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Beware of Prisoner
Personal Ad Scams

Huid a fesw ealls from resders vecenily
regarding phony BEAR personal ads
placed by prisosers. Seems somie of thise
prizoners have misreprezended hemseles
in their ad copy, For example, one man
cladpred he weas i fis 208 but a eoll fn
e frrison revealed Rim fo be fan Tis 505,
And he wasa 't getting out i1 A6 a5 te ad
shaitied, Bt i 2000 inslead, Al af the gy
who complained abow! hese phony ads

LETTERS TO BEAR

correspetd with aryone you wanl o, And
i your ot fosend prizmiers money, that's
your esiness, fust be arware that some of
trese aids miay nol be on the wf and .

BEAR has no problest rusning per-
sl ands from tnawnaies (al he same cosi
as everyone eise). But we'l pull oy ad we
get vaiid eomplaints abot, Give 1 a call
i vor have a problen will one of onr ad-
perTisers.

Pin Me on the
Pontchartirain

Write To Papa

me, but you guys are different. [ finally
feel at home. Those surfer boys in the
other magazines are cute, buk giveme a
real man any day! | especially like the
harry, husky, dark-haired guys.
speaking of hairy, busky guys who
turn mé an, | want to tell you how much
I enjoy Chris Wittke's column. He wrobe
in one issue a while back about his en-
joyment of pro wrestling and his appre-
ciation of the hirsute pro wrestler. [ par-
nculacly enpoyred that one. "'ve alsoseen
a picture of Chris, and [ can tell you that

said ihere were requests for money in-
wolped.
S, fust be eareful, puys, By all means

I wsually don't write (o magazines,
because they don’t mean that much to

I'd really like to be on the mat with
him—mailing around, wresthng, prunt-
ing and sweating. With him on top or

—

e
Ya gorta dig regular guys. [ don’t know about you, but when I
think about the men I've enjoyed conjogal moments with,
the regular guys I've gotten 1o “know”™ have consistently
beaten the men who get lats of attention for being gorgeous
OF SupEr-mascular or whatever it is that lots and lots of people
geem tovalue, Hands down. Pants down, ton,

You know what I mean, right? There are those gays with
the tits and the abs and the halrcuts and the “right™ apart-
ments in the “right™ ghetioes who have completely fongot-
ten to come wp with an idea about life ar to acteally figure out
how to enjoy the bodies they have overdeveloped. And they
do all this so that every year on Pride Day they can show up
with their shirts off and present their breasis as their
“projects” for the year, which they have created for the aes-
thetic emjoyment of their community, And they get fans of
positive feedback for .

But in general—and, ves, [am speaking in generalizations
here—these guys are the most boring sex you could ever
possibly imagine. They're so used to spending all of their
time reaching. ever reaching, to attain their idea of physical
perfection, that the concept of inderaciing with another per-
son sexually doesn't penetrate their consciousness. And why
should they bother? It's no surprise that they imagine their
mere presence is their contribution 1o any experience, sex
included.

That's why I dig regular guys. The guys with a little gnt
under their fingernails. Some stubble on their cheeks. Guys
who have experienced enough of the world to realize that
hot sex involves deposits and withdrawals, so to speak. These
are the guys who show up and take a bit of you and a bit of
them, and they know how to mix it up and make magic hap-
pen.

Not surprisingly, it"s that elusive quakity of “regularness™
that somehow manages to ship through the endless promo-
fion of sports and entertainment figures in our culture and
penetrates even the juded consciousness of media junkies
like yours truly. IU's regular guys who are worth noting. Fuck
the A-list.

For example, | kad a uniguely “Wittke Wire™ moment when
I'went to see The Rock last I don’t know if you re-
member this, but in the past I might have mentioned that 1
kind of really like Jooking at Ed Harris and don't particularly
mind Sean Connery, either, Well, there I was gitting in my
local multiplex, almost getting thrown out of my seat by the
combination of on-screen testosterone and volume from the
soundirack. About three-quarters of the way throogh the
movie, one of the bad guy's henchmen swoaps down from a
mpe bahind one of our heroes and says something along the
lines of, “Hi, sweetie,” before tipping out of the frame. Within
a-second, I was thinking "Who was that bald and hairy-look=-

i =
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miz on top, him pinning me or me pin-
uing him (I'm gettin' hot here), what-
ever just as long as our (wo swealy,
hairy bodies get 1o press against each
other in long, pleasurable bear hugs and
other holds that result in big, hard dicks
and n gatisfying climasx.

God biess you for your mogazine.
Koep those hairy, husky guys coming,
and I'll be your devated subseriber for-
oL
(.., Lonisiansa

(i yeak. I've heard those words
‘devated”™ and “forever™ before. I'm not
Brgyin " df.

Drop Some
ﬂum Boys!

Please restart our subscription to
BEAR. Sorry we let it lapse, no perticu-
lar reason really, but we sure missed
getting those big envelopes in the mail,
I have no idea how many issues we
missed, If we missed anyone exception-
ally hot, please don't tell us,

As long as I'm writing, let me tell you
a story ['ve been dying to share, [t was

Movember 1984, one of those last-hur-
rah-of-summer-kind of days here in
Michigan. | woke up witha raging hard-
on and nowhere to stick it, and [ just
wasn't in the mood to jack off again. So,
true to my semi-sthletic way of living, 1
went running. I figured that burning off
cnergy would relieve my situation.
Wrong. If anything, I was even more
worked up. By the time | got home, [
had decided there was nothing left to
do'but hit the sleazy adult “bookstore™—
the one with the 12 magzzines and the
24 movie beothe all connectad by
glorvholes. Always good for a litile
ananymois relef

I changed intoa pair of baggy swents,
leaving my sweaty jock at home, hut no
showering. [ figured whoever ended op
sucking down my load would really get
off on the raunchy stench of my balls.

It was still fairly early in the day when
I got to the bookstore, so there really
weren't many guys there yet, and no one
in the narrow, smoky corridor really did
anything for me. There was thisone big,
bearded blond whe was OK, but still not
exactly what [ wag looking for. | decided

to get in a booth, pop in a few quarters
and stroke myself for a while. If no one
else arrived, | figured 1'd just get it on
with the blond and be dene with it. 1
brought mysell close to cumming and
decided the time was now or naver.
When I came out of the booth, 1 was
rock-hard and tenting my sweats cons
spicuousty, | looked to my left, apd there
was the blond, staning at my erection and
rubbing his noticeably enlarged basket.
I was just sbout to follow him into his
booth when something made me look
to the aght. And there be was, The most
beautiful man I'd over scen.

He was shorter than me (I'm 6 foot
2), but golid. Thinning chestnut hair,
hushy mustache drooping over the cor-
ners af his mouth, thick sideburns,
stubble and the most gorgeous eyes I've
seen to this day. It wasn't just the
color—steely blue—hut the shape too.
| hate to make the comparison, because
he was just so masculine, but he had
Bette Davis eyes. He wore tight jeans
which dizplayed an impressive mound
of manhood, and a polo shirt open at the
neck to expose a mass of thick, chest-
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nut hair. Qur eves met, and we both
knew it was going to be good.

| stepped into the nearest booth, left
the door part open, and prayed [ kadn't
misread his eyes, Seconds later, the door
slowly opened, and there he siood. He
stepped inand reached for my cock, a8 1
grabbed hold of his straining meat, We
kisged deeply and with real passion. His
tongue was halfway down my throat as
he pulled the drawstring on my sweats,
which fell to the floor. 1 fumbled with his
belt and fly until he finally whigpered in
mif ear, "A%, man, | just wanna get fa-
ked vinth you.”

Sa there we were, stripped naked in
this little booth with other guys watch-
ing us through those glocyholes as we
kisged, rubbed, fondled, pinched. [ for-
get who pot there first, but | remember
how good it felt when he rst licked and
sucked my nuts. And the hot welness
of his mouth on my cock. And I will
never forget my first taste of his rock-
hard dick. He was oozing precum, and I
couldn’t gt enough. [ licked and bppeasd
every drop, We were both petting close,

and he asked if | wanted to drop my load,

"1 wart to fuck yvou real bad," | zaid,
With that, he spun around and grabbed
his ankles. | threw some spit on his
asshole and lunged into him. He was
extremely hot inside, and incredibly
tight. It was like velvetl, | knew |
woulda't last too long at thiz point, sol
whispered to him that 1 was about to
shoot. | grunted at him to save his,
‘cause I wanted to drink it.

With that, [ let it . I shot spurt alk
ter apurt of hot cum into him, so much
that it was oozing out around my shaft.
I pulled out before [ went 2oft and spun
hirm around. His cock went straight into
my mouth and stared squirting. His
curm was delicious, and there was more
of it than I'd ever encountered from one
mian, | gtood up, and we kissed again.,
MNeither one of us had gone soll vet, and,
a5 we kissed, we began siroking each
other. Before we knew if, we wers cloge
o the edge again. I bent down and
sucked oul hus second Jowd; he did the
same for me. And then we gol dressed,

Wi it in Lhee pil.|.i1i|:|]..1 lot and talked

for over an hour 1 couldn’t believe that
this hot man—named Al as | enly then
found out—was not cnly the best sex
I'd ever had, but a genuinely smart, nice
guy. He called me the next day, We weni
out to dinner and wound up at his place,
where 1 gave him my ass for the first
time.

That was almost 13 years ago. He's
atill my one and only, and I'm his. We've
been through a lot together, good and
bad, and we're more in love than ever
I'm & good 80 pounds hezvier these
days, and he’s officklly bald, bat justas
hot a8 ever, Oh, and believe it or not,
the lovemaking has done nothing but get
better.

If there's amoral tothis story, | guess
it would be that you just never Know
where love will fnd you, O, always look
bath ways before yvou cross, Love your
magazine. Keep up the good work.
K.B., Michigan

Mo fake o lesson here, folles: This s
the keinda leller we wonl, To make pood
fererr, vt meeal fregueend beners, And [ podic
fell ya, B2, the harr ow my Uhigh o moal-
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| BEAR Voicemail

Visa, Mastercard or phone

1°900-HOT-BEAR..... your phore
1' 300 = 347 = BEAH bised to your MC/\Visa

Meet the guys that advertise in BEAR magazne—fast and easy!

X Cruise the persanal ads to find the men you wank, then call up and leave
them your message using thair four or five digit voicamail(8) codes

X Browsa our nasty bulletin boards X Only 51.98 per minute billed to your

The BEAR Line
1:800:2327262 . 00 vicvss

: e Call this number 1o shoot yvour load with other homy men!

X Get off with man-to-man filthy talk X Browse our nasty bulletin
boarcs X Leave private volcemail X Find hormy men out for hot sex X
Only 10 per minute billed to your Visa or Mastercard
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deed reith dried precum after reading your
farle. (K, 50 you almost ficked it wp with
that haptry encing part, bt Twas a genn-
trae Lrat-om nomtetheless. Yo 've got me all
WI"-:IJ'_,l"iI'-I! _ﬁhl" fire old ookstore thrills once
again—ihe wrndering bl who's govna
be there, Bhe anonymily, Nie smeakines,
the occasional sinzight guy. Sigh.

Pamp, Lumpy and
Thnngﬁf—!mvu king

Please forward the enclosed o Killer,
the writer par excellence of “Vox
Clarmawia."”

And thanks for the quahty of your
mag. It just gets better and better. It sure
is keeping my shorts damp and lumpy.
And it gets me thinking now and again,
hence the fan mail for Killer

Give yourselves a goad crotch rub for
me. I'll be out there to do it in person
ope of these days. Inthe meantime, how
about a good picture of Killer? The last
ane | zaw was only of his fine ass: sure
would like to match a face with that,
David, Pennsylvania

Hiller resfuomds:

Lhauid, of the Erauth be told, | am some-
ilal camera-shy, The first picture of me
to appear in BEAR (in izsne [9) was
bitken from the rear (ahim), thowgh | was
clothed, When I suggisted to [former
BEAR editor] Like a mude buit shof a5 a
jeke, he enconraged me, [ was a Kitle ap-
prefiensive about going through with it
r;lﬂ'ﬁl:ﬂ'& £ can nof .Ifndu:.r recall ;:p.;wll"rr_'u.ﬁ'j'
wihral aboul. Fr addition, I am much more
at hame revealing mysell and sharing
mmyzalf i mey eriling Uraw i pholographs,
though Isuppose there may come a lime
whiene 1 gree On oo secbondl a ﬂk::'l'dl _ﬁ}.r'
prabiicartsog.

The Men of Page 77

Who's that guy in BEAR 38 on page
77 Wool! We need to see more of him.
DO, Virginia

Thet's Stroe. He lives in fown here aod
hurs the greciest thighs Pve never had the
Pleasire of sampling! Here's another look
ol Sleve, becawse you requested, and also
to prove Jte doesn 't really po around wilh

TH+E

LLET I EC
LEATHER/UNIFORM
BsD

BEARS/CUES

[

o dosche hose shing over his shoud,

There've baen quite a fone lethers for the
preneleect waclel gueys we featsre on page 77
e ench fssue. For the record, thal was
Milch in BEAR 37, Steve in REAR 38
Kegt in BEAR 39, and Harry in this fs.
sue. [f vou want to pel in towch with any
of these puys, serd a buck and your letter
to Brush Creek, and we Wl forward it.

NEW FROM PR SIMON PRODUCTIONS

CHUBBY VIDEO VOLUME X(10)
BIG BEAR WRESTLEFUCK ‘95!

SPHETLAL ST
Litmamr Clmim Fin el ?

ONLY $49.95  sooopsarew:

+ $5.00 Shipping

70 EIIII.JHE MIHI.ITEE aF I'LHRIJEDI'-'IE ACTION !
Order Now! Call TOLL FREE 24brs. a day with MCASISA
In USA & Canada cal: 1= EI]IJ-TT;

2-1196 *Rua™

PUMPERS

CBT/TT
FOOT/BOOT FEFISH
BIG TOOLS

Information & Overseas call 1 (415) 543-1781 or £l out coupon & mai
with payment tac PR SIMON PROCUCTIONS
330 Towmnaend SL #115 + San Francisco, CA 84107

http: a".fw.-.w prsimnn com.
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YES! Pease send me DADOY VIDEQ VOL W
CvHSCIBETA [JVHS-PAL ($50.65) [] SUPER VHS [CALL FOR INFO)
| am encicsing ClCheck Divionay Order DOICash (@ my own risk)
Olic Dviea Clanizs, Dlitmcoves « ndd $5 00 for shippisg / $15.08 Cverpeas

CARD & EXF. DATE
+ AT O LS LB Eognd [0 0. el -
| mL.l.H.LﬂIJEH-th:-.rl.tt“:lrll.J.‘L.‘.u.u- |

e
"
| o

PROFESSIONAL SERVICES

RAAIE
ADDAESS
STATE 2
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COLINTRY _

BEAR 40 » T



Smooth Talk

It"s a hard hife a5 a man not being a bear!
I'm 27, slimy, and there's not a sign of fur
on my body And if vou lock ke me, life
can be a bitch. Ard reading the persoral
a5 In your magazine makes i even worse,
It's all bear [SO bear! But that shouldn't
beall there is. All around the world, there
are guys like me secking bears, but not
being ome, 1 don’t blame anyooe, iU's just
g matter of taste and choice.

With this letter, | want to encourage
all the bears who like menwho look like
me to place an ad too. You're sure to find
the partner, bovers, fnend or sex pal you
want. A lot of guys like me are into big,
hairy, bearded men with o sometimes-
dirty attitude. Give us o chance too!
R.N., Germany

While [ agree thal this bear-thing can
feed prelly inswiar, not all bearish puys are
sirichly into the same. Bul mu}'.!rc e -Elhll.',
hairy pruys whe ke smoollter younger
Lriys aren ' reading BEAR They're prob.
ahly reading magasines tha! eelebrate e
bimda mian ey like

Bl you've marde a good poind kere, |
kenow from owr weail el owre readership
includes o parely of men willh one thing
in common; They [ike hairy, masculine
guys. So this type of man seeRing
smoother, yownger pus wonld probably
find a good mumber of (akers if he placed
a personal ad fn BEAR. [5ee a new mar-
keting strategy kere.

I'm surpnised more of your readers
didn't write abost Todd (BEAR 35). He
is the hottest man I've ever scen in
BEAR, This bear from Austrabn will be
in the United States in November, ready
to track him down, sniff him ocot, nuzzle
him and play with his erector set.

Your magazine i& great, and [ leck
forward to rending it for the photes, fic-
tion, Mr. Wittke and the other features.
If you guys happen to run into Todd, tell
him he has one great admirer Down
Under who wouldn't mind gettin’ down
under him.

.M., Australia

W sent Thild o warnop—{ magn, ue
poassed your compments and pholos o kb
himi. Bl gei inline, fella—the puys af he
shop kere are savin ™ up a few loads for the
Jovors occasion of splattering Thdd's chest.

Bellyachin’

I meceived BEAR 33, and T Like the
"Bubba Bear in Paradise"” model, T don't
likez the way you guys covered his belly
with the block of info about him. Why
did you start doing that anyway? In car-
lier issues, the info is printed below the
picture. Dumb move. Anyway, [ sub-
seribed to BEAR to see benr bellies. I'm
considering canceling my subscriptios,
I"'m sare you don't give a ehit anyway
M.B, Louisiana

Jeez, why all the crving over one fic-
e ? Six owlla Hre 12 Bubba pholos show
Sull belly. For the record, we hale to lose
swbseribers, espectally whien if's heeaise
Hrey don’t ke the product. Bul you 're be-
irigr a leed obseiniee reve, s £t herd B
eerler b Bhirl, S s Bhis ease, vou e riphi—
I ety dow 't give a shil,
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STEVE

This is Steva from Arizono. And that "eome fuck me” look you see here is real, What gets him
pon’ are hyper-measculine guys with good bullds. “Someane big enough 1o carry me te bed” js
how be puls il And it dossn't hurt if he’s uncut Steve’s been trying %o restere his foreakin—makin'
preffy geod progress af it foo. He's hod soma memeorable action in the Arzona deserts and

canyons, buf rothing has topped the fime he hod sex on a rain forst-coverad mountoin seak in
H i,

photos by Brush Creek Madia
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ST. LOUIS

IS THE PIACE T BE

NOVEMBER 7-10

Fon

hiBEARnation 30

Get in on the action!

IO KN IS 14: g long weekend of
parties and bear fun hosted
v the Show-Me Bears,
Jaoin BEAR Magazine &
hundreds of bearmen in
5i. Louis. For registrution
mformation contact:

; . Show-Me-Bears

rochaers (8000 3454435 % PO, Box 3192

PSR o 4 5t. Louis, MO 63156

314-995-2690

showmebenriEnol, com

SAN FRANCISCO'S
PEEMIERE REAR RAR

ONE STAR

1354 HARRISON STREET
SAN FRANCISCO 924103
415.863.9999

BEER/BEAR BUSTYS EVERY
SATURDAY 3-7 PM - SUNDAY 4-8 PM

‘.Ii.' NIGHTLY DRINK SPECIALS 1::.'

«C'mon down & waich the fur fly!!

CONMNECTEDT HITUS... LU - HI A AT G I LT T




The biker '

next

by Gregor
illustration by Dade/URSUS

Mnr Grrifiin wagz about o hand

me the Nobel Prize on natiomal televi-
sion when | heard a crow cawing loudly
I started to turn around to find out
where it was when the TV studio dis-
appeared. My evez flew open. The
apartment was 3 jumble of murky shapes just barely ht by
the dying sunset outside my window. Somewhere nearby, the
CIOW Wi continuing its performance,

I stared at the ceiling for a few minutes to gather my
strength. Somewhere I'd read that getting up frem bed too
quickly can trigger a heart attack, What with all the stress
from my jobs—conziruction during the day and then coming
home (o compile indexes for textbooks at night—there was
no reagon 1o take chances. The zofa felt good under my back
ard legs, anyway. The crow kept an belting out its two-note
blues, and rock music thumped dully through the walle Mayhe
my paycho-lundamentalizt neighbor had finally moved on. A
breeze entered the moom through the window, stirring the
fur on my chest and belly. [ reached up to scratch my side and
knocked over the jar of lube cradled next to me. My hand
was gll greasy, and so was my cock. | must have fallen asleep
while jerking off, probably beciuse | was tired of just jerking
off tothe same images stored in my head. Why couldn’t [ get
labd in thiz towen ? Was 1 really poing to have to shave and look
more respectable? [ threw that thought out on its asz az soon
a3 it crossed my mind—the kind of man that interested me
would not want me looking like some preppie Rleguaed. [
wouldn't fuck me if | looked like that, and my grandma al-
ways tod me to trust mysel,

Looking dewn at my ghsteming cock, | tried to rally some
desire to finish up what I'd begun. | clenched it in my st and

door

6 6 Why couldn’t I get laid in this
town? Was I really going to
have to shave and look more
respectable? 99

thought about Tom, that guy back in Elgin with the red hair
and thick legs, about how his cock tasted in my mouth when
he would fuck my face every lunch hour Yeah, it'd be presty
difficult to get tired of that fucker: My dick got thick and hard,
but then a sharp pang of adrenaline ran from my neck to the
base of my spine. Grandma's birthday was tomorrow;, and |
néeded to bake some brownies for her, I'd promised, It was
already sunset. [ had to make them that night or it wouldn't
get done, and I'd feel ke a heel. So | got up from the couch,
went to the kathroom and washed up, The music from next
door was more insistent there; | could almost make out the
lyrics. Didn't | own this album? While drying off, I checked
myselfl out in the mirror I've gained a few pounds sincs [
turned 30, but [ thought I locked just fine. A few of my friends
had even suggested that | shave not just my beard, but my
body—"You don't have body haic Will, you have a fucking
pelt.” Jerry had said one might after too much beer (he was
married, but | let him have his way with me anyway)—but |
just couldn't imagine myself that smooth. My muscles seemed
perfectly happy in their fur coat. Besides, this way, people
couldn't tell that my tattoos were in need of a togch-up. Too
mitich sin.

I walked back to the kitchen, got out the recipe and
scanned the area for ingredients. Everything was accounted
for excepl sugar. [ don't use the stuff much myself, and |
didn’t want to buy any if | conld averd it. It's like my ane
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concession to health-consciousness, [ stood there in the hest
of the evening, the smell of cocoa wrapping around me like
a heavy wouol blanket, and listened (o the music from mext
door Eitlser Mr Johnson had developed a taste for electric
guitars, of someone else had moved in. Perhaps that some-
one had some sugar I could borrow: I grabbed a teacup,
laoked at it, threw it down and then snatched a large soup
bowl. T actually had the door to the hallway wide apen and
myself halfway outside when | felt the air rush past my balls,
The gecond time | attempted to leave the apartment, o few
minutes later, [ had theown on an old T-shirt and some faded
eorduroy cutolfs.

Normally, the hallway was almost silent. [ used to think
that it was, 28 they say in the movies, too quiet. [ suppose
that the seven of us living in the building were just consider-
ate of one another, but after a while it was almnst like a dare
hung in the air—we dore
vou to make a racket. We
wiere all fmendly strangers
to one another, except for
Mr. Johnson, who had made
the rounds every so often with an
armful of vindictive comic-strip
pamphlets. | had told him that he
wouldn't know Jesus if He walked
up behind him and fucked him up
the ass. He turned purple, and 1
closed the door Thus ended our
short relationship, 5o now someone
new had moved in. | was sure of it,
The music was clearer. Me Johnson
woukdn't approve of Creedence Clearwater Revival. | knocked
on the door; a second later, [ could barely hear the music.
The door opened, and there stood my new neighbon

He was slightly taller than me, and he was built like a rock
His shoulders were massive; his arms were thick and sinewy,
with a tattooed spiderweb covering cach elbow; the outline of
his torse, covered in fur that partially hid more tattoos, was
framed by a green sofa behind him. [ wanted to run my tongue
along his side from his armpits to his waast, His face was sun-
roddened and handsome, framed by shagey cark-brown hair
and 5 thick teddish-brown beard thot bung halfway to his pecs,
which were roupd and firm, with emall nipples. His stomach
was slightly rounded et hard, and his legs were as furey ag a
carpet, which I could tell becasse he was in hs undarwear—
white briefs about a size too small. | wanted to stare and wished
that | eauld without appearing obvious, o instead | put on a
blank face that T save for these situations and lacked eyea with
him. Damn, were they hloe.

Summoning up every drop of classical restraint, [ dead-
panned, *'Hi. I'm your neighbor next door...”

“It"s not the music, is it? Sorry, man, [ love Creedence.”

“0h, no, I like the music. Turn it back up if yoo want. T just
came over to see if [ could bum a cop of sugar off you, And
introduce myself. I'm Will." I reached my hand out, and he
grabbed it firmly, shaking it like a dog shakes a squirrel. |
thought, “Does his dick get this hard? Does he put this much

energy into fucking?” My own dick began to press agamst,
my ghorts, 1

“I'm Mongo. Nice to meet you, Will, Sure, I've got some
sugar, C'mon in—hope you don't mind that I'm in my shom
It's oo fucking hot.™

“No, 1 don't mind, and yes, it is too fucking hot with youis:
those shorts, but that's OK," I thought. But it was only 88
degrees orso. Where had he moved from, Greenkind? 1 stk
my hand in my pocket. “Not at all,” [ said, speaking the trull
a2 much as | ever had in my life. He turned and stalked inlo
the living room, and I followed, watching his shorts cling s
his ass, the blue shadow of bis crack, His back was o marrel
of muscle covered in fur that hid more blurry tattoos—looked
like a giant octopus attacking o ship or something, too bad D
couldn’t get & lot closer and check them out. | knew I'd ke
jerking off to images of Mongo for 2 good leng time, but [aka)

6 G His face was sun-reddened
and handsome, framed by
shaggy dark-brown hair and a
thick reddish-brown beard.¢ 9

krew that @ lot of guys like him weren't exactly fond of kee
mas like me. Besides, [ could 2ee a big-haired blonde with®
beach-ball breasts sitting astride a chopper an the calendar
taped tothe wall. The dude had to be straight. But he seemed
like the Kind of goy who'd want to be friends with neiphbers®
who didn"t mind lovd music, and he probably wouldn't caich®
on to me being gay—it's surprising how many people sil

think all gay people look “gay,” whatever that means—sol'd
at least have a good excuse o come over, ogle him when e
wasn't looking and dream about sucking his dick.

I stood next to the couch, listening to him cdatter and bang:
his way around the kitchen, Finally, he returned with the soup
bowl heaped high with sugar He scemed to be staring isto
the middle distance, so | took o gamble and looked at himy
Hiz ghorts clung to a healthy bulge. A real healthy bulge ©
hadn't tried to look earlier, so | didn't know if he had been
hnlf-hard before, but he was now. The head of his dick, 2 fank
hlue crezcent againgt the white cotton of his shorts, was 211
wanted to see. OK, g0 [ didn’t mind seeing the rest of him,
too, "Jesus,” | thought, “this guy is hainer than Fam."

[ ordered my eyes away from him and sent them to check
out a bookshelf down the hall. It's abways best, I've found, 6"
meet the eves of a man you've been looking over and whe
may have noticed only after looking away and regarding somes
thing else. Then [ brought my eves up, where they mets
Mongo's cunious gaze.
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“Is this enough? 1 got more if you need it,” he said, keep-
ing his eves fixed on mine. Had he noticed my fascination
‘with his crotch? What should I say?

I'took the sugar from him and replied, “That's plenty, I'm
just making some brownies for my grandma® Dim tattoos
fegarded me from behind the fur on his thighs. He really did
havea lot of them.

“Baking on a sweltering fuckin' day like this? You must
really love your grandma, Will" he drawled, one eyebrow
arching at me like a cat. He was about three feet away. “You'll
netd a beer before hot work Eke that. Shit, I'd probably die of
heat working in a kitchen even if | was naked. Don't get me
wrong, [like heat, but I figure it"s time to stop wearing lots of
clathes when it happens.” He was grinning at me through
that beard, an easy grin that was matched by his eyes, and |
tould feel the heat radiating from his face. I put the sugar

down on the end table next to the sofa.

“Well, 'm with you there, man,” [ laughed. My stomach
Wi starting to do little flip-flops on me, which [ made worse
by telling myself not to get nervous, because [ wanted to
make a good impression on this guy and get invited back. But
he was gtill looking at me, and the pauses in our conversis
ton were getting louder

“Yeah, it's fucking crazy doing otherwise. When I'm riding
my bike, of cotirze. | wear leather no matter what the weather
15, "cue | figure road rash is worse than a little sweat.”

“You've got a bike?" | asked. [ hadn't seen one around.
And leather? Maybe [ could think up some excuse to get him
to mode] for me.

He frowned, his red forehead furrowing. “Well, veah, but
it's in pieces right now*

“Harley?!"

"o, actually, it's a Thumph. You ride any?”

"Mo, although I've thought about it. Too many assholes on
the road for me to try that. That's what my dad always told
me, amyway. | just doa't have the balls for it, | guess, So how
lapg you been living here? And where'd you move from?™ |
kept on looking at his face and smiling and fighting my desire
to get on my kpees and start sucking him off.

“Las Vegas,”

“Yuck, That must have been real weird, And hot,™

*Whaddava mean, ‘Yuck'? 1 liked it, thank you very much,

but I needed to get away from niy ex-wife something fierce.,
And it"s kinda hot here, too, in case you haven't noticed.” His
eves focused on me and flashed.

"Sorry—it's just always seemed like one of those paint-
ings with melting watches to me, you know, Caesar's Palace
and all. And sorry about your, uh...”

"My ex-wife? No, I'm sorry It's just kind of strange having
the woman you've spent 10 vears with decide she's a leshian ™
His face was composed except for that one eyehrow that curved
upward. “"We're still friends, bat it"s hard, man."”

“Yeah, that must be a strain,” was all [ could say A leshian
ex=wife could be just the thing to crack the ice znd introduce
the subject of homosexuality male, his thoughts on, but 1
didn't want to talk about it if it’d bum him out. “So you were
saymg something about, um, what was it, beer?™

He slapped me on the shoulder and winked. “T sure could
fickin' uze one. Be ripght back, Have a zeat.”

Mongo turned and walked into the kitchen—in an apart-
ment complex ke this, all of the units are laid out the same,
50 just like at my place, I could see into the bedroom from the
living room couch. Huge piles of clothes surrounded the bed.
[ imagined some of the scenes that bed must have been wit-
ness to. The apartment was not filthy by any means, but it
was obviously the home of a bachelor A slightly tilted book-
shelf to the left of the TV in front of me was stuffed with old
biker magazines sporting more mammary-enhanced blondes,
motorcycle and car repair manuals, sci-fi books, and a huge
dictionary. | studied the literature and rehearsed a volley of
questions about his taste in reading that [ could ask him. Any
excuse to get a lenpthy look at him—and he secemed civi-
lized enough, so what the hell? [ was beginning to think that
even if he were completely straight and weren't so porgeous,
Il be fun to hang out with,

And fuck if he wosn't still just in his shorts. As he strode
back into the room with a beer in each hand, I really, honestly
tried to keep my eves on his eyes. But then Ithought, “Fuck
it, the guy's a walking tattoo gallery, and he wants to be locked
at; I've got an excuse. And anyway, if he is going to hang out
with me, he's going to find out seoner or later” So I let my
eyes linger on his body. Instantly [ could feel my ass wanting
his cock buried deep within it, and my cock grew fatter. He
had a tattoo on his stomach—damn, that must have hurt—
and it kooked like a Chinese dragon, although with all that
hair it could just as well have been Dwight D. Eisenhower
The dragon’s tail pointed down and stopped about an inch
above his shorts,

“That"s quite the collection of tattnos you've got there,™ |
managed to zay as he came closer

“Thanks, Too bad you can’t see 'em too good, hairy fucker
that I am."

“%0 that's a dragon on your stomach, right?™

“Sure is. [ noticed you have a few: Here, have a look.” With
that, he put a beer down next to me, put his down on a table,
and then stood two feet in front of me with his legs slightly
apart. “This here," he said, pointing to an indiztinet blob on his
shoulder, "is a can of spinach. "Cuz of Popeve. And this here,”
he pointed at his thigh, right in front of my face, “is the ship
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my oddest brother was on when he got killed in ¥ietnam.”

“sorry,” 1 offered, and looked up at him. He smelled like
fresh sweat, and the heat from his body was undeniable. He
met my gaze and then turned around; his cheeks glowed in
the white shorts. Then he grabbed the waistband in back and
palled his shorts down, My mouth gaped. What an ass! And...

“There on the right, that"s my wife's name. Ex-wile's
name. Sherry. On the left it says, Hold on here,’ because she
always liked to grab my ass when she gave me & blawjob, 20
one day [ thought I'd make it official.”

“Well, at least you'll only need to get rid of one of those.”
Oh fuck. Had [ said that? | hoped he realized | was trying to
miake light of a bad situation,

“If I'm lucky, yeah!” he giggled, which surprised me even
more than his not decking me. He turned around to face me
again, lifting his shorts up as he did so. Then he tilted his
head back and narrowed
hiz eyes at me. I, uh... *
he started to smirk then
continued, “I'm just driving
vou crazy, aren't [

My stomach turned several
times and did a nose-dive. “What do
you mean?”

"Come off it. You're so horny |
can smell it." My mouth opened
slightly. "I mean, you are gay, right?™
One of his hands now rested on his
hipbone just where the waisthand of
his shorts met his fur

“Well, veah,” I confessed. “But
Cm—"

“No need to apologize. If anyone here needs to apologize,
it's me, because I'm being a prick-tezse. Look. When my wife
went off to be a leshian, we had a talk, and part of what [ told
hier was that [ could sympathize "cuz I've sometimes thought
about, you know, guys in a sexual way, but I've never done
anything about it, and she said that ] should check it out. So
check this out.” He grabbed the waistband znd lowered his
shorts, letting his cock spring out like a greyhound. It was 8
inches or so long and pretty thick, too. Next to his swelling
cock was a tiger tattoo,

“It's grrreereat!™ was the only thing that came to mind, so
[ sand it

He smiled at me and lowered the lids of his eyes. “Would
you like to suck on this?” he asked as his hand gripped his
maat, “Go ahead.”

I reached out and felt his dick harden immediately. The
aroma of his sweat took on a new and urgent tang. My hand
rubbed his dick as my eyes traced a lazy pattern over his
eorded, hairy thighs. Then | maved to feel his balls, watching
as his dick continued to rizge above them. His navel, nestled
in a whorl of chestnut hair, gazed back at me like a lower eye,
an eve of lust and simplicity,

“God, I've never had a guy go down on it before,” Mongo
moaned. “T really want te cream down your fuckin’ throat. Go
ahead. Suck it.”

© 6 The muscles in his forearms
rippled under his fur as he

poured lube on his dick and
started stroking himself. ¢ ¢

I looked up at him, inawe of his powerful body and his (ce
framed by such a lavish beard—a face that regarded me with
a look almost of pain. His eyves blazed as blue as the lighise
a cop car, but the skin arcund them seemed Lo be bundhin
up a little. He really wanted it, but some part of him
spite his boldness—was in struggle over the whole g
of liking a guy, admitting it to himself, then doing sometking
about it. For a second, | wondered whether [ should back off
But e brought hiz hand up to his chest to scrateh inan awle
ward way, as if he was trying to act absent-minded or casial
and then cradled the back of my hesd, pushing me to his ok
My tongue darted out of my mouth and licked the sensitie
point whera the flesh of the balls merges with the cock.
shudder passed through Mongo, and he whistled through bi
teeth, grinding himself against my face as one of my hand
cupped the rock-hard calf of his right leg, and the other sld

under the back of his shorts to feel his ass. My tongue ran uy
the ridge of his dick, pausing at the point just below the head
where I planted my lips and applied a little suction while cog-
Linuing a gentle back-and-forth motion.
“QOohh, yeah, Will,” he groaned, "cat it. [ can’t wait, mas
I'm gonna fuck your face... aah!™
[ opened my mouth and feasted on him, dilating noy thre
as far as il could go and working his shaft like mad with 1
jaws and tongue. He grabbed the back of my head again, with
both hands this time, and pumped me like an animal, gronk
ing and huffing. I had to time my breaths with his thrusts
keep from choking. Suddenly he stiffened, curving his torss
back from me, and yelled, “Christ, I'm gonna ehoot!™ His cod
began to pound like a drum in my throat, and then be &
loose a huge gush of delicious, red-hot cum as he bellowed
ecstasy. | kept my throat open as he throbbed inside my hes
ardd neck lke a fat snake in the sun. His groans and sig
continied ag Mood after flood of cum—hbow long had it
since he'd shot a load?—slid down to my stomach. [ notios
that he was shaking like a junkie in need of a shot, and then
he fell to his knees, hugging me to his chest. After a minuts
Mongo pulled away from me and stood up slowly with an i
decipherable look on his face,
“Well,” [ thought to myzelf, “he’s probably trying to thisk
of what to say to the... guy... who just sucked his dick inisl
the 12th dimension.” His mouth opened and closed faintly
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ifhe'd hoped the right words would appear in the nick of time,
- Then he spoke.
- “lassume this wasn't the first time you 've done this,™ he
drawled,
- "Isure hape it's not the last time, either” [ replied. “What
# fine cock on such a fine man.”

He looked at me for a few seconds. “5o I puess this is i,”
he fimally said, sighing. “I've always wanted to try gettin’ it
oawith another guy, but [ was always afraid people were gonna

- [ind out abont it So you can't tell anyone abcut this, ¥ hear?™
HE eyes meant business,
“Of course [ won't tell anyone about this,™ I shot back.
Alterall, T don't want o get beat up. I'm noet into pain, [ just
want you to fuck me five times a dag”™ [ was all wide-eyed
insocence.
Mongo cracked up, lowering his head into his chest and

‘checkling. Damn, he was bashiul now, and I got even hornicr,
- if that was posaible, "You know, | like you so far"” he said as
e reached out and grabbed my hard dick through my shorta.
"o, I&e, what can [ do for vou? | mean, in bed."”

“Or right here?" 1 suggested.

"Or right fucking here,” he replied. His cock was still hard,
 jutting up from between his hairy legs, and cum was still drip-
ping glowly from the slit. Then he seratched hiz shoulder,
glaning at me.

I love to get fucked," I said. "1 could sheot my kad just
thisking about your dick up my aga." I began to play with my
lefl nipple; and then Monge reached over and continued play-
ing with it. My breath caught in my threat, and he grinned,
playing a litile hardes

“Wou wanna get my dick up your agg, huh? I've fuckad
women up the butt before—sarme of "em like it 3 lot, and some
of ‘em say, *Pull sut, it hurts,” vou know? I'll love it, but what's
m it for you? Begides my dick, of courze,” he added and

grinned. "Really, how does it feel? Do you cum from getting
fucked? I want to know about thiz stufi™ ke glanced down
nuickly ther losked directly at me, “becauze | know how to
make 3 warran beg for g, bt "

"Well,” I snid, "you gotts go in real slow, especially with 5
cock 1e yours, and it wsially horte a Llitke hit, bat pou jost
have to get aver it and mot let that make vou tenge up, which
will just make it pet worse. Bot once I'm used to it, it can kst

for a long time. I've never cum just from getting fucked, but
I've gotten prefty close.” Mongo's hand moved past my balls
o my perineur, and [ squirmed under his touch.

“h, fuck, yeah,” he said then stood up over me. “Excuse
me, I'll be right back."

I watched the crow's feet around his eyes ripple as he
emided and leaned over to slurp loudly at my mnipple. His
tongue felt so good, and his beard was warm on my belly,
Then he whirled around and ran into the bedroom, emerging
after a few seconds with some lube, walking with an exag-
gerated aren’t=[-hot-shit bounce that made his hard-on wag,
My own cock almost hurt, it was so hard. Damn, the look on
his Sice—he really was getting into this now. Mongo sat down
next to me and vanked at my shoris.

“0ff with these fuckers,” he growled, "let me see what
you pot.” My corduroys were unbuckled and unzipped, and
my cock sprang ocut, dripping precuen [ was so turned oo, 1
walched as a puddle of lube formed in his palm, Wetness on
my dick. He rubbed lube on his index finger and sucked my
tits while he reached behind me, *You gonsa let me in there?™
he asked. “Up your ass?"

*Fuck yeah,” I hollered. “Do it!" [ felt him probe, then
plunge. He backed up fromm my chest and grabbed me with
his other hand, pumping me slowly

“Yeah, I'm going to finger-fuck you this time to see what
you like,” he said. He was all the way in me now, touching
here and there, jerking me off, that pressure and pleasure.
His finger found my prostate; [ yelled and writhed on the
sofa, one of my legs now on his shoulder as he pounded my
cock in his hard end kept playving with my prostate. “Yeah,
fuck you there, fuck you right there, You like it there, right,
Will} Make you fuckin' cum, motherfucker!"

“Wh, Monga, man... ah... L.." was all | could say boefore he
withdrew his finger and stoed over me agnin, his hard-an
throbbing in the ue

"l can't pass this up, fuckee You want my cock, don't you?
You want me to stick my cock up your ass," The muscles in
his forearms nippled under his fur as he pourcd lube on his
dick and started stroking himself. He knelt down in frant of
the zofa and stroked me, too, | wanted this guy so bad, I
couldn't wait any longer

“Yeah, man, fuck me now," | begged.

He turned me around on the sofa so that my head was up
agang! the back, got my legs on his shoulders, and then, be-
fore | could prepare mygelf, all of him slid in me. | lost it,
gcreaming and howling like the world wag going to end. His
ballz glapped against my ass as he pumped me. My fingers
ran through his chest hair and then seized his ass, guiding
him deeper and deeper ints my hole. He started grinning at
me then kissed me hard, his tongue probing my mouth. Over
his shoulder [ could see us reflected in 2 wall mirror, and the
sight of hiz mighty back snd ass thrusting into me, of his
kallz right up against me, sent me over the edge. [ came all
over myself, my body in spasms, jism in my chest fur, his
cock atill fucking me, his hand still sliding over my cock. |
called mut hiz name: my head only had encugh space left in it
to think abouot him and his body on top of me, fucking me, and
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that just made me cum more, It was too much. | gratbed his
wrigt; | was shaking, my heart was a drum. He drew back
hitele, grinned the biggest shit-eating grin ['d ever seen. the
jumped on me and gave meanother sloppy tongue kiss, grsd
ing into me. [ grabbed kis ass. 1 thought of Grandma _

“Oh, man, I've still got to make those brownies,” | grozned
through Mongo's face,

gom to think about your grandmother at a ime like this. Sud
cevotion, "Yeah, Grandma, | bad to pull this guy’s dick
my ase—"'

| burst out laughing.

He pulled out of me, sweat dripping down his legs, hi
dick still rock-hard, “You'd better pet going now" he
"but I éxpect to see you again real soon. | get real horoy & lg
s0 anytime you wanna..,”

“You know where to find me,” I replied as 1 pulled on
shorts and T-shirt, which sopped up the cum that was ne
all over me. Hopefully I wouldn't run into anyone i the hall
I'reached for the cup of sugar and stopped dead., *Say, Monga
you wouldn't happen to have any, uh, more sugar [ couald bar
row? 1 don't think this is food-grade anymore.’

"What's up? Lemme see.” Sticking his hard-on ia the cradt
of my ass and putting his hands on my hips, he peered v
my shoulder at the huge splat of cum that coversd most
the sugar with pearly whiteness. He rumbled a low laugh
and lowered himself slightly so that his dick pressed nght
against my hole. I pushed back and impaled myzell on him
again, gasping &t his size,

“Yeah, let me get my nut again, yeah... yeah,™ he moaned
as he fucked me. He bit into my neck slightly, rubbing hie
beard agaimst my back as he pushed faster and faster. One of
his arms cradled me from the front, and the other reached
around to grab the bowl, Hiz grunts torned into a long, low
sound of pleasure as he pulled out quick, moved me to the
gide, and brought the bow] in frant of him.

“Oh, yeah, Will, here, have some... Ah! Ah!™ Thin ropes of
jizz sprayed over the already drenched sujgar as his furry body
guaked in the aftermath. When his dick stopped pumping, he
set the bowl down and hugged me again. “Let me wash upand
Bet vou some more sugarn, honey” he said and lumbered away
to the other end of the apartment. [ watched has tght calves s
he ran off, and [ thought, "Life is ceally OR."

5o I'll spare you all the awkward leave-taking stuff. Eves-
taally 1 made it out of there, after we decided that we shotld
shower up before [ went off 1o cook, I'll leave the procesd-
ings in the shower to your imagination. [ don’t want to brag
ar anything, you know,

[ remained true to my wond and got Grandma’s bicthday
brownies out ofthe oven at 2:30 wm. Whea 1 brought them o
her the next evening, she patted my hand and looked at me
with her bifecaled eves and sald, "You know, Will, making
other people feel good is what life is all aboin, that's what
I've learned. If you can make people lsappy. you make yous-
self happy. And if you go out of vour way to make people happi
you gel paid back.”

“You don’t know how true that is, Grandma,” | said. @
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Legal Perspectives
by Jeff Kilpuirick

Gay-Bashed!

“Just the facts, sir,
Just the fuews™

had been planning to write a column
on copyright ard trademark law for
: o guyEs. ¥ou know—you have a
- song that jumps into your head, you
know it's good, and vour friends think
it's great too. You were supposed to be
reading about protecting that song and
- reming its profits now. However, events
“overtook that calumn,
| got gay-bashed.
L I'wes in Washington, D.C.. at Dupant
Circle, the heart of D.C.’s gay ghetto.
The Circle is popular, not just with
gy, but also with office warkers, cou-
rérs and the homeless, Almos: anyone
who wants to take a break from the city
goes there,
| was there on a Saturday night at
1 pm.—still plenty of daylight—when
lintersected with a homeless guy shout-
ing something unintelligible. We
bumped each other, and he screamed,
“l want money. Give me your money,
 Stupid faggot.” When [ said, “No way!™
he punched me, resulting in loose teeth,
| 1cut-vp mouth, blurred visien and a
PEET S00¢ jav
[z all happened so fast, I'm not sure |
couild advise you how to avoid this hap-

pening to you, But I can give vou some
advice on what to do if you ever find
yvoursell in this unfortunate situation.

Tip 1: When you walk, try to notice the
people around you, both the good and
bad ones. Inmy cese, [ noticed there
was & cop standing 20 feet away:,

Tip 2: Yell o Bitle—it pets people to look,
When I said, “"Mo way!" I said it in a
loiad woice, which attmcted the atten-
tion of the cop. He became my wit-
niess to the alterestion. This was im-
portant, because although it was
doylight in o busy, crowded plece, no
an¢ stopped to help or gave their
nAMAE a5 4 witness.

Tip 3: Take the time you need to gather
your wits. The pelice wanted to
question me to eatablish a motive for
the attack. [ waa in ehock, bleeding,
and in a great deal of pain, So |
calmly eaid, *Wait a eecond—I need
to focus on your quéstion, I'm hav-
ing a kard time doing it because I'm
shaken up, I'm bleeding, and I hurt.”
They gave me the space | needed,
and, in 3 minute or go, [ answered
their questions,

Tip 4: Don't raige your voize; speak in
as normal 3 tone of voice ag possible,
Cops are professionals whoe have to
get two (usually conflicting) stories
and then judge the truth from both of
them. Often, the more rationa] ver-
SION Wins,

Tip 5 Get 3 prompt medical assess-
ment of your injuries. Also, get 2
picture of the damage if the police
don’t take one. Thig helps in pros-
ecution later

Tip 6: Ask any officer who interviews
you for their business card. This lets
them know that vou're serious about
helping the authorities in their pros-
ecution, If it’s an officer wha doesn't
like gays, it will probably mspire them
to be gay-neutral and follow proce-
dure by the book. Be professional,
end it’s likely that the police will be
professional too, At the very least,
get their names and badge numbers.
Tell them vou'll be calling the station
house in aday or two to Secure a copy
of the police report.

Tip 7: Contact the prosecuting attor-
ney at the earliest possible oppor-

tunity and let them know you're
willing to help the prosecution in any
way you can. Be pleasant, be palite,
but be persistent. Leave them with
na doubt of your willingness to help
inn the prosecution of the crime.
Criminal justice is often conducted
at a breakneck pace, and deals are
made all the way through the pro-
cess. The earlier the prosecuting
attorney knows that a victim is will-
ing to prosecute, the stronger that
attorney’s positien (s,

Tip &: Be nice to vourself, For me, T ook
@ long, hot shower to put the inc-
dent behind me. | got a massage and
spent some quality time with my
boyiricnd. I felt much better ad-
justed after doing it. Do what you
need to do to pet yoursell into good
headspace. The “Why me! " attitude
is dangerous. Avoid self-pity, but do
scli-indulge. You may not have
earncd it, but in times like these,
yvou do deaerve it

Tip & Az soon as you can, wote downa
detailed description of the sccur-
rence. If there are procecdings later,
you can refresh your memaory from
your writing. We tend to blot aut un-
pleasant occurrences, and memory is
tricky at beet, Write it dawn,

Tip 1 Talk te vour friends, You will
need support, and they are a good
support system. Many cities have
professional support groups such as
the Community United Against Vio-
lence. Any leshian and gay informa-
tion line should be able to give you
their number.

Tip 11: Make a conscious effort to con-
quer feae The night after my boat-
ing, | made it 2 point to walk the same
route at the same time as | kod the
might hefore. | was nervous, but fielt
much hetter for it

The police arrested my assailant.
He was charged with two felonies: as-
sault with intent to roband hate-crme
assaunlt, And becaise there are no ar-
raignments in D.C. on Sundays, he
spent Saturday night and Sunday in jail
until he could be arraigned on Mon-
day morning.

Take care and good luck to all of
you. @
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Vaice from the Wilderness
by Kilier

Stuck for a
Column
or Never on

Segue

know v'all are just dying to hear
what's going an in my pathetic little

\ Adife, m0 I'l spit it our straight: 'min
the middle of a move. Me and Crusher

- Bamiuck and god-camen but [ hate mov-

ing. It's kinda interesting out there, sur-
- ounded by fields of corn, soybeans and
" marijuana: now, I know what you're
 thinking. but it seems as how the latter
| ETUWS wild here, so I got a touch of
* Humbaoldt County just up the road. State
‘troopers have a hell of a time with
- peaple stapping on the highways to har-
* west the shit that grows in the ditches,
El:{lllmtl farmers plant it alongside their
“com, bringing new meaning to He Who
Walks Between the Rows.

Thing is, with so0 much of my time
Baken up with moving (and before that,
 takzn up with finding a suitable place to
- move ta), [ been ignoring my duties to
 fill this space. So fuck me with a Brillo
- pad and make me apologize. There 5 a
 time cther than the moment you die
* when your life flashes before your eyes,
* and that is when you move,

* Been finding a few items here and
 there that remind me of my dead friend

ohn, Ran across his favorite cup. It's

—

been httle over o year, and only today
have I been able to drink out of that cup.
It's kinds like 3 tall mug made of fire-
engine red tranaparent plastic; he got it
when e was stationed at Minot and
nesded 3 cup that could be sesn scrozs
the vaet wastelands inside guvamint
warehouzes. It pleazges me to think thst
it perched perisdically on nudlear war-
hesds, It's kinda creepy drinking out of
it, probably kecause | have zo ideatified
that cup with John that it feals lie [ am
drinking him, something [ don't always
want to do,

Came across a cup my bud Bird
picked up on the great cross-country
trek we made whea [ moved to the Mid-
wast. [t's purple and insulated and came
from the Ralph’s in Winnemueca and,
duning the drive out, contained a tea
made of kot water, lemon juice, honey,
garlic and cognac Bird made to nurse a
head cald. And suddenly, I'm reminded
af an mcident that happened when we
were gasing up at same Flying | truck
stom an 180 Bard, i an attempt to e
buke haredom, went info the conves
fience stnne-(ype place that wag there
to pick up a few magazines. There was
3 quagi=corporate type standing at the
racks, looking evervthing over They
hath stood there awhile, ponidening the
relative merits af The Atlontic Mownilly
over ks and Ammo. Finally the guy
turned to Bird and said, "1 can't take it
anymore, | goita see whal my under-
wear says about me,” and grabbed the
latest issue of Cosmopolitan.

By now you're probably thinking this
1z the “all cup™ columa. It ain’t. but once
['ve found a theme (in this case, "cups
35 metaphor”), | pottazee whene it goes.

OK. Not too far

So here's vour Mannual direct ingight
into my tortured psyche: I had some real
weird dreams latele In one, T was living
in a cartoon, but it wasn't just cartoon-
type action; everything was animated in
a style that was a cross between Renoir
and Sally Cruikshank, with The
Stmpsens color scheme.

Whilst not making the world surreal
for Kmart shoppers, these days | am
prone to pondering gay marriage. Quit
savin', "Eeuuwwe" And with all the ar-
guing going back and forth, especially
among us queers, [ gotta ask: Is it pos-

gible there s some confision about
what i3 the right to equal treatment and
what is desire to emulate atraight
people? What is it about strasght people
that is being emulated by expressing a
desire to marry? Is it a desire to be just
as middle class, just as crass, just as
bourgeois, just as petty as siraight
folke? By implving gav people are
abeve guch things, or that gays don't
have room in their rélationghips for
such "straight” games, mores and in-
gtitutions, gays are pogited as a cho-
gen peoaple, which 18 a foaligh, shenat-
ing and arrogant assumption,

Heard a dvke named Paula
Ettelbrick on the radie a while back,
vammering about how lege] recogmition
af gay marriage would create 2 “two-
tiered” svetem of gay relationships: the
legitimate and the scorned. Bullshit.
Shie"s missing the point, which is equal-
ity. (And if, az [ believe, she's afraid of
gay people turning inta Ozzie and
Harriet, she's years ton late, But we
canld remedy that situation by putting
the head of Armistead Maupin on a pike
and surrnunding it with Doadleloams
and Chin Pets. The harsar ) I'm not say-
ing you gotta pet marcied if you'rein i
relationzhip. You gotta do what's right
for you, and if marriage an't right for
vou, don't do it But I want the aphion,
because my relationship deserves the
same respect and privileges accorded
a heterosexual relationship.

In the last column, there was a story
I wanted to include but couldn't due to
space. [ got the room now so: While
hanging at the D.C. Eagle with buds Jim
and Jeseph, Jim kept a running commen-
tary on the men coming into the bar—
we were, after all. situated right across
from the stairs. After going oo for a bat,
Jim turned to me and said, sheepishiy,
“And z0 you can see, ['m just a vicious
queen,'" I re