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J.D.AT THE WEDDING

You don't have to be
a genius to figure out why
weddings are worse than
funerals, so I'm not even
going to bother spelling it
out for you, but I will say
that I knew my brother's
wedding was not exactly go-
ing to be a ceremony that
in the future I would use

the word cherish to describe,

and I also knew that my
mother wasn't going to buy
the same bed-ridden invalid
gag 1'd drummed up to get
out of going to the stag
party. Even worse than the
humiliation of having to be
an usher at a bad wedding

was the fact that it was ‘“‘

going to take place in
Niagra Falls, the bride-
to-be's home town. You
could tell my brother was
pleased as punch that he'd
be saving all that gas
money on the Honeymoon by
just driving to-the out-
skirts of town and checking
into a motel for newlyweds.
Meanwhile the whole family
would have to spend the
weekend at the dreariest
love motel, complete with
heart-shaped pool and beds,
pillows with the Falls em-
broidered on them in gold
sequins, lava lamps, bare
pink light-bulbs, and bear-
skin rugs. 1 was becoming
wretched just thinking about
the prospect.

Then I got the bright
idea of inviting Butch, my
best friend. I knew my
mother wouldn't want him to
come to the wedding. She
didn't approve of Butch. He
had short bleached hair and
tattoos and he'd been in
jail. He wasn't very re-
sponsive, either. Whenever
I brought him over to the
house, she would talk to

him like he was some goofy
high school student (he
actually never attended),
and he would just mumble

with his head down and
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shoot 2 wink at me occa- o
sionally when mother =
wasn't looking. What

made mother most nervous

of a1l was the fact that
Butch wore tight t-shirts
under which you could tell
one of his nipples was
pierced with a safety pin,
something that she never
mentioned, but was always
sneaking a2 peak at and then
almost dropping the plate
she was drying or something.
Butch would often rub his
nipples or his crotch in
front of my family without
even thinking about it,
which made them all nervous

as hell. =Z% R s |

When I brought Butch with Cookie sandwiched in
over and told mother he was betweeen us. We played
coming to the wedding, she magnetic checkers and
almost cried, but I said if Chinese checkers and counted
he didn't go, I didn't go, American license plates and
so she calmed down and said stuff like that until Cookie
okay. My father never says fell asleep with her hezd on
much, so he just sort of Butch's lap and her feet jab-
shrugged his shoulders, put  bing into my ribs. As I was
the newspaper back up in looking out the window count-
front of his face, and said ing telephone poles, Butch

something about Butch need- 114 his hand over top of
ing A new barber. MNy little Cookie and grabbed my thigh
sister Cookie, who is nine, which made me jump so that
thinks Butech is cool so she my head hit the roof. He
got all excited and did a 1100 Bt coee Tood s
cart-wheel on the living éooiie stirfeg s m;

room rug so that he could .
> e
see her panties. fath r_glanged into t@e.
rear view mirror suspicious-

On the Friday night 1v. im i ' o’
before the wedding we all eg meltgsgigvgl?o;fahihi?gt
qrove down t? Niagra Falls but he said it was all rigﬁt.
in my father's car, my par- Mother was sleeping, her
ents in the front seat, and head resting on a plastic

me and Butch in the back bag against the window so
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~ 77— though it was so dark no one

L

as not to mess up her new
perm.

By the time we got to
the Love Motel, as I was
surprised to see it was
actually called, at about
ten o'clock in the evening,
most of our relatives and
friends of the family and
my brother were already
there, gathered around the
heart-shaped pool and sur-
rounding rock garden with
beers and mixed drinks in
their hands. MWost of my
aunts were already tipsy,
except for Aunt Violet, who
is Born Again, and Aunt June,
who merely disanproves, and
all of my uncles drunk. My
creepy cousins were mostly
drunk too. First the boys
were talking about sports
and girls, and then they
played touch football, even

could catch the ball. When
they touched the man with
the ball, usually on.: the
aes, in that sporty way,
they would always have 1o
cover up the fact that they
got a real rise out of it
by calling each other faggow
and homo and crap, and you
could tell it was the ones
who did the most touching
who yelled it the loudest.
The girls watched them while
fixing their hair and make-
up and trying to learn how
to smoke cigarettes without
almost throwing up. Cookie
started to try to hang a-
round with the older girils
for a while so she could
act grown up, but she told
us that the clicking of

their high heels and their
gum-smacking was giving her
2 headache, so she started
prlaying with the younger
kids who were squealing
around like crzzy. She
had them walking the plank
at the pool within five
minutes, but it was only
April and there was no
water in it, so she got
yelled at for making the
little guys go way out on
the diving board.

After that incident,
Cookie insisted on hang-
ing around exclusively
with me and Butch over
by the pool. Iy brother
came over and tried 'to
talk to us for a while.
He tried to shake Butch's
hand straight off. Butch



just kind of looked at his Butch looked up out of the

slabp @ . arm out and gave Cookie a
Eonchalant. ﬁlmgelf}vehggg hard squeeze on the back of
St Shanel socths et e A PR Tt o
estate éeal,jand I couldn't Aggi;erhérabbgdlié Ey gge
help but notice how.ﬁlamT{ arm and dragged me over to-
a?d iOIdH?t gelt. l; eliah wards the other adults.

steak. is face was a .

red and sweaty and stuffed "What do you think

into a powder blue tuxedo, you;re dging. brégglngrthat
and you could tell he was asshole to my wedding?'
Dretﬁy lozded already. He "Whadayamean asghole??
looked a2t Butch's faded and _ "Asshole. The jerk sit-
ripped Jjeans and tattoos and t}ng ovethhire with your
all and said sort of diplo- sister. hat's what I mean."
matically he hoped Butch "Screw you."

would be wearing a sult I guess it was a pretty
tomorrow at the wedding. typical exchange between the

44 two of us. He was ten years
# older than me, eighteen years
older than Cookie, always
bossing us both around when
= Dad was away. I didn't even
* know what I was doing at his
wedding, to tell the truth.
I couldn't have cared less.
"Were you two fighting
i again?"” Cookie asked when I
returned. "Cripes".
"Hey, watch your mouth,"
I said, and Butch laughed.
"Don't encourage her," I
% told him.
3 Butch told me to relax,
# and I pretty much did. After
2 all, I didn't give a fuck
about anyone there except
| for him and Cookie, so why
should I waste my time get-
ting worked up about it?
t But for about five minutes
B after our little arguement
£ my heart was speeded up and
® beat irregular for a while
Eoas { Like it always does when I'm

J-.AA _BARN 1ot ) el S Upsct.




Butch had me cheered up
in no time, though, telling
me stories about being in
jail and fights he'd been
in like he always did. For
some reason he kept grabbing
at my ankles and squeezing
them and pinching me really
hard but playful on the arm.
I could never tell exactly
what he was thinking. Then
he told Cookie to run over
and see if her mother needed
her or something, but she
could tell he was Just try-
ing to get rid of her for
a little while. It was ob-
vious that she was on the
verge of tears because she
had an enormous crush on
Butch, and I started feeling
really guilty about hime
sending her away, so I told
her that tomorrow we'd spend
the whole reception with her,
dancing znd requesting our
favourite songs and junk,
and I even told her that
gsome day she could come and
live with us when we got our
own apartment, which made
her really happy. I don’'t
know whether I should've
told her that, but I really
meant it when I said it.

She said she had to go help

mother zs if she really did,:"

and then gave me and Butch,
one at a time, hard, tight-
lipped kisses that pushed
our lips up against our
teeth.

Butch slowly slid off
'his lawn chair and dropped
‘down into the empty deep

end of the pool. I walked
around casually to the shal-
low end, to the point of the
heart, and, checking that
nobody was looking, stepped
to the concrete bottom and
walked down towards Butch,
who was now leaning against
the blue wall at the far
end, rubbing his crotch.
“bove him in the nezar dis-
tance I could see my rela-
tives getting drunker and
drunker, but they had dis-
appeared from view by the
time I reached Butch at

the deep end. I put my

hands on his chest as we
started to neck, tugging
gently at the safety pin
I went down

in his tit.

o

DA T A
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on my knees and kissed his
boots, then ran my hands upo
the insides of his legs and
grabbed his balls. He un-
zipped his fly and put his
cock in my mouth.

As I happily gave my
friend Butch a blow job,
I could hear several voices
approaching. Some of my
aunts had worked their way
over towards the pool and
were now standing above our
heads tz2lking about one of
their extra-marital affairs.
Lifting my eyes I could make
out the backs of their stock-
inged legs in the darkness
no more than ten feet away.
Butch was being completely

silent, but I could tell
he was ready to come. I
noticed one of my aunts
kept on taking a slight
step backwards every so
often, edging closer to
the pool. Butch was now
pumping my head up and
down vigorously as my
hands clutched his ass.
I lifted my eyes again to
See my aunt take another
step backwards so that
the high heel of one of
her shoes glid off the
edge. She flung her arm
back to correet her balance,
and the contents of the
drink she was holding in
her hand spilled on top
of my head as Butch came
1h my mouth.

My aunts started
laughing about one of them
almost taking a dive, and
ag they chattered now even

louder than before, I cou+d
identify them as Aunt gprll,
Aunt May, and Aunt Elsle.
Butch zipped up his fly and
we tried to sneak to the
other end, but an uncharacter-
istic silence amongst the
sunts gave us away. They all
three stepped to the side of
the pool in a row and peered
down at us.

"That you, Cliffy?" asked
Aunt April, her voice echoing
off the walls. "That you and
your little friend? Come over
where I can see you."

I walked over and stood
directly beneath her.

"Yeah, it's me."

"Well why don't you come
over and join the party, honey?
Or are you twc having your own
private party?"




The zunts =211 snickered have anything to say, which
and Aunt Elsie lost her footing some mistook for stupidity,
again and spilled some more of others for wisdom. I was
her rye and tab on my shirt. content just sitting across

After this incident I from him, looking down into
decided T needed a breather, so my coffee or observing the
I told my mother that me and Niagra Falls variety of
Butch were going for a walk. hooker breeze by on spike
She looked at Butch nervously  heels.
and touched her hair to make

sure everything was there.
Then she told us we could
go as long as we weren't
too long beczuse it was

already midnight and we had:

to be up at nine to get
ready for the noon wedding.
I felt guilty about leaving
Cookie with the creeps, but
Butch had plans.

As soon as the Love lio-
tel was out of sight, Butch
pulled out a marijuana cig-
arette and we smoked it. We
went for a coffee at a donut
store, just sitting there,
not really talking to each

other. Butch often didn't

When we left we smoked
some more dope and got pretty
diorganized. We decided to
go take a look at the Falls,
so we started to follow the
dull, low rumble that you
can hear all over the city.

After about an hour of walk-
ing we still hadn't found 1it,
and it didn't sound like we
were getting any closer.

Then it seemed like we Jjust
turned around and there it
was in front us, these mil-
lions of tons of water spil-
ling over the edge, 21l 1lit
up in coloured lights. We
walked to the closest observa-
tion point and stood at the

"® railing for about an hour.

It didn't feel romantic, ex-
actly, because I don't know

F what that is, but Butch kept
E rubbing his leg against mine,
€ and we necked =z couple of

E times.

Just as we were about

4 to leave, Butch put his arm
i around my waist and these

i two young heavy metal types
B who were walking by yelled

¢ faggots at us.

Butch ran
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. with my brother and we'd lost '}

I our key. |
l 1aughing,
E other's necks and hands over
| -nch other's mouths, we made

Stagegering and
arms around each

R e

R, et & ;
B our way to our door and Butch, i

over to the bigger one and
called him names I'd never

heard before, then started
beating the shit out of him
while his friend just stood
and watched. He had him
down on the ground kicking
him in the stomach when I
finally grabbed him by the
arm and pulled him away.
That was Butch's idea of
romance.

We wandered around for
another couple of hours,
smokipg and drinking from
the mickey that Butch always
carried tucked in his jeans.

We had some vroblems fi wing
the Love Motel because =11
the motels looked exactly

Ehe same. When we finally
found the right one, I didn't
want to go to our room be-

cause we were sharing a double thing earnest in his voice.

W ofter giving me a long sloppy
% ciss, knocked loudly.
i o few minutes, my brother o-
' pened the door.

After

I You could
tell he hung over in
hie vowder blue pajemas. He
swore at us for a few min-
utes while we stripped down
to our underwear and got 1in-
to the bed beside his. I
guess I was supposed to have
slept with my brother, but
I couldn't stomach it. He
turned off the lights and in
the safety of the darkness,
i put my arm over Butch's
ribs and played with his tits,
sliding the safety pin back
and forth and running my
finger down the hairy path
4o his pubic hair. He was
hard, as usual, and I couldn't
wait for my brother to start
snoring so we could get down
to business.

Then something unexpect-
ed happened which I still

feel kind of guilty =bout,
but not too much. My broth-
er started calling out my
name from his bea about five
feet away and waiting for my
response. I Jjust lay there
wondering what he wanted;
you could tell he was still
drunk, but there was some-

r
"Al‘ EJ“ S
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his fingers and started
to work on my asshole,
then grabbed my cock
with his other hand

Then he =ays, word for word,
"You know, tomorrow is the

most important day of my
1life". You could tell he
wanted to get into some

deen conversation zbout his

and stroked it hard.
At one voint I let
out a little yell
which disturbed my

brother's snoring,
breaking it into

future and stuff like that,
even though we hadn'{ had a

serious converszstion in

about ten years. So what I

did was I started to snore

as realistic as possible to
mzke him think I was asleepb.

Butch almost started to
laugh, but I poked him in
the ribs so hard that he
doubled up in pain. My
brother gave up and after
about four minutes he was
snoring away, probably
dreaming about the next
ninety years of marital

geveral snorts and

a heavy =igh, but

he just rolled over

ind started up again

ike a foghorn.
After a while
Butch came in
my mouth as 1
came in his
hand. We tip-
toed to the
bathroom to
clean up, wash-
ing each other's

bliss. bodies with
little Niagra
Fallzs-shaped
soap and wat

S i A O A

I stzrted running
my fingers up and down
Butch's spine 2nd kis-
sing the back of his neck.
He rolled over and clamped
onto my neck, giving me =
hickey that I would have
gome time explaining the
next day. I ran my tongue §
down to his bzslls and tried §
to fit both into my mouth, §
which was impossible. Then
I started kissing and lick-
ing his cock which was
pulsating against his
stomach. Butch spit on

B

kA
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We'd have to be
up in about an
hour to get
ready for the
wedding, but I
knew now that

I could face
anything with
Butech. But

the funny thing
was, Just before
I went to sleep,
I thought I
heard Cookie
yelling. I
almost got out
of bed to look
out the window,
but I didn't
hear it agsin
so I figured it
must have been
my imagination.













PHOTO.S-'. GJB:\TIGNES

ladshave got
your number,

Meet our new discoveries =-Bruce LaBruce and
Joe the Ho.
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