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SOUND - GET 

biki,-,i 
Expose your body to our tropic sun 
and coat it with a golden glow. 
And to pink beaches, pink fish, pink 
coral reefs and pink flamingoes. 
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THE FURORS, Derek Holcomb (who wears glasses) and Tom Dans (who doesn't), are a highly controversial 
r'n'r duo from Long Island, New York, currently residing in scenic New England. During legendary perform
ances in Manhattan, girls have been known to toss their hosiery onstage! Their youngest fans have founded 
a FURORS Fan Club in Hawaii. These kids claim to like Andy Gibb, and they write: "We listen to our old
er sister's early Beatles records, cuz they remind us of you." 
Tom Dans, whose drum set is IDENTICAL to You-Know-Whose, is definitely in charge of the Humor Dept. 
Derek, on the other hand, is serious and analytical. 



Dear Deena, 
We are an organi zation known as "Feet First." 

It is a group interested in beautiful female feet. 
We publish a bi-monthly newsletter containing 
items of interest to foot lovers, including a short 
classified section. 

Our dues are $8.00 per year and covers the cost 
of the newsletter. We have an open communi
cation line with our members and answer any 
questions sent in to us on the subject of feet. 

If there are any specific questions you have, 
drop me a line and/or your phone number and 
I will get back to you. 
-Name Withheld 
P.S.-l'm curious as to your publication-BIKINI 
MAGAZINE- please send me some details. Are 
you into feet yourself? We offer techniques of 
foot massage, foot tickling, etc. 
Dear Deena , 

Got y our ish if BIKINI GIRL Lovely . Check 
enclosed as a gesture of proper revenge. Happy 
Val entines Day , these shoes which I have been 
meaning to send you for ages have hopefully ar
rived. May they kiss your feet each night. Some
where I have another pair , same style, made of 
gold mesh , suspiciously ovenproof looking. When 
I find them, they will follow. 

Phlegm is the theme of today. All housitoids 
here at twenty three have lung diseases. Gook in 
vasions, geek in filtrations. Life goes on, though, 
(Not on the carpet! Not on the sofa! Jesus Christ!) 
so bring that up one more time and we will talk 
it over. Been finally feeling depressed. Up until 
last week I was uncontainably, uncontrollably and 
utterly obnoxiously euphoric at all times. Prob
ably just knead a shot in the arm of more nincom
,i;ipop juice to time me over till the Ides of March. 
(When my "Oyster Break" begins and they send 

·us hom'? ·t , , yr p;;irents to eat leafy green vegatables 
and experiment with some of the more esoteric 
techniques of celibacy.) Have oodles of work to 
do, undies to worsh , rent to pay. Goink back to 
DeeCee again this weekend, to see Sharer mostly 
and engage in amazon talk . Also to see twbof my 
current three paramoorz. The other one, mentally 
incompetent and a Pisces who lives in a time warp 
has split for Texas with his best friend whose wife 
he is secretly madly in love with. He and I should 
get married when_ we are seventy two. · One of the 
other two, a Scorpio who I really only relate to 
with the lower half of my bod, I dread to see. He 
is an alcoholic and walks like a duck . And my par
ents know that I have been fucking him so they 
think I am planning to marry him someday soon . 
(In accordance with that theory, may I invite you to 
my seventeen upcoming wedding ceremonies?) He 
is a very nice giving person and does all the talking 
and bores me except when we are drinking or screw
ing. The other affair just got officially started last 
weekend, although it's been brewi'ng since my fresh
man year. One of John's (old freshman, torrid hor
rid romance, fight with Sharon lives in infamy) old 
friends. Been around for a while, came up to visit 
John. Slept with me, but no calesthenics. Very 
quiet Italian, built like your made to order brick 
shithouse. I suspect he may be extremely inexper
ienced and don't know if I really should corrupt 
an older man, but then I'm such a jaded old wad 
that something fresh might just tickle my pink. 
Actually, it's rather a responsibility, but Virgos 
are so responsible. Anyhow, all this shebanginq 



has gotten me confused, hopefully I can resort to 
some introspective mysticism qua psychology and 
knock it about with the dear Abby of the frozen 
north .. . get Deb to lay down some Tarot with me. 
Have found this excellent way to sort out my life 
from inside my head. Somehow telling somebody 
about my love life is like telling you what I ate 
last week. (Which sometimes may be eggzactly 
the case .. . ) It's all the gratification of needs. (And 
then I took this tremendous shit last Tuesday.) My 
friend Tammy was telling me that men are like 
puppies with lead helmets on, and to them women 
are like big fat Cadillacs, cruising down the street, 
attractive, desireable and unneccessary. So the puppies 
run and stick their heads under the wheels, thump! 
Bump! Cadillac stops, "Oh, puor thing, are you 
okay?" Sure he's okay, he's got a lead helmet on. 
Been doing some luvely art. A very slick collage 
of striped multi-colored photos and flesh, lemurs, 
radiology scans of skulls and ladies slipper orchids. 
Combining obscure and absurdly unrelated images 
in such a compasitionally coherent fashion that the 
perceiver is giving the impression that it all must 
mean something, cuz it's there. Also sang a little 
song to work by : (To the tune of the Oscar Meyer 
Weiner song .. . ) 

Oh, I like to lick an awful lot of lemurs, 
An awful lot of lemurs like to leave. 
For when I lick an awful lot of lemurs, 
All those well-licked lemurs start to sneeze. 
So when you lick a lot of lemurs, 
It is best to lick them in a place without a breeze. 

Cheryl earned down to stock up on oreos and coffee 
to study for her many and various sociology exams 
under the influence of ... She is utterly disgusted 
with me cuz I am sitting here with all the nerve 
sniggering over mah machine while she suffers so. 
Also cuz she thinks I fucked that guy Vince, who 
she has had a crunch on for ages. Well I haven't 
yet. We're all on the rag here. (Not the same rag 
mind you.) And passions of women ebb and flow 
with the moon y'know. Attractive imagery : I 
went and brought Debbie-Doo one of those O.B. 
pontoons with a little red jingle bell tied to the 

end of the string . Another image for you: sexual 
advice columnist advising sixteen year old girls 
to practice their blow-job techniques on .old tlan 
roll-on. bottles. Sort ofa carnal Hints from 1-lel-
oise. What if any was your relation to a band called 
"The Cramps"? They've been playing around DC. 
Also what if any is your opinion of the Urban Verbs ·! 
Lotsa New Wave I think around DC. These days I'm 
really out of it b.ut Sharon has been participating in 
the scene. t''ll be living at home oh hemmoroids 
this summer and working most likely as one of those 
who also serve but only stand and wait. So much for 
now. Burblings of a ratchet head. And as Joni Mitch
ell says: "I got a sink full of laundry and a mighty 
bone to pick." 

Love, 
P. 

Dear Mr. Schwartzbaum, 
Welcome as a new friend to this ministry. 

I want you to know that this ministry is sup
ported by some very old and dear friends. 
'However, all these old tri.ends w.ere, at one 
time, new friends just like you. ~ 

This ministry encompasses the free world. 
We are presently operating in 30 countries ... 
preaching the Gospel. training seminary stu
dents, educating students in Christian educa
tion, feeding the hungry, fighting communism 
with the Weapon of Truth, taking care of or
•phans, finding homes for orphan babies, car
ing for lepers, ministering to the sick , publish
ing the truth, broadcasting and telecasting it 
in the United States, etc. 

How do new friends become old friends? 
First. I am going to keep you informed by 
sending you our informative and well thought 
of CHRISTIAN CRUSADE WEEKLY for a 
period. Second, when you read of a booklet 
or a publication in our CHRISTIAN CRUSADE 
WEEKLY, or hear it advertised on our telecasts 
or broadcasts, I want you to write for it so you 
can become better aquainted with our mission 
and our message. Third, I want you to pray for 
this ministry. Our Lord Jesus Christ taught 



us in Matthew 18 :19 : "Again I say to you, That 
if two of you agree on earth as touching any
thing that they sha11 ask , It shal l be done of 
them by My Father which is in heaven." 

How does a new fr iend become an o ld friend? 
By reading our message, by tel l ing others of our 
work, by praying for us and by supporting us. 
Whatever support you can give to this ministry 
wi ll be appreciated. Remember what Jesus 
taught in L uke 6:38: "G ive, and it sha ll be 
given unto you . good measure, pressed down, and 
shaken together , and running over sha ll men 
give into your bosom. For with the same mea
sure that ye mete witha l it sha l l be measured 
to you again ." 

Yours in Christ , 
Bi l ly James Hargis 

IDEAS IN ART 
AN EXERCISE IN BEING SPEC I FIC 
3/6/78 
What do you mean when you say 
you ' re ge tting on wi th your work 
(or some t h i ng along those lines) ? 
Be specif ic! 

HONOLULU: "It's very painful for a guy to be 
1n this condition and not get relief. You got me all 
heated up; now if you're any kind of a woman you'll 
take care of me." 

MARSHALLTOWN, IOWA: "It will be good for 
your complexion. You should have seen my face be
fore I did it. Honest, it's better than any medicine." 

• FORT LAUDERDALE, FLA.: "Life is so uncer
tain. Who knows whether you'll be alive tomorrow? 
It would be awful if you died in an accident or 
something without experiencing the greatest thrill 
of all." 

. MEXICO CITY: "You're awful uptight. Sex is a 
great tension-breaker. It will make you feel re
laxed." 

GATINEAU, QUEBEC: "I want to marry you 
some day. Now we have ~ fmd out if we are sex
ually compatible." 

ROCHESTER, N.Y.: "fve heard rumors that 
you're 'lezzie.' If you aren't, prove it." 

NASSAU, BAHAMAS: "I promise we won't go 
all the way unless you want to. We'll stop whenever 
you say." 

HARRISBURG, PA.: "You have nothing to 
worry about. rm sterile." 



BIKINI GIRL was thoroughly delighted 
to attend the recent reading given by 
Uncle Bill himself at Manhattan's Club 
Mudd. The program opened with a 
poetry reading by someone whose name 
we can't remember . The young aud
ience really liked his poems, but 
we didn't. They were embarrassing. 
Among the crowd lurked such phantoms 
as Allen Ginsberg and Ray Ann Real. 
William S. looked great. Tastefully 
and comfortably dressed in a grey 
suit, he read an essay on nuclear 
power plant accidents, and chap-
ters from NOVA EXPRESS and THE NAKED 
LUNCH, among others, in a charming, 
wise voice, unmistakably spiced with 
that famous underlying sage sarcasm. 
Hearing his reading of these works 
added a fascinating new dimension to 
them, and we only regret that we 
forgot to bring a ·tape recorder. 
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Joe Bidewell lives in Chelsea • He plays with John Cale and heads his own "Birdband ," which 
features Ernie Brooks of the Modern Lovers on bass. He performs one of his songs , "The Girl Next Door," 
in the soon-to-be-released major mot ion picture, "Squeeze Play." Joe has blonde hair. 



UNTITLED CHAPI'ER 
by Peter Fabrega 

Now that the moon, the switched one, was 
no longer present at it's position, the temper
ature of the planet Earth moved up rapidly. 
Figuring way ahead, some people dreaded the 
oceans would be no more-evaporated with
in a matter of years. 

Luckily for the real moon but not for the 
Earth, the clam had kept his eyes based on 
its most delicious-looking planet, and that was 
the one with all the people and animals on it. 
This clam could not turn and face the Moon or 
Mars anyway if it wanted to. It had a stiff back 
and it reasoned such intelligent-looking beings 
could helps-helps-helps. 

Down on Earth, a beautiful Sister Dominic 
was taking her class to the parish church of 
Bottagey Point from the Bronx. In the lot on 
the left of it a cannonball exploded, harming 
no one. The people in the town who heard 
and gathered, "Does this clam emit cannon
balls?" 

Some thought they would soon know, for 
the clam was speeding south from its position 
unknown to the news that the Moan was in 
hot pursuit. Only after traveling two hundred 
twenty-five miles the Moon forsaw that it would 
crash into the Earth killing millions. It had 
gone out of its set orbit. 

Another Moon that left its position was one 
of Jupiter's twelve. What it was wondering was 
would it bum up to nothingness from the hot 
power of the Sun? It was saved due to the 
apparency that the extreme coldness of space 
restored its safeness. 

The Sun which spent most of its time glow
ing peacefully took time off as the oncomer 
sent it moving toward Earth. Both of the moons 
were released to their own planets and the giant 
clam followed the Sun to its admired place in 
space, thinking that if that Sun was so hot, it 
could be composed of spare ribs, lasagna, and 
many of its good tastes. 



FABREGA by B SPAETH 

The world was glad and one priest walked 
like he was very glad as he approached the 
observatory. 

"I am sure you could allow me to fly with 
the ne~t hoard to the moon. Many priests would 
be delighted to have such a privelege." 
"Astronauts travel in space. Others do not." 
"You miserable thing, you. You're not going 

to stop me from getting all the dough. Try pray
ing that I'll stay away from here." 

Somewhere from space a cannon was fired and 
barely missed the priest. 

The cannon ball had been sent from Mars where 
a godmother had stationed herself. Being such a 
genius she had arrived there quicker and more ef
ficiendy than anyone who ever tried. She kept 
llive by a skirt that she wore which invented 
sufficient oxygen for her. Lorretta Storen was 
the godmother of a new born child who lived next 
door to her with his mother, father, brother, 
grandmother, and grandfather. She knew that the 
priest who baptized her godson was murdered by 
that same priest who wanted to travel to the Moon. 
Upon hearing a child had been born with the name 

•. 

"Moon Gallon", he thought he could arrange to· 
have the boy sent to the Moon itself to find his 
lost formula. The formula was needed to complete 
the "Jesus Christ Silent Ray Gun." With that a11d 
the gun which he had.lost also he thought he could 
rule poverty. 

He wanted so much. 
"How would you get to the Moon with that boy?" 

a girl who he tried to kill asked him once. 
A Moon that circled around Pluto wanted and 

needed light so extraordinarily started to head for 
the Sun. Passing by comets and space monsters it 
slipped and accidentally knocked the Sun straight 
toward Earth. The Earthlin~ seeing the Moon 
was back at its place but the Sun was not thought 
they just might be in a little danger. 

In a tiny but beautiful Bronx house a girl and 
her pet bird were looking out their window to
gether. As the girl saw the ~un coming down she 
gave it a sincere innocent smile which spurred 
the moon to retain itself and head back to its 
adherence. 

For weeks afterward there was no rain. Not 
only that but the entire universe looked black, 
no matter how hard the astronomers tned to 
gaze mto space. The earth's moon was notViS-
ible either. Suddenly the charcoal broke. The 
Moon of theirs was gone and the galaxy was being 
soaked drenchfully. The planets, meteors, moons 
and comets were spinning wildly through the seem
ingly never-to~nd outpour .•• 

to be continued 
BIKINI GIRL was introduced to Peter Fabrega 

last May by former co-editor Brian Spaeth. Fab
rega lives in College Point, Queens and writes 
prayer books and music. He is well-known for 
his fine performances of such hits as "One of 
These Nights," and "We Be Good Owls." His 
latest novel is called "1001 Ways to Cure Alcohol-
ism'' ... 

This month's "Untitled Chapter" was discov
ered at Brian Spaeth's apartment in Manhattan, 
and its place in the mammoth "Whispers on the 
Moon" (an epic 600-page novel) is uncertain, 
but we decided to publish it anyway, while Fa
brega vacations for an extended period. 
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Name: Suzie Homewrecker 
Age: 17 
Shoe size: 9B 
Fave color: Pink 
Last Book Read: Delta Venus Erotica, 
by Anais Nin. 
Fave high: Snow 
Likes: Little boys, perfumed beds, 
bubble baths. 
Dislikes: W H, . , wet poodles, 
the dentist's office. 
Fave food and drink: Coquilles St. 
Jaques, Chateau Simuard. 
Occupation: Model and Homewrecker. 
Most important things in life: To 
be pampered and spoiled. 
Idea of a good First Date: To have 
a boy spend a whole week's pay on me 
and not care. He must keep quiet. 
Color hair: Blonde 
Color eyes: Brown 
Height: 5' 7!.;" 
Fantasy: To marry Prince Charles 
and become a princess. To have John 
Travolta as a personal house slave. 
To beat up Debbie Harry. 

Ten Years From Now: "I' 11 still be 
seventeen." 
Fave Zine: BIKINI GIRL 

Ringo Starr on TV sent in by Tony Madejczyk. 

~ 
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5/30/79 
Manhattan : Club Mudd 
Animal X and Asphault Jungle Fashion Exhibition 

"Getting high," he chortled, white snow shooting 
up his nose. "Mixsh me a drink," he drunkenly wavered 
to our unfortunate "cabby." ("People like this are the 
stench of the earth," I thought, settling back on the 

True ·sleaze slut slashions ... one looks like clown-tits spacious white seat. It had stopped raining.) 
and she's got zits on 'er back. There 's Haruko! (I "Over indulging?" 
see her pushing her way through the crowd toward '1 like your glasses. " 
me.) "Don't digress!" He was stoned, and I felt like teas-
Haruko: "I love your sunglasses!" ing. He fingered my crotch. 
Deena: "These are my reading glasses! I didn't change "Do you like my shoes?" 
from work! I'm making two new films. I want to talk '1 like your legs. " 
to you, soon!" I brushed his hand away with my pink-gloved palm. 
Haruko: "Oh, sure. I haven't seen you here in awhile!" "Would you like to take care of my shoes for me?" 
Deena: "I NEVER go out! Hi Andrei! Are you imit- "Would you like to make love to me right in this 
ating Stan Laurel tonight?}' car?" He fingered the button marked "partition " and 
(Andrei grins and scratches his head.) an icy silence pervaded as we were sealed off from the 
Tom Scully: "You're making a film?" driver. 
Deena: '1 MADE one. And Haruko 's the star!" (To "Eyew, "I muttered, exhasperated. "What have you 
Andrei) "She's a TRUE MODEL." been drinking?" (Holding my nose.) 
Haruko: "Why is that?" "Oh!" (He stroked my white cotton panties.) "No-
Deena: "A true model always looks like hell in the day- thing. " 
light!" (Two boys fight.) "Oh! Boys will be boys!" "TOO MUCH of nothing! Phew! You 're liable to 
Bowie's singing about boys and everyone is oohing and get seasick, drinking like that and then cruising about. 
ahing over ENO, who 's made his appearance. Where are we going?" 
Heavy bondage! A pink-clad dolly struts by on high [et- He slouched over sideways. "John Belushi's club. " 
ish heels and I sprawl at an upstairs table. A hole with "Hm What do you do? " 
screening over it has been cut in the floor and my poly- "I'm a record producer. " 
ester secretary skirt flutters high. I peer through the "Oh, goody! Those little stiff black hard round 
floor at the crowd below and try to disengage my spiked things? I make FLEXIBLE ones. And I DON'T let 
heels from the chicken wire: NAUGHTY BOYS listen to MY records!" I slapped 
A model strolls over and peers down with me. his face curtly . 
Deena: "Beats air conditioning! They look just like ants, "Oh ... " 
ha ha!" "Oh WHAT?" 
Model: "Rilly!" "HUH?" 
Confusion prevails as the models struggle into tight, "WHAT do you call me?" 
luridly colored punk-slut costumes, and Animal is flail- He looked dazed, perplexed. Ridiculous. 
ing her arms in the dressing room. Up front, three punk " You call me MISSSTRESSSS-1 " I hissed. 
girls tend her baby, who is crying while his diaper is He began to unzip his fly. 
being changed. I smell puke! What a night. I realize '1 wanna fuck you. " 
I won't be able to last through it all to see the contact Just then a man tapped on the window. He was 
sheets Animal invited me to look at for possible inclu- wearing a plaid shirt and looked vaguely familiar. 
sion in BIKINI GIRL MAGAZINE, so I pump her hand "Coming in for a drink?" he offered, shaking my 
in a congratulatory gesture and pause to say hi to Mari- drunken escort's sweaty hand. 
ly n from Kongress. "When are you gonna visit, Ackroyd?" 
later... "When is your guest house free ?" 
On my way out a limo paused. No cab in sight, I said, "Any time! I have to drive this young lady home." 
"Give me a ride!" and he agreed. Plaid-shirt caught a glimpse of my bare, white thighs, 

"What have YOU been doing all evening?" I asked, exposed above black lace garters. 
as the chauffeur floored it and we somehow glided "Take us back to the Mudd Club," Mr. Record Pro-
smoothly over Broadway and over toward Hudson Street ducer Man told the poor driver. 
where my cab search might prove more fruitful. "TAKE ME TO TENTH STREET," I firmly commanded. 



"C'mon," the driver protested in my behalf. "Take 
her home. None o' that kidnapping stuff. " 

I folded my arms smugly. 
"What's your name?" he asked. 
"Lisa." 
He began unzipping his trousers again. 

X really puts on a presentation! Even Marilyn from Ko~ 
ress was a stand-in model tonight! The dominance/ 
submission scene with the nun and schoolgirl was bril· 
liantly portrayed. Animal X dresses would-be aspiring 
models in glossy slick hot-stripper-punk attire (so bur· 
/esque!) and then LETS IT RIP! 

"Put that A WAY!" I snarled, grinding my spiked 
heel firmly into his groin. He withdrew, genuinely 

Ahem! Animal X making a display of herself 

alarmed. 
"All right, all right, easy!" He settled back, toying. 

with his cocaine. "SHEESH!" · 
"You know what? You'rea crude, VERY CRUDE 

record producer. And you MOLEST girls!" 
"You're lucky!" 
"YOU'RE lucky! You're lucky I didn't MAUL that 

selfish prick of yours! You worm!" 
(We approached First A venue.) 
"It's just beyond First, on the right. " Suddenly, I 

giggled. "There are SO MANY junkies in this neigh· 
borhoodl" 

"And there's a few now, on your doorstep!" ~ \ 
"Oh, dear. And I TOLD Daddy to stay INSIDE! i \ • -•iJ; 

He's always slipping out and embarrassing my friends!" • \\\.'l 
I stepped out into the night, keys in hand. Remembering,\ , · · · · 

to thank the driver, I pushed my way through a seedy street ,.

1
. ·. f. ·. · .. 

receptzon committee. l ' 
"Hey, I like your style, " one of them added. l f , 

_(I don't think Peter Fabrega would have approved of ,· f '.' 1 · 1\ 
this.) I l 

*** "~lf 
t '¥ ·~ 

May 31, I 979 3 a.m 
Dear Diary, 
What a day! It started with seeing someone scrunched 
under a subway train, then I went to Princess Alexandra's 
and it was insane, then to take care of poor " little 
spoiled thing that he is. Then to a Soho film screening, 
then to Stuart and Mike's on Houston Street .. ,, then to the 
god-awful MUDD CLUB, which was a fucking soap opera/ 
comedy/sideshow ... then I copped a lift in a stretch with 
a stoned, grabby record producer, who wanted to gain a 
yard but not an inch. Animal's show was great fun , al· 
though I must confess I had a RIOT chatting with Haruko 
and Andrei Givotovsky, while the dutiful DJ deftly delt 
a dozen very tasteful Ramones selections. 
She I : "Do you wish you were James Chance?" 
She 2: "No." 
She I : "What's your 11ame again?" 
She 2: "Anya. " 
I MUST get to sleep! But trust me, dear diary , Animal 

in the window of The Asphault Jungle.• 
Photo by Mar arie Foy. 

. . 
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GAYLE HARDING 

The first time I heard Gayle Harding sing 
I was struck and possessed with a cold chill 
and tingling up my spine. Almost like the 
heavens were opened up and I gained the know
ledge that as long as she kept her faith , God 
would bless her vocal chords and send her to 
Nashville. That was in Virginia several years 
ago during her version of "Love Me Like A 
Man." There was no holding back-she sang 
not only like she meant it, but had lived it. 
I was convinced on the spot that she possessed 
a quality rarely found in the music business 
today. Or in any day. I've heard you can't 

sing the blues unless you've lived 'em. Gayle 
knows what blues are, but she also knows 
about country music, where her roots are 
firmly planted. 

Gayle grew up in rural America. Virginia, 
to be e:Xact. Like the rest of us she grew up 
with rock 'n' roll, but that wasn't all. She 
also knew and loved the Patsy Cline's, the 
Hank Williams', the Willie Nelson's, and 
the Ernest Tubb's. Grand Ole Opry, Nash
ville. 

Gayle left her home in Virgina and moved 
to Nashville with no idea how she'd get started 
or whom to contact once she got there. She'd 
been in and out of bands but none of them 
were serious enough to stick it out, and loving 
country music, she knew that Nashville was 
where she should go. Lots of hopeful song
writers and able singers flock to Music City 
daily. Gayle was no exception to that rule 
then, but now her career is beginning to 
succeed where so many others fail. She stands 
out in a crowd, so to speak. The result of a 
1974 auto accident has left her confined to 
a wheelchair, and in a fiercely competitive 
world of aspiring country music singers, her 
handicap has wor:ked in her favor. "There's 
nobody out here trying to make himself 
known the way I am," she said. Her major 
selling points have been her voice, her attitude, 
her sincerity, and .•. her faith. 

By accident Gayle met producer/songwriter 
Robert Allen Jenkins in the Fall of 1978. He's 
now her manager because he knows a good 
thing when he hears it! Now Bob Jenkins is 
a good ole boy-that typical Hee-Haw and 
"I've been on a hayride" look. Formerly 
of MGM Records, he's had more than 80 
songs recorded by such country stars as 
Hank Williams, Jr., Lynn Anderson, Sandy 
Posey, Kathy Barnes, David Houston, Dottsy, 
Sherry Brice and Lonzo & Oscar. Shortly 
after Bob and Gayle got aq'uainted she recorded 
a 45 entitled "I've Really Got The Blues" and 



was signed to a temporuy recording contract 
with United Artist's Records. Although 
it never appeared on the national charts, the 
song rose to the Number 12 pOsition on the 
playlist of WKDA, a Nashville radio station, 
shortly after its release in January of '78. 
It also did wen in Memphis going to Number 
14 on the playlist of WMC. United Artist's 
also ·ieieased it iri Great Britain, but I have no 
reports of what it did over there. When the 
song didn't develop on its own, into the ex· 
pected "hit," u:A. let her contract expire. 

Gayle and Bob decided to put out her 
future 45s on his independent label, Robchris, 
until another major table should decide to pick 
up on her. They released "Got You Back in my 
Mind Again" (In DJ copy form only), last 
summer-and with virtually no promotion it 

-inet with moderate success entering the Cash
box Top 100 Countrj Chaas. In the Fall of 
'78 they released "Sexy Eyes" which peaked 
at Number 92 in Billboard. It also got a 
"Pick of the Week" in both Billboard and Record 
World. This Plllit winter they released "I'm 
Lovin' the Lovin' Out Of You" which peaked 
in Billboard at Number 84. 

I think it's incredible for an unknown artist 
to get in the national charts, especially when 
there's no major label promotion or backing. 
Just a piece of vinyl standing up on its own. 
As the result of her "hanging in there" she now 
has fans in Detroit, San Francisco, Houston, 
Seattle, Salt Lake City, Baton Rouge, Roanoke, 
Richmond, Birmingham, Nashville, Memphis, 
Chattanooga, San Antonio, Savannah, Jackson, 
Norfolk, New Orleans, and yes, even New York 
City. A certain editor of a certain magazine 
(I won't mentio ---~n .. rt .. r hearing 
"Sexy Eyes " ?d~nr,1na~es!), after hearing 

• sai · thmk sh • hottest things 1·ve ""'"~ •. . _ ___ e ! one of the 
Although she is no lon~er with United 

Artist's, she is optimistic that a major label 
will be interested in her soon. "I hope to 
finally get an album out, and not look too 
far into the future." I guess you could say 

her philosophy is to take it one step at a time. 
"Country Style" magazine is printing an 
article about her in the June 1979 issue-on 
the newsstands May 5th. Her new Robchris 
single is "How Could I Ever Say Goodbye" 
b/w "I Get the Feeling" and it's one of her 
best yet. It could be the one to make that 
difference and bring her some of the recognition 
she deserves. Address all inquiries for this 
45, photos, or words of encouragement to: 
ROBCHRIS RECORDS, P.O. Box 60365, 
Nashville, Tennessee 37206 or call (615) 
859-4201. (No collect calls please!) 

Gayle Harding is a star. At least, she's 
gonna be one when some major label takes 
notice, promotes her and puts an album out. 
Just looking at the national chart records 
she's had already, WITHOUT the help of 
a major label tells me something. It tells 
me that some A&R. man out there can't 
smell the goldmine at the tip of his nose. 
But of course there's 
Sure she's got talent, but it goes further 
than that. She's got charisma and energy 
that won't quit. Even her producer has 
only scratched the surface of bringing Miss 
Harding's full talents onto vinyl. Any listen 
to , "Sexy Eyes" will convince you, too. 

Gayle is a sensitive, warm and vibrant per
sonality considering her wheelchair confine
ment, but she doesn't let that stop her. 
She's following her dreams and doing what 
she does best. Sing. She's paying her 
dues and trying not to get lost in the shuffle. 
The shuffle of Music City has-beens. The heav
ens may be crowded, but her light will come 
shining through. 
-Steve Effinger 

11:36 (9) "Thirsty 
Dead. "(1974) John Consi
dine, Jennifer Billinsley. 
Stewardess and go-go 
dancer are kidnapped, sep· 
arately, by monsters who 
drag them to an awaiting 
boat. 



DISCOGRAPHY 

1. "I've Really Got The Blues"-first DJ 
copy released on Robchris Records the 
end of December, 1977 
2. "I've Really Got The Blues" b/w 
"What A Lie"-{R-1001-A and R-1001-B) 
Robchris Records, January 1978. 
3. "I've Really Got The Blues" b/w 
"What A Lie"-(UA-XWll 39)-United 
Artist's Records, released January 1978. 
Also released in Great Britain. 
4. "Got You Back In My Mind Again" 
DJ copy on Robchris records {R-1004-A)
released Summer of 1978. 
5. "Sexy Eyes" b/w "Got You Back In My 
Mind Again" {R 1008) released Fall, 1978 
on Robchris Records. 
6. "I'm Lovin' the Lovin' Out of You"
b/w "I Fooled Around Behind You"-
{R 1009 A&R 1009 B) released Winter 1978-
79 on Robchris Records. 
7. "How Could I Ever Say Goodbye" b/w 
"I Get The Feeling"-released Spring, 1979 

on Robchris Records. 
All Gayle Harding records produced by Robert 
Allen Jenkins. Published by Robchris Music, 
BMI. 

Stretch pants photo sent in by Jay Marin. 
Beatles stuff sent in by Tony Madejczyk. 
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Chartreuse and black jacket fits skin 
tight! The zig-zag dividing line is a 
zipper! 

Hot pink and black jacket made of plastic 
over satin and vinyl. 

Hot pink vinyl mini-dress beneath is 
boned at the waist-reveals cleavage. 
Striped belt is an accessory-it's revers
ible! (Polka dots on the flip-side!) 

Spider Web dress-fleshtone and black. 
Everything is one of a kind and custom fit. 

Handpainted stockings in a wide variety 
of designs and colors. These are originals, 
not cheap knock-offs that have been seen 
in a certain designer's store. Available 
at Manic Panic, Unique, and Macys NYC. 

Polka dot stockings are hand painted. 
Thin, tight mini-dress cut to reveal shoulder. 

Photos by Anthony Scibelli 

The Asphault Jungle is at 25>9 West 18th 
Street, NYC 10011. Call (212) 929-1248 
for an appointment. Animal and Daimon 
X will design an original just for you! 





AN INTERVIEW WITH A BOOT 
By Michael Musto 

"Not another interview with a boot," 
you're undoubtedly muttering to your
self-but this one is different. I found 
him sitting on a friend's shoe rack, and I 
immediately sensed that there was some
thing extraordinary about this one. He 
was sarcastic, sure, but more open and 
informative than any other piece of foot
wear I'd ever met. Reluctantly, he agreed 
to be interviewed, and here's what trans
pired: 

Bl Kl NI GIRL : Thank you for consenting 
to talk. How are you today? 
BOOT: Look, let's dispense with the pleas
antries and get on with this, O.K.? 
BIKINI GIRL: Oh, sure. Ummm. I guess 
we should get right to the subject at hand. 
BOOT: Foot. . 
BIKINI GIRL: (Laughing) Right.foot. 
BOOT: (Serious) LEFT foot. 
BIKINI GIRL: What? 
BOOT: LEFT foot. I'm a left foot boot. 
BIKINI GIRL : Oh, I see. I think. In any 
case, I was wondering if you might summari ze 
for our readers the pros and cons of being a 
boot, as you see them. The constant proxim
ity to feet is an obvious pro. But all that 
walking .. . 
BOOT: Now wait a minute. That's a mis
conception I'd like to clear up right now. I 
only walk maybe three or four hours a day, 
usually late at night when I'm half asleep 
anyway. The rest of the day I'm just sitting 
in the closet with the other footwear. That's 
how most of my time is spent. 
BIKINI GIRL: What's that like? 
BOOT: Boring, boring as shit. Nothing's 
more repellent than being holed up in a damp 
closet with a·bunch of keds. beach clogs and 
hush puppies. Blech! 



BIKINI GIRL: I gather from the retching 
noises you're making that you boots consider 
yourselves a superior breed. 
BOOT: Yes, I think Nancy Sinatra established 
that a couple of decades ago. 
BIKINI GIRL: But what about the heartache? 
Boots are the best, for sure, but we al I know 
that life as a boot can also be ... 
BOOT: Don't say "tough as leather." 
BIKINI GIRL: ... tough as leather. What would 
you say is the main stigma involved in being a 
boot? Can you pinpoint it? 
BOOT: I'd say it's having to do birdbrain in
terviews like this one with droids like yourself. 
It gets so tiresome, and it's all been said before 
anyway. But I'll play the game, darling, go on. 
BIKINI GIRL: Umm,areallbootsso ... surly? 
BOOT : Honey, you'd be surly too if you had 
to put up with the shit we put up with . And I 
mean SHIT, piles of it. Just today I stepped 
into a huge mountain of dog shit, and it was 
nutted. too. 
BIKINI GIRL: Eyew,gross! Funny you should 
mention that, though. I was just going to ask 
if you boots, um, perform bodily functions. 
BOOT : Yes, we do. And let me shatter a few 
other misconceptions while I'm at it. We shit, 
we pee, we fuck, we eat, we sleep, we pick our 
noses, we read Jackie Suzanne novels ... 
BIKINI GIRL : You eat? What do you eat? 
BOOT: Oh. dustballs, ants, frosted flakes ... 
but mostly dustballs. 
BIKINI GIRL : Andwhodoyoufuck? 
BOOT: Now wait a minute, that's getting 
slightly personal. 
BIKINI GIRL : Sorry. 
(pause) 
BOOT : But if you must know, there's this 
gorgeous hunk of earth shoe propped up next 
to me on the shoe rack. God, can she fuck . 
She's really into granola, though. 
BIKINI GIRL : Too bad. I know you've 
been asked this one before, but who would you 
say have the best-and worst-footwear in show 
business? 

BOOT: Yeah, yeah, yeah. Well, the best ... 
Cher, Ronnie Spector, Carol L ynley. And of 
course Nancy, though she's not exactly flour
ishi.ng at the moment. 
BIKINI GIRL: Nor are Cher, Ronnie Spector 
or Carol L ynley, for that matter. 
BOOT: Nor are you, Buckwheat. 
Bl Kl NI GIRL: And the worst? 
BOOT: Well ,she's 5 '2", has dark roots, used 
v wait tables at Max's and is now an internation

al disco diva. 
Bl KINI GIRL: Dark roots, disco diva ... Gloria 
Gaynor? 
BOOT: Look, could we wind this up? I gotta 
go take a leak. 
Bl KINI GIRL: All right, two more questions. 
Whose foot would you like to inhabit you 
more than anyone else's? 
BOOT: Yours, and I hope I'm three sizes too 
small,. 
Bl KINI GIRL: And finally, what horizons do 
you aspire to? What sunsets would you like 
to conquer? Future plans, in other words. 
BOOT: To go back into the closet . 
BIKINI GIRL: Same here. I mean, thank you 
for your time, and goodbye. 

_ _,_ 



CONTINUING INSPIRED FANATICISM 
· y A. Rex Nervus 

Scripturally speaking, "But what 
coth it profit a man that he gain 
the whole world, but suffer the 
loss of his soul?" Christ told a 
disciple about to abandon Faith: 
'Doubt and condemned ye shall be ... " 

Or whatever He said to the doubter, 
enraged as only the Son of God could 
be. In this life, when one is 
cevo ted to a cause, a mission, 
~is religion--in the case specific 
:o this essay, leaving one's rock 
group for "greener pastures"-
t here is no room for disbelief. 
.etracted or suspended the belief, 
.;EVER! 

When the temptation arises to 
jump on an opportunity for fame, 
~oney , a BIG CHANCE that might 
~ever again materialize in such 
a stuporific rush • .. Problems, prob
~ems! If unattached, without Faith, 
the solution is simplified. Then, 
to quit one's pointless, thankless 
job, working the . nine-to-five 
wi thout hope for spiritual fulfil
:ent--CONGRATULATIONS. Such a per
son should be applauded for making 
a courageous decision--f orsaking all 
else to go for a crazy opportunity. 

Conversely, when one who has Faith 
in his work, which would have to 
be a more fulfilling sort of vocation 
than a regularly thankless job--woe 
to he who turns his back on those 
he believes/believed in! It would 
s~em that this person has trouble 
believing in himself and all he's 
been devoted to for some time--like 
:he above follower of Christ who 
l acked Faith once the going got 

rough . What did the doubting 
disciple want, anyway--loaves and 
fishes galore? Anyway, HE got 
HIS (along with everybody else 
who attended Jesus' famous Sermon 
on the Mount performance.) 

The state of being Poor in Spirit 
in the harshest poverty imaginable, 
in this world and the next. With
out something wonderful to invest 
one's soul--to stake all one's 
chips on, allegorically--life can
not be more than a bothersome chore, 
a hopeless job. How can they 
sleep .•. ? How in hellw-iirpoor 
disbelievers such as this face 
·their miserable lives, once the 
thrill of grand opportunity ex
pires? 

I have but questions to raise for 
the meanwhile--Hey Lord, don't ask 
me questions--as for raising a Faith 
wilted in a fellow's soul in the 
spring of life ... I question•my abil
ity. As a believer, I can only try 
to resurrect the devotion and solid
arity in one, potential beloved 
lost Soul. 
Part II: UNFOLDED MYSTERIES DRY 
CLEANED (FRENCH STYLE) 



SWEETNESS AND PAitl 
by Alan Adrian 

Looking back now, it seems to have 
been an almost enlightening exper
ience. But at the time, it was pain
ful and never without the thought: 
"WHEH WILL THIS BE OVER?" 

I had met Lila at a disco, and 
we started courting each other. It 
was like back in the high school 
days, a blissful romance completely 
free of restrictions created by 
maturity. She was a slim, adorable 
girl with her own little studio 
apartment in the Lower East Side 
of Manhattan. And one day she in
vited me to see it. 

We had no other plans for that 
afternoon. I rang her doorbell 
and there she was, wearing tight 
jeans revealing the cutest ass in 
town and a loose blouse flapping 
slightly in the gentle wind. She 
said to come in. 

She was certainly not wealthy; 
her apartment consisted of furniture 
rescued from collection day. But 
it showed such care and thoughtful
ness that each piece of furniture, 
each sprawling plant and each pic
ture on the walls, was located with 
a sense of balance and design, as 
if the entire apartment was consid
ered before any object was assigned 
its place. 
Her tenderness overwhelmed me 

with a kind of feeling that was 
different from sexual desire. The 
thought of sex with Lila was, of 
course, sweet. But for the time 
being I was so overcome by her 
affection that simply holding her 
hands sent tingling sensations 
through my body. So I was not 

about to push anything. I'd honor 
her whims. 

Then she started undressing me. She 
was doing it with such meditation and 
rhythm that I decided to let her 
finish before beginning to undress 
her. It would've been like inter
upting a melody to stop her. Soon 
J was fully naked. She caressed 
my flesh and then we embraced, kiss
ing for a long time. 

My clothes were lying on the 
floor. It was an ecstatic exper
ience, my vulnerable body against 
her protective embrace. 

A warm breeze wa~ coming through 
a half-opened window. Lila pinched 
a nerve at my shoulder. I couldn't 
understand it. She pinched hard. 
I fell asleep. 

* * * 
I was awakened when my genitals 

were suddenly jerked upwards. 
"Get up," said Lila. She was 

yanking a clothesline attached to 
my cock and balls. I was flat on 
my back on the sofa, constricted 
by several yards of clothesline 
cleverly intertwining my entire 
body. My arms were bent upwards 
and tied, with my wrists restricted 
from moving away from ~y neck. 
Clothesline squeezed the skin around 
my armpits and pressed against 
clothespins that were ·pinching my 
nipples. More clothesline en
twined my ass and thighs, forcing 
my flesh into flabby bundles and 
rubbing inside the crack. Hy legs 
were tightly drawn together down 
to the ankles. Finally, clothes
line wrapped around my genitals, 
tightening the balls into a bundle. 

She yanked the genitals upwards 
again. "Get up, I said!" 



I tried sitti ng up. The clothes
line tightened and around my ne ck 
i t almost choked me, s o I qui ckl y 
went back down. Lila didn't 
yank again but she stre tched the 
end of the cord and tied i t to 
the clothesline around my chest and 
shoulders, pull i ng my cock and balls 
snug against my belly . And she 
rolled me over so that I'd fall 
off of the sofa . I couldn't break 
the fall. My balls and clamped 
nipples slammed agai nst the wooden 
floor . 
"Lila," I mumbled , dazed from pain. 
"Never mind," she said . I lifted 

my pelvis slightly to relieve the 
bal ls pressed against the floor . She 
took her foot and pushed my ass, 
pressing t hem onto the floor again. 
It hurt. Then she pushed my ass 
again and again, each time shoving 
my body forward a bit, bruising 
the ski n of my pouch and twisting 
my nipples because of the clothes
pins . She continued unt i l my 
head reached the wall. 
This gave me a chance to rol l over . 

She didn't stop me. Instead, she 
stood motionless for awh i le, as if 
conjuring up what to do next . She 
seemed so large from down below. 
I wanted her t o look into my 
eyes and s ee the confus i on. But 
she remai ned i n her own world and 
finally , a s i f an idea had come 
to her , stepped on my balls and 
spi t on my chest. Then she leaned 
so t hat her body weight was sque l ch
ing my balls. 

I cringed . "Get off, please . " 
She spit on my face. " Get off? 

I should kick you in the balls." 
"No !" I screamed. 

She clobbered them. "You lousy 
scum. That's what you're good 
for, for me to kick in the balls. " 

The excrutiating feeling almost 
rendered me unconscious. She let 
me suffer wi thout doing more 
unt i l she sensed that the pain 
was subsiding and told me to stand. 
She helped me stand. But that was 
i t. I desperately tried to keep 
my balance on my own, unable 
to s pread my legs. And when she 
removed the cord she had been using 
before and pulled, I had no choice 
but to hop along in her direction. 
Resisting would have caused me 
to tlDDble, a risky consequence even 
if my cock and balls were safely 
t ucked inside underpants and my 
nipples weren't clamped. I had 
no way of breaking a fall. She 
pulled and I hopped. She pulled . 
I hopped. 

We were in the bathroom when s he 
stopped making me hop. She put 
me inside the tub. The porcelai n 
was cold, against my skin . "You 
look nice in there, " she said . 
"I drank a lot while you were 

sleeping," she continued, pulling 
down her jeans and squatting over 
me. "I've got to go bad." Soon 
she was pissing on me and a puddle 
of urine formed on my chest. Then 
she moved a bi t and her piss was 

~wquirt ing onto my face. I swallowed 
some. The r es t of it dripped around 
my cheeks and down my neck. 

"Now you just s tay there and dry. " 
She left me alone . 
Leaving the t ub woul d have been 

a pointless endeavour. Wher e woul d 
I go if I did? And exhaust ion was 
causing drowsines s to overcome me. 



I was only dimly aware of Lila doing 
different things in the studio and 
kitchen. She hummed. She called a 
friend and talked for fifteen min
utes. Then she was quiet, as if 
reading a magazine or smoking a cig
arette. 
Finally she returned to me. "This 

is the way I like it, having you here 
like this to use whenever I decide to 
use you." She loosened clothes-
line around my neck so it could no 
longer choke me. "I feel like using 
you now." 

She helped me out of the tub and 
forced me to hop back into the studio. 
Then she freed my cock and balls. 
It was a relief. My cock hardened 
from her handling. 
"Don't get any idea," she said, slap

ping my cock. It stung. "I'm 
only freeing you partially like this 
because I have other plans." 
And she slapped my cock again. Then 
she removed her jeans and leaned over 
the arc of the sofa, spreading her 
legs. "I want you to eat me so I can 
have orgasm." 

I carefully sat on the floor behind 
her, still unable to use my arms or legs. 
Her cunt spread before my face. I 
dipped my head and felt its lips with 
my tongue. I swirled my tongue around 
the lips. She reached back and .dir
ected me to her clitoris. My teeth 
sunk into the clit and rny tongue man
ipulated it. She tensed and appeared 
to climax. Then I stood and pressed 
my cock against her cunt, starting to 
insert it. 

She swung around. "No! We're going 
to leave your cock out of this!" She 
grabbed my balls with her fist and 
with a fierce swing used her other 
fist to hit them. I fell against the 
wall and to the floor. 

She approached me and walloped them 
again. I rolled around, writhing in 
agony, trying to protect myself. I 
had thought she freed my cock because 
she wanted me to fuck her, but wrong, 
wrong, wrong! Now I was squirming on 
the floor, fearful, trying to get away. 
"I figured you'd try something dumb 

like that," she said. "Now let's 
try again." She didn't hit me any
more and I was overjoyed to return to 
our original position, with my teeth 
sunk into her clitoris again. This 
time I put as much effort into it as 
possible, despite a lingering throb 
in my balls. She tensed, moaned in 
ecstacy, and climaxed. I didn't dare 
stop, despite irritation from the 
clothesline rubbing my flesh. I con
tinued sucking, licking, and biting, 
despite a stiff neck from the uncom
fortable position. She had another 
orgasm, and another. 

"Okay, I've had enough," she finally 
told me. "I'm going to let you go now." 
I couldn't believe it. Was she planning 
to trick me again? But her voice was 
softer now and her expression changed. 
She seemed as sweet as when I had ar
rived. And she really started re
moving my constriction. Slowly and te
diously she unraveled the clothes-
line, first freeing my torso and arms, 
then allowing my ass to return to its 
normal shape. She carefully avoided 
sawing my skin. Finally my legs were 
free. When she removed the clothes
pins from my nipples, it hurt. But 
soon only a slight throbbing remained, 
which was actually a little pleasur
able. And then, while she was pa
tiently removing knots from the cord, 
I walked back and forth, stretch-
ing my arms and relishing my liber
ation. I examined my body. The 
redness and bruises were slight e-



ugh to disappear quickly. Lila 
=d been cautious when tying me to 

a oid serious damage. Now she was 
=- t ting on her jeans. 

: wanted to catch her eyes. "Why 
::id you do this, Lila?" 

'Because that's what your sexy, 
:aale body is good for. I like 
=oing it. I wanted to do it as soon 
as we met." 
·~ou're certainly forceful 

about your way of having sex." 
" It teaches men a lesson. It 
~aught you a lesson. All men want 
t :: do is please their cocks." 

'ell, thanks for the lesson, Lila. 
1. real lesson." 

ou're welcome. Your clothes are 
the floor over there. Come back, 

::.11 you?" 
I' ll think about it." 

4/19/79 
~.:.AN ADRIAN has many typical 
f an tasies, such as circling 
: .e world as James Bond and 
seducing all of the women. 
- t his masturbation involving 
e_aborate self-bondage uncovered 
a masochistic side which led him 
:o capture his "ultimate fantasy" 
::.n "Sweetness and Pain" for 
-IKINI GIRL. 
~ topless dancer and friend 
convinced him two years ago 
that he could use his sexual
i ty in the entertainment field. 
He had always wanted to, but it 
was her encouragement that 
brought him to New York to act
ually give it a try. He has 
succeeded and now acts in erotic 
films and models for skin maga
zines. 
Age: 23 
~eight: six feet 
~eigh t: 155 pounds 



Animator/holographe~ M. Henry Jones 
is at it again with his new filo 
extravaganza, tentatively titled 
"Brand New Cadillac." Featuring 
dramatic, limbo-lit black and white 
footage of NYC's Zantees performing 
this classic tune, it is spiced 
with a frenzy of wild color, as 
dancing teens (portrayed by Flesh
tones' Peter Zaremba, model Nina 
Bowles, notorious harp and sax mu
sician Gordon Spaeth, and BIKINI 
GIRL's own Deena Schwartzbaum) 
appear as psychedelic shadows 

rockin' against a white backdrop. 
The Zantees, well-known in the New 
York area for their competition 
versus Nervus Rex and Fleshtones 
at NYU's "Battle of the Bands," 
have completed studio recordings 
of enough songs for several 45s. 
Jones premiered his award~winning 
psychedelic photo-animation, "Soul 
City," at the Museum of Holography 
last February, and as usual is a 
whirlwind of productivity. He 
recently assisted in the design 
and production of the sleeve for 
the debut 45 by 
Fleshtones, "American Beat/Crit
ical List." "Soul City" is avail
able for rental or purchase from 
The American Federation of Arts, 
41 East 65th Street, New York, 
New York 10021. NOT TO BE MISSED! 
Photos shot on location in the 
studio of The School of Visual 
Arts in NYC are by Barr Masterson . 
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