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Wild man of pop Gareth Sager, of voguish nouveau-jazzers Rip, Rig

& Panic, seen here demonstrating one of RR&P’s wide range of

unorthodox musical instruments, the Lower Gambian grom ﬂute,
The R:p R:gs lived up to their reputation as stormy,

inpredigtable (some say undisciplined) improvisers of t
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hard-driving:fiction::
the adventures,
‘of a teenage;

young, eager:to-please; pun
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If there's one thing I can't
stand, it's boys who can't stop
talking about their girlfriends while
they're fucking you. It wss ohe of
Buteh's many major faults which I
loved him in spite of anyway. So this
one night Butch and I are in bed in
his ratty old apartment with tons of
cockroaches and practiesally no furni-
ture to speak of, and we're getting
pretty hot, and he starts biting at
my nipples really hard and working
a couple of knuckles up my ass, when
out of the blue he passionately blurts
out some girl's name, I can't even
remember what it was - Darlene or
something. I couldn't believe it.

So I pushed him off me, got out of
bed and fished a pack of cigarettes
out of his ripped up old jesns that
were lying tangled up in = ball in
the middle of the floor, lighted one
up and said "Who's Doreen", or what-
ever it was, He said "My mother",
which was 2 big joke (I think) be-
cause once he told me the story of
how the last time he saw his mother
he s=#id "You cunt, I'm going to spit.
on your grave", =nd she replied "You®ll
be dead first". '
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Anyway, I just walked over to
the window and looked out the hole
Butch had made by putting his fist
through it last year while drunk,
and watched the snow coming down out-
side, some of which was blowing in
and forming a little drift on the
floor which I was standing on in bare
feet, shivering and smoking. For
some reason I started thinking about
Cookie, my little sister, who was at
that very moment asleep in her warm
bed across town. I often crept into
her room 2nd watched her sleeping
in the middle of the night with her
long brown hair all messed over her
face, and maybe some toy sticking
into her back so that she was crowd-
ed over on one side with her bare leg

sticking out at some unbelievable =ngle.[

"What's with you?", Butch said.
"Come back to bed, dummy."

Butch was great, but sometimes
he was sbout as sensitive as = bank.
I decided not to make » big denal out
of the Doris business because it
usunlly just ended up with the two
of us going to sleep with our backs
to each other on either side of the

bed, and then waking up in the morn-
ing wrapped around each other anyway.

"Where's the ashtray?" 1 asked.

"On top of the T.Vv."

I butted out my cigarette and
got back into bed facing away from
Buteh, lying as close as possible
to him without actually making

like that which always drove Butch
wild, even though I had a hard time
keeping a straight face. It was only
much later that I would discover there
was actually a name for what we were
doing.

After I slowly worked the safe
over the head of his cock and down
along the thick shaft, Butch spread
my cheeks znd eased his way up my ass.
It felt good, but that particular night
I couldn't seem to concentrate. 1 was
still thinking about Cookie, believe
it or not. To tell the truth, she was
on my mind a lot - her and Butch - but
the thing was, I =lways thought about

whichever one I wasn't with at the
time. I guess that's one of my
biggest problems - wanting to have

it both wsys. My happiest times were
when the ‘three of us were together,
like at the end of the summer when

we borrowed my parents car and took
Cookie to the drive-in in her peejays.
It was a horror movie, which gave her
plenty of opportunities to dive into
the tattooed arms ef Buteh who she
had this ultimate crush on at the
young age of ten.

Butch was really going at it
now, so 1 had to start paying more
attention. I could feel his thick
dick deep up inside me as he drove
his pelvis against my ass. Usually
at this point I wanted to flip over
becAuse it wss often Butch's feindish

Ll

grin that made me come, so I started
to wrestle myself free of his clutches.
He pulled out momentarily and helped

contact. aAfter a few minutes he
slid his hand down and started to
rub the cheeks of my ass while kiss-
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ing the back of my neck. I could ] me, then lifted my legs up so as to
feel his stiff cock press up against §P be able Fo start fucklng_ngaln. Sure
the back of my leg as he rolled on = enough, in a couple of minutes, look-

ing at Butch's funny face with his

=

top of me, biting my ear-lobe. He ;

obviously hadn't shaved that morning
because his stubble felt rough , but
good, on my shoulders. As he fumbled
with the 1id of the lube jar®, T
reached under the bed for the hand-
cuffs which Butch had got me for my
birthday. T thought it was a gag

at first, but he talked me into try-
ing them out one night, snd now I
hardly ever had sex without them.
Sometimes we even played cops and
robbers, except 1 was usually the
inexperienced rookie cop who had )
the tables turned on him by the hard-
ened eriminal. Butch snapped the
cuffs on and called me a motherfucker
through gritted teeth, pressing my
head firmly into the pillow. I
struggled gamely and said "Please be
_iggtle sir" and "Yes sir" and stuff

S

big lips and square jaw and the nicks
and scars all over that told the his-
tory of his msny fights and drunken
falls, I came. So did Butch, with a
yell, chest and neck straining up to-
wards the ceiling, followed by a drama-
tic flop on the bed beside me as if
dead. Then, before springing me from
the cuffs, he tickled me mercilessly,
leaving me n complete wreck on the
totally messed up bed.

ts I listened to Butech knock
over sand drop things in the bathroom,
turn on the shower, which only h=d
freezing cold water, and jump in,
making loud whooping noises, I fum-
bled in the dark for the cigarettes
on the floor, but the matches were on
top of the T.V. and it w=s too cold to
get out of bed. Butch came breezing

*Me and Butch always use K-Y Jell& because its supposed to be safe or something.



out of the bathroom with a towel
round his waist as if he was in =
sauna, and seeing the unlit cigarette
dangling from my lips, grabbed the
matches and threw them at me underhand
like a softball pitcher. With the
wash-cloth he was holding he wiped my
come off my chest resl gentle, like he
could be sometimes, before getting under
the covers.

Once in bed and both of us smoking
like feinds, Butch agsain brought up the

touchy subject of me accompanying him .

on one of his tricks, some guy who want-

ed to wateh two boys fucking or whatever. &

“Fright there nnd then in the grensy spoan
i where we =lwnys had breakfast, and

. arranged it for nine o'clock that night.

=1 was to meet Butch outside Vaseline
JTTowers, the n~me he picked up somewhere

for the apartment building in the gay
ghetto where the trick lived. T told
him I wes going to school then and thet
I'd see him 1nter.

I didn't go to school, though.
had too much on my mind. For some
reason 1 had this urge to see Cookie
as soon 8 possible. It was nbout
twenty-five to nine a.m. so I figured

1

1 1 could cateh up with her on her way

He said we ecould double our profits and

our fun, =nd maybe even be =able to afforc §

an apartment with heat and a kitchen and
unbroken windows. I pointed out to him

that I was still technienlly living with
my prrents so I really didn't have any-

thing to gain, but he said, right, dummy,
I'm still tied to my parents, I should
get wise and get an apartment with him
and start living my life.

I was confused.
tired of living with my parents, but
what about Cookie? Whose glass of milk
would she be able to throw peas into
from across the table if I moved out?

at just the right moment so that her
milk would come shooting out her nose?
These small detnils worried me. Then
there wss the question of whether or
not I was reslly cut out to be » hustler
type like Butch. I mean, I wasn't very
tough, in fact, I was on the verge of
tears quite = lot - even over stupid
things, like if some old man's h=at
dropped off his head into a dirty puddle
while he wss leaning over to pick up
a cigar butt or something. I also no-
ticed that Butch would get tons of cash
off a john, but then have to go out and
blow it a1l on drinks and dope and junk
like that. I wanted to save my money
so I could buy a good skate-board (in-
stead of the banana borrd I already had), -
or go to college. And I didn't have
any tattoos. So maybe I wasn't meant
to be a hustler. On the other hand,
I was curious, snd it would be some-
thing else that me and Butch could do
together. I told him I'd make up my
mind in the morning.

A+t breakfast T stared down into
my coffee cup wondering if therz was
a right or wrong answer to every ques-
tion. I decided there wassn't, so I
said yes to Butch. He said nothing,
as was usually the csse in the early
morning, so I didn't know what he was
thinking. He made » phone cmll, though,
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Sure 1 was getting @ black raincoat she found in the gor-
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‘® but changed my mind,

to school, becruse I knew her route
by heart, having walked it many times.

¥ I crught up with her right when she
¥% was cutting through the rubble of the
§ demolished building in the empty lot

across from the 7-11. I could tell

it wns Cookie a mile off by her long,
strrggly brown hair, her skinny, bruis-
ed legs sticking out of her favourite
dark green corduroy Jjumper, the long

bage that Mom snid wnsn't warm enough
for winter but which she wore snyway,
and the old black briefcase of Dad's

2 she found in the attic thst she drag-
Who else would be able to make her laugh &

ged her lunch and books around in.
I got within shouting range of her,
since she was
too young to talk to about my re-
lationship with Butech anyway, a2nd I
didn't want her to get in trouble by
being late for school. So from =zround
the corner I just watched her stop and
sit on the edge of her briefeazse while
she examined some damn thing on the
ground. She started tugeging at some-
thing that was stuck in the frost-cover-
ed earth, which, I could see, when she
finally got it loose, turned out to be
a desd squirrel, frozen flat and stiff
as a poker. She held it up by the tail,
turning it over and over, before tossing
it, frisbee-style, across the lot. She
bent over to check out something else
that caught her eye, then straightened
up, pulled her hair back behind her ears,
and continued on her distracted way.

I spent the rest of the day wander-
ing around aimlessly, looking at 8 or 10
T.V. screens =211 tuned to the same soaD
opers mug in some applisnce store win-
dow, or playing pinball 1like a madman
for hours on end, anxiously waiting
for nine o'elock to roll around, which
it finally did. Butch was already there,
leaning up against a brick wall snd

smoking. He looked beautiful, liko the
young prize-fighter you'd sce in nn oold
movie. I walked up to him :nd kisaed



him on the mouth, which he accepted but
didn't really seem to get too excited
about, like he wnss humouring me. His
mood was totally changed from the morn-
ing. As we started to talk sbout this
snd that, I noticed his eyes were givin
him that look he sometimes got of being
completely lest, and I could smell the
whiskey on his bresth thnt on anyone
else would've turned my stom=ach.

"Let's go," he snid, kind of slur-
ring his words. "We have to buy some
s=fes first. Do you have ten bucks?"

I handed over what was left of my
allowance snd wnlked beside him to the
corner drugstore without saying a word.
When he came out with the package he
said "Sometimes this guy wants you to
put one on each finger and stick them
up his ass one or two at 2 time".

With this thought weighing heavily
on my mind, we rode up the elevator
together, Butch now showing some big
interest in me - pinching my nipples
under my cost, laying his big hands
on my crotch, tonguing my esr. I was
sure he wns just doing it to get me
worked up for the john. I kept push-
ing him away, which made him go at it
even harder. It took us guite a while
to moke sny upward progress becruse he
hnd me pinned up against the button
panel so that most of the numbers 1it
up and the elevator doors opened at
almost every floor. When they finally
opened at the Tloor we wanted, I was
surpriced to see a man in a sult carry
ing » briefcase. For a second there
I thought it wns my older brother, 1lik
a1l men in suits ecsrrying briefcases
look like to me sometimes. OFf course
it was really just some door-to-door
salesman working over-time, but it
gave me quite » start. Butch put hi
arm around my neck like a comical
drunk and ushered me past the fairly
shocked man, down the hall to the
john's apartment.

I wasn't really prepared for t
sight that met my eyes as the door
swung open almost before Butch had 2
chance to knock on it. Standing with
a drink in one hsnd and a cigarette in i
the other, sporting » purple silk bsth- W,
robe snd one of those fancy-dance
scarves that sort of ties like a tie,
was this reslly short, skinny %uy with -
5 moustrche th=t locked like it was
dr=vn on with a pencil, and some kind

of fur-piece on top of his hesd trying
hard to be hair. I guess he was from
Europe.

"Come in, come in," he said. "“I've
been expecting you. Would you like =
drink?"

Though it 1asted only =bout an
hour or two, I cen't reslly remember
mach of what happened =fter thet, maybe
pertly becruse Buteh took mdventage of
our host's meny grocious offers of

drinks, making sure my glsss was always
literally over-flowing. I do remember
being relieved when I heard the little
man say he only wanted to watch, and
laughing, =as the three of us entered
the bedroom, st the sight of a woter-
bed, something I'd heard about but
never nctuslly seen in person, covered
by purple silk sheets. I remember
Butech telling me to just lie back and
relax and feeling his warm 1ips wrap
around my half-hard cock, his hands
stroking my calves, ns I drifted off
almost to sleep on the lapping, rollick-
ing bed.

One thing I do remember plainly
is the psyment. The little purple
man, which iz how I'1l always think
of him, quietly s=t on the hard-backed
chair, legs crossed at the ankles and
his feet not guite resching the ground,
over-looking the bed with = dazed, sAat-
isfied look on his face, which made me
Teel kind of creepy. As Butch wnlked
over to him =nd took the bills that
were hnlf sticking out of his breast
pocket, the man closed his eyes, like
e was still getting off on what was
appening. 1 guess it was from that
point on for me that sex and money
sterted to have a lot in common.

1t wasn't an over-all bad ex-
perience, I have to say. I'd do it
again, but I wouldn't want to make a
ecareer out of it. To celebrate our
earnings, me »nd Butch decided it wrs
high time for me to get my first tattoo.
The next day we went to » place where
he'd got one before out on the east end.
When we entered the shop, we had 1o
practieally step over some biker girl
with tattoos nll over her arms who was
nnsced out on three chairs pulled to-
gether. After looking =% all the designs
t~cked up on the wrlls, I decided on
getting BUTCH as a tattoo instead, since
it seemed so right =t the time. I got
it on my upper =rm so I could display
it only when I felt like it. But almost

more exciting, Butch decided to get =
little CLIFF tattoo just below the
line of his low-slung jeans. And as
Butch, sitting on the high stool,
looked at me, wineing in prin through
his big grin under the tattoo needle,
1 was never happier.

Brysn Bruce
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Spike, Mike, and Bey,more than ready for a party..
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“We, the Homosexual Apaches,
. condemn the world outsiae
of its filthy way
homosexuals are treated.
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Jeff was one crazy guy. ! He had = shaved he=d and
several earrings. He thought 1 was crazy because
I had a mohswk and a tattoo.

T liked Jeff a» lot. He had 2 lean, lithe, cat-like
build. He lsughed constantly, his high-pitched
squenl would pierce the air-nt the drop of a hat.

It wnas Friday night snd we decided to go down to
the beach and drink » few beers (quite = few,
actunlly).

1 like the besch, it's quiet, relaxing, »nd a grest
ploce to think.

we eat drinking =nd talking - the usual bullshit.

1 turned to Jeff =nd said, "I'1ll give you =nll the
money in my pocket if you go into the water up to
your neck." [Now at this time of year Santa Monien
Bry is very cold and I had no idem that he would
actuslly do it. But before I knew it Jeff was
pulling off his Converse Hi-Tops and running to-
wards the shoreline. With every leap and bound

he took off another piece of clothing. Re=sching
the shore, he chucked his underwear and ran full
speed into the surf.

No sooner was he under than he rsn back out, pick-
ing up his clothes and yelling "psshole!" at the
top of his lungs. "It's fucking freezing," he said,
"Now let's have the money." 1 reached inte my pock-
et snd pulled out a dirty, torn one dollar bill.
vasshole!" He yelled again znd lunged towards me.

. Jeff, naked and covered with sand, dragged me to

the surf. With one good shove I was in the water,
thrashing about. "Fuck you!" I secreamed. Jeff
pulled on his jeang snd szid that we should go to
his house.

we got to Jeff's housé. I wne soaked to the skin and
shivering »11-over. J&ff said he wanted to take =
shower to wesh off the sand end sea shit. I said,
“"Fine, but I go first. If I don't have something
hot on my skin, I'm gonna die of frostbite."

"1l right," Jeff answered, "But be quick."

1 undressed snd stepped into the shower. The hot
water felt great. I hesrd the bathroom door open
and saw Jeff's silhouette through the frosted glsss
of the shower door.

"what is it Jeff?" I shouted. He didn't answer.
"Decide te play Norman Bates?" Still no answer.

I s1id the door open » bit. Jeff just stood there




with his faintly stertled eyes. He was stark naked
and quite erect. He begsn to speak, "No one's home,
snd I just thought..." his voice trailed off. Joking,
I said, "Well as long =s you're-here, could you hand
me the soap?"

Before I could elicit snything resembling a response,
Jeff stepped inside the shower. 1'd never seen him
look so serious. Big doe eyes =nd awkward movements.
I stared at him for the longest time.

He obened his mouth and ssid quietly, "Mike, I guess...

it's pretty obvious...what I'm doing...and, you know. ..
about...about how I feel about you."

"1 guess so." £

"T really like you Mike, you mean a lot to me."

"I really like you too Jeff..."

Jeff bent forward, our bodies were almost touching.
He closed his eyes and I closed mine. Together we

let go and fell over into the abyss, without ever
looking back.

Part II some other time.

Mike Gamble
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It seems my comrades here have avoided the abrupt in broaching the topic of
masiurbation. There's no need, therefore, for me to follow suit: precisely
because there is no need, ever, to refrain from talking, and in luxurious de-
‘ tail at that, sbout masturbation. Why shouldn't one talk about it or do it
l whenever the impulse strikes one's fancy? Of course, your rulers will try to
[

impede your transparent plessure st every turn, so...LEl THE CLASS WAR DCGIN!

Meanwhile, shame snd guilt do tend to pop up from time to time, whether in the
heat of masturbation's frenzy or in the languor®after climax; "radicals", lib-
erals, conservatives and others of yet more commendable tendencies are still ¥ ok
quick to experience theso centiments. Out there ls "gond newa®, and it ig'cer~ L
tainly of o very anti-biblical kind: all need to fecl these self-loathing b asre
' pangs has long since vanished From the domain of playing with oneself. The truly
intelligent will have none of it, if simply because their oun de-alicnation
i comes first; self-sacrifice is an ideology with nothing left to reconoend it
and which only needs to be swiftly killed in practice by anyone who would dare.
Even when one talks these days to the more blase 9-to-Sers one recognizes this.
Christ's and others' disciples are also pleasingly shrinking in numbers in |
these parts. DBut hedonism goes nowhere when it keeps us as tetally isolated
i individuals: therewill be no historical rupture, no cxplosion, without some
0 union of forces. The initial rumblings of even ane liberated human life re- -
| quire at least this essential realization: quilt and shame will never be a-
bolished at large in the lives of intelligent individuals until a comaunally-
practicable will-to-pleasure supplants the tragic, boring and idiotic will-
to-morality which still reigns today. That some urge is intensely and pas-
sionately rooted within you and is dying to be comiwnicated verbally or car-
nally to someone else (or just to yourself) is a much more valid reason for
your doing &n act than beceuse "society" (i.e., a ludicrous totalitarian
i fiction) wants it done. Even so-called "friends” who'd ask you to sacrifice
y a moment's pleasure on their behalf must be foolish to think like this. A
true friend recognizes your pleasure and you recognize hers or hisyand you
i take each other largely for what you are ond might become. HMutual ard uni-
| lateral self-sacrifice particularly cannot call friendship their home. As for
me, 1'd rather immerse myself playfully in a toilet full of libertines, any-
day, than put myself out to pasture among a college of moralistic "libertari-
ans".
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Some personal history:

I enjoyed massaging my body (incuding my prick) to orgasm in the

[dxa ﬁugqsutjméa .(t){:)

1
: the boys' room in the math wing of my high school in Connecticut., And in | E
i many other far-away places tos. HMay I say in hindsight that it was unfortunate
that other boys didn't join me sometimes in that lovaly process. Not to saygirls i |k
wouldn't have been equally wecome to commit such ecstacies with me in those .
l unusually clean lavatory stalls. Do you consider me a slut? 1 know 1 con- o] B
—

sider anyone who would dare to read this a slut also, and therefore | com- s ¥,
pliment you. You're only silly to the extent that you repress your sluttish- )
ness and have any respect whatsoever for those who would divide the weorld
between the virtuous and the brazen.

1 was on the tennis team in 1lth and 12th grade. On most days
['d come hame an hour before practicing in that rather asexual milieu and 1'd
- satisfy myself by secreting myself away in my bedroom and fucking my pillows
—-which were usually arrsnged in some sort of pscudehuman form. 1'd ranta-
size about "making sex" ("making love" and "having sex" both have an absurd
ring to them in most usages today), often with schoolmates who were certainly
not my friends. The more feminine individuals werc the cnes I fantasized
most about--those very folk who were decidedly out of my very narrow social
cirelg,. = " =7 = - -
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Overt and conscious homosexual urges: were a couple of year

down the road for me then....

After beginning college and finding it to be =s intellectu=lly,
emotionally and sexXually stimulating »s a forced return to my 9th
grade gulag, I began playing table tennis a lot in order to while
away the hours. Too competitive for my own good bmeck then, I took
it seriously snd naturally "improved" guickly while falling in with
"tournsment-caliber" players. I becsme friends with some of the top
North Ameriecsn junior plsyers, many of whom had started playing for
keeps =t nbout age six. Naturslly I wos impressed with the techniques
of these boys who were several yesrs younger than me but who could
snot me 10 points in 2 gome to 21. One boy, Kuut., who wss extreme-
1y ~ndrogynous with his high-pitched, cracking voice =nd pleyfully
plaintive temperament, hnd very cle-n, clesr skin =11 over his body:
hat fmscinated me. &+ counle of yesrs later, while he was still tol-
erably andrngynous, I'd imrgine myself on my knees before him, in my
sathtub, sucking him off as I sonved down my penis »nd spermulated
onto the wall, the tub, or into some wet toilet psper.

In early 1980 1 went to my first punk show, in » college dorm
eafeteria, In "80 through 'E2 I liked my music good »nd hard: ul-
timately it was the lyrics that compelled me to d=nce with anger and
sadness (and for good ressonsyinstend of just =»s a frshion statement),
or not to move » muscle, »s dancing to pap mesnt to me affirming sn
even more impotent spectacle. The Sex Fistols, the Pop Group, Gong
of Four, the Reincoets, Joy Division, PiL, lizlsarin, L. Kwesl Johnson:
there was no reason to “CC“pt less consciousnszs or Lless sound. I
wore a heavy chain and koyless lock around my neck for about two years,
but I'll go so far as uayan that = lot more intelligence went into
its personal meaning than in the case of stale, idiotic pop star, 5id
Vicious.

Locnl ping-vong jocks were becoming confused and somewhat threat-
ened by my often foppy, often stark "punk look". During that periocd,
in that same, old, familiar shower, I dreamed of being buggered by

Swiss player named ligurice, whose game appealed to me greatly. He
was thin and "wimpy", just the way I liked boys...he! obably married
and working for Crédit Suisse in Zirich or Genexc by now Oh, well.
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Tattoo parlor 1961,
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