
Fast forward to last week. My friend Mitchel
Raphael, the National Post’s hip counter-
culture reporter, and his younger brother 
Avi, who helps distribute the hot Parasuco
jeanswear line in Canada, are throwing a
blow-out party at their groovy downtown
Toronto loft. The theme is “military,” and the
guest list is eclectic – from artists to lawyers
to media types to politicians to drag queens.

I know there’ll be a wide range of esthetics 
on display, so I ask my hunky young plastic
surgeon friend, Trevor Born, to come along 
for a laugh. “Mitchel suggests we go to an
army surplus store for something to wear,”
I tell him, quickly adding, “but I don’t know 
if I’m really into the whole dressing up thing.”

Born, ever the good sport, takes Mitchel’s 
recommendation seriously and comes to my
door in a way-tight khaki T-shirt and cool 
camouflage pants.

Born and I look like a couple of urban glam
guerrillas as we sail down the neon streets 
in his red Porsche convertible.
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