vs goodto
See R:ck ocm\numgto hndshowcases forthese

T /(6’6’/)//7 it //zel(epp/n g

Evenveooy Wants To Ger Paio Fast becoming the
anthem for the Nineties. As soon House music be- B
came the thing record companies would sign and

2 pay lovely chips to produce, came the question of
“where's mine?” These days, it's not good enough &

to just be fabulous. You have to get paid for it. See

® Call Your Lawyer.

o | Know You? The Jate shit poo pooey queens try |
n you once they get a little rich and famous. If
ou're sure that's the same bitch you went o scheol
ith, don'tworry; look for her on the way down. And, |

| when asked, just say no.

L Cav Your Lawver The Hanobook for Struggiing [

nirepeneurs says don't leave home without this

ode of business. Rhymes with Contract, Copy- &2

ght, Patent Pending, and Registered Trademark,

| and Read The Fine Print. See Everybody Wants &
| ToGet Paid or Candy J., "Sure, i doit ...
| my manager in New York”

| Brap My Haim Drakir Notshurt aka Tony Davis |

rst coined this phrase meaning just like any plain &
lack girl on the south or westside (Nieces) who [
anted the hottest look in hair. You know , blond |
xtensions and beads. . It's a black thing... See
low's The Hair page 6.

| Bino Asfaraslcan tell, thisisanagealdreferencé_ .
{ tothe male genitalia. So, you getjokes like Big Bird,
{ Bird of Paradise, Bird Watching, Sweet Bird of

Youth, Bird (on the) Brain, etc. (Though you do

t wonderif one of Elaine Lorilard’s club Birdiand ‘jazz
| queens” didn’t come up with the nickname Yard &
£ Bird to describe the appendage of Charlie Parker). | o

eant Tonaue One of my good girlinends, Marla £

| Glenn,, has too many lesbian love jokes but the B
| best ones make reference 1o the clitoris as the &

earl Tongue. See Bunny And Pussy page 12
* .. he'd touched bottom and found buried &
treasure. Just like SEA HUNTP

Sister Ginw (Suhstah Gur) Thisisas muchof agirl {82
§ as you can be. Good girlfriend. A litfle like ‘Miss (2
& Lady, alotlike Miss Thing. SeeGirt With A Bag £

| “Ir's ABuack Thina: You Woutow'r Unoerstanp. " B8
B Eventually this translates to something like an Afr- £
its perfect for

entric  “You had to be there”
hrowing a curve at perpertrators who haven't a |

clue. See BlacTress Magazine, The Chitlin Circuit, &
& How's The Hair? and Braid My Hair,

but, call B



STOP AIDS
SAVE LIVES

DON'T SHARE NEEDLES. TRY 7O GET OFF
DRUGS! Until you can 31 uit, if you must use
someone else’s works, these simple steps will
prevent the spread of AIDS.

Fil with "Jg Ten.. % Fltwih gt 3 e )

:3:;;\6) O X ; ::;e;ush |l Pie ; ' a'ﬂb A

onmice || ; - " OVERALLS - SLACKS
: : PAJAMAS » GIHGHAMS

EARN HONEY AT HONE ﬂrfrg =

WORLD ¢
FINESY
BU1ROay

EX PHOTOS BY
N U

| G e ggﬂg}g;wgbﬁgatgmg ! e Vit a3 - tmg anﬂﬁme
S5 SEXUAL INTERCOURSEN! .

MUST BE =1 b 7 o R 1 [|nto goux myﬁt:s.,’

HOMOSEXUAL MEN
ARM YOURSELVES

lDHefas AVEDOLLARS, Send me fhe next 3 ssuss!

[ Qtoreis MORE I reoly ke what youlrs doing:

" Now presenting in one volume:
iaﬁem,awmcmmw@ seoma twnosne| BED MANNERS and BETTER BED MANNERS
[N e e 247 bedlam pag 37 enthusiastic chapters!

Tneneﬂ?ﬁiﬁ@wllbewtbefweywmﬁ—ookior i {deal GIFT—only $1.98 Postpaid

DRAW ANY PERSON | EEE VOl %ms

VATE . € » ab

in one minute! / s |1\ | SEmr
O LESSONS! NO TALENT! iﬂg'm'” m%;gﬂ, A &

-
!
|
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New Amazing Invention
‘*Magic Art Reproduc-
~er.”’ You can draw Your
Family, Friends, ani- g
mais, landscapes, build- : 4 : 1 : - -
 ings, vases, bowls of . . [0 whoopee
fruit, copy photos, com- ‘ #2953 Cushion
ics, designs, maps, any-
thing — Like An Artist ! B J -0 x
Even if You CAN'T ¢ ' A
DRAW A Straight Line! o d N| v g
Anything you want to ~ ‘ h Shocker R

is - automatically | o 2 ;
n any sheet of pa. . R L icky Upset Sl | #2999 Fake
. Hale A ~ “POT b | DosMes:
cw the lines of T - ’ :
the ‘‘Picture Image’
with a pencil for an
% original “professional
e e 2 looking“ drawing. Also
Artist’s or enlarges,

s b
pp 2098 > Tolist
Bubble Gum | Nasty Candy Mass
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