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ighter ing. For Science, did know? Because my
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among us, the Lighter .. There s yet Some of my voters

Thing has become a major
problem to those of us who
inhale. Picture this situation if
you will; you've just bought
some primo bud and you get
home, open the bag (mmmmm)
and realize you have no papers. So,
you go get papers and while you're lsi
there you buy a little yellow lighter. S L O
e cauldron of dance-
You're back home, the joint is rolled Lot i
. ability that is the
and you reach for the little yellow  ;g-q
lighter to make the motion that will
fire up prime bud and the lighter
does not work. Click. Nothing.

are way out. We
like it that way too.
Hey, I'm the drag-
queen candidate
and that means I'm
going to wait until
the last = possible
minute before I do
anything  anyway,
and then when I do
get around to some
serious campaigning,
everyone will be so
sick of those other

another great club

to go to which is
not good news for

a born socialite like
me.  It's called
Lowrider.  Derek,
Javier and Otter

Cadillac -
Eldorado convertible

of dance clubs. If you ‘/o‘
are, as they say, down

An.other. Ch‘Ck‘ "Wha.t’s V\{'ropg With ith the likes of Tricky, \% candidates, so tired of
this thing”, you think, "1 just got .4 Zeplin, Marvin Gaye or J Ett % their constant lying and
it". Click. Still nothing. Now,  Kruger and Dorfmeister, to s0 very over their really
I've gotta tell you, the first name a few, get your ass there. ugly faces on  every
time this happened to me I  Cute girls, cute boys. Why, even an fucking magazine = cover,
tossed a brand new lighter in = old drag-queen like me has gotten television program and milk
the trash, figuring it was some ding-ding there, and they carton that my comparatively
defective. Au contraire. My make stellar martinis (Sapphire glamorous  butt  will  be

supposedly dead lighter was gin, up, very dry, one olive). welcomed with glee. Will I
child proof and thereby had On Wednesday. At 510 saturate the media with power-
some stoopid fucking lever or Larkin @ Turk. By the trips and meaningless corporate
button that had to be moved way, I want to see more bullshit? No. I will simply state my
before the damn thing would women taking their case and be done with it! Look, the
work. I don’t know who or what shirts off while job of President is not a hard one, not
is responsible for this, but I want dancing. Not that if you do it right. Mean what you say,

it stopped. Listen, if a few un- I'm a breast man or ~ say what you mean, get the job done
supervised rug rats lost a digit or anything, I like when you say you're gonna and

two  because  they  don’t ‘em pale and frail amerikkka runs like clock-work. It’s
understand how dangerous fire is, myself, but I'm a simple. I can wait, however. I can wait

too fucking bad! As if!! When I shell little bored with until they make a mess ~-pardon me- more
out a buck or two for a lighter, I want the fact that only = of a mess of everything (just think how
it to light. Period. No ifs, ands, or boys remove their absolutely boring their conventions will

hairy butts. Safety is one thing but shirts while on @ the be this summer ) and then, as usual, come
this has gone too far. Someone  dance floor. If I take my  in and fix it all up again. Better than
passed a law or whatever and I want  top off - and I do, child, I before...
to see them in my office right away!... ~ do - then any girl who ... One more thing. Congrats to Susan
.. Did you see the comet? Wasn't it wanted to do the same Stryker and Jim Van Buskirk on the
fantastic? I actually saw it a couple of should be able to. Fuck  publication of their book Gay_By_The Bay

times, once from Red Rocks and then those little sissies who go which is a queer history of San Francisco.

a few days later while attending a eceeewww!!! when ever Never have I read anything that made me

fabulous party on Haight St. It really  they see a naked female  feel so proud of the community we all
breast.... share here in this small village. Every page

does wonderful things to your head 3 . _
to see something like that anyway, ... On the presidential is sheer joy. Thank you Susan and Jim.

but at the place I was, with the campaign front, everything You can thank them too, at the party for

people I was with, in the city I love, is fine. You might be Gay By _The Bay at the new public library
and in the State I was in, it was extra wondering why  you on Friday, April 26. I'll be there as well.
special. Of course, you didn’t know haven’t heard a lot about Maybe we can chat ... ciao for now.
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A hearty greeting to all of you out there in Obliviona. You're even
more beautiful than the last time I saw you - which, I must say,
was before someone was fit to erect those (dare I say it?) kind of
ugly Keith Haring sculptures all over town. Don’t get me wrong.
I've always been an admirer of Mr. Haring and his work. I have
fond memories of watching his radiant babies and sexually
explicit T-shirts become icons to an entire generation. In fact, my
sister, Kimberly, happens to be a longtime Haring collector.
However, someone must be asleep at the Keith Haring
Foundation wheel because, in my opinion, his work loses a lot
without all those little lines around it that gave his art so much
sparkle and dimension. To treat Keith Haring like Richard Serra is
so not ok. Why, even the bases the art is mounted on are ugly.
And, Hello! What's wrong with honoring an artist from San
Francisco, like Jerome Caja? Can’t you just see a huge scrambled
egg on a cross in front of City Hall? I sure as hell can.

...Well, seeing as I do not have a beeper or a cell phone, I was
spared any aggravation because some satellite was turned the
wrong way a couple of weeks ago. Actually, the thought of fuck-
ing up communication for, oh, 30 million people gave me a raging
woodie. You could ruin an entire country so easily. Hmmmm.

...Can someone please tell me what is wrong with the white kids
these days? It seems that every time one turns around, some
white kid is popping his parents and throwing in a few class-
mates for good measure. I'm afraid to walk near a suburban high-
school, you know? Now that crime is going down in urban areas,
white children seem to picking up the slack. Is growmg up in
Pocatella, Idaho and Eugene, Oregon and .

Buttcrack Falls, Arkansas so hopelessly
boring as that - oh, well, I suppose it is.
Why, then, can’t we train these younguns |
to shoot at the members of the Heritage 1
Foundation instead of each other? And
speaking of shooting, I believe it was the
(finally) late Sen. Barry Goldwater who
said, “You don’t have to be straight to
fight for your country. You just have to
shoot straight.” That, friends, is currently
my favorite quote.

“..Let’s all shed a tear for poor Captain
Carl, er, Phil Hartman. Another victim of
white (hair) on white crime. Once again,
however, the LAPD demonstrated their
complete ineptitude. This is what I read in
the Examiner: “The front door was open
when the officers arrived, and the children
were in the front part of the house. The
children were identified as a nine-year-old
boy and a six-year-old girl. Police were
still trying to determine the children’s
relationship. The Hartman'’s had two chil-
dren.” Just how stupid do you have to be
to be a cop in LA? It also seems that the
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Saturday Night Live curse is still in
full swing. One of my porn star
friends, Jake, notices it is rather
strange how SNL stars die, followed
by a few dreadful films starring the
dead star.

..Rant of the week: Why didn’t some-
one stop Jimmy Page and Poof Daddy
before they totally fucked up a per- |
fectly good Led Zeppelin song? The
same goes for that boring ass band
The Wallflowers who had the gall to
cover David Bowie’s “Heroes.” I want
that bullshit stopped at once!

...Recently, I had the pleasure to par-
ticipate in an evening called “Pack of
Laughs.” Held at MCC, it was billed
as a night of queers poking fun at the
issue of tobacco. Along with the
always funny Lisa Geldudig and
some stellar singing from Tommi
Avicolli Mecca, was one MissCreation.
She deserves special mention because
she brought the house down. Her
stand-up routine was hetla funny. The
cigarette as fingernail was a fashion
coup. This gifted child came to us
from Paris, where she was a model
and theater major. Keep your eyes
peeled for this one. MissCreation. You
heard it here first.

...Many years of bliss to Kathy Fenker,
one of the most talented mixed-media
artists ever. She’s married - to Iggy
Pop’s drummer, no less. Also, happy
birthday to Luis of Pansy Division. By
the way, celebrate Gay Pride by
straight kid. @

Loving you from here,
Joan Jett-Blakk

_joan jett:

paper doll / christina empedocles
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Fot and Mars ace alright tonight...

t’s really hard to shock me. I'm prepared
for any news and I rarely am truly surprised.
5o when I came back from doing a little cam-
paign stop (and television interview) in Santa
Cruz over the weekend I could not believe
what I was hearing. Apparently the Cannabis
Buyers Club had been busted. By the state
and federal cops, no less. Well, I was stunned.
Then I got mad. Now it seems that I heard
recently that one Dan Lundgren was on the
list to be considered as a vice-presidential
running mate for some fellow named Bob
Dole, and suddenly the whole thing stank. It
only makes perfect sense that ol’ Dan would
try to grandstand a week before the
Republican Convention (of lies). You can be
sure that the CBC has been a thorn in

paper and other products and marijuana for °
us to enjoy and heal. Why is liquor legal and
pot not? The answer is too long to go into
now but trust me, it is about big business in
cahoots with the moral police and I for one
am sick of it.

OK. Now, I must mention the won-
derful time I had in Santa Cruz at a club
called the Blue Lagoon. I went there with my
friend Jason, and I gotta tell you - they make
a splendid Sapphire Martini. The owner, Fred,
was so charming and the boys - well, suffice it
to say that there are so many beautiful boys in
California that it never ceases to make an
impression. I must also mention that I had the
good fortune to be with my good friend Marc
Geller when we were treated to a panel of sci-

"..................‘......‘............
W\(ﬁa mual .Fuu{/ a x«?xuj fa lof fyuzmb creline. ﬁnow, {p\at ﬂz\io«
Bofiaviar Wil not Beo toferated.. (c))lol ey &uv f}*canci/aco/.“

.....0.0..'............C.....O..O...Q.>

entists having a press conference about dis-
covering life on Mars! That's right, there they
were, on the McNeil-Lerher Report talking
about physical evidence of life on the Red
Planet. That has got to be the most myth-shat-

Lundgren's side for some time. Did you know
that the local police were not aware of any
action against the CBC until it has already
happened? Pretty sneaky, huh? As if the folks
who depend on Dennis Peron’s oasis of sanity
didn’t have enough to worry about. Of course
San Francisco responded immediately. I for
one, would be interested in seeing something
a little more adventurous than candle-light
marches, though. I mean, they serve a pur-
pose and I'm sure they get the point across,
but can’t we cover his office door with silly
string and glue or tar and feather his secretary
or something? We must find a way to let these
cretins know that this behavior will not be tol-
erated. Not in San Francisco. This is yet
another reason that I should be elected
President. Can you imagine that kind of thing
happening during by administration?
Certainly not. As we used to say in Detroit,
“It ain’t that kind of party, Tina!” Let me state
again that as President, I will legalize all
drugs. I will re-institute the hemp industry.
Think of all the farms across the land that can
turn a profit again by growing hemp for

tering and exciting news I've heard in years.
One of these scientists even put forth (to a
stunned Jim Lerher) that we could even possi-
bly be borne of biological activity started on
Mars. Wow! If you think about that for just a
moment, it can boggle your mind. Right after
that they went to a report on the Republican
debate on abortion. It all seemed so stupid.
That, and Rep. Sonny Bono on the Press Club.
Sonny, honey, if you love your gay daughter,
and you love your younger children, but you
cannot tell your younger children that being
gay is “ok,” what on Mars do you tell them
about Chastity?

@,au/ T o -

President Joan Jett-Blakk

P.S. - A special “hello” to Lola, the charming
woman who works the coat-check at Lift on
Thursday. She is so sweet and always smiling
and it really helps to make an already pleasant

evening of dancing even more of a joy. Thank
you.
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Carpenter McMillan anymore. Whew! Talk
about your Species II!...

. OK. So, when did Pinnochio discover he was
made of wood? When his hand caught on fire...
Quch, Miss Thing. Up there in Toronto, Canada,
a man is suing his surgeon for advising him to
use tape and half-kilogram weights to stretch his
penis after an operation to enlarge the organ
went awry. The poor fellow identified only as
“S.T.” claimed his dick is deformed and scarred
after undergoing the procedure, which he saw in
an ad in the newspaper by one Dr. Robert
Stubbs, (no joke) a licensed plastic surgeon. Mr.
uh, “T” charged that Dr. Stubbs claimed his
“micro penis” could be found, er, lengthened
and told him afterward of heavy weightlifting
his dick would have to do aprés surgery...

.“S.T.” (apparently the “S” stands for stupid)
complained that on one occasion, the weights
came loose and fell through his pants in a public
place, causing him much embarrassment. Hell,
hat happens to guys in the Castro and their
cockrings every day, no biggie. (Oops, sorry
T.”) If possible, the court would like to see the
vidence, please. The court requests a magnify-
ng glass, your honor...

¢ ..“xLy, Weenky, La, La, Po...

. me the head of Reggie White. As if you did
bear, Mr. White, an old, dried-up-has-been of a
star, spoke to the Wisconsin State
Assembly on March 25th, although just why
remaing a mystery. There was a time, not too terri
bly lor 5 Ago, when folks like Mr. White were not§
lowed in the State Assembly, much less asked to
peak. (Mavbe we should ask him to roll over and}
¢ dead.) Anyway, during this enlightening talk
managed to insult almost every race and cul
ture o the planet. After. somewhat of an uproar,
bie saw ul to apologize but made it clear that h
5 hat homosexua]lty was a sin and a per
,wml ¢ hon

£ ... After all this time, I finally met DRC. At a
irecent “Groove,” (Tuesdays at Tenl5) she was
lwhuppin ass down in the basement (just like
ISugar Pie De Santo and Etta James sang)...

. Charles Keating. Remember him? Well, Mr. In-
and out-of-jail is out again after being incarcer-
ted for five days during which the former sav-
ngs and loan boss had his stomach pumped and
was placed on suicide watch after drinking
hampoo...

st of all, White, fuck you and your sins
fiatever this concept of sin is, is all in your empt
fucking head and as for your contempt for person

“al chotce, that's busi , not , and, fu s % R

i, Y " “t s‘my ) pECOS ROl ‘nd F ..Charlie, originally jailed after the collapse of
therimore, can you blame me for not choosing to be® SR e e R R e R
like you? I think not. You, my tarred and feathere s & % i

ion inadvertently (?) took a swig of shampoo
hat had been placed on his food tray several
hours after his arrest for applying for a passport
at the advice of his attorney, Stephen Neal. Now,
do not believe that a swig of shampoo would
cause one to have one’s stomach pumped, you
know, and furthermore, if Charles Keating wants
to kill himself, let him...

friend, are the reason black gays leave the black.
ommunity in mind and body, never to return. The.
wse of O] upon you, Reggie White...

i’t be needing the head of Mr. Kenneth Starr

e dance of joy, (the nig-jig) when I heard that
aula Jones case had been thrown out of court.
ause I'm any fan of Bill Clinton but because-
new they would throw it out of court and, b.)

thGee, 1 w@nder if Paula will have to give.
ake-ovef? It didn’t work anyway. It-
sld've been a pave-over. And, praise be, now
\.«:nfu’t' have to look at that scary Susan|

< ihe P

... I want your sex. In the bathroom. In the park.

Truth? Or fiction? Why don’t you ask, oh, I don’t
know, George Michael??? Today’s secret word is
busted! You know what to do when anybody
says the secret work, right? Right! Scream real
loud! ... I'll bet his new song “Freedom” has a
new meaning ... Gotta go get bail money. From
:Mr. Keating, no doubt [ §3

Lovmg you from here, Daaarling, Joan Jett-Blakk

S ——— ttblakk@hot
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TDQH, there I was, dickin’

around, not knowing what I was
going to write about this month,
and boom, the House of
Representatives provided me
with hours of inspiration. I simply cannot believe that the
vote was 342 to 67 in favor of the ban.

Somebody please tell me what the hell is going
on? How could this happen? Don’t we have clout?
Power? Votes? How can almost everyone in that damn
house be so mis-representational? I'll tell you how. That
evil called Christianity, that’s how. Every time we get
near our goal of being treated as citizens of a civil union,
some believer in God comes along and trounces on our
chances. Why, none other than the Rev. Lou Sheldon,
head devil of the traditional values coalition had this
response, “There is no other issue on the American land-
scape where there is such a strong political consensus:
Americans oppose homosexual marriage.” Excuse me,
but I remember a day when that scum-bag would’ve
never shot off his mouth like that and gotten away with
it. Have we gone soft? I suppose the answer is yes. We
have a president who openly states how much he hates

4 Lo toiice the
hold hands.

us by saying he will sign this bill because he opposes
same-sex marriages; yet, he wants you to vote him back
into office for what? Four more years of hate, I guess. I'll
be honest, marriage to me is like Jeanette Winterson
describes it in her novel “Written On The Body.”
Marriage, she says, is like a huge plate glass window
waiting for a brick. Great huh? Anyway, regardless, if
two people feel so strongly for one another (imagine!)
that they want their union to be recognized everywhere
by everyone, then so be it. I'd like to see the day when
same-sex couples can hold hands without it being a
political statement, ok? Geez. Do we have to go back to
the days of blowing everything up to get our way? Huh?
Do we?

... Well, run out of clubs to go to yet? I thought not. This

At ot
i statement, ok? g@@g

Lo

Ykelin @uumd

town has clubs for everyone. I love it. Any night of the
week, you can get your fill of any style of music or scene
you desire. This is all so much fun that I've decided I'm
going to open my own club. That’s right, it'll have a
predatory theme like something on the Discovery chan-
nel and it’ll be called Club Seal. Can’t you just see the fly-
ers now?

... I'd like to invite you all to come to Josie’s Cabaret and
Juice Joint for another installment of Late Night With
Joan Jett-Blakk. I don’t have all the guests confirmed yet,
so I don’t want to give anything away, but it promises to
be a evening of fun and smart talk. August 10 is the date.
Check the papers for the time and everything and I hope
to see you then. I've been working really hard since I
moved here three years ago, and I'm going to relax in
July because shortly thereafter, I've got a presidential
campaign to do, now don’t I? Here’s hoping your days
and nights are as fabulous as you want them to be:

cS?ﬂzQ/ ya all oren, Joan Jett-Blakk.

T
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Wmo weee! It's gay pride moth again! Yea, rlght
Rainbow bugs, that’s just what we need. Actually, I hope to
be marketing a line of rainbow toilet paper. You know, so
you will be able to “Wipe Your Ass With Pride!”e OKI!!!
How scary is that?...

Nancy Kravitz, Robert Martin, Eric Wallner (thanks again
for not wearing socks, Eric) and everyone else who had any--
thing to do with or came'to Wigstock West, big kisses on
your pink parts. San Francisco sure showed them New
Yorkers, boygirl! We were supreme examples of stupendous
glamour, unlimited courtesy, more stylish configurations of
drag than any fuckin’ Paris fuckin’ fashion show and, drink
tickets! I wanna see all the pictures. Snappy, snappy snappy
darling, all night long! It’s a good thing I wore my Depends.
However, I'm real glad that it wasn't leporid season, you
know what I mean?... Anyway; after it was all over, my girl-
friend Justin Bond and myself and about 8 other babes
squeezed into a close friend’s sleek French automobile and

prowled the city looking for hetero boys to beat up, so full of _

the virus called beauty were we. All we got to do, however,
was yell obscenities at one or two of them but, sorry to say,
no ass-whoppin ensued. Oh, poooh...

Hey, guess what? Starting June the 25th at twelve noon on
KALX, 90.7 on your FM dial, you can hear “hello”® my new
talk show on the radio. San Francisco Supervisor Susan Leal
hit the nail right on my head when she mentioned recently
that I was the perfect blend of NPR'’s Teri Gross and Oprah
Winfrey. (Loving you from here, Miss Leal girl!) Every
Wednesday thereafter, or until the FCC makes me stop, there
will be a half hour of witty repartee with all manner of
queer. Writers, painters, directors, editors, performers,
politicians, rock stars, and trans-sexualgendervestites!
Maybe even a straight sissyboy or two (they do exist, you
know.) From all over the world or whatever thanks to the
magic that is the telephone, hence the name of the show;
“hello”® Now, how many different ways are there to say
“hello”e anyway? Anybody know? I thought not. Right
now, with your friends, try and say “hello”® in as many dif-
ferent ways as you possibly can, 1 dare you. You could have
an entire conversation and understand it with just that one
word. “hello”® Tune us in. We're as excited as a wet dream
but not as messy...

The Cocteau Twins” new release, Milk and Cookies, er, Milk
and Kisses is a must have. The first song on the damn CD
will kick your ass and it just goes from there. Get it, put it on,

Joan Jett-Blakk and The “Lady” Bunny,
Wigstock West 1996. Photo by Marc Geller.

turn it up,
stand back
and be
heeled! 1f

t h at

don't .
work, °

try, say,

the new .
stuff by

the

Congos,

a band
produced

by reggae
wonderkind,
Lee Scratch Perry.

(I'll ‘tell” ya, though,

By Joan ]ett—B]al‘cwk

tit’s rough being a fag

who loves reggae. The three or four of us there are are quite
used to the common refrain: usually said in a high-pitched
faggy whine; “What is this?” “It’s too slow.” “ I can’t work
out to this, it’s killing my concentration, Mary!”... Also, get
any Maria Callas, if you don’t have it already. Particularly
the ‘La Divina’ series. To be played at maximum volume,
ok? People down the street from your house should be say-
ing to themselves” “What the hell is going on?” Callas will
give you shivers, make your blood boil, and cause you to
giggle at the sheer beauty of her singing. Especially on a
boom-box, walking down the street...

Can we try to maintain some of the joy and comrade-ship
we share during the Gay Pride March Parade thing this
year? Can we, huh?.. The Nobel Peace Prize for
Humanitarianism goes to the fellow who called me a
“dullard” in one of the other free papers recently. His reason
for the personal attack, you ask? The introduction of a book
I did at my fabulous job. Well, first of all, Missy, one cannot
possibly read all the books we present at A Different Light
Bookstore. Second, Mr. Cooper was. fully aware of what I
was going to say about his book and third, excuse me, but
would you have used such an imperial tone were I not a
negro? What up?? It matters not, though, darling. I'd love it
if you’d be a guest on my talk show. It would be education-
al to hear how calling people names fits in with your idea of
a supportive and tolerant community. Otherwise, I've
always enjoyed vour work...

Congratulations to everyone who did the AIDS Ride to Los
Angeles. A hearty welcome home to all and an extra-special
welcome home to Mattheus Dahlberg...

Remember, my presidential campaign is just chugging along
quite well, thank you, and if I can reach enough of the
amerikaan people with my message of hope, my plans for
the future of our country, and the complete pardon of all
post and present student loans, I can win this thing. Exit
polls? Nah! The people who vote for me don’t answer
polls! Whatever! Just be ' prepared for the Bliss
President,0k??? Kisses, sweetiedarling.

boy, Jodn Jett-Blald
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