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It takes a lot of endurance to make a name for yourself in a 
town like Portland. Too small to be on major-label radars 
but too big to be considered a place that you’d have to move 

miles away from to start a recording career, being a musician in 
Portland is somewhat of a Catch-22. 

If you use the phrase “Portland band” in a conversation, you are 
most likely referring to lesbians in sweaters. We’re fucking starv-
ing for a good band in the genre of something other than alt-indie-
whateverthefuck, and for purposes of showing attention to those 
going against the grain, I will be presenting three local hip-hop 
acts that have been making a name for themselves in a 
town that is anything but friendly to the genre.

Giving due credit to Lifesavas, Cool Nutz, Sandpeople, 
Oldominion, and U-Krew, there is virtually no hip-hop 
in Portland. Not to mention that Lifesavas seem to tour 
everywhere but the Northwest, Nutz’s neighborhood 
(responsible for his lyrical content) has been gentri-
fied, and the number of members in Oldominion and 
Sandpeople combined would exceed that of a Baldwin/
Sheen wedding, preventing the casual listener from 
becoming an overnight fan. 
U-Krew’s still around some-
where (*ahem*) but the 
booking agent’s been lazy.

“But Mr. Statutory, aren’t 
there any Portland-area rap-
pers left?”

Three. There are exactly 
three local artists that 
represent “da streets” to 
the fullest, all without using 
computer mics or money 
borrowed from their mother.

Mr. Majestyk
Everyone knows someone that fails to recognize their own potential. M-Wa 
Harris, AKA Mr Majestyk, is one of these people. I was first introduced to 
his now-defunct rock group years back, and after the band broke up, Mr 
Majestyk’s solo material was born. However, the dude is too fucking humble. 
As opposed to laziness, Majestyk suffers from failure to confidently self-
promote. Unlike yours truly (insert shameless Wombstretcha plug here), you 
wouldn’t know M-Wa was a musician unless you asked him.

But a rapper? Usually, “so-and-so-from-the-band’s rap project” sounds like 
a karaoke version of “Rapper’s Delight” done at a wedding reception. Mr 
Majestyk is the exact opposite, using old-school sampling techniques to make 
instantaneously infectious beats (on a physical desktop, not a Windows desk-
top) and delivering a lyrical style similar to Rakim circa “Follow the Leader.” 

Being as humble as he is, Mr Majestyk’s best songs aren’t on his MySpace 
(yet...*cough*), but the guy’s stage show always delivers. Again acting 
contradictory to typically cocky rappers, a calm, collected, and visibly stoned 
M-Wa usually hangs around the bar area of a venue before stepping onstage 
and delivering the most energetic hip-hop act you’ve since Public Enemy was 
around (yeah, I know they’re “still around,” but it’s hard to be a politically 
active band when half of you is setting back civil rights by ten years every 
week on VH-1). If you’re looking for an old-school hip-hop feel that respects 
roots while not delivering cheese or cliches, Mr Majestyk is your man. 

Chuck B. Fuck a Chuck D. (If you understood that, give yourself two points 
for being a film geek and a music nerd.)

Krazy K / Cryptic Ninja Records
Now that I’ve given credit to an artist that keeps it true to hip-hop roots, I’ll 
turn the tables and expose you to some shit that your mind will have a hard 
time comprehending. Krazy K (associated with the semi-defunct, semi-frag-
mented Cryptic Ninja Records) makes music that celebrates the darker, more 
horrific aspects of life. The catch? Krazy K doesn’t suck. K writes some damn 

original music, he’s a talented and interactive per-
former, and the production quality is unsurpassed 
by basement-dwelling peers. 

Before you even start thinking of the ICP 
crowd commonly associated with acts like Krazy 
K (and the endless MySpace clones spawned 
from Juggalo cliques), imagine for a second how 
much you knew about “acid rap” ten years ago. 
That’s when K got started. Call me crazy (pun 
suspended), but ten years of doing anything pretty 
much cements you as a veteran. Further, if you 
Google the words “punk” or “r&b,” you won’t 
find anything but garbage. Good music exists in 
typically shitty genres, but you have to look for the 
peanut in the turd. K is like a cashew in a pile of 
diarrhea.

The other thing that gets Krazy K a spot in the 
coolest free publication since Chick Tracts is his 
hustle. K has gained a reputation for being loyal 
to his fans (hundreds of free albums are passed 
out and paid for by K yearly) as well as to the 
game itself (even people that don’t like his music 

respect his gusto and hard work). It’s a shame that 
the only original acts these days either suck or are 
fronted by Mike Patton. Krazy K is a dark cloud on 
a drought.

Majr D
Haters.

Now that I’ve called most of you out, I gotta 
give a quick shoutout to the hustler in the local 

music scene. Majr D took the Master P route to local success and decided to 
plaster his name on every goddamned bus stop in Portland before even releas-
ing a single, took out ads on BET, collaborated with some of the best (E-40, 
Mac Dre, Spice1), and now it’s time that he gets a little back.

Majr D possesses a more laid-back and relaxed flow than most rappers, 
and although I’ve worked in more than one club that won’t allow him back 
in the door, he’s the most down-to-earth dude I’ve met in a while. It’s easy to 
ignore unknown bands, and it’s even easier to shrug off bands that seem pop-
ular. Given Majr D’s semi-overnight departure from Kinko’s to Clear Channel, 
the dude never got a chance to be seen as the DIY musician that he is. If 
you’ve got this article in your hands, take the time to check out some decent 
underground music while the “cool” kids stand outside the Holocene waiting 
to hear more Beaverton-area rap music.

myspace.com/crypticninjarecords
myspace.com/mrmajestyk
majrd.com/

MR MAJESTYK

KRAZY K

MAJR D
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January 2008

Happy New Year, Portland! If you’re reading this you’ve 
survived the holidays and are probably nursing that New 
Year’s Eve hangover you so righteously deserved. So the 

best way to cure what ails ya is to pick your-
self back up, get your ass off the couch, and 
start all over again by breaking every single 
resolution you pledged while you were wor-
shipping the porcelain gods. And of course, 
we’ll be here to guide you through the best 
way to go about that for the next 365 days as 
well. So let’s see what we have lined up for 
you this January….

IN THE CLUBS
The Dolphin clubs will be ringing in the 
New Year right with a New Year’s Party every weekend in January 
featuring a mystery prize raffle that will include full stereo sys-
tems, vacations for two, and couch dances from your favorite 
entertainer.

2008 is the Year of the Pin-Up girl at DV8, with a contest 
every Wednesday all year long with cash prizes, photo shoots, 
and much more. Check out their myspace page for details. You 
also won’t want to miss their 
“Panty Raid Saturday” on 
Jan. 19th @ 9pm with panty 
auctions all night long.

The Stars family has 
it going on as always 
this month starting with 
Safari Showclub, who 
will be hosting “The Men 
of Playgirl” Monday, Jan. 
14th @ 8pm. Other treats 
in store for you this month 
at Safari include live bands 
every Saturday, “Prime Time Dimez” featuring R&B artists and 
feature entertainers every Thursday hosted by J.Mack, Tightwad 
Tuesdays with discounted items all night long, and Suspension 
Sundays start on January 13th, where you can see performers sus-
pend themselves in true fetish fashion. 

Stars Beaverton will also be featuring “The Men of Playgirl” 
on Sunday, Jan. 13th, plus “Funny Fridays and Fights,” featuring 
comedians from The Shades of Laugh All-Star Tour all month 
long, plus an oil-wrestling contest championship on Friday, Jan. 
25th and “THE GODS” Egyptian Themed Party on Saturday, Jan. 
26th with fantasy sets, magic, tarot card readings, exotic foods, 
and something divine…prizes, jewelry, trip, and more! Enter to 
win a chance to be pharaoh for the night. And don’t forget to “Fly 
with the Stars” as they give away airline ticket coupons every 
night in January for the New Year.

And ladies, your last chance to catch “The Men of Playgirl” 
goes down on Tuesday, Jan. 15th at Stars Salem, where you can 
also check out “Remix Thursdays” putting a new spin on your 
favorite rock classics. Also on the rotation this month, Ashcroft 
Motorcycles and M.O.B. Inc. will be presenting “Good Girls 
Gone Bad,” featuring BMC motorcycles.

The Dream On Saloon’s 
“Regular Dream Contest” continues, 
and all ladies are welcome to enter 
by working three shifts between 
January 1st-January 25th, which 
will automatically enter you for 
your chance to win up to $175 on 
Saturday, Jan. 26th. 

Hotties invites you to Amateur 
Night Sundays featuring 2-for-1 
drinks (except energy drinks) with 
paid cover on Tuesdays and Music 
Industry Night Wednesdays, where 

local bands can come in and get your demo played and get the 
chance to meet some producers and label reps while you’re 
enjoying the view.

Join the gang at Jody’s Bar and Grill for the NFL playoffs 
for the first three weekends in January, featuring absolutely crazy 
specials from 7am-6pm. Over at the Pallas, it’s the “Lucky You 7 
Year Anniversary Party” with Part One on Friday, Jan. 25th and 

Part Two on Saturday, Jan. 26th @ 9pm with free 
stuff and giveaways all night long. And Cabaret II 
will be offering feature shows all month long for your 
exotic pleasures.

ELSEWHERE…
Pussycats (formerly Romeo’s V.I.P. Club, Salem) 
will be celebrating their grand opening of their Albany 
location with specially priced shows at $30 for 30 
minutes all month long. Doors open for business on 
January 1st. Also, Sheer Sensations is offering sexy 

new erotic shows for the New Year.
A very special thanks to Taboo Video for being our exclusive 

Exotic Christmas Party sponsor. They’ll be showing their love to 
you as well, with 20 rentals for $20 throughout the month 
of January. 

Looking for a night to remember? Call Celebrity Mercedes-
Benz Service, an affordable 24-hour service by a qualified 
chauffeur offering the best in private luxury transportation. 
The perfect solution to your driver needs! Give them a call at 
(503) 887-3111 for more info.

That’s all for this month, you naughty bastards; enjoy the show 
and we’ll catch ya in February with a whole new lineup of sinful 
pleasures. For now, I need to get back to nursing that hangover 
and finding out where in the hell my pants ended up.
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I know it’s a long shot, but given the remote pos-
sibility that anyone who’s reading this is gullible 
and unstable, I need to open this article with a 
fawning disclaimer 
that I DON’T WANT 
ANYONE TO 
KILL HILLARY 
CLINTON. My aim 
is NOT to encourage 
any wannabe John 
Hinckleys or Arthur 
Bremers or Lee Harvey 
Oswalds out there to 
strap up their Army 
boots, polish their 
rifles, and go blow 
off her little blonde 
head. It is for legal and 
ethical reasons—well, 
mainly legal ones—that I feel compelled to clarify 
this. I suspect that our former First Lady and 
potential next Commander-in-Chief is a litigious, 
ruthless, humorless, vindictive control freak who, 
if she becomes president, will seek to classify even 
the mildest criticism of Her Royal Highness as 
terroristic hate speech, so I need to cover my ass 
here. So don’t kill her, OK? In his boundless wis-
dom, God will one day come along and snuff her.

The only reason that I say “Hillary Clinton Must 
Die” is because, after years and years of observing 
her in action, her death would be the only thing 
that would truly convince me she’s a human being. 
Mortality is the most indelible part of the human 
condition, and death would finally reveal 
her as a mere mortal instead of, say, a 
Machiavellian Castration Robot invented 
by evil feminist scientists.

My distaste for her has very little to do 
with the tight-lipped shrew’s political pol-
icies, because I haven’t bothered to study 
them, although I’d assume they’re some 
predictable mishmash of sheltered leftism 
typically endemic to wealthy whites who 
need to at least appear compassionate in order 
to assuage their inner guilt for being spoiled 
social parasites.

She’s for universal healthcare, is she? Strike 
one. We need a lot MORE people to get sick and 
die—the sooner, the better.

She’s for open immi-
gration? Strike two. 
We should have built 
a hundred-foot-wall 
around the country fifty 
years ago and sealed it 
with waterproof bathtub 
caulking. Hypocritical 
Hillary is far too rich 
to be forced to live in 
neighborhoods alongside 
recent immigrants. She is 
an egalitarian on paper, 
but in practice and per-
sonal style, she’s the worst 
breed of elitist. What was 
the name of that book 

she wrote—In Africa, It Takes a Village to Raise 
a Child, Because the Kid’s Deadbeat Dad Skipped 
Town? What the fuck would an ultra-wealthy 
white lawyer know about African villages?

She’s for women’s rights? Strike three. The law 
and public sympathy are lopsided in women’s 
favor as it is, as evidenced by the fact that she 
still thrives as a presidential contender. No male 
candidate could get away with repeatedly assault-
ing their spouse…or looking so undeniably men-
tal in picture after picture…or for appearing so 
foolish and/or untruthful during a national mari-
tal scandal. Hillary bitch-slapped Bill because 

she knew he cheated on her, 
all while telling the media 
that it was a lie concocted 
by a “vast right-wing con-
spiracy.” But deep down, 
she knew it was her old, 
wrinkled womb, cold as the 
Yukon, that drove Bill away.

I didn’t even like Bill 
Clinton until I heard he got 

a blowjob from Monica Lewinsky while eating a 
slice of pizza and conducting presidential busi-
ness over the phone. But Bill is Hillary’s perfect 

counterpoint, and he illustrates a president’s 
true role—he or she should be someone who 
is charming, warm, and who inspires a ripple 
effect of confidence among the electorate.

If you truly understand that the REAL 
government is the tag team of the IRS and 
the Federal Reserve, you’d realize that a 
president’s main job is symbolic. Presidents 
are supposed to make people feel better. 
Hillary Clinton couldn’t even keep her own 
husband happy.

The idea that a female leader would be 
more compassionate and peaceful than a 
male ignores recent history, where global 
Über-cunts such as Margaret Thatcher, Indira 
Gandhi, and Golda Meir eagerly sent their 

nation’s young boys off to war. It ignores ancient 
history, where bloodthirsty Goddess cultures rou-
tinely slaughtered male infants and made lifelong 
slaves of the ones they didn’t kill. Speaking of 
ancient history, my grade-school teachers were 
predominantly nuns, so I have an acute sense of 
what it’s like to live under female authority. Ever 
had a female boss? OK, then.

It’s always a bad idea to give women too much 
power—but ESPECIALLY scorned women. One 
would assume that Hillary is also postmeno-
pausal. Great. She’s a husky-cunted harridan 
whose desirability was publicly mocked by her 
husband’s flagrant indiscretions. We’re going to 
give a sexually humiliated woman control over 
the world’s largest arsenal?

Beware, fellas—if elected, she will pursue every 
means to snatch away your freedom to masturbate 
as you see fit—perhaps the most fundamental 

freedom of all. She’ll get in office, bask in her new-
found power as if it were a luxurious bubble bath, 
start thinking about Paula Jones and Gennifer 
Flowers and Monica Lewinsky, and then seek legal 
recourse to prevent every American male from 
ever seeking sexual satisfaction again. Women 
have historically been the primary force behind 
censorship. They like to ban what they can’t 
control, especially when it involves women more 
attractive than they are.

But you don’t have to be a misogynist to hate 
Hillary Clinton. At the very least, a female leader 
should display the sort of protective caring instinct 
with which women are allegedly endowed at birth. 
Hillary Clinton doesn’t seem as if she cares about 
anything beyond her own bald drive for power. 
She walks around as if her vagina is as cold and 
steely as a pair of toenail clippers.

Hillary Clinton is a big steaming pile of 
Democrap.

We, as a nation, should quickly get over-the-
Hillary.

Voting for her would be a huge Presi-don’t.
Cast your ballot against her, lest she strangle 

the world to death with the vengeful muscles of 
her bitter vagina.

mainly legal ones—that I feel compelled to clarify 

gration? Strike two. 
We should have built 
a hundred-foot-wall 
around the country fifty 
years ago and sealed it 
with waterproof bathtub 
caulking. Hypocritical 
Hillary is far too rich 
to be forced to live in 
neighborhoods alongside 
recent immigrants. She is 
an egalitarian on paper, an egalitarian on paper, an egalitarian on paper, 
but in practice and per-but in practice and per-but in practice and per-
sonal style, she’s the worst sonal style, she’s the worst 
breed of elitist. What was breed of elitist. What was 
the name of that book the name of that book 

freedom of all. She’ll get in office, bask in her new-

 compassionate in order 

she knew he cheated on her, she knew he cheated on her, 
all while telling the media all while telling the media 
that it was a lie concocted that it was a lie concocted 
by a “vast right-wing con-
spiracy.” But deep down, 
she knew it was her old, 
wrinkled womb, cold as the 
Yukon, that drove Bill away.

Clinton until I heard he got 
a blowjob from Monica Lewinsky while eating a 
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As we go into 2008, I would like to wish 
all my readers a Happy New Year! Thanks 
for all the love you all have given me, and 
this year I will continue to keep it 100% 
real! Big ups also to all my family at the 
magazine for dominating the game and 
remaining #1 in the Northwest! This year 
it’s on 4Real!  To all the Honeys that I’ve 
featured in 2007, much love and thanks for 
helping my column shine! Pop a bottle with 
me, puff-puff, pass it, and let’s kick it 
off…

First Up…“Prime Time 
Thursdayz”
Since I kicked it off at Safari about a month 
ago, it’s been on and crackin’ in a major way! 
One of the things that I love to do is give notoriety to 
local artists that don’t often get a chance to showcase 
their skillz. Meezilini of 2Real Records came 
and rocked the spot as well as my boy Fast 
Livin’. One Thursday I had one of the town’s 
hottest and flyest female rappers rip it up on 
the main stage! Her name is JKronic, and her 
new album On The Grind is packed with heat! 
She had given me one of her CDs a while 
back, and after checkin’ it out, I had to put her 
on! JKronic performed a track called “Friday 
Night” off her new album, and she remixed 
it to “Thursday Night” just for me. She will be 
appearing again this month on the 24th, so if you 
missed her last time, make sure you check out her 
next performance. To get a copy of her music, 
go to cdbaby.com/jkronic. This chick brings 
it 4real, man!  People really get their money’s 
worth on Thursdayz at the Safari, because there’s 
nothing else like it goin’ on in the city. You can’t go 
anywhere else in Portland and see live music and 
the sexiest strippers in town all on the same 
stage!  Not only that—the bartenders 
and the waitresses got it goin’ on 
as well! I even brought back 
the dollar dances to keep it 
poppin’ even more. If you or 
someone you know might be 
interested in performing at the 
Safari Showclub on Thursday 
nights, hit me up at myspace.com/
mrjmack, and I’ll give you the particulars 
on everything. Right now I’m trying to book artists that currently have 
CDs out. I am also looking for the ones that truly know how to rock 
the crowd! Get at me and I’ll see y’all on Thursdayz at Safari! Big 
ups to Matt and thanks for the opportunity, man!

Next Up…“Alpha Male 503”
This is the name of one of the fastest-growing promotional com-
panies to hit the N.W. in a long time. It consists of Jerry “J. P.” 
Peterson, William “Big Dubb” Travis III, Ivy Keller, and yours truly. 
Every person in the company has promoted many separate events 
throughout the years. To have us all on the same team has been 
an amazing ride! Currently we have been promoting 42 Black 
Social Lounge on Thursdays through Saturdays. We have also 
hired some of the best security in town to keep our patrons safe 
and comfortable at our events. If you happen to read this before 
January 1st, make sure you check out our New Year’s Party! For 
more info, go to myspace.com/alphamale503, and you can peep 

where we’re at. It will be on and crackin’ until 6 AM with 
food and live entertainment. The party’s theme is “The 
Adult Industry New Year’s Jump-Off!” We’re inviting all 
lingerie models, dancers, bar staff, and club managers 
to come ring in 2008 with us! I will be hosting the event 
along with the “Prime Time Dimes,” which is our very own 
all-female street team! Hope 2 see U there!

The Queen of Hip-Hop-Soul is Back
Mary J. Blige is back with a brand-new album and 
shows why she remains the Queen of Hip-Hop-Soul! Mary 

J. has been puttin’ it down for years with chart-top-
ping jointz album after album. On her new release 

Growing Pains, she entices everyone to hit the dance 
floor! Keep on bringin’ it, baby! Much love and contin-

ued success! 

Live on Stage
Atlantic Recording artist Lupe Fiasco will be bringing his innova-
tive style to the Roseland Theater on January 10th, 2008. He also 
has just released a new album entitled Lupe Fiasco’s The Cool, 
and it’s packed with 19 new heaters. Tickets are on sale now at 
ticketswest.com for $20, so make sure you get yours today! 

DJ Spotlight
This month it shines on a cat that knows how to keep it crackin’, 
plus he’s also good people! We have had the opportunity 

to host a variety of different functions in 2007, and I look 
forward to settin’ it off again in 2008 with my partner in 
crime, DJ Justin! Keep it hot, fam, and congrats on being 
in the “Whatz Crackin’ DJ Spotlight” for January 2008. I’ll 
see you at the club! 

Cathie’s Lingerie 
If you didn’t receive a goodie bag at my last party, make 

sure you’re at the next one! I’ll be giving away 
some real cool adult 
gifts courtesy of 
Cathie’s. The great 
people at Cathie’s 
have always shown 
support to us local 
promoters in Portland, 
and I just want to say 
thanks! Check them 
out at 8201 SE Powell, 
or call 503.771.9979. 
Much love, y’all!

Honey of the 
Month
This month’s winner is the supa-dupa diva, the amazing Jada! 
Her 2008 calendar will soon be out, and later this year look for 
her to appear as one of Eye Candy’s new models. Her birthday is 
on the 30th, so make sure you show her some love! 

To my other sponsors—Brian of 503girls.com, The Prime 
Time Dimes, and Heaven’s Closet—thanks for another fly 
year! 2008 is ours!

Until next month, y’all keep it crackin’!

One Love,
J.Mack

J.MACK 
& DJ 

JUSTIN

JADA
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Understanding the human 
compulsion to create yearly 
“Best Of” lists is a science 
in itself. In fact, these rating 
systems rank up there with 
asking questions like, “Why 
does the bellybutton stink?” 
Fortunately for you, I’m not 
one to challenge the stupid-
ity in this world; it’s much 
more fun to let it exist. On 
that note, as decided by a 
group of important decid-
ers, here are the year’s top 
�0 pop lyrics. 
 
�0. Hilary Duff 
– Outside of You 
For anything to survive
It needs love and light to grow
I could be something beautiful

As a great mentor once told me, 
you always need your B-girls, 
so excuse this yawn; she makes 
everyone else look hysterical. 
Apparently there is no such thing 
as an albino Hilary. Reading 
through Duff’s lyrics, you will soon 
learn that it’s actually very hard to 
find something to throw on this list 
because, quite frankly, the major-
ity of her songs make you want 
to slit your throat from boredom. 

1�. Goldfrapp –
Lovely � C U
La, lovely 2 C U
La, lovely 2 C U

I’m not sure when numbers and 
letters became words in this 
world, and I’m not sure if I like 
it. Perhaps “2 C U” should be 
entered in competition against 
Merriam-Webster’s word of the 
year: w00t. Please tell us how to 
pronounce 2 or 0, OK? What 
would you call this language of 
number-words? Numlish?

1�. Diddy – Tell Me
Do that shit do that shit do it

Anyone need to go to the bath-
room?

1�. Celine Dion – Map 
to My Heart 
I cry for no reason
I laugh at awkward moments 

Oh no she di-int. Yes, she 
did. Finally the core of Dion is 
defined. We all knew it; Dion just 
finally admitted to it.

1�. Gwen Stefani 
– Wind it Up
High on a hill was a lonely
     goatherd
Lay-ee-odl-lay-ee-odl-
     lay-hee-hoo
Yodel back with the girl
     and goatherd
Lay-ee-odl-lay-ee-odl-oo
 
What the fuck?

1�. Fall Out Boy – The 
Carpal Tunnel of Love
And we might’ve started
     singing just a little soon
We’re throwing stones at a
     glass moon

What’s worse than clichés? 
Modified clichés.

1�. Pussycat Dolls 
(feat. Snoop Dogg) 
– Buttons
What’s crackalacking 

Only Snoop is allowed to make 
up words like crackalacking, just 
so you know. 

1�. T-Pain – I’m in Love 
With a Stripper
I’m in love with a stripper

Is that even possible?

1�. Lil Jon – Aww Skeet 
Skeet
a skeet skeet skeet skeet, makes 
love to his wife and gets that 
skeet skeet skeet skeet skeet, 
sorry bout that da skeet skeet 
skeet (what) skeet skeet skeet 
cant say, you can’t say skeet 
on the radio, da skeet skeet 
skeet skeet skeet, my man u 
can’t say skeet on the radio 
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OK, if you know what skeet 
skeet means, this is precious to 
you. Wait, you want to know? 
Skeeting means busting a nut.

11. Carrie Underwood 
– The More Boys I 
Meet 
The more boys I meet, the 
more I love my dog 

Visions of bestiality come to 
mind. Under dogwood, maybe. 

10. Chris Brown
featuring T-Pain – 
Kiss Kiss
I’m the epitome of this
   demonstration
I got the remedy you
   feeling me
So why is you hating?
And my anatomy is birdlike
Yeah you heard right 

We need to see what a bird 
penis looks like now. 

�. Rihanna – Umbrella
You can stand under my
    umbrella
(hey hey hey hey hey hey hey)

Rihanna captured our heart with 
this metaphor of love. But what 
does it even mean?

�. Lil Wayne – 
Upgrade U
Bitch holla it is Lil Weezy
They cannot see me they are
     like Stevie
I am Barrington like Levy
I circle your house like
     Bee-Bee
Colder than the he-be-
    gee-bees

What does a Bee-Bee and Stevie 
have in common? Lil Wayne 
getting beat up by Nazi women 
activists while eating a Krispy 
Kreme donut in Hollygrove after 
he accidentally shot himself in 
the chest. OK, but he really did 
accidentally shoot himself in the 
chest. 

�. Beyonce – 
Irreplaceable
To the left to the left
to the left to the left
to the left to the left (mmm)

It’s amazing that the majority of 
the population can be sucked 
up by such simplistic phrases 
that mean so little. It’s almost like 
getting AIDS from a clinic. But 
what we really need to know 
is—what’s to the right!?

�. J-Lo – Do It Well
Boy you do it, do it
You do it, do it
You’re doin’ it well

You’re getting sleepy, very sleepy. 
You see the pattern.

�. Kanye West  
– Stronger
You could be my black Kate
     Moss tonight
Play secretary I’m the boss
     tonight
And you don’t give a fuck what
     they all say right?
Awesome, the Christian in
     Christian Dior

Way to show those black 
females more of their ever-grow-
ing empowerment from the rap 
and hip-hop industry. 

�. Avril Lavigne –
The Best Damn Thing 
Give me an A (always give me
     what I want)
Give me a V (be very very
     good to me)
R (are you gonna treat me
     right)
I (I can put up a fight)
Give me an L (let me hear
     you scream loud)

I was under the impression that 
Lavigne was older than 8, yet 
here I am disproved by her 
acrostic name poem. 

�. Fergie (feat. 
Ludacris) – Glamorous
Brotha gotta keep enough

lettuce to support your
shoe fetish. 

Luda rhymes fetish and lettuce 
and at the same time uses let-
tuce as a synonym for money. 
GENIUS (really). 

�. Soulja Boy – Crank 
Dat Soulja Boy
Superman dat ho

It’s hard to pick just ONE line 
from this song (it’s all pure 
songwriting bliss). But repetition 
always conquers, and after hear-
ing this lyric for the 50th time, it 
stands out among the rest. What 
ho doesn’t want to be super-
manned? Who wouldn’t enjoy 
getting steel-cocked faster than 
a speeding bullet and pumped 
more powerful than a locomo-
tive? 

1. R. Kelly – In the 
Closet 
He looks at the closet
I pull out my Beretta
He walks up to the closet
He comes up to the closet
Now he’s at the closet
Now he’s opening the closet 

OK, you know this list wouldn’t 
be beautiful without this gem, 
and we all know it is number one 
every year and this year there’s 
10 new chapters. What rhymes 
with closet? Oh yeah, closet. 

Maybe these artists can’t 
take the full blame and fiery 
wrath of our silent innards; 
in fact, the majority of 
them are not even talented 
enough to write their own 
songs. It must be the work 
of slimy little insectlike 
aliens who are trying to 
slowly drain the power of 
our collective brains. Yet if 
there is some search for a 
moral it has to be the age-
old question, “Why the hell 
are we making this shit so 
damn popular?”
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• HELP WANTED •

Now Auditioning Dancers!
Southeast Portland’s Favorite Club

Sassy’s - Call 503-231-1606
Auditions Daily 12-4pm

Dancers Wanted
at Portland’s Hottest Clubs

Call for shifts at Club 205, DV8,
Nicolai St. Club, Riverside Corral
No Agency Fees. No House Fees.

No Stage Fees!
503-960-5865

Boom Boom Room...
Classy exotic dance club on

upscale SW Barbur Blvd.
Seeking top-quality dancers.

Call Kylee 503-407-5931

pussycats lingerie modeling
Salem Models: 503-853-4575
Other Inquiries: 503-990-9809

Highest Tips In Industry.
Models And Managers Needed.

No Experience Necessary.
Training Provided. Lincoln City, Eugene,

Bend Locations Coming Soon.

HIRING DANCERS!!
Female owned and operated.

Call 503-901-1101 or 503-261-1111
Make big money and have fun!!

18 yrs. and up.

DANCERS
18+, No Exp. Necessary,

Auditions Everyday. Instant Cash $$$,
Clean, Safe Work Environment
No Agency Fees, No Bullshit.

Make Your Own Schedule!
Call 503-318-5939

AUDITIONS
for Dante’s Sinferno Cabaret & Vaudeville... 

Tuesday evenings 6pm-9pm
@ Dante’s (1 SW 3rd Ave.) 

503.226.6630 for more info

ENTERTAINERS WANTED!
Looking for ladies 21+ years old.

Fun place to work with lots of perks.
Call Holladay for auditions

(503) 481-0958

Rooster’s
Dancers Wanted

No experience necessary. Easygoing 
environment, $5 shift fees and very
flexible scheduling. Soon to be 18+. 

For auditions/booking
Call Melody @ (971) 227-8050

or (503) 289-1351

Hiring Bar Staff
Stars Cabaret Salem

Call (503) 370-8063
OR message us at

www.myspace.com/starscabaret 

Hot, Sexy & Responsible?
We want you! Busy lingerie

modeling shop high quality clientele. 
Lots of $$$ – Call 888-859-4100 

DANCERS & LINGERIE MODELS

Sick of the same ol’ shit? Tired of all 
the drama? If you’re beautiful, 
determined and dependable,

we have your $$$ waiting!

starline entertainment
503.909.2065

CLASSIFIEDS
for advertising information call 503.804.4479

The nile
is a new Eugene club that is currently 

seeking entertainers 18 & over to come 
earn some great money. We welcome 

walk-ins or feel free to call
(541) 688-1869

attractive ladies 18 & over!!!
Think you might have what it takes

for a lucrative dancing career? 
Consistently make up to $300 on a

daily basis. We can help get you 
started and learn as you earn. Take
advantage of our active advertising.

503.692.3655 Mon-Sat after 3pm

Tommy’s Too NEW OWNER!
10335 SE Foster Rd.

Auditions Daily. Minors Welcome.
(503) 774-5220

503girls.com WANTS YOU!
NOW HIRING NUDE MODELS

& PROMOTIONAL GIRLS
Dancers & Lingerie models

advertise your schedule for free.
We also build custom web sites.

Call (503) 481-5012
Visit 503girls.com or myspace/503girls

• MISCELLANEOUS •
cash guaranteed
$200 min per shoot.

Adult modeling opportunities
(Playboy, Hustler, Barely Legal, Vivid, & More)
Apply online: purepinkproductions.com

or call (503) 927-6666

hot local singles
Real People - Real Dates
Listen & Respond FREE!
  Portland 503-525-2400

Seattle 206-877-7777
Find Your # 888-634-2628

FREE Code 7183
1-888-MegaMates.com, 18+

for sale: presley’s playhouse cabaret
High traffic, Salem, Oregon. 

Business 400K - 175K down.
Lease or property available.

Everything new, video lottery.
(503) 507-5277

Happier endings!!!
Hot Sex With Hot Babes!

Sign-Up For FREE & Get Laid Tonight!
www.SexSearchOR.com

$ $

ADVERTISE HERE
503-804-4479
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Although I think it would be very, very 
funny if we were actually to invade and 
forcefully subjugate Canada, I’m actually somewhat seri-
ous when I say that we should at least consider doing so.

We can annex the Canadian territories peacefully or by 
force, and I must state for the record that I’d prefer it be by 
force if for no other reason than the personal amusement 
and emotional satisfaction it would bring me.

Even though we hear endless propaganda about how 
Canucks are our happy-go-lucky trade partners who share 
the world’s longest undefended border with us, I believe 
it’s in our nation’s best interest to storm the ��th parallel 
and make Canada our �1st state.

I realize that the idea of invading Our Boring Neighbor 
to the North has been a comic device in films such as 
Canadian Bacon and the South Park movie. It has also 
been suggested in essays you can find all over the Net, 

ranging in intent from completely satirical to rabidly lit-
eral. So I’m by no means claiming that my idea is original. 
However, I like to believe that no man alive is able to artic-
ulate the reasons we should do this better than I can.

Invading Canada and immediately enslaving its inhabit-
ants would be a good thing for the following reasons...

REASON #1: We can get the fuck out of the Middle East and 
let them eat each other alive over there.
Canada’s oil reserves are second only to Saudi Arabia’s. Rolling 
right over Canada would be much quicker and less complicated 
than the current war in the Middle East, where our endless med-
dling over oil only further serves to stir the wrath of the blood-
thirsty Mohammedan hordes.

There are 1.2 billion Muslims worldwide.
There are only 33 million or so people in Canada.
It’s much less risky to piss off the Canadians.

What are they going to
throw at us—beer bottles
and snowballs?

The rest of the world 
wouldn’t really CARE as much 
if we invaded Canada, because, 
like us, the rest of the world 
doesn’t really care about 
Canada generally or even think 
about it that much.

REASON #�: Canadians 
accuse us of being a racist 
country, although America 
is far more diverse than 
Canada. By annexing 
Canada, we can use the 
almighty force of law to 
make it the Land of Diversity 
its current inhabitants 
desire it to be.
When Canadians criticize 
America, they rarely do so in 
terms of cultural, scientific, 
and global accomplishments, 
because they obviously can’t 
compete with us on those
levels. So they’ll take the

wouldn’t really CARE as much 

When Canadians criticize 
America, they rarely do so in 

because they obviously can’t 
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predictable route and blame us for all the supposed racism run-
ning wild through the streets here.

It’s so easy to judge from atop the frozen sidelines, isn’t it? It’s 
tres facile for you to sit up there amid heaping mounds of snow-
balls and potatoes and condemn us, isn’t it?

But let’s look at the numbers:
In 2006, there were nearly eight million more black people 

living in the USA than there were total people living in all of 
Canada.

In 2006, there were 12.7 million more Hispanics living in the 
USA than there were total people living in all of Canada.

In 2006, there were almost five million more foreign-born 
people living in the USA than there were total people living in all 
of Canada.

Remember—Canada is actually larger than the USA. It’s second 
in size only to Russia. Surely, if they’re so serious about multicul-
turalism, they’d have room for some of these people.

There are currently—what?—an estimated five or so black peo-
ple living in Canada, and they are officially known by their street 
name, “The Toronto Raptors.”

Canada hosts nearly four times as many Asians as they do 
blacks, and they ain’t got many Asians.

You need more than one race to be a racist country. You can’t 
lecture anyone about racism when you haven’t at least had an 
honest chance to be racist.

Being that Canadians are generally as white as their winters, 
their anti-racism rings a little hollow. Basically, the scope of their 
cultural diversity extends to a tolerance of the French—the worst 
of all possible groups to tolerate.

But still they yammer about our tragic legacy of slavery, immor-
talized in the Steven Spielberg film Amistad. You probably didn’t 
know that Canadians practiced slavery, too. It was abolished in 
Canada not by the Canadians, but by the British Crown—in 1834. 
Wow. You beat us to the punch by 31 years, and no one gives you 
any credit for it. That sucks.

I’m going to gingerly raise the possibility that Canada’s terrain 
and climate weren’t exactly hospitable to a profitable slave-plan-
tation economy. Their farming season is, what—one week in mid-
July? What would slaves do in Canada, anyway—go ice-fishing?

What’s most ironic is that Canadian public affairs and media 
are rife with a clearly articulated anti-Americanism that in any 
other context would be classified as bigotry. In a real sense they 
are largely and openly prejudiced against Americans, the only 
other quasi-ethnic group they’ve really ever had to deal with in 
large numbers. Their cold bronchial lungs blow a predictably icy 
blast of anti-Americanism that is both convenient and hypocriti-
cal. At times it seems as if a smug anti-Americanism is the defin-
ing part of their culture.

How many times will these jealous frozen knobs see fit to criti-
cize our socially complex nation until we see fit to attack them?

Here’s what I propose: After forcibly annexing Canada and tak-
ing its oil, we immediately transport one-half of America’s non-
white population there, as well as any whites who wish to go.

We take your oil, and you receive a huge chunk of the diversity 
you deem to be so precious from afar.

Let CANADA take the tired, the poor, the weary, the dysfunc-
tional, and the smelly for a change.

There’d be no more Manitoba or Saskatchewan or Alberta, if 
those places ever really existed in the first place. It’d be one big 
fat frozen welfare state called “Canada,” and we’d use it like the 
Russians use Siberia.

I also propose the immediate and earnest construction of a 
Repopulation Superhighway leading between Mexico and the new 
American state of Canada.

By annexing Canada, I need to make clear that I am not pro-
posing that we unify all of North America into one nation. I 
can’t see the benefit of invading Mexico. No one is moving there. 
They’re all moving here. Let’s keep it an uninterrupted flow 
from Mexico north to Canada. Let’s build a Human Habitrail 
leading directly from Matamoros to Ottawa.

Hello, People of the Ice? Open up your hearts, because we’re 
sending millions of your beloved People of the Sun your way.

REASON #3: Canadians are boring.
Canada is a majestic land of unspoiled natural wonderment, but 
the human beings who inhabit it bear absolutely no responsibility 
for that fact.

Instead, Canadians themselves have brought nothing of 
beauty—whether it be literary, musical, cinematic, cultural, or 
philosophical—with which to complement the magnificent natural 
backdrop that frames their dull, ugly existence.

Go to wikipedia’s “Famous Canadians” page if you want a good 
laugh. Scroll down and down and down past names you’ve never 
heard and will probably never hear again if you don’t make a 
conscious decision to do so. Of the few names you actually HAVE 
heard, nearly all of them had the good sense to move to America 
once they made a name for themselves.

During the days of the British Empire, Canada is apparently 
where the Crown decided to send all its boring people.

Think about it—these are people so innately exciting, they pick 
a fucking LEAF as their national symbol.

A fucking LEAF.
You were too cowardly and weak to rebel against the British 

Empire, and you still haven’t officially wrested yourself away from 
the Queen’s saggy teat.

You have no culture because you never really had the balls or 
ingenuity to invent yourself like America did. You’ve had your 
unimaginative baby mouth glued entirely to England’s mossy tit 
until very, very recently.

Face it, Canada—you’re just a former British colony that never 
amounted to much. You’re Pete Best, and we’re The Beatles.

Americans don’t know much about Canada because there isn’t 
much to know.

Canada has an inferiority complex for a good reason. It’s infe-
rior.

We’re not culturally imperialistic—we just HAVE a culture, and 
your lack of one causes ours to fill the vacuum you’ve created with 
your own unoriginality.

You hate us because we get all the attention. But if there was 
anything about Canadian culture that was remotely interesting or 
innovative or that inspired emulation, the world would have rec-
ognized it by now.

You’re a weirdo tribe of people so out of your fucking minds, 
you caught a distant glimpse of the Northern Lights and thought 
that a place NORTH OF MINNESOTA would be a hospitable 
environment to raise anything but a family of polar bears. You 
beheld a frozen, dismal, Arctic hell, and you said, “Yeah—THIS is 
where I’m gonna lay down roots!”

You’ll notice that not too many people followed you.
I’ve HAD IT with Canada.
Fuck a Canuck.
Canada, I’m all for bannin’ ya.
I don’t even like Canadian bacon. I always order the Sausage & 

Egg McMuffin instead.
Canadians aren’t all bad, though. I admire George Chuvalo and 

Stompin’ Tom Connors.
Of course you’ve never heard of them.
They’re Canadian.
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Dear Bottom Line,
I am a dancer, and my boyfriend of three months keeps telling 
me that he wants me to stop dancing because his friends go to 
clubs a lot and he doesn’t want them to see me naked. I have 
been thinking about not dancing because I am not making much 
money, anyway. I don’t have experience doing much else because 
it is all I have ever done since I was 18. What should I do?
Thank you,
M. L., Seattle

Wildflower’s Response:
Dear M. L.,
Remember why you started dancing in the first place. You 
belong to you and no one else. If your boyfriend is uncom-
fortable with you being naked or dancing around his friends, 
then he needs to take a look at why it bothers him and then 
deal with it. This is your job and your body. If you need to 
make more money, then try a new club or read up on sales 
techniques. If you don’t have other work experience, take on 
a part-time job in a field that interests you, or take a class to 
broaden your skill set. Exotic dance is great way to grow per-
sonally and build more financial security, but all firm asses will 
eventually sag, plump breasts turn pruny, and crow’s feet are 
no joke. Unless you plan on tapping into the granny fetish porn 
industries, remember the brand of beauty that is in a stripper’s 
fantasy world is fleeting. 
Wildflower Power to ya,
Wildflower

Pantera’s Response:
Dear M. L.,
If I could remember how many guys I’ve broken up with 
because they said that to me! You wouldn’t ask him to get new 
friends or a new job, would you? I’ll bet you were a dancer 
when you guys got together. Being with someone is about mold-
ing as one. The lifestyles fit, the personalities agree, as do the 
common interests and future goals. It works because it does. Of 
course, every relationship has varying degrees of problems, and 
people deal with it in their own way. It only took three months 
for him to find something he didn’t like about you. The J-O-B 
aspect of your life is your decision. He should accept you for 
what you have chosen for yourself. This, in the overall picture, 
is what love is all about.

Take Wildflower’s advice about learning new techniques to 
build your earning potential and get yourself educated. I hope 
you have more interest in life than 7” heels, lap dances, and 
sling thongs. You have your whole life to meet Prince Charming; 
live a little before you do. 
Keep on Swingin’,
Pantera

*We are in no way, shape, or form people you should 
actually listen to. This is by no means a knowledgeable 
medical-advice column. We’re simply two gals in the land of 
confusion with everybody else, passing on pearls of wisdom 
as we see them.)
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