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I’m sure you think you’re a good 
friend and proud American, when 
you pull those three sweaty pocket 
dollars out of your unwashed jeans, 
before picking the lint and Jolly 
Ranchers o� the crumpled bills and 
handing them to the surly, tatted-
up door guy. I bet you’re just patting 
yourself on the back, knowing you’ve 
helped your mostly unemployed 
friends, by putting money directly 
in their band fund, helping them on 
their way to making a below-pover-
ty-line living as a “professional” mu-
sician. You think those hard-earned 
dollars of yours are going straight to 
the talent, right?

Wrong!

You are being swindled, friend!!! Big 
Local Music is sucking you dry with 
in�ated prices, NONE of which are 
actually going to your girlfriend’s 
brother’s shitty punk band (that does 
mostly Exploited covers, thinking no 
one will notice). Behold, this handy 
pie chart, to give you an actual idea 
of where your three Sour-Patch-Kids-
dust-covered dollars are actually go-
ing.

$2.15 – Get ready for a shocking rev-
elation. Most of the money you’re 
giving to the door guy (to give to 
the band) is staying right in the door 
guy’s pocket! Since, more often than 
not, the bar (*cough* venue) doesn’t 
really have a budget to pay a guy to 
watch the door (and, thus a budget 
to, ya know, have shows), they use 
door money to compensate the sur-

ly, tatted-up, ex-biker for his valuable 
time. 

$0.65 – Whatever pittance is left of 
the measly door fund goes to the guy 
behind the soundboard, who is pre-
tending to check levels for the shitty 
punk band. Again, the only actual 
paid sta� of this so-called venue are 
the ones serving booze and making 
food. Some higher-end bars (*cough* 
venues) will set aside a small stipend 
for the person who books the shows 
(but, doesn’t attend them). On the 
other hand, the sound guy’s job of 
leaving the board to smoke ciga-
rettes outside is less di�cult than 
checking I.D., so they get a smaller 
cut of the door takings.

$0.10 – This is kept seriously on the 
down low, but the venue has gotta 
keep the lights on somehow. A good 
ten cents of those three dollars you so 
generously gave up is going straight 
into the bar owner’s pocket—to cov-
er the “extra labor and stress” of put-
ting on this shitty punk show. Don’t 
act surprised—business is business 
and when business is all cash, some 
is always going to be skimmed o� 
the top.

$0.06 – Musicians gotta pay their 
dues and bar owners gotta pay theirs 
to the mob. Do you think this fun 
community rock show just happens 
in a vacuum? You think your younger 
sibling’s Strokes ripo� act can just 
throw their little recital at a local wa-
tering hole and not upset the deli-

cate balance of capitalism?! You fool! 
I don’t mean to shatter your inno-
cence, but the only reason the cops 
aren’t coming around and putting 
you up against the wall after planting 
a little bag of cocaine in your pissed 
jeans is because the bar owner pays 
his “protection” fees.

$0.04 – And, here it is, the actual 
amount that goes to the snot-nosed 
kids on stage. Only four measly cents 
of those three dollars is actually go-
ing to the band. Keep in mind, that 
little sliver of the pie is also being 
split amongst however many bands 
are playing that night! Just let that 
sink in, dear victim.

There you have it. Sorry to burst 
your bubble, but you’re not support-
ing the local music scene at all! You 
are supporting dirty capitalism and 
the mob—so, rebel!!! Say you are a 
photographer. Say you are on the 
guestlist. Tell the door guy you are 
just going to the bathroom. Or, just 
sco� at such a ridiculous asking price 
for a night of live music and parade 
on through like you own the place. 
The only way this broken system can 
be �xed is if we tear it down and start 
over. Be a true American hero and 
hold on to those three sweaty pocket 
dollars—because, they belong to 
you, not the man! Your broke musi-
cian friends will thank you in no time.

And, if they interrogate you on why 
you weaseled your way into the show 
for free when they see you spending 
upwards of forty dollars on drinks at 
the bar, just tell them you are helping 
them in the long run, by tearing down 
this facade of trickle-down econom-
ics. Then tell them not to vote or pay 
taxes either, because elections are 
rigged and taxes are theft. Finally, pat 
yourself on the back for being awe-
some. You sure showed the system 
tonight, by not paying that door guy 
three hundred pennies. 
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I am self-destructive and self-sabotag-
ing. I sometimes just won’t do things, be-
cause I’m afraid of failure. The thing is, I 
know exactly why I’m like this—I know 
all the reasons, but it just doesn’t help me 
get over these feelings. Sometimes, I just 
quit before I begin. I think I need someone 
to push me, challenge me and force me 
to commit. I know that person should be 
me, but I just can’t do it. The self-sabotage 
is a killer, because I will always �nd a way 
to justify putting things o�, even when a 
critical deadline approaches. I’ve made 
some improvements—I no longer have 
a panic attack at the thought of hav-
ing to pick up the phone to talk to some-
one, but that doesn’t mean I like talk-
ing to people...I don’t even go out...I hate 
crowds and interacting. So, any advice?

Dear Sabotoge,

Oh, how I can relate to what you have 
written. I have been doing the same 
since I was very young. I pay for health 
insurance, yet don’t go to the doc-
tor. I pay for a gym membership and 
go through long periods of not going 
there, either, even though it’s good for 
me. I deprive myself of sleep, feeding 
myself well and hydrating. I live in a shit 
hole, even though I could maybe a�ord 
better. Why am I like this? After years of 
therapy, I’m still not sure. That means 
the answer won’t be easy for you, either.

I also wanted someone to push me. I 
very actively sought out a partner who 
is more successful, more put togeth-
er and more intelligent than me. He 
sees right through all my bullshit and 
calls me out on it. I thought that’s what 
I needed, but I’ve found myself hiding 

things and self-sabatoging even more. 
Also, resenting him, even though he’s 
just trying to help. His advice is really 
thoughtful and appropriate, still I don’t 
act. Why? I cannot explain why our 
brains do this to ourselves. I’ve come to 
understand that this particular behav-
ior is a feature of anxiety and depres-
sion. More acutely, it’s a form of body 
dysmorphia. The illness where you look 
in the mirror and don’t see what oth-
ers do. The one where you think you 
are hideous. You look in the mirror and 
see things that aren’t there. It’s a mild 
o�shoot of that. Where you think you 
don’t deserve things. You punish your-
self, in essence—depriving yourself 
of things you know others need. You 
won’t give them to yourself. The brain is 
complex. We don’t know why these de-
fects occur. The only thing we know is 
that most brains are depressingly simi-
lar. These problems occur so often, with 
so many people—it’s sad how alike we 
all are as humans—but, can’t seem to 
�nd a way to unite. Bottom line, you are 
not unusual and this is a common prob-
lem. I’m sure this is of little comfort.

How do we work on this? The bad news 
is that working on yourself and going 
against your natural instincts is very 
hard work. Harder than you’ll imagine. 
We are creatures of habit, and once you 
form one, it is incredibly hard to break. 
If you truly want change for yourself, 
you need to be willing to work—hard—
and be uncomfortable. You also have to 
look hard at yourself, which is the thing 
you’ve neglected the most. It won’t be 
fun. You’ll have to break your rut. You 
have to really want it, though. You need 
to be able to look yourself in the mirror 
and honestly say you can’t live like this 
anymore. You may not be there yet. You 
may never be there and that’s okay. I’m 
going to list some things you can con-
sider actively changing, starting now—
some are simple, some more involved. 
It’s up to you, to decide what is realistic 
for you and your life.

* Look at your life and pick just one 
thing that you wish you can change. 
Something others seem to have a han-
dle on, but you just can’t seem to do. 

Doing laundry regularly, �ossing, vac-
uuming once a week...whatever it is. 
Pick just one thing and commit to do-
ing it. Prove to yourself that you can 
set a goal and achieve it. It goes so far. 
If you end up not being consistent, try 
again. Keep trying until you succeed. 
Change is a long game. The reason why 
New Year’s resolutions don’t work is be-
cause you can’t change �ve things all at 
once, when change is hard. You’re not 
going to sign up for skydiving lessons 
tomorrow to battle your fear of heights. 
Start with just the one little thing. When 
you continue to do it consistently, en-
joy how much easier your day-to-day 
is because of it. The next thing will be 
much easier.

* You don’t have to love yourself right 
now. You can try to inject some positiv-
ity in your life. When things around you 
are good, it’s probably because you’re 
a good person. Sometimes, it’s good 
to recognize that. This may sound like 
some hippie-dippy shit. Trust me, I’m 
the most cynical person in the world, 
when it comes to that. I was challenged 
in therapy to wake up every day and 
take a minute to list things in my head 
that are going well. It can be as basic as 
“I HAVE A JOB, I HAVE A PARTNER WHO 
LOVES ME (WHO ALSO ISN’T PERFECT), 
I’M ABLE TO PAY RENT...” It sounds stu-
pid, but self-love comes from its foun-
dation. You wouldn’t have those things, 
if you weren’t a great person who has 
things to o�er.

* Force yourself to do something self-
ish, even if you believe it’s undeserv-
ing. Lock yourself in a room and play 
that favorite record, undisturbed. Have 
a you day. Buy yourself a nice pair of 
shoes and enjoy how much more com-
fortable you are. You won’t believe it at 
�rst, but being nice to yourself is more 
worth it than anything. You only get 
this one life, and at the end of it, you’ll 
face it alone. You are your best friend. 
Treat yourself as such.

* Therapy always helps anyone, no mat-
ter the problem. If you can a�ord it, go. 
I know when you’re not taking care of 
yourself, it’s hard to invest in this kind 
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of service, but it can help. Insight, per-
spective

and understanding—it’s more valuable 
than gold. If you can’t a�ord it, that’s 
okay too. There are other ways to gain 
inner perspective.

At least you are recognizing the need 
for change by reaching out. That’s well 
more than half the battle.

Analyzing Fun

Why do they call the little candy bars “fun 
sizes”? Wouldn’t it be more fun to eat a 
big one?

Dear Candy Conundrum,

I fully agree with you, that a smaller 
piece of candy may not be as fun as a 
full-sized one. Let’s get that out of the 
way. Few, if o�ered, would select the 
smaller version. The name “fun sized” is 
not going to ever go away, however, as 
it is trademarked. Since we won’t stop 
seeing it, let’s try to point out some 
things that are fun about them.

1. A 2014 article in The Hu�ngton Post 
pointed out that, sometimes, the ratio 
of chocolate-to-various-�llings is bet-
ter in the miniature form. This article 
asks you to consider this, especially in 
the case of the Crunch Bar, Mounds and 
Butter�nger bars. The article also points 
out that certain bars lose their magic 
when shrunk down—such as Twizzlers 
and the Snickers bar—for the same ra-
tio reason. The article doesn’t men-
tion it, but I will absolutely mow down 
a handful of mini Mr. Goodbar. It’s so 
much better in mini form—probably 
because the peanuts can’t be mini for 
the fun size and they can’t get any big-
ger for the full size. It just works. We also 
have to consider freshness. Mini bars 
usually only occur around Halloween. 
A full-sized Crunch or Mr. Goodbar may 
sit on the shelves for eons, by the time 
they are purchased. No one likes when 
the chocolate is old and gets all white 
and weird.

2. Variety! When you buy a bag of fun-
sized candy bars, rather than eating one 

really big thing of all the same stu�, you 
can eat a lot of di�erent stu� (well, not a 
lot, but still...). Based on ounces and cal-
ories, four or �ve fun-sized bars equals 
one full-sized bar. This will depend on 
the individual bars, of course, but you 
get the idea. I would much rather eat 
four or �ve di�erent candy bars. That’s 
just my personal preference. There’s not 
one candy bar that I feel is so perfect, 
that only that one will do. I’m sure the 
fact that I rarely eat candy plays a factor 
into this opinion. If I’m going to do it, I 
want to taste it all.

3. Guilt. Perhaps someone is strug-
gling with weight issues, health issues 
or even just trying to cut out empty cal-
ories. When the craving strikes, a tiny 
chocolate is a hell of a lot better than 
scar�ng a pint of ice cream. That little 
taste in those instances is fun.

4. People like tiny foods. Think of the 
mini mu�n, baby carrot, cupcake, ba-
gel bite and sliders. Why? Maybe peo-
ple feel like they aren’t eating as much, 
or maybe it’s that they’re somehow 
getting more, because there are multi-
ple things on the plate? Easier to eat? 
Fun for tiny child hands? Who knows? If 
you’ve ever seen how baby carrots are 
made, you’ll know that the �xation with 
tiny foods is real, because that particu-
larly laborious process exists and some-
how the demand makes it worth it.

5. Baking needs. Have you ever had a 
cake or cupcake that had forgone the 
need for common sprinkles and cher-
ries, then topped that shit o� with mini 
candy bars? For no reason other than 
that, they have a right to exist (and, 
yes, that does indeed make them fun). 
Of course, we can focus on the nega-
tives: cost versus size, amount of trash 
produced from all the little wrappers 
and outer packaging, ease of meltabil-
ity and year-round availability. These 
are valid. I’d like to point out that can-
dy was never made to sustain anyone. It 
was solely made because it tastes good. 
Candy was made for fun, therefore can-
dy of any size is, indeed, fun.
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My uncle’s friend spent twenty years in pris-
on (not jail) for a joint. 

Currently, there are people still sitting in pris-
ons, in southern states (like Alabama or Ida-
ho), for shitty, seedy pot that probably didn’t 
get them high in the �rst place. And, even in 
our weed-legal state of Oregon, it’s techni-
cally a jail-able o�ense to give medical-only 
consumables to non-medical (also known as 
“recreational”) cannabis users. Weed isn’t “le-
gal,” any more than the market is “free.” Yes, 
people are trading cannabis shares on the 
stock exchange, but as far as the teens who 
got pulled over on suspicion for being black 
in Utah (who are now doing time for a few 
grams of hash oil), well...never mind them, 
right? In fact, bringing race into things actu-
ally works here—because, what is happen-
ing to cannabis is the same thing that hap-
pened to gangster rap. Years ago, N.W.A. was 
jailed for performing “Fuck Tha Police,” but 
these days, you can get cute, pink, Ice Cube 
babydoll tank tops, complete with “Fuck Tha 
Police” in beautiful, white girl Snapchat fonts.

To put it bluntly (sorry), cannabis legalization 
has shed light on the elephant in the room...
that being a class war, in which those on the 
bottom are rotting in prison for the same 
thing that those on the top are becoming 
millionaires doing.

Down in Humboldt County—weed capitol of 
the world—a rapper named Garth Cultiva-
tor has discovered that it’s actually cheaper 
and more cost-and-time-e�ective to grow 
and sell pot illegally, than it is to obtain all 
the necessary licensing and fees required 
to start a “legal grow.” Basically, if you sell a 
few ounces—in front of a cop—you’re not 
going to end up with anything more than a 
ticket or a few weeks in jail, tops. But, if you 
apply for a legal grow license, good luck rais-
ing the $100,000 or so that it takes to be on 
the up-and-up in the eyes of the law. Other-
wise, you’re going into the clink for all sorts 
of shit, from tax evasion to illegal process-
ing of (whatever legal terminology they’re 
using these days to make pot sound like 
pharmaceutical-grade opiates). Cultivator 
has taken to social media (and the record-
ing studio) with the #BlackMarketsMatter 

hashtag, and while it may seem like just a fun 
play on words, it’s actually turning into a le-
gitimate cause—generations of weed grow-
ers—many of whom are actually indigenous 
to the land on which they’re growing—are 
�nding it impossible to be compliant with 
the new cannabis regulations. “But, it’s just a 
plant, why is it illegal?” is a valid argument, 
but then again, hops is just a plant and good 
luck opening a bar without paying out the 
ass in fees and liability.

Meanwhile, eight hours in any direction of 
Humboldt County, CA (San Francisco, Port-
land, Vegas, etc.), huge companies are hold-
ing cannabis conventions, advertising their 
ultra-supreme, vegan, organic, disposable 
and extremely expensive dab pens on bill-
boards. Remember when dispensaries were 
basically trap houses with a decent lock on 
the front door and a clean counter top? Not 
anymore—we’re talking Nordstrom, minus 
the clothes, add �fty jars of connoisseur can-
nabis (don’t call it “weed,” you uncultured 
swine) and a sign that says “We Take Visa, 
Mastercard And Tax Returns.” And, if you can’t 
catch a Lyft to Green Holistic Designer Rem-
edy Solutions, just order an ounce from their 
website and get it delivered to your front 
door.

Twenty years for a joint, kids.

Discussions have come up regarding “repa-
rations” for those imprisoned for cannabis 
crimes, which would basically involve the 
dismissal of charges and possible repayment 
of �nes. But, even that has seemed to either 
turn into a useless debate (“what about [in-
sert any group that is also being fucked over by 
the system here, and, no, I’m not talking slaves, 
but more like white chicks who feel underpaid 
at their o�ce jobs]?”) or gone completely ig-
nored. For some reason, if two monks in the 
middle of Tibet are arrested for not wearing 
shoes or whatever, it makes the front page 
of CNN’s website. Yet, if you’re reading this, 
you’re no farther away than 500 miles from 
an institution that is currently housing weed 
felons—many of whom have never even seen 
more than an ounce of pot, let alone bought 
one after they saw a sign-waver spin a display 
board that reads “$42 OUNCES NEXT RIGHT.”

Why is it, that once something becomes le-
gal/accepted/tolerated/etc., society just 
soaks up the bene�ts and ignores those who 
still su�er the consequences of the previ-
ously established shitty laws/attitudes/mor-
als/etc., as if consumer cannabis makes up 
for everyone living in a cell, simply because 
they sold a dime bag or hit a blunt in front 
of an undercover o�cer at a concert? The un-
addressed issues surrounding cannabis le-
galization mirror those of the LGBT struggle, 
particularly the corporate takeover of Pride. 
Anyone with half a heart and a basic knowl-
edge of predatory capitalism understands 
that the tire store isn’t waving a rainbow �ag 
during June because they want their gay me-
chanic to feel accepted (and, he’s still in the 
closet, by the way, thanks to the jokes that 
the guys at the counter make), but, rath-
er, they’re doing it because they want that 
sweet, sweet rainbow money. Is it cool that 
acceptance is becoming mainstream? Sure. 
But, to the upper class, it’s about accepting 
someone’s credit card, not orientation—es-
pecially when same-sex couples are statis-
tically less likely to have children and, thus, 
their disposable income is taken from them 
via companies who pander to their struggle. 
Same shit with weed. If your “top shelf con-
sumer cannabis products” come complete 
with bar codes and cute logos, but you don’t 
donate to legal funds designed to assist can-
nabis criminals, then you’re just as bad as the 
“Sleazy Rick’s Payday Loans Are Now Gayday 
Loans For June!” advertisement.

I have neither the skill, nor the sobriety, need-
ed to �nd legitimate services that help funnel 
cannabis money into good charities, so do 
me a favor and do your own research. But, 
the research that I was able to do, regard-
ing where Oregon’s weed tax dollars are go-
ing, resulted in me learning that the major-
ity of tax revenue generated by Oregon sales 
went to...drumroll, please...cops and schools. 
Shout out to anyone still sitting in jail for sell-
ing an eighth in a school zone.

But, hey, did you know that you can get CBD 
ice cream delivered to your gated commu-
nity?
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July means two things, here at the of-
�ce. First, it’s Exotic’s birthday! We’re 
celebrating our 26th anniversary, so be 
sure to drink some champagne and eat 
cake o� of a naked person in celebra-
tion. Secondly, welcome to the hottest 
month of the year! Well, perhaps it’s 
cold and shitty outside in Oregon, but 
we’ve got multiple articles about Sa-
tan and a �re breathing dragon on the 
cover, so the heat is on. Before we go 
into the big news, here’s a few small up-
dates on local club news. First o�, we’ve 
got a brand new club in town (well, new 
ownership and remodel, anyway), Club 
Oasis at 15826 SE Division ST—it opens 
mid-month, so keep your eyes peeled. 
Next up, Stars Cabaret (all locations) is 
running a contest in which one lucky 
customer will win a Tesla! Come for a 
drink, stay for the dancers and perhaps 
win a car. On Thursdays, Columbia Strip 
will be starting up their stripper kara-
oke night, so be sure to roll out that 
way and sing a song to swoon a strip-
per or two. Lastly, all month long, Club 
205 will be hosting a virtual party—fol-
low @Club205PDX on all social media 
to �nd out more about that. Now, on to 
the big items...

Congratulations To Polerotica 
2019 Champion, Devin Divine

While I cannot stress how talented ev-
ery �nalist for Polerotica was, the win-
ner brought just enough heat to put 
herself above the rest of the best, with 
an impressive performance and a super 
entertaining theme. The dragon slayed, 
to put it simply. Devin Divine from Kit 
Kat Club, from what I know, has yet to 
win one of our contests, so if you see 
her out and about on the club scene, be 
sure to give her props. Also, runners-up 
Maria Knox and Violet deserve a men-
tion, as well, because the scores were 
so close that it was almost a tie—big 
ups to the producers for making the 
voting system more based on scores 
(as opposed to factors such as beads), 

making Polerotica even more competi-
tive and entertaining than ever.

Do you want to compete for a chanc-
eto land the cover of our magazine? 
Keep your eyes peeled for Ink ‘n’ Pink, 
happening all summer long (see the 
calendar on the page to your right for 
dates). Of note, the girl on the cover 
this month is Alice, from The Venue 
Gentlemen’s Club. Devin Divine was 
unable to do the shoot, due to unre-
lated and unexpected circumstances 
(usually, the winner jumps on the cover 
and into the centerfold of Exotic).

The Vag Pag Takes Over 
Portland For July

Up here in the Paci�c Northwest, we’re 
bouncing from one big event to the 
next. With the Exxxotica Expo having 
just wrapped up its �rst Portland week-
end and Exotic �nishing up two months 
of Polerotica, it would seem that we’ve 
exhausted ourselves with competitive 
nudity and exhibition. But, everyone 
in this town knows the truth—we re-
ally can’t get enough of anything even 
remotely related to “adult entertain-
ment.” So, we’re not stopping for a 
breath before heading into July.

What, you ask, is the only event that 
could follow up hundreds of porn stars 
and months of pole competition? Well, 
the Vagina Beauty Pageant, of course. 
In fact, it’s entering its tenth year, with 
host and creator DJ Dick Hennessy hav-
ing upgraded the festival (and the fa-
mous Vaginamobile) to its maximum 
awesomeness, over the course of the 
last decade. The pageant has seen two 
U.S. Presidents, awarded nearly a doz-
en women with ample money to go 
to Burning Man and crowned enough 
vaginas to produce a small village. The 
host, Dick Hennessy, also spends the 
rest of non-Vagina-Pageant-months 
putting on event after event, each of 
which has its own unique theme, rang-

ing from haunted houses to pirate-
themed booty shaking competitions.

Back to vagina. For familiar with Oregon 
law, you know that we allow complete 
nudity on stage, even with alcohol in 
the building (but, really, please don’t 
move here...there’s no more room). 
While some clubs “encourage” full nudi-
ty, there is still a vibe of tease, �ashing 
and/or suggestion, when it comes to 
below-the-belt showgirlship. We really 
don’t have a lot of clubs in which the 
dancer is as up front with her down-
stairs as she is with the rest of her body 
(and, not everyone frequents the plac-
es that prove to be the exception to the 
rule). But, the Vagina Beauty Pageant 
takes the stigma of the va-jay-jay away, 
putting it on display and celebrating it 
like a work of art. It is very “classy,” as in, 
it’s the kind of vagina event that you 
could bring the whole family to, if your 
family was of legal age. Plus, for a guy 
named “Dick Hennessy,” the host is a 
pretty classy dude and the contestants 
all seem to enjoy the multiple rounds 
leading up to (and including) the �nals. 

Previous Vag Pag winners have all gone 
on to do great things, but the real fo-
cus of the Vag Pag is on the customers 
and the experience of being able to 
say “Yeah, I visited Portland...bought 
Doughnuts, saw the coast...met the 
winner of the Vagina Beauty Pageant, 
ya know, the usual.” It will make for a 
better road trip than any other destina-
tion north of California.

For more information, check out Vagi-
naPageant.com. To read our own inter-
view with founder and head-Dick-in-
charge, check out last month’s Exotic at 
Xmag.com.

Speaking Of Pageants, Cover 
Shoots, Rumors & Myths

I get approached all the time, by folks 
asking me about how to get on the 
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cover of Exotic. I tell everyone the same 
thing—the truth. But, the truth doesn’t 
circulate as far as rumors, so I’m spelling 
everything out here...

In order to land a cover shoot, you have 
to either win one of the contests Exotic 
puts on (Miss Exotic Oregon, Polerotica 
and Ink ’n’ Pink) or work for a club whose 
turn it is to be on the cover, making sure 
that the owner and/or manager wants 
you to be their model for the shoot. That. 
Is. The. Only. Way. Unless you’re Masuimi 
Max, in which case we will make an ex-
ception.

Being a semi-public face to the magazine 
in certain contexts, people think that I’m 
the person who puts this magazine to-
gether—this is only true when it comes to 
writing certain articles and proofreading 
the rest of them. I have nothing to do with 
layout skills, ad production or anything 
that actually requires talent—trust me. 
The ninjas responsible for getting these 
magazines to your favorite strip club or 
head shop work around the clock to make 
sure you have a fresh copy by the �rst of the 
month, folks like Hypnox or London spend 
thousands on camera lenses to make the 
photography happen and the only sway I 
have, when it comes to putting your face on 
the cover of our magazine, is that I’m able to 
decide what text goes next to it.

Basically, I’m trying to let folks know that if 
you have a column idea, feedback on our 
articles or want to contribute in the editorial 
department, I’m the guy to talk to. Otherwise, 
emailing Ray@Xmag.com with a pitch about 
how much it would mean if I could feature 
your Instagram in our magazine isn’t going 
to do much. But, you can become a super-
famous and well-respected model by either 
competing in one of our contests or getting 
in good with a club that has a cover shoot 
coming up. And, yes, we’re always looking for 
great writers.

Good luck and may God guide you in your 
quest.

FRI 5 - THE WHISKEY CLUB 
VAGINA BEAUTY PAGEANT ROUND 1

SAT 6 - XPOSE - VAGINA BEAUTY PAGEANT ROUND 2

SUN 7 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO W/ HOST RAY MCMILLIN

FRI 12 - SCARLET LOUNGE 
VAGINA BEAUTY PAGEANT ROUND 3

SAT 13 - GUILTY PLEASURES 
VAGINA BEAUTY PAGEANT ROUND 4

SAT 13 - REVEAL LOUNGE - SUMMER SOCIAL

SUN 14 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO W/ HOST AARON ROSS

WED 17 - SUN 21 - VARIOUS VENUES 
PORTLAND QUEER COMEDY FESTIVAL

THU 18 - CLUB SINROCK
INK ‘N’ PINK PRELIM ROUND 1

FRI 19 - THE VENUE 
VAGINA BEAUTY PAGEANT ROUND 5

SAT 20 - DREAM ON SALOON 
24-YEAR ANNIVERSARY PARTY

SAT 20 - STARS CABARET (SALEM) 
VAGINA BEAUTY PAGEANT ROUND 6

SUN 21 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO W/ HOST RAY MCMILLIN

THU 25 - CLUB SINROCK 
VAGINA BEAUTY PAGEANT FINALS

FRI 26 - ROSE CITY STRIP
INK ‘N’ PINK PRELIM ROUND 2

FRI 26 - TOMMY’S TOO - DAISY DUKE CONTEST

SAT 27 - PLATINUM CLUB 
PD X ADULT AWARDS & SWING PARTY

SUN 28 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO W/ HOST JON DUTCH
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Hail Satan? (2019) reversed my erroneous 
misconceptions about The Satanic Temple.

The �lm reveals The Satanic Temple isn’t 
the joke news and commentary portrays. 
Director Penny Lane (Nuts, Our Nixon) ex-
hibits the politicized religious organization 
through a lens of genuine inquiry that the 
mainstream media failed to encapsulate. In 
the beginning, the documentary paints the 
newly government-o�ciated religion as a 
mere gag, that started with an actor. Then, 
the group transforms quickly into a growing 
humanitarian movement. Membership went 
from 50 people in 2013 to around 50,000 in 
2019, according to the �lm. The IRS granted 
tax-exempt status to The Satanic Temple on 
April 25, 2019, so dispelling its legitimacy in 
the future will be tough for naysayers. 

“This acknowledgment will help make sure 
The Satanic Temple has the same access to 
public spaces as other religious organiza-
tions, a�rm our standing in court when bat-
tling religious discrimination and allow us to 
apply for faith-based government grants,” 
states The Satanic Temple’s website. 

They deserve a venue, freedom and funding, 
because The Satanic Temple holds what was 
missing from all the initiatic occult groups I 
joined between the ages of 16 and 26: tangi-
ble community action. Collective activism, on 
a local and national level, is conveyed in the 
�lm, when members of The Satanic Temple 
clean up beaches, protest policymakers and 
crash anti-abortion protests in grotesque ba-
by-head costumes. Even though I read arti-

cles about The Satanic Temple online, I didn’t 
know the scope of advocacy involved, until I 
watched Hail Satan? Such direct action adds 
a concise, collective purpose that was miss-
ing from The Temple Of Psychick Youth and 
the Ordo Templi Orientis—and other groups 
I avoided, such as the Church Of Satan.

I didn’t have a good �rst impression before 
watching the documentary. I sco�ed at The 
Satanic Temple’s approach to Satanism that 
somehow reminded me of cornball Marilyn 
Manson fans in the ‘90s—an era that played 
out shock for shock sake. I realized how 
gravely mistaken I was, after watching the 
movie. 

The Satanic Temple seems to be on an ironi-
cally righteous path, but it’s still a relatively 
new organization. The �rst campaign was a 
rally for Rick Scott at the Florida Capitol in 
Tallahassee, after Bill SB-96, which permits 
student prayer in schools, was enacted on 
January 25, 2013. Footage of the rally, and 
commentary on it, is in the documentary. 
The seven tenets are also unpacked in the 
�lm’s interviews. They coalesce in an inargu-
able �nale: “Every tenet is a guiding principle 
designed to inspire nobility in action and 
thought. The spirit of compassion, wisdom, 
and justice should always prevail over the 
written or spoken word.”

My introduction to The Satanic Temple was 
from the reports on a life-size statue of Eli-
phas Levi’s Baphomet—with Iggy Pop’s abs, 
as unveiled in Hail Satan?—cruising the State 
Capitol in Little Rock, Arkansas, in protest of 

a 10 Commandments Monument on State 
Capitol grounds. As a lifelong occultist, I was 
taken aback, because I never thought the 
word “Baphomet” would be added to the 
mainstream lexicon. I want to personally 
thank The Satanic Temple for that milestone. 
The Satanic Temple also humanizes Satanists. 
Since I formerly identi�ed as a Satanist, I think 
their work is a necessary way to heal the on-
going Satanic panic that damages lives and 
brainwashes feeble minds. 

Satanists of this credo appear more whole-
some than their right-wing, Christian-oppos-
ers. The Temple is nonviolent and advocates 
for human rights. Its philosophy promulgates 
compassion, science, depoliticizing religion 
and exposing hypocrisy. In Hail Satan?, good-
will, benevolence, open-mindedness and 
free expression were also cited as some main 
elements of The Satanic Temple’s values. 
That’s a far cry from the propagated messag-
ing of diabolical mayhem, probably meant 
to suppress personal freedom, so the patri-
archal moral-majority can continue to usurp 
control.

My favorite quote in the �lm, from Lucien 
Greaves (who co-founded The Satanic Tem-
ple), says it best: 

“It’s a great day to be a Satanist.”

Indeed, it is—so much that I miss being one. 

The following Q-and-A with Lucien Greaves 
was truncated for brevity. I found him to be 
just as eloquent, sophisticated and humor-
ous as he was in the �lm. Read on, to make 
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your own assessment.

After I saw the movie, I realized I was fed a 
lot of misinformation via mainstream media. 
There’s a lot of that going around. We always 
knew we were in it for the long haul. It would 
take a long time before things would be vin-
dicated. We have to get through the layers 
and layers of Satanic panic misinformation, 
before we get to the point where concerned 
organizations or individuals stop misrepre-
senting what it is we’re actually doing.

Jaime: The Satanic Temple has a very clear 
message—something that was missing 
from any organization I was involved in 
over a decade ago. You all have an actual 
agenda.

Lucien: The �lm didn’t get into it very deep-
ly. It just had a couple of us talking about 
the damage that Satanic panic had done. If 
you’re more interested in the ways that we 
�ght back against the current and ongoing 
Satanic panic, check out our site, GreyFaction.
org. It’s a separate subsection of The Satanic 
Temple that deals with these issues, speci�-
cally. The focus there is against the licensed 
mental health professionals who still use dis-
credited tactics—which were used to draw 
forth memories of Satanic ritual abuse during 
the Satanic panic. A lot of them are still doing 
exactly as they did before—still treating mul-
tiple personality disorder, which is known as 
dissociative identity disorder, in this way in 
which they start with the assumption that 
there’s some kind of repressed, extreme 
trauma. A therapist who believes in Satanic 
ritual abuse and the Satanic cult conspiracy 
always tends to draw forth these memories 
of Satanic roots or inter-generational Satan-
ism within somebody’s household, as being 
the root cause of whatever psychiatric mal-
aise they’re su�ering. It’s the same discred-
ited cast of characters that you see sitting in 
Geraldo Rivera’s studio, talking about these 
things, still in practice, doing these things 
now. They just don’t bring it out publicly, and 
they don’t try to make a media spectacle of 
it. And, for the most part, they try to discour-
age their clients from seeking legal recourse 
against those whom they revealed through 
their new memories (and have committed 
abuse against them), because a conspiracy 
theory has grown to say that you’re not go-
ing to get a fair shake amongst the courts.

(We discussed contemporary Satanic panic 
and Greaves’s hope for a separate docu-
mentarian to run with the topic). Will there 
be hard copies of Hail Satan? released any-
time soon? 

I don’t know when there will be hard copies, 

but I know when they do make hard copies 
for purchase, they have a lot of great bonus 
material they want to put in, which I’m look-
ing forward to seeing.

Is there anything that got cut, that you 
hope gets included?

I kind of jumped right into that, with men-
tioning Grey Faction. That’s one of the rea-
sons I really wanted to work with Penny. I 
really appreciated her skeptical approach. I 
�rst saw her documentary Nuts. I thought the 
way that the narrative was constructed—this 
historical documentary—was just genius. 

Lucien says he doesn’t typically care for nar-
ratives in documentaries, because they’re 
usually chronological and uninteresting. 
When we were �rst talking about her making 
a documentary, I was trying to convince her 
to make something entirely focused on Grey 
Faction. It ended up being far more general, 
but I’m really happy with the documentary.

I think a lot of people don’t realize, like with 
The Satanic Temple, we’re not really seeking 

out press the way people think—we do get a 
lot of media, but we try to be careful that the 
media is focused, and that we’re not seeking 
media for its own sake, but to draw attention 
to issues and problems that we see—to give 
people a better understanding of where we 
are and what we’re doing. 

In terms of some of the things I wish were 
there and got missed, I regret that some of 
Jason Rapert’s tirades were missed. When I 
was there—when the 10 Commandments 
Monument was being reinstalled—he was 
on the phone, trying to get the police from 
Mississippi to come over to Arkansas and ar-

rest me in Little Rock for The Pink Mass. 

In the final scene, where we’re doing the 
rally, I was worried that me putting on the 
bullet-proof vest would seem overly dra-
matic, because people wouldn’t know how 
many threats we had gotten. I’m kind of dis-
appointed that the cameras missed the num-
ber of people milling about with guns. It was 
open carry and, technically, on the State Cap-
itol grounds, you’re not supposed to have a 
weapon—this is right across the street, right 
behind me, these people were milling about 
with guns. Waving and signaling to us that 
they were there. It seemed very plausible 
that I was going to get shot. I wish that was 
conveyed in the �lm, because it takes away 
any notion that there was a bit of theatrical 
grandstanding in that. 

Have the death threats toned down?

I wouldn’t say they’ve toned down. I would 
say that I don’t think we’re getting more be-
cause of the �lm. By far, it feels like the least 
controversial thing we’ve done. If anything, I 
feel like journalists are now approaching me 

with a lot more respect, after having seen the 
�lm.

We continued discussing the variety of Sa-
tanic groups and their likenesses, di�erences 
and where The Satanic Temple �ts in histori-
cally, culturally and philosophically, but that 
will have to be a separate piece.

In the meantime, look for Hail Satan? in your 
local theaters and visit HailSatanFilm.com/
Tickets for more information. Not playing in 
your town? Rumor has it, this �lm from Mag-
nolia Pictures will be available for streaming 
this summer.
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It’s summer—at long last—and summer 
brings the craving for adventure and excite-
ment. People grab their families, friends or 
court-ordered supervisors and head out 
to see what thrills they can �nd at many of 
America’s (or possibly Canada’s) amusement 
parks. The usual attractions of Disneyland, 
Disney World, Disney Reich and Six Flags are 
great and provide top-�ight entertainment...
but, they also cost hundreds of dollars for a 
day’s admission and are crowded—ensur-
ing hours-long waits for everything but the 
damn teacups. There are a host of other 
little-known gems, which don’t have quite 
the mainstream appeal, but are nevertheless 
�ne places for the discriminating individual 
to spend an afternoon. So, load up the car, 
sedate the kids and head o� to some of the 
nation’s more obscure amusement destina-
tions.

Iowa Joe’s Corn Labyrinth

Just o� the highway, following the Goiter 
Grove exit, is Iowa Joe’s. They take the corn 
maze concept and run wild with it, creating a 
vast series of confusing, interconnected path-
ways with pure corn walls. Featuring over �ve 
linear miles of corn corridors, sprawled over 
dozens of acres of once-pristine farmland, 
Iowa Joe’s features corn, corn, corn and more 
corn. The only facilities inside the giant maze 
are occasional �rst aid kits, plus stands which 
sell corn dogs and corn whiskey—both made 
fresh on premises. After an hour or so of 
tromping through the corn and a jug of corn 
whiskey in you, you’ll get to the middle—a 
wide, open area in the corn where sta� mem-
bers in giant corn costumes taunt visitors and 
record the inevitable �ghts (and crying chil-
dren). For a nominal fee, which you’ll pay to 

avoid arrest by a bought-and-paid-for on-site 
Sheri�, you’ll get your very own custom Blu-
Ray of the events in the middle, as an endur-
ing souvenir of the trip, which you can trea-
sure until the next big disc format change 
renders your memories �nally inaccessible to 
your kids.

Sausage World

Do you like sausage? Do you like seeing it 
get made? Well, come on down to Sausage 
World. Men in more-than-slightly-creepy 
pig masks silently escort you on a tour of 
the Sarcoma County Sausage Factory. Stay 
within the painted lines of the tour or the 
pig-masked sta� will start screeching and 
pointing their �ngers accusingly, until you 
get back on track. Watch the magical jour-
ney a pig takes, in real time, as it enters the 
processing center, the kill �oor, the conveyor, 
the grinder and, �nally, the sausage press. 
Your family will forever remember their expe-
rience, as they get �ve pounds of sausages, 
in a box marked with the name they gave the 
pig as it entered the processing center, and, 
boy, is it deee-licious!

Lil’ Jon’s Crunk Universe

Located on in Atlanta, Georgia, on Carter 
street, just west of the Georgia Dome, lies this 
fantastic attraction. Featuring a workshop 
where you can build your own pimp cup, a 
ride that emulates what it’s like after you sip 
too much lean and an entertaining educa-
tional ride taking participants on a journey 
through the history of bling. Gaze in won-
derment, at the two-story high, animatronic 
Lil’ Jon and behold, as his cup runs over and 
splashes down. First six rows will get wet! 
Finish out your day in the parking lot, where 
you’ll be robbed at knifepoint by people who 
look suspiciously like sta� members you saw 
near the entrance. Fun for ages six and up!

Ron Jeremy’s WangWorld

Adult entertainment star, Ron Jeremy, has 
invested in a theme park centered around 
the tool of his profession—that is to say, his 
mighty weiner. This roughly two-hour, safari-
style, drive-through ride has people take 
their own cars through several acres of pris-
tine scrubland, where gargantuan statues of 
his wang, in amusing and bewildering pre-
dicaments, are the centerpiece of each seg-
ment of the experience. Oddly enough, this 
is billed as “family entertainment,” so grab the 
kids and watch a summary of Mr. Jeremy’s 
career displayed in macro format. Avoid the 
suggestive hotdogs—the cream �lling is ap-
parently an acquired taste.

Urban Decayville

As you make your way through Urban De-

cayville, you’ll see the remnants of a once 
bright-and-shining example of what was, for 
a time, a gem in the United States landscape. 
Illustrating the neglect of recent decades, it’s 
a thrill-a-minute, as you navigate through 
crime-ridden neighborhoods and watch for-
merly-proud buildings fall to pieces right in 
front of you...wait...you can’t fool me, Detroit! 
You just sent me a travel brochure with an 
amusement park name written over the title 
in Sharpie! Still, prices are reasonable.

Stalinland

After paying the very modest admission 
fee, you’ll be guided to a bleak landscape of 
hunger and rock-breaking, at the tips of sta� 
members’ bayonets. There’s an animatronic 
rendition of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, who 
cheerfully waves and smiles as you pass him 
on your train car. As you participate in the ac-
tivities of the gulag ride, you’ll discover that 
you are, in fact, helping to build the new gift 
shop and other park amenities. Only once 
your work is complete, will you be allowed 
to leave, and you’ll be left guessing as to 
whether the people collapsing in front of you 
and being beaten are actually other guests or 
just park employees play acting. At the end 
of your experience, you’ll be given a photo of 
the rides, with you edited out of them after 
the purge ride is complete.

Cowboy Carl’s Reverse Petting Zoo

Filled to the brim with realistic habitats and 
dangerous animals, Cowboy Carl’s Reverse 
Petting Zoo keeps you on your toes, by 
constantly reminding you that there are no 
guard rails, barriers, windows or anything 
else, to stop the menagerie of creatures from 
trying to take a bite out of you. Yes, alligators, 
crocodiles, snapping turtles, hippos, cougars 
and even a very angry horse are all part of the 
interactive fun, which you try to get out of in 
one piece. Don’t bring the slow kid and be 
sure to bring your own pen, to sign the 16-
page indemnity waiver. Soon, you’ll be hav-
ing a truly unique time that few can claim to 
have survived.

So, there it is, seven alternatives to just decid-
ing to go to Enchanted Forest and drop acid 
again.

Enjoy your summer.

Wombstretcha The Magni�cent is an egg roll 
enthusiast, slip-n-slide abuser, BASE jumper 
from objects less than six feet high, writer and 
retired rapper from Portland, OR. He can be 
found at Wombstretcha.com, on Twitter as 
@Wombstretcha503 and on Facebook (and 
MeWe) by name.
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Last month, we talked about what was stop-
ping you from making art. This month, we’re 
going to talk about what is going to happen, 
once you go for it. As you all have come to 
know over the last few years, I do a lot of shit 
in my life, most of which is all related to one 
thing that is really important to me—being 
independent. I can’t—for one reason or an-
other—exist in a world where the majority of 
my life is spent in a prison cell, called work. I 
love work and I’m not allergic to it at all. But, 
any time I have a normal job, I get physically 
and mentally ill. I have to keep moving for-
ward, to continue �nding my path—where I 
can support myself and my family, �nancially, 
while being true to what my needs are. So, 
to that end, I am always doing new shit and 
evolving my game plan. I think everyone who 
feels the way I do experiences a set of cir-
cumstances that are basically universal for all 
people like this—a whole bunch of stu� that 
you thought you could count on goes to shit, 
and a whole lot of shit that you never planned 
for happens. So, if you want to be your own 
person and forge your own way in this world, 
read on, fellow dreamers and entrepreneurs. 

1) No One You Actually Know Will Care

Your immediate family will probably care. 
And, when I say “immediate,” I mean the peo-
ple in your actual house—not your adult sib-
lings, not your cousins and certainly not your 
friends. A few people might click the “share” 
button, but way less often than you expect, 
especially if you’re starting out for the �rst 

time. I don’t know why this is true, but it is, 
in fact, true. I often think it’s because they as-
sume that their shares and comments and 
subscriptions don’t matter, because you’re 
going for millions of followers and a mas-
sive amount of exposure. But, if you are one 
of those people, please know that this isn’t 
true. Every click, share, like, comment, follow 
or subscriber matters quite a bit. It takes a 
lot to get to a point where content can carry 
itself onto the recommended feed on You-
Tube, land on the front page of Twitch or start 
trending on Twitter. That push forward, from 
your immediate peer group, can be the cata-
lyst you need to get that ball rolling. Unfor-
tunately, the reality is that the people in your 
peer group aren’t going to do those simple 
things. You are on a fucking island, until you 
reach a certain amount of success...then those 
people will jump on board, maybe because 
they see some social currency in associating 
themselves with you, or maybe because our 
species is a monkey-see, monkey-do species. 
Just prepare to be ignored by people who 
used to engage in all of your normal social 
media posts. They’ll continue to comment 
and engage in that shit, but they will always 
ignore your posts where you’re sharing your 
content. Get used to resenting them for that. 

2) People You Don’t Know Will Show Up

If you work hard and you care about what 
you make, it will probably be good. It won’t 
be good the �rst time, but it has to get bet-
ter as long as you keep doing it. I challenge 
you to think of something you have done 
repetitively and not improved at doing. Even 
mundane tasks become more interesting, if 
you apply the idea that you should focus on 
and accelerate that process of re�nement. We 
have a thing programmed into our brains that 
makes us want to be validated based on (or, 
because of ) what we like or are fans of. So, if 
you consider this tick in other people’s brains, 
then you see that you can’t get fans until you 
have fans—sort of like needing experience 
for a job that you need a job to get experi-
ence doing. Everyone who makes something 
new, that is totally their own, understands 
this roadblock. You need to reach out to 
people like you, about your same status, who 
may be willing to share their audience. And, 
praise whatever God you believe in every 
time someone clicks that “subscribe” button, 
because those people will share the fuck out 
of your shit. Strangers are fans and, therefore, 
are the soil where your success grows.

3) You Have To Buy Shit

Making something good means spending 
money on a lot of shit you probably didn’t see 
coming. Take, for example, my recent expe-
rience, when I started my own live show on 
Twitch and re-uploading it to YouTube. First 
of all, I needed a real computer that could ef-

�ciently encode high-def video—that was a 
thousand bucks. Then, I had to get a camera 
and a microphone—there went another pile 
of money. Oh, and then I realized I needed a 
USB mixer, because I have guests on my show 
and I want them to have the best audio they 
can (in person or via Skype). I also had to have 
good headphones and all the cords, cables 
and adapters required to wire all that shit up. 
So, unless you have some serious expendable 
income, it’s going to take your family believ-
ing in what you’re doing to pull it together 
�nancially.

4) You Have To Learn Shit

I had never even taken a home movie before 
cell phone cameras were everywhere. I had 
no idea how to edit a video or how to set up a 
live broadcast. I didn’t know how to do good 
audio or have cool background graphics 
and overlays. I had to learn all that shit from 
scratch. I’ve picked up some social media 
tricks and marketing stu� over the years, and I 
can write well enough to be on a glossy page, 
but I had a lot to learn about how to make the 
things I had in my head. You should expect to 
spend about three months, fully drowning in 
information about how to do your thing. Oh, 
and the �rst month is not going to make any 
sense, because that’s the period where you 
are learning what you need to learn (and not 
the actual bulk of what you will be focused 
on). Trial-and-error begins at about the third 
month. The next period will be spent doing 
and re�ning your thing, and that takes how-
ever long it takes—just don’t stop. 

5) Only Quitting Is Failure

Like I said earlier, you absolutely will improve 
at what you do, as long as you keep doing it. 
You will save up or sacri�ce to get the tools 
you need, eventually. You can go from your 
bedroom to your own studio, eventually, 
but only if you don’t stop. In my life, some of 
the biggest regrets I have are only regrets, 
because I gave up on something. I’m not go-
ing to blow smoke up your ass, though—you 
may not be able to succeed. There may be 
a time to move on to another idea, but you 
have to give those ideas a real chance to �y, 
�rst. How long that time period lasts is very 
personal, but keep working on things and 
you will become wiser (and those decisions 
will get easier). See what I did there? I tied 
that whole motherfucker up in a nice bow for 
you. Keep pushing forward—you will get bet-
ter at your craft and become wiser. Stop push-
ing and you stagnate and die.

Thanks for coming to my Ted Talk. If you want 
to watch me or talk to me, do so on Twitter 
via @NextGenRetro1, YouTube via @NextGen-
Retro or on Twitch via Twitch.TV/NextGenRet-
roPDX. Or, just email me your spreadsheets to 
NextGenerationRetro@Gmail.com.
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S T R I P  C L U B S
ACROPOLIS 1  FOOD LOTTERY
8325 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 231-9611
Daily 10:30am-2:30am
BOTTOMS UP! 5  FOOD LOTTERY
16900 NW St Helens Rd | (503) 621-9844
Daily 12pm-2:30am
CABARET 7  FOOD LOTTERY
17544 SE Stark St | (503) 252-3529
Daily 2pm-2:30am
CLUB 205 56  FOOD LOTTERY
9939 SE Stark St | (503) 256-0527
Daily 11am-2:30am 
CLUB OASIS 65  FOOD LOTTERY
15826 SE Division St | (503) 206-4851
Mon-Fri 2pm-2am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2am
CLUB ROUGE 48  FOOD LOTTERY
403 SW Harvey Milk St | (503) 227-3936
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 2pm-2am 
CLUB SINROCK 23  FOOD LOTTERY
12035 NE Glisan St | (503) 889-0332
Daily 2pm-2:30am 
COLUMBIA STRIP 32  FOOD LOTTERY
605 N Columbia Blvd | (503) 289-1351
Daily 11am-1:30am
DANCIN’ BARE 11  FOOD LOTTERY
8440 N Interstate Ave | (503) 285-9073
Daily 11:30am-2:30am
DESIRE 18  FOOD LOTTERY
535 NE Columbia Blvd | (971) 339-2198
Daily 3pm-2:30am
DEVILS POINT 12  FOOD LOTTERY
5305 SE Foster Rd | (503) 774-4513
Daily 11am-2:30am 
DREAM ON SALOON 16  FOOD LOTTERY
15920 SE Stark St | (503) 253-8765
Daily 11am-2am
DV8 17  FOOD LOTTERY
5021 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 788-7178
Daily 2pm-2:15am
THE GOLD CLUB 72  FOOD LOTTERY
17180 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 908-1177
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 4pm-12am
GUILTY PLEASURES 28  FOOD LOTTERY
13639 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 760-8128
Daily 1:30pm-2:30am
HAWTHORNE STRIP 19  FOOD LOTTERY
3532 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 232-9516
Daily 2pm-2:30am
KIT KAT CLUB 69  FOOD LOTTERY
231 SW Ankeny St | (503) 208-3229
Daily 5pm-2:30am
LUCKY DEVIL LOUNGE 47  FOOD LOTTERY
633 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 206-7350
Daily 11am-2:30am
MARY’S CLUB 25  FOOD LOTTERY
129 SW Broadway | (503) 227-3023
Daily 11:30am-2:30am

PIRATE’S COVE 29  FOOD LOTTERY
7417 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 287-8900
Daily 2pm-2:30am
REVEAL LOUNGE 4  FOOD LOTTERY
8345 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 477-6628
Mon-Fri 2pm- 2:30am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2:30am
RIVERSIDE CORRAL 31  FOOD LOTTERY
545 SE Tacoma St | (503) 232-6813
Mon-Sat 10am-2:30am, Sun 1pm-1am
ROSE CITY STRIP 10  FOOD LOTTERY
3620 SE 35th Pl | (503) 760-8128
Daily 3pm-2:30am
THE RUNWAY GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 55  FOOD LOTTERY
1735 SE Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 640-4086
Mon-Wed Noon-1am, Thu-Fri Noon-2:30am, 
Sat 4pm-2:30am & Sun 4pm-1am
SCARLET LOUNGE 60  FOOD LOTTERY
12646 SE Division St | (503) 477-4318 
Daily 11am-2:30am
SHIMMERS GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 40  FOOD LOTTERY
8000 SE Foster Rd | (971) 230-0047
Daily 10am-2:30am 
SKINN GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 21  FOOD 
4523 NE 60th Ave | (503) 288-9771
Mon-Sat 11am-1am Sun 11am-9pm
SPYCE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 49  FOOD LOTTERY
33 NW 2nd Ave | (503) 243-4646
Sun-Thu 6pm-2:30am, Fri-Sat 3pm-2:30am
STARS CABARET BRIDGEPORT 50  FOOD
17939 SW McEwan Rd | (503) 726-2403
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 4pm-2am
THE SUNSET STRIP 37  FOOD LOTTERY
10205 SW Park Way | (503) 297-8466
Mon-Fri 11:30am-2:30am, Sat 4pm-2:30am,
Sun 5pm-2:30am
TOMMY’S TOO 39  FOOD
10335 SE Foster Rd | (503) 432-8238
Daily 10am-2am
THE VENUE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 52  FOOD LOTTERY
9950 SE Stark St | (503) 477-9523
Daily 10am-2:30am
THE WHISKEY CLUB 24  
818 SW 1st Ave | TBD
Mon-Sat 6pm-2:30am 
X ULTRA LOUNGE 35  FOOD
15 SW 2nd Ave | (503) 790-9090
Sun-Thu 7pm-2:30am, Fri-Sat 4pm-2:30am
XPOSE 70  FOOD LOTTERY
10140 SW Canyon Rd | (503) 430-5364
Daily 3pm-2:30am

E V E R Y T H I N G  E L S E
ADAM & EVE 121
9220 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 224-1604
Mon-Thu 11am-9pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm,
Sun 12pm-6pm
ALL ADULT SUPER SHOP 103
14555 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 652-2004
Daily 24 hours
ARMCHAIR FAMILY VIDEO 105
3205 SE Milwaukie Ave | (503) 477-5446
Mon-Fri 11am-6pm, Sat 11am-5pm 
CINDIE’S 109
8201 SE Powell Blvd #H | (503) 771-9979
Mon-Sat 9am-12am, Sun 11am-10pm
EYE CANDY FASHIONS 171
10412 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 771-0080
Tue-Sat 12pm-8pm, Sun 12pm-5pm,
Mon By Appointment
FANTASY FOR ADULTS ONLY (5) 180
3137 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 239-6969
Daily 24 hours
1703 W Burnside St | (503) 295-6969
Daily 10am-3am
10720 SW Beaverton-Hillsdale Hwy
(503) 235-6969
Daily 10am-10pm
15536 SE 82nd Dr | (503) 203-6969
Daily 10am-Midnight
6440 SW Coronado St | (503) 244-6969
Daily 24 Hours
FANTASYLAND (2) 116
5228 SE Foster Rd | (503) 775-0094
Daily 24 hours
16016 SE 82nd Dr | (503) 655-4667
Daily 24 hours
FSO 147
833 SE Main St #232 | (503) 490-6985
Tue-Sat 12pm-6pm
HEAD EAST 164
13250 SE Division St | (503) 761-3777
Sun-Thu 10am-9pm, Fri-Sat 10am-10pm
HOT BOX 157
4589 SW Watson Ave | (503) 574-4057
Mon-Sat 11am-10pm, Sun 11am-9pm
LIBERATED WORLD 123
10660 SE Division St | (503) 257-6881
Daily 24 hours
MR. PEEP’S / MR. PEEP’S TOO (2) 162
13355 SW Henry St | (503) 643-6645
20625 SW TV Hwy, Aloha OR | (503) 356-5624
Daily 24 hours
OREGON THEATER 127
3530 SE Division St | (503) 232-7469
Daily from 12pm
PARADISE ADULT SUPERSTORE 128
14712 SE Stark St | (503) 255-9414
Daily 24 hours
PASSIONATE DREAMS  130
6644 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 775-6665
Daily 10am-4am
PEEP HOLE 131
709 SE 122nd Ave | (503) 257-8617
Daily 24 hours

PINK KITTYS 172
314 W Burnside St, Suite 300
Daily 24 hours 
PLATINUM CLUB 167
8102 NE Killingsworth St | (971) 255-1039
Daily 11am-3am
PUSSYCATS 134
3414 NE 82nd Ave | (503) 384-2794
5226 SE Foster  Rd | (971) 255-0133
5141 SW Beaverton Hillsdale Hwy | (503) 245-4393
Daily 24 hours
SECRET RENDEZVOUS 136
10518-B NE Sandy Blvd | (971) 279-2940
Daily 24 hours 
SHEENA’S G SPOT 137
8315 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 972-1111
Daily 24 hours
SILVER SPOON 139
8521 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 245-0489
Mon-Sat 10am-7pm, Sun 11am-5pm
SPARTACUS LEATHERS 141
300 SW 12th Ave | (503) 224-2604
Sun-Thu 10am-11pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am
SYLVIA’S PLAYHOUSE 163
8226 NE Fremont St | (503) 568-4090
Daily 24 hours
TABOO VIDEO (4) 144
Downtown: 311 NW Broadway | (503) 227-3443
Mon-Wed 11am-1am. Thu-Sat 11am-3am,  
Sun 12pm-12am
Portland: 237 SE MLK Blvd | (503) 239-1678
Portland: 2330 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 777-6033
Vancouver: 4811 NE 94th Ave | (360) 254-1126
Daily 24 hours
TORCHED ILLUSIONS 149
17935 SW Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 259-2310
Daily 6am-12am
TORCHED ILLUSIONS II 169
12963 SW Pacific Hwy | (503) 430-5140
Daily 11am-10pm
THE VELVET ROPE 101
3533 SE César E Chávez Ave | (971) 271-7064
Thu 8pm-2am, Fri-Sat 8:30pm-4am,
Sun 8pm-2am
VICTRESS ENTERTAINMENT 156
7303 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 788-3354 
Call For Hours

D I S P E N S A R I E S
MARIJUANA PARADISE G
9663 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 206-7462
Daily 10am-8pm
NECTAR - NE SANDY B
3350 NE Sandy Blvd | (971) 703-4777
NECTAR - MISSISSIPPI D
4125 N Mississippi | (503) 206-4818
Daily 10am-11pm
NECTAR - SW PORTLAND E
10931 SW 53rd Avenue | (503) 477-8800
Daily 10am-11pm
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A L B A N Y
 ADULT SHOP 
3404 Spicer Dr SE / (541) 812-2522
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days

A S T O R I A
 ANNIE’S SALOON 
2897 Marine Dr / (503) 325-2746
Full Bar, 1 Stage
Tue-Sat 5pm-2:30am

B E N D
IMAGINE THAT 
197 NE Third St / (541) 312-8100
Videos, Mags, Toys, Body Jewelry, Novelty Gifts
24 Hours / 7 Days
STARS CABARET 
197 NE 3rd St / (541) 388-4081
Full Bar, Full Menu, Beautiful Dancers
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 4pm-2am

C O O S  B AY
BACHELOR’S INN 
63721 Edwards Rd / (541) 266-8827
1 Stage, Full Bar, Full Menu
Mon-Sat 4pm-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am

C O R V A L L I S
ADULT SHOP 
2315 9th St NW / (541) 754-7039
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

E U G E N E
ADULT SHOP 
90 Holeman Aly / (541) 688-5411
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
ADULT SHOP 
720 Garfield St / (541) 345-2873
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, , Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am
ADULT SHOP 
86784 Franklin Blvd / (541) 636-3203
Videos, Magazines, Books, Arcade, Novelties, 
Lingerie
8am-12am / 7 Days 
B&B DISTRIBUTORS 
710 W 6th Ave / (541) 683-8999
Videos, Arcade, Clothing, Novelties, Viewing Room
24 Hours / 7 Days
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
3570 W 11th Ave / (541) 988-9226
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 11am-11pm, Fri-Sat 11am-1am
THE NILE 
1030 Highway 99 N / (541) 688-1869
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers
Mon-Sat 12pm-2am, Sun 3pm-12am
SILVER DOLLAR CLUB 
2620 W 10th Pl / (541) 485-2303
Full Bar, Food, 3 Stages
Mon-Sat 11:30am-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am

G E R V A I S
LAST CHANCE SALOON 
7650 Checkerboard Ct / (503) 792-5100
Full Bar, Lottery, 1 Stage
12pm-2:30am / 7 Days

K L A M AT H  F A L L S
THE ALIBI 
5711 S 6th St / (541) 882-0145
1Stage, Private Dances, Full Bar, Lottery
3pm-2:30am / 7 Days

L I N C O L N  C I T Y
IMAGINE THAT  
2159 NW Highway 101, Ste C / (541) 996-6600
(Downstairs When Entering From Highway 101)
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Body Jewelry,Novelty Gifts
Sun-Thu 10am-11pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

M E D F O R D
ADULT LAND 
2755 S Pacific Hwy / (541) 770-5493
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie
Mon-Fri 9am-7pm, Sat 10am-5pm
ADULT SHOP 
261 Barnett Rd / (541) 772-5220
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
1601 N Riverside Ave / (541) 608-9540
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm

N E W P O R T
SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 
611 SW Coast Highway / (541) 574-6969
Videos, Magazines, Multi-Channel Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days

O A K L A N D
ADULT SHOP 
726 John Long Rd / (541) 849-3344
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 8am-12am, Fri-Sat 24 Hours

R O S E B U R G
FILLED WITH FUN 
2498 Old Highway 99E S / (541) 957-3741
Novelties, Videos, Arcade, Toys, Magazines
Mon-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri 10am-12am,  
Sat 11am-12am, Sun 12pm-9pm

S A L E M
ADULT SHOP 
155 Lancaster Dr SE / (503) 585-8288
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
ADULT SHOP 
2410 Mission St SE / (503) 763-3556
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
ADULT SHOP 
3113 River Rd N / (503) 390-4371
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
10am-12am / 7 Days
BOB’S ADULT BOOKS 
3815 State St / (503) 363-3846
Adult Books, Videos, Arcade & Mini-Theater 
9am-2am / 7 Days
CHEETAHS XXX CABARET  
3453 Silverton Rd NE / (503) 316-6969
18+ Juice Bar, Full Menu
Tue-Thu 7pm-4am, Fri-Sat 6pm-5am,
Sun 7pm-4am
DIZZY’S SMOKE SHOP 
1051 Commercial St SE / (503) 585-0050
Mon-Fri 12pm-8pm, Sat-Sun 12pm-5pm
4823 Commercial St SE / (503) 385-1564
Mon-Fri 10am-9pm, Sat-Sun 10am-6pm
21+ Head Shop & Gift Shop 
THE FIREHOUSE CABARET 
5782 Portland Rd NE / (503) 393-4782
Full Bar, Full Menu, Lottery
Mon-Sat 12pm-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am
SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 
3473 Silverton Rd NE / (503) 370-7080
Videos, Magazines, Multi Ch. Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days
STARS CABARET 
1550 Weston Ct NE / (503) 370-8063
Full Bar, Full Menu, Sports Room, 4 Stages
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 4pm-2:30am
SUGAR SHACK GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 
3803 Commercial St SE / (503) 371-1565
Full Bar, Full Menu, Light-Up Dance Floor And Pole
11:30am-2am / 7 Days
VIXENS 
3815 State St / (971) 304-7082
Lingerie Modeling
24 Hours / 7 Days

S P R I N G F I E L D
BOBBI’S VIP ROOM 
1195 Main St / (541) 844-1019
Full Bar, Full Menu, 4 Stages
Mon-Sat 12pm-2:30am 
BRICK HOUSE 
136 4th St / (541) 988-1612
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers, 1 Stage, 2 Cages
11am-2:30am / 7 Days
SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 
1166 South A St / (541) 726-6969
Videos, Mags, Clothes, Novelties, Arcade
Mon-Tue 8am-12am, Wed-Sun 24 Hours
THE MANCAVE 
1444 Main St / (541) 515-6656
Full Bar, Full Menu, 1 Stage
Mon-Fri 12pm-2:30am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2:30am

T H E  D A L L E S
ADULT SHOP 
3506 W 6th St / (541) 298-1874
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am

U M AT I L L A
RIVERSIDE SPORTS BAR AND LOUNGE 
1501-6th St / (541) 922-4112
2 Stages, Full Bar, Lottery, Full Menu,
Closed Mon, Tue-Thu 4pm-2:30am,  
Fri 11am-2:30am, Sat-Sun 12pm-2:30am
Adult Entertainment: 6pm-2am

A B E R D E E N
THE FANTASY SHOP 
213 E Wiskah St / (360) 532-8078
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
Mon-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm,
Sun 12pm-8pm
Videos, Magazines, Books
MON-SAT 11AM-1AM, SUN 11AM-12AMB R E M E R T O N  
ADULTS ONLY BREMERTON 
317 N Callow Ave / (360) 627-7318
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am 
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
338 N Callow Ave / (360) 373-0551
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun 10am-10pm
TURF NEWS   
321 N Callow Ave / (360) 479-0111
Videos, Magazines, Books
Mon-Sat 11am-1am, Sun 11am-12am

D E S  M O I N E S
AIRPORT VIDEO 2 
21635 Pacific Highway S / (206) 878-7780
Theater, Arcade, Video Peep Shows, Movies,
Novelties & Toys
10am-2am / 7 Days

E V E R E T T
AIRPORT VIDEO 1 
11732 Airport Rd / (425) 290-7555
Theater, Arcade, Videos, Magazines, Novelties
24 Hours / 7 Days

K E N N E W I C K
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
522 N Columbia Center Blvd / (509) 374-8276
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 10am-11pm, Fri-Sat 10am-1am

K E N T
THE FANTASY SHOP 
604 Central Ave S / (253) 850-8428
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
Mon-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-11pm, 
Sun 12pm-8pm

L A K E W O O D
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
3922 100th St SW / (253) 582-3329
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun 10am-10pm
LIBERTY BOOK STORE 
3710 100th St SW / (253) 581-0362
Videos, Magazines, Books, Arcade
Sun-Thu 8am-12am, Fri-Sat 8am-1am

LY N N W O O D
DEANNA’S VIDEO 
15329 Highway 99 / (425) 742-7747
Videos, Magazines, Arcade, Novelties, Toys
9am-1am / 7 Days
LOVERS LAIR 
4001 198th St SW #7 / (425) 775-4502
DVDs, Novelties, Lingerie, Unique BDSM 
Supplies
Mon-Sat 10am-10pm, Sun 12pm-6pm

P A S C O
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
3724 N Rainier Ave / (509) 547-5341
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 9am-12am, Sun 10am-10pm

R E N T O N
CLUB SINROCK 
208 SW 16th St / (425) 255-3110
18+ Gentlemen’s Club, 1 Stage, ATM
Mon-Fri 2pm-2am, Sat-Sun 6pm-2am

S E AT T L E
DANCING BARE 
10338 Aurora Ave N / (206) 523-1227
18+, 1 Stage, VIP Area, ATM, DVDs, Toys, Novelties
11am-2:30am / 7 Days
HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 
12706 Lake City Way NE / (206) 363-0056
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie, Theater
24 Hours / 7 Days
SANDS SHOWGIRLS 
7509 15th Ave NW / (206) 782-1225
18+ Gentlemen’s Club (No Cover), Pool, ATM
12pm-2:30am / 7 Days
TABOO VIDEO 
9813 16th Ave SW / (206) 767-4855
DVDs, Novelties, Arcade, Theater, Best Prices
8am-12am / 7 Days 
VIDEO VIDEOS 
10326 Lake City Way NE / (206) 523-5973
DVDs, Magazines, Books, Toys, Novelties, 
Theater
10am-3am / 7 Days

S H O R E L I N E
RONNA’S VIDEO 
19540 Aurora Ave N / (206) 542-1044
Videos, Magazine, Arcade, Novelties, Toys
Open Sun-Thu 9am-12am, Fri-Sat 9am-1am

S P O K A N E
HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 
3813 N Division St / (509) 324-8961
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie
Mon-Thu 9am-12am, Fri-Sat 9am-2am
& Sun 12pm-10pm

S P O K A N E  V A L L E Y
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
11324 E Sprague Ave / (509) 893-1180
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-1am
HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 
9611 E Sprague Ave / (509) 928-9499
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie, Theater
24 Hours / 7 Days

TA C O M A
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
6015 Tacoma Mall Blvd / (253) 471-0391
Essentials For Lovers
10am-1am / 7 Days
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
5440 South Tacoma Way / (253) 474-9871
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun 10am-10pm 

O R E G O N

W A S H I N G T O N
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As the temperature rises this summer, 
we’ll all be looking for ways to escape the 
heat. An always popular destination to 
waste away a long Sunday afternoon is 
the beach—I prefer the “clothing option-
al” ones, because there’s nothing like be-
ing spied on from the bushes by creepy 
old men, to make you feel like a million 
bucks. I have noticed some faux pas and 
poor choices on my many excursions 
there, so for those of you who are curious 
to know the ropes of �tting in on the nude 
beach, I present them for you here. 

Do always critique everyone’s physique 
loudly. Bring a clipboard, if you think of 
it. Follow people around making disap-
proving “tsks” and scribbling notes. Peo-
ple wouldn’t come to a nude beach if they 
didn’t want to be reviewed and analyzed, 
and you’re nothing, if not a servant of the 
people. 

Don’t bring drugs or alcohol. This will get 
you booted almost immediately. I recom-
mend in-taking heroic quantities of both 
before you arrive. This will make sure your 
inhibitions are lowered enough to run 
around smacking every ass you can, with 
paint-*covered hands. 

Do tape o� large portions of your body 
into o�ensive words or symbols. You rare-
ly get an opportunity to represent your 
dislike of Turks or your passion for dou-
ble anal in such a dramatic way, so make 
sure you get creative and speak your mind 
through your tan lines. 

Don’t bring a camera. Naked people will 
get super mad if you take their picture 
without asking—I know from experience 
and a visit to the ER. Just use your phone 
to photograph everyone, and if anyone 
asks, just say you’re playing Words With 
Friends (then post all of them on social 
media later).

Do bring a canister of ashes from your 
�re pit and pretend that you’re scattering 

a dead relative. It’s a fun prank to loudly 
mourn and pretend to reassure “Grandpa 
Joe.” That he’s where he wanted to be, sur-
rounded by T&A. Make sure some of the 
ashes blow onto some of the beachgo-
ers. This works at normal beaches, too, but 
it’s more fun to watch nude people dance 
around trying to get Grandpa Joe out of 
their hair, than it is at bathing suit-clad 
beaches. 

Don’t go without your sock garters. 
What other opportunity could you pos-
sibly have to show them o�? Accessoriz-
ing with quirky wigs, fake beards, horse 
head masks and costume jewelry is also 
fun. Best of all, though, is if you have a full-
body Spiderman costume and you just 
cut out the genital region. Whatever you 
do, just make sure to leave an impression!

Do creepily hand out bottles of sun-
screen to people. Chuckle softly, as you 
hand them to your chosen victims. Wear 
a trench coat and large sunglasses. It’s 
completely innocent (and, actually, pret-
ty generous). But, if you try hard enough, 
you can make people deeply uncomfort-
able with your helpful acts.  

Don’t ask someone’s gender. We all know 
that sort of thing isn’t okay anymore. In-
stead, stare openly. Follow people at an 
awkwardly close distance or bring binoc-
ulars and use them from six feet away. This 
way, you can know for sure. 

Do try to start an orgy. That’s why half the 
people are there, anyhow. Just make sure 
there aren’t any authority �gures around 
(or, if there are, they’re in on it), because 
they’ll put the kibosh on it right quick. 
Spoilsports, the whole lot! Last year, we 
all had to spend the night in jail, because 
that ecstasy-fueled group sex was spilling 
over onto the normal beach and “trauma-
tizing the children.”

Don’t bring farm animals. It seems like a 
good idea, and in principle, it is. Here’s the 
thing, though—every time I’ve brought a 
horse (to ride majestically like Lady Godi-

va) or a pot-bellied pig (just because), it’s 
gone sour. The horse kicked an old man in 
the caboose, and the pig became irratio-
nally upset, after I tried to ride it (I know). 
It bit me and ran o�. I’m still �ghting an 
aggressive antibacterial resistant infec-
tion. 

Do hand out religious literature—the 
more orthodox and stricter, the better. 
But, make sure to do it in the nude. 

Don’t laugh. Human bodies are weird, it’s 
true—but, so is yours. Instead of laugh-
ing, try crying or shrieking in terror and 
�eeing at the sight of someone’s unsight-
ly armpit hair. Being laughed at isn’t near-
ly as haunting as making someone weep 
openly. 

Do use the opportunity to build your con-
versational skills. See how many times you 
can make unwanted sexual innuendos in 
conversation with strangers and have 
them be just vague enough that they 
can’t be o�ended—but, just suggestive 
enough to make them uncomfortable. 

Don’t barbecue in the bu�. Sharing sau-
sage dogs on the beach with friends is 
great, but grease burns are real and all 
that exposed skin is an invitation for mas-
sive burn trauma (unless you’re into that 
sort of thing, in which case, good for you).

Do start your political career there. There 
are already a bunch of people around, 
and the photos of you giving a campaign 
speech in a top hat with a megaphone 
(and nothing else) will keep you relevant 
and viral for months. 

Remember, this etiquette guide is just an 
outline, but it’s never led me wrong. So, 
I recommend following it as close to the 
letter as you can. 

Esmeralda Rupp-Spangle is an aspiring cult 
leader, alternative historian, cryptozoology 
fanatic and abductee. She can be reached 
on MeWe by name or Instagram via @
George_Loves_Hats. 
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As a self-described scene critic, it is my 
job to make extremely lazy and over-
generalized observations of the mu-
sic community, based on nothing more 
than deep-seated prejudices. Which 
makes me no di�erent than any other 
critic, ever—especially when it comes 
to music. Regardless, you are lying if you 
claim to go to shows and not do a quick 
size-up of the band—deciding immedi-
ately whether or not they are going to 
be worth your time. It’s just an e�cien-
cy thing. If you can �nd out whether or 
not the group will be any good before 
they even play the �rst note, it’ll be that 
much easier to get your three dollars 
back from the door guy.

Not to be a guitar-centrist, but it’s just 
an easy instrument to judge someone 
by. If you own one of the guitars list-
ed below and are o�ended in any way, 
good—this applies to you and you’re of-
fended, because it’s true.

If you are a poor show-goer who is tired 
of spending their hard earned sweaty 
pocket dollars on sub-par acts, please 
use this list as a guide of what to ex-
pect ,when you see these axes resting 
innocently on their guitar stands on the 
stage (cough corner) of the bar.

Rather than try to suss out the nature 
of the little musical combo’s content by 
how often they wash their hair and what 
‘90s celebrity they have screen printed 
on their shirt, I give you a more compre-
hensive list to see if this band is worth 
watching. 

Gibson Les Paul

You are mostly likely old, white and 
overweight. I can guarantee that your 
favorite guitarists can be skimmed 
o� the top of Rolling Stone’s list a few 
years back and you constantly complain 
about this newfangled rap music all the 
kids are talking about. I am also certain 
every one of your songs will sound like 
a bad Led Zeppelin cover. Your interest 
in the blues is solely for the purpose of 
trying to sound like your favorite Brit-
ish ‘60s rock bands. You probably play it 
through a Marshall JVM, too, you fuck-
ing baby boomer.

B.C. Rich Warlock

You are apparently a thirteen-year old, 
living in the early 2000s and your favor-
ite band is Slipknot. It’s 2019, what in 
the living hell are you doing playing a 
B.C. Rich? Do you run that thing through 
a Boss Metal Zone into some tiny, line-
six combo amp, to create the loudest, 
most toneless guitar tone to deafen 
everyone in the small club you’re play-
ing in? Why are you playing a Warlock? 
Those weren’t cool in 1999 and they 
sure as shit aren’t cool now. As an au-
dience member, if you see one of these 
on a stage, do everyone—including the 
guitarist—a favor and set it on �re.

Gibson SG

Ahhh...the Les Paul’s more cost-e�ec-
tive cousin. This guitar is a bit of a wild 
card. Its solid tone and reasonable price 

attract a wide variety of players, from 
obnoxious AC/DC tribute bands to un-
hinged post-hardcore acts. This is a pret-
ty universal tool of rock. If you were to 
wander into a local watering hole to see 
an SG leaning on the amp, you could 
be in store for some high-energy, rau-
cous punk or you’re about to see Zom-
bie Mary Ford—there is no in-between.

Anything By Schecter

Fuck you and get o� the stage! Unless 
you’re Robert Smith.

Yamaha SHS-10 Keytar

You are clearly trying too hard if this is 
your “guitar” of choice. The keytar, like 
the saxophone, has tried time and time 
again to be a staple of rock ‘n’ roll. While it 
�nds its way into little pockets here and 
there, it’s just never going to completely 
�t in. Not for lack of trying, though. Al-
though used in everything from cheesy, 
coked-out ‘80s pop to jazz fusion (good 
on Herbie Hancock for stubbornly trying 
to make this abomination seem cool), 
it’s just impossible not to giggle, when 
you see someone rocking out with one 
of these. One thing is for sure—if you 
decide this is how you’re gonna front for 
your little musical group, you are swing-
ing for the fences. I highly recommend 
show-goers stick around if there’s ac-
tually a fucking keytar on stage, ‘cause 
God only knows what you’re in store for.

Fender Jazzmaster

You are A-okay in everyone’s book. The 
Jazzmaster is the new Les Paul (of thir-
ty years ago). It is invited to all the par-
ties and everyone wants to be its friend. 
While the Jazzmaster has always been a 
staple of the rock scene—and, speci�-
cally, the indie music scene—it has late-
ly become the �agship of all guitars. You 
could be in the whiniest Arcade Fire-ri-
po� softboi band or a hardcore melt-
down. You could even be in a live band 
hip hop group. It’s anyone’s guess. Every 
guitarist playing in a band today uses a 
Jazzmaster—it is the rule. If you, the au-
dience member, see this guitar on stage, 
this just means you are at a rock show 
somewhere in America. It is important 
to note that one thing the Fender Jazz-
master is never, ever under ANY circum-
stances used for is jazz.
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Part 1: The Pretend Employee 

Every bar has one of these and they’re espe-
cially common at strip clubs. No, I am not talk-
ing about someone on payroll (or contractor 
status) who is just lazy or a shitty worker. 
Rather, I mean the opposite—someone who 
is in no way employed or contracted by the 
bar, but who acts as if they run the place, be-
cause they’ve been hanging around longer 
than anyone else (or, they just act like it).

Usually, this person starts o� as a normal, 
lonely regular, i.e. someone who supports the 
bar during slow days and still lurks around 
during the down season. Of course, sta� and 
other regulars will begin to respect this per-
son, but The Pretend Employee isn’t out for 
respect—they’re out for power. So, over time, 
The Pretend Employee tests the boundaries—
being constantly asked to step out of the bar 
well area, using the club’s parking lot as over-
night storage for his shitty car, “forgetting” to 
tip while talking to dancers at the stage and 
pestering the bartender about her failed mar-
riage. From a DJ’s perspective, The Pretend 
Employee is particularly irritating, as they will 
often “pass on” song requests from dancers, 
who clearly didn’t ask for them. Trappi Swag is 
not dancing to Bob Seger, dude. But, if you in-
sist, let’s give her one more reason to hate you. 
 
By chatting with servers, strippers, door 
folks, etc., The Pretend Employee learns 
things about the establishment that are usu-
ally reserved for employees, before eventu-

ally “helping” by keeping other regulars (and 
newly hired sta�) informed of rules and regu-
lations—bordering the line between a V.I.P. 
and a �at-out snitch. “Oh, the pint glasses go 
down there,” The Pretend Employee says to 
the new bartender. “Hey, don’t leave through 
the patio door next time,” The Pretend Em-
ployee tells the smokers. “Oh, it’s okay...I can 
give them a ride home,” The Pretend Employ-
ee says, referencing an over-served regular 
customer, who just met them a few minutes 
prior. Put simply, The Pretend Employee is ev-
ery club’s worst asset, disguised as a bene�t.

While they feel as if they’re adding something 
special to the club—even to the point of feel-
ing entitled to compensation, perks and/or 
free entry—The Pretend Employee is by no 
means a high roller. Instead, they’re a consis-
tent source of semi-decent money, for when 
the high rollers and weekend crowds are busy 
at work—that’s it. The Pretend Employee is 
basically a loss leader, in terms of any club’s 
bottom line. If anything, having a warm body 
in the club on a Monday mid-shift keeps the 
pretty girls from quitting altogether, even at 
the cost of having to deal with The Pretend 
Employee. But, if they are not corralled early 
in their attempted faux-career, The Pretend 
Employee will end up costing the club more 
than a few dollars in comp’ed drinks. Are you a 
stripper who is trying to score a private dance 
with the owner of the local sports team? Too 
bad, because The Pretend Employee won’t 
stop talking your ear o� and now the new 
girl is stealing your money customer. Are you 

a customer trying to get a drink, take a piss 
or just make your way through the bar? Well, 
if The Pretend Regular has any say so, you’ll 
be stuck behind them in line at the bar, while 
they chat up the bartender, then you’ll get 
stuck behind them in line at the restroom, as 
they chat up the attendant, and �nally, you’ll 
be unable to retrieve your belongings from 
coat check, because The Pretend Employee 
has taken it upon themselves to stand in for 
the coat check girl, who is taking a break and 
smoking a blunt in The Pretend Employee’s 
car.

Of note, do not confuse The Pretend Employ-
ee with The Owner’s Friend—a good custom-
er type who may actually be a silent partner 
in the company. The best way to �nd out if 
The Pretend Employee actually works for (or 
owns) the club you’re hanging out at, simply 
stay until closing time and use the restroom, 
seconds before the �nal cut-o�. When you’re 
done taking a leak, chances are, there will 
be a bouncer lurking by the restroom door, 
ready to remind you that the club is closed. 
While walking to the exit, see if The Pretend 
Employee is hanging out and counting their 
tips—they won’t be. Rather, they’ll be hang-
ing around outside the club and they will 
tell you “Thanks for coming in, see you next 
time...” when you leave. Just ignore them and 
keep walking, otherwise you’ll be stuck shar-
ing a cab.

Next month, we will tackle The Costume Lady.

Hello, fellow readers. For the dozen of you 
that follow this column, you probably no-
ticed that I decided to take last month o� and 
let other folks take up space, while I attempt-
ed to refuel my muse juice. You see, I’ve been 
particularly uninspired as of late and that’s 
because I really don’t DJ much these days. 
Yes, I work weddings and the occasional pri-
vate gig, but I’m way too old and white to be 
keeping up on the latest genres of music, let 
alone artists. But, it occurred to me that I still 

regularly host at clubs and I won’t stop hang-
ing out at them...until I’m completely sick of 
naked women (which won’t happen anytime 
soon). Why not just dig into the customers? 
I mean, not the good customers—I’ve cov-
ered them before. I’m talking the shitheads. 
Just like political columns or anything deal-
ing with modern ethics and morals, it’s much 
easier (and far more entertaining) to illustrate 
what we are against, than it is for someone 
like me to print something positive. There-

fore, I want everyone who knows how to act 
in clubs to give yourself a cookie and buy a 
dance—you’ve earned it. But, to satiate the 
dancers in the dressing room who read this 
column, I plan on running this series for the 
next few months. This series is dedicated to 
the sta� who deal with all types of custom-
ers, especially those mentioned in this series. 
Ladies, gents and non-binaries, I present to 
you...
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When I �rst noticed my yeast infection, 
I �gured “no biggie.” They’re pretty com-
monplace, not life threatening, etc. But, 
after striking out with an assortment of 
over-the-counter cures, I ended up in the 
stirrups at my gyno’s o�ce. These profes-
sionals specialize in maintaining their 
demeanor in front of a patient, so when 
I glanced over my bush and saw the look 
on her face, I got concerned—that, plus 
right afterward when she stepped aside 
and puked in a trash can. Uh oh.

Apparently, I’m setting records when it 
comes to skanky hoohoos—especially 
when it comes to discharges. I got second 
and third opinions, industrial strength 
ointments, suppositories, creams...nada. 
It’s chronic and I’ll just have to live with 
it. Thanks a lot, medical science.

This is pretty discouraging as you might 
expect. But, after a week of sitting 
around itching and feeling sorry for my-
self, I thought, “Hey, I gotta get on with 
life.” That’s when it hit me—I’m crankin’ 
out a shit-ton of yeast, so why not start 
my own craft brew? 

I have a buddy who brews his own beer, 
so I reached out to him on the basics. I 
decided to start with ales, since they 
have lower gravity and require less yeast. 
I mean, my snapper gushes like a fracked 
oil well, but even I have to be realistic 
about quantity, if I’m going to scale from 
a hobby into a business. I bought the 
brewing paraphernalia online and set up 
shop in my garage. I tweaked the hops, 
grains and malt mix to get the wort to 
my liking, then pitched in my secret in-
gredient to kick o� the fermentation. Af-
ter some trial and error, I produced my 
�rst �ve-gallon batch. 

Pretty damned good, if I may say so my-
self! I took a sample to a local expert, for 
his opinion. He described it as, “Hearty 
for ale, with a curious amber tone and 
an intriguing background taste of ched-
dar and sardines.” With my formulae set, 
I turned my attention to sales and mar-
keting. 

First, the name. I wanted something 
catchy and connected to the special 
sauce behind it all. After noodling it for a 
while, I settled on Puh-See Poo-See Pale 
Ale. Interesting wrinkle here—it turns 
out that pussy (having pus) and pussy 
(my snatch) are spelled exactly the same! 
If I spelled them both correctly, they 
would likely be read wrong on the la-
bel. That’s why I had to go with phonetic 
spellings. 

After some artful persuasion (blowjob), 
I managed to get the editor of the lo-
cal newspaper to do a writeup on me in 
the food and drink section, which got 
me some initial attention. Then, I ap-
proached a couple of local pub owners 
I know with some free samples and ca-
joled them (more blowjobs) to stock my 
brew. That led to my �rst sales and I was 
o� to the races! 

It takes a little extra work to get the vol-
ume of yeast needed to make a business 
out of this. I wear a pad during the day, 
when I’m out and about. Then, I wring 
it out like a wet dish rag in a pail, when 
I get home. In the evening, it’s easier. I 
bought one of those little portable pot-
ties with the stainless steel legs and a lit-

tle plastic bucket under the seat. I sit on 
that bare ass and watch TV, while I drip 
away. I watch salacious stu�, because I 
leak more when I’m all lubed up. 

Fortunately, craft beers are snooty en-
ough to fetch a premium price. I sell 
mine for �ve bucks a bottle and the bars 
mark it up for a comfortable margin. A 
�ve-gallon batch works out to about �fty 
twelve-ounce bottles, once you sift out 
the residual mash and some stray pubes. 
I ooze enough yeast for two �ve-gallon 
batches a week. I considered stretching 
my personal yeast by blending it with 
standard liquid brewing yeast, but I de-
cided against that, because I didn’t want 
to compromise product integrity. Still, 
100 bottles a week works out to about 
two grand a month, which pays a lot of 
bills. 

Long story short, I was able to turn an 
unfortunate medical condition into a 
solid home-based business. Is America 
great or what? Like the saying goes, “If 
life hands you lemons, make lemonade!” 
Only in this case, it’s not lemonade—it’s 
a tasty craft brew. And, okay, it’s not lem-
ons—it’s a festering twat. 

I’ve pretty much hit capacity on the beer 
thing. But, I’ve established some strong 
branding, which I plan to leverage going 
forward. I’m only in my early thirties, so I 
�gure I have over a decade of menstruat-
ing ahead of me. Anyone for a tasty craft 
bloody mary mix? 
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In the ‘80s, “Satanic Ritual Abuse (SRA)” was the 
source of the biggest, most unfounded and ig-
norant witch hunt since McCarthyism. Everyone 
who was even remotely religious was scared 
that their kids would fall victim to the devil. The 
concept of Satanic panic, as it appears today, 
is no di�erent, just swap the pentagram for a 
swastika and give the devil a mustache, with a 
funny German hat. Basically, the accusation is 
that anyone and everyone who leans slightly 
right of the far left, is clearly a white nationalist. 
And, this playbook comes directly from the reli-
gious right of yesteryear—passed down to the 
radical leftists of  modern times.

Sure, there are probably fringe groups of luna-
tics who did (or still do) horrible things in the 
name of Satan, but the degree to which said 
groups exist in reality is extremely small, when 
compared to the number of pro-religious-
freedom groups (such as The Church Of Satan) 
who share diametrically opposed ideas, but 
also (and, unfortunately) similar imagery. Thus, 
the extremely rare presence of child abuse was 
used throughout the ‘80s, to justify a panic 
surrounding folks simply just like the idea of 
waving a Satanic �ag in the face of bigoted, 
religious protesters—similar in fashion, but 
completely di�erent targets. The only di�erence 
between Satanic Panic and Nazi Witch Hunts is 
that casual Republicans haven’t adopted the 
swastika in the same manner that Satanists 
adopted the pentagram. But, everything else 
(American �ags, Pepe memes and “okay” hand 
signs) is �tting for this analogy. All it takes to 
accuse someone who doesn’t like taxes and be-
lieves in the First Amendment of being a Nazi 
is, well, just printing said accusation on social 
media or in a local weekly publication. And, be-
cause it’s fun to provoke misinformed, ignorant 
people, you’re gonna get a few trolls making 
Pepe memes to provoke the journalists who are 
convinced that cartoon frogs and hate crimes 
go hand-in-hand.

How Satan Became Cool

I recall going to a Christian summer camp—not 
because my family was Christian per say, but 
because there was very little to choose from 
in my area and this particular camp was pretty 
soft on the religious angle. That was, of course, 
until I met our camp counselor, “Turtle.” Turtle 
was a spitting image of  Mr. Van Driessen, from 
the Beavis & Butthead television series and mov-
ie—an irritating, love-everyone, peace-and-
blessings, long-haired hippie, but without any 
of the illicit substances and lacking a Grateful 
Dead a�nity. One night, during dinner at camp, 

a kid from our group was drawing peace signs 
on his napkin. Turtle quickly informed the kid 
(as well as the whole group) that the peace sign 
was clearly Satanic. Of course, all anyone has to 
do to illustrate this, is take a cross, �ip it upside 
down, break the arms and circle it. This, obvi-
ously, is “Satan trying to trap Jesus under the 
guise of peace and love.” This intrigued me. As 
a child from an alcoholic home, any answer to 
“Why is the world so fucked up?” was welcome. 
And, as it turned out, everything was clearly Sa-
tan’s fault, right?

Being a kid who was more into conspiracy theo-
ries than he was Jesus, I began to seek out all 
sorts of “hidden” Satanic imagery in my own mu-
sic collection, with Turtle willing to help out. AC/
DC? Satanic. KISS? Satanic. Weird Al? Super, su-
per Satanic. New Kids On The Block? Don’t even 
bother asking...just cue up “Step By Step” and 
sacri�ce an animal, as the music is instructing 
you to do. Eventually, everything became “Sa-
tanic” and I was convinced that throwing up a 
peace sign or enjoying any musician who didn’t 
tour exclusively in mega-churches would result 
in me burning in hell. Literally, anything could 
be seen as a connection to the upside-down 
pentagram or the number 666. Eventually, my 
parents had to sit me down and explain that my 
obsession with �nding Satan behind every cor-
ner was not only unhealthy, but it would end up 
costing me friends in the long run.

Sound familiar yet?

Now, it wasn’t just the kids at summer camp in 
the early ‘90s who bought into the panic. In the 
‘80s, parents were worried that secret Satanic 
rituals were happening at the schools their kids 
went to, with news reports and supposedly 
true secondhand accounts from “this lady who 
knows the guy at the gym whose kid de�nitely 
got abducted for a ritual.” Even more humor-
ous in retrospect, is the idea that Dungeons & 
Dragons was somehow introducing children to 
Satanism, to the point that there’s even a movie 
about it, called Mazes & Monsters, starring none 
other than Tom Hanks (who would later portray 
a child who grows into an adult, after reciting 
a demonic spell and accepting his fate, at an 
amusement park, of all places). As time moved 
on, of course, the mid-to-late ‘90s would birth 
musical acts such as Marilyn Manson, who 
would not only embrace the imagery of media-
inspired Satanic panic in an ironic attempt at 
humor and subversion, but the actual Church Of 
Satan, which, ironically, has nothing to do with 
child abduction (or harming any living crea-
ture—see Jaime Dunkle’s write-up on page 30). 
Pentagram art would begin to sell at Hot Topic. 
“666” became cool, and while there are prob-
ably people out there who do harm children for 
whatever reason, it became clear that the fake 
outrage and paranoia surrounding “Satanic im-
agery” everywhere was just that—fake outrage 
and paranoia. Folks stopped trying to look for 
the boogieman everywhere and we had a good 

ten years of unapologetic, tongue-in-cheek fun 
with the concept of demonic imagery. Did that 
mean that folks casually endorsed the idea of 
child sacri�ce or ritual killing of animals? No. It 
just meant that folks accepted the fact that Sa-
tan wasn’t lurking around every corner, waiting 
to abduct their kids. If anything, the act of co-
opting “evil” for fun’s sake probably destroyed 
the credibility of anyone who actually endorsed 
violent, legitimately evil “Satanic” cult behavior. 
Even more so, The Church Of Satan would go on 
to support dozens (if not hundreds) of woke-
in-the-good-way, progressive causes, such as 
same-sex marriage rights and access to safe re-
productive healthcare.

As the ‘90s came to a close, it would seem that 
the moral panic and fake outrage belonged to 
the far right—particularly, a small faction of se-
riously religious people who caught the atten-
tion of the media and brought their nonsense 
panic into the spotlight. Now, �ash forward to 
2019 and Hitler is the new Satan, in terms of 
outrage-generating panic. And, just as the radi-
cal Christians of yesteryear would accuse gay 
people of conspiring with the devil, the far left 
of today accuses Republicans and centrists of 
conspiring with Hitler.

Hear me out.

How Trump (Hitler) Became Cool

While Adolf “The Actual” Hitler was a real person 
(and most would argue that Satan is not), our 
country whopped his ass, as well as all the asses 
of the Nazis who tried to �ght for him. He’s dead 
now and no one is grieving. Plus, if someone 
discovers that the elderly guy down the street 
is an ex-Nazi in hiding, the neighbors will burn 
his house down (as they should). Anyone who 
believes in American values, such as patriotism, 
free speech or liberty is, for all intents and pur-
poses, anti-fascist and anti-Hitler. Cool? Cool...

Well, sort of. After Donald Trump was elected, 
the majority of left-leaning voters lost their shit, 
unable to believe that a country with a whop-
ping two viable political parties would, year af-
ter year, come close to a �fty-�fty split during a 
national election. And, I can understand why—
even if you believe in a Dems-And-Cons model 
of government, Trump is a somewhat accidental 
candidate, in that he’s got about as much politi-
cal experience as a bag of chips and regardless 
of where you land on the political spectrum, we 
can all admit that the guy is divisive. So, instead 
of admitting that half the country is sick of be-
ing lied to by Democrats and establishment Re-
publicans (or, ya know, they supported the old, 
cool, stoner uncle who got robbed of the nomi-
nation and decided to vote against the candi-
date who stole it), the far left brought the “white 
nationalist” argument into the discussion. This 
oddly echoes the “Obama is a Muslim terrorist 
from Kenya” nonsense that the far right spewed 
for eight years. Clearly, the only reason that 
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Trump won, is that half of our country is “big-
oted, racist, homophobic, transphobic, woman-
hating, immigrant-hating, 4Chan-loving trolls.” 
There is no way that �yover-state-dwelling con-
struction workers and auto manufacturers were 
sick of getting their jobs taken away, felt that 
Hillary was a bad choice and didn’t really care 
that Trump made a comment about how some 
women will consensually let rich guys grab their 
pussy, back in 1990whenever, while Hillary was 
busy sending death threats to the dozens of 
women accusing Bill of assault. NONE OF THAT 
MATTERS, because clearly, anyone who didn’t 
vote for Hillary is a Nazi and a KKK supporter.

More importantly, I’m not trying to be pro-
Trump here—I voted for Jill Stein, because she 
made the most sense and doesn’t endorse the 
war machine. Rather, I’m going to just say it like 
it is: no one who is waving “Down With Cheeto” 
signs at the White Women’s March can name a 
single policy that Trump endorses (partially be-
cause Republican women aren’t even allowed at 
said march). This is similar to saying something 
like, “I hate Charles Manson for the comments 
he made about the Beatles” or “9/11 was tragic, 
because I really wanted to visit the twin towers 
for an Instagram photo and now I can’t.” There 
are several—and I mean Republican-approved, 
factually accurate and/or nonpartisan—rea-
sons that one can cite, to argue that Trump is 
a bad president. However, there are also a few 
good things he’s done, such as expanding fam-
ily leave for women, which any rational person 
cannot argue against (unless you’re CNN). But, 
because “anyone in a MAGA hat is clearly a Nazi,” 
we can’t have nice things...

I’m actually convinced that if Trump found a 
way to cure cancer, most of Portland would start 
smoking two packs a day—just to protest. On 
that note, do you enjoy your VW Bus? Congratu-
lations, you’re riding with Hitler.

But, back to the lecture at hand...Trump’s elec-
tion caused the radical left to form a “Nazi pan-
ic,” which is eerily similar to the Satanic panic of 
the ‘80s. Thanks to dogmatic, left-leaning uni-
versities (that are surprisingly still funded by our 
tax dollars), all sorts of fantastic new buzzwords, 
conspiracy theories and mental gymnastics 
have made themselves available for use, when 
backing up claims of white supremacist activity 
in your neighborhood. Forget sensible laws and 
rational approaches to the real world—if you 
don’t agree in totally open borders, believing 
any accusation made by a liberal, handing over 
your guns to the government and only using a 

certain set of approved words to express your 
thoughts, you’re a “fascist.” By the standard mod-
ern AntiFa (the new guys, at least—I remember 
when AntiFa was actually about doxing real Na-
zis and not just 4Chan trolls or out-of-state reli-
gious nut bags) or neo-liberal de�nition, merely 
being patriotic quali�es someone as a Nazi. 
Now, that seems odd, seeing as how Uncle Sam 
kicked Hitler’s ass. To me, if you’re a right-wing 
patriot, you should have no problem being an-
ti-fascist. But, because “Trump equals Hitler and 
Hitler equals half of the U.S.,” there clearly have 
to be Nazis �oating around, right?

Take, for instance, comedian Sarah Silverman, 
whose Trump Derangement Syndrome melt-
down produced this gem of a Tweet:

Remember when she was making semi-racist 
jokes and audiences laugh at the same time? 
Add to the mix millionaire Democrat, Jussie 
Smollett, who falsely claimed to be attacked 
and lynched by “white nationalists” while they 
supposedly yelled “this is MAGA country,” 4Chan 
memes, such as “it’s okay to be white” or “the 
okay sign is racist” being used for outrage bait 
(and working, in the exact same way as Satantic 
imagery did with shock rock or how Sid Vicious 
wore a swastika shirt in an attempt at ironic hu-
mor) or the extremely disturbing trend of asso-
ciating the term “free speech” as “code for white 
nationalism.” Imagine, if you will, Berkeley in the 
1960s, where students would protest in favor of 
free speech, only to watch the 2018 class burn 
a sign that says “free speech,” while protesting 
the idea of allowing “problematic” speakers to 
attend the campus.

“But, Ray, real-life white nationalists are co-opt-
ing those slogans, signs, symbols and memes, 
so you better stop using them!” Again, there are 
people who murder children and wear Satanic 
imagery—does this mean that the extremely 
progressive and anti-violent Church Of Satan 
needs to be blamed for those cases? Only if you 

want to target the good guys, while simultane-
ously ignoring the real problem.

How A Trump/Satan Ticket In 2020 Might Win, 
Due To Backlash Votes

Personally, I have been the target of a recent 
smear campaign by LARPing, local activists, 
because I accepted an invite to speak at a “free 
speech” event. Were two of the speakers invited 
to attend associated with the far right? Sure. 
But, were they Nazis? No—just, well, Trump 
voters and Christians. In fact, three of the other 
speakers spoke out against religion—one called 
the church a “cult.” One was a YouTube star who 
called for agreement, between the right and the 
left, in opposing actual fascists. I, personally, in-
troduced myself as a “classical liberal cuck” and 
proceeded to explain things, like how you can’t 
be pro-free speech and anti-transgender-rights 
at the same time—the same way you can’t be 
pro-self-defense and anti-choice. I was given 
ten minutes to be as pro-left as I could (and 
where it counts, I still am...I’m just really done 
with the fans of this team at the moment). The 
event was, how would you say...diverse? Any-
ways, none of the alt-right attendees (all two of 
them) threatened me with hatespeech, but they 
did come up afterward, to tell me it was cool 
that someone who disagrees with them had the 
balls to speak. Meanwhile, outside of the venue 
(a public library, at that), chants of “NAZIS GO 
HOME” surrounded a small group of protest-
ers, who were handing out �yers, claiming that 
there was a “hate rally” happening in the library. 
Because I was merely seen at the event without 
a “fuck you, free speech” sign, I am now being 
called out as a “white nationalist” via social me-
dia (and yes, I can see your posts...I don’t think 
you kids know how the internet works). Thank-
fully, no one from the alt-left actually has any 
money and I work mostly on commission from 
people who do (and, oddly enough, tend to 
vote Republican), so my wallet hasn’t su�ered 
the same way that my reputation has.

The best part of this event, was when the orga-
nizer of the event invited every one of the Anti-
Fa folks and protesters to come in and speak for 
the same amount of time allotted to the sched-
uled speakers, and none of them accepted the 
o�er. Why? Well, although you’re not gonna get 
them to admit it, I’d argue that it would have 
a behind-the-Wizard-Of-Oz-curtain e�ect, in 
which (*gasp*) they would realize that not a 
single Nazi (i.e. boogieman) was in attendance. 
Thus, by remaining outside of the venue and 
protesting, the illusion of a boogieman would 
continue to serve as “proof” for the existence 
of a boogieman. Much like how the “Satanic 
panic” people of the ‘80s never took the time to 
visit Stull, Kansas (which is apparently the gate-
way to hell), modern day “fascist hunters” don’t 
spend time in the trailer parks of Idaho, looking 
for klan hoods and swastikas—they’re too busy 
trying to prove that these things are hidden be-
hind memes and hand gestures, used by liberals 
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in a progressive town.

Anyways, I got the “dox-and-dig” treatment for 
having the balls to show my face at an event 
that was not approved by the Nazi Ghost Hunt-
ers and a grand total of four (4) people have un-
friended me from Facebook, but not without 
threatening to “call my boss” (on that note, if 
someone could please pass on a few copies of 
this magazine to the head of Outrage Inc., let-
ting them know what kind of �lth we proudly 
print, perhaps that would save them some 
time). So, I asked for evidence. I told everyone 
to show me one lick of proof that I’m a white na-
tionalist. I posted video of my talk at the event. 
Shit, our boy Eric let me know that if you search 
“Ray McMillin” and the word “white” on Face-
book, every one of my posts on said topic could 
appear in The Root and no one would know 
the di�erence—I make fun of white people so 
much, that I’m no longer allowed in Applebee’s, 
I’ve been cut out of my racist aunt’s will for “dat-
ing a colored” and Nickelback will self-censor if 
it appears in my Pandora playlist. Trust me, if I’m 
the new face of white nationalism, David Duke 
needs to really think about reorganizing his 
human resources department. I refuse to date 
white women and have since they made smil-
ing at one a felony. How much more clear can 
I be, in my refusal to pass on “white nationalist” 
genes?

But, all of this echoes—down to the note—the 
same shit that hyper-religious people (who 
were still stuck in Satanic panic mode) told me 
in the ‘90s, when I’d show up to class in a Marilyn 
Manson or White Zombie shirt. “Don’t you know 
who you’re endorsing?” “Did you know that he 
removed his own ribs to suck his own dick?” 
“Aren’t you afraid of being on the wrong side of 
history?” Yes, huh and no. Because, in my heart, 
I know that we’re stuck in the world’s biggest 
game of Outrage Ball. Team Left has the ball, 
which they took from Team Right years ago, by 
showing proof that, say, being in a same-sex re-
lationship or listening to secular music isn’t an 
endorsement of an evil lifestyle (and, now that 
I think about it, television shows used to avoid 
showing gay couples kissing, because it was “of-
fensive speech...” hmmm). But, since Team Left is 
still playing Outrage Ball, they need a panic for 
their own cause, and recently, it’s been the idea 
that anyone who lands slightly right of Stalin on 
the political spectrum, is a Nazi.

Again, I am not saying that rational-minded Re-
publicans, Libertarians, centrists and rational 
liberals should be able to wave a swastika and 
claim that it means something di�erent (analo-
gous to the modern Satanist use of the penta-
gram). What I am saying, however, is that, like 
the folks who wear Church Of Satan gear and 
attend goth metal shows, people who simply 
wear American �ag gear and attend right-of-
Stalin events aren’t endorsing the worst-case 
example of the fringe groups who claim to side 
with them. Memes are fun. Poking fun at people 

who take everything too seriously will always 
be fun. And, knowing that these same, sup-
posed “anti-racists” hold mostly white rallies in 
which they attempt to take speech away from 
statistically under-represented groups, is fuck-
ing hysterical.

However, speaking of sports, I think that’s a 
great jump-o� for the point I’m really trying to 
make: guilt by association is not a legitimate 
cause for panic. Because, well, some Blazers 
fans are racists—I’m sure of it. In fact, I’d bet 
that some actual (read: swastikas, shaved heads 
and suspenders) Nazi skinheads absolutely 
love the Blazers. Further, Hitler was a staunch, 
radical vegetarian. So, if you, too, are a staunch 
vegetarian, you may as well just unfriend your-
self right now, because this is no place for hate 
groups. Shit...I just found out that Donald Trump 
drinks water, brushes his teeth and married an 
immigrant. Hey, wifey...you hear that? Time to 
deport your ass, but not before throwing away 
the toothpaste and turning o� our faucets.

Ridiculous.

The best part of the event was watching a left-
ist protester call a black dude in a MAGA hat an 
“Uncle Tom.” First of all, that’s a racially-speci�c 
insult, end of story. But, ironically, white liberals 
are the only group with out-group preference, 
meaning that they are...damn, what’s a word for 
people who go against their own self-interest 
because they’ve been brainwashed by their 
plantation masters? I dunno, but “Aunt Karen” 
has a nice ring to it. Let’s use that term to refer 
to people with blind allegiance to the party 
responsible for destroying the groups they’re 
claiming to protect.

We live in a society where we need a boogie-
man. Why? Well, it’s a lot easier to blame [insert 
literally any bad thing about the world here] and/
or [insert something you don’t agree with here] 
on an all-inclusive conspiracy theory, which can 
help explain away cognitive dissonance, than it 
is to accept that the world might be a complex 
and nuanced place, full of overlapping ideas 
and non-de�ned boundaries. Plus, �xing real 
problems with real solutions requires real work. 
Sure, we can toss money into the donation box 
to “�nd a cure” or “raise awareness,” but who do 
you think that money goes to? Oh yeah, doc-
tors and researchers—they’re the ones who do 
the actual labor. So, by waving a sign that says 
“Nazis Go Home” in front of a crowd of self-
described “pro-speech, patriotic Americans” 
regardless of who shows up to rub elbows with 
them (just like at the Blazer game), you’re say-
ing “Hey, someone else, �x this for me.” Then, the 
cops these kids hate so much are asked to do 
their legwork. How’s that for socialism? Seems 
pretty anti-laborer to me. Anyways, the mod-
ern left just does the rinse,  ban, boycott, dox, 
harass, shame, bully and repeat thing...but it’s 
not doing anything to help their cause, except 
for creating a whole new demographic of pro-

test voters, come 2020. The bottom line is that 
accountability and responsibility go two ways, 
but they’re hard for most people and next to 
impossible for anyone who relies on “society” 
to �x shit for them. In fact, if you one-hundred-
percent agree with every policy and idea put 
forth by your political a�liation, you’re not a 
free-thinker, but a cult member. I agree with 
Bernie on big corporations, Hillary on reproduc-
tive rights and (trigger warning) Trump on the 
economy. As. Does. Most. Of. The. Country.

On the same note, it’s much easier to believe 
that half of our country are bigoted Nazis, than 
it is to accept that many Trump voters probably 
did a cost-bene�t analysis and decided that his 
politics and policies are, on a whole, a better 
(or, more likely, an immediate) choice for their 
own wants and needs. Perhaps—and go ahead 
with the “fascist” accusations if you must—vot-
ing for someone because of their sex organs or 
collective identity isn’t going to �x our country’s 
decaying middle class. Maybe, and I’m going 
wayyy out on a limb here, explaining “hetero-
normative systems of oppression that are ig-
nored by cis white males and endorsed by the 
patriarchy” to Bob from the auto parts store is 
the same thing as explaining how “the devil is 
using his tricks to convince children that role 
playing games and classic rock aren’t gateways 
to demonic possession that goes against God’s 
word” to a kid in a KISS shirt. It’s all preachy, dog-
matic, elitist, cult-like nonsense—end of story. 
It’s no wonder why the kids who claim to be 
socialists never bring up the concept of class, 
because they’d be the �rst to go, once folks real-
ized who has the power over thought, speech 
and behavior in our current climate.

Perhaps the religious right of the ‘80s and the 
neo-left of the 2010s are the same people. If not, 
they sure as hell...excuse me, Germany...act like 
it. 

Lastly—and, possibly, most disturbing of all—
there are actual child killers and real-life rac-
ists. But, much like how you never saw a pastor 
attempt to in�ltrate actual Satanic cults in the 
‘80s, you will never see a group of modern-day 
leftists who claim to be “anti-fascist” strap on 
their bonehead-stomping boots and head out 
to Idaho (KKK capital of the northwest) in search 
of a �ght. Why? Because we’re not dealing with 
actual anti-fascists here—we’re dealing with 
hurt children. A generation that grows up al-
lergic to responsibility and addicted to blame 
will never understand self-ownership. A culture 
full of people who insist that any unfairness or 
uncomfortable truths be blamed on a grand 
conspiracy theory will not survive the winter, so 
to speak. And, a population that calls everyone 
who shares an appreciation for free speech a 
“Nazi” is simply turning 1984 into a reality.

But, it feels good to assume that everyone who 
doesn’t toe your ideological line must be a big-
ot, doesn’t it?
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GUILTY PLEASURES
GENTLEMEN’S CLUB

Hiring Dancers For Portland’s
Hottest Club · Must Be 21+

Text/Call For Auditions
(503) 975-9927 Or (971) 352-2414 

DANCE TODAY
At SE Portland’s 2 Best Strip Clubs! 

Make Lots Of Quick Cash! Hiring Dancers 
21+ Call Or Text (503) 847-0676

THE VENUE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB
Now Hiring Portland’s Top Entertainers 
For All Shifts · No Stage Fees First Week

Send Picture For Auditions
(503) 660-5052 Or (503) 560-9205 

HAWTHORNE STRIP
Hiring Professional Entertainers 21+
To Set Up Audition, Send Photos, 

A Brief Summary Of Your Experience 
& Contact Information To

HawthorneStrip@Gmail.com
DREAM ON SALOON

Now Hiring Dancers 21+
Low Fee & Easy Scheduling 

No Fees All Day Sun & Mon/Tue Nights
Text (503) 482-4000 

TALK IS CHEAP – AND DIRTY!
Call FREE! (503) 416-7435

Or (800) 700-6666
www.RedHotDateline.com 

WHERE REAL GAY MEN MEET
FOR UNCENSORED FUN! 18+

Browse & Reply For Free
(503) 416-7444 

PUSSYCATS
Exotic, 1-On-1 Fun With Hot, Sexy 

Brunette Bianca. Gentlemen 50+ Preferred. 
Friday Nights After 7pm. (503) 245-4393 

5141 SW Beaverton Hillsdale Hwy 
PDX 97221

LICENSED MASSAGE THERAPISTS
Seeking Licensed Massage Therapists.
Wanna Make Good Money?! Work Less 

Hours?! Call/Text (503) 901-1101
HYPNOX PHOTOGRAPHY

HYPNOX@GMAIL.COM

LONDON A. LUNOUX
PHOTOGRAPHY

www.LALunoux.com 
LALunoux@Gmail.com

Portrait · Fashion · Maternity

BE A BUNNY!
We Will Work Around Your Schedule! 

Housing Provided! 
(888) 286-6972 

MadamSuzette@BunnyRanch.com 
CLUB OWNERS

FIND YOUR NEXT STAR HERE!
SexyJobs.com

The #1 Resource Linking Sexy Ladies 
Looking For Adult Jobs With Those 
Wanting To Hire Them - Since 1998! 

SEATTLE DANCER$
Auditioning Daily For Girls Who 

Want To Make Fast Cash
 Call (425) 255-3110

www.ClubSinRock.com  
STARS CABARET

1550 Weston Court NE · Salem, OR
(503) 370-8063 Auditions Daily  

SINFERNO CABARET!
Be A Go-Go Dancer At  

The World-Famous Sinferno Cabaret! 
Come To Dante’s Any Sunday Night  

By Midnight, To Sign Up For An 
On-Stage Audition At The End Of  
The Show. Dante’s Is Located At  

350 West Burnside  
In Downtown Portland

WHY DANCERS LOVE CLUB SINROCK!
· No Fines, You Make Your Own Schedule

· Upscale, VIP Private Dance Rooms
· Professionally Managed, Clean & Safe

Portland Auditions (360) 335-7721 
ROSE CITY BOOKING

Booking 3 Of Portland’s Hottest Clubs!
Text For A Shift Today!

Rose City Strip & Dv8 (503) 347-3267
Desire (503) 810-5606 

STARS BRIDGEPORT
Seeking Professional Entertainers & Staff

Call (503) 726-2403 
CLUB ROUGE

PORTLAND’S PREMIER GENTLEMEN’S CLUB
Contracting New Entertainers Daily  

18 & Up · 11am-6pm 
CLUB 205

Still The Best!
Dance At One Of Portland’s Most
Established Gentlemen’s Clubs

For Auditions, Text Steve (503) 619-5602 
CABARET

17544 SE Stark St. Hiring Girls 18 & Over
Auditions Mon-Sat 2pm-9pm

Call (503) 252-3529 

   • MISCELLANEOUS •

CLASSIFIEDS
CLASSIFIEDS@XMAG.COM

(503) 804-4479

LONDON A. LUNOUX
PHOTOGRAPHY

www.LALunoux.com
LALunoux@Gmail.com

Portrait · Fashion · Maternity

ADVERTISE HERE
(503) 804-4479

BE A BUNNY!
We Will Work Around Your Schedule! 

Housing Provided!
(888) 286-6972

MadamSuzette@BunnyRanch.com 
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