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~THIS '\/5 A v ROUGH DRAFT
Porn Potato #11 /

Ilustrations: man looking in mirror and seeing Porn Potato’s reflection, graph of sexual
intensity (from flick), “orgasmometer” (also from movie), some captured stills, and
Daliesque mustache to go with shaving instructional.

Pullquotes: quote from the Tempest, glossary of British turns.

We don’t duck difficult questions here at DPN, but there’s one that’s come around
lately that’s downright disturbing, “Which one of you guys is Porn Potato?” Porn Potato is
shocked and saddened that his nature is not more obvious. However, rather than succumbing
to his anxiety and commit suicide in a Pringles factory, he’ll try to explain himself.

You see, the question is not really one of who is Porn Potato, but rather who Porn Potato
is. Porn Potato is an amalgam of all of your hopes, fears, fetishes, and petty vanities. He is
your id made flesh (or vegetable), channeled by one or more of the esteemed editors for
each issue. In other words, Porn Potato is no further away than the reflection in your
bathroom mirror, and no less real than the flickering blue light from your TV screen. Best
of all, none of this requires any greater willing suspension of disbelief than, say, opera.
After all, do you really believe in a pornworld where all high school coaches are hunky and
devoid of pot bellies, where all buttholes are naturally depilated and prelubricated, and
where everybody seems to be a virgin? Then you believe in Porn Potato. However, all this
discussion about veracity has Porn Potato curious, let’s try something a little different and
review a piece of non-fiction for a change: Erotic Choices, a Guide to Better Gay Sex, a flick
from the United ngdom

The video opens in the decayed elegance of the Ada,ms Family’s hvmg room, with
chair in the middle of this cavern of cobwebs and tattered curtains is a skmny young man in
nerdy glasses. Dorian Grey? No, this is Dr. Jonathon Cartledge of London, who welcomes
us to his little shindig and gives us a brief summary of safer-sex guidelines. He gently
reminds us to be ever vigilant against broken rubbers and broken promises. Alas, that is all
we see of Dr. Cartilage, which is too bad. Porn Potato thought he was kinda cute.

Cut to a poolhall, where two young men with Aryan Nation hairdos are trying to play
a game of eightball. Alas, they seem to be having trouble concentrating because this
distracting voice-over keeps droning lines from Shakespeare’s The Tempest, while another
voice at the subliminally faint end of audibility gurgles things like,
“suck...ecstasy...floating...first time”. These two paragons of British manhood push the
billiard balls aside and start to make out on the green felt, only to interrupted this dumpy
little man by the name of Dr. Robert Flynn, who is oblivious to the fact that erotic images
are being projected onto his white shirt. Dr. Bob wants to start us off in the this journey
through risk reduction, but Porn Potato was too distracted by the boys making out behind
him to remember what it was that he had to say. Something about there being more to a
man than his dick.

Now we meet our main tour captain, another English clone named Barry Laden. Mr.
Barry wants to teach us the finer points of empathy, and Couple Number One(a here to
help. Partially clothed, they’re artfully draped across a chez. “Look into his eyes,” Mr.
Barry advises, “show him how you feel”. As the boys do this, we get to overhear all manner
of salacious tidbits about their personal life. Mr. Barry instructs us in the finer points of
kissing, foreplay, and tingly sensations while Couple Number One eagerly comply. Like
the plot of any good porn movie, foreplay progresses to fellatio, of which Mr. Barry has




much to share. Communication is important, you see, but one doesn’t have to shout “Suuuck
mah diiick*” to get the point across. (*Now which nation’s videos did he pick that up
from?) There’s no right way or wrong way to suck, he continues, and stresses the delights of
versatility, “After all, what’s good for the gander is good for the gander.” Summing up
this lesson, Mr. Barry explains that the best orgasms take two hours to reach, and that for
safety reasons one wants to come under controlled conditions. Porn Potato is not sure how
much control he’d have after two hours, and furthermore wonders if Mr. Barry has a day
job.

Now it’s time to get to know our naughty bits (and not so naughty bits). A hot young
man materializes in the background as a visual aid, rubbing himself as Barry enunciates a
litany of erogenous zones: nipples, earlobes, inner thighs, and your balls, “which are
obviously precious” he adds cryptically. He then rattles off a battery of wanking
techniques—whole hand, full-shaft basic hand, half-shaft fingertips only (maybe a triple
somersault off the pommel horse?), as well as practical advice on the special needs of the
cut versus uncut cock. It’s also a good idea to practice banging the bishop with different
kinds of lubes and condoms, in order to find the brand that fits and feels the best. “Now,
let’s get to the bottom of things: the bumhole...A lot of guys can be a bit shy when it
comes to using the bumhole as a sexual organ, because of its usual functions.” The boy in the
background grudgingly moons the camera as Mr. Barry introduces us to Mr. Anus, and how
to become friends with him, adding that this expended worthwhile effort “adds
considerably to the feeling of submission”. Porn Potato is a little confused.

Now it’s time to talkLsixtynine) Mr. Barry enlightens us further as we’re transported
back to the mouldy living room, where Couple Number Two has appeared, sprawled over
a pile of dusty blue-lit cushions. :‘Sixtynin\é» gets its name from the figure formed by the
bodies of two men as they face each other” a detailed yet visually vague description, and
“...is wonderful because of its fairness and equality.” However, the videography seems to
gloss over the potential awkwardness of this most PC of queer sex positions, filming from
a distance so that Porn Potato isn’t quite sure that the models really are sucking
simultaneously. From there it’s easy to venture into rimming. “Don’t go straight for his
hole. First lick his balls and then his perineum* (*My, these Brits are bookish)...and
remember, keeping clean is more than just a matter or courtesy.” Truer words have never
been spoken.

Dr. Bob intrudes with some pithy wisdom about monogamy, negotiation, and meeting
Mr. Right. Mr. Right, he continues, may not impress you friends (or mum) and probably
worn’'t appear on cue.

Now we’re ready for the big enchilada: anal sex. Mr. Barry guides us into the
bedroom, which is just the same living room with a four-poster bed in the middle, where
Couple Number Three are about to ride the hobby horse. As they start to fuck, Barry gives
us an antiseptically complete description of penetration (“You may be put off by the
feeling of wanting to shit”), emphasizing the need to go slowly at first. The disco
soundtrack picks up speed as the boys get into the groove. The camera excitedly zooms
about like a nervous housefly, strafing the performers as they do it doggy style, as they do
it with legs in the air, as they do it off the mattress, and finally as they do it thrown over
the cobweb-encrusted bedrail (where the butt boy narrowly misses banging his head as his
lube covered hands keep losing their grip on the metal frame).

Time for Dr. Bob to introduce some teaching aids: the “four stages of sexual
gratification” graph appears in the foreground, to be followed by an incriminating
polygraph readout which pulses with malevolent energy. Brainwave activity, muscle
contractions, galvanic skin response, cardiopulmonary readings, and consciousness
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indicators all surge from the quietude of the green zone into the throbbing redline.’ [Insert b T Aelon o
these two graphs] It is this that heralds Mark and Mark, Couple Number Four, the - {

poolboys from the beginning of the video. These guys are obviously the pros, with their “I S PN an
can take it, sir!” facial expressions and haircuts and flawless switcharoos, they bump and
grind and groan and talk dirty. Dr. Bob’s disembodied voice points out that much of gay
sex is already safe sex, and if you go with as much gusto as Couple Number Four, the
worst one could fear is a slipped disk. The bad house music reaches its crescendo as
Couple Number Four shoot their collective wads. As they embrace afterwards, the natty
green bed is transformed into the green felt-covered pool table, creating a nice sense of
closure.
But wait, the fun’s not over yet! In parting, we’re given some fashion tips on How to
Dress and Act Like a Gay Man (just in case we needed to know). With the help of some of
the boys, Mr. Barry talks about wardrobe, posture, mood lighting, fitness, piercing,
romance, and shaving. “Legs are the current trend,” Barry explains, and then offers some
ideas about shaving your buttocks, “Like facial hair...experiment with different styles and
shapes to find your own individual expression.” Huh? Now hold on. Porn Potato knows this
video’s in English, but something still got lost on the trip across the Atlantic. Personal
expression through stylized butthair? What, like turning your full moon into a crescent one?
“Look dear, this is my own Daliesque expression of my individuality, seel How’s the
mousse holding up?” [Insert drawing of buttocks with Salvador Dali mustache] Porn
Potato is skeptical. -
This video doesn’t fit easily within Porn Potato’s rating scale. Fortunately,/your
friendly spud ‘has several years of experience designing and teaching safer-sex workshops. /.
Erotic Choices easily outdoﬁcitil;r rigk reduction videos, although the ones put out by ALt 1o s
GMHC come pretty close. -of the models are attractive in an approachable sort of . Mo
way, and you get lots of footage of them. The information and advice is plentiful, but i Sl
@“@t f sexual know-how can’t help chucking at some of the more mayle ?
ratinstructions. That does, however, make this video ideal for pimply adolescents
with little or no experience, or people of any age just coming out. Just lock them in a room
with the tape and a VCR, and hopefully most of their embarrassing questions will get
answered privately. Porn Potato’s one technical complaint is the really murky image
quality of the video, which caused anything colored red to bleed out of its borders and
! discolor half the TV screen. One explanation might be that the picture quali
1 degraded when the video was converted from the original PAL format((the European TV ) a Coropan
standard) to NTSC (the American standard). Our tour guide, Mr. Barry,al ~hadhis — bt
hands in his pockets as though he were fondling himself. Perhaps he was frustrated by the ’ il
fact that he couldn’t just rip off his clothes and join the models in the sack. Po Crevch
& The video might have benefited from a close-up demonstration of how to correctly put , {  coervs2
'l on a condom, put that’s a relatively minor point. What is missing, however, is more of the Afler .
\ fleeting Dr. Cartilage. The dreamy boys of Couple Number Three should have nuzzled
Dr. Ca;t('da,gjrom behind, removed his glasses, undone his tie, slipped off his_crisp

starched/whit shirt and...oh well. Porn Potato would have liked that.
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As you might expect, this video doesn’t fit easily within Porn Potato’s usual rating scale. Fortunately,
one of your spud’s dedicated staff has nearly a decade of experience organising and teaching safer-sex

\Jsa, )}/} workshoE‘? The production quality is pretty slick, making for an engaging hour of watching. Erotic Choices
e
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asily outdoes other risk reduction videos, although the ones put out by Gay Men’s Health Crisis come pretty
close. Most of the models are attractive without being intimidating, and you get to see lots of them. The
information and advice is plentiful, but grown-ups with even a few years of sexual know-how can’t help
chuckling at some of the more remedial instructions. That does, however, make this video ideal for pimply
adolescents with little or no experience, or people of any age just coming out. Just lock them in a room with
the tape and a VCR, and hopefully most of their embarrassmg questions will get answered pnvately

Porn Potato’s one technical complaint is the murky image quality of the video, which caused mg
coloured red to bleed out of its borders and discolor half the TV screen. Sermretimes the picture lookgcé
fuzzy, as though you were wearing glasses smeared with Vaseline. One explanation might be that the picture
quality was degraded when the video was converted from the original PAL format (a European TV standard)
to NTSC (the American standard).

Throughout the movie, our tour guide Mr. Barry, abeyé has his hands shoved violently into his pockets,
as though he were trying not to fondle himself. Perhaps he was frustrated by the fact that he couldn’t rip off
his clothes and join the models in the sack. Poor Dr. Bob didn’t even seem to be a real person, just a man-
shaped movie screen with a man’s voice who talked about mansex while occasionally occluding man-to-man
activity. In fact the spooky sets, unintentional humour, and Dr. Bob’s depersonalization made this flick far
more surreal than a lot regular wank-movies. Our staff took to calling it Monty Python’s Guide to Safer Sex.

Erotic Choices lacks few things. It would have benefited from a close-up demonstration of how to avoid
air bubbles while putting on a condom. Or, given the remedial nature of some of the lessons, explaining the
importance of wrapping one’s lips over one’s teeth while giving head might have been nice. These are
relatively minor points, however. What is really missing is more of Dr. Cartilage. The dreamy boys of
Couple Number Three should havefrapped Dr. Cartilage between their hot torsos, and-#fwhile nuzzling
him and chewing on his earlobe —,/t(f:cd aside his clunky glasses, loosened his tie, slipped off his crisply
starched white shirt and...and... dh well, Porn Potato would have liked that.
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Porn Potato #11, Erotic Choices

Ilustrations: man looking in mirror and seeing Porn Potato’s reflection, graph of sexual intensity (from
flick), “orgasmometer” (also from movie), some captured stills, and Daliesque mustache to go with shaving
instructional.

Pullquotes: quote from the Tempest, glossary of British terms.

Before we get into the movie review, Porn Potato would like to clarify something. We don’t duck
difficult questions here at DPN, but there’s a new one that’s downright disturbing: Which one of you guys is
Porn Potato? Porn Potato is shocked and saddened that, after all these years, his nature is not more obvious.
However, rather than succumbing to his anxiety and committing suicide in a Pringles factory, he’ll try to
explain himself.

You see, the question is not really one of who is Porn Potato, but rather who Porn Potato is. Porn Potato is
an amalgam of all of your hopes, fears, fetishes, and petty vanities. He is your id made flesh (or vegetable),
channeled by one or more of the esteemed editors for each issue. In other words, Porn Potato is no further
away than the reflection in your bathroom mirror, and no less real than the flickering blue light from your
TV screen. Best of all, none of this requires any greater willing suspension of disbelief than, say, opera. After
all, do you really believe in a pornworld where all high school coaches are hunky and devoid of pot bellies,
where all buttholes are naturally depilated and prelubricated, and where everybody seems to be a virgin?
Then you believe in Porn Potato.

With that taken care of, let’s try something a little different and review a piece of non-fictipn, Kpurtesy
of the United Kingdom: Erotic Choices, a Guide to Better Gay Sex .

The video opens in what must be the Addams Family’s living room, a cross between the elegance of a
Vermeer painting and the tackiness of a gothic novel’s embossed cover. There’s lots of s eve s
thoughrthe-fireplace-flucis jammed shut- Sitting in a richly upholstered bt-mgmdy chair in the middle of
this cavern of cobwebs and tattered curtains is a skinny young man in nerdy glasses. Dorian Grey? No, the man
in the shirt and tie is Dr. Jonathon Cartledge of London, who welcomes us to his little shindig. He gives us a
brief summary of safer-sex guidelines, gently reminding us to be ever vigilant against broken rubbers and
broken promises. Unfortunately, that is all we see of Dr. Cartilage, which is too bad. Porn Potato thought he
was kinda cute. e~ :

Cut to a poolhall, where two wasmlbeliy young men with Aryan Nation hairdos are s#rngteo ;?ay a game
of eight-ball/They favour one another with steamy looks as they make clean shots with their long cues. A
disembodi@ice drones lines from Shakespeare’s The Tempest in perfect Queen’s English (“What a piece
of work is adn...”). Another voice at the subliminally<eiat end of audibility gurgles things like, “suck...
ecstasy... floating, vercome with lust, these two paragons of British manhood puslﬁlt]hc billiard
ballsG@sideand start to gls#(w the green felt, whewmde man by the fame of Dr—Robert Flynn
walks onse-thrscree?)o ivious to the fact that this erotic seéhe tontinues to rolhon, both in the background

‘/ailac‘iyress#is tie and white shirt. Dr. Bob wanted to start us off on this joum@informing us about risk
feduction, but Porn Potato was too distracted by the boys making out behind hy remember what it was
that he had to say. Something about there being more to a man {;T \his dlC

Next we meet our main tour captain, another English clo Barry Laden Mr. Barry isn’t a
doctor—he wears a T-shirt and dungarees. He wants to teach us the finer pomts of empathy, and Couple
Number One are hcrc ielp Pic ing room, a chez, and grea ains billowing like
spinakers into the spac€-sk the floor. Condensing out of thin air, Coule Number Ong smateriatizeypartially
clothed and artfully draped across the chez. “Look into his eyes,” Mr. Barry advises; “stow him how you feel”.

As the boys do this, we get to overhear all manner of salacious tidbits abo‘ Iir personal life. Mr. Barry

instructs us in the finer points of kissing, foreplay, and tingly sensations Couple Number One eagerly
comply. Like the plot of any good porn movie, foreplay progresses to fellatio,of which Mr. Barry has much
to ghare. He il@s us that communication is important, but one doesn’t have to shout “Suuuck mah
dic(g’}'exas sty get the point across. There’s no right way or wrong way to suck, he continues, and stresses
the delights of versatility, “After all, what’s good for the gander is good for the gander.” Summing up this
lesson, Mr. Barry explains that the best orgasms take two hours to reach, and that for safety reasons one wants to
come under controlled conditions. Porn Potato is not sure how much control he’d have after two hours, and

farthermage wonders if Mr. Barry has a day job.

Now it’s time to get to know our naughty bits (and not so naughty bits). As Mr. Barry stands in the
foreground, a-Hat young man apears behind him as atastefully illuminated, visual aid. He rubs himself
appropriately as Mr. Barry enunciates a litany of erogenous zones: nipples, earlobes, inner thighs, and balls,




“which are obviously precious” he adds cryptically. He then rattles off a battery of wanking techniques—
whole hand, full-shaft basic hand, half-shaft fingertips only (maybe a triple somersault off the pommel
horse?), as well as practical advice on the special needs of the cut versus uncut cock. It’s also a good idea to
practice banging the bishop with different kinds of lubes and condoms, in order to find the brand that fits
and feels the best. “Now, let’s get to the bottom of things: the bumhole...A lot of guys can be a bit shy when it
comes to using the bumhole as a sexual organ, because of its usual functions.” The anonymous background boy
grudgingly moons the camera as Mr. Barry introduces us to Mr. Anus, and how to become friends with him,
claiming that this “adds considerably to the feeling of submission”. Porn Potato wonders what thebleedy™
“hrell he means by that. Unfortunately, before Porn Potato’s question is answered, Mr. Barry turns and ends the
lesson with “Thanks Paul!” whereupon the background boy fades away.

Now it’s time to talk sixty-nine. We’re transported back to the mouldy living room, where Couple
Number Two have appeared, sprawled over a pile of dusty blue-lit cushions. “Sixty-nine gets its name from
the figure formed by the bodig o men as they face each other”— dera'rl'etl'yer'v“sally vague description
of questionable scholarshlp%onderful because of its fairness and equality.” However, the
videography seems to gloss ove tial awkwardness of this most PC of queer sex positions, filming
from a distance so that Porn Potato isn’t quite sure that the models really are sucking simultaneously. From
there it’s easy to venture into rimming. Mr. Barry says “Don’t go straight for his hole. First lick his balls and
then his perineum* [*Perineum? My, these Brits are bookish]...and remember, keeping clean is more than just
a matter of courtesy.” Truer words have never been spoken.

Dr. Bob intrudes with some pithy wisdom about monogamy, negotiation, and meeting Mr. Right. Mr.
Right, he continues, may not impress you friends (or mum) and probably won’t appear on cue. Dr. Bob is
again upstaged by boys in the background, but since they’re playing house instead of screwing, Porn Potat“

had a quch easier time paying attention.
%read)’ for the big enchilada: anal sex. Mr. Barry glides us\into the bedrogm, which is just the

same JivingToom with a four-poster bed in the middle, where ple Nhmber Three—<{Porn Potato’s j)ft/r\)ho\
favorites\-are about to ride the hobby horse. As they start to fudl, Barry glives us an antiseptically compl

descriptign of penetration which was tolerable until he shattered\Porn Potato’s enjoyment of the ongoing

visuals w1tl9 the friendly v)armng that “You may be put off by the feeling of wanting to shit”. The disco

soundtrack picks up speed as the boys get into the groove. The camera follows a drunken orbit centred on the

bed, strafing the performers as they do it doggy style, as they do it with legs in the air, as they do it off the

mattress, and finally as they do it thrown over the cobweb-encrusted bedrail (where the butt boy narrowly

misses banging his head as his lube-covered hands lose their grip on the big brass bedframe).

Time for Dr. Bob to introduce some teaching aids: the “four stages of sexual gratification” graph
appears in the foreground, to be followed by an incriminating polygraph readout which pulses with
malevolent energy. Brainwave activity, muscle contractions, galvanic skin response, cardiopulmonary
readings, and consciousness indicators all surge from the quietude of the green zone into the throbbing
redline. [Insert these two graphs] It is this that heralds Mark and Mark, Couple Number Four, the poolboys
from the beginning of the video. These guys are obviously pros, with their “I can take it, sir!” attitude, no-
muss haircuts, and fast and flawlessly choreographed manouevers. They bump and grind andgroan and talk
dirty whif@) Dr. Bob’s disembodied voice points out that much of gay sex is already safe se if you go
with as much gusto as Couple Number Four, the riskiest thing one could fear is a sllpped sk. The bad
house music reaches its crescendo as Couple Number Four loudly shoot their collective wads. While they
embrace in their sweaty afterglow, the natty green bed is transformed into the green felt-covered pool table
from their opening scene, creating an artistic sense of closure.

But wait, the fun’s not over yet! Even as we're left panting on the floor, we’re hit by a sudden, unexpected
wave of propaganda: How to Dress and Act Like a Gay Man (just in case we needed to know). With the help of
some of the boys, Mr. Barry talks about wardrobe, posture, mood lighting, fitness, piercing, romance, and
shaving. “...Doing on&X legs are the current trend,” Barry explains, and then offers some ideas about shaving
your buttocks, “Like facial hair...experiment with different styles and shapes to find your own individual
expression.” Whoa now, hold on.. Porn Potato knows this video’s nominally in English, but he thinks
something still got lost on the trip across the Atlantic. Individual expression? What, like turning your full
moon into a crescent one? “Look dear, this is my own Daliesque expression of my individuality, see/! How’s
the mousse holding up?” [Insert drawing of buttocks with Salvador Dali mustache] Porn Potato is somewhat
skeptical. QAW

Porn PotMﬂders about the ulterior motives of this video’s producers. Did they hope to bend
undecided young minds to their will, creating a stable of young men who would dress, coiff, act, pump, and

scent themselves according to the videographer’s own selfish desires? Maybe this is one of those é_\
e

“recruitment” efforts @€ which our bible-thumping brethren are always accusing us homos. g



ADOBE GARAMOND
Porn Potato #11, Erotic Choices

Ilustrations: man looking in mirror and seeing Porn Potato’s reflection, graph of sexual
intensity (from flick), “orgasmometer” (also from movie), some captured stills, and

. 3 . . . .
Daliesque mustache to go with shaving instructional. ,

Pullquotes: quote from the Tempest, glossary of British(turns.
fefore We get nfo the mevie review, here 3£ PPN
A We don’t duck difficult questions here-a¢-DPN, but there’s a new one that’s downright
disturbing: Which one of you guys is Porn Potato? Porn Potato is shocked and saddened
that, after all these years, his nature is not more obvious. However, rather than succumbing
to his anxiety and committing suicide in a Pringles factory, he’ll try to explain himself.
You see, the question is not really one of who is Porn Potato, but rather who Porn Potato
is. Porn Potato is an amalgam of all of your hopes, fears, fetishes, and petty vanities. He is
your id made flesh (or vegetable), channeled by one or more of the esteemed editors for
each issue. In other words, Porn Potato is no further away than the reflection in your
bathroom mirror, and no less real than the flickering blue light from your TV screen. Best
of all, none of this requires any greater willing suspension of disbelief than, say, opera.
After all, do you really believe in a pornworld where all high school coaches are hunky and
devoid of pot bellies, where all buttholes are naturally depilated and prelubricated, and
where everybody seems to be a virgin? Then you believe in Porn Potato. However, all this
discussion about veracity has Porn Potato curious, so let’s try something a little different
and review a piece of non-fiction for a change: Erotic Choices, a Guide to Better Gay Sex
e elegance of fackiness }
from the United Kingdom. 3 cress befween, 2 Vermeer painting and e aesar o€ a gothuc noe)'s
? Crbossal cover,
The video opens in the decayed elegance of the Adams Family’s living room, with
] L i ly uphoigfe?ed
lots of smoke everywhere as though the fireplace flue is jammed shut. Sitting in a
chair in the middle of this cavern of cobwebs and tattered curtains is a skinny young man in
e man i shirt and e
nerdy glasses. Dorian Grey? No%ebis is Dr. Jonathon Cartlége f London, who welcomes

us to his little shindig and gives us a brief summary of safer-sex guidelines. He then gently

reminds us to be ever vigilant against broken rubbers and broken promises. Unfortunately,

that is all we see of Dr. Carq@which is too bad. Porn Potato thought he was kinda cute.



: i vaseline- costed glasses
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Cut to a poolhall, where two young men with Aryan Nation hairdos are trying to pla
P Steamty (ooks . yclor;g%tps of cues I;y% v Dulween l‘mc?,mg ell)rre}é‘r shots , The
a game of eightball. Alas, they seem to be having trouble concentrating because a whole scene seems |ike
petwaen wivch  shliamn < low wation,
distracting voice keeps droning lines from Shakespeare’s The Tempext/l whtle-another voice

at the subliminally faint end of audibility gurgles things like,

“suck...ecstasy...floating...first time”. These two paragons of British manhood push the
hen 2
billiard balls aside and start to make out on the green fel, e
walks gonfo the screen, fhis

dumpy little man by tl’{lf name of Dr. Robert Flynn, whe=is ob11v1ous to the fact that erotic scene Co-\\’lf\“"/f'
both in b: .Lkgrocmd acrﬂsiw xi¢ nd

aees-ad o5 DEOISEEEE FEED 1sdwh1te shirt. Dr. Bob wany/to start us of@&l&e this
by, ml'cr’m:m5 us about
Journey da-saugh risk reduction, but Porn Potato was too distracted by the boys making out

oo
Allecy 2V
ﬁﬁ‘}l.\-e..l’ . 9¢¥%  behind him to remember what it was that he had to say. Something about there being more
k % Ly y g g
Ul{l’ll \/ X . ; = ,.leu,(ai‘
Po-;u\'ﬂ‘)““ to a man than his dick. Ye Hl’l y yeah. .. Barry'> m,;eml; iite chet

NexT New we meet our main tour captain, another English clone named Barry Laden. M»l “ L T shirt,

He B wants to ,R*_%Ch us the finer points of empathy and Couple Number Ongllere to
w.rh ns billow: nq Ierss—tire ike 2 spinnaler au‘v»‘! the e.mpt\/ (mngraom, LwP)g—\ﬂH rmké(m!»za,;
help othed;- artfully draped across 3%62 “Look into his eyes,

[ATER
Wi

ornlis | o
M. Barry instructs us in the finer points of H\C"' >Jll"§‘,f:ﬁ\&<

An
kissing, foreplay, and tingly sensations while Couple Number One eagerly compl;c., Tike ecf'l’l‘) S$ £ qwéw aiard

the plot of any good porn movie, foreplay progresses to fellatio, of which Mr. Barry has \(0i wover,

he 1nforms us thnat
much to shareﬂCommumcanon is important, yeu-see, but one doesn’t have to shout “Suuuck
mah diiick*” to get the point across. ["Now from which nation’s videos did he pick that
up?] There’s no right way or wrong way to suck, he continues, and stresses the delights of
versatility, “After all, what’s good for the gander is good for the gander.” Summing up
this lesson, Mr. Barry explains that the best orgasms take two hours to reach, and that for
safety reasons one wants to come under controlled conditions. Porn Potato is not sure how
much control he’d have after two hours, and furthermore wonders if Mr. Barry has a day
job. s gary Stands i 4he foreground
Now it’s time to get to know our naughty blts (and not so naughty bits), A?hot young
WP@BF? pehind hive* tasteCully (((umrnaty He Fwos appropn el r
man smteﬂahso&m-;-be-bee‘kgfeuﬂéanwsua aid, eu.labm:g hlmself as Barry enhunciates a
litany of erogenous zones: nipples, earlobes, inner thlghs, and/@ balls, ‘which are
obviously precious” he adds cryptically. He then rattles off a battery of wanking
techniques—whole hand, full-shaft basic hand, half-shaft fingertips only (maybe a triple

somersault off the pommel horse?), as well as practical advice on the special needs of the



cut versus uncut cock. It’s also a good idea to practice banging the bishop with different
kinds of lubes and condoms, in order to find the brand that fits and feels the best. “Now,

ancq

let’s get to the bottom of things: the bumhole...A lot of guys can be a bit shy when itymws background
comes to using the bumbhole as a sexual organ, because of its usual functions.” The /boy t=the

_background grudgingly moons the camera as Mr. Barry introduces us to Mr. Anus, and how

to become friends with him, adding that this expended worthwhile effort “adds | , weans by RUELS
wonders what e bloody hell ™ o il

considerably to the feeling of submission”. Porn Potatq, isahittle confused. D20y ends the esson witlt,

4 ' Thanks, f"aq(). “and

as We're transported YEpFaie o4 3y (OWJ

back to the mouldy living room, where Couple Number Two has appeared, sprawled over Hhaf- g hus "“'"é

ie ucV‘Gmﬁh‘P‘

Now it’s time to talk sixtynine. Me—E

a pile of dusty blue-lit cushions. “Sixtynine gets its name from the figure formed by the .+

C_{, qmt

bodies of two men as they face each other” a detailed yet visually vague descriptiori‘, and

st on

“...is wonderful because of its fairness and equality.” However, the videography seems to
gloss over the potential awkwardness of this most PC of queer sex positions, filming from
a distance so that Porn Potato isn’t quite sure that the mode,lvsk(r%zgy Kfzfvessucking
simultaneously. From there it’s easy to venture int% :lﬁglln% :"Do‘:)’tl go’straight for his
hole. First lick his balls and then his perineum* [:My; these Brits are bookish]...and
remember, keeping clean is more than just a matter@f; ourtesy.” Truer words have never
been spoken.

Dr. Bob intrudes with some pithy wisdom about monogamy, negotiation, and meeting
Mr. Right. Mr. Right, he continues, may not impress you friends (or mum) and probably
won’t appear on cue. Dr. Bob is again upstaged by boys in the background, but since they’re
playing house instead of screwing, Porn Potato had a much easier time paying attention.

Now we’re ready for the big enchilada: anal sex. Mr. Barry guides us into the
bedroom, which is just the same living room with a four-poster bed in the middle, where

Couple Number Three—Porn Potato’s favorites—are about to ride the hobby horse. As

< . . . . tola V2
they start to fuck, Barry gives us an antiseptically complete description of penetration @ g Vi h‘“?c‘?\c)mﬂ ‘

( , , . we ST o6 e T ieadly
(“You may be put off by the feeling of wanting to shit”), emphasizing the need to go @C‘V/‘m i

slowly at first. The disco soundtrack picks up speed as the boys get into the groove. The
camera follows a drunken orbit centred on the bed, strafing the performers as they do it
doggy style, as they do it with legs in the air, as they do it off the mattress, and finally as
they do it thrown over the cobweb-encrusted bedrail (where the butt boy narrowly misses

brass bed-
banging his head as his lube covered hands keep losing their grip on thcf:ima;;Lframc).

@V’v\ereg Pr. Bob wﬂkrnq in front of the living museum of ualikely Qoupling Pos{ho;w’-’?



Dig CoNTINUDTY But wait, the fun’s not over yct}lln parting, we're given some fashlon tips on How to

Time for Dr. Bob to introduce some teaching aids: the “four stages of sexual
gratification” graph appears in the foreground, to be followed by an incriminating
polygraph readout which pulses with malevolent energy. Brainwave activity, muscle
contractions, galvanic skin response, cardiopulmonary readings, and consciousness
indicators all surge from the quietude of the green zone into the throbbing redline. [Insert
these two graphs] It is this that heralds Mark and Mark, Couple Number Four, the
poolboys from the beginning of the video. Thcsc}guys are obvious _Y.d!tpros, with their “I

ool '3)»5

can take it, sir!” attitude, Qo-muss haircuts, and,~ ﬂawless‘fswuchaesas They bump and grind
MaNncyeyers

and groan and talk dlrty;ADr. Bob’s disembodied voice points out that much of gay sex is
already safe sex, and if you go with as much gusto as Couple Number Four, the riskiest

thing one could fear iz sli 'Pped 1sk The bad house music reaches its crescendo as Couple
\oudlf 3nd emotivelyfexplosie ly

Number Fou}'1 shoot their collective wads. As they embrace aftgrwards, the rlatrxj green bed sris for

now @m }y Winni “j"' weas 2t stic m
4 transform@! into thc; green felt-covered pool table, ereamg a réee sense of closure ~ ity our
Whea we - ace. still panting o0 the floor, W

)\'l ﬂ!!%‘ ’V;HB(?
oxr owv, m C‘u(’

Dress and Act Like a Gay Man (just in case we needed to know). Wlth the help of some of haad s | ¥ we are

e b r) >Wjd€ﬂ)

‘the boys, Mr. Barry talks about wardrobe, posture, mood hghtmg, fitness, piercing, uneﬁputed wave
romance, and shaving. “Degs are the current trend,” Barry explains, and then offers some 51 P%P;:JMA -

ideas about shaving-your buttocks, “Like facial hair...experiment with different styles and
§ [o5in 2 ‘P )

o .k .
shapes to find your own individual expression.” Huh? Now hold on...Porn Potato knows

this video’s nominally in English, but something still got lost on the trip across the N ,
Pocn Potate w:.w(e@

Atlantic. Individual expression? What, like turning your full moon into a crescent one?  avout the itericr
s g ; o ge s ; motives of the makecs
« , 3 -
Look dear, this is my own Daliesque expression of my individuality, see/ How’s the o4 = " pid the

mousse holding up?” [Insert drawing of buttocks with Salvador Dali mustache] Porn }’IOPL to bend undecided
you Mf.’ -u‘ulﬁ ro Wlem W‘l[s

Potato is skeptical. Creating 3cmes of jcv“" men Wow(d

dess, el ; Q&f— thp, 2 5"‘/'\{» H/icm.solu
As you might expect, this video doesn’t fit easily within Porn Potato’s usual rating |, ¢ o 4312 tamairasiith

Hrvidecmaicers’ snin
2

scale. Fortunately, your dedicated spud has several years of experience organising and /" .
selfrsh preferences 7

teaching safer-sex workshops. The production quality is pretty slick, making for an
engaging hour of watching. Erotic Choices easily outdoes other risk reduction videos,
although the ones put out by éﬁ(ﬁéfé e pretty close. Most of the models are attractive
M\\mthout being Inyimidating, and you get to see lots of them. The information and advice

is plentiful, but grownups with many years of sexual know-how can’t help chuckling at :

some of the more remedial instructions. That does, however, make this video ideal for



pimply adolescents with little or no experience, or people of any age just coming out. Just

lock them in a room with the tape and a VCR, and hopefully most of their embarrassing
questions will get answered privately. Who knows, it might even be used as one of those
“recruitment” efforts of which our bible-thumping brethren are always accusing us homos of
conducting. —

Porn Potato’s one technical complaint is the murky image quality of the video, which
caused anything colored red to bleed out of its borders and discolor half the TV screen.
One explanation might be that the picture quality was degraded when the video was
converted from the original PAL format (the European TV standard) to NTSC (the
Americaiﬂ_ j{gandard).

fou ¢ movie
9 ﬂOur tour guide, Mr. Barry, always ha§ his hands violently shoved into his pockets as

ot
: EQ ‘}hough he were fondling himself. Perhaps he was frustrated by the fact that he couldn’t just

whe faffed
real person, just a man-shaped movie screen with a man’s voice, telemg about mansex, and

% Q/ Qy  rip off his clothes and join the models in the sack. Poor Dr. Bob didn’t even seem to be a
Q
occasionally occlud#¥g man-to-man activity. In fact the spooky sets, unintentional humour,
and Dr. Bob’s depersonalization made this flick more surreal than a lot regular wank-
movies. Our staff took to calling it Monty Python’s Guide to Safer Sex.

Erotic Choices lacks few things. It would have benefited from a close-up demonstration
of how to correctly put on a condom while avoiding air bubbles. Or, given the remedial
nature of some of the lessons, explaining the importance of wrapping one’s lips over one’s
teeth while giving head might have been nice. These are relatively minor points, however.
What is really missing is more of Dr. Cartilage. The dreamy boys of Couple Number
Three should have trapped Dr. Car?lage between them, and—while nuzzling his ears—

tc@fcle
removed his clunky glasses, undone his tie, slipped off his crisp’starched white shirt

and...tah::udl. Porn Potato would have liked that.
and,,, O wel"l/
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Porn Potato #11, Erotic Choices
Ilustrations: man looking in mirror and seeing Porn Potato’s reflection, graph of sexual intensity (from
flick), “orgasmometer” (also from movie), some captured stills, and Daliesque mustache to go with shaving
instructional.

Pullquotes: quote from the Tempest, glossary of British terms.

Before we get into the movie review, Porn Potato would like to clarify something. We don’t duck
difficult questions here at DPN, but there’s a new one that’s downright disturbing: Which one of you guys is

Porn Potato? Porn Potato is shocked and saddened that, after all these years, his nature is not more obvious. 4
%]”:) Q () gV f‘\‘-Q

However, rather than succumbing to his anxiety and committing suicide in a Pringles)factory, he'll try to
explain himself.

You see, the question is not really one of who is Porn Potato, but rather who Porn Potato is. Porn Potato is
an amalgam of all of your hopes, fears, fetishes, and petty vanities. He is your id made flesh (or vegetable),
channeled by one or more of the esteemed editors for each issue. In other words, Porn Potato is no further
away than the reflection in your bathroom mirror, and no less real than the flickering blue light from your
TV screen. Best of all, none of this requires any greater willing suspension of disbelief than, say, opera. After
all, do you really believe in a pornworld where all high school coaches are hunky and devoid of pot bellies,
where all buttholes are naturally depilated and prelubricated, and where everybody seems to be a virgin?
Then you believe in Porn Potato.

With that taken care of, we’re going to try something a little different and review a piece of non-fiction
from the United Kingdom: Erotic Choices, a Guide to Better Gay Sex .

The video opens in what must be the Addams Family’s living room, a cross between the elegance of a
Vermeer painting and the tackiness of a gothic novel’s embossed cover. Sitting in a richly upholstered chair
in the middle of this cavern of dust, cobwebs, and tattered curtains- inny young man in nerdy glasses.
Dorian Grey? No, the man in the shirt and tie is Dr. Jonathon{Cartledge ¢f London, who welcomes us to his
litcle shindig. He gives us a brief summary of safer-sex guidelines, g:) reminding us to be-ever-igilant (i
against broken rubbers and broken promises. Unfortunately, that is all we get to see of Dr. which \-
is too bad. Porn Potato thought he was kinda cute.

Cut to a poolhall, where two young men with Aryan Nation hairdos are playing a game of eight-ball.
They favour one another with steamy looks as they make clean shots with their long cues. A disembodied §)
voice drones lines from Shakespeare’s The Tempest in perfect Queen’s English (“What a piece of work is a
man...”). Another voice at the subliminal end of audibility gurgles things like, “suck... ecstasy... floating...
first time”. Overcome with lust, these two paragons of British manhood push aside the billiard balls and
start to make out on the green felt, when a dumpy little man identified as Dr. Robert Flynn walks on-screen.
Dr. Bob seems oblivious to the fact that this erotic scene continues despite his presence, both in the
background and projected onto his white shirt and tie. He starts us off on this journey by informing us about
male sexuality, but Porn Potato was too distracted by the boys making out behind him to remember what it
was that he had to say. Something about there being more to a man than his dick.

Next we meet our main tour captain, another English clone by the name of Barry Laden. Mr. Barry isn’t
a doctor—we know that because he wears a T-shirt and dungarees. He wants to teach us the finer points of
empathy, and Couple Number One are here to help. Picture a living room, a chez, and great white curtains
billowing like spinnakers into the open space above the floor. Couple Number One condense out of thin air,
materializing partially clothed and artfully draped across the chez. “Look into his eyes,” Mr. Barry advises,
“show him how you feel”. As the boys do this, we get to overhear all manner of salacious tidbits about their
personal life. Mr. Barry instructs us in the finer points of kissing, foreplay, and tingly sensations while
Couple Number One eagerly comply. Like the plot of any good porn movie, foreplay progresses to fellatio,
of which Mr. Barry has much to share. He informs us that communication is important, but one doesn’t have
to shout “Suuuck mah dick” Texas-style to get the point across. There’s no right way or wrong way to suck, he
continues, and stresses the delights of versatility, “After all, what’s good for the gander is good for the
gander.” Summing up this lesson, Mr. Barry explains that the best orgasms take two hours to reach, and that
for safety reasons one wants to come under controlled conditions. Porn Potato is not sure how much control
he’d have after two hours, and wonders if Mr. Barry has a day job.

Now it’s time to get to know our naughty bits (and not so naughty bits). As Mr. Barry stands in the
foreground, a tastefully illuminated young man appears behind him as a visual aid. He rubs himself
appropriately as Mr. Barry enunciates a litany of erogenous zones: nipples, earlobes, inner thighs, and one’s
balls, “which are obviously precious” he adds cryptically. He then rattles off a battery of wanking

as!
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IF YOU ARE ILL AND MONEY
HAS BECOME A CONCERN . . .

We understand the financial difficulties that occur when
living with a life threatening illness.

(VBF) secures purchasers for your life insurance policy, pro-
viding you with the funds you need today. We simplify the
entire process, creating the least amount of stress on you. Our
clients peace of mind and well being is our NUMBER ONE
CONCERN. We are committed to securing the absolute high-
est possible purchase price for your policy, while maintaining
the utmost in confidentiality.
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techniques—whole hand, full-shaft basic hand, half-shaft fingertips only (maybe a triple somersault off the
pommel horse?), as well as practical advice on the special needs of the cut versus uncut cock. It’s also a good
idea to practice banging the bishop with different kinds of lubes and condoms, in order to find the brand
that fits and feels the best. “Now, let’s get to the bottom of things: the bumhole...A lot of guys can be a bit shy
when it comes to using the bumhole as a sexual organ, because of its usual functions.” The anonymous
background boy grudgingly moons the camera as Mr. Barry introduces us to Mr. Anus, and how to become
friends with him, claiming that this “adds considerably to the feeling of submission”. Porn Potato wonders
what he means by that. Unfortunately, before Porn Potato’s question is answered, Mr. Barry turns and curtly
ends the lesson with “Thanks Paul!” whereupon the background boy fades away.
After that, it’s time to talk sixty-nine. We're transported back to the mouldy living room, where Couple
Number Two have appeared, sprawled over a pile of dusty blue-lit cushions. “Sixty-nine gets its name from
the figure formed by the bodies of two men as they face each other,” a vague description of questionable
scholarship, “which...is wonderful because of its fairness and equality.” However, the videography seems to
gloss over the potential awkwardness of this most PC of queer sex positions, filming from a distance so that
Porn Potato isn’t quite sure that the models really are sucking simultaneously. From there it’s easy to venture
into rimming. Mr. Barry says “Don’t go straight for his hole. First lick his balls and then his perineum*
[*Perineum? My, these Brits are bookish]...and remember, keeping clean is more than just a matter of
courtesy.” Truer words have never been spoken.
Dr. Bob intrudes with some pithy wisdom about monogamy, negotiation, and meeting Mr. Right. Mr.
Right, he continues, may not imprcends (or mum) and probably won’t appear on cue. Dr. Bob is \1 Uy~
nearly upstaged again by the boys in“the-background, but since they’re playing house instead of screwing, Porn
Potato had a much easier time paying attention.
We're now ready for the big enchilada: anal sex. Mr. Barry guides us into the bedroom, which is just the
same living room with a four-poster bed in the middle, where Couple Number Three (Porn Potato’s
personal favorites) are about to ride the hobby horse. As they start to fuck, Mr. Barry gives us an antiseptically
complete description of penetration, which was tolerable until he shattered Porn Potato’s enjoyment of the
ongoing visuals with a friendly warning that “You may be put off by the feeling of wanting to shit”. The
disco soundtrack picks up speed as the boys get into the groove. The camera follows a drunken orbit centred
on the bed, strafing the performers as they do it doggy style, as they do it with legs in the air, as they do it off
the mattress, and finally as they do it thrown over the cobweb-encrusted bedrail (where the butt boy narrowly
misses banging his head as his lube-covered hands lose their grip on the big brass bedframe).
Time for Dr. Bob to introduce some teaching aids: the “four stages of sexual gratification” graph '
appears in the foreground, to be followed by an incriminating polygraph readout which pulses with
malevolent energy. Brainwave activity, muscle contractions, galvanic skin response, cardiopulmonary
readings, and consciousness indicators all surge from the quietude of the green zone into the throbbing
redline. [Insert these two graphs] It is this that heralds Mark and Mark, Couple Number Four, the poolboys
from the beginning of the video. These guys are obviously pros, with their “I can take it, sir!” attitude, no- A \/
muss haircuts, and fast and flawlessly chorcographed They bump and grind and groan and talk (L\ec&
dirty while Dr. Bob’s disembodied voice explains that muchof gay sex is already safe sex, and that if you go ciel / ™ - Does
with as much gusto as Couple Number Four, the riskiest thing one could fear is a slipped disk. The bad _
house music reaches its crescendo as Couple Number Four loudly shoot their collective wads. While they /‘fl l/"i_. o
embrace in their sweaty afterglow, the natty green bed is transformed into the green felt-covered pool table res o
from their opening scene, creating an artistic sense of closure.
But wait, the fun’s not over yet! Even as we’re left panting on the floor, we’re hit by a sudden and
unexpected wave of propaganda: How to Dress and Act Like a Gay Man (just in case we needed to know). With
the help of some of the boys, Mr. Barry talks about wardrobe, posture, mood lighting, fitness, piercing,
romance, and shaving. “...Doing one’s legs are the current trend,” Mr. Barry explains, and then offers some
ideas about shaving your buttocks, “Like facial hair...experiment with different styles and shapes to find your
own individual expression.” Whoa now, hold on.. Porn Potato knows this video’s nominally in English, but
he thinks something still got lost on the trip across the Atlantic. Individual expression? What, like turning
your full moon into a crescent one? Or how about, “Look dear, this is my own Daliesque expression of my
individuality, see/ How’s the mousse holding up?” [Insert drawing of buttocks with Salvador Dali mustache]
Porn Potato is somewhat skeptical.
In addition, Porn Potato wonders about the ulterior motives of the video’s producers. Did they hope to
bend undecided young minds to their will, creating a stable of young men who would dress, coif, act, pump,
and scent themselves according to the videographer’s own selfish desires? Maybe this is one of those
“recruitment” efforts which our bible-thumping brethren are always accusing us homos of perpetrating.




As you might expect, this video doesn’t fit easily within Porn Potato’s usual rating scale. Fortunately,
one of your spud’s dedicated staff has nearly a decade of experience organising and teaching safer-sex
workshops, so we can speak with some authority. The production quality is pretty slick, making for an
engaging hour of watching. Erotic Choices easily outdoes other risk reduction videos, although the ones put
out by the Gay Men’s Health Cirisis of New York come pretty close. Most of the models are attractive
without being intimidating, and you get to see lots of them. The information and advice is plentiful, but
grown-ups with even a few years of sexual know-how can’t help chuckling at some of the more remedial
instructions. That does, however, make this video ideal for pimply adolescents with little or no experience,
or people of any age just coming out. Simply lock them in a room with the tape and a VCR, and hopefully
most of their embarrassing questions will get answered privately.

Porn Potato’s one technical complaint is the murky image quality of the video, which caused anything
coloured red to bleed out of its borders and discolor half the TV screen. The picture often locked fuzzy, as
though you were wearing glasses smeared with Vaseline®. One explanation might be that the picture quality
was whcn the video was converted from the original PAL format (a European TV standard) to
NTSC (the American standard).

Throughout the movie, our tour guide Mr. Barry has his hands shoved violently into his pockets, as
though he were trying not to fondle himself. Perhaps he was frustrated by the fact that he couldn’t rip off his
clothes and join the models in the sack. Poor Dr. Bob didn’t even seem to be a real person, just a man-shaped

" movie screen with a man’s voice who talked about mansex while cccasionally occluding man-to-man activity.

In fact, the spooky sets, unintentional humour, and Dr. Bob’s depersonalization made this flick far more
surreal than a lot regular wank-movies. Our staff took to calling it Monty Python'’s Guide to Safer Sex.
Erotic Choices lacks few things. It would have benefited from a close-up demonstration of how to avoid
air bubbles while putting on a condom. Or, given thel al) nature of some of the lessons, explaining the
importance of wrapping one’s lips over one’s teeth whilegivinighead might have been nice. These are
relatively minor points, however. What is really missing is more &f Dr. Cartilage. The dreamy boys of
Couple Number Three should have trapped Dr. Cartilage between their taught torsos, and while nuzzling
his ears, they should have tossed aside his clunky glasses, loosened his\tie, slipped off his crisply starched
white shirt and...and... Oh well, Porn Potato would have liked that. ™. (73
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Porn Potato #11, Erotic Choices

Ilustrations: man looking in mirror and seeing Porn Potato’s reflection, graph of sexual intensity (from
flick), “orgasmometer” (also from movie), some captured stills, and Daliesque mustache to go with shaving
instructional.

Pullquotes: quote from the Tempest, glossary of British terms.

Before we get into the movie review, Porn Potato would like to clarify something. We don’t duck
difficult questions here at DPN, but there’s a new one that’s downright disturbing:"Which one of you guys is
Porn Potato?' Porn Potato is shocked and saddened that, after all these years, his nanm&?mg}»/
“However, rather than succumbing to his anxiety and committing suicide in a Pringles factory, he'll try to
explain himself.

You see, the question is not really one of who is Porn Potato, but rather who Porn Potato is. Porn Potato is
an amalgam of all of your hopes, fears, fetishes, and petty vanities. He is your id made flesh (or vegetable),
channeled by one or more of the esteemed editors for each issue. In other words, Porn Potato is no further
away than the reflection in your bathroom mirror, and no less real than the flickering blue light from your
TV screen. Best of all, none of this requires any greater willing suspension of disbelief than, say, opera. After

1, do-you-really believe in a pornworld where all high school coaches are hunky and devoid of pot bellies,
where all buttholes are naturally depilated and prelubricated, and where everybody seems to be a virging )
e ’l'hen you believe in Porn Potato.

With that taken care of, we’re going to try something a little different and review a piece of non-fiction
from the United Kingdom: Erotic Choices, a Guide to Better Gay Sex .

The video opens in what must be the Addams Family’s living room, a cross between the elegance of a
Vermeer painting and the tackiness of a gothic novel’s embossed cover. Sitting in a richly upholstered chair
in the middle of this cavern of dust, cobwebs, and tattered curtains is a skinny young man in nerdy glasses. \iaeeetE=ece— 7
Dorian Grey? No, the man in the shirt and tie is Dr. Jonathon Cartledge of London, who welcomes us to his
little shindig. He gives us a brief summary of safer-sex guidelines, gently reminding us to be ever vigilant
against broken rubbers and broken promises. Unfortunately, that is all we get to see of Dr. Cartilage, which
is too bad. Porn Potatc thought he was kinda cutc.

Cut to a poolhall, where two young men with Aryan Nation hairdos are playing a game of eight-ball.
They favour one another with steamy looks as they make clean shots with their long cues. A disembodied

voice drones lines from Shakespeare’s The Tempest in perfect Queen’s English (‘What a piece of work is a laps ¥

man...”). Another voice at the subliminal end of audibility gurgles things like, “suck... E:stasy...ﬁoating... 5..E,.F,,
jrstTime’ﬂ Overcome with lust, these two paragons of British manhood push*aside the billiardballs and
startTo make out on the green felt, when a dumpy little man identified as Dr. Robert Flynn walks on-screen.
Dr. Bob seems oblivious to the fact that this erotic scene continues despite his presence, both in the
background and projected onto his white shirt and tie. He starts us off on this journey by informing us about
male sexuality, but Porn Potato was too distracted by the boys making out behind him to remember what it
was that he had to say. Something about there being more to a man than his dick.
Next we meet our main tour captain, another English clone by the name of Barry Laden. Mr. Barry isn’t
a doctor—we know that because he wears a T-shirt and dungarees. He wants to teach us the finer points of
empathy, and Couple Number One are here to help. Picture a living room, a chez, and great white curtains
billowing like spinnakers into the open space above the floor. Couple Number One condense out of thin air,
- materializing partially clothed and artfully draped across the chez. “Look into his eyes,” Mr. Barry advises,

%

” “show him how you feel”. As the boys do this, e get to overhear all manner of salacious tidbits about theitr ,

personal life. Mr. Barry instructs us in the finer points of kissing, foreplay, and tingly sensations while T lnsERT @ A)

Couple Nu e eagerly comply. Like the plot of any good porn movie, foreplay progresses to fellario,\_/_\
ave

r. Barry has much to shas¢. He informs us that communication is important, but one doesn’t h
to shogt W&k” Texas-style to get the point across. There’s no right way or wrong way to suck, he

i and stfesses the delights-6f versatility, “After all, what’s good for the gander is good for the
gander.” Surmimmi istesson, Mr. Barry explains that the best orgasms take two hours to reach, and that
for safety reasons one wants to come under controlled conditions. Porn Potato is not sure how much control
he’d have after two hours, and wonders if Mr. Barry has a day job.

Now it’s time to get to know our naughty bits (and not so naughty bits). As Mr. Barry stands in the
foreground, a tastefully illuminated young man appears behind him as a visual aid. He rubs himself
appropriately as Mr. Barry enunciates a litany of erogenous zones: nipples, earlobes, inner thighs, and one’s
balls, “which are obviously precious” he adds cryptically. He then rattles off a battery of wanking

they think aloud,
ad






efore we get into the movie
review, Porn Potato would
like to clarify something.
We don’t duck difficult
questions here at DPN, but
there’s a new one that’s
downright disturbing: Which
one of you guys is Porn Potato? Porn
Potato is shocked and saddened that,
after all these years, his nature is not
more obvious. However, rather than
succumbing to his anxiety and com-
mitting suicide in a Pringle’s factory,
he’ll try to explain himself.
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Erotic Choices:
Monty Python's
Guide to Safer Sex

You see, the question is not really
one of who is Porn Potato, but rather
who Porn Potato is. Porn Potato is an
amalgam of all of your hopes, fears,
fetishes, and petty vanities. He is
your id made flesh (or vegetable),
channeled by one or more of the es-
teemed editors for each issue. In
other words, Porn Potato is no fur-
ther away than the reflection in your
bathroom mirror, and no less real
than the flickering blue light from
your TV screen. Best of all, none of
this requires any greater willing sus-
pension of disbelief than, say, opera.
After all, do you really believe in a
pornworld where all high school
coaches are hunky and devoid of pot
bellies, where all buttholes are natu-
rally depilated and prelubricated, and
where everybody seems to be a virgin?
Then you believe in Porn Potato.

With that taken care of, we're go-
ing to try something a little different
and review a piece of non-fiction
from the United Kingdom: Erotic
Choices, a Guide to Better Gay Sex.

The video opens in what must be
the Addams Family’s living room, a
cross between the elegance of a
Vermeer painting and the tackiness
of a gothic novel’s embossed cover.

Sitting in a richly upholstered chair
in the middle of this cavern of dust,
cobwebs, and tattered curtains is a
skinny young man in nerdy glasses.
Dorian Grey? No, the man in the
shirt and tie is Dr. Jonathon
Cartledge of London, who welcomes
us to his little shindig. He gives us a
brief summary of safer-sex guide-
lines, gently reminding us to be ever
vigilant against broken rubbers and
broken promises. Unfortunately,
that is all we get to see of Dr.
Cartilage, which is too bad. Porn
Potato thought he was kinda cute.
Cut to a poolhall, where two
young men with Aryan Nation hair-
dos are playing a game of eight-ball.
They favour one another with
steamy looks as they make clean
shots with their long cues. A disem-
bodied voice drones lines from Shake
speare’s The Tempest in perfect
Queen’s English (“What a piece of
work is a man...”). Another voice at
the subliminal end of audibility gur-
gles things like, “Suck... Ecstasy...
Floating... First Time”. Overcome
with lust, these two paragons of
British manhood push aside the bil-
liard balls and start to make out on
the green felt, when a dumpy little
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—b—



#11 Porn Potato pages 10/21/96 00:06 Page 3 $

man identified as Dr. Robert Flynn
walks on-screen. Dr. Bob seems
oblivious to the fact that this erotic
scene continues despite his presence,
both in the background and pro-
jected onto his white shirt and tie.
He starts us off on this journey by
informing us about male sexuality,
but Porn Potato was too distracted
by the boys making out behind him
to remember what it was that he had
to say. Something about there being
more to a man than his dick.

Next we meet our main tour cap-
tain, another English clone by the
name of Barry Laden. Mr. Barry isn’t
a doctor—we know that because he
wears a T-shirt and dungarees. He
wants to teach us the finer points of
empathy, and Couple Number One
are here to help. Picture a living
room, a chez, and great white cur-
tains billowing like spinnakers into
the open space above the floor.
Couple Number One condense out
of thin air, materializing partially
clothed and artfully draped across
the chez. “Look into his eyes,” Mr.
Barry advises, “show him how you
feel”. As the boys do this, they think
aloud, and we get to overhear all
manner of salacious tidbits about
their personal life. Mr. Barry in-
structs us in the finer points of kiss-
ing, foreplay, and tingly sensations
while Couple Number One eagerly
comply. Like the plot of any good
porn movie, foreplay progresses to
fellatio, of which Mr. Barry has
much to share. He informs us that
communication is important, but
one doesn’t have to shout
“Suuuck mah  dick!”
Texas-style to get the
point across. There’s no right way or
wrong way to suck, he continues,
and stresses the delights of versatility,
“After all, what’s good for the gander

admirable. In action, how like an angel. In apprehension, how like a god.

is good for the gander.” Summing
up this lesson, Mr. Barry explains
that the best orgasms take two hours
to reach, and that for safety reasons
one wants to come under controlled
conditions. Porn Potato is not sure
how much control he’d have after
two hours, and wonders if Mr. Barry
has a day job.

Now it’s time to get to know our
naughty bits (and not so naughty
bits). As Mr. Barry stands in the fore-
ground, a tastefully illuminated
young man appears be-
hind him as a visual
aid. He rubs him-
self  appropri-
ately as Mr.
Barry enun-
ciates a litany
of erogenous
zones: nipples,
carlobes,  inner
thighs, and one’s

—¢—

Df. Cartilage

balls, “which are obviously precious”
he adds cryptically. He then rattles
off a battery of wanking tech-
niques—whole hand, full-shaft basic
hand, half-shaft fingertips only
(maybe a triple somersault off the
pommel horse?), as well as practical
advice on the special needs of the cut
versus uncut cock. It’s also a good
idea to practice banging the bishop
with different kinds of lubes and con-
doms, in order to find the brand that

fits and feels the best. “Now, let’s
get to the bottom of
things: the bum-
hole...A lot of
guys can be a
bit shy when
it comes to
using  the

bumhole as a sexual organ, be-
cause of its usual functions.” The
anonymous back-
ground boy grudg-
ingly moons the
camera as Mr. Barry introduces us
to Mr. Anus, and how to become

f friends with him, claiming that this

“adds considerably to the feeling of
submission”. Porn Potato wonders
what  he means by that
Unfortunately, before Porn Potato’s
question is answered, Mr. Barry turns

The beauty of the world, the paragon of animals
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GET FAT, don't die!

Mr. Barry gets to intrude
on the most interesting activity.

and curtly ends the lesson with
“Thanks Paul!” whereupon the back-
ground boy fades away.

After that, it’s time to talk sixty-
nine. We're transported back to
the mouldy living room, where
Couple Number Two have ap-
peared, sprawled over a pile of dusty
blue-lit cushions. “Sixty-nine gets its
name from the figure formed by the
bodies of two men as they face each
other,” a vague description of ques-
tionable scholarship, “which...is
wonderful because of its fairness and
equality.” However, the videography
seems to gloss over the potential
awkwardness of this most PC of
queer sex positions, filming from a
distance so that Porn Potato isn’t
quite sure that the models really are
sucking simultaneously. From there
it’s easy to venture into rimming.
M. Barry says “But don’t go straight
for his hole. First lick his balls and
then his perineum* ...and remember,
keeping clean is more than just a
matter of courtesy.” Truer words
have never been spoken.

Dr. Bob intrudes with some
pithy wisdom about monogamy, ne-
gotiation, and meeting Mr. Right.
Mr. Right, he continues, may not
impress your friends (or mum) and
probably won’t appear on cue. Dr.
Bob is nearly upstaged again by the
boys in the background, but since
they’re playing house instead of
screwing, Porn Potato had a much
easier time paying attention.

We’re now ready for the big en-
chilada: anal sex. Mr. Barry guides us
into the bedroom, which is just the
same living room with a four-poster
bed in the middle, where Couple
Number Three (Porn Potato’s per-
sonal favorites) are about to ride the
hobby horse. As they start to fuck,
Mr. Barry gives us an antiseptically
complete description of penetration,
which was tolerable until he shat-
tered Porn Potato’s enjoyment of the
ongoing visuals with a friendly warn-
ing that “You may be put off by the
feeling of wanting to shit”. The disco
soundtrack picks up speed as the

*Perineumn? My, these Brits are bookish.

—o—



#11 Porn Potato pages 10/21/96 00:06 Page 5 $

boys get into the groove. The camera
follows a drunken orbit centred on
the bed, strafing the performers as
they do it doggy style, as they do it
with legs in the air, as they do it off
the mattress, and finally as they do it
thrown over the cobweb-encrusted
bedrail (where the butt boy narrowly
misses banging his head as his lube-
covered hands lose their grip on the
big brass bedframe).

Time for Dr. Bob to introduce
some teaching aids: the Four Stages
of Sexual Gratification graph appears
in the foreground, to be followed by
an incriminating polygraph readout
which pulses with malevolent en-
ergy. Brainwave activity, muscle con-
tractions, galvanic skin response,
cardiopulmonary readings, and con-
sciousness indicators all surge from
the quietude of the green zone into
the throbbing redline. It is this puls-
ing image that heralds Mark and
Mark, Couple Number Four, the
poolboys from the beginning of the
video. These guys are obviously pros,
with their “I can take it, sir!” atti-
tude, no-muss haircuts, and fast and
wlessly choreographed manoeu-
hey bump and grind and
and talk dirty while Dr. Bob’s
embodied voice explains that
much of gay sex is already safe sex,
and that if you go at it with as much
gusto as Couple Number Four, the
riskiest thing one could fear is a
slipped disk. The bad house music
reaches its crescendo as Couple
Number Four loudly shoot their col-
lective wads. While they embrace in
their sweaty afterglow, the natty
green bed is transformed into the
green felt-covered pool table from
their opening scene, creating an
artistic sense of closure.

But wait, the fun’s not over yet!
Even as we're left panting on the

floor, we’re hit by a sudden
and unexpected wave of pro-
paganda: How to Dress and
Act Like a Gay Man (just in
case we needed to know).
With the help of some of
the boys, Mr. Barry talks
about wardrobe, posture,
mood lighting, fitness,
piercing, romance, and
shaving. “..Doing one’s
legs are the current
trend,” Mr. Barry ex-
plains, and then offers some
ideas about shaving your
buttocks, “Like facial
hair...experiment  with
different  styles and
shapes to find your own
individual  expression.”
Whoa now, hold on..
Porn Potato knows this
video’s nominally in
English, but he thinks
something still got lost on
the trip across the Atlantic.
Individual expression? What,
like turning your full moon into a
crescent one? Or how about, “Look
dear, this is my own Daliesque ex-
pression of my individuality, see!
How’s the mousse holding up?”
Porn Potato is sonewhat skeptical.

In addition, Porn Potato wonders
about the ulterior motives of the
video’s producers. Did they hope to
bend undecided young minds to
their will, creating a stable of young
men who would dress, coif, act,
pump, and scent themselves accord-
ing to the videographer’s own selfish
desires? Maybe this is one of those
“recruitment”  efforts which our
ible-thumping brethren are always
sing us homos of perpetrating.
s you might expect, this video
't fit easily within Porn
usual  rating  scale.
Foytunately, one of your spud’s ded-
icgted staff has nearly a decade of ex-
rience organising and teaching
safer-sex workshops, so we can speak
with some authority. The produc-
tion quality is pretty slick, making
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for an engaging hour of watching.
Erotic Choices easily outdoes other
risk reduction videos, although the
ones put out by the Gay Men’s
Health Cirisis of New York come
pretty close. Most of the models are
attractive without being intimidat-
ing, and you get to see lots of them.
The information and advice is plen-
tiful, but grown-ups with even a few
years of sexual know-how can’t help
chuckling at some of the more re-
medial instructions. That does, how-
ever, make this video ideal for
pimply adolescents with little or no
experience, or people of any age just
coming out. Simply lock them in a
room with the tape and a VCR, and
hopefully most of their embarrassing
questions will get answered privately.

Porn Potato’s one technical com-
plaint is the murky image quality of
the video, which caused anything
coloured red to bleed out of its bor-
ders and discolor half the TV screen.
The picture often looked fuzzy, as
though you were wearing glasses
smeared with Vaseline™. One expla-
nation might be that the picture
quality was degraded when the video
was converted from the original PAL
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he were trying not to fondle himself.
Perhaps he was frustrated by the fact
that he couldn’t rip off his clothes and
join the models in the sack. Poor Dr.
Bob didn’t even seem to be a real per-
son, just a man-shaped movie screen
with a man’s voice, talking about
mansex while occasionally occluding
man-to-man activity. In fact, the
spooky sets, unintentional humour,
and Dr. Bob’s depersonalization
made this flick far more surreal than a
lot of regular wank-movies. Our staff
took to calling it Monty Python’s
Guide to Safer Sex.

Erotic Choices lacks few things. It
would have benefited from a close-
up demonstration of how to avoid
air bubbles while putting on a con-
dom. Or, given the introductory na-
ture of some of the lessons,
explaining the importance of wrap-
ping one’s lips over one’s teeth while
giving head might have been nice.
These are relatively minor points,
however. What is really missing is
more of Dr. Cartilage. The dreamy
boys of Couple Number Three
should have trapped Dr. Cartilage
between their taught torsos, and
while nuzzling his ears, they should

*Yhis is why the captured stills in this article suck big wet weenies.






