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Ben Franklin once famously said that 
only two things are certain in human 
existence: death and taxes. Certain-
ly, the man who had helped in the 
American Revolution, touched off 
by a 3% tax on tea, would be utter-
ly �abbergasted by the modern US 
of A, as many citizens end up forking 
over signi�cant portions of their in-
come to both state and federal gov-
ernments, along with myriad other 
goods and service taxes. Fortunate-
ly for him, Franklin died in 1790 and 
remains dead. He probably wouldn’t 
be that surprised at the things Amer-
icans are taxed on, as the past had 
its own share of ludicrous taxes. He 
would probably be surprised that 
we are willing to pay them, after all 
the fuss created by not wanting to 
pay a fat, insensitive government for 
the privilege of carrying on about 
our daily lives. Seeing as the sting of 
Tax Time is fresh in our memories, let 

us review some of the oddest taxes 
from history.

6. Beards

In 1535, King Henry VIII, of “I’m Hen-
ery the Eighth, I Am” song fame, im-
posed a tax on beards. Having a rath-
er nice beard himself, he fancied that 
it would be great if beards were a sta-
tus symbol of the elites and so im-
posed this tax to make that happen. 
The amount paid depended on your 
social class. Oddly, aristocrats lined 
up to pay for government approval 
of their facial plumage, seeking, of 
course, the ostentatious display of 
their wealth. He eventually figured 
out that while clever, it was kind of 
dumb in the long term and ultimate-
ly discarded the tax. However, Queen 
Elizabeth I reinstated it later, impos-
ing the tax on any beard past two 
weeks’ growth.

Similarly, in 1698, Russia’s Peter The 
Great had imposed a beard tax
(which also included solo-�ying mus-
taches), but not for status reasons. He 
just thought Russkies looked better 
clean shaven. If you paid Peter’s tax, 
you got a special coin embossed with 
an image of a nose, mustache and
beard, which you were to keep on 
your hirsute person at all times. The 
penalty for not presenting it when 
the authorities asked? They would 
shave you publicly, right then and 
there. This tax was only done away 
with 74 years after its implementa-
tion. You can �nd the beard coins on 
eBay if you want one. Search “Russian 
Beard Tax Coin.”

5. Hats

Leave it to the English to �nd and tax 
pretty much anything in existence. 
Hats, being in existence, were even-
tually included in the large volume of 
Things The English Have Been Taxed 
On. Introduced in 1784, hatters, who 
hadn’t quite gotten their contem-
porary reputation for madness yet, 
were moved slightly more toward in-
sanity, when they were mandated to 
pay a tax of two pounds per year to 
The Crown for those in London and 
�ve pounds per annum outside Lon-
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don. For reference, 2 Pounds Sterling 
in 1784 was 300 Pounds in 2021, or 
$412 US Dollars, and 5 pounds was 
750 new British Pounds, or $1,027 
USD. Hatters who paid the tax were 
issued unique stamps to attach to the 
hats they retailed, and those caught 
without one were subject to arrest 
and prosecution. A man named John 
Collins took to fabricating his hat 
stamps, citing a doctrine of “fuck the 
Crown.” The Crown, however, fucks 
back and put Collins to death over 
the matter.

4. Dogs

For a year, beginning in 1797, Scot-
land issued a tax on all “non-work-
ing” dogs in the country. The idea 
was that dogs, which were mere pets, 
consumed resources that humans 
could indeed be using. While the tax 
only lasted a year, many people killed 
their dogs, citing an inability to pay 
it. The tax was intended to help the 
poor, but like most taxes, it was re-
appropriated for other purposes.

3. Piss

Not a euphemism for booze, but ac-
tual urine was taxed in 1st centu-
ry Rome by Emperors Nero and Ves-
pasian. Urine was collected in large 
pots outside laundries in Rome and 
was used to wash clothes to get that 
tunic or toga its whitest, due to the 
ammonia content. Interestingly, and 
disgustingly, they also mixed urine 
with pumice and used it as a type 
of toothpaste. While urine is consid-
ered a sterile �uid, I doubt most of us 
would want to put it in our mouths. 
Unless you’re one of *those* people, 
in which case, you were born far too 
late. The name for the tax was “pecu-
nia non olet,” in Latin, which trans-
lates to “money doesn’t stink.”

2. Cereal Without A Free Toy

Not quite a tax, but an exemption 

from the same. Canada, Ned Flanders 
to the United States’ Homer Simpson, 
has an exciting tax break for break-
fast cereals, if they contain a free 
toy. Yeah, that’s right. The normal-
ly stodgy-seeming Canucks are giv-
ing tax breaks to foment the child-
hood joy of reaching your �lthy, un-
washed hands to the bottom of a 
cereal box and harvesting a chintzy 
plastic widget from its bowels. How-
ever, the tax break is limited to toys 
that are not “beer, liquor or wine.” 
Now, I’m left wondering if that was a 
thing *before* this and that Canadi-
an kids had the best breakfast cereals 
in the world. You seldom see a shot of 
Crown Royal as “part of this complete 
breakfast” in the TV commercials, 
but damn. Everything happens for a 
reason, and now that they said you 
*can’t*, I have to wonder who *did*.

1. Tits

In what would eventually become 
the Kerala state of modern India, the 
Kingdom Of Travancore imposed a 
tax on women’s breasts, or, rather, 
those who covered them with gar-
ments. The tax was collected by reve-
nuers who would go house-to-house 
to collect the tax from every female 
who had passed puberty and the ex-
act amount was levied according to 
the size of their milkers. This tax, only 
applied to the lower castes of society, 
with caste and status being taken 

very seriously when it was imposed 
in 1813. The intent was to keep wom-
en of those lower castes from cover-
ing their knockers with cloth, which 
was a status symbol of the higher 
castes. A famous protest by a wom-
an named Nangeli saw her cutting 
off her breasts with a knife, when 
the taxman came a-knocking in the 
early 1900s. She died as a result, but 
prompted social upheaval with re-
gard to the tax, which was eventual-
ly repealed in 1923. It is unknown if 
the tax collector kept the severed tits, 
but whomever heard of a tax collec-
tor giving anything back?

There’s my tax list. I hope that your 
tax times haven’t been too hard on 
your pocketbook and that you have 
some dough to toss around.

Stay safe and may you avoid the tax 
man’s eye.

-Wombstretcha The Magni�cent

Wombstretcha The Magni�cent is a 
begrudging taxpayer, semi-profes-
sional zoo ape taunter, John Len-
non denier, writer, and retired rapper 
from Portland, OR. He can be found 
on his website, WombStretcha.com, 
on Twitter as @WombStretcha503, 
and on MeWe (yay!) and Facebook 
(boo!), as “Wombstretcha The Mag-
ni�cent.”
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Let’s not kid ourselves, folks. This last 
year has pretty much felt like the loser 
uncle of Armageddon. You know the 
one; he’s always got some new sure-
�re business prospect, but somehow, 
he can’t seem to get out of that same 
studio apartment with the suspicious 
stains in the carpet. 

Now though, we all look back at some-
thing like Y2K with dreamy, hazy eyes 
and think, “Oh, such innocent times...”

It’s been hard on us all, sure, but a 
brighter future is on the horizon. 
More and more of us are getting 
jabbed with virus killin’ autism juice, 
and before you know it, we’ll be back 
to the social life we all remember 
fondly, but honestly wasn’t all that 
great. Nevertheless, now is the time 

to make grand plans for that future. In 
that spirit, here are some ideas to get 
you back in the swing of existing in a 
world populated with more than just 
your gold�sh, the cute pizza girl and 
the Amazon guy who hurls your pack-
ages over the fence.

LICK EVERYTHING

Start with a bang. Lick that stamp! 
Hell, lick the wall, lick your car, lick 
the damn �oor. You’ve been vaccinat-
ed, which automatically means you’re 
now immune to pretty much every-
thing. It’s been so long since anyone’s 
been out in the world, we’ve all for-
gotten how to socialize. So, a friend-
ly lick on the cheek is just as likely to 
be reciprocated by a smack across the 
face. Even if it does, a smack across 

the face is still human contact, and 
God, we missed that so much, we’ll 
take anything. 

EAT SOME EXOTIC ANIMALS

Where did it come from? Bats? Pango-
lins? A janitor at a poorly monitored 
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disease research facility looking to 
make a few bucks on the side? We’ll 
likely never know for sure, but we do 
know we’re immune now, so FUCK 
those guys. Wherever it came from, it 
wasn’t human and I’m feeling venge-
ful. I’m 100% sure there’s nothing else 
you can possibly contract by making 
a meal of any wet-market score, so 
what better way of showing your ut-
ter disdain for Mother Nature’s wrath, 
then making it into a loaf?

ATTEND AN ORGY 

It’s been so long since you’ve touched 
anyone; it only �ts to jump in the 
deep end. You can arrange one your-
self with a colorful, cheery �ier on a 
few choice phone poles or attend one 
of the absolute �oods of prearranged 
sexcapades that are no doubt on the 
near-horizon. Just remember, don’t 
show up to an orgy naked, it’s bad 
manners. This is also an excellent op-
portunity to practice licking things as 
incautiously as possible. 

GET FAT 

Oh my God, we’ve spent this whole 
quarantine trying to be Our Best 
Selves™ and get healthy. We gave up 
gluten, started running on the tread-
mill every damn day, lifting weights, 
quit smoking and drinking (except 
for THOSE days…you know), started 
waxing regularly…now that human 
contact is going to be a thing again, 
it’s time to put your foot down and 
say, “Aw, fuck it.” 

Go to a bar, get wasted, eat three or-

ders of mozzarella sticks, have a one-
night stand with whoever’s there, 
smoke, fuck, sleep all day. Bliss.

DO SOMETHING 
POLITICAL/ DESTRUCTIVE

Oh boy! Crowds can gather again! 
Time to don a balaclava and smash 
some shit in the name of whatever’s 
the current political cause du jour. 
Finding a reason to get all hot and 
bothered is easy. Just go to Facebook. 
That’s it, that’s all you have to do to 
suddenly be �lled with a white-hot 
rage that can only be appeased by 
a wanton spree of destruction and 
property damage. So, get on with 
your bad selves, time to do some ar-
son and spray paint something angry 
and topical on a public building. Yeah!

ACTUALLY ENJOY ALONE TIME

Now that we’re going to be given 
leave to go out into the world again, 
I’m personally �nding more and more 

that I absolutely don’t want to. I don’t 
know about you here, but learning to 
be an involuntary introvert has been 

bumpy. The more I go back out into 
the world, though, the more I want 
to be at home. Shouting expletives at 
the cat, ordering in and wearing jam-
mies that are so frail, a gust of wind 
might turn them to dust, getting high 
and playing video games…I mean, 
who wants to go to a party and make 
awkward conversation with someone 
you’ve never met and aren’t interest-
ed in, while blotting out the whole af-
fair with lousy wine? You? Well, good 
on you then. For the author, I can only 
say that this entire time has given me 
a genuine appreciation of how little I 
like any of you, anyhow. 

Esmeralda Marina Rupp-Spangle is 
feeling positively hu�y tonight. If you 
absolutely must talk to her, she can be 
found on Facebook as Esmeralda Ma-
rina and The ‘Gram as @EsmeraldaCi-
lentCitadel.
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A long, long time ago...a guy walks 
into a porn shop in Vancouver.  

It was about 1999, after they decid-
ed to erase my memory, I found my-
self somewhere quite di�erent from 
the Special Ops program which had 
locked me up in a dark closet that 
smelled of jizz and bleach. I think 
they thought I was the janitor. But I 
just went along with it until it was too 
late.  

Plainly speaking, to expose the editor 
of a porn magazine isn’t really what 
you might imagine.  There was always 
some trigger riding my ass. But how 
do you �nd a way to make a living o� 
porn without sex? Wouldn’t that be 
prostitution? 

After escaping from my porn-hole in 
Vancouver, I headed for the City of 
Roses to spread my wings and em-
brace the nudity. My name is Spooky 
and I am a pornographer.  

You see, there was a shakeup way 
back in Old Town where two or three 
“gentlemen pornographers” chal-
lenged the crown. After close to half 
a dozen local porn mags over more 
than 20 years, the ONE you’re holding 
in your sweaty little hands is the only 
one that has survived. Hats o� to you 
Exotic. How in the FUCK I landed here 
again, I’ll never know? But now that I 
(involuntarily) stepped up, let’s take 
a little time to say goodbye (for now) 
to Ray McMillin. You remember him, 
right? He was the guy sleeping o� his 
Squib in the stairway.  

But now that we stepped up to the 
task, let’s give Ray some time to tell 
us how much he’ll love and miss us. 

Thanks for that crystal clear and non-
ambiguous introduction, John.

So, it appears that I am being asked to 
expand on what it was like to take over 
the position as “editor” for Exotic, over 
the course of the last �ve years or so. To 
answer that, I will take you back to how 
I began writing.

It was at the age of nine months, when I 

had discovered that I could use my dia-
per to write on the walls of my parent’s 
attic (which doubled as my bedroom). 
For the next twenty years, I honed my 
shit-smearing ability to the point that 
I was eventually able to submit full-
length shit posts in the form of articles. 
Flash forward to another ten years or so 
and I found myself with a felony (for a 
single ounce of now-legal weed), as well 
as a degree from Portland State Univer-
sity, which quali�ed me to do exactly 
one thing: journalism. Since it’s Port-
land, journalism involves either kissing 
the asses of hipster fuckwads whose 
opinions are easier to predict than left-
wing social media responses to Trump 
tweets, or, waiting in line to work as edi-
tor for Exotic. Because I enjoy paying my 
bills, I opted for the latter. And, eventu-
ally, John “Spooky X” Voge handed me 
his job.

This is where I would normally contin-
ue the story, but I’m actually going to 
pause here and ask John why he chose 
the name “Spooky X,” voluntarily, for pur-
poses of using in print. To me, “Spooky 
X” could be one of three things: a Jug-
galo emcee who is not embraced by fel-
low Juggalos and, therefore, only associ-
ates with goth kids, a �ctitious designer 
drug mentioned in a 1980s sci-� movie 
or, most likely, the pen name of a man 
whose high school rebellion caught up 
to him the day he turned 40. John, let’s 
pause here for a second and talk about 
your name.

Spooky X died a long time ago, Ray. 
I buried him when I sought out new 
adventures in Seattle, and with a lit-
tle help from Exotic magazine...Exotic 
Underground was born. Jesus, how 
many magazines did I participate in?  
Exotic Underground was my baby, but 
getting o� the vices wasn’t helping. 
I had a Two-And-A-Half-Year Run ex-
pired. Broke and beaten, there was 
only one thing left to do...pack up the 
family and head south to sunny Port-
land, Oregon. 

The element of having a family unit 
had no use for Spooky in Portland, 
or anywhere else for that matter. 

So, I put him down like a rabid dog. 
Somehow, I became the editor again, 
whether I liked it or not. I held up with 
the deal for a few more years, and 
eventually decided to become DJV at 
the world-famous Kit Kat Club in An-
keny Alley. In addition, I continued 
to be the organizer/stripper wran-
gler for every Miss Exotic Oregon and 
Polerotica event until I decided I had 
enough. 

I remember the day when we parted 
ways with Exotic, as friends and fam-
ily. Ray had already gotten himself 
into some chaos before I ever checked 
into our lodge, good thing the cell 
had no service… (or did it?)  

Ray obviously got his shit together 
and was knocking them dead with his 
razor-sharp prose and pornography. 
I never really got the potential use 
of the word “statutory” as a surname 
though... 

Just so we are clear, “Statutory Ray” was 
a Juggalo emcee who was embraced 
by fellow Juggalos, so I don’t think that 
needs any further explanation. Juggalos 
are the only group to hold a successful, 
nonviolent political demonstration in 
the last decade, by the way, so whoop 
whoop to that!

Okay, back to taking your job from you 
and then immediately realizing how 
poor your negotiating skills are—the 
�rst thing I did after taking my new job 
as editor for Exotic, was ask for a raise. 
I mean, that was before I even asked 
what my duties were—twenty percent, 
immediately (feminists, take note: the 
wage gap is bullshit and it’s because 
men like John don’t bother setting a 
good example for broads to negotiate 
in the workplace). After blackmailing 
my boss into paying me more than John 
asked for, I got comfortable with the gig.

As I’ve stated before, editing for Exotic 
goes from “Ooh, neato, I get to look at my 
friends naked in print” to “So, is buttplug 
hyphenated or not?” really quick. Any job 
can get boring (in a good way), regard-
less of how exciting it once was. Since I 
was (and, as a writer, still am) involved 
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in the industry because I refused to 
grow up beyond the “hang out with 
the cool losers and snort shitty coke 
o� of someone’s dad’s marble table 
while talking to a narcissist about 
who his stupid band paid to open for” 
phase of Portland adolescence, the ex-
citement wearing o� made me realize, 
“Hey, maybe I’m good at doing other 
things for money and not just in it for 
the free drugs and sex.” With this atti-
tude, I decided to completely skip my 
middle age and opted to open a booth 
in a Salem antique store, while doing 
HTML and screen printing on the side. 
I am currently dating one (1) woman 
who is not a dancer (well, she hasn’t 
been since late last year), I go to bed be-
fore 10pm and I recently got into Steely 
Dan. In other words, you can take the 
club out of the thug and I’m living proof.

This brings us to late last year, when I put 
in my three-month notice of departure 
from Exotic, sometime around August, so 
that I could pursue my dreams of making 
Salem great again—again, this was in Au-
gust of 2020 when I gave my ninety-day 
notice. Now, I may not be good at math, 
but I basically got the “six weeks to �atten 
the curve” treatment from my plans and 
schemes, and here we are in May of 2021, 
with Ray penning yet another goodbye 
column. I may as well be KISS at this point, 
in terms of farewell tour bullshit...by the 
way, is anyone else joining me this sum-
mer to see KISS in Not Quite Vancouver, 
WA? I’m guessing John is going. John, are 
you going to KISS?

Not on the lips Ray, not on the lips. 

To be honest, I love Exotic and the Port-
land scene. I’m still going to write DJ Booth, 
Green Room and Other Column I Won’t Admit 
To Because Cancel Culture Hasn’t Died Yet. I 
can’t wait to return to the club as a custom-
er someday, rich o� my Dogecoin earnings 
and ready to throw cash at “the ladies,” while 
being given constant reminders by the DJ 
that touching is not allowed. And, if that DJ 
turns out to be John “Spooky X” Voge, all the 
better. Cheers.
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It’s Monday, which means “medible 
Monday” specials at the dispensaries. 
So, being the cheap bastard that I am, 
I went by my local weed store for some 
gummies. On a whim, I asked the lady 
behind the counter if she had anything 
other than the usual suspects (Wyld, 
Windberry, Whateverstartswithw), be-
cause I wanted to spice up my pallet. 
She recommended a product and told 
me that her shop hasn’t “had any trou-
ble with it, when it comes to legality.” 
I had no idea what she meant by this 
(and, this is why I’m keeping the loca-
tion anonymous), but if anything is le-
gally questionable and �avored with 
sour apple, I’m going to try it.

This was four or �ve hours ago, but it’s 
felt like an eternity—and, a great one 
at that. I spent my afternoon walk-
ing around downtown, calling chil-
dren “sir” because I thought they were 
midgets, trying to pet geese and smil-
ing at locals that I know I hate. This is all 
thanks to what was suggested to me 
at the dispensary—these gummies 
containing something called “Delta-8,” 
an isomer (basically, a sibling that may 
as well be a twin, more on that in a 
second) of THC. For the same price as 
a 50mg package of normie gummies, 
you can grab 250mg of Smokies Edi-
bles brand Delta-8 “Cannabis-Infused 

Green Apple Gummiez.” And, let me 
be perfectly clear—I smoke high-per-
centage THC every day. My tolerance 
is bigger than our national debt. It usu-

ally takes me three or four blunts to 
get started. But, with the Delta-8 gum-
mies? I took 50mg and was on Cloud 
9 (or, as the dad joke in me would say, 
Cloud) for the entire afternoon.

The best part? Apparently, this shit is 
more legal than THC, because it’s de-

rived from hemp. I have no idea how 
this makes a variant of THC legal, but 
I’m not the type to ask questions in the 
face of new drugs. The package I ate 
from does say “cannabis-infused,” but 
the terms “hemp” and “cannabis” are 
as broad as the term “stripper” or “sex 
worker,” in that they are interchange-
able in many circumstances, but vastly 
di�erent in other contexts, depending 
on who is asking. Either way, when it 
comes to the botanical science, “too 
long, didn’t read” as the kids online 
say. 

However, I did read up on the legality 
of Delta-8, because my weedhead girl-
friend is �ying to Florida next month 
to test out her new vaccine (and the 
TSA people are apparently cool with 
CBD—another mostly legal green 
product). What’s even weirder, is that 
there are a handful of states in which 
Delta-8 has been deemed illegal, but 
beyond the obvious ones (Utah, Idaho, 
etc.), there sits...Colorado? Weed mec-
ca of the west, land of Boulder and 
home of at least two thousand dispen-
saries named after the Rockies?! Weird. 
But, as my attorney always said, “legal 
in Florida is legal in Florida.” So, on to 
why my wifey-in-training is able to 
bring this shit with her on her COVID 
challenge trip...
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For those of you who weed napped 
through chemistry class, an isomer is 
a molecule or ion that shares similar 
molecular makeup with another mol-
ecule or ion. Everyone reading this al-
ready knows what Delta-9 is, because...
plot twist, it’s commonly referred to as 
Delta-9 THC. Yep—that THC. Through 
some sort of weed wizardry that I 
will never understand, canna-scien-
tists have given us Delta-8 THC, a THC 
that isn’t technically the “real” THC, the 
same way that Sublime With Rome 
is technically not the real Sublime. If 
someone was tested for “having seen 
Sublime live,” no, Sublime With Rome 
would not yield a positive test result. 
But, if the end goal of seeing Sublime 
live is to hear some Boomer white 
dude karaoke his way through the lyr-
ics of “Santeria,” then yeah, Sublime 
With Rome is the same thing. Other 
Delta-8 THC comparisons would be 
The Mis�ts, The Ramones, Starbuckses 
that are located inside Safeways and 
Hawthorne Strip—literally one degree 
o� from the version you grew up on, 
but in many ways, faster and better.

Speaking of speed (not the drug, but 
the physics that the movie Speed was 
based upon), the Delta-8 gummies 
I ate hit me quicker than the frat boy 
whose ass I accidentally bumped into 
on the walk home. Ho-lee-shit. Com-
paring this stu� to booze, if regular 
weed gummies are wine and blunts 
are beer, Delta-8 is like a shot of vod-
ka injected directly into one’s liver. I’m 
pretty sure I was high by the time I �g-
ured out how to re-seal the �rst nec-
essary childproof bag I’ve ever been 
given at a dispensary. This is, of course, 
because “eight” is easier to break down 
than “nine,” in complex science terms 
or something. The lady at the dispen-
sary mentioned this, but this is a drug 
column in a nudie magazine, so I won’t 
get all Neil Degrassi Hawkings on you 
right now. 

Did I forget to mention that “green ap-
ple gummy �avor” is not something 
that goes well with “just eat one?” I just 

ate two more of these things and now 
I gotta wrap this article up before I for-
get what I’m talking about.

So, this stu� is a legal isomer of the il-
legal THC. Does that mean you can 
�y with it, to Florida and back? Yes. 
But, can you stop in Colorado on the 
way? No. Oh, and will you test posi-
tive for “THC” if you apply for a job? 
Well, that’s another shitty part of weed 
laws—while (currently) federally legal 
(which Delta-9 THC isn’t), the standard 
drug tests required to work for Wagie, 
Inc. are not complex enough to dif-
ferentiate Delta-8 from Delta-9. You 
will test “positive for weed” if you ap-
ply for a job at FedEx (which is fucking 

ironic, considering what half of their 
packages contain). However, if you’re 
working for a company that is willing 
to let you submit your own drug test, 
you can pay out the ass to prove you 
don’t have any Delta-9 THC in your 
system. So, if you’re broke and look-
ing for a job, no dice. But, if you work 
for Tesla or some shit and want to ap-
ply at Spaceforce, you can probably 
eat as many Delta-8 gummies as you 
can cram into your astronaut suit, as 
long as you get an in-depth drug test, 
from a lab that isn’t located in a strip 
mall.

Sadly, as a lowercase-L libertarian, 
I’ve been through this ride before, 
with e-cigarettes, homemade AR-15s 
and cryptocurrency—legal ambigu-
ity never ends up on the side of the 
people. Sooner or later, this shit will 
end up getting the same treatment as 
“regular-ass” Delta-9 THC. This is why 
I am stocking up on a ton of it now, 
while it’s still cheap. And, you should, 
too—do your own research, of course, 
but de�nitely get while the getting is 
good. 

Lastly—and, most importantly—the 
e�ects of Delta-8 THC are very, very 
similar to the “hot tub” e�ects of THC, 
but without the paranoia (and, sur-

prisingly, no crash or instant nap). The 
research says there are “no psychoac-
tive e�ects,” but that’s utter bullshit, in 
the same way that weed is supposed-
ly “non-addictive.” Sure, you won’t be 
giving handies in the Hot Cake House 
restroom for bags of it, but if you’re 
out of stock and can’t �nd any, it sucks. 
But, speaking of said “non-addictive” 
addiction, if I had to travel without 
“regular” THC for any reason, Delta-8 
would serve as a beyond reasonable 
alternative. I don’t know what kind of 
“high” this is, but I’m [whatever type of 
high this is] as fuck.
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Strip club DJs come in all shapes, sizes, races 
and ages—but, there is one thing that we all 
share in common: an MP3 folder full of the 
same dozen songs that have been deemed 
“safe” to play for pretty much any dancer or 
crowd. However, we rarely stop to re�ect 
on the messages we are sending by playing 
these supposedly one-size-�ts-all strip club 
jams. And, no, I’m not talking about obviously 
messed-up choices like “She Talks To Angels” 
or “P.I.M.P.” Rather, I’m going to be unpack-
ing the problematic elements of songs that 
have been systematically given privilege, due 
to historical inequality. Okay, now that I’m 
speaking the Portland language, here is my 
list of songs that need to be removed from 
every strip club DJ’s playlist.

2 Chainz - “Birthday Song”

After declaring that he would like to be buried 
in a shopping mall after he dies, rapper and 
jewelry minimalist, 2 Chainz, opens “Birthday 
Song” with the following hook: “They ask me 
what I do and who I do it for (yeah) /

And how I come up with this shit up in the stu-
dio (yeah) /

All I want for my birthday is a big booty hoe 
(true) /

All I want for my birthday is a big booty hoe (tell 
‘em).”

At this point, we, the listeners, are quite fa-
miliar with what 2 Chainz wants for his birth-
day...but that doesn’t answer the question as 
to what he does, who he does it for and how 
he comes up with shit in the studio. Hey, 2 
Chainz, the people demand answers. Did you 
forget about your constituents? And, yes, 
this comparison of Mr. Chainz to a politician 
is no mistake—it’s the age-old, bipartisan 
trick of leading into what truly concerns the 
people, but then switching things up, so you 
can �rst ask the people for material goods. In 
this case, “material goods” may refer to a big 

booty hoe, but it could be anything—all poli-
ticians play this scummy trick:

“People are asking if I will forgive student debt 
(yeah) /

And if we’re getting another stimulus check 
(yeah) /

All I want for 2022 is to get re-elected (true) /

All I want for 2022 is to get re-elected (tell ‘em).”

I mean, I can’t really tell the di�erence at all. 
Can you? Make a bunch of promises, pretend 
to care and then just straight up ask for a nice 
piece of ass (or the monetary equivalent, 
which has actually gone up during quaran-
tine).

So, I ask you, 2 Chainz, do you really care 
about your fans enough to share your goals 
and secrets, or was this song just anoth-
er lame attempt to GoFundHoe a big boo-
ty birthday gift? How do you come up with 

that shit up in the studio? The Koch broth-
ers? George Soros??? WHO IS FUNDING YOUR 
CHAINZ, SIR? 

Mötley Crüe - “Girls, Girls, Girls”

“Friday night and I need a �ght /

My motorcycle and a switchblade knife /

Handful of grease in my hair feels right /

But what I need to make me tight are /

Girls, Girls, Girls.”

It’s the weekend—Friday, speci�cally. And, 
the boys in Mötley Crüe are armed with 
switchblades and looking to beat someone 
up. So, they get on their motorcycles and...
head to the strip club?   Come on, Vince. Have 
you ever been to a strip club? If so, why do 
you plan on sneaking a knife past the bounc-
ers, with the intention on instigating physi-
cal violence? This is why we can’t have nice 
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clubs, guys. And, to make things worse, Möt-
ley Crüe doesn’t just sing about any old club. 
No, they mention the exact names and lo-
cations of the clubs, in which they plan on 
slashing up strangers. The Dollhouse in Ft. 
Lauderdale must love the free publicity...
jerks. “Come to our bar, stab someone and 
take a stripper home” isn’t the type of mot-
to that any respectable club wants on their 
reader board.   “We don’t play rap music here 
because it promotes violence,” the closet rac-
ist manager tells the DJ. Uh-huh. Sure. Ice 
Cube brags that he didn’t have to use his A.K., 
but these young lads are just running around 
in hairspray, waving switchblades at naked 
women. Sounds like a fair set of standards, 
David Duke.

Journey - “Don’t Stop Believing”

“Just a small town girl /

Living in a lonely world /

She took the midnight train going anywhere /

Just a city boy /

Born and raised in South Detroit /

He took the midnight train going anywhere.”

Okay, there is so much to unpack here, it’s 
beyond frustrating. First of all, you cannot 
catch a train after 10pm anywhere on Am-
trak’s route. I am unaware of any other com-
pany that o�ers an alternate train service, but 
as a betting man, I’m going to assume that 
some upscale, indie start-up that o�ers niche 
railroad service at midnight, is not stop-
ping anywhere near the Motor City. Further, I 
doubt that a single woman from a small town 
would feel comfortable even boarding such 
a train, so we’re just going to assume that this 
whole interaction between South Detroit 

Boy and his lonely girlfriend-in-the-making 
never happened.

But, if Journey is simply exaggerating for po-
etic e�ect, then let’s look at the other begged 
questions that arise from this “wasted white 
person at a wedding” anthem (that has paid a 
signi�cant portion of my rent, so I’m not just 
being a hater). What the fuck are “streetlight 
people,” if not an army of brainless zombies, 
walking the pavement after dark, heading 
“anywhere” to avoid loneliness? And, why 
would the two protagonists of our story want 
anything to do with said people? What “mov-
ie” goes “on and on and on,” while also refer-
encing rail travel and South Detroit? Robo-
cop? Beverly Hills Cop? Big Money Hustlas? I 
can’t think of a single Michigan-inspired �ick 
(yes, Axel Foley is from Detroit) that features 
even the slightest mention of a single rail-
road tie. 

And, if not a non-existent midnight train, 
what are strangers waiting for up and down 
the boulevard? If they’re waiting for a ride, 
then why are they hiding? Do they know how 
fucking hard it is for a taxi to �nd people who 
do this kind of thing? “Yeah, Uber, I’d like a 
pickup from ‘somewhere in the night,’ and, oh 
yeah, I’m from the D.” Good luck getting that 
lift home, yo. Try not to get stabbed.

Did I mention that this is supposedly an age-
old love story that repeats over time? “This 
guy got on a train and a girl got on the same 
train, but neither one knew where it was go-
ing. The end.” But, then again, perhaps life 
isn’t about the destination...

Slayer - “Angel Of Death”

It’s a song about the holocaust. For fuck’s 
sake, just play “Dead Skin Mask” and tell the 
dancer it’s “Angel Of Death.” Anne Frank will 

�nally stop frowning on you from beyond 
the grave.

Sir Mix-A-Lot - “Baby Got Back”   

Everyone and their mom know this song, 
so I’m not going to insult our readers by 
quoting it. But, does anyone realize that a 
“healthy butt” is not one attached to some-
one with 36-24-36 proportions at only 63 
inches tall??? If a woman (or a man) has “little 
in the middle,” but is rocking enough back to 
cause one’s homeboys to shout, they’re look-
ing at an extremely risky case of spinal inju-
ry, caused by high cholesterol and a genetic 
predisposition to mild dwar�sm.   If Mix-A-
Lot cannot lie, then why is he proclaiming 
pseudoscience and encouraging women to 
stop listening to workout tapes? I mean, sure, 
the driver’s seat of a Honda is no place to be 
emulating the gymnastic strategies of Jane 
Fonda, but that’s beside the point—Jane 
Fonda’s Original Workout tape is the highest 
selling VHS release of all time (dead serious, 
look it up). This means, that the statistical 
chance of Mix-A-Lot �nding a woman who is 
barely �ve feet tall with a gigantic ass—and, 
that said woman never purchased a copy 
of the best-selling videotape ever—is less 
than the chance of someone being unfamil-
iar with this song. Oh, and let’s not forget, 
that the same rapper encourages hoopties 
over Hondas, as well as buttermilk biscuits, 
the average of which contains over 49 calo-
ries per serving. Have you ever tried to eat just 
one buttermilk biscuit? Those things are like 
crack. So, we’re talking at least 245 calories 
per haul. All while driving around in a vehi-
cle that violates D.E.Q. emissions standards? 
On Broadway??? I’m really starting to wonder 
who knighted “Sir” Mix-A-Lot-Of-Lies.

AC/DC - “You Shook Me All Night Long”

This is AC/DC’s shortest song, next to “Big 
Balls” and “I Forgot The Title (Because It 
Sounds Like Everything Else From The Post-
Bon Era).” We’re talking about a band that 
milks Iron Maiden-lite ri�s for over �ve min-
utes, while singing about one of two topics 
(physics and/or women). They have done this 
175 times.

So, this brings us to “You Shook Me All Night 
Long,” a love anthem that expresses one’s de-
sire to make love to a woman for the dura-
tion of an entire evening...or, three minutes 
and thirty-eight seconds. Ladies, if your man 
promises to screw you until the sun comes 
up, but pulls out less than four minutes into 
Tryst, he’s probably an AC/DC fan.

TalesFromTheDJBooth.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 11am-11pm
BOTTOMS UP! 5  FOOD LOTTERY
16900 NW St Helens Rd | (503) 621-9844
Tue-Sun 12pm-11pm
CABARET 7  FOOD LOTTERY
17544 SE Stark St | (503) 252-3529
Daily 11am-11pm
CLUB 205 56  FOOD LOTTERY
9939 SE Stark St | (503) 256-0527
Daily 11am-2:30am 
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-11pm
215 W Burnside St | (971) 339-2972
Daily 2pm-11pm
CLUB TEASE 21  FOOD 
4523 NE 60th Ave | (503) 288-9771
Tue-Thu 11am-11pm, Fri 11am-9pm 
COLUMBIA STRIP 32  FOOD LOTTERY
605 N Columbia Blvd | (503) 289-1351
Daily 11am-11pm
DESIRE 18  FOOD LOTTERY
535 NE Columbia Blvd | (971) 339-2198
Daily 12pm-11pm
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-11pm
DV8 17  FOOD LOTTERY
5021 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 788-7178
Daily 12pm-11pm
THE GOLD CLUB 72  FOOD LOTTERY
17180 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 908-1177
Daily 12pm-11pm 
GRIND GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 65  FOOD LOTTERY
15826 SE Division St | (503) 206-4851
Daily 2pm-11pm
GUILTY PLEASURES 28  FOOD LOTTERY
13639 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 760-8128
Daily 12pm-11pm
HAWTHORNE STRIP 19  FOOD LOTTERY
3532 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 232-9516
Daily 1pm-11pm
KIT KAT CLUB 69  FOOD LOTTERY
231 SW Ankeny St | (503) 208-3229
Daily 5pm-2:30am
THE LOUNGE 30  FOOD LOTTERY
6210 NE Columbia Blvd | (503) 281-3212
Daily 11am-11pm
LUCKY DEVIL LOUNGE 47  FOOD LOTTERY
633 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 206-7350
Daily 11am-2:30am

LUST LOUNGE  15  FOOD 
13550 SE Powell Blvd | (971) 279-4244
Daily 2pm-11pm
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
THE RUNWAY GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 55  FOOD LOTTERY
1735 SE Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 640-4086
Daily 2pm-2:30am
SASSY’S 34  FOOD LOTTERY
927 SE Morrison St | (503) 231-1606
Daily 10:30am-2:30am
SHIMMERS GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 40  FOOD LOTTERY
8000 SE Foster Rd | (971) 230-0047
Daily 10am-2:30am 
SPYCE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 49  FOOD LOTTERY
210 NW Couch St | (503) 957-5293
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-11pm, Sun 4pm-11pm
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 11am-9pm
THE VENUE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 52  FOOD LOTTERY
9950 SE Stark St | (503) 477-9523
Daily 10am-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 #115 | (503) 224-1604
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-11pm
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 
BLACK DIAMOND RECORDING STUDIOS 172
1424 SE 162nd Ave | (503) 477-6523
Daily 7am-9pm
EYE CANDY FASHIONS 171
10412 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 771-0080
Mon-Sat 10am-6pm, Sun 12pm-5pm
FANTASY FOR ADULTS ONLY (5) 180
3137 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 239-6969
Daily 10am-10pm 
1703 W Burnside St | (503) 295-6969
Daily 12pm-8pm
15536 SE 82nd Dr | (503) 203-6969
Daily 12pm-8pm
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
HEAD EAST 164
13250 SE Division St | (503) 761-3777
Mon-Thu 10am-9pm, Fri-Sat 10am-10pm
HOT BOX 157
3785 SW Hall Blvd | (503) 574-4057
Daily 10am-9pm
JUST BLISS 158
6712 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 384-2373
Call For Hours 
LOVE TOYS 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
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

PUSSYCATS 134
3414 NE 82nd Ave | ((503) 477-7019
5226 SE Foster  Rd | (503) 208-3768
10813 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 206-5356
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
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
Daily 10am-10pm
Portland: 237 SE MLK Blvd | (503) 239-1678
Daily 10am-12am
Portland: 2330 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 777-6033
Daily 10am-2am
Portland: 14712 SE Stark St  | (971) 888-5159
Daily 8am-12am
Vancouver: 4811 NE 94th Ave | (360) 254-1126
Daily 8am-10pm
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
TRUE’S LINGERIE SHOPPE 170
3376 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 964-3732
Mon- Sat 12pm-5pm
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
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MANY BUSINESSES HAVE TEMPORARILY 
ADJUSTED HOURS OF OPERATION. 

PLEASE CALL OR CHECK ONLINE FOR THE 
LATEST INFORMATION.
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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
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

A S T O R I A
 ANNIE’S SALOON 
2897 Marine Dr / (503) 325-2746
Full Bar, 1 Stage
Tue-Sat 5pm-11pm

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
4pm-11pm / 7 Days

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 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-12am

D R A I N
TOP OF THE BOWL 
335 W C Ave / (541) 670-5230
Full Bar, Full Menu, 1 Stage, Poker
Wed-Sun 6pm-10pm

E U G E N E
ADULT SHOP 
90 Holeman Ave / (541) 688-5411
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am
ADULT SHOP 
86784 Franklin Blvd / (541) 636-3203
Videos, Magazines, Books, Arcade, Novelties, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am
B&B DISTRIBUTORS 
710 W 6th Ave / (541) 683-8999
Videos, Arcade, Clothing, Novelties, Viewing Room
24 Hours / 7 Days
EVA’S BOUTIQUE  
720 Garfield St / (541) 345-2873
Huge Selection Of Lingerie, Shoes,  
Dancewear, Novelties, Gift Cards & More
Sun-Thu 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-12am
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 9am-11pm, Fri-Sat 24 Hours

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
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

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 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

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
Sun-Thu 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-12am
ADULT SHOP 
2410 Mission St SE / (503) 763-3556
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am
ADULT SHOP 
3113 River Rd N / (503) 390-4371
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-12am
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
Tue-Thu 7pm-2am, Fri-Sat 7pm-4am & Sun 
7pm-2am
DIZZY’S SMOKE SHOP 
1051 Commercial St SE / (503) 585-0050
4823 Commercial St SE / (503) 385-1564
21+ Head Shop & Gift Shop
10am-8pm / 7 Days 
EVA’S BOUTIQUE  
3593 Silverton Rd NE / (503) 385-8111
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am
5530 Commercial St SE / (503) 763-6754
Sun-Thu 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-12am
Huge Selection Of Lingerie, Shoes,  
Dancewear, Novelties, Gift Cards & More
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 2pm-11pm, Sun 4pm-11pm
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 

EVA’S BOUTIQUE  
3270 Gateway St C / (541) 726-2445  
Huge Selection Of Lingerie, Shoes,  
Dancewear, Novelties, Gift Cards & More
Sun-Thu 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-12am
SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 
1166 South A St / (541) 726-6969
Videos, Mags, Clothes, Novelties, Arcade
Mon-Tue 8am-12am, Wed-Sun 24 Hours

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-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

A B E R D E E N
KINX ADULT SHOP 
213 E Wiskah St / (360) 532-8078
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
Mon-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm,
Sun 12pm-8pm
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 9am-1am, Sun 10am-10pm

PARADISE FOR ADULTS ONLY 
1011 S Gold St / (360) 807-8932
Adult Products, Smoke Supplies, Arcade 
Mon-Sat 10am-2am, Sun 12pm-12am

KINX ADULT SHOP 
821 W Main St  / (360) 748-6247
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
Mon-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm, 
Sun 12pm-8pm

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
KINX ADULT SHOP 
604 Central Ave S / (253) 850-8428
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
Mon-Thu 11:30am-9:30pm, Fri-Sat 11:30am-
11pm, Sun 12pm-6pm

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
TABOO VIDEO 
9813 16th Ave SW / (206) 767-4855
DVDs, Novelties, Arcade, Theater, Best Prices
Daily 10am-10pm 
THE PLAYGROUND CABARET 
7509 15th Ave NW / (206) 782-1225
18+ Gentlemen’s Club (No Cover), Private Rooms
Pool, ATM
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 5pm-2:30am 
VIDEO VIDEOS 
10326 Lake City Way NE / (206) 523-5973
DVDs, Magazines, Books, Toys, Novelties, 
Theater
10am-3am / 7 Days

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
Sun-Thu 12pm-9pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm

O R E G O N

W A S H I N G T O N

C H E H A L I S

C E N T R A L I A

DID WE MISS A LOCATION? EMAIL INFO@XMAG.COM OR 
TEXT/CALL (503) 241-4317 AND LET US KNOW!

MANY BUSINESSES HAVE TEMPORARILY ADJUSTED
HOURS OF OPERATION. PLEASE CALL OR CHECK ONLINE 

FOR THE LATEST INFORMATION.
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I worked as a “lingerie model.” Throughout the Portland area, 
there are several shops in which guys (and gals and anyone 
who wants to stop by) are given a private striptease show, 
similar to a private dance, but more...well, private. There is a 
“glass tobacco pipe” euphemism that refers to our shops as 
“lingerie modeling,” in case a committed husband is out shop-
ping for lingerie to give to his loving wife, but needs a second 
opinion and/or model to make sure it �ts. And, of course, a 
hundred-plus-per-hour service o�ered at three in the morn-
ing is just the place to have a model demonstrate how well 
your wife’s new gift will �t...right?

Here’s what really happens at the shop, which is totally legal 
and equally obvious—guys come in, watch the show, bust a 
nut onto a towel if needed and then leave. Some ask for spe-
ci�cs (dirty talk, fantasy shows, etc.) while others just watch, 
enjoy and bail. It’s typically a pretty boring-in-a-good-way 
gig. But, even with explicitly understood terms and condi-
tions regarding what one will receive in a “not-quite-a-broth-
el-but-better-than-a-strip-club” environment, some folks 
never cease to surprise me.

During one particularly slow evening, a short, older, stringy-
haired, tweaker-looking gentlemen walked in and asked if we 
had any “strippers available.” Typically, this would not be any-
thing out of the norm—but, in this particular case, the guy in 
question didn’t appear to have either the money or the inter-
est in obtaining a show. If anything, he was the de�nition of 
“rando who just walks in o� the streets and back out again 
without buying anything.” So, being the slightly judgmental-
but-still-optimistic person I am, I informed the sketchy look-
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ing old dude (he had to be pushing 90 
years old) that shows start at a hun-
dred bucks and move up from there, 
with various other options (kinks, out-
�ts, etc.) being available at increasing-
ly more expensive increments. 

“Okay,” the old tweaker dude said, be-
fore leaving to “go get money” (yeah, 
right) and letting me get back to my 
in-between-customer nap time. I 
didn’t expect him to return, so I start-
ed to doze o�.

However, shortly after the man I will 
refer to as “Gollum” left the shop to go 
get money, he, well...came back with 
money—like, a lot of money. I have 
no idea where (or how) he obtained 
such a large amount of cash in such 
a short time, but there it was, a giant 
wad of dirty, cash-money, pre-COVID 
currency. 

Walking up to the front entrance lob-
by, Gollum held out a baseball-sized 
ball of cash and asked me how much 
it was to get started, to which I replied 
“a hundred bucks just to get the show 
going.” Gollum peeled a single, hun-
dred-dollar bill o� the top of his mon-
ey knot and I immediately felt bad for 
pro�ling the guy (that, or thankful that 
I was oblivious as to the source of his 
newly-obtained cash �ow). Figuring, 
“Who am I to judge?”, I took Gollum to 
a room and we started the show.

Normally, I would begin a dance with a 
striptease while the customer relaxed 
on his side of the room. However, this 
would usually be accompanied by the 
customer removing some or all of his 
clothing, to “enjoy the show” (rub one 
out) on one of the several towels pro-
vided by the shop—Gollum, on the 
other hand, was just sitting there, ful-
ly clothed, looking around the room 
as if I was the last thing on his mind. 
But, hey, money is money so I just 
kept the show going, removing cloth-
ing and dancing around as if it was for 

any other customer. Some guys don’t 
like to whip it out and I’m not going 
to complain about a dude who just 
wants to sit there, fully clothed.

I did, however, remind Gollum that 
it was okay to relax, get comfortable 
and do what he needed to do, in order 
to fully enjoy the show. With this, Gol-
lum unzipped his pants by maybe an 
inch or two worth of zipper and then 
just sat back as if his Al Bundy posture 
was all he needed to enjoy his time 
at the “jack shack.” Whatever he’s into, 
that’s his thing. If he wanted to get the 
same experience he could at a strip 
club, then that’s �ne with me. So, I be-
gan to dance.

After a song or two, I turned around 
from shaking my ass, to face Gollum. 
And, well, that’s when he whipped 
it out—it was the longest, skinniest, 
dirtiest, whitest, most frail one I’d ever 
seen and my customer was now o�er-
ing to stu� it in my mouth...of course, 
I’m not talking about a dick, but a real-
life, actual, honest-to-god crack pipe. 
You read that right—homeboy just 
up and whipped out his crack, lit it up 
and then looked at me as if nothing 
was wrong. I’m used to seeing dicks, 
just not glass ones.

“Umm, you can’t do that in here,” I 
told my crack-smoking customer.   

“Oh, I thought you said I could have 
my pants down,” he replied as if he 
wasn’t literally smoking crack in my 
workplace.

“No, not that. I mean the crack. You 
can’t just smoke that in here.”

Apologetically, Gollum immediately 
did what any morally upstanding hu-
man would do and apologized...for 
not o�ering me some �rst. 

“My bad, did you want to hit it before 
I do?” he asked, while leaning forward 
toward me, zipper half-undone (with 
no sign of an erection), crack pipe 
in one hand and lighter in the oth-
er.  This is the one part of my job that 
I’ve always had a problem with—ex-
plaining to customers the whole “Yes, 
you are allowed to touch yourself in 
our private establishment, but no, 
you can’t smoke crack while doing so” 
logic. Yeah, I know...it’s pretty author-
itarian and fascist of the owner, but 
the towels we provide can’t clean up 
a crack �re. It’s also extremely illegal 
to smoke crack in any Portland-area 
establishment, regardless of said es-
tablishment’s rules regarding nudity 
or adult entertainment. Adult theater, 
strip club, XXX video store, Taco Bell 
bathroom, lingerie modeling shop 
or otherwise—even if nudity is com-
mon, it is still against Oregon law to 
�re up a crack rock indoors (especially 
now, with all the COVID laws and such, 
but this was back in simpler times).

“Yeah, I can’t have you smoking that 
in here. But, you can still enjoy the 
show,” I told the visibly disappointed 
Gollum, who replied with an apolo-
getic, disappointed nod.

Gollum had maybe ten to twelve 
songs left for his hour, but I went 
ahead and danced for about two more 
before asking him if he enjoyed the 
show. After all, I was the last thing he 
was looking at—his eyes were dart-
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ing around the room like �ies looking 
for an open window that didn’t exist, 
high as hell on (or, possibly, coming 
down from) whatever substance was 
in his crack pipe (I know, I’m judging 
here...it could have been completely 
legal and healthy CBD powder extract 
or something, but I’m gonna go out 
on a limb that intersects with 82nd 
Avenue and assume it wasn’t). 

“Oh, is the show over?” he asked, dig-
ging through his pockets and rock-
ing, while his eyes scanned the room. 
There was no way in hell that he had 
any sense of time or place, so a few 
skipped songs likely didn’t register on 
his time-and-space radar. For a sec-
ond, I thought he was going to steal 
something or try to rob me. But, that 
giant wad of cash he brought with 
him suggested that any theft or rob-
bery Gollum had planned on engag-
ing in had already taken place.

“Yeah, we’re done unless you want 
some more time,” I told my still-
clothed but no-longer-high-enough 
customer.

“No, that’s fine. Here’s a tip. I’ll see 
you later,” Gollum told me as he stood 
up and bolted for the door.  “Huh,” I 
thought. “That was easy money and 
the only thing I had to remind him 
not to do was smoke crack.” In this in-
dustry, girls see and hear all sorts of 
shit, up to and including requests for 
sex (not allowed), violent or heavily 
inappropriate fantasies and role play 
(which I choose not to do) and propo-
sitions to “hang out after work” (which 
I also choose not to do). Hell, I’ve even 
had customers subtly o�er me lines of 
coke, which I de�nitely choose not to 
do (and is also not allowed), but co-
caine is something that can be con-
sumed from on top of a key, while 
hiding in the corner. It’s more discreet, 
because coke doesn’t give o� a strong 
odor, unless you’re fucking smoking 
it inside a lingerie shop. Customers 

occasionally even try to snort “legal 
medications,” but that’s never been 
any of my business—correction, the 
time I walked in on a customer using 
my vibrator to grind down Xanax pills, 
that was my business and yes, I made 
him pay for the vibrator. But, no one 
ever drilled a hole in one of my dildos 
and �lled it with crack rock.

Back to Gollum, I thought he had all 
but disappeared into the darkness 
of the Portland streets, until my next 
show, which was with a “normal” cus-
tomer (the kind who just shows up, 
enjoys the dance, does his business 
and leaves). This guy, who I will call 
“Norm,” was relaxing in his chair, qui-
etly, while I was dancing with my ass 

facing toward him. Suddenly, I noticed 
a bag of white, powdery substance that 
I guessed belonged to Gollum, laying 
right in front of me on the �oor. I swept 
the bag up with my hand as I was danc-
ing, then tossed it into the trashcan, 
hoping Norm wouldn’t notice.  “Hey, 
what was that!?” Norm asked.

“Huh? Oh, nothing just a piece of 
trash.”  “No, what was that??? Was 
that a condom?!” Norm demanded to 
know, as he was clearly concerned for 
his own health and/or safety.

“That was not a condom. We don’t do 
that kind of show here,” I told Norm, 
forgetting to mention the other types 

of shows that are not allowed, such as 
crack-smoking shows. “It was probably 
something a customer dropped.”  “Let 
me see,” Norm demanded.  “Fine,” I told 
him. “You can dig through the trash 
and you’ll �nd a white baggie with 
something in it that isn’t mine. Feel free 
to take it if you want.”  “Oh, uh...never-
mind.”

“Okay then, let’s get back to our dance,” 
I said, while continuing to twerk while 
my customer did whatever it was he 
wanted, by himself, that didn’t involve 
smoking crack or looking for �oor con-
doms.

After the show with Norm, Gollum re-
turned to the shop in a panic. “Hey, uh, 
I think I left something here,” he said 
while looking around.

I had to spell it out. “No, you didn’t. And, 
if you did, I would have thrown it away. 
Because, whatever it was, it was proba-
bly illegal and perhaps something that 
belonged in that pipe you whipped 
out—the one that doesn’t belong in 
our establishment.”

Gollum looked let down, similar to how 
he felt when I politely declined his of-
fer to share crack with a lingerie model, 
inside of a poorly ventilated (and very 
clean) establishment.  “Okay, thanks 
anyways,” he said, while turning around 
in a slump and leaving once again. 

However, Norm hadn’t left. He just 
stood there, staring at me and wonder-
ing what just happened, in terms of my 
random interaction with a crackhead 
asking for his stu� back.

I took Norm’s money, thanked him for 
his time and said, “I told you it wasn’t a 
condom.”

So, welcome to the shop. Yes, you can 
whip it out, but no, no one is going 
to touch it and you can’t stick it in my 
mouth. The same goes for crack pipes.
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DV8 IS HIRING DANCERS 21+
To Set Up An Audition, Send Unfiltered 

Photos To Booking@TheDv8.com 
DREAM ON SALOON & THE LOUNGE

Looking For Beautiful, Professional 
Women With Good Personalities!

No Stage Fees! Must Be 21+
Please Contact Booking To Set Up An 

Audition (503) 482-4000
JOIN THE SEXY GROUP AT 

SYLVIA’S PLAYHOUSE!
Upscale, Private Fetish Club Is Looking 

For Energetic, Positive & Punctual Ladies 
Between 18-35 For A Busy, 24/7, 

Big $$$ Location! Weekly Schedule Custom  
To Your Availability & NO Shift Fees!  

Apply By Email To StilettoGirls@yahoo.com 
(include photo/age/availability)

VICTRESS ENTERTAINMENT
NOW HIRING! 

Flexible Schedules, Low Fees And A Fun 
Atmosphere! Join The Family - Reach Out 
Via Instagram DM @VictressEntertainment 

Or Give Us A Call (503) 788-3354 
NOW HIRING MODELS (18+) 

AT JUST BLISS!
No Schedule Required - No Stage Fee 

Or Tip Outs - Work By Appointment 
(503) 384-2373  

6712 NE Sandy Blvd • Portland, OR 97213 
IG: @_Just.Bliss_ & @_.Just.Bliss._
WAVY CABAL PROMOTIONS

Hiring Adult Female Models. Management 
Possibilities, Housing & Travel!  

Contact SuiteStagings@Gmail.com,  
visit www.WavyCabal.com/Models.php  
Or Call/Text (971) 301-4722 Anytime! 

TABOO ADULT VIDEO IS HIRING
Join The Team! Bring Your Résumé  

In To Any Of Our Locarions.  
The Northwest’s Best Store For Adults! 

www.TabooVideo.com
FANTASYLAND 2 ADULT VIDEO
In Clackamas, OR Is Looking To Fill  
An On-Call Maintenance Position 

Call (503) 655-4667 For Info

PUSSYCATS  
Beautiful Brunette 5 Months Pregnant 

Available For Private Shows In NE, SE Or 
SW Portland Call (971) 710-4208 

To Schedule Appointments
HYPNOX PHOTOGRAPHY

HYPNOX@GMAIL.COM

VISIT NEW ORLEANS &
MAKE GREAT MONEY!

FBSM $1K Or More Possible Daily! 
10+ Years In Business 

Brian - TouchNOLA2017@gmail.com 
Accommodations Available  

For 7-10 Day Stays! 
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!

ANNIE’S SALOON
Accepting Auditions (21+ only) 

Tuesday-Saturday 4pm-Midnight 
(503) 325-2746 

STARS CABARET
1550 Weston Court NE · Salem, OR

(503) 370-8063 Auditions Daily  
DANCE AT CHEETAHS IN SALEM!

Auditions 18+ 7pm-10pm
HAWTHORNE STRIP

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

A Brief Summary Of Your Experience 
& Contact Information To

HawthorneStrip@Gmail.com 
CABARET

17544 SE Stark St 
Hiring Girls 18 & Over

Auditions Daily 11am-5pm
Call (503) 252-3529 

STARS BRIDGEPORT
Seeking Professional Entertainers & Staff

Audition Times Mon-Thu 11am-5pm,  
Sun 4pm-7pm Call (503) 726-2403

GUILTY PLEASURES
GENTLEMEN’S CLUB

Hiring Dancers 18 And Over For 
Portland’s Hottest Club

Auditions Mon-Fri Noon-5pm 
Text/Call For Auditions 

(971) 352-2414 
COLUMBIA STRIP IS HIRING

DANCERS 21+
No Experience Necessary! Low House Fees! 

Text Your Intro And Photos To Set Up An 
Audition. (503) 730-5030

CLUB DESIRE IS NOW 
HIRING DANCERS!!!

Low House Fee. Flexible Hours. 
Text (503) 860-3454

To Set Up An Audition!!!  

   • MISCELLANEOUS •

CLASSIFIEDS

ADVERTISE HERE
(503) 804-4479

TO ADVERTISE
CALL (503) 804-4479
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The End Of The Line wasn’t much di�er-
ent from the beginning. I stepped o� the 
train, onto another platform of dripping 
shadows, but this time, there were no 
lights or stairs. The doors of the train slid 
shut and it stayed put, blocking the tun-
nel in the direction ahead, and back the 
way I came wasn’t going to solve any cas-
es. So, I did a few rounds of the platform 
and then stopped in the middle, looking 
at my shoes and pondering what that 
weirdo on the train was planning for 
dinner on a night like this. The drip start-
ed to sound like the walls were salivat-
ing and grinding their jaws around me. 
I tried to think of it as rain, and as I did 
so, I noticed something funny. It wasn’t 
dripping on me. In fact, there were no 
puddles around to speak of and the air 
seemed dry. I walked around again, lis-
tening at the dripping and trying to dis-
cern a source. It moved around on me, 
one moment across the tracks and the 
next just over my shoulder. I decided 

that the dripping was fucking with me. 

Not being one to back down from an im-
possible situation, I started shu�ing in a 
slowly expanding spiral, as I heard that 
ants separated from the nest and people 
lost in the woods, should do. On about 
the third turn, I was sure that the drip-
ping was coming from somewhere o� to 
the right, where there was a wall. It was 
a solid wall. A wall that asked who’s ask-
ing. I quit the spiral and went to see what 
was up with the wall.

It was trying to pretend it had nothing 
to do with the small crevice, hidden by a 
shadow in the corner. Just out of reach, 
drops plunked sweetly into puddles on 
the other side, playful like. I squeezed 
myself against the wall and reached an 
arm and leg through, knee and shoulder 
protesting. A small kind of music started 
from somewhere down there, light per-
cussion sweeping up with the dripping, 

while a few strings strummed in tandem 
with the rushing sound in my head. As 
I exhaled all the air left in my chest and 
scraped my way through, ribcage crush-
ing, panic in my head saying turn around 
and also saying too late now. I gritted 
my teeth and pushed through the claus-
trophobic crevice, thinking rats can 
squeeze themselves down to a quarter 
of their size or something like that...and 
it was too late to turn back now. After a 
lifetime of inching forward, I was birthed 
onto the wet pavement, ready to kick-
o� my stubborn, right ankle that even-
tually came with me. I took large breaths 
on the cracked �oor, as all my exposed 
skin burned raw with a phantom infec-
tion from God knows what was on those 
walls. A small drip splashed on my head. 
Another drip followed it, and togeth-
er, they trickled down through my eye-
brows. The music was in stride now, the 
brush strokes on hi-hat light as a feath-
er and the strings droning something 
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like a transition song between scenes. A 
gloaming music. It faded as I stood up. 

If turning back was unlikely before, it was 
impossible now. I’ve never been good at 
making decisions and prefer to be at the 
whim of things outside of my control, so 
while some would consider being stuck 
in a place like this to be a bad spot, I felt 
right where I should be, if I were some-
one who said shit like ‘should be’ or ‘des-
tined to.’ Regardless, the darkness be-
fore me remained and I let the tunnel be 
a tunnel. I walked forward at a leisurely 
pace and let the dripping start up the 
song from earlier. It played an odd tem-
po this time, as if someone were missing 
from the ensemble—the drips hitting 
every other spot on something like a 4/4 
rhythm. 

The air was warm and humid and 
smelled musty and metallic-like, in-
side something rather than just under-
neath something. After a short time of 
walking, the tunnel curved to the right 
and then to the left and so forth, until I 
could no longer pretend to keep track 
of the direction I was heading. Some-
times, the walls would grow closer and 
then farther apart again, and if I got to 
stepping faster, they would seem to pul-
sate like something breathing. Or, they 
were digesting. My feet were getting 
wet from slogging through the puddles 
of the dripping. I was starting to think, 
this was the wrong sound to follow in 
the �rst place. After a few more gurgling, 
sploshing turns, I took a break and sat on 
my haunches in the posture my middle 
school gym teacher used to call ‘Ho Chi 
Minh City Squat,’ because Saigon wasn’t 
a place anymore. He thought he was re-
ally clever. I pulled out a cigarette and 
lit it quickly, as if feral enemies lurked 
out of sight. Smoking in total darkness 

makes the darkness that much uncan-
nier; you expect to see the smoke leav-
ing your face, and when it doesn’t, you 
get that vertigo-sick feeling of some-
thing’s not right. I pulled out the �ask 
and it was getting down to the sad part. 
Panic started to set-in as I cursed and 

threw the cigarette o� into the nothing. 
It bounced a few times, before sputter-
ing out—the cherry leaving a pinwheel 
arc of red, like the saddest, loneliest �re-
work on a deserted planet—long after 
the bombs had dropped, when the grid 
was knocked out and the gasoline went 

bad. I whistled a few notes of a happy 
tune that dropped dead and echo-less 
around me like invisible leaves in the 
darkness. 

I started getting �ashbacks to the time 
I’d spent in solitary as a younger and 

smarter man, so I stood my ass up and 
kept walking. Not the time to start talk-
ing to myself. The Blue Jay would’ve 
loved this place. 

As I continued to turn this way and that, I 
started feeling that this would be a pret-
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ty good metaphor for my life— counsel-
ors and therapists standing up in their 
seats, on the edge of a breakthrough. 
A labyrinthine exploration of both the 
outer and inner landscapes, etc. I took 
a second break and squeezed my eyes 
shut hard, until bursts of light formed on 
the wine-stained curtain of my eyelids, 
and I didn’t wake up in bed, with clean 
sheets and the sun slanting through the 
shades, with small, quiet birds chirp-
ing just outside, while I wasn’t late for 
anything. I pinched my arm. I crouched 
down again, against a moist wall and 
�nished the �ask, pouring out nothing 
for the fallen. The wall was mossy, wet 
and I �gured that I could start sucking 
on the stu� for nourishment in a day or 
two. The whiskey did its slow-burn thing 
down in my gut and I nodded o�.

I opened my eyes in a dream of gossamer 
blue light that threatened to shatter if I 
coughed or something. I held my dream 
breath and watched as a beta �sh drifted 

past, its �ns as light as kelp in the current 
or breeze. It turned its hollow �sh face to 
me and opened its mouth and closed it; 
the �ns drifting bloomed fully in such a 
delicate way, for such a martial creature. 
The �sh evaporated, as red cream stirred 
into a blue co�ee and out of the purple 
murk—Jane’s dead face hung for a mo-
ment and blinked blearily at me, and 
then it all went black. 

When you live your best life the way I do, 
you get used to waking up in places far 
from the last home you remember, but 
opening my eyes in this tunnel, still got 
my goat. Aside from the aphasic dark-

ness and damp, it was a di�erent tunnel 
than the one I’d passed out in. The mossy 
walls were mossier and closer. The air 
was sti�ing and wet now and smelled 
like blood and urine, with a musky, slum-
bering animal tint to it—like a leather 
jacket draped over the driver’s seat of a 
decaying backyard Chevy on blocks in 
the rain. I put my hand against the wall 
to stand up, but quickly withdrew it. It 
was warm, like �esh. I tentatively put my 
palm back again and held it there until I 
could be sure. It was unmistakable. This 
fucking wall had a pulse. 
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We’re almost there, folks. Cases are 
down and vaccines are rolling out. 
Fairly soon, Mr. Gates will activate 
those microchips; instead of being 
subtly manipulated with well-algo-
rithmed ads, we’ll buy dumb shit dur-
ing mini-fugue states. But, I digress.

With the world returning to some 
normalcy, we can only assume that 
live music will rear its ugly head once 
again. As much as it didn’t seem like it, 
pre-COVID (especially in Portland), the 
demand is clearly there. An endless 
slew of Brady Bunch split-screen CO-
VID jams and Livestream events have 
proven this. Along with the memes 
decrying the absence of live music for 
over a year now.

It’s not going to be the same. At least 
not for a while. The germaphobes are 
probably not going to feel safe to come 
out for another �ve years and every-
one else will get cold feet before hop-

ping into the sweaty whirlpool of �esh 
that is the mosh pit. Still, those arenas 
and theaters gotta pay their back rent, 
and people want to see their favorite 
acts. However, these more signi�cant, 
more professional venues are not my 
jurisdiction. My snide commentary is 
reserved for the paltry local scene that 
will probably also rise from the ashes 
reasonably soon. Bars can’t do kara-
oke every night.

God knows that too many local groups 
are just itchin’ to get back out there. 
It’s gonna happen. But, before we all 
pile in the van and piss o� the sound 
guy, I think this year o� has given us 
the chance to do some house clean-
ing. There have been some incredible 
innovations in technology to try and 
work around this whole crowd deba-
cle. It was kind of cool to have a world-
changing event to bring us all togeth-
er, but the following things are verbo-
ten in Blazer’s new musical utopia.

Brady Bunch Split Screen COVID 
Jams & Livestream Events

As mentioned above, this was a neat 
way to simulate that whole live music 
thing, but we all know it was about as 
good a substitute for the real thing as 
I Can’t Believe It’s Not Butter. We pre-
tend we can’t believe it, but we can 
all very much believe it. Although 
Grimes—in all her electro-twee Cana-
dian wisdom—insists that live music 
will soon be obsolete. I insist that pre-
cisely the opposite will happen. While 
tech wizardry has allowed for some 
really neat not-a-live-show-but-sorta 
experiences, I think the people would 
much rather have the real, sweaty 
deal. Music in its modern form has two 
halves. The performed and the record-
ed. If you want not to leave your house 
or put on pants, there are things called 
recordings—be they on vinyl, cassette 
tape, or non-fuckable tokens or what-
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ever the hell they’re called. Despite 
what Elon Musk’s baby mama says, 
that other half is something you, un-
fortunately, have to put on pants for. 
Or not. Who knows what social norms 
will be like post-COVID. Bottomless 
dance parties are a thing.

The Guest List

I appreciate Dante’s doubling up on 
this sentiment. The Guest List, also 
known as “The List,” to those who can’t 
shell out �ve fucking dollars to see 
their friends perform say they are “On,” 
is now canceled. Hopefully forever. 
Look, unless you are a roadie, a mer-
ch bitch, or the fucking manager, pay 
to get in the goddamn show. If you’re 
a guy-with-camera, sorry photogra-
pher, the publication you shoot for 
will reimburse the price of your tick-
et. Even if you’re fucking someone in 
the band, be a good sport and throw 
down some dollars at the door. When 
you drink at your signi�cant other’s 
bar, do you expect free drinks? I mean, 
I know you do, but you shouldn’t. It 
makes your fuckbuddy look bad. We’re 
all trying to pay rent and buy grocer-
ies, goddamnit. Once the world opens 
back up, we have a chance to make 
live music that’s not propped up by 

massive entertainment conglomer-
ates a thing again. We can build from 
the ground up. We don’t even have to 
wear pants if we don’t want to!

Bedroom Pop

Before you accuse me of being an old 
man yelling at a cloud, hear me out. 
Bedroom Pop is �ne and dandy, and, 
as a far-leftist, I support artists seizing 
the means of music production with 
their laptops. I think there is some 
uncertainty with this fad of lonely, 

sad sacks plunking away on toy key-
boards, preparing us for how to deal 
with this year of isolation artistically. 
The progression of this genre from the 
mid-2010s onward, arguably peaked 
around 2019 with Little Miss Eilish pull-
ing a Christopher Cross at the Gram-
mys. And, perfect timing, cause when 
the plague hit, every singer-songwrit-
er had an acceptable template to re-
fer to when trying to connect with all 
of us stuck in our bedroom. It’s almost 
like it was planned [tightens tinfoil 
hat.] However. Once we’re all allowed 
out of the bedroom, I think it’s time for 
this disco to �nally die. Instead, take 
your laptop to the garage or the base-
ment and record your friends playing 
poorly. Learn to keep time and play 
poorly together. Isolation had its time 
in the spotlight, and thanks to CO-
VID-19, it got a sunburn. Let’s bring 
back neighborhood hip hop crews, 
bratty suburban punk bands—hell—
convene with fellow nerds using lap-
tops and do the Kraftwerk thing. It’s 
time to stop playing with yourself and 
start playing with friends. You don’t 
even have to wear pants!
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