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Ou Contritors

without them we are nothing...

Beth Ramona Allen - Beth adores the American Van, so much
so that she created Rockinvan.com. When she isn’t fantasizing
about her next ride, she is playing ukulele in the amazing
Pineapple Princess.

Fiona Bruce - She likes steak, especially when it’s dirt cheap and
served in a strip club. When she isn’t dining in style, Fiona is
enriching her mind, getting people drunk and being her gorgeous
self.

Kevin Chanel - Son of a sailor, husband of a Sunny, and walker
of of Boise, not only does he keep the home flames burning but
is the proud editor and publisher of the amazing ChinMusic!
Magazine.

Lori Cloutier - When she’s not driving around the U.S. looking
for roadside attractions or on the hunt for thrift stores, she’s out
protecting the endangered old Las Vegas from becoming extinct.

Tina Kozik - Writer, photographer and all around great gal, Tina
calls Boston home and occasionally uses the word “wicked” as
an adjective. When she isn’t thinking about her next amazing
project, she can be found petting her precious cat Snacks.

Tina Lucchesi - We’ve all wondered at one point or another what
we’d look like sporting a beehive. Tina has lived the dream.
When not having her own hair done, she styles others and is a
singer, drummer, and all around figure of adoration,

Meggan Scavio- Meggan loves shoes. Flats, heels, boots, all are
fine friends with her feett. When she isn’t staring down at her
newest acquisition thinking “they’re so pretty” she’s traveling
the globe from Palo Alto to Prague.

Gwen Stubbs — Cute as a button and smart as a whip, Gwen lives~*

and loves in Seattle, Washington where she plays music and
BBQs.

Laura Zimmerman — When not studying, writing or studying
some more (she’s in school getting one of those highfalutin
degrees) she likes to dream about her own amphibicar that will
whisk her away from her next exam.
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So, about this issue...

If you are reading this, there are two possible assumptions that
I can make. Either you stole my laptop and are going through
my word docs on your way to clean out my hard drive, or, and
let’s hope this is the case, you have purchased Girlyhead No.
5, the “Sailors, Sirens and Strippers” issue and felt the need to
read the thoughts and musings of it’s creator. If you have my
laptop, please return it to me immediately. If the case is the
later, welcome and thanks for your patronage!

Rationalizing is a gift, a talent that
I have exhaustively developed
and honed in countless situations
and circumstances. From finding
excuses for why I had to buy
those kitten heeled Sigerson
Morrisons to proving that there
really was no other alternative for
dinner than to make a pilgrimage
to Chez Panisse, even though a
thrifty “let’s eat at home” oath
had previously been sworn upon.
No matter how ambiguous, I
always manage to dredge up a
reason “why.”

Turhoboise

How would one, obviously me in this case, rationalize a
“Sailors, Sirens and Strippers” themed issue? As in many
a bar room brawl, it started with the sailors. Pierre et Gilles
(with their gorgeous seafarer portraits) and Turbonegro
(with their anthem “Sailor Man”) both have strong sailor
iconography that I find irresistible, but the magnetism is more
than through artistic mediums. It’s in my blood, thanks to a
Norwegian Merchant Njfhlrine grandfather. The sea salt in my
veins met its match when I married the son of a Navy man
(See Kevin’s “My Dad Was a Sailor Man”) and grandson of
a lifelong sailor who my husband fondly describes as having
an eerie resemblance to Popeye. Yet, the strongest influence
is no doubt from my mother and her appreciation for Navy
branded accessories and accoutrements. When I was a kid, my
mother’s “uniform” consisted of thrift store scored wool Navy
pants with the requisite arc of anchor encrusted buttons and
her collection of blue and white striped shirts. And it wasn’t
just the wardrobe; almost every meal of my life was served
atop Official Navy issue plates, bowls and cups. These dishes
are not just stylish in their simplicity but extremely practical in
that they are nearly indestructible, being created for the shaky
tabletops of the ship’s dining hall. Although I don’t don my
Mom’s old uniform, I do find myself drawn to clothing in that

darker shade of blue, anchored accessorizes and have acquired
my own set of Navy dishes that are put to the durability test
daily.

Where there are sailors, you’re bound to run into the sirens.
Seamen, on their epic journeys across those great watery
expanses, experienced many a run-in with the nymphs of yore,
tailed and otherwise, who would lure them into oncoming
rocks with their song (See Beth’s
“Girls Got Rhythm” for contemporary
musical maidens). It’s been a while
since mariners accused those sinister
sirens for their catastrophes but a
more modern and believable bait
exists and is found in almost every
seaport town, strippers. These talented
“entertainers” continue to seduce the
world’s seafarers (check out Lori’s
“Liz Renay Exposed” for the tale of
a truly legendary stripper). It’s a wide
net we’ve tossed. Catching cocktails,
Country Teasers and David Cross
along the way with an inclusion of an
odd assortment of Girlyhead mayhem
and mischief.

Speaking of Girlyhead, when you ask yourself “I wonder
when the next one will be out,” you probably won’t have
an answer, and that makes two of us. Hopefully, we’ll be
completely enthralled with our new venture entitled Circa
Now (www.circnow.com). We’ll be making stuff and selling
it, hopefully to you. At this point, you should throw down
this very magazine and check out our first product, our Lucky
Poker Glasses Set. And since magazine publishing is just so
“fun,” we’ll be undertaking a new periodical challenge—our
own eating and entertaining zine (name to be q‘nnounced ata
later date through fanfare and fireworks) created‘q rationalize
spending more than we should on eating in and out. Thank you
and good night.

P.S. In the pages of Girlyhead, we try to live in our own little
fantasy world where everything is cute, fuzzy and huggable.
While we try to stay clear of politics in our attempt to make
Girlyhead a refuge and escapist indulgence, we do feel it is our
duty to ask you to do one simple thing: Please Vote.

Thank you,
Sweny M. Andersen Chane!

This is all for my mother
who is with me in every moment.

We also wish to remember the energy and endless enthusiam of
Girlyhead friend and contributor Sarah Jacobson.
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Name: Sandy j

Aliases: Sandypants, Sandpee, Sandpoo, Cutie Pie, Pumpkin

Turn-ons: Treats, humans, stuffed animals, cat poop

Turn-offs: Skateboards, inline skates, rollerskates, the mailman, puppies, Bart
Hobbies: Demolishing toys, keeping her feet clean, taking up the whole bed,
begging

Fave Food: People food

Attitude: Yes, definitely

If she could talk she would say: “My mom is to blame for my shitty haircut.”
Keepers: Knykky Jacobson

Godparent: Bart Henderson

Siblings: Lucky, Cowboy, Nessie 1T

Name: Snacks

Alias: Little Miss

Turn-Ons: Food and being around people.
Turn-Offs: Her adopted brother Simon.
Hobbies: Sitting in laps for hours on end, sleeping, sitting on the
keyboard every time her people try to use the computer and wagging her
tail in your face while she does it.

Fave Foods: rotisserie chicken and Dunkin Donuts reduced fat blueberry
muffins.

Attitude: Charming to humans, testy with other cats
Keepers: Tina and John Kozik

God Parents: Kerry and Dave Testa

Siblings: Simon the tiger (cat)

.

Name: Bruiser

Alias: The Brews, Butthead, Brusario, Piggy, Bruisey

Turn-Ons: Rotting dead animals, dirt, hyper-active dogs, fluffy beds
Turn-Offs: Baths, horses, being left alone, drooling

Hobbies: Farting, jet-setting, begging, tanning, snubbing inferiors
Fame Factor: Cover of 7inch, “Bruiser Pics” web page, 2003 Warped
Tour

Fave Foods: Pigeon poop, anchovies, doritos, popcorn, anything you’re
eating

Attitude: Diva

Keepers: Fat Mike and Erin Burkett

God Parents: Knykky Jacobson, Toby Jeg

Siblings: Timmy the turtle




Dear Laverne,

I love my husband and my husband’s best friend, Hank. I’ve never
hidden from my husband the fact that I am in love with Hank. Itold
him, you love him, did you expect me not to? Hank and I always
have a great time together and he is really easy to talk to, whereas
my husband is not so good at communicating. My husband is very
reliable and dependable. Hank, on the other hand, tends to be a bit
of a flake. What I want to know is do you think a woman can live
happily ever after with two men?

Sincerely,
Double Trouble

Dear Trouble, "

I fear the solution to youﬁ problem is one no woman in history has
been able to solve. What you need is for both men to merge into
one. The reliable, dependable rock combined with the fun-loving,
blithe conversationalist, what mere could a girl want. But, dear
Trouble, little do you know ydur great fortune — usually a girl
finds only one side of that perfect coin (dependable vs. fun) in a
great guy and has to silently kiss the other side good-bye. If your
husband knows of your love for Hank yet does not mind if you
remain Hanks friend, then enjoy the friendship. Let Hank provide
you with the characteristics lacking in your darling hubby. No one
man can be it all and hubby may be glad to have the pressure of
trying to be everyman off his back.

Can a girl live happily ever after with two men? Why sure, if she
keeps her wits about her and doesn’t try to have these two men
fill each other’s roles. First, your husband will not turn into a
sparkling conversationalist and Hank won’t stop with his flighty
ways, so just enjoy them for who they are. I imagine what you
long for from Hank is a bit more than his conversational wit, but
don’t let your passions get away from you. A girl can delegate
the ideal qualities of her dream man to two great guys, but it will
never work if she reciprocates by sharing her affections with both
of them. So, don’t get caught up in Hanks charms and easygoing
personality and risk losing your dependable rock. As long as you
remember only hubby gets the entire you, keep the best friend as
the best friend and you’ll all have more fun.

Dear Laverne,

I have been good friends with a guy for over seven years now.
Now I realize I like him as more than a friend. What do I do? I’m
not sure how he would react if I tell him how I really feel. I don’t
want to lose him as a friend. Is it worth taking the risk and actually
telling him the truth about how I feel?

Sincerely,
Eternal Gal-Pal

Dear Gal-Pal,

Saying the L-word to a guy in any situation is difficult. For the
most part I’d say “what have you got to lose, say it” but in this
situation it sounds like you do have something to lose — a long-term
friendship. And I just cannot tell you whether or not it is worth
taking the risk. A good long-term friendship is a rare find indeed,
but then again so is true love. So which one is he? First, let’s
backtrack a bit. So, you finally realized after seven long years that
you like him as more than a friend? Not to sqund skeptical, but
darling, why now? Look deep into your pitter-pattering heart and
ask yourself these questions: Are you feeling particularly lonely
right now? Did you just break up with someone else? Have you
recently given up hope of finding a love? Why is this dependable
well-worn pal suddenly a love-interest? Surely you noticed his
dashing good looks and irresistible charms years ago. I guess what
I’m trying to get at is whether these new feelings are just a passing
crush, a place to park your rusty feelings of amore until someone
new comes along, or if they are the real deal. If these feelings are
flighty, you will most certainly loose the friendship if you profess
eternal love and then dump him when you regain your wits. But
if you search your soul, and also search your common-sense brain,
and can honestly say that this friend is really the prince charming
you’ve been searching for, then perhaps it is time to fess up. But be
ready, he may run for the hills, at least temporarily. If he does, be
ready to put your deep-loving feelings aside so the friendship can
survive. Who knows, he may already have the same feelings you
do but hasn’t had the courage to say anything either. Or perhaps
once you breathe the L-word out loud, he may take to a shine to the
idea and realize he has deep feelings for you too.

Dear Laverne,

My best friend’s boyfriend has been flirting viciously with me
behind my friend’s back. I ignore all of his advances, but he won’t
let up. What should I do?

Signed, 4
Flirt Alert A \

Dear Flirt Alert,

Urgh, what’s a girl to do? Harmless flirting is not harmless if it
makes you feel uncomfortable. And obviously his flirting makes
you uncomfortable, not least of all because he is your best-friend’s
boyfriend. What could he possibly be thinking? Well, the surest
way to take the wind out of his sails is to tell your best friend. Let
her know his advances are making you squirm in your skivvies.
She may be hurt by his behavior or she may try to blow his behavior
off as nothing serious, but it is serious to you so let her know. The
last thing you want to do is hurt your friendship, which will surely
happen if he keeps up his bad behavior. He may just be flirting
with you because you are readily accessible, as the girlfriend’s
best friend. Guys have different rules about amore with best
friends’ gals so he may not understand that love-girlfriend does
not equal love-girlfriend’s-friends. Or he may somehow, perhaps
unconsciously, be trying to distance you from your friend by
creating a rift between you and her. Make it clear to him that there
are many dimensions to his flirting beyond harmless fun. If he still
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many dimensions to his flirting beyond harmless fun. If he still
persists, take yourself out of the equation. Only see your friend
when he is not there. She may think you are being an oversensitive
pain-in-the-ass, but whatever, you will know that you are saving
your friendship with her. You don’t need that guy in your life,
but your friend thinks she does. Putting all the cards on the table
may cause you some temporary discomfort but it will cease the
persistent discomfort inflicted by your friend’s boyfriend.

Dear Laverne,

I have been dating my boyfriend for three years now and lately
we have started acting more like friends than lovers. Is this
relationship destined to end up just as a friendship or is there
something I can do to re-ignite the flame that we once had?

Signed,
Dying Ember in S.F.

Dear Dying Ember,
Plenty, my dear, there is plenty you can do to re-ignite the flame!
So what if the mad fever you both felt at the beginning has faded,
welcome back to reality. As much as it may seem like a loss,
really you’ve made it to the great
comfy spot in a relationship where
you two can be friends and lovers at
the same time. But this is when the
challenge of being in a relationship
really begins. It is imperative that
you keep the initial fire smoldering underneath all the cherished
new friendship moments. That initial fire was, in part, the thrill
of the new. Nothing may seem new anymore, but that is just an
illusion, you’re just in a rut of routine. What you need to do now
- is consciously step out of your droning routine and become aware
of all the possible exciting new adventures to be had. You are a
girl, meaning you are an eternal mystery. You may think he knows
everything about you at this point, but oh contraire — whip up some
mystery, darling, and you will ignite his flame once again. For
starters, go on a date with him. That doesn’t mean going to the
same old grub house you guys have been running to three times
a week to wolf down another quick dinner before getting on with
your busy lives. No, take turns and once a week surprise each other
with a new place to go and new things to do. Be creative, take him
to an off-the-wall sporting event or go go-cart racing. Leave him a
note to meet you at a hotel room and surprise him with new lingerie
and some champagne, or go for a drive out to the country to “look
at the stars.” It doesn’t have to be extravagant. And, don’t just
wait for that once-a-week date. Surprise him on any given night
with a home-cooked meal served in a naughty maid outfit. Draw
a bubble bath and invite him in. For tips, watch soap operas and
glance through some romance novels. Even if it is a bit cheesy or

cliché, you guys will have fun, laugh, and feel the love and fire'

renewed and ready to burn forever.

Dear Laverne,

My friend Sheila used to have a serious crush on a guy but it faded
with time. Now that her feelings have dwindled I find that I like
him. Normally I would never try to date anyone that my friends
have liked in the past but Sheila keeps pushing us to be together.
The problem is that every time my crush and I get close Sheila acts
different towards me. Should I just let this guy go or fight to get to
the bottom of this situation?

Sincerely,
Crushing Friend

Dear Crushing Friend,

Oh, the emotional rollercoaster ride you must be on. The yo-yo
messages coming from Sheila, from yourself, and I’m willing to bet
from the guy — urgh - what is a lovelorn gal supposed to do? It is
difficult enough to handle a new crush without having a friend around
being Dr. Jekyll and pushing you towards the guy while at the same
time turning into Ms. Hyde every time you go along with her urgings
and get close to the poor fellow. My advice is to forget the guy and
save your friendship. Obviously Sheila still has issues surrounding this
guy. For starters, why would she be pushing you towards someone she
once liked? Every girl knows that even if the feelings are gone, she
will still instantly feel pangs of jealousy when her lost love-interest is
spotted with a new sweetie. If his new girl is her friend, then she will
be forced to watch from a front-row seat as the romance she lost out
on unfolds between her dear friend and her ex-dreamboat. Even if she
says she’s just looking out for you or trying to help you, her behavior
tells a different story. The closer you get to him, the more she freaks.
This is not a good sign that things are cool with her. Take the hint and
find a new crush. I know this is not news you want to hear, sister, but
remember crushes are a dime-a-dozen while true friends are a rare find
indeed. Your policy of not pursuing guys your friends once liked is a
good one, one that every girl should take very seriously.

Dear Laverne,

more Iike fl‘iellds thall |0vel‘s I have recently developed a

crush on a new co-worker. I

have a good job and dating

is strictly prohibited at my
workplace. But this guy seems to be worth risking the reprimands
that T might face on my job. Do you have any advice on how to
successfully date a coworker, or is this relationship doomed from the
start?

From,
Risky Business

Dear Risky Business

Well, as a firm believer in work-place romance, I would normally say
“go for it, have fun, let the chips fall where they may.” I mean nothing
spices up the ol’ paper-pushing doldrums like a little hanky-panky in
the supply closet. And, as long as you are cool about it when the affair
ends or when the fling doesn’t turn into marriage, then you both can
keep your job and feel light-hearted enough to cheer each other on to
“real” relationships. Problem is my usual advice may not work here.
First off, you say you have crush, want to date, and wonder about the
relationship with the new office hottie. Words too serious to indicate
good old ravenous lust is all that is going on here. Secondly, in a world
full of sexual harassment lawsuits and paranoid employers, a policy
of “dating is strictly prohibited” adds a new dimension of risk to your
quandary. But, never fear, Laverne is not one to shun a challenge and
where there is a will there is undoubtedly a way. It is up to you to
weight the pros and cons of this situation. Can you and your hunk
manage to keep the relationship a secret? That means more than just
clandestine meetings in dark corners of smoky restaurants and seedy
bars. It also means you can’t blow a gasket in the front lobby at work
every time you catch hottie flirting with the receptionist. You’ve got to
know you can be cool. If perchance the relationship becomes serious
is there a possibility of approaching the corporate suits and explaining
that your relationship is more than butt-slapping harassment, that you
the two of are meant to live happily-ever-after? If not, can one or
both of you live without this job? Finally, search your soul - is this
guy worth it? Are you really serious about him or is he just some
refreshing eye-candy that reinvigorates what would otherwise dull
day? Ifit’s not really serious, consider a brief mad affair in the broom
closet late one Friday evening and leave it at that. Your fantasies will
be fulfilled and no one will lose their job.
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Donning glasses, thrift store scored
threads and armed with an acerbic wit,.
Enid is a character that many angst-
filled youth can relate to. Starring in the
Ghost World stories of the famed Dan
Clowes’ Eightball comics as well as the
2002 film of the same name, Enid has
become an icon not unlike Cher or Patty
Duke. With all her fame and fortune
comes admiration. Boys...they pine for
her and search out Enid ﬂones at local
clubs and swap meets. Girls...they want
to be her, throwing out their contacts
and getting thick-rimmed glas§eé and
scour local garage sales, thrift stores
and relative’s closets for that perfect
sweater. In response to the request to
worship more false idols, Necessaries

Toy Foundation has released their

first attraction, the Enid doll. Beauty,

brawn and brains incarnate—what

better character to explore the world

of glamour with. Please join us in our
delusional discussion with Enid the
immobile plastic doll on how she keeps

looking so great.

Nationality: American, but she was

made in China.

Height: Fifteen whole inches.

pile doll made of plastic

Skin Care: Being that she’s made

of plastic, she doesn’t have to worry
about sunscreens, wrinkle creams or
breakouts. Her skin is perfect everyday,
all day. With a lovely sprinkling of sun
kissed freckles.

Clothes: Enid is partial to vintage and
she loves her zebra print mini and her
small orange t-shirt.

Accessories: She loves her blue bat
eared bondage mask, which really goes
with everything. “Enid in the year 2525
a.d.” can use her handy#gy gun. “Enid
1,000,000 b.c.” has her own heavy-duty
club. Both come in very handy to stop
any creep in their tracks.

Hair: Straight, black and she never is
beholden to mere mortals plights to end
split ends, flyway hairs or unsightly
roots.

Make up: She’s partial to a lovely hot
red lipstick that never smears nor runs—
even after a long make out session...no
smudging whatsoever.

Want to know more about Enid in doll
form? Go to www.necessariestoyfounda
tion.com.
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Mermaids don’t just have beauty and talent in their
arsenal of seductions, we’d also like to think they’d
be able to make a mean drink. Below are a smattering
of concoctions that will lure any wayward gent into
submission.

1 ounce light rum
1 ounce dark rum
1/2 ounce passion fruit syrup
2 teaspoons lime juice
Shake well with ice and strain into cocktail glasses

1 1/2 ounce rum
1/2 ounce lime juice
1/2 ounce Triple Sec
1/4 teaspoon Maraschino Liquior
Shake well with ice.
Strain into a sugar rimmed glasses.

1 1/2 ounce golden rum
1 teaspoon brown sugar
3/4 lime juice
1/2 ounce sweet vermouth
1/4 ounce Triple Sec
1/3 cup crushed ice
Put all ingredients into blender. Blend at low speed
for about ten seconds. Pour into cocktail glass.

1 1/2 ounce golden rum
1/4 ounce lemon juice
1/4 ounce passion-fruit syrup
1/4 ounce sweet vermouth
1/4 ounce sloe gin
1 dash bitters
orange peel
Shake together the rum, lemon juice, passion fruit
syrup, vermouth, sloe gin and bitters with ice.
Strain into sugar rimmed cochtail glass.
Garnish with the orange peel.

1 ounce blended whisky
1 ounce gin
1/2 ounce lemon juice
1 teaspoon sugar
2 spring mint
Shake whisky, gin, lemon juice and sugar well with
ice. Strain over rocks in old fashioned glass. Tear a
couple of mint leaves and drop into drink.

Gontyhead 9
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i My Dad Was A
ailor Man

Chanel

By

Have you ever known a Navy brat? They’ve traversed the U.S.,
sometimes the world, switching schools mid-year at age 9,
befriending few, outcast as loners. Thank god that wasn’t me.
Yeah, my dad sailed the seven seas (of course, which particular
seven is up to debate). But to him it was more of a job he took
when his career with the Dodgers didn’t pan out (damn you,
Roy Campanella!)

Now, I must tell you right off, Frank Chenelle is not one for
the flowery language of prose and hyperbole. Sure he can write
a snappy love note to my mom, but he does not employ the
frothy self-importance of a Plimpton, Hemingway or any of
those other literary shmoes. His experiences are his own. He
doesn’t spin the wild yarn, and looks a tad uncomfortable when
parlaying off-hand occurrences into epic tomes of mystery.

Since I was a young-un’ I have heard the following, and many
more stories of eerie nauticalism. I vouch for their validity, as
I’m sure any son of a sailor would.

South Atlantic, East Coast to Cuba Naval route. 1954.

Falling stars. Manatees. Flying fish.

For each story of seafaring paranormal apparition, there is
usually a skeptical counter-point. UFOs?...Swamp gas. Ghosts
in your attic?...The house is settling. Whirring sound in your
engine block?...loose air-conditioner bushing.

In the U.S. Navy after the Korean War, all phenomena was
classifiable. Nothing stepped outside the bounds of that which
is the scientifically proven. Get your head outta the clouds,
boy, and keep your head on a swivel. The Navy of 1954 did not
want the word to get out. They didn’t cotton to fairy stories,
and they didn’t want the public to think they’d gone light in the
anchor, as it were.

Stationed in the South Atlantic on the “Gitmo Trolley”--a#
Naval shuttle course along the Eastern seaboard between the

Davis Strait and Guantanamo Bay, Cuba—the pressures of
ocean life can screwdrive the psyche of even the seasoned

bluejacket. On one particular jaunt a sailor was certain that

his hallucinations were sign that life on the briny had swabbed

his mental deck. Smelling a Section 8, he rats himself out to a

commanding officer about his recurring visions of floating and

unrestrained tinkerbells in full waltz mode off the starboard

side on a late night watch.

You know how it can be. It’s 4:45 a.m.. No internal GPS can

prepare you for a freezing damp night where your breath
crystallizes your mitts as you blow into them. The coffee isn’t
the best, but it’s enough to make you wish it offered more than
the headache and twitch. You’re bound—no, DUTY bound—
to catch at least a fleeting glimpse of a hazily-formed sparkling
body of something across the blackened ocean and sky. It just
happens.

Who knows how long he had kept it to himself. In passing
he had mentioned it to other deckhands to varying degrees of
incredulity. Sure, it wasn’t just him and his private fantasies.
The other men alluded to “seeing things...maybe.” Everyone
knew the poor yutz was not the right man for “this man’s
Navy,” so when they were called in one-by-one to respond to
a few pointed and confidential queries on the subject of the
young sailor, not one of them was surprised.

The subject was introduced. “Did ‘Mr. So-and-So’ ever
mention to YOU about seeing fairies on the bough and/or
stern?” “Have YOU, by any chance, spotted any ‘inexplicable
phenomena...ohhh, let’s just use the word ‘fairies,’ for now...
on the late night watch?” DO fairies wear boots? And so on
and so forth... -\\

While most men kept mum about their own experiences with
the prancing pixies, a couple of them piped up. Tales were told
of the perfectly detailed and tiny maidens gracing the pre-dawn
horizon. These were no mere fireflies or enchanted bouys, nor
mirages of moonlight for the mariners. If it meant that much
to the officers to ask, they deserved to know the facts. After a
while the word got around that the top secret secret was out.
Stories were traded and corroborated. The fairies eventually
became bored and took up smoking. The men on watch
returned to the time-honored tradition of drinking bomb juice
in the torpedo lounge.

While no solid evidence has been widely reported, many of the
men who passed through the Bermuda Triangle or thereabouts
have similar yarns. For the discharge-seeking seaman aboard
the U.S.S. Mindoro, his bail-out plan had stalled once it was
no longer unique.
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by Gwen Stubbhs

Unless you’re from the Northwest you probably haven’t heard
of The Cinch. Many prestigious art magazines outside of the
area have claimed they found them first, as if it was this big
discovery, new flesh to nourish their short attention spans.
But, unlike most new bands, The Cinch (like most Canadians)
is genuine. I don’t blame the world for being so excited about
them. They are by far the best modern band around! In fact,
they influenced me so much; I decided to write a poem. (Ok,
so this is a “cop out” poem, you know, the ones you wrote

in 3rd grade that you list a word and then write descriptive
words starting with those letters. Yeah, that’s my poetic
genius.)

The lovechild of Modern Lovers and Velvet Underground
Hailing from Vancouver, Canada
Everyone buy their record! (www.dirtnaprecs.com)

Come to their shows!

I love the tambourine!

New record comes out spring ‘04
Canadians are cool!

Hot chicks!

Ok, here we go!

K = Kathy Dube (guitar, vocs)

M = Mark Epp (guitar)

J = Jennifer Smyth (vocs, percussion)
C = C.C. Rose (drums)

What is the first show you ever went to?

J=Rush

K = The Cult (Love tour) -
M =REM

C=Bon Jovi (Slippery When Wet!)

What is your favorite place to play?
J = House party
K = Sleazy pubs
C = Ms. T’s before it burned down.
7
What is your favorite thing about Vancouver?
J=Beach
K = Trees
M = The future
C = Strong beer and killer weed.
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Favorite condiment? (That’s for Jen)
J+ C=MUSTARD
K =Mayo

Are you going to play at the 2010 Olympics?
J=2000 what?

K =Yes

M =Luge

C =T'll be Mark’s luge partner.

Who is the most in love with Jonathan Richman?

J = Tommy Larkins (his drummer)

K =1 don’t know, but my boyfriend loves Alec Baldwin.
M = Mrs. Richman

C = My friend Jesse Gander.

If you were a stripper, what would your name be?
J=E.ZP.

K = Chatty Kathy

M = Toots

C =Ruby Rose

What is your favorite quote?

J = Where’s the beef? — Wendy’s commercial

K =1 see what I eat — Madhatter

M = Anyone who showed up high wouldn’t regret it

C =If you’re not straight edge by now, you never will be.
(Mark said that once at a show.)

If you could, what kind of animal would you have sex with?
J = Sasquatch

K = Party animal

M = A fuck monster

C = Sean Penn

What is the craziest experience The Cinch has gone through?
J = Getting tattoos of Alec Baldwin on our left ass cheeks.

K = Michael Stipe left a message on my machine saying he
liked our band.

C = Mixing our album.

Do you play/watch hockey on a regular basis?
J=Eew.

K = Table hockey...I kick ass.

C =1 used to watch, then I moved to Vancouver.


http://www.dirtnaprecs.com

A

How does it feel being the band that everyone claims to have
discovered first? Fi

J = The proof is in the puddihg.

K = Angry—they were not.

M = The first time is always special.

C = Show me the money.

What are your hobbies?
J = Eating

K = Dirt biking

M = Decoupage

C = University degree

Do you watch a lot of TV?

J=Mmmm... TV

K = Star Trek reruns and watching Jen watch TV.

M = Does the pope shit in the woods?

C = Family Guy, Oz, Six Feet Under and all the cheesy reality
shows.

What was your worst cop
_experience?
K =Police Academy 3 — 8.
C = Getting pepper sprayed
at Georgia St., honorable
mention to the border guard
that wouldn’t let us play
Seattle.

If you were trapped on an
island, whom would you want
with you?

J = My-twin sister.

K = Frodo

M = Jen’s twin sister.

C = Sean Penn

Are you releasing anything
soon? How can someone get a
hold of your record?
March or April 2004
— BIG release for our

.S., Stutter in Canada

What is your favorite thing to wear?

J=PJs :
K = Rubber boots -
M = Out my welcome - =

C = My boyfriend

What is your favorite beer, cigarettes, chocolate bar?
J=Yes

K = Stella, Licorice Pipes, Mounds.

M = Big Rock Warthog, the next one, pool scene in
Caddyshack. 2

C = Sleeman Honey Brown, da herb, macaroons.

How do we feel about being on Dirtnap?
WE LOVE IT! WE LOVE KEN! KEN RULES! WE LOVE
DIRTNAP!

What are your plans for the next few months?

We are on vacation from the band until our album comes out.
We NEED a break ‘cause the album was hard and people
better like it.
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There is something about the Country Teasers. It
may be an element, a mood, a gesture but whatever
it that they possess, this certain mysterious magic
makes this ragtag group of snappy dressers aurally
alluring, always entertaining and oddly seductive.
With twenty questions in hand, we wrote to the

man behind the music, ringleader B.R. Wallers to
see what makes him ticks.

Please note: My answers will be in CAPITALS
SO YOU CAN SEE THEM. SORRY IF IT
LOOKS LIKE I’'M SHOUTING : I’'M NOT.

1) Where is the most romantic place in the
world?

SHEPHERDS BUSH, LONDON. THEY HAVE
A WETHERSPOONS - THE CHEAPEST BEER IN
ENGLAND - AND BUDGENS. PLUS THEY HAVE
THE MOST TUBE EXITS IN THE WORLD. YOU COULD
CONDUCT FOUR AFFAIRS.

2) Where is your favorite place to play?

EL PASO COMES FIRST; MISSOULA MONTANA A
CLOSE SECOND; I GOTS TO GIVE A SHOUT OUT TO
MY N%**ERS IN COLUMBUS OHIO; I LOVE AUSTIN
BECAUSE OF THE STYLITES; ALSO GORCH FOCK;
PROVIDENCE WAS IN FACT THE BEST TOWN FOR
COUNTRY TEASERS. MAHI-MAHI EXCELLENT
SUPPORT.

3) What did women ever to do you?

NEVER DONE ANYTHING. DIDNT GO OUT WITH ME
THROUGH MY TEENS. MISREAD MY SIGNALS THAT I
WAS A GREAT LOVER.

4) What is your favorite time of day?

7.30 AM. WHEN WE AWAKE AND TALK ABOUT WHAT
TO DO TODAY.
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5) If Mark E Smith and Ian Curtis got

into a fist-fight, who would win?

POOR IAN WOULD HAVE TO
RESORT TO BITING AND HIGH-
PITCHED SCREAMS. MY IMAGE
OF M.E.S IS OF A MAN - A GOD
- WHO WHOULD NEVER LOSE
A FIGHT, BE IT MENTAL OR
PHYSICAL. POOR IAN WAS
DELICATE, OBVIUOSLY. SMITH
WOULD HAVE PICKED UP ON
THIS, AND GONE EASY ON HIM,
PROBABLY.

6) What do you like to eat for
breakfast?
MEAT ME IN MY HAMMY;
CHICKEN-FRIED-STEAK-
CHICKEN-STEAK; ALL BEEF-WRAPPED
SEVEN MEAT BURRITO; ANYTHING ELSE FROM
THAT RECENT ONION LIST OF PRO-ATKINS DIET
SANDWICHES.

7) What is your favorite Country Teasers song?

SECRETS IN WELSH MAYBE; I THINK SUCCESS IS
A GOOD ONE; I LIKE ALL THE ONES THE BAND
LIKES. BASICALLY I LOVE ALL MY SONGS AND
CAN LISTEN TO THEM ALL, ALL DAY. I’'M PLEASED
WITH A SONG CALLED THE IDIOT BECAUSE I WAS
ABLE TO CONDENSE THE HERZOG FILM STROSCEK
INTO FIVE MINUTES. I'M HORRIBLY EGOCENTRIC;
NARCISSISSTIC; OBSESSSED WITH BELIEF THAT I’'M
A GENIUS;

8) Who are your three favorite musical groups?
THE FALL, DATBLYGU, CARTER FAMILY

9) If you lived in a movie, what movie would it be?
PINK FLOYD THE WALL



VS of the

10) What would planet Country Teasers
be like?

ALWAYS DRUNK, ALWAYS HAVING
SEX, ALWAYS TAKING DRUGS, BUT
NO HANGOVERS, NO HANG-UPS,
EVERYONE LOVING EACH OTHER, MIXED RACE.
STUDIOS SET UP, TAPE RUNNING CONSTANTLY; AN
ALBUM RELEASED ONCE A MONTH.

11) What are you wearing right now?

MY LUCKY BLUE SILK SHIRT WHICH IS VERY FRAIL
BUT HAS STRIATIONS, USED TO BE MY DAD’S;
SMITHS HATFUL OF HOLLOW TEE, THE SAME SKY-
BLUE; GREAY BIG-BILL WORK-TROUSERS; WHITE
Y-FRONT UNDERPANTS; WHITE WILSON TENNIS
SOCKS; I'M GOING FOR LATE SIXTIES DYLAN WITH
MY HAIR. ’

12) A little bit country or a little bit rock and roll?

NOT ROCK N ROLL; ROCK. COUNTRY YES. BUT
DONT FORGET THAT COUNTRY WAS THE ROOTS OF
ROCK N ROLL. ROCK: MUSIC HAS ALOT MORE SHIT
PERCENTILE THAN COUNTRY’ AND COUNTRY IS
DISCIPLINE WITH HARMONY WHERE ROCK N ROLL
IS MORE OFTEN IDIOTIC PENIS EJECTIONS.

13) What are you drinking?
VODKA AND MANGO/APPLE JUICE. I HAD A GLASS
OF WHITE WINE AND A CUP OF TEA.

; .
14) Favorite saying?
“AND THAT, AS THEY SAY, WAS HISTORY”. (SIC).

15) Are you countryman or a townsman at heart?

UH... PROBABLY TOWN. NOT MUCH GOING ON IN
THE COUNTRY, MENTALLY. PERIODICALLY I DESPISE
LONDON, NEW YORK ETC.; BUT I FELL IN LOVE
WITH LOS ANGELES AND REJECT THE KNEE-JERK
REACTION AGAINST IT WITH ANTI-CALIFORNIANS

HAVE. IF I COULD MOVE THERE AND RETAIN SOME
CREATIVE IMPULSE I THINK IT WOULD BE HEAVEN.
FUCKING SUMMER IN JANUARY, MAN!! BUT STUCK
IN A FIELD IN MISSISSIPPI, NO WAY.

16) What literary figure do you most resemble?

WELL THAT’S EASY BECAUSE I IMITATE WILLIAM
BURROUGHS WITH THE HAT, SPECS AND SUIT.
RECENTLY I HAVE TAKEN TO ALSO IMITATING THE
PAINTER JOSEPH BEUYS. I WROTE “I LOVE BEUYS”
ON MY BULLET-PROOF WAISTCOAT.

17) You’re given access to a time machine, what year would
you dial back to? -

IT’S GOT TO BE 1982, TO VISIT STUDIOS WHERE
THE FALL’S SLATES WAS BEING RECORDED, AND
AT THE SAME TIME THE CURE’S PORYyOGRAPHY. A
CONTRAVERSIAL BAND I KNOW, BUT THAT ALBUM
HAS ONE OF THE MOST INTERESTING SOUNDS OF
THE WHOLE DECADE.

18) Have you ever worn a kilt?
FUCK SCOTLAND. THEY’D HAVE TO PUT IT OVER MY
COLD, HARD PENIS.

19) What do you want to be when you grow up?
AMOVIE STAR. OR SOMETHING IN ADVERTIZING. OR
A GOPHER.

20) Is less really more?

HMMMM...... YES, YOU MUST BE RIGHT HERE. NEVER
SHOVE THINGS IN PEOPLE’S FACES, LET THEM GET
REELED IN.REEL THEM IN NICE AND SLOWLY.
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things you
didn’t
know

about...

Minnesota, home of Vikings, many many lakes and the Dillenger Four continues to contribute to our
“great society”. One of our favorite contemporary exports is the furious foursome better known as The
Soviettes. We know they rock. We know they can pen a contagious punky ballad. But we wanted to know

them better. We wanted to know the minutiae, the tid its, the truth. May we share with you 50 things You
Didn’t Know About the Soviettes.




1. The Soviettes is not a girl band.

2. The Soviettes’ first show was at Big V’s in St.

Paul, with International Robot (Danny’s other band
before he was in the Soviettes and before Annie was in
International Robot) and April Epidemic.

3. The band’s name was given to Annie as a tip for
serving coffee, and has no connections to any political
mantra.

4. Danny is not a girl in big sneakers.

5. Susy lost her college soccer scholarship after a
drunken bicycling accident necessitated knee surgery.
6. Sturgeon’s first record was “Free to be you and me.”
7. Merry Melody=Annie’s fabulous mother’s name.

8. Danny talks to his mom on the phone more than once
a week.

9. Susy got married in Vegas and is now divorced.

10. Sturgeon has a third nipple. It runs in the family.
11. Cheap Trick (Eternal Flame tour)=Annie’s first arena
rock show.

12. Danny wears high pants.

13. Susy has been in the Fargo jail three times (not as a
visitor).

14. Sturgeon likes to fish. She has never caught a
sturgeon, but used to have one in her aquarium. That’s
not where the nickname comes from.

15. Annie has a little golden retriever named Murphy.
16. Danny secretly loves his girlfriend’s cat, Dookie.
17. Susy has dropped out of college five times.

18. Sturgeon is pathologically afraid of disembodied
hair.

19. When she was' 13 Annie found her first punk rock
record on vinyl, in a box of Christian records at a used
book store in Fargo. It was “Never Mind the Bollocks
Here’s the Sex Pistols”. |-

20. Danny and Annie think snakes are awesome.

21. Susy played bass in two Fargo bands in the early
1990°s: Vroom! and Bombshell.

22. Sturgeon’s first job was in a genetics lab, splicing
corn genes into oats.

23. Annie and her best fnend Shelly have matching pmk
lightning bolt tattoos on their right wrists.

24. Danny likes penguins and scissors.

25. Susy thinks Julia Roberts is the anti-christ.

THE

Tt

26. Sturgeon’s parents gave her voice lessons before the
first record. Thank god.

27. Steel Magnolias=Annie’s most watched movie (Billy
Madison=a close second).

28. Danny has more shoes than most.

29. Susy developed extreme stage fright after forgetting
her piece during a piano recital in high school and has
only recovered thanks to anti-anxiety medication.

30. Sturgeon is married to one fourth of D4. Does that
make her D1’s other half?

31. Annie’s middle name is Renee--After her lovely
auntie!

32. Danny was sent home on the first day from his first
job in NYC with 10 bucks from the coffee house register
and a “You’re not cut out to work in this city, Kid.”

33. Susy broke her hand playing softball with Annie, but
Sturgeon still made her play a show a week later.

34. Sturgeon drinks Franzia crisp white Wine-In-A-Box.
Exclusively.

35. Annie lived in Laramie, Wyommg with her other
lovely auntie, Bonnie, for 3 months.

36. Danny’s dad sent him mini bottles of booze in a
basket for Easter.

37. Susy always knows when Sturgeon’s lying — and
always plays along.

38. Sturgeon hates reading.

39. Annie and her sister, Kari, made up their own dance
recitals for company when they were little.

40. Danny has the utmost respect for safety.

41. Sturgeon’s dad is a famous scientist.

42. Annie has 3 sisters, 3 brothers, 2 nephews and soon,
a niece! i .

43. Danny enjoys playing Yahtzee.

44. Susy is a bad influence. -

45. Sturgeon pissed in her sleeping bag to}'oid being
eaten by lions while on safari.

46. The Soviettes, combined, have 4 dogs, 4 cats, a
ferret, and some fish

47. Cara Clausen was the Soviettes’ first roadie.

48. The Soviettes’ first drummer was Monkey Hustle
from Dillinger Four.

49. No, Annie, Susy, nor Sturgeon has ever been
romantically involved with Danny.

50. This one time, when we were wasted...




Imagine tootling around the countryside on a lazy
afternoonwith your hunky new sweetheart. You sit close to
him on the two-tone leather bench seat and admire the fine
handling of his well-kept vintage automobile. You noticed the
large picnic basket sitting in the backseat and wonder where
he is taking you. “It’s a surprise,” he said. So you ride along
patiently, enjoying the scenery and counting the points your
new dreamboat just chalked up for creativity and mystery.
Soon you see a beautiful lake, glistening in the hot summer sun.
Your imagination turns to wine and strawberries underneath
one of the old oak trees that overlook the lake. Your date turns
towards a boat ramp and you glance around for a good picnic
spot. But he keeps on driving, toward the water, closer and
closer, down the boat ramp. As the car tires slosh through the
mud and water, you start wondering how alluring it would be
to completely freak out at this point. “Great,” you brood, “I’ve
finally met the homicidal maniac my mother always warned
me about, and he is going to do away with both of us right
now!” Splash! The car plunges headlong into the lake with you
still securely seat belted inside. But the car floats! Not only
does it float...vroom! It takes off, gliding perkily through the
water. Your date grins from ear to ear as he effortlessly steers
the car-now-turned-boat out to the middle of the lake, opens
the convertible top and serves you your delicious lunch.

Turns out, the cute vintage car you are riding in is a 1962
Amphicar — the car that is also a boat. Trés cool! Amphicars
were built in Germany from 1961-1968. Not only do these
cars float on water, they can also be steered by the front
wheels, which turn into rudders once the car begins to float.
As a boat, the car brakes are useless. Many Amphicar owners
warn of their personal experiences spending precious seconds
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stomping unresponsive brake pedals in futile attempts to stop
their wayward watercrafts. Instead, reversing the engines in
traditional boat manner does the trick. For those speed demons
out there, this car would not win any land/water speed records,
but it does manage a respectable 70 M.P.H. on land and about
7 M.PH. in the water. Of the 3,878 Amphicars built, only
about 1,000 still exist today and of those it is estimated that
only 100-500 can actually swim or drive. So, if your date does
take you for a drive out to the middle of a lake for a picnic,
remember that the Amphicar, and probably your date, is a rare
find indeed.

Not surprisingly, this car attracts attention wherever it appears.
Owners report that half the fun of driving an Amphicar is seeing
the expressions on people’s faces as they rush confidently into
the water and motor away. Thanks to James Bond’s memorable
display of car/boat agility with his Lotus submarine car in The
Spy Who Loved Me, the masses have been exposed to at least
the fictional version of such dual-purpose vehicles. But to see
one in reality must truly make onlookers gasp in surprised
delight. Amphicar owners repeatedly report that the flurry of
attention surrounding their vehicles’ dramatic plunges into the
water is worth the entire endeavor. It is rumored that in at least
one instance shocked sunbathers called in rescue workers after
seeing a car drive into a lake. It seems that witnessing the car
float merrily off into the sunset was not enough to convince the
crowd that things were hunky-dory.

Owners and bystanders alike seem to feel an affinity for these
irresistibly cute vehicles. The Philadelphia Inquirer1 recently
printed a story about the heroic rescue of an Amphicar from
the Delaware River. Seems the Amphicar ran aground while




-the car’s owner was attempting to impress two ladies with a

trip along the river. The Coast Guard rescued the people but
left the car behind. A week and a half later, a rescue party was
assembled and 11 men braved the heavy rapids, going out
with giant airbags and a lot of rope and rescued the turquoise
Amphicar from the brink of a watery grave. In the 1960s, when
the Amphicar first hit the waterways the floating-car spectacle
was just as awe-inspiring as it is today. One story from 1965
recounts the tale of a couple of adventurous British Army
officers who decided to sail Amphicars across the English
Channel to France and then drive to the Frankfurt Motor
Show in Germanyz. After rousing the press and promoting
their quest, they were supplied with cars from the makers of
Amphicar, and the show was on. The Army Officers, along
with two other dedicated Amphicar fans, set out across the
Channel. Poor weather did not
stop them as the rough waves
crashed over the cars’ hoods. The |
fanfare was so great that one of
the regular commuter ferries on
the Channel, full of passengers
and commuter cars, drove 121 @
miles off course to watch the
Amphicars in action. One of the
Amphicars quit running mid-trip,
causing a few frantic moments
as the crews worried the car was
taking on water. Luckily the car
did not sink. It turned out that
water was sucked into the engine
causing the engine and electrical
system to fail. Thankfully, these
thrifty fellows had towrope, which |
they used to tie the cars together,
and the single running Amphicar
towed the other car across the remainder of the Channel. The
crews finally reached their destination 7 hours and 20 minutes
after leaving England,- only 4 hours and 20 minutes later
than estimated. Amazed Frenchmen, cheering tourists, and
befuddled Customs and Immigration Officials greeted them on
the shores of France. The stalled Amphicar was dried out and
both cars drove successfully on to the Frankfurt car show.

Another story from 1965 reports on a river-rafting trip of
sorts done in Amphicars3. It seems that even the frigidly
cold rivers of Alaska won’t stop these cars. The fellows in
this story patiently waited for the spring thaw and then took
their cars down the Yukon River, a journey that took over
three days. The cars reportedly drove “s-m-o-o-t-h” down the
river as the crew took in breathtaking views. They almost ran
aground, scrapping bottom a few times, but alas the durable
Amphicars trudged steadfastly to their destination. The two
cars victoriously drove ashore side-by-side amid cheers and
hugs from family and fans.

As with any cool collectable, and as with almost every type of
vintage car, there are Amphicar clubs to join. Their clubs are
a place where Amphicar people can congregate and feel less
alone in a world full of land-locked automobiles. Amphicar

owners are justifiably proud of their wheels and swap stories
about their unique rides. Check out www.amphicar.com
and www.amphicars.com for two of the more prominent
clubs, and some pretty cool Amphicar pics. Besides sitting
around bragging about their unique status in the world, these
Amphicar club members also share their good fortune with the
general public by holding conventions. One of the more recent
conventions was held at a sunny lake in Celina, Ohio. Twenty-
six Amphicars and their owners, along with family and fans,
attended. What a sight it must have been to see 26 Amphicars
buzzing around a lake at the same time. For pictures of the
scene go to the amphicar.com website.

Amphicars are so special that they have earned a place in car
museums all over the world. From California to Italy, Nebraska
to Turkey, Amphicars are
on permanent display.
Of course the tragedy of
keeping the Amphicars
 locked in a museum is
_that they will only be
seen as vintage cars
at, according to the
ttle sign posted next
_to the car, can float.
ill the museum goers
eally believe these
ars are also boats or
ill they just walk
luncomprehendingly
way to the next display?
Without seeing them
" in action, the reality of
floating cars may be
unfathomable.

Amphicars are rare indeed and though not priceless like other
museum pieces, they currently sell for around $20,000, quiet
a hike from their original sticker price of $3,400 which was
considered high for the times. $20k is still a deal for a car
that floats on water though. New Amphicar-s!;%ehvehicles are
still being built today. With new technology, these modern
car/boats, such as the extremely sleek Gibbs Aquada4, are
faster and more reliable, but have a sticker price of around
$257,000. This makes the not so sleek but ever-so-much-more-
charming Amphicar a much better investment. Besides vintage
Amphicars suit the ambiance of a mid-lake picnic better than
any other boat or car ever could.

1. Article posted on www.philly.com; story written by Ziati
Meyer, Inquirer Suburban Staff, Philadelphia Inquirer, 7/11/02
2. Article posted on www.amphicars.com; Reproduced from
The Autocar (12/10/65)

3. Article posted on www.amphicars.com; story written by Oro
Stewart

4. Info and a cool video can be found at www.aquada.co.uk/
aquada/homepage.jsp?flash=true
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When I think of sailors, the image
that comes to mind is not a sailor
that you’d find today, but rather a
sailor like the one from the famous
Alfred Eisenstaedt Life Magazine
photo that was taken during the V-
J day parade August 14, 1945. The
sailor in the photo is in the middle
of the street in the parade in Times
Square in an impromptu embrace
with a nurse, planting a big wet one
on her. That whole era comes to
mind when I think of sailors—the
1940s, the South Seas, drunken,
rowdy behavior, hanging out in bars
by the waterfront, possibly with
a beautiful Asian woman on their
arm—but why is this what I think
of?

Maybe it’s the photo. We all know
which one I'm talking about. It’s
what the media shoves down our
throats as well. Having been born
in 1970, all T know of WWII is
what little I remember from history
classes, settings in books I’ve read, and plots or backdrops
of movies I’ve seen, and that I believe, is what feeds that
image in my head of the sailor of days past. Back in the
‘40s the South Seas were hopping with sailors and G.Ls,
and even though sailors are notorious for drunkenness and
lewd behavior, there’s still something romantic, charming,
and respectable about them. Maybe it’s because despite
the fact that they did do so much whoring around, they
still fought hard for our country. o

WWII brought desperate times and that called for
desperate measures. The harsh reality of war called for
some intense stress-relieving activities, and what better
place to let it all hang out than in a city touted “The Whore
of the East”? What’s that you say? Where in the world
do I get off saying such a thing?! I’m just calling a spade
a spade. It’s not like I was bright enough to coin such a
phrase. No, no...Shanghai worked hard to earn such a
reputation. Keep reading and you’ll find out for yourself.

Shanghai is residence to one of the largest ports in China
7
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so naturally it was the temporary
home to many a sailor. When in
Shanghai, the warships would
anchor conveniently nearby
on the Whangpu River, giving
the sailors easy access to the
antics of the notorious Blood
Alley. And when it came to
“stress release”, Blood Alley
had it all: brothels, gambling,
nightclubs, bars, opium dens,
you name it—it was there.
Blood Alley was a dingy part
of town that was home to a wild
assortment of people. In those
days Shanghai was a melting
pot. In addition to the numerous
American and Italian military
stationed there, it was flooded
with Jewish refugees escaping
Nazism, Russian immigrants
and so many French they had
their own district in the city.
And there were prostitutes from
almost every ethnic group you
can think of, and all worked very
hard to bring home the bacon. This colorful population
helped to fertilize the rapidly growing indulgent culture
that the city offered. And the fact that this decadence
wasn’t shunned by society fueled things even more. It was
well known that government officials and high-ranking
members of the Public Security Bureau (police) owned
most of the brothels. This made it acceptable for the more
affluent people of society to partake in the action from
time to time.

As far as dancing girls go, Blood Alley was known to be
home to the lowest common denominator, despite that,
the bars raged with cabaret nightlife. Average club hours
were from 6:00 in the evening till 8:30 the next morning
and places like Ciro’s and The Paramount were the places
you’d go to let off a little steam. But the nightclubs only
offered a certain degree of fun...once you tired of the
scene there, if you were a sailor, it was time to find a lady
and hit the sheets.

Wherever there are brothels, there is passion. And wherever



payday for the American sailors thus making Thursday a
big day for local businesses. The American dollar had a
lot of power in Shanghai, and sailors were big spenders
and made no hesitations—monetarily or otherwise—to
go after exactly what they wanted. Every Thursday the
merchants prepared for the rush of business, and the city
streets would buzz with energy
and excitement. Things would
get even livelier when the Italian
sailors came around with their
billfolds. Tensions would rise and
competitions over women would
ensue and all would usually end
in destructive barroom brawls.

Shanghai soon became
notorious for such decadence
and destructive behavior. And
soon sailors stationed there
didn’t always show up back on
ship after their leave. Desperate
sea captains would go on land
and search for their crew and
“Shanghai” them back on board.
The term “Shanghaied” originated during the mid to late
1800s when sea Captains would go to flop houses looking
for unemployed men to recruit to sail with them to China.
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If the Captains couldn’t find men to go willingly, they’d
get them drunk or find any way to knock them out to
essentially kidnap them, drag them on board, so by the
time they awoke they’d be sailing their way Shanghai
and couldn’t leave the ship if they tried. This ceased with
the use of the steamship because you needed men who
were trained in running
this more complex
machinery, and your
average Joe wouldn’t
cut it. Because of this
the term “Shanghaied”
changed slightly during
WWIL. It was common
for sailors on leave
in Shanghai to get so
drunk they’d pass out
and not return to ship.
Captains would have
to go looking ashore
for their crew and once
they were found, they
were dragged back on
board, sober or not, and
usually against their will. I mean, who would want to go
back aboard ship to work with a bunch of men when they
could hang out in Shanghai, the Whore of the East?
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Strip

would you likke some |

Humans, at their core, have very base instincts: nutrition and
reproduction or simply put, it’s all about the food and sex. These
hard coded instincts guarantee survival and a pesky little thing
like the continuation of the species. It’s no wonder that these
two very magnetic urges would be fused together in a dining
experience that offers more than just sustenance on a plate, but
an eyeful with that mouthful. Here is a look at a couple of west
coast strip club eateries that our crack Girlyhead staff visited,
purely in the name of culinary curiosity, of course.

Sizzle at Showgirls, 412 Broadway, San Francisco, California
By Sunny M Andersen Chanel

Don’t believe the hype, or in this case, the website. The upscale
skin house that is Showgirls, advertises its restaurant Sizzle as
being “5 Star,” featuring various slabs of meat and highfalutin
ingredients such as apple wood smoked bacon, goat cheese and
things deemed “organic.” Fans of fine dining, Kevin, Lori and
I put on our strip club best with hopes that Sizzle would rock
us not unlike a hurricane.

On arrival, a stylishly suited man greeted us at the door and
shuttled us to the elevator that goes to the upstairs dining room
that stands apart from the main club. The dim, tiered restaurant
faced a small round stage with a lonely pole situated in the
middle like a misplaced coat rack. Every twenty minutes or so,
anubile young lady would keep the pole company, occasionally
straddling it and swinging away. The pole wasn’t the gnly
lonely one; oodles of tables and chairs were left orphaned
awaiting bodies to make them useful again. Besides our trio,
the only occupied table housed an older man accompanied by
a scantly clad dancer sitting attentively by his side as he ate,
drank and loudly discussed business on his cell phone, I do
believe the words “Buy, Buy, Sell, Sell” were bantered about.

On the culinary side, we should have sensed trouble as soon as
the coffee stained menu hit the bread plate. First, the average
entrée price was twenty-five dollars, American. Secondly,
I hadn’t seen so many typos since helping Mrs. Hancock
grade sixth grade English papers (or in Girlyhead No.1, for
that matter). The menu featured items such as their chef sajlad
which included not only bacon and blue cheese but something

’
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they referred to an “Advocate” along
with “mixed baby lattice,” a pizza
highlighted a mystery substance that
they called “tiff amuck” (your guess is
as good as mine), and the house salad
consisted of “Mescaline” lettuce. Yes,
drug laws are becoming more lax, but
who knew?

Although tempted by the pizzas,
prime ribs and various other typos, I
opted for Kitty’s Ginger Crab Cakes.
Kevin ordered the Filet Mignon with
polenta while Lori was in the mood
for the Sirloin special with mashed
potatoes. The food arrived in record
time (logical, since the kitchen was
far from busy). Unfortunately, Kevin
and Lori’s dishes were accompanied
by roasted potatoes instead of the
polenta and potatoes mashed. When
asked what happened, the waiter said
the chef just replaced them without
letting him know, but he would make
an inquiry. Kitty’s Cab Cakes, on the other hand were far from
disappointing, at least aesthetically. These were no simple
pattied cakes, these were four round globes that were served
atop a pile of slaw and of course, their specialty, roasted
potatoes. On top of each of the crab globes were carefully
written letters, in a bright orange romulade sauce, that spelled
S. E. X. and on the fourth, a lopsided money sign. Now that’s
presentation. Take that French Laundry. Taste wise; our meals
achieved a level of “alright” with a greasy, salty quality that
seemed in unison with the environment.

Meanwhile, the dancers (who looked forced to leave the
moneymaking arena of the main club to do short sets in
the Siberia that is Sizzle) looked completely bored and
unmotivated by the prospect of dancing for our lone table (the
other table had already escaped). We spent some quality time
with “Raven,” who not only was plagued by fits of yawns, but



Bats

yoob with that burger?

NEL AND FIONA A. BRUCE

also spent most of the time turned a 45-
| degree angle to watch the Giants put it to
the Dodgers. She obviously didn’t want to
be there, and at this point, neither did we.

An inflated check arrived, accompanied
with the feeling that they wanted us out
a.s.a.p.. Not one to let bad service go
unchecked, Lori asked what happened to
~ the report back we should have gotten on
~ the missing polenta and mashed potatoes.
The server stated that the polenta “had
~ gone bad” and that the mashed potatoes
had been “too salty.” When Lori asked
why he hadn’t told us earlier, “Like when
we ordered,” his reply was “the kitchen
scares me” and therefore doesn’t like to
bug them. At which Lori said “We just ate
the food from that kitchen, you shouldn’t
tell us that the kitchen “scares you!” It
was obvious that food was not the priority
at Sizzle, and in fact looked more like
anothey revenue stream for the dancers
to get money from the marks. Next time
we’ll just make some filet mignons on our indoor grill and pop
in the masterpiece that is Showgirls at home. Now all we need
is our own pole.

The Acropolis , 8325 SE McLoughhn Blvd., Portland, Oregon

By Fiona Bruce L]
More than two years ago, we visited the Acropolis on an
Easter Sunday that concluded a three-day double fisted booze

swilling fest. One might assume that after such a long time,

and under such circumstances, many of the details of my visit

to this palace of smut and steak might have become obscure,

but I remember it well.

Somewhere in Portland’s southeast district, the area
surrounding the Acropolis is reasonably dismal. Pulling into
the deserted parking lot, I knew we were in for something
special—from outside, it looked like gay clowns had decided

to spruce up a quadruple-wide mobile home with light blue
stripes.

We entered a room that was not as dim as I had expected. With
a small bar off to one side, semi-private lap-dancing booths,
tables circling the perimeter of the “stage,” basically a counter
around the part of the floor where the-pole was, and—oh,
yes—there were the naked girls, and incredibly, a salad bar.
The overall atmosphere, surreal and slightly melancholy,
gave me the tingles. It was like suddenly finding myself in an
episode of Twin Peaks.

Now, it was time for the real test—what would the steaks be
like? My sweetheart and I had been told that the prices were
good—more like too good to be true. We went for the priciest
thing on the menu, the T-bone, at a measly $6. You could get
breakfast for less than half that, plus other assorted bargain
meat and potatoes fare. Our Bloody Marys, also ridiculously
inexpensive, were adequate—but by far the most amazing
thing to me was that there was a salad bar. In a strip club! I
could select the least desiccated chunks of iceberg lettuce from
amidst the dyed eggs they had festively tucked into the crushed
ice, while watching completely naked gi lq\make humping
motions at the pole, and to the handful of patrons in the place.

The steaks were truly excellent, if not the best I’ve had. I
enjoyed the potato quite a bit too. After our meal, we moved
from a table near the back up to the stage, where I learned
two important things. First, if you split a paper match down
the center, then lick the ends, you can affix it to your nipple,
and create a spectacular effect when it’s lit. Second, even if
it’s Easter Sunday, and everyone else tips like crap, don’t be
surprised to get a LOT of (embarrassing) attention from the
dancer if you shell out what is apparently an overly generous

tip.

Overall this place comes highly recommended. Good food,
attractive and friendly girls, and prices that can’t be beat with
a stick.
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LOOK

- by Tina Lucchesi

If you wanna get a beehive, an awesome updo, or any stylin’
1960s hairdo that’ll be so high it’ll touch the face of God,
Rosalie at “Rosalie’s New Look™ is the woman for you. She’s
been doing hair for all the glamorous people in San Francisco
since the mid 1960s. In my book she is the queen of the lost
art of hair styling. She is the real deal. I interviewed her while
getting a beehive at her shop in San Francisco’s North Beach,
which she could’ve done in seconds at her shop with her eyes
closed if we weren’t so busy blabblin’. Get your teasing comb
and Aqua Net ready for Rosalie’s New Look!

Tina: Rosalie, how long have you been doing hair? 4

Rosalie: I started doing hair in 1956; I went to beauty school
in Stockton, Ca. I realized that if I wanted to make money
doing hair I had to go where the money was so I moved to
San Francisco. I worked at a shop called Parkview in North
Beach on Powell St. at Union. I worked there 4 years until I
opened up my own shop on Broadway St. in 1962. I started
getting popular because I was good at doing updos and stuff so
I opened up my own shop. It was an old shoe shop that I rented
out and I decorated it in French Provincial style with gold and
hot pink, and got 17 hairdressers to work for me. I was really
busy there on Broadway because of all of the entertainers,

etc. I was at that shop until 1975. Then I came over here on
7
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Columbus and Vallejo. In the ‘60s everybody went to the shop
and got their hair done.

Tina: What kind of clients did you have mostly?

Rosalie: All kinds of different people. In my salon you’d
have strippers, entertainers, drag queens, transvestites, nuns,
housewives, all walks of life. That was what was so great in the
salon. It was like one big crazy family. It was fun.

Well I used to have a lot of working girls and in between clients
they would come in and get their hair touched up. There was a



place right upstairs where they would turn tricks. Pimps would
come by in their Cadillacs and open up the trunk with 30 boxes
of wigs that needed to get done for their ladies.

Tina: When did you start doing wigs?

Rosalie: I started doing wigs in the ‘60s. I'had this one client,
one of my first ones, she said she wanted a wig. I didn’t jump
on it immediately and she went out and bought this wig for 100
dollars and I got mad! So if you’re going to do hair, do it all.
Tina: What made you start doing hair?

Rosalie: Well, I had 2 older sisters who were in college and
I realized that wasn’t for me. I wanted to do something on
the weekends I wasn’t the black sheep of the family (even
though I already was).

I was in San Francisco
and at Marinellos beauty
school they had weekend
programs so you could go
and check it out and I fell in
love with it. So I went back
home and told my mom I
wanted to quit school and
go to beauty school. She
was a strict catholic and
didn’t want me to quit so
when [ finished school I
was going to go to beauty
school. I loved it sooo
much. My sister became a
nurse and I did my thing at
beauty school. Everyday
was like a high to me. I
loved it that much. My
mom didn’t want me to
leave town when I lived
in Stockton so when I got [
my license she held it for
4 months. But then I had |
to convince her that I had
to go to where the monéy
is so that’s when I came to °

San Francisco. A

Tina: You are known for doiﬁ'g Carol Doda’s hair. Tell me
about that.

Rosalie: I did Carol Doda’s hair a few times, well the shop
on Broadway was booming at the time in the ‘60s and all the
dancers would come in the shop to get their hair done. We had
a lot of fun with them, they were getting ballsier and ballsier
taking their tops off and trying to take more off but they would
get arrested. f

Tina: Tell me some funny stories.

Rosalie: So one day this girl walks in and she has this bag of
hair and she opens it up and has this hair in her hand! I look
at her and ask, “What is that?” She says it’s a “Pussy Patch,”
and that they are not allowed to show their own hair so they
wear this over their privates and they can’t do anything about
it. They were little triangular hairpieces that were glued on.
She asked me if we cleaned those. So I said sure we do. We
cleaned the glue and I had a bunch of Italian ladies sitting
under the dryer and I showed it to them they all laughed but

my hairdressers were like “Oooh yuk!” So I told them that hair
is hair and I showed them how to clean it. We dipped it in dry
cleaning solution and combed it out I made ten bucks in two
minutes!

Tina: Do you teach hairstyling classes now?

Rosalie: Yes, I teach advanced training classes now. I taught at
Coco’s agency and it went really well so they sent me lots of
people for training in hair styling.

Tina: So you’d have to say that the ‘60s and the early ‘70s was
the booming era for big hair?

Rosalie: Oh yes, everybody got their hair done then...
everybody! In those days everybody got their hair done every
few days or once
a week or so. It
was what you
did!

.Tina: What
about celebrities?
What  famous
people have you
done?

Rosalie: When
Little  Richard
would come to
town he would
bring his wigs
in and we would
clean and set
them for him.
Anita Day, the
jazz singer, she
would come in
and I would do
her hair. Judd
Nelson (from the
Breakfast Club)
I cut his hair, he
was doing some
motorcycle guy
movie so he just

needﬁekd a little
trim. - .

Tina: What are your secret tricks for hair styling?

Rosalie: The most important is the back combing. You must
learn proper back combing, and styling. I go as my fingers
direct me and sculpt.

Tina: How long has your daughter been doing hair?

Rosalie: Oh, since Maria was 7 years old. I trained her how
to set the hairpieces, because in those days everyone wore
hairpieces. As she got older she started doing more when she
was like 14 yrs old. She always thought she was playing but
she was learning how to do hair.

Visit Rosalie at:

Rosalie’s New Looks

782 Columbus Avenue

San Francisco, CA 94133

(415) 397-6246

Hours: Monday — Saturday 9am — 6 pm
Sunday 1 am —5 pm
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DO it Yourself Pasties

We love the whole DIY movement, the knitting, the baking, the building of Elizabethan replica armoires out of recycled soda
cans. The message is simple - don’t buy things in a credit card totting daze when you can make your own items for next to
nothing. Pasties should be no exception. Why would you lug yourself down to Sally’s Stripper Supply Store when you can just
as simply create your own? We’ve taken the liberty to create two do it yourself sets which were developed by our crack team of
engineers for the record lover in each and every one you.

Instructions - Gingerly cut along the edges of each pasty. Carefully make a crease from the line marked side B to the center of
the circle. Fold the line marked B to meet the line marked A, the gray area should be completely covered by the pattern and you
should have a cup. Tape the back of the flap so the shape will stay. To wear, you can use spirit glue or for short periods of time,
just use some handy scotch tape and just don’t dance too much.




I set out to write an article on the
history of the pasty. A clever little bit
on the origin of this little object and
the exciting event or genius thought
that brought it to life. Instead what I
have for you is the crazy and somewhat
circular path my research took me on,
and the meager results I pulled together
for you, the reader.

First stop, the Internet. Key word:
pasty. Results: thousands of sites
about English meat pies. Alrighty then.
Change key words to: nipple pasty.
Results: sites on pasties and nipple
piercing, but none anywhere near
giving me the origin of the pasty. Change key words to: history
nipple pasty. Results: very interesting—a man’s ramblings on
why female mannequins are made with nipples, seemingly
made for the express purpose of jutting out through the shirts
they’re modeling in erder to arouse male shoppers. This also
brought up sites on p'a'sty”nipples, but not nipple pasties.

At this point I realized that I needed to think more creatively as
this was obviously going to be harder than I thought. Ok Tina,
think...think! So I thought about it and thought about it and
this brilliant idea popped into my head. There must have been
a raid or incident somewhere in time that created the necessity
for women in striptease to cover their nipples. Great! Genius!
Feeling a little self-assured thinking that I nailed it, or at least
was on the right track, I commenced a new search, changing mys
key words to: burlesque raid nipple pasty. No such luck. I tried:
police raid burlesque, striptease police raid, nipple police raid,
nipple coverage law, and almost every ridiculous combination
of words you can think of. It pulled up a lot of interesting stuff,
but not the info I was looking for. In desperation I started
rereading all the websites I had found earlier on old burlesque
and striptease in hopes of finding the teeniest morsel of info
on pasties and how or when or where they evolved. I even
called Dixie who runs the Exotic World Museum. I was excited
and hopeful because Dixie was stripping at the height of the
burlesque movement and was a big player in the scene, but she

/1 Y (faa/‘/(ef to [Discover the
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didn’t know either. She told me of
the origin of the G-string* though
so that made me happy. Dixie did
say that I had raised an interesting
question on pasties, and called
me “honey” a lot, that I found
charming, but it gave me bupkiss
for my article.

So, I don’t have the exact history
of the pasty. But what I can do
is at least share what I learned
in relation to pasties and nipple
coverage and stripping, and if I do
say so myself, it’s somewhat clever
and informative considering what I

had to work from.

The first striptease was done quite by accident by a young
dancer named Hinda Wassau. She was performing one night
in what she was hoping would be her big break. Long story
short, her costume started to fall apart at the seams and fearful
of blowing her shot at the big time, kept on dancing despite
the costume problems thinking the show mugtbgo on! The slow
and sexy way her costurne fell off her was ‘& huge hit. Little
did she know then that that accidental disrobing would cause a
fantastic trend in entertainment!

Moving forward, striptease and burlesque became big
parts of adult entertainment. However there were constant
conflicts with the law over issues of decency. Raids, busts,
and the like were commonplace in establishments where these
performances took place. Despite these raids, the performances
continued and compromises needed to be made.

California Municipal Code section 10.12.030 B defines nude
as “devoid of any opaque covering of the genitals, pubic hair,
buttocks, perineum, anus or anal region of any person; or, any
portion of the breast, at or below the areola thereof, of any
female person.” With that knowledge it is safe to assume that
the pasty was created to allow maximum breast exposure while
adhering to the law. And the rest is history.
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4000 W.Flamingo Road, Las Vegas , Nevada 89103
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BARRENCE WHITFIELD ¢
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Do you know who Liz Renay is? I thought I did, Hollywood
thought they knew her, but when you meet Liz you realize that
no one has come close to encountering how amazing she truly
is. I remembered Liz in John Waters’ “Desperate Living,”
also that streaking incident on Hollywood and Vine in 1974,
but never in my wildest dreams would I learn those were just
rough sketches of her capricious self-portrait. So when I finally
got the chance to meet her, it wasn’t anything close to what

I had imagined. Walking into her home was like entering a
Technicolor Liz Renay museum. You know the saying if only
these walls could talk; her walls were begging to be heard.
Flamingo pink colored walls covered with vibrant paintings
of beautiful women, which illuminated off of the femme fatale
sitting in the dining room with a devilish smile concealing
a heart of gold. I quickly got a feeling that I was meeting
someone who is going to teach me a lesson in life.




A Quick History:

“Life” is definitely the word that describes Liz. Hers is full,
overflowing and pouring onto everyone around her. Talking to
Liz you realize that she threw her inhibitions out the window
and lived a life without regrets. Growing up in the small town
of Mesa, Arizona, she was a voluptuous boy-crazy girl, which
got her immediate attention and landed her with a divorce
and two children. She magically found herself in New York
working as a model for the Ford Agency, strutting right down
the runway right into the world of burlesque. Her resemblance
to Marilyn Monroe brought her top billing and notoriety on
42nd Street. People took notice of Liz Renay, especially the
mob; they delivered her to Hollywood via Mickey Cohen.

While touring a film studio, she caught the eye of Cecil B.
Demille and found herself in a whirlwind of Hollywood, the
mob, “knowing too much” and spending some time in prison.
However, that didn’t stop Liz. As a matter of fact it made her
stronger, smarter, sexier and “The most talked about woman
in Hollywood.” So it was back to burlesque with a grand
entrance (picture nude down Hollywood and Vine) followed
by TV episodes and movies galore. Amid all this are love
stories—all of 6 marriages and uncountable liaisons. It is what
screenwriters struggle to conjure up and how nice girls 's‘gcretly
want to live. Oh, and did I forget to mention she is one hell of
an artist and poet?

Q&A and T&A with Liz Renay

Lori: How did you get your start in modeling?

Renay: There was a contest with a bra company. I used to
have beautiful boobs at one time and I won the contest. It was
Stardust Bras, the prize was a 5 year contract modeling more
for catalog. So I left for Eileen Ford and she hired me on the
spot! I got the cover of Esquire Magazine for having the most
beautiful eyes and so on. It led me into winning a Marilyn

Gortyhead 50

Monroe look-alike contest.

L: So did modeling lead into burlesque and film?

R: Well not just directly like that. I ended up in a dancing
career because one of my most horrible husbands beat up my
son and I couldn’t take it so I left with my kids in the middle
of the night with nothing but twenty dollars. I saw these signs
for those strip shows, so I called one pretending to be an agent
and the owner said “I never heard of your client” and I said “I
never heard of you either”, he said “just send her down at 9:
00 with her costume and music!” Great, where am I gonna get
music and a costume? So with twenty dollars, panties and a
whole bunch of colored ribbon I had sewed on the bra, and I

found a scarf to use as a veil for my face so it would only show
my eyes. For twenty-five cents I found sheet music and picked
a song by The Vagabonds. I never heard it but I thought that’s
what I am, a vagabond, so when I came onstage I stood there
thinking I could hypnotize them, so it could give me enough
time to hear the music. I danced around and took nothing
off and for my finale I took off the veil and got thundering
applause. I never knew why. I think it was because they saw
my face and were relieved. The owner said, “You’re a hit! As
of now you’re the star of the French quarter on 42nd Street.”
That’s where I met the gangsters who ran the place. They came
to my rescue when my son was in a near fatal fall and took care
of me and that’s how I fell into Hollywood, through Mickey
Cohen. He introduced me to everyone. I toured a movie studio
and someone yelled, “You’re Jessica,” and got me a SAG card.
I just fell into these things, I never planned anything, and my
life has been an adventure.

L: How long were you in burlesque?
R: Well this is a funny thing. I was in it when I was young and
I continued with it but not because I loved it. It was out of spite
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for my husband at the time. He didn’t want
me to do it anymore but I found out about all
the affairs he was having, so I would show
him! I didn’t want to do it, but it ran away
with itself and funny thing is, that’s how
John Waters found me. I was doing it not to
make a big thing about it. I got a scene on a
movie with Natalie Wood and Michael Kane
and the movie played next to the theatre (I
performed in) and it gave me more and more
attention. Everything that happens takes on
a life of its own! I can never put the brakes
on; it just drags me with it. Then, before you
know, there is a big sign out in front with
me on it saying “Liz Renay is Burlesque.”
I could never escape from it, every time I
tried more things happened so I just rode
with it. So then I met a pit boss from Las
Vegas who wanted me to leave it all, marry
him, and go to Vegas. And because I loved
him, I did it. Well, he turned out to be the
worst husband of my life. He drank a lot
and then got tuberculosis and when he took
the TB medicine he drank. He went insane.
He chased me all over the neighborhood — I
jumped fences and he said he was going to
bite my nose off so no one would look at me
again. I had two Chihuahuas and he threw
them off a 2-story balcony. Luckily they
landed in a pool and swam off. He became
totally insane. He would go off to work and
throw high rollers out of the casino. You
know, if he had a gun I’d rather he kill me
than bite my nose off, I'd just die if I didn’t
have a nose! Finally someone saved me and
they arrested him. But that was the best time
of when I was in burlesque, it was wild and
that’s when I streaked down Hollywood and
Vine. I had to go to court for that, and the
judge kept looking at the phqtos again and
again, and then the verdict came. “We find
the defendant was nude but not lewd and it
was not indecent exposure.” It was the most
decent exposure we’ve seen in years! The
theatre was packed night after night, and
they had to turn people away because of this.
When I went to my next booking in Boston,
I was seeing this Boston Red Sox guy and
people thought I was gonna streak in Boston.
So people started to tear my clothes off and
I had to be escorted by security out the back
door (of the club), but it was still fun. That
was the best era of burlesque for me.

L: Were there any other wild mishaps in
your burlesque show?

R: My ex husband Reed was on LSD and
angel dust; he thought he could convert

the world. Now this one time he happened

to be on it he thought he was going to be

a help with my act, so he decided to ride a
motorcycle through the theatre right in the
middle of my act. I didn’t know what to do.
We all just stood there mute and shocked.
He knew I ended my show by stripping so he
thought he better strip too. He took his shoes-
off and threw them into the audience. The
stagehands closed the curtains and dragged
him out, then the curtain came up, an we
finished the show like nothing happened.
1 had a wild LSD experience before, so I
understood what he was going through.

L: That is hilarious! I wish I could have
seen it. There never seems to be a dull
moment in burlesque. Now how did you
come up with the mother/daughter act?
R: I loved my daughter and I loved having
her with me. She was a good dancer; she had
the talent and the looks. I thought the only
thing I hated about this (burlesque) is that
it is lonely and I don’t have a pal. Pleasure
has always been a goal in my life and if I
can’t have fun doing something, then screw
it! People thought we were sisters, she was
young and I looked young. Hugh Hefner
wanted us to do a layout, but her husband
at the time said he wouldn’t have it. We did
burlesque together for three years.

L: What happened to your daughter since
then?

R: She committed suicide. Her fiancé
decided to end their relationship on her
birthday, so she shot herself. She was my
best friend.

Liz shows me a picture of her daughter and
the resemblance is amazing. Liz and I walk
around the house looking at more photos on
the walls. There is a slight bit of melancholy
in Liz's expression, which turns back to a
beautiful smile within minutes.

L: So what d8 you think of strippers
today?

R: Well they’re gorgeous and beautiful as
far as I’'m concerned. I’ve never seen one
of those shows. They’re all over the place,
I want to go, but no one will take me.
Hopefully my granddaughter will take me.
From what I've heard and seen, 1 imagine
it’s beautiful because I find the female body
beautiful. Don’t ever think for a minute I go
for girls, I am in love with guys! They've
always been a part of my life and still are.

John /%z&‘eﬁ@ on
Liz P endy

I was lucky enough to catch up with
John in Tuscon before his one man
show THE WORLD OF TRASH to
get his thoughts on Liz Renay.

How did you meet Liz Renay?

I read her book My Face for the
World to See, wrote her a fan letter
that led to seeing her show which
was a mother and daughter act at
the time at a club called the Combat
Zone. We then met up at the Brown
Derby and I signed her on!

What is your favriote memory of
Liz?

Liz and Edith Messey talking about
themselves to each other for over
half an hour not Liit\ening to what the

" other was saying.

What do you think of Liz’s art
work?

I love her paintings and I’m trying
to put an art show together in New
York at the American Museum of
Fine Arts.

If you had to characterize Liz to
someone who has never met her
what would you say?

Liz is the most happy person I
know! She is always positive no
matter what is happening in her life.
She is truly a beautiful woman and
great friend!
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L: You have such an uncanny resemblance to Marilyn
Monroe and I heard you dated Joe DiMaggio. How did you
start dating him and did he have a Marilyn fetish?

R: My first introduction to Joe was when I was doing a Marilyn
Monroe act and Marilyn and Joe came to see it. He was so into
her, he looked right through me. Then later on after the divorce
he was on the loose. He wanted anyone that looked like her. I
met him at a party and we went to Atlantic City and had a blast.
I only have nice things to say about him. He was very quiet, but
not dumb, as people would think. He said something I always
try to live by “Find something you love to do and find a way
to make a living out of it.” It’s to the point and it makes sense.

lawyer turned against him. It was his word against mine. Oh
well, that’s life. That’s where the chips fall.

L: Even though you were blacklisted you did some great
films. What movie did you enjoy playing in the most?

R: Well, I loved “Deadwood.” It was such a great movie.
But as far as me as a character, it was definitely “Desperate
Living” because I just loved my role. I got to go from being
a domestic housewife to drowning the babysitter in a bowl of
dog food. It was a fantasy spoof. It was my most meaty part
and John let me run the gamut. Of all the directors I worked
for I think John Waters was the best. He would act out the role
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Across From Convention Center

All my life I did what I wanted to do. I didn’t make millions
doing it, but I had a wonderful life. So I think its great advice
for everyone! I think someone who isn’t highly intelligent
would never make that statement. He was just a quiet person
and observed. I thought he was fantastic, I don’t know what
Marilyn was thinking when she left him. He was a loving man
who had the equipment and knew what to do with it!

L: With all the morals and rules back then, it amazes me
that you broke so many (rules) that people are now finally
accepting.

R: I know I got blacklisted because of my history, so that’s
why I did independent movies.

L: I heard you spent some time in prison, how did you end
up there?

R: Mickey Cohen was wiring money into my account. He‘

was being investigated for tax evasion and I was being set up
Everyone had an excuse and mine was not good enough. His
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for you, then you could add anything you wanted, but he gave

you something to build on.

We walked into her living room. I start to feel like I'm melting
into her paintings and I suddenly forget about her film career
and more on Liz the artist.

L: What is your favorite painting?

R: You would never believe it. (She points to a painting) This
is my favorite painting and the reason is I can’t find one single
flaw. It’s this genie. It’s the spitting image of the girl that posed
for it. It was done so quickly. I didn’t have time to think or
worry, I just did it. When I was in Terminal Island, there was
a light skinned Afro American, very tall girl there and after she
took her shower she’d put a towel around her head like a turban,
she had these half mass eyes and reminded me of a genie. There
was minimal security, she would walk past my cell and I told her
“you remind me of a genie.” So she sat down, put her hands up
and said “then paint me as a genie.” I knew she would be leaving




in 2 months so I sketched her as fast as I could and she
walked off and yelled “let me see it when it’s done!” Well
it turned out exactly like her and then I added on to it by
putting spiritual value on one side, material on the other,
describing “its yours for the taking.” Anyway, when
I finished it, she was already released. I was released
soon after and I hdd a big exhibit in New York. I get this
phone call; no orie knew where I was except my family.
Being so curious, I said, “Well who is this?” and then a
women'’s voice deépiy §afng, “This is a genie and I want
my modeling fee” then she started laughing. She was so
thrilled, apparently the exhibit got on national TV and all
her friends said “we saw you on a painting on television”
and it’s just funny how these things happen. The painting
is flawless with so much meaning to me. I was in Terminal
for 3 years but because I taught art, I got reprimanded for
an award because Bobby Kennedy didn’t approve of ®

. because of what I was in for. It was art but anyway, I got
out on good behavior in 9 months.

L: Your paintings of women are so beautiful and the
eyes seem to tell a story.
R: Yes, when I paint I leave the eyes for last.

L: I heard you’re a great songwriter and have gotten
the attention of The Cramps and many others. How
did this happen?

R: I’ve had all these things go through my head of my
own observations of Vegas, say for example, Viva Las
Vegas. They don’t give a picture of the real Las Vegas.
1 wrote about ladies of the evening with lashes so long,
luring tourists with a siren song. And I had all these things
I knew Vegas to be—observing card counters, rubbing
elbows with sheiks—that’s what I’ve seen of this town.
Now I have a song that would be great for The Cramps. I
wrote it when I broke up with Glen Ford, who I dated for
a year and a half and more and more things§appened and
I found out that he was a pathological liar. You couldn’t
believe a word he said, he had no reason to lie, he was a
famous actor! He would tell you the craziest things, so
far from the truth. And then I realized they were from his
own movies. Well, this finally got to me so bad, I had to
get rid of him and I came up with a song called “Never
Try to Find Your Fantasy.” I have written 15 songs, The
Cramps have interest in my lyrics and it has been a back
and forth thing. I have not met with them yet, but I look
forward to it.

Liz is now writing a sequel to her last autobiography My
Face for the World to See. She is also getting ready to do
an art show put on by John Waters in New York. Many
people have shown interest in bringing her life story to
theater; I hope everything finally pays off because she is
definitely a legend that should not go unnoticed.
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Meggan }S‘cavio & Sunny Andersen Chanel

#

We like games: Und, Scrabble, Scattergories. On occasion,
we come up with our 6wn amusements such as the liver-
churning “Name Every Bar You’ve Ever Drank At” and
“Name 10 songs That Include the Word ‘Rock’”*. One of
our returning favorites is the embarrassingly geeky “Name
10 Famous People That You’d Like to be Your Friend.”
When we originated this challenge there was only one person
that appeared on all of our lists: Comedian / Actor / Man,
David Cross. We’d all spent countless hours watching and
re-watching Mr. Show, laughed with his fabulously femmeg
never-nude Tobias on Arrested Development, and prayed (to
no God in particular) that he’s dealt pocket aces on Celebrity
Poker. And of course, all of America—from the youthful and
spry to the old and decrepit—have come to admire, nay totally
adore, David Cross’s masterful compacted disc of comic
genius “Shut Up You Fucking Baby.”

Needless to say, we cancelled all previous entanglements to
see our “fantasy friend” in “concert” at our local overpriced,
* “Rock Me Like Hurricane”, “We Will Rock You”, “Rock Me All Night Long”, “Rock

and Roll Hootchie Coo”, “Rock Me Baby”, “Rock ‘n Roll High School”, “For Those
About to Rock”, “Rock ‘n Roll”, “Rock and Roll With Me”, “Rock Box”

badly decorated, watered-down two-drink minimum comedy
club. As David Cross is apt to do, he killed. After the hot
stand-up action we escaped to the nearby drunks vs. tourists
guzzling den to get a less H20-a-fied beverage. Who walks in
10 minutes later? The object of our buddy lust! We gallantly
resisted all temptation to get all stalker-ish. But on our way
out we did manage to inflict some pleasantries and praise onto
the man. Chitchat followed. Abruptly, Meggan blurts out the
question “Do you still get nervous when you go on stage?”—an
achingly generic question that she neither cared about nor had
any intention of asking. He politely answered and we promptly
fled. In the car on the way home, since we just don’t know
how to let anything drop, we began concocting a list of other
awkward questions that could have been posed. In the name of
journalism, we corralled a hung-over Davis Cross to answer
them for us. Of course, we started off with a full confession of
our “list”, his reply was “Fuck, let’s go camping!” We’ve got
the tent ready, baby. Meanwhile, enjoy “Girlyhead Asks the
Questions, So You Don’t Have To.”
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Sunny: First question...what four people would you like to sit
down a poker table with?

David Cross: If I could pick any four people in the planet?
Sunny: Any four people in the entire world, dead or alive.
David: (thoughtful pause) Carrie Fisher, Mimi Rodgers, a
Canadian comic, and a total self-involved asshole.

Meggan: That’s great because that leads me to the next
question which is, what’s up with that chump change from
Creed?

David: Well I’ll tell ya, I knew who everyone else was going
to be and there was maybe a last minute kind of thing, and I
found out that morning and I was really hung over, I didn’t
have much sleep at all and I actually had planned on...well
not throwing the game, but trying to get out so I could get on a
plane and go home because I had tickets to game seven of the
ACLS, and I wanted to go, and I was going to not try very hard
and just try to get out of there. And I found out that morning
that he was the fifth guy and I got kinda nervous. Not nervous,
but anxious because I’ve said some really viscous shit about
that guy—on stage and in print. I’ve just gone off on him

on a number of occasions and I’'m wondering if he’s read or
heard anything about that stuff. Then I got downstairs where
the game was, said hi to everybody, and he was sitting down,
everyone else was standing up and he was sitting down. It was
a little awkward. It had been a couple minutes so I thought,
well I better get this over with. I leaned over and I extended my
hand and said “Hi, David Cross”, he went to shake my hand
and kind of pulled me towards him, and leaned in and he goes
“Uh, yeah man, thanks for the words.” And my reaction was
honest and immediate. I just went “Yeah...well.”

Meggan:I think later he said something about how you weren’t
a better poker player than him, that you just got lucky.

David: Anne Frank right now would play a better hand of
cards than he would. That guy is the worst poker player I’ve
ever seen in my entire life. I mean, that was retarded.
Meggan: That’s exactly the kind of people that win. THe first
time players.

David: Well, I’ve never played Texas Hold ‘Em before.
Meggan: Really?

David: They give you a little tutorial of the game that everyone
can participate in also I played online.

Sunny: Well if you’ve learned much from your lessons in
poker, if you’re dealt a queen and a three, do you check, muck
or bet?

David: I would check...

Meggan: Do you think Liza Minelli would play poker with us
if we asked really nicely?

*If you happened to miss it and aren’t as entranced with televised poker as we arg, these
were the people whom David Cross played with (the first time around). A highlight was
Princess Leia flipping off winner David.

David: Umm, If you did it for charity and the charity (pause)
was Belvedere Vodka.

Sunny: Okay, next question. One time I was at LAX and I saw
you getting off a plane and you looked right in my direction.
Do you remember me?

David: Yes. Yes I do. I remember everybody I see at the
airport.

Meggan: To our readers who aren’t familiar with your work,
are you funny ha ha or funny woooohhhh?

David: I’m funny (fartish noise followed by DING-DONG,
Loud Whistle, Mouth Pop).

Meggan: That’s exactly what I thought.

David: Yeah, that’s what I’ve been striving for.

Sunny: How do you like to be addressed after a show, like
“King Pretty?”

David: Yeah, I would like that but only if that’s all people
could call me. Like they could never not say it. They couldn’t
vary it or try to introduce slang into it.

Meggan: So are you as funny in Canada?

David: Well, because of the exchange, I’m actually 113%

funny. Which is thirteen percent more funny.

Sunny: What would your fantasy line-up be for a musical /
comedy tour?

David: Let’s see...The Who, The Clash, and Elvis Costello.
And Steve Coogan, Daniel Kitson, Dimitri Martin, this is all
at the same time, everybody on stage at the same time and the
reunited Mission of Burma and Karen Kilgariff.

Sunny: If you were forced to hire a sidekick, who would it
be?

David: Ari Fleischer.

Sunny: What would your theme song be or would you
ultimately find that too distracting.

David: No, I’d definitely have a theme song. You mean that
just plays everywhere I go?

Sunny: Yeah.

David: Dirty Deeds Done Dirt Cheap. But just the beginning. I
would loop the first twenty seconds. That would be my softball
music, when I come up to the plate.

Sunny: What’s your favorite Indian restaurant on 6th Street?
David: You know what, there’s one right around the corner on
2nd Avenue called Baluchi’s, my favorite dish is a crab thing,
called Boatman’s Crab thing or Crab Carang or something like
that and that’s my favorite Indian dish. It’s not officially on
6th Street but it’s right around the corner it’s on 2nd Ave right
between 6th and 7th.

Sunny:You’re from Atlanta. Do you know Outkast?

David: Sure, I grew up with them. I used to baby-sit them.

* the Internet is so useful. The name of the dish is Kerala Boatman’s Crab Curry.




Sunny: Did Andre 2000* (I’ve always been bad with numbers)
give you any dressing tips or anything?

David: Andre 2000 doesn’t but Andre 3000 did. That’s
his little brother but he just kinda styles my chin hair. He’s
awesome. I was doing this stupid fucking VH1 awards things,
like fake awards whatever...and they played on it and I got a
chance to talk to Andre. Big Boy had left already and I just told
him how much I love their music.

Sunny: That’s cool. When we went bowling today, we tried to
have a song when we went up to bowl. Mine was “Hey Ya.”
David: That should be everyone’s song, for everything.
Meggan: When you are on tour would you prefer to tour in a
recreational vehicle or a non-recreational vehicle.

David: Moon Buggy. Mars Land Rover. Mars Rover. A
Segway. One big shoe.

Sunny: What mall were you at when you found the magical
hairstyle illusion machine that you use for your Vice
columns?

David: Oh, no that was in a place called Barcode, unfortunately
it got shut down because a couple people were killed there. It

was in Times Square and was a two-story video game bar
place, you can go do shots and play whatever game you want.
Isn’t that a great idea?

Meggan: Are you as bitter and angry as all other comedians?
David: Ummm, I can be bitter. I think it’s okay.

Meggan: You’ve recently been described as cantankerous.
David: By someone,who’s 80? Who uses that word? I’'m
certainly grumpier than I used to be on stage.

Sunny: Do comedy groupies exist and if so, what are they
called, since you’re not-a group.

David: That’s an interesting point.

Meggan: We recently watched your DVD of the second tour
and we saw some sort of groupie thing going on...

David: There’s barely anything on that tape that has that kind
of stuff. The first tour was pretty crazy. Well, you know I’ve
got a girlfriend so it’s difficult. I was getting to the point where
I’d find a way to talk about, even briefly mention my girlfriend
and also mention that I don’t get high anymore so people don’®
keep giving me weed.

Meggan: Did you have a name for these people?

David: I don’t, I guess we should come up with one together.
Sunny: Comedees? No that doesn’t work. Comicies? No...
David: I call them urchins. Comedy Urchins.

Meggan: Not that I’'m a comedy urchin but if I were to buy
you a drink after the show, what would you order?

David: Most likely a shot of tequila and a beer.

Meggan: What brand of tequila?

David: Whatever ...like Heradura or Patron or Don Julio.
Sunny: Who died and made you King Funny?

David: Bill Hicks.

Meggan: Who is your favorite Republican?

David: (pause) I guess Warren Redmond.
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