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Lige & Jack

GAY wishes for all of its subscribers
and readers the very happiest holiday
season.

After all of the darts we've aimed at
organized religion, it may seem
peculiar -that we should now ignore
consistency to say some kind words
about the Christmas spirit. But if those
of us who are labeled “homosexuals”
don’t stand up for Christmas, who

EDITORIAL

Cwill?

We shouldn’t be too eager to put
the “X” back into Xmas. Madison
Avenue and Wall Street have been
trying to do so for many years. To
follow their lead is to “sheepin”
ourselves. After all, its too easy to put
Christmastime down, particularly if
you're inclined as we are to Zen
Buddhism. It's easy, after you've
gotten bumped around in a Macy’s
crowd to say “Piss on Christmas,” just
as jt’s easy to confuse Scrooge with
Nixon, or to get fuckered out when
you've got an armfull of packages and
there’s not one taxi in sight.

But there’s another side to
Christmastime. Once a year it calls to
you to think about others—your

friends—your closest relatives. It may
be asking too much of frail mankind
that everyone should think of them
all-year round. Generally speaking, the
human race isn't quite up to such
splendid feats. Too many of us groan
under the “strain” of this yearly
“obligation.”

How can you invest your heart this
year? How can you recapture the
oldtime joy? By assuring those who
have enriched your life that they do
have a special meaning for you, let
them know how very much they are
appreciated.

We live for only a few short years
on this cold, confusing, and squalid
little planet. Human comradeship is
one of the few bright fires at which we
may warm ourselves.

You don’t have to believe the
Christian dogmas to dig the Christmas
spirit. We take turns celebrating the

birth of the Sun God (a festival
celebrated in Ancient Rome on which
Christmas was originally based) with
the birth of Lao Tzu, a suave Chinese
philosopher born 600 years before
Christ. Lao Tzu was conceived by a
shooting star and carried for 62 years
in his mother’s womb before he saw
the light of day. He was born with
grey hair. If you can believe that, you
can accept the ‘virgin”® birth" too!
Humbug.

THIS ISSUE OF GAY

This issue of GAY contains
selections of the newspaper’s most
provacative writings during its first
year of publishing. We hope that it will
recall for you some of 1970%s
highlights, and remind you, perhaps,
to tell friends and acquaintences about ;
GAY.

May 1971 bring you increased
enlightenment, joy, friendships, and

erenity.
. Lige & Jack

The official views of this newspaper are expressed in The Editd(ial. Opinions expressed in by-lined
columns, letters, and cartoons, however, are those of the writers and artists and do not necessarily

represent the opinions of GAY. ;i
Publication of the name or photograph of any person or organization in articles or advertising in GAY
is no indication of the sexual orientation of such person or organization.

GAY is published BI-'WEEKLY by Four Swords, Inc., P.O. Box 431, Old
Chelsea Station, New York City, New York 10011. Telephone (212-){
989-1660.

Entire contents of GAY Copyright (c) 1970 by Four Swords, Inc. All rights reserved. Reproduction in/

HPUDLEhEIR arni g Forasfsinis gine o R I R Four SWOrdS, Inc whole or part strictly forbidden without written permission of the pubﬁshers.

SRCREID BAMORS. &« » o s it s Sin w1 2B ok oAb ioiiv 3 0 A B ichols . Lige Clarke : : : i
Exdcirtive E ditors x Jack Nichols..Lig - New subscribers will receive whichever issue corresponds to the date on which they subscribe. Back]

News ljlt?itor, Leo Skir; New York Correspf)r?dent, Kay Tobin; MidWest Corr\evspon:iienjt., Egk I;;USSOXI; issues of GAY are available for $1 from Four Swords, Inc.
Ad\‘/ems‘m.g Manz.ig'er; Péll‘if,igoéien, Adve(;gsmg Assistant, Marcia Blackman; Wizards, Jim Buckley, Submission of double-spaced, typed, Spage manuscripts, as well as drawings, and photographs 1
Goldstein; Art Directors, erry Studio. encouraged. Unused materials will be promptly returned and published writers will be paid upon

Columnists: Dick Leitsch, Lige and Jack, Lilli Vincenz, Randolfe Wicker,. Stefen Verk, Peter Ogren, :’:;hec;“o"' GAY does not assume responsibility for unsolicited manuscripts. Advertising rates ug

John P. LeRoy, Gregory Battcock, Arthur Bell, Leo Skir, Alan Kushner. x

—

CONTINENTAL i BELOVED DISCIPLE 3
&HEALTH CLUB .  PARISH g

of

THE AMERICAN
CHURCH

300 Ninth Avenue

**¥Weekend entertainment and movies.

Complimentary weekend buffets.

(At Twenty-eighth Street)
: New York City .
* Full restaurant facilities with 24-hour service (212) WA 94445

Complete Gymnasium @ Steame@Massage
Olympic PooleColor TVeLibrary
Dormitory Facilities
Overnight Accommodations Available

Celebrant & Preacher: Father Robert Clement

Regular Service every SUNDAY at 2:00 p.m,

New York’s Best Run, Largest and Most Exciting Club s = g
i  THIS IS YOUR CHURCH
2 isti M = :
For Sophisticated Males Only ‘ o COME AS YOU ARE
230 West 74th Street oF ALL ARE WELCOME
New York City ’)‘og ANNOUNCEMENTS:
(212) 799-2688 & .; = Dec. 20—-3 pm-—2 CHRISTMAS PLAYS. “The 2nd

P2, Shepard,” ““Christmas”

**Returning by popular demand, Dec. 19th for 4 weeks

Miss BETTE MIDLER will be entertaining in the Cabaret on weekends. Dec 24—Christmas Eve MIDNIGHT SERVICE “Blessing of

the Crib”

Dec. 26—( pm—Combined Christmas-Chanukah Dance in the

' Parish Hall

Jan 3—1:30 pm—Cycle Week Blessing of Motor Bike Club




PAGE 4/GAY/JANUARY 4, 1971

U Tt
N Al
WA ‘}‘ At the foot of Boston’s
7 "’J fashionable Beacon Hill, not

Sfe| far from the Massachusetts
State House, lives Prescott Townsend, an
elderly Bostou blueblood who happens to
be both a homosexual and a bohemian.

Prescott’s home, a narrow brick
building dating back to 1810, snuggles
between three or four equally ancient
structures clustered together at the
terminus of a block-long, car-cluttered
‘private way’ called Lindall Place. His
house, like those of his neighbors, has
seen better days. Once a four story family
residence, it has long since been
converted into a rooming house.

Prescott’s car can usually be found
parked among the dozen or so vehicles
which sometimés completely fill the
narrow street that passes beneath a train
tressle just a few feet from his door. It’s a
battered 1951 Buick, its mashed-in trunk
held shut with wire, its upholstery ragged
and soiled, its seats and floorboards
obscured by auto parts, dirty rags,
gasoline cans, rumpled maps, yellowing
newspapers and similar items of value.

As a young man, P.T. (as his friends
address him) was one of Boston’s most
dashing figures. In Boston and the Boston
Legend, Lucius Beebe describes him as “a
rangy youth” who was “a constant
associate” of Elliot Paul, “the Hill’s most
authentic Bohemian.” ‘“Townsend,”
Beebé wrote, “was, perhaps, the only
strictly solvent member of the early
Bohemians of ’22 and '23. He emerged
from Harvard Law School, possessed and
wore a raccoon skin coat that was the
envy of Cedar Street, and could talk
informatively on any given subject for the
space it required his auditor to consume
precisely a quart of gin.”

Since graduating from Harvard in
1918, P.T.’s life has been both varied and
unusual. He was one of the founders of
the Barn Theater, second outdoor theater
in America, where playwrights such as
Eugene O’Neill first presented their
works.

On a trip to Mexico he uncovered
some huge taltic stone heads in the
forests of Rio Blanco and a new species
of salamander which was subsequently
named after him, ‘Oedipus
Townsendentis.”

Prescott has always enjoyed building
things and during the past fifteen years
has built three bungalows on his property
in Provincetown with driftwood, ship
beams and other materials he salvaged
from the sea. 3

During one of his recent visits to New
York City, we cornered P.T. and taped an
interview on the anxiety-provoking
subject of facing old age as a homosexual.

The highlights of our talk follow. Prescott -

Townsend, despite his age and
eccentricities, has something important to
say to each of us.

. R.W.
WICKER: Let’s talk about being gay,
growing older and still staying happy. Tell
me, Mr. Townsend, how old are you and
how long have 'you been gay?
TOWNSEND: I'm 75 years old. I was
born on June 24, 1894, within five hours
of King Edward VIII, in a horse & buggy
age.
WICKER: How leng have you been
involved in the so-called “gay” life?
TOWNSEND: I came out at the age of
nineteen.
WICKER: Let’s see, that was around
1913. Did gay life in those days resemble

homosexual society of today? For
instance, where there gay clubs and the
like?

TOWNSEND: Oh no, there were no such
things. Everything was very much
undercover. ‘Homosexuality’ was
unmentionable, nobody ever mentioned
it. They even avoided saying the word. In
those days, even in colleges they were just

D,
D

IO ;

A

beginning to read Freud and discuss
things like the Oedipus complex.
There were no gay bars at all. The first

. gay bar was in the back of the Waldorf

during Prohibition. It wasn’t even a bar, it
was just a place where we congregated.
The first real gay bar came into existence
during the middle thirties in Scollay
Square. I remember it well. We all started
to dance together and everything, and I
thought it was wonderful.

Prohibition was still in effect of

BOSTON'S

4
E
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BY RANDOLFE WICKER

AN IMMODEST INTERVIEW WITH A HAPPY OLD MAN

.Liquor

course, so we always had someone posted
at the door. One night while I was
working the door, I looked out and there,

to my amazement, stood both the
Governor and the Mayor.
“Stillpalm! No more moving!” I

yelled. That meant “put the liquor away”
and “no more dancing.”
Then the Governor and the Mayor

AN

came in. It was wonderful. They said:
“Never mind us boys. Go on, we just
wanted to see what it was like.” Then, a
couple of minutes later, they thanked us
for letting them watch and left.

After repeal, Boston’s first ‘public’
gay bar was opened by a fellow and his
wife. He was an influential member of the
Dealers’ Association and he
educated the liquor dealers on the subject
generally. I think that is one of the main
reasons why we don’t have any real

harassment of gay bars in Boston even
today. ‘He and his wife are still in
business, by the way, and their original
gay bar is still in business.

After that, a few clubs
opened—including one for girls and a
private social club for students and
younger people. At the private club, you
had to sign up at the door and take out a
so-called membership at the door.
WICKER: During the nineteen-teens and
the nineteen-twenties, did there seem to
be as many gay people, percentagewise, as
there are today?

TOWNSEND: I think there were very few
gay fellows at Harvard during the time I
attended school there. I only knew one
other fellow in my class, he and I came
out together. But that was probably
because I didn’t recognize them.
WICKER: Were homosexuals more guilt
laden during those days than they are
today?

TOWNSEND: I don’t know. I didn’t ever
feel guilty. I wasn’t guilt laden but I was
very frightened. 1 wanted so much to
meet someone, and I still regret one time
when a very attractive fellow tried to pick
me up and because I was scared, I didn’t
take him home.

I had my first experience at nineteen

more

~ but after that I really didn’t have any

more contacts during the World War.
Becoming involved in gay life was a slow
process for me because I was so busy
going out to dances with girls and
working hard on my studies. My brothers
before me had been very active with girls
socially. Because of this and because I
was in the social register, I was always
being drawn into things.

WICKER: Getting back to the subject of
aging, at what age did you realize that
you were really getting tc be an older
person?

TOWNSEND: Well, when I turned sixty, |
said to myself, “I must be getting older
even though I still feel the same as I did
at twenty. I think I’ll join the age center
and find- out how older people feel.” I
was questioned for 30 hrs. on my life and
habits.

And so, | began to become interested
in older people even though I didn’t
consider inyself old. Even now, I don’t
consider myself old, because I believe in
intergenerational contacts.

WICKER: Did you notice any changes
earlier. For instance, around thirty-five or
forty did you find making out was
harder, or that your potency or sexual
urges were very much on the decline?
TOWNSEND: I've always had a hard time
making out because I am so conservative.
I've generally had one friend who I kept
for a long time. One friend lived with me
for twenty-five years. We agreed never to
be jealous of one another and we never
were. He still comes around to see me
0c~1 ,:,‘?a.,”.,

WICKER: You had a friend for
twenty-five years. Did you find him
attractive right on through middle age?
Do you still find him attractive today?
TOWNSEND: Yes, oh yes. But I don’t see
him too much these days because he
moved out of the city and he’s been sick
lately.

WICKER: You say you’re interested in
intergenerational sex.

TOWNSEND: Intergenerational
“contacts,” that’s the correct sociological
term.

continued on page 16

_~
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BY LIGE AND JACK

re you the jealous type? If
so, you’re a jerk. Only
first-class morons think
they should have exclusive
2 rights to ‘their lover’s

body. Sensible people don’t go around
asking, “Has anybody besides me been
seeing, touchirg, or making use of your
genitals?” Sane folks don’t freak out
when they discover that their loved one’s
prick, cunt or ass has received pleasures
from others. The termt “unfaithful” has
nothing to do with the use of the sexual
organs. Enjoying sex outside of a
contracted relationship has no degrading
effect on a “prartiage” unless the two
people asefi’t getting along in more
important ways. If they’re good friends,
full of laughter, convivial, trusting, and
comfortable with each other, then there’s
nothing that either of them should fear.
Ironically, when real sexual freedom
exists, it is seldom used to excess. As the
Tao Teh King (translated as The Way of
Life [Lao Tzu] by Witter Bynner.
Paperback 95 cents) says, things which go
together naturally don’t need to be tied.
Marriages on paper mean nothing. Legal
bonds won’t guarantee happiness. Love,
trust and togetherness are the outcome of
a rthythmic, unfettered, spontaneous
dance to life in which the partners are
close, but not clinging. In some cases
lovers need time separately There’s no
getting away from the fact that people
sometimes nmust get away in order fo
come back to themselves more fully.
Giant redwood trees each stand in their

own sphere. To appreciate the incredible
beauty of a great mountain, you must
sometimes allow yourself distance so that
you can turn around for a fuller view.

Jealousy is natural to human beasts
and selfish dogs. Anyone who owns a dog
or a cat knows it craves exclusive
attention. Where adogis concerned,
such craving is somewhat justified
because, after all, it is owned, even if it
doesn’t realize it. But humans don’t own
each other, or at least they’re not
supposed to. Thus, jealousy is based on
pure self-interest. There’s no concern for
the loved one’s joy or happiness. That he
or she is having a good time makes 1.0
difference. In fact, the more joy enjoyeu,
the worse it seems to the jealous partner.
He visualizes in his mind’s eye all of the
sensual and erotic pumping taking place
and turns livid with rage [le can’t bear
the thought that pleasure exists outside
of his own experience. He doesn’t stop to
think that his lover’s widened experience
may, in fact, contribute to his own
pleasure and excitement. After all we
must have times when we are outgoing in
order to enjoy our life at home. Whether
we talk with others, fuck-with others,
read books by others or whatever, all of it
helps to make us more exciting company
for those who are closest to us.

If you’re stung by jealousy, try
looking at things from another viewpoint.
If you try to hold onto your lover too
tightly while you’re dancing, your dance
will be clumsy. If you are tense and tight,
rather than loose and freg, you’ll step all
over your partner’s feet. At the same
time, if you are good company, your
lover won’t want to dance too far away

from you. He won’t get lost in the crowd.
He’ll be lingering nearby, always eager to
touch you, happiest when he sees the
smile of pleasure he’s capable of evoking
in your face.

He loves you, and is happiest when
you’re happy. He wants you to be happy
first and foremost. And, of course, you
want the same fo: him. Your own selfish
interests are not nearly as important.
Your own silly ego is forgotten simply
because your exclusive pride in ownership
is dead—or should be! You don’t own his
body. He doesn’t own yours. Let him do
with his prick whatever he wishes and
you’ll find, if you don’t press the issues,
that he’s likely to prefer you to any
other. That’s why he’s your lover, isn’t it?

It’s important to keep in mind,
however, that sexual freedom, like any
freedom, can be misused. In the name of
sexual liberation many unfortunates are
unkind and hateful to each other. Sexual
adventures outside are not used to
enhance the quality of home life, but
rather to “get back” or retaliate sexually.
A dolt who does this is the sort who says,
“You had a fling last night, so I'm going
to have one tonight.” Or, “You fucked
Bill, now I'm going to fuck John, the
handsome guy you couldn’t get your
paws on.”

A dimwit with attitudes like these is
anti-sexual. He looks at sex as forbidden
and lascivious. It becomes a power tool
by which such poor folks slam away at
each other and release their hostilities and
insecurities. Unfortunately, many
so-called libertarians have hangups like
these and as a result, they give real
libertarians a bad name.

The Tao Teh King also says that
there is no reason to go outside for better
seeing. How true. Exploraticn inside the
home is the most exciting venture
imaginable. If you ere adventurous, you'll
find plenty that you and your lover can
do in your own bed to quicken the
deepest passions. If you learn to relax and
explore . . . slowly, leisurely, and if you
give yourselves time to kiss lingeringly,
starting with the lips (or the stomach)
and working your way around every
curve of your lover’s body, there’s no
experience that will bring you greater joy
or pleasure. Lovers have the capacity to
experience profound joy in ways that no
outsider can match. Sexual freedom
should not be used as an excuse to nullify
or make dull a sexual union that can be
known in the deepest and most
meaningful ways at home. Those who
wander on the outside without
consideration for essentials—that is, for
the person who is nearest and dearest to
them—are creeps of the worst sort.
They're getting away from things closest
to them, important things. Make your
own bed first before you climb into
someone else’s. Otherwise you’ll mess up
both beds.

If you and your spouse are going to
dig pleasure from everywhere, make
damned sure that neither of you is
insecure, unhappy or fearful. Face life in
similar directions—together. Sex should
be a happy, outgoing, positive experience,
and a stiff -cock should plunge into joy
when it’s attached to a happy guy. Be
careful, always, that you give your loved
one every tender consideration, however.
Remember . . . charity starts at home. @@




PAGE 6/GAY/JANUARY 4, 1971

- BATHS
IN13 CITIES

FOR YOIIR IIEAI.TH AND PlEASIlRE

WHEN 1 F(RST CAME OuT.. T .

CAME TO NEW YORK

D MY NOSE FiXED

AND 1 STYLED AND PBLEACHED

THE CLUB SOUTH THE CLUB
76 4th Street 609 N. La Salle St.
Atlanta, Georgia Chicago, lllinois
404-873-2148 . 312-337-0080 :
THE CLUB BAST THE CLUB STEAM BATH :
110S Cathedral St. 1448 W. 32nd St. 1 BOWT 0P M
< o ¥ BODV.... 1 CERRNED AOW T0 DRESS.....
 Baltimore, Maryland -Cleveland, Ohio = AND.. UNDRESS ..
: 30!-121-9320 216-961-2727 NDRESS ...
‘THE cwn LAGRANGE ' CLUB FAYETTE
4 LaGrange St. " HEALTH SPA
Boston, Massachusetts §32 Fayette St.
6]70_338—8952 Hammond, Indiana
~ 219-931-2992
AMHERST CLUB e
44 Almeda St. THE CLUB NEW ORLEANS
. Buffalo, New York * 515 Toulouse Ave. ; !
716-835-6711 New Orleans, Louisiana
THE CLUB CAMDEN ~ THE CLUB STEAM BATH
" 1498 Broadway 902 Jefferson Ave.
Camden, New Jersey Toledo, Ohio
§09-9M0095 . 419-246-3391
THE CLUB ST. LOUIS THE CLUB EAST Il
600 N. Kingshighway Bivd. 20 “O” St., S.E.
" St. Louis, Missouri Washington, D.C.
(394) 367-3163 (202) 547-9631 :
: : T LEARNED 10 8€
ING...
THE CLUB NORTH AND_DEWMS? L EVERON PR tn ' PERPECT...
49 Broadway NO ON
Newark, New Jersey o U'“-‘- TM.K'N e/
201-484-4848

OUR NEW DORM IS OPEN

: CRUISE BY GAY COMPUTER
MEET UP TO 14 NEW PEOPLE A MONTH
FOR ONE FULL YEAR =~

Forget standing on street corners—being harassed by the -

authorities — searching through smoky bars — Now! do it.— Sl
“ the easy-scientific way. -

Make the friends you've always wanted to make! For a one
night stand or forever. Space age computer science sees that
you meet the really right for you people, the ufe, dignified,
confidential way.

No matter where you live, the gay computer will find
matches for you right in your very own area.- Matches that
will match your desires and mterests Let Man-To-Man do
the trick for you.

The reasonable one time only fee 2gsures you of meeting up
to 14 new people a manth for one year

Our service is, of course, absolutely confidential and tolai

discretion is our moito. Computer Cruising is fun and sure
~ beats walking so don’t delay — join today.

Our illustrated and informative brochure on gay computer

dating is your passport to happiness. Don’t delay — mail the

coupon today.

O o CEP EED GNP GRS CED G SED EID SN @D U5 SN0 G SH G e G

MAR-T0-MEN e -

17 Barstow Street, Great Neck, New York 11021
Please enclose $3.00 for handling and mailing.

1t certainly would be nice if some big strong city boys were to help a little country girl with her luggage'
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BY ANGELO d’ARCANGELO

HAPPY 1971!

his year is going to be dif-
l ferent: it will herald in a
| new decade, a decade al-
| ready heavily counted
upon for certain’ effects,
not the least of which is
constant and significant change. How
nice!

The kind of chance I’m talking
about may be considered as slightly
more important than the new designs
for ‘‘threads”. That means lots of
phrase-planning, as well as party-do.
What - shall we call this new decade?
How will it look in- History? On the
yellowing pages of the Times? In Life?
The Moody Bible Institute News? We’ve
had the Flatulent Fifties, and the
Bloody Sixities. What now? The Inter-
galactic Seventies? The Scatological Sev-
enties? The Tricky-Dicky Dec ie?

'I dare to imagine all the smart de-
signers of smart, smart Hallmark Cards,
scheming out new places for flitter on
their bunny-infested rocket ships which
pop out, spring up, and say (in Spencer-
ian Modern) Hi! Guy! Tune in, Turn on,
and HEAD for the ultimate intercolonic
blastoff! Wheeeeeeee!

It’s alright to amuse ourselves for a
kiss-smeared evening with all that Ring
out the Old, Ring in the New, Auld
Lang Syne and the rest of thatabladder-
churning merde, but for the remainder
of the month, let’s face-to-face the fact
that if we’re going to survive without
becoming a soon-to-be-extinct sub-
‘species, we’ve got to jettison more than
half the pseudo-intellectual garbage
that’s weighing us down—not to mention
sex hang-ups.

We need a new life. Those of us
over twenty-five need it now and all
NEW. The speed of our technological
advance has not only outmoded most of
our customs, but it has made the reten-
tion of those customs deadly, insidious.

I need a new life, and a face-lift.
My surgeon will take care of the latter.
And for the former, here are my resolu-

tions—or some of them:
I resolve to keep alive within myself

a sense of adventure and a love of dar-
ing. I want it to lead me into sports,
and pastimes, incredible situations. Dan-
ger! And this sense of adventure will en-
courage me to perform twice or three
times the amount of work I’ve done, the
sex I’'ve had, the-chances I’ve taken, in
any given year so far.

I resolve to take advantage of the
media in any and all capacities possible,
in order to revitalize and re-personalize
rt, to proselytize my own view—politic-
al, cultural, sexual-—and to use media to
defend myself against conservative back-
lash, which is only culture-lag. I will at-
tempt to make my work so seductive,
and amusing it will infuse all who come
in contact with it, with an air of cynical
joy, and sexual exuberance

TR
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I resolve not to rely upon that tri-
umph of slick vicarious pulp, LIFE, to
find out whether I'm alive, or TIME to
see if I’'m “‘with it”.

I resolve to be bored with all re-

portage of murders, mass and mini, no
matter who the stars are who kill, or are

killed, whether in the legitimate theatre,
or the illegitimate theatre of politics.

Blood lust is too yawn-making.

(continued on page 14)
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BY STEFEN VERK

evolution now! Right on!
Strike those chains and set
the Bastille aflame! But
while you’re chanting

d| those very laudable words,
identify the most rational target before
you attick it. It is idiotic to attack
something just out of masochism rather
than the desire for full freedom. Violence
and ignorance are marvelous engines of
destructions, but they build nothing on
the wreckage they leave. The Bastille is
your own head!

One must have a starting point for
any revolution, as for any other project.
This is the point in time for the
Homosexual Revolution, but the place to
start is in the homosexual head. Not all
homosexuals are unhappy losers, but
there are far too many lost in the murky
swamps of self-pity, baseless guilt,
pre-programmed defeat, sado-masochistic
self-hate pogroms, and the inability to
relate in genuine Auman terms with other
individuals. Too many homosexuals are,
imprisoned within their own heads by the
inherited garbage of decaying religions,
false community and/or family mores,
super-imposed  guilts ~ and  negative
self-evaluations, and préposterous scales
of value. Too many of us live by a blind -
-acceptance of a life style based upon rhe
sanction of the victim—and WE are|
always the victims! Well, Brothers and \
Sisters, the prison is our own heads. We
don’t have to be the victims but if we
permit them to brainwash us into
believing that shit tastes better than filet

mignon, then all we deserve is shit!
| There is u great deal wrong with the
contemporary - political and  social
structures. The distribution of wealth and
power, our malignant tampering with
ecological balance, our futile attempts to
substitute materialism for love, our very
treatment of other human beings, etc. All
these are malignant cancers on the fabric
of human existence and must be changed.
However, external freedom is meaningless
without internal freedom. No matter |
what the political structure or economic
distribution, no one can be free so long as |
he remains a prisoner within his own
head. Repealing all the sodomy laws in |
the world and making every homosexual
a millionaire wouldn’t make us one bit
happier in the long run, unless we can
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learn to accept and value ourselves as

human beings and not just as
homosexuals. That is the objective of
liberation of the head.

the head, so that makes it an even more
logical place to begin the revolution.

We are always our own greatest
enemies. THEY is a wretched placebo we
conveniently use instead of real medicine.
It is so much easier to blame them than
to realistically look at the way we are
fucking up our own chances for happiness
and fulfillment. It is quite true that we
did not plant most of the maggot-ridden
garbage in our own heads, but we have
the responsibility of shoveling it out, if
we wish to be free, whole, happy, human
beings. We do not have to believe
something we know is not true, just
because someone else insists it is. We do
not have to hide like medieval lepers,
because someone else tells us that’s what
we are, nor do we have to hate and

It is really a question of priorities.
All of the things I have listed are
important. We must participate in all
efforts to enrich the human community,
but our first priority must be homosexual
liberation, and that starts with the head.
Indeed, homosexuality itself, starts with
punish ourselves for imaginary crimes and
guilts. Our most serious crime is against
ourselves and that is failing to allow
ourselves to see us as we really are:
human beings who happen to prefer our
own gender as sex objects but in NO
OTHER WAY different from other
human beings!

Any homosexual endeavoring to
lliberate his or her head must do a number
ot rather uncomfortable things to achieve
the final comfort of freedom. He must
realize that the traditional organized
religions have no real place or meaning
for us. They have no real meaning for
anyone else either, based as they are on
tribal myth, deception and
bondage through guilt. They have as little
place in this modern world of the lgser
beam as do pteradactyls or dinosaurs.
Discard that useless religion and turn to
yourself and other /iving human beings.
The Judaeo-Christian culture has caused
more harm to humanity than syphilis and
cancer combined. At least these diseases
have never left their victims feeling guilty
of being HUMAN. Why should. anyone

have to ask forgiveness of anyone or
ANYTHING for pleasures which have
harmed nc one else? Why should anyone
have to beget children he cannot afford
to feed or does not even want, if he
prefers to suck cocks instead of following
the mildewed commands of some
unwashed biblical nomad who heard
voices in the night (so he said)?

So much for religion. If your religion
has no dignitied compassionate place for
you, then it should have no place in your
life. The same is true for your family and
the same is true for any traditional roles
or values or beliefs or opinions you have
felt compelled to accept even though
they have made you feel inferior, guilty,
and unhappy. Tradition is not infallible.
Mother is not infallible. Heterosexual

opinion is not infallible. Neither, for that
matter, is homosexual opinion.

If tradition has always firmly stated
that all male homosexuals are willowy,
effeminate creatures, but you like to lift

- weights and race motorcycles, does that
‘mean you are doubly afflicted, being

both homosexual and a deviant from the
traditional portrait? Or does it mean that
you are simply a person rather than a
caricature, and that traditions are often
bullshit that tew people take the trouble
to dispute, even when their acceptance
causes discomfort or feelings of guilt? If
your family setup taught you by
example that the woman is the strongest
member - of the family—and therefore
superior—does that mean you must
forever go on believing that all men are as
weak and yielding as your father? And
that you, being a male, must therefore
also be weak and inferior? Does that
make any more sense than believing that
handling a toad causes warts on your
fingers, just because your father believed

* that? We are all unique individuals, each

one of us. We do not need to be forced to
be unwitting duplicates of either of our
parents or of any other person for that
matter. Much of our unhappiness is
caused by our inner rebellion against such

_attempts by either them or ourselves to

make us into something we cannot be or
do not wish to be.

Many members of the New Left are
gay militants. They are fighting for
freedom for all minorities, and they are
the vanguard of the new visible

:-i

homosexual. Much of their efforts is
perpetuating a positive image of the
homosexual as a participating member of
the general community. Yet they
masochistically continue to support other
radical groups which continually and
loudly use the word “faggot” as the
ultimate vilification. Is this not an
example of the sanction of the victim
syndrome? Are these gay militants not
the same Jews who supported Hitler in
the mistaken hope that they would be
spared as good Jews? Are they not the
good niggers who voted for Wallace,
because he promised a law and order
which might protect their property from
bad niggers? Any gay militant who
supports a group which uses the concept
of - homosexuality as a term of
opprobrium or degradation is a deluded
masochist who shares the opinion of the
group denigrating him. If he supports
them, he privately thinks of himself
exactly as they think of him. He is
working for revolution at the wrong
place. The revolt should start in his own
head. That is where he is being held in
chains. ;

The sadists and the masochists are
opposite sides of the same ugly coin, the
name of which is self-hatred. They are
busy seeking and dealing out punishment
instead of happiness, and the roots lie in
their inability to understand or accept
that the word different is not
synonymous with inferior! In that
semantic failure lies the poisonous roots
of guilt and self-hatred. The revolution -
should start in the leather bars, in the
bushes of Fire Island, in the subway
tearooms, in the closet cases leading Boy
Scout troops or cruising Christian.Science
reading rooms. There is nothing immoral
about sex. There is something very
immoral in considering it dirty and
feeling guilty because it “gives you
pleasure. There is something very
immoral in denying yourself happiness,
love, self-respect, and meaningful human
relationships. There is something very
immoral in refusing to believe you are a
human being first and a homosexual
second. There is also something very
immoral in nailing yourself on a cross.

The Revolution begins with the
liberation of the head. Go forth and suck
todav. Picket Dow Chemical tomorrow.
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 All The

lovers
GONE

BY LILLI VINCENZ

he article “Twenty Years

After: Reflections of a

Long-Time Lover” (GAY -
No. 20) was positively '
thrilling. How delightful to

read about one person’s dedication to

another! Consequently I felt inspired to

say a word or two about a topic that is of

interest to most people (whether they

admit it or not): permanent relationships.

William  West  explains that the

requirement for making a long

relationship work “is that you have to

want it and keep it more than anything.”

Everything else is secondary. The lover

must be the most important person in the

world. Mr. West has seen other people

claim to want a steady lover “but not

enough to change the pattern of thelr r
lives.”

How crucial that last quote is! How
many people want to have their cake and
eat it too? “You’ll have to take me as I
am,” they say to their lovers. If anyone
has to adapt, it’s always the other one.
“For if you don’t accept me as’l am, you
don’t love me, and our relationship won’t
work”—this, implicit or explicit, is their
attitude. I've run across it—and, in the
past, have even experienced these feelings
myself—this defiance, which testifies to a
lack of faith in being able to uphold one’s
own end of the relationship and,.
consequently, demonstrates a lack of
commitment. * “If you really love me,
you’ll come to me,” we say.

The author’s observation that most
long relationships started when the lovers
were “at a young age . ..before their
ives were solidified into a pattern or, less
ambiguously, they got together early
enough to plan their lives around each
other” is interesting. It implies that older
persons lose their flexibility in adapting
to someone else because they are already
too set in their ways. Is this .true?’
Someone should do research on the
importance of the age factor in love
relationships. -

The intriguing thesis of the author’s
friend that “the solidity of the affair
depends on its establishment soon after
one’s self-acceptance as a
homosexual . . . before one becomes
programmed totally into ‘the gay life’ »
suggests that “the gay life” diminishes (or
at least doesn’t develop) one’s ability
and/or desire to sustain a permanent
relationship. I wonder how most male
homosexuals react to this hypothesis. Do

gays get addicted to cruis:

[~ ‘extent that this type of contact becomes +

all they want? Does this sociable
love-making, this camaraderie, obliterate
their needs as an individual to relate to
another individual in depth and try to
build a communications network with
that person? Or does it simply decrease
their ability to successfully carry through
such an undertaking by making them
dependent on easy and superficial
conquests and pleasures?

I’m not knocking the gay life of
single swingers, but I wish there were
more emphasis in these pages on

homosexual love. Sex there is, for any
and all-but how often is love mentioned?
Have people become cynical, or is love
not worth - writing about, not interesting

- enough? Or are the lovers too busy with

their private lives to write for GAY?

Personally, I think readers would like
to hear more on the topic of permanent
relationships: their establishment and
maintenance.. And I don’t believe my
opinion derives purely from the fact that
I am a woman and am naturally
(supposedly) drawn to marriage and
home-making. I have heard a man

wondering how to go about looking for
“husband material.” Are lovers to be
discovered in bars? How can one tell
whose friendship and love might be worth
cultivating? Is it all a matter of trial and
error? Should bars be ruled out and other
means. of meeting potential mates be
chosen? '

Another man is trying to decide
whether tricking is necessary to find a
lover, even though his interests are not
primarily sexual. Should he expose
himself to the ritual of going to bed in
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<2wwa wu get to know people?
These two men want more than just
the usual fascinating sexual encounter.

They want to find someone to share their

personalities, interests, and lives with.
Perhaps they should skip the bars and try
to cultivate friends/lovers in the more
personal, less competitive setting of gay
social clubs or homophile organizations,
where the process of getting acquainted is
more leisurely and more defined in
human, rather than purely sexual, terms.
‘ There are too many ways to go out
llooking for a mate, but it seems to me

that all we can do is help luck along, for

luck is what we need. It’s our attitude

toward people and toward ourselves
which will make success likely or
unlikely. I don’t think the homosexual
has that much more of a problem in,
finding a long-term partner than the
heterosexual. Homosexual women may
encounter more difficulty, since they

usually know fewer gay people, especially
women, than men do. And yet they try

harder than men.

But luck, a good self-image, and guts
to weather the bad times are still the
essential ingredients in finding and
keeping a lover. Straights also have
problems in finding mates. My father .
once reminded me that homosexuals
aren’t the only ones suffering from
loneliness. Heterosexuality doesn’t
guarantee happiness or protection from '
loneliness. Sometimes we forget that our
homosexuality is not necessarily the
cause of our loneliness and that some of
the problems we face in relating to others
are not  unlike similar problems
beleaguering the heterosexual.

Straight marriages can be greater
disasters than gay marriages—simply
because they often involve dishonest

motives and false hopes from the start.
There are too many wrong reasons
available to drive heterosexuals to marry,
like security, status, conformity, children,
physical convenience. We’ve seen people
suffer the consequences of ° their
ill-advised unions. Many don’t have the
good sense to separate, or, weighted
down with obligations, real or imagined,
toward children, don’t feel free to
separate. Thus they sacrifice their
individual pursuits of happiness on the
altar of “what’s best for the children.”
They deny their own personhoods and
learn to live by “duty” alone—which, of
course, creates frustrations, which in turn
give rise to ugly manifestations in the
form of prejudice and jealousy of anyone
who isn’t burdened in the same way.

We homosexuals can be fortunate
that marriages usually arise from the
desires of two people wanting to live .
together for reasons of love alone. No
social status or reward is associated
therewith, and if the love should not
persevere, the couple may break up with
no obstacles. In some ways we have it
better than the heterosexuals. When we
attempt to form a permanent
relationship, the two people are equals,
with no predetermined roles to play, who
need not answer to any kind of social
expectations or obligations, and who are
free to fashion a union of their choice. So
much room for creativity, for
imagination, for self-fulfillment!

Of course, there are the dangers and
the pitfalls that come from living without
a structure to fall back on, from having to
build one’s own framework. Sometimes
we fumble around in unexplored regions
of the soul trying to define ourselves in
relation to another’ undefined entity.
Getting closer and closer to another
person can be frightening—like getting so
close to an object that it is out of focus
and one no longer recognizes it. This can
be confusing, but it is also a step toward
confronting, if not unraveling, the human
enigma: What is the human being? Who
am [? Who are you?

Before I become metaphysical, I'll
stop. Just one more thing. Many, many
years ago, I attended church regularly in
New York at the Christian Community
(associated with the Anthroposophical
Society—if anyone knows what that is).
The pastor once explained that man was
made for woman and ‘vice versa to
overcome the essential loneliness, or
aloneness, of every human being. This
makes sense to me and doesn’t seem to
exclude homosexuality. If love’s primary
function is to overcome isolation, then it
doesn’t matter what kind of love it is, as
long as this function is fulfilled, right?
And even though the fact remains that we
can never merge completely with another
human being, we can still form
relationships that make our lives and
personalities flourish with the love and
happiness they bring. Of course this
involves work and commitment. Growing
together interdependently is a challenge.
But finally there will result that sphere of
twosomeness that belongs to those two
human beings alone—a private world that
is a home and a protection against the
“whips and scorns of time,” against “the
slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,”
and, perhaps especially in our day, against
“the law’s delay.” This love is kind of like
having your own little church, which will
always be a source of comfort, faith and
joy. End of sermon. Go out and be happy
and gay! =

***********************.*****************************************************ﬁl
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Man And Husband!”

BY DICK LEITSCH
am continually appalled at
how anxious humans are

and for what cheap prices
they sell their liberty.
There is no amazement, for did not Siggie
Freud once remark “Man is an irrational
animal”?

Most of us cannot cope with liberty,
and seek someone—anyone—to remove
from us'the responsibility that freedom
involves. If you doubt that, look around
you, observe political movements, and, if
you still miss the point, re-read Erich
Fromm’s Escape From Freedom or “The
‘Grand Inquisitor” chapter of The
Brothers Karamazoy.

In many ways, homosexuals are the
freest people in our society, precisely
because society puts us,
outside the pale. Nothing is expected of
us, and we are not bound by society’s
rules and conventions. The achievers in
our group are looked upon almost with
awe: “Wow, he made it, despite being a
homosexual!” Those who screw up are
forgiven with, “Well, what can you
expect of a homosexual?”

When you examine what society
expects of its heterosexuals, it becomes
apparent how well off we are. Picture
yourself a heterosexual man, expected to
live up to the John Wayne
image—without the lisp, of course.
Imagine being a woman, expected to be
“the girl next door” (Doris Day), “the
sex godess” (Raquel Welch) or “the
mother” (Greer Garson). Consider being
Jewish and having to go to medical school
or, failing that, becoming an Upper West
Side intellectual.

Look at the Black heterosexual man.
He must have a big cock and be a stud. If
he does, so what? “Everybody knows” all

to give up their freedoms,"

as a group,.

spades have big cocks and are oversexed.
If one happens to have small meat or be
impotent, it’s nervous breakdown time.

Heterosexuals of all races, creeds,
colors and national origins have saddled
themselves with silly rules, conventions
and institutions. The most obvious and
the most heterosexual is marriage. What
an utterly anachronistic institution! A
man and woman must go to an office and
buy what amounts to a screwing license.
If they are religious, they must find-a
preacher to give his o.k. The license, and
permission, is nontransferable. When
John Doe marries- Mary Smith, he is
entitled to screw her—and no other.

In most states, screwing without a
license (fornication) is a- crime. In all
states, it is criminal for a licensed screwer

to screw one other than the licensed

partner (adultery). If the two licensees
don’t like one another, or find they are
not compatible (and you’re not supposed
to find that out before you get the
license) they may apply to the State for a
revocation of the license. That’s called
““divorce,” and it is expensive,
embarassing (as the state makes one party
play the villian’s role), and causes a loss
of status.

All of this rigamarole probably had
some meaning at one time. In these days
of Planned Parenthood, the Pill, and
Urban Society, it is all about as relevant
as a cutty stool. This is evidenced by the
fact that four out of five marriages end
up in divorce. The percentage would
probably be more like 4.9 out of every
five were it not for the penalties for

divorce in trouble, expense, loss of face,

and, worst of all, alimony.

Heterosexuals are more aware of the
ridiculousness of marriage than we
are—after all, they are the ones oppressed
by that system. They are experimenting
with the sort of arrangement we’ve

always used, and cla1m to find it more
satisfying and rewarding. Like us,
heterosexuals now move in with someone
they love, like, or find attractive. So long
as the arrangement is mutually pleasant,
they stay together. When things go sour,
one moves out. They don’t involve the
church, state and society. The
arrangements are simple, decent, private,
dignified and very practical.

At a time when straights are
abandoning the system of marriage, some
of those supposedly free
spirits—homosexuals—are trying
desperately to -become involved in the
system. In = California, Michigan,
Kentucky and elsewhere, male couples
and female couples are seeking marriage

Jdicenses. Not a week goes past but at least
-two couples call Mattachine seeking a

clergyman to perform
ceremonies over them.

marriage

I’'ve seen friends adopt Christianity,
Marxism, what might be called “the
hard-hat philosophy” and other codes
which involve sacrificing individuality and
freedom to a system. I'm used to
watching people give up freedom, and it
doesn’t freak me out anymore to watch
people walk out of frying pans into fires.
The only thing that does surprise me is
that the preachers and purveyors of
marriage licenses are evidently not eager
to involve us in their dying system. Their
business must be hurting, and it’s not
good economics to discourage a whole
new market.

At this writing, no gay couple has
obtained a marriage license or, so far as
know, a church wedding. I would defend
a person’s right to either, though I
approve of neither. As someone once
said, *I have a friend who believes that all
of the waters of the earth are gathered
into the armpit of a giant frog. He has a

adultery,
- marriage-related laws. That

rlght to believe that, but I'm not sure I’d
die for his right to believe it.”

There is always a danger that those in
the wedding business will recognize this
new market and exploit it-by making gay
marriages obligatory and bringing us, like
the straights, under the fornication,
divorce and other
danger
thréatens my right to be left alone, and
my preference for free arrangements
which last as long as they are pleasant and
convenient to my partner and myself
(and not necessarily in that order).

When God was newly dead a few
years ago, gay groups in California,
Washington, D.C., and elsewhere started
councils on religion and the homosexual.
Their intention may not have been to
pump new life into the dying churches,
but that is the apparent result. Gay
churches are proliferating, and
homosexuals are flocking to the
Metropolitan Community Church in L.A.
and its imitators elsewhere. At least three
gay groups in New York meet in a church
hall, paying rent to help support that
establishment which has traditionally
been the worst oppressor of homosexuals.

Homosexuals are trying to take over
marriage and the church while
heterosexuals, who have been deeply
involved in both for centuries, are
abandoning them as oppressive. Is this
progress for our group? What do we take
over next? The Vietnam War? How about
getting ourselves a dictator? That’s a surer
way to give up our freedom.

The whole gay lib- movement is
taking a turn that I find threatening.
Thank: goodness I'm an “old
homosexual” (not so much in age as in
opposition to the “New Homosexual”
(see Esquire, December 1969), and am
not expected to be a part of all of this
madness. me
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BY THANE HAMPTEN

ecently I returned
from vacation, a ‘‘duty
visit’> to see various
relatives in a minor town
of a nondescript
midwestern state. I played my first
pinball machine in over ten years, and
watched with near mindless stupefaction
as the local teams bowled. I was taken to
every gargantuan, labyrinthine shopping
center. (One for each person within a
hundred mile radius. Total plastic;
planned obsolescence; calculated
pollution; consumer overkill.)

I went to see my ninety-eight year old
grandmother who lives with a
long-widowed daughter. Absolutely
nothing has changed in that house since I
was a little boy. Frezen in time: recorded
selections from “The Student Prince”;
the oak credenza with family china; my
aunt’s pearl hatpin stuck precisely in the
center of the small strawberry cushion;
the grocery lists written in tiny script on
the back of grocery receipts. (“Waste not;
want not.””) The sepia photos of
great-great grandchild. Fulton Oursler and
Billy Graham on the coffee table, along
with Reader’s Digest and copies of Ideals.
(In case you’ve forgotten, these are the
magazines that have illustrations of
primroses at dusk, and feature the latest
James Whitcomb Riley poem.) There is a
.crab apple tree in the back yard. They
make quite a bit of jelly in September.
They go to church every Sunday morning
and Wednesday evening. They vote
straight Republican, always, and proudly.
Their only problems seem to be increased
traffic on their street and the roar of jet
planes overhead. And I received the
distinct impression that the Good Lord
and President Nixon would soon take
care of things. No, I am not making this
up or exaggerating in order to force a
point. It is all true.

One evening, the only remaining
“young” relatives came to visit. The rest
of us had fled years ago. My cousin, his
wife, the four boys, (ages ten to
seventeen). The father and all four kids
wore bow ties. I really hesitate to include
this information on the ties. Now you’re
positive I’'m making it all up as the last
bow tie was manufactured in 1948. (At
least they have finally abandoned crew
cuts.) At 6:30 p.m., on the dot, we had
supper. (Not dinner; supper. Dinner is
4:30 on Sunday.) Afterward, the wistful,
yearning reminiscences of and for the
past. And I though of what poet Hollis
Summers wrote: “The yellow gravy
congeals on the sideboard. We breathe.
We finger the antimacassars and carefully
count the dead.”

There is an uncomfortable silence.
Finally Junior’s wife—(Don’t you just
love forty-five year old men labeled
“Junior,” ‘‘Buddy,” “Sonny,” into
eternity?)—turns to me and asks That
Question; the- one I have been awaiting
for days; the one I know has been
corroding their intestines: “But when are
YOU getting MARRIED?” (Eyes wide,
brows arched, breath baited. Silence. . .
What an enigma I am. What a vague yet
disturbing intrusion into their Way of
Life. How strange. How sad! At my age,
no wife, no children, no comfort, no
security, no happiness, no beef stew
simmering on the stove when I get home
from the office on a winter’s eve. Only a
cold bowl of porridge. How and why do I

exist? ‘7 only hope he doesn’t end up like
Uncle George. You do remember what
happened to Uncle George?” Nervous
whispers...clucking of sorrowful
tongues...the pity...) That Question.

I stand to speak. “But, Polly, dear. 1
can’t marry. I'm sure by now you know

from her face. I could have also told her,
quite truthfully, that I have been happily
married for the last eight years. But to
what avail? And so, with the creeping
paralysis of terminal ennui, I gave the
stock answer: “Oh, just-waiting-for-the-
Right-Girl-to-come-along. Heh-heh.”
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I’m a professional child molester at kiddie
matinees. At this very moment I covet
your succulent youngest!” Maniacal laugh
and foam-flecked lips. Yes, you bet your
sweet arse that’s what I would have liked
to have said, if only to wipe the
simperingly smug and complacent smile

(Now, can we put the dear subject
beddy-bye for another five years,
hmmm?) Sure it stuck in my craw; also
my crotch and armpits. Verbal
prostitution at its most glittering. But |
what would you have done? What have
you done? Is there anything sadder or

L8 2.2 2 0.0 0.2 222 2 0.8 8222 0200029 ¢ 02222220802 8822000088020,

more frustrating than trying to
communicate with relatives that you have
left so far behind, sa long ago? The
consequence of embellishing the family
tree with lavish expositions of your
faggotry is one of the most self-defeating
acts imaginable. To my sixteen-to-twenty-
year-old gay guerrilla brothers, a word of
advice: move with grave caution. A strike
for revolution and freedom on the
familial front will result only in stagnant
embarrassment at best. They cannot be
objective, nor can you. Only one out of a
thousand of us is armed with enough
ammunition to face the berserk reactions.

You remain not ‘“different,” but “sick.”
(You flee into the gathering dusk of
permanent exile as Dad either bellows:
“That’s not my son!” or hides in the
upstairs john until it all blows over. Mama
frantically calls your baby docter for the
name of a reliable Super-Shrink. “Doctor,
where did we go wrong?”” Dr. Gillespie
replies: ‘“Mrs. Smith, don’t blame
yourselves for the presence of hereditary
taint.”)

That entire evening was an eternity
for me. I walked a tightrope of the most
fragile and disintegrating cobwebs and
had to keep reminding myself that only a
few weeks before, I had marched
ebulliently up 6th Avenue in the Gay
Pride Parade. New York to the Midwest.
Hop, skip and jump. Just entire cultures
apart. Light years apart. Eons apart. I
came from this? What a few light years
can do to a body, I swear!

I sat, trying to keep my mind on the
inane conversation: “Aphids are attacking
my azaleas again.” (I did delight in the
alliteration and 'spent many happy
moments repeating the sentence to
myself.) “Harmon True moved back from
St. Louis. Still as...odd as ever.” (“You
do remember what happened to Uncle
George?”’) My eyes kept wandering from
the February Reader’s Digest—(*“200
Ways to Save Your Marriage and Fight
Multiple Sclerosis and Smut”)—back to
those goddamn bow ties. Then, further
back, to our parade, that surge into Sheep
Meadow, and the resulting bacchannal.
Am I really only 1:22 minutes from my
relatives by jet? How far is it by
revolution? What kind of revolution
would make any impact on them, any
sense to them, any change in them?
Industrial? - Racial? Economic? Gay?
Political? Detergent-Enzyme?

Distantly, I still have affection for
them. They are genuinely good in many
ways. (Pause to ponder my tap roots.)
They are stable as hell (and that’s part of
the problem, of course). They are
industrious and often creative. My
great-grandfather was a well-known
orchestral conductor, and it’s nice to
know my grandmother still bakes
scrumptious coffee cake every Saturday.
But this is the same women who thanked
God my sister didn’t marry a Catholic, is
pathetically and laboriously tolerant of
good Negroes, and was righteously
satisfied when the assistant pastor of her
church was fired because he grew a beard
and long hair (even though the diffuse
pastel of a rampantly Protestant Christ
above her bed is liberally garnished with
facial vegetation).

I suppose I’'m stating the obvious
when I say I feel those of us in larger
cities are sadly seduced into feeling that
our gay missionary work is going to have

continued on page 16
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'THE HOMOGOBUNS
ARE COMING

produces narrowness. To condemn
passivity is like condemning your
eyeballs. We need passivity to see, to

Dr. Georpe berg (Ph.D.) Is an out
standing psychotherapist, and suthor of a new
and excellent book, THE ACTION

APPROACH: How Your Personality Developed

and How You Can Change It, published by
Signet posketboeks. It is now availabla at your
jocal bookstore. The editors of GAY are
pleased to recommend it.

BY GEORGE WEINBERG, Ph.D.

== would never consider a
Pl patient healthy unless he
had overcome his
prejudice against
homosexuality. Of course
if the person is himself homosexual, the
prejudice he holds is barring the way to
easy expression of his own desires. But
even if he is heterosexual, his repugnance
at homosexuality is certain to be harmful
to him. In my experience, such a
prejudice ‘is more rife among heterosexual
men than among heterosexual women.

The person who belittles
homosexuals with evident enjoyment is at
the very least telling me that he wants to
establish his own sense of importance
through contrast with other people—a
tenuous business. He says with revulsion
that someone he knows is “a faggot,” or
he lowers his voice when describing a
sexual advance that 2 man once made to
him.

It would be wrong to conclude that
such people have lurking homosexual
urges themselves. This has long been the
easy method of interpretation. Accuse a
person of harboring whatever desire he
condemns in others. Say he is merely
seeing his own desire and reacting to it as
if he caught it in himself. Sometimes this
is true. But one need not range into such
speculations to make the case that there
is real difficulty here.

Do you know how certain female
impersonation spots survive?
"Nonhomosexual men, who want to
convince themselves and their wives or
girl friends of. their masculinity, throng
them.

They sit at ringside—or pay one of
the transvestites to come over and sit

with them. They pinch the lesbians and

ask jocularly “Are you a boy or a girl?”’
Some of them chew fat cigars. When the
stage show begins and the drag queens
come out, they whistle. The lion is
allowing the lamb to live and bleat.

At three o’clock in the morning our
so-called head of the household says
raucously, “Check please!” and overtips
the waitress. On the stairway he puts his
arm around his woman’s waist. He is
assuring her by his firm hold that he is
with her, that the time has come when he
is to take her away from this sordid
atmosphere.

On the street he mutters somethingto
the effect that the people below are sick
and ‘“really sad.” He finds a cab
immediately, since the customers in such
places are known to be showoffs with
money, and a line of cabs is waiting for
people like him. In the cab he smooches
with his woman and they feel like a
normal couple.

This is the identity that the patient
who slurs homosexuality assumes in my
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mind while he is talking. He is bracing
himself and trying to bolster his
relationship by presenting it against a
contrast. But in so doing, he is increasing
his fear of sordidness—and heightening his
fear of witnessing human variety.

Moreover, he is inhibiting himself.
He is depriving himself not of
homosexual experiences, which he
truthfully does not want, but of all else
that he connects with homosexuality. For
instance, he makes it impossible to have
friends who are homosexual, and thus
loses the possible benefit of a viewpoint
that would have widened his. And if he
regards even so natural an attitude as
passivity as homosexual, he has sentenced
himself to renouncing receptivity as an
attitude for himself.
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This last is a very severe loss. A
fellow looked at Michelangelo’s painting
and turning from the
reproduction on the wall of my office,
told me he hated it. “Why?” I asked.
“He’s too passive. He’s not doing
anything.” “Well he was just created,
seconds ago. He’s got a good excuse,” I
said. “That doesn’t matter,” he said
bluntly, and he turned away from
perhaps the finest nude ever drawn, in
disgust because the character was delicate
and lolling, doing nothing more than
absorbing experience.

Most men who loathe homosexuals
have a deathly fear of abandonment in
the direction of passivity. The surrender
of control signifies to them a loss of
masculinity, and their demand for control
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discover, to learn.

The person I am describing usually
feels under tremendous pressure to be the
aggressor in sex, and he expects
conformity and passivity on the part of
his woman. He is easily undone when he
does not find it. He inflicts ludicrous role
expectations on his children. In some
cases the fear of being in any way
womanish has so invaded the crannies of
the person’s mind that it affects his
attitudes toward the use of color in his
home and in his clothing. He has almost
defined himself out of existence by the
very contrast he is fighting so hard to
establish.

If a son is gay, he goes berserk. To
reassure himself that he himself has not
also succumbed, and is still tough, he
might take a punch at the boy. “That
fellow is never coming into this house
again” he shouts at his wife, his eyes
popping, after the boy has stormed out.
It seems unmanning to him to have given
birth to an unmanly son.

I am describing a clear-cut but
prevalent form of hysteria. It has not
been identified as such by the experts
because the sufferer’s viewpoint jibes
with most experts’ opinions that
homosexuals are disturbed. If we liken
homosexuality to an illness, the father’s
reaction looks reasonable. We ‘expect
despair and hair pulling when someone
close to us is desperately ill.

Naturally, the sort of attitude I am
describing makes the man less attractive
to the woman of his choice. If she is
dutiful, she works hard to bolster her
man in what appears to her as a masculine
identity he needs desperately. She does
not tell him of her enjoyment in talking
about life to her gay hairdresser, or of her
real attitudes toward homosexuality,
which -are closer to indifference or
curiosity than his. Perhaps she does not
yearn for another sort of life, but she
goes on sensing sporadically that things
could be easier for her if only her man
could relax. Actually, she is sensing that
life would be better for her if only he
were less susceptible to threat.

Invariably, the two go on expecting
the man to sustain his role—always to be
forceful and to make major decisions
boldly. Because of his rigidity, they do
not reconsider their roles, or add new
touches to them.

Why are homosexuals loathsome to
them? It is a terrible strain to go through
life feeling that others can disrupt yeur
system. Homosexuals remain a serious
source of threat to such people.

The “homosexual problem.” as I
have described it here, is the problem of
condemning variety in human existence.
If one cannot enjoy the fact of this
variety, at the very least one must learn
to become indifferent to it. since
obviously it is here to stay.

This is why I say no therapist ought
to consider a patient cured until he has
fully overcome his about
peoples” homosexuality. i)

misgivings
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ay. Around your wrinkle

The love that dare not ¢

and wallows in a mire o

The love that hides its sk

With trembling limbs ay

Such love is fit for Oscar Wiide

Who thought his fam ;

By reference to Sodo

Made by Lord Alfred’:

In court he sued the ol

Denying what he knew to

The truth whereof he feared to tell.

To clear his hame he wished to sell

His soul: once honest, strong and brave;

Now doomed to fill a coward’s grave.

Wilde was a victim of his day

Of generations passed away

Whose twisted views still seek to bind

Men living now, poor Oscar’s kind

Who stand tike skeletons interred

In closets, scared to hear the word

Of love that dares to speak its name

Who flee until their legs are lame

From social scorn, a weakling foe

To whom strong men can deal death’s blow.

But all too late weak men arrive

At selfhood’s doorstep, half alive

Their weary steps of flight in vain -

Have wrecked their lives, ensconced in pain

And when, like Wilde, from Reading Gaol

They stand quite free, their strength will fail.

Death claims their hearts and numbs their souls

While strangling all their finest goals

And on their tombs these words proclaim:

“‘He lived, but dared not speak love’s name.”
’ Lige and Jack

ite unaware
While high we soar
_Of neighbors whom we shock;
- We two who stroll
On city greens
And sit beneath a tree
While passing folk
- Give us the eye,
What species do they see?
We two whose world
Revolves around
Just being who we are
While wing in wing
In close embrace
We travel to a star,
We two have found
A secret place
Beyond the hunter’s bow
Where we have left
The arrows cruel
That sheot from far below.

Lige Clarke

Photo by Roy Leigh
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BEAUTY & PLEASURE

(continued from page 7)
I resolve to take an even greater in-

terest in the essentials of my appear-
ance, I will be doubly, aggressively body-
conscious, and gloriously narcissistic in
order that others may be encouraged to
do the same. I will not buy or wear any-
thing which does not reveal and or en-
hance my body, and weather permitting,
I' will be as naked as possible as often as
possible in as many places as possible,
and encourage the same in others. I will
direct energy to the dedication of an al-
ready existing public beach to nude pub-
lic bathing for both sexes. I will en-
courage nude parties and entertaining,
and will hold, with all due preparation,
at least one true bacchanal during every
given year. In addition, I will collect,
produce, enjoy and distribute to the
limit of my ablilty, all body art, i.e.,
photography, painting, sculpture, film,
whether pornography or not.

I resolve not to entertain any rela-
tionship with anyone any longer than it
is convenient, amusing or pleasurable.

I resolve to bring homosexualism
into the ‘“home”’; that is, to entice as
many married men and women as pos-
sible out of their split-level closets. I
may even get to know, and possibly to
like, some children. (And I’'m not afraid
of pedophilia.) I say that after the first
few years of marriage have worn away
the prick of lustful legal union, often the
best way to save the home and the
fledglings tethered therein, is to seek out
transient liaisons of an exciting and pro-
phylactic homosexual nature. Fun, and
bratless.

I resolve that as Cyrano de Ber-
gerac suggest in his Trip To The Moon,
the penis will become the badge and em-
blem of my highest thoughts, supplant-
ing cross, star, and mandala: that I
will place no thought or creed higher
than my reverence for the primary male
generative principle, that these organs
alone and their cosmic function, shall be
the measure of glory in all things.

I resolve to lend financial and moral
support to most organizations which
combat the illegal harassment of estab-
lishments catering to homosexuals. I fur-
ther resolve to work toward the “legali-
zation” of homosexuality in my state
and to insist upon the punishment of
any official who trespasses against the
right of privacy, raiding bar, bath, or
home because of supposed or actual ho-
mosexual activity. Further, I will agitate
for the licensing of ‘“bars” and “baths”
as legal places of assignation and overt
sexual acts on the grounds that anyone
who enters one such establishment, is
doing so with his or her full knowledge
and consent, and therefore is performing
a private act in which the law has no
place. Further, in case of raids on well-
known places, I will seek to have pub-
lished the names of the officials authori-
zing such raids and to have these of-
ficials charged and brought to trial
wherever possible.

I resolve to seek beauty and pleas-
ure as though my life depended upon it.

I resolve to divest myself of any
and all concerns which might hamper
travel. I believe it to be my duty as a
citizen to find out what the rest of the
world is doing, first hand. I want to be
able to absorb and radiate complex cul-
tural patterns.

I resolve to abandon age as a meas-
ure, social or sexual in my dealings with

o e e

my fellows. Primarily, I will be concerned
with intensity in my relationships.

I resolve to explore with delight and
perception the world of sexual objects
and toys. I will learn how to play with
my body and my mind—better! 1 will
search out new and amusing things sim-
ply for their own sake, secure in the
knowledge that things , no matter how
bizarre, are not people, and can be put
aside without qualm.

I resolve to encourage increasingly
wider numbers of men to declare them-
selves homosexually inclined as they are
called for military service, and for those
already in service to declare themselves
also ““inclined”. 1 believe that by so
doing I will be aiding to lessen the mili-
tary establishments to abolish their anti-
constitutional position on sexual ques-
tions which are not, strictly speaking, of
military importance.

Again, by so doing so I will discour-
age the use of my tax money by the
military to support “religious” notions—
on. the grounds that the observance and
subsidization of religious taboos by a
%overnmental agency constitutes an af-
front to the American ideal of Separa-
tion of Church from the State. Finally,

by working against this induction and

sexual intimidation system, I will be
helping to overthrow the homosexuals
are liable to blackmail syndrome, for
known homosexuals are very obviously
less susceptible to blackmail than are
heterosexuals who are, for example, in-
dulging in perversions (whatever they
are) or prostitution, or are married and

unfaithful to their “legal” mates.

I resolve to see the undying Drag
Queen fade away, believing that like her
sister the Leather Lady, impersonations
of any of the sexes, aside from tedious
night club acts, are no more important
in the scheme of things than are petri-
fied dinosaur farts.

[ resolve to make this line from
Voltaire my motto: Quoi que vous faiss-
iez, ecrassez, L infame, et aimez qui
vous aime. ‘“Whatever you do, crush
down abuses and love those who love
you.” That means, in practice, that
though I may attend a dance, a discus-
sion, or even a debauche at some neo-
phytic church or temple—for pastors like
patrolmen are trained in their narrow
trade and want feeding from time to
time and will prostitute their call rather
than seek honest work—I will never

“bend the knee or neck except to spit on

some low atlar, or to mock scripture.

I resolve to hold no man or woman
in reverence who has not directly and
personally enriched my life; that I shall
regard all public servants, elected or ap-
pointed, as precisely that, from the pres-
ident up. For I am convinced that
should we revere these fame-driven
beings, they would as quickly as possible
surround themselves with bodyguards
and myths; they would accept and per-
fect the hoaxes and intimidations of the
Papacy, the Senhadrin and the Roman-
offs, impoverish us, and set us to hating
and killing one another for their amuse-
ment.

There! Now go ye and do likewise.
And while you’re doing it, suck and
fuck your little hearts out. Don’t let
anybody or anything stop you. Remem-
ber, the law is only custom set to paper,
and customs can be changed. Spell Re-
form and Revolution this way: R I D I-
(65 9135 bl e

SAVE. Buy direct from manufacturer. Our

price $12. 95 postpaid. 75% TWO-WAY

TEXTURIZED WOVEN POLYESTER, 25%

COTTON, BODY LINE floor length lounging

SHIRT. COLOR: Brown/White & Blue/White.

Sizes S M L. ALSO comes in imported Italian

Romano Velveteen—many different

colors—send for price and fabric swatches.
HUGO Dept. 2-G

1472 B’'way N.Y., N.Y. 10036

BY MAIL ONLY. N.Y.C. RESIDENTS

ADD SALES TAX

A great
o# two ¥

——-7
l powerful—
stta: ﬁmkuj;‘:supply
oalundforplmaeonnnhonx,etc..
1 Fl. 0z. $3.00

RH. - P.O. Box 239
Gary, Indiana 40401

NOW AVAILABLE!
The Underground Sensation!
“LOVE IS A HEART-ON!”

The first erotic-rock love album. Hear
“Fuck Me Forever,” “The Hooker,”
““Erotica,” ‘“Vibrators, Dildoes and
Dreams” and 6 other great songs. Now
you can order this musical masterpiece
for only $5.00 to Elephant Ent. Corp.,
F.D.R. Station, New

U-P.O. Box 1751,

York,N.Y. 10022.

When you get tired of bars and are ready
to get down to the nitty-gritty,
VISIT US!

Above The Rialto Theatre
Old San Juan

Before
Theatre

PEPY’S PLACE

153 W. 48th Street
265-9792
: COCKTAILS

Onen every day
12 pm-4am
(Sunday Brunch)

After
Theatre
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The Battcock Winecellar

*.BY GREGORY BATTCOCK
BEAUTIFUL TRIP
Every fall Andy Warhol sends me away
for a weekend in Paris. I am an agent for
Warhol’s art, like a blob of paint,
conscious of my tiny role in the history
of Western Art, I do my best to make the
trip as beautiful as possible.
~ Well, 1 just got back and, after a
comment on United States Customs at
Idlewild, I'll share with the reader the
gastronomic highlights of the trip. (Yes T
know, I'm not really “sharing”
anything—never do. Experiences can’t be
shared. Only things.)
' Customs, I’ve decided,
'unconstitutional. Even obnoxious

are
“stop,

‘and frisk” laws insist the cop have some °

reason - for his - suspicion. Customs
inspectors  automatically  “suspect”
everybody. We are guilty until proven
innocent. The fact that it occurs at a
national “border” isn’t  sufficient
justification. A border is an abstraction
and doesn’t exist. .

- Qur first lunch in Paris was at Auberge
Basque on the Rue Verneuil which
offered a fixed menu that began with
stewed Provencal tripe, followed by a
Gigot d’Agneau with flagelots (the fat
white beans in a butter sauce), some
lovely goat cheeses (one coated with
cinnamon, one covered with pepper and
one in paprika) and an apple tart and a
pear tart. (I was tart hungry after the
episode on my Air France 7471 tried to-
steal my friend Joe’s tart, he stole it back,
I stole it again and, amid peals of
laughter, it fell apart.) The luncheon wine
was an appellation controllee St. Emilion
bottled for the house.

Dinner Thursday evening was in a
private, over-heated salon at Laperouse,
guest of Ruitenbeek and his colleague,
Dr. McConchie. Lee, Shiela and the
Peruvian Vice-Consul came along. I
started with a trout (in a Hussard style,
with means mushrooms, cream, shallots
and truffle). Following that a “Becasse
Navigateur.” Becasse is a little game bird
and because it’s so small is available

during a very short season—late
November. (In English it’s a woodcock,
so I'm glad I ordered it.)

Wines at Laperouse began with a white
Puligny Montrachet, followed by some
new Bourgueil (red—a sort of Beaujolais).
Then we switched to a 1953 Bordeaux
from a small but distinguished Pauillac
estate . and finally some Champagne—a
Bollinger from 1964, I think. Laperouse,
a “two star” restaurant, is, by most
standards, very expensive. By American
standards, it’s dirt cheap. Our bill came to
about $250.00.

My colleagues at that “memorable”
repas ordered such things as “Pointes
d‘Asperges Petit Duc” which was the
tiniest asparagus tips I've ever laid eyes

looked like

on—they
toothpicks—which is curious because in

green

America it’s the biggest, fattest
asparaguses that are the best even though
most people pick the small ones from the
bin. Let them. Somebody had the Oeufs
A La Gelee D‘Estragon which, at 14
francs, weren’t as good as the same
concoction at La Coupole for 3 F. 50. Dr.

Henry had the “Rable de Lievre Saint”

Hubert” which is the back of a rabbit and
it was served in filets that were purple,
aged bloody and, quite simply, erotic.
People looked at it and blushed. It was a
good thing we had a private room.

The Becasse, a semi-wild game bird was
also served practically raw, his little heart
still throbbing away, his three-inch long
beak pecked at the sauce . . .

On Friday we dragged outselves to Les
Belles Gourmandes for a little lunch that
began with a glass of house
aperitif—Champagne with a touch of
Frambois. The ris de veau (sweetbread)
terrine had a fragile, pale texture and
only a hint of color. The foie gras of
duck, with its truffle the size of your
head (well, the size of my brain) was so,
fine I almost choked. The Rable de Lievre
for two tasted like the fields of
Normandie where the poor thing had
been shot only an hour earlier and the
sauce—a rich concoction of butter and
juices tasted the way Holy Communion
should have tasted but never did. The
wine was a Gevrey-Chambertin ’59.

" The afternoon was spent sipping
expresso and Cognac at numerous bars,
discovering priceless ART DECO junk in
out-of-the-way (as opposed to far-out)
shops, bought two suits and a maxi
overcoat that I’ll never wear in N.Y. and
prepared the spirit and imagination for
dinner—at Madame Le  Recamier

" restaurant, guest of my friend Joe.

Le Recamier is the place that mvented ¢
the ‘““Chateaubriand” because
Chateaubriand used to go there every day
and both Dick and Henry ordered it. We
began with the house aperitif (again
Champagne with a dash of Frambois) but
our good Doctor turned his nose up and
ordered, instead, “Martini Americain”
which he didn’t like. (Americans NEVER
like Martinis abroad.) ;

Me and Joe nibbled on a little pheasant
(reminding me of the only other pheasant
I ever had—at the Georgetown Inn. It was
ghastly.) That was followed by a puree of
leek—all washed down with a 1949
Savigny. 1 tried to order a 1937
something-or-other but the Wine Steward
wouldn’t let me. Dessert was a chocolate
mousse and we would have cried except
the tears might have diluted the Krug
demi-sec 1962. (Speaking about mousse
au chocolate—they served one with a
strawberry stuck in it at the Ground
Floor recently.)

Well, when you travel you shouldn’t
waste your time looking at a bunch of
crappy buildings or wear yourself out in
art museums. Do something alive like
having sex (can do that in N.Y.) and
shopping and eating which is what Paris is
for. ~

After dinner at Recamier’s, Dick and
Henry went off to La Fiacre, we went off'

~to Club Set on the Right Bank. It was

¢rowded, chic, informal, intimate, big,
pleasant, smokey and a replica of what
gay bars must have looked like 25 years
ago. ;

Saturday followed Friday in Paris, and
was my last chance to buy underwear,
cheese and wines to take back. The reader’
who is curious aboit what kind ~¢
underwear I bought need only glance at
the photograph.

In part 2 of this column I'll tell about
lunch at Chez Allard, the concierge at my
hotel who was drunk, dinner at La
Coupole and, finally, Sunday afternoon
lunch at Lucas Carton. I’ll also tell about
Dr. Henry’s getting “bounced” off his
Boeing.

BY ORION
(for period Dec. 21 - Jan. 4)

ARIES the Ram (March 21 - April 20). —
threatening problem on the 22nd is resolved by
Xmas, but should be heeded as a warning to
prevent old hang-ups from becoming future
arguments. Living room dictators stretched in
front of the TV while their mates wash the
dishes can expect a few thrown at them over
New Years. New Moon on the 28th nurtures
ambition, but before you leap into the future,
clear up the debits of the past.

TAURUS the Buil (April 21 - May 21). —You
have a red light as far as travel is concerned, but
a go-ahead signal from a loved one should make
the 25th a truly special occasion. However,
don’t forget about the spirit of Xmas just past
on New Years as belligerent bulls will be put
out to pasture, and your mate decides to play
matador, The 4th you couid take the day off to
spend with a loved one,

GEMINI the Twins (May 22 - June 20). —The
promises you don’t keep now may be the
obligations you resent later . . . but whose fault
is that? Some of you are on \our annual
self-destructive binge right now, but a belated
gift on the 28th should unprove your snirits.
Don’t let secret anxieties lead to an ill-advisec

rendezvous over New Years as repercussions
could be costly and if things don’t go as
planned, it may be just as well . . .

CANCER the Crab (June 21 - July 23). —Those
nursing grievances had best keep their worries
to themselves till after the 1st. The 28th finds
‘you ready, willing and able with the love light

shining within, though accent should be on
moderation over New Years as continued caim
will maintain serenity, peace and good will.
Wait till January for soul-bearing discussions.

LEQ the Lion (July 24 - Aug. 23). —You can’t
have it both days this year, so let Xmas be
merry and cool it on New Yesrs. Don’t let the
egg nog fuzz up your thinking, as others will be
counting on you to solve some crisis, probably
at home. Those who have been hassling with
co-workers can expect intervention from above
the 31st. Twin invites may be a source of
conflict . . . but you don’t have to make every
party or everybody.

VIRGO the Maiden (Aug. 24 - Sept. 23). —Bad
weather and transit tie-ups make travelling a
dim prospect over the 31st...and you are
especially prone to cutting remarks during
traffic jams. The 28th has you thinking of
romance with someone younger, though it’s too
early to make a pass yet. A word of advice from
someone older may be the truth you don’t
want to hear.

LIBRA the Scales (Sept. 24 - Oct. 23). —A kiss
properly timed and placed may mean more
than anything money can buy this Xmas
season, but any attempt to buy love just won’t
work, especially around the 31st, when an
unexpected expense may arise. The New Moon
on the 28th is psychologically stabilizing and
calls for a re-orientation in aftitude...a
balancing of the books both spiritual and
financial.

SCORPIO the Scorpien (Oct. 24 - Nov. 22).
—Things could blow up over New Years—a time
when you are muggerprone as well as
potentially vindictive. A menacing look
combined with an inscrutable silence will not
be enough to make old problems disappear.
Co-operate one more time, as you are
particularly sexy right now and could find fun

ways to bring in the New Year with a bang that
would be appreciated. Tensions .could be
resolved between the sheets.

SAGITTARIUS the Archer (Nov. 23 - Dec. 21).
—Some horny Xmas shoppers have their eyes
on your loved one, but don’t get jealous as you
will also have your chance to be clandestine. A
tactful but honest conversation between the
two of you should relieve your doubts about
him, if not about yourself. In this instance, the
family that shops together stays together.

CAPRICORN the Goat (Dec. 22 - Jan. 20)
—Xmas may seem like a strange time to drop a
few freeloaders off your friendshiplist, but some
are taking you for a ride and the more you let
them, the less they respect you. However, the
31st is definitely not the day to end a
relationship, but you might make a mental note
to do so at a later date. Too much tolerance is
the equivalent of weakness.

AQUARIUS the Water Bearer (Jan. 21 - Feb.
19). —Don’t let suspicions get the best of your
reason as doubts could be ill-founded. In some
way elders could spoil New Years, but a show
of temper could only make things worse and if
you decide to get drunk as a way out, watch
out for accidents or a vicious hangover. A
philosophic approach is needed.

PISCES the Fish (Feb. 20 - March 20)
—Acquaintances fascinate and newcomers
intrigue inspiring you with a new set of hopes

around the 28th. Travel should be avoided over
New Years, but is favored along with increased
social activities early January. Sex right now
could be habit-forming, but watch out for other
intoxicants, as no one likes a pooped fish
including yourself. as
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BOHEMIAN BLUEBLOOD

(continued from page 4)

WICKER: Do you find you're able to
have enough “‘intergenerational contacts™
to satisfy your emotional and physical
needs these days?
TOWNSEND: Oh, it isn’t too difficult
because I have a house, I have money, I
have an automobile. Whether you like to
admit it or not, that alwavs is-attractive. [
also have a house in Provincetown where
people like to come and stay.
"WICKER: This is an informal thing then,
people come and share your house with
you. What about out-and-out hustlers
who ask for cash on the line?
TOWNSEND: Oh no, I go in for mutual
satisfaction. Even in the old days when
we would have a gang bang, we would
have some fellows come over for
entertainment. When it was all over, 'l
might give them each fifty cents. That
would be twenty cents for cigarettes, the
rest being for coffee and five cent
hamburgers. I didn’t consider that paying
them off. I just knew they were hungry, I
knew they wanted cigarettes.
WICKER: Does it bother you, sometimes,
that some of these people seek you out
not because they like you personally but
only because they want you to do
something for them?
TOWNSEND: Oh no, 1 don’t have any
around that are that way. If they want to
work for me, I'll let them work for me
and I'll pay them. And, incidentally, I
might have some sex sometime. But I
dlways make them work for their money
and pay them the money for something
other than sex. I’ve never paid for sex
directly in my life.
WICKER: What mistake do you think
10,08t homosexuals make as they grow
older?
TOWNSEND: They don’t socialize. They"
don’t do enough for other people. If you
do things for others—“uplift” I call
it—you find people are always around
you. Instead, they isolate themselves. I’'m
a joiner, I belong to thirty-five different
organizations.

So far as cruising is concerned, I don’t
go out to cruise because I don’t need to. I
have my own friends and I stick to them.
That was what made it difficult for the
cops to catch me, they couldn’t find
anyone whom I’d had sex with. Who
might squeal on me.
WICKER: What other mistakes do aging
homosexuals make?
TOWNSEND: 1 think everybody is
different. I happen to be very sexually
oriented. Mainly, I go in for affection
«now. I like to kiss people. So, I have
many people that want to get favors from
me. Some live with me, all like me. I kiss
them quite a deal in private without
having any sex with them whatsoever. Of
course, as I used to say, “It’s better to
sleep with the landlord, but you don’t

have to.”
WICKER: How have you met the most

interesting people, the most interesting
homosexuals, during the last ten or
fifteen years—by going to these meetings,
cruising gay bars, how?
TOWNSEND: Most of them I've met
through the meetings [ hold at my house
on Lindall Place every Thursday night.
My friends have friends. That is how I
meet new people -through my friends. I
.don’t go to cruise at the meetings I
attend, I go to talk about all kinds of
people I call “rejected people.”

This is the reason I emphasize the
Menninger Report (Man Against Himself)

whenever I give a talk to a gay group. I
have a motto which I believe can be thy *

key to a good life for anyone: Love.
Money, Uplift.

“Uplift” comes indirectly from the
Mecnninger Report and means sublimating
one’s masochistic tendencies into art and
one’s sadistic tendencies into leadership.
it is only by adopting the concept of
‘uplift’ and integrating it into one’s life
that you can channel your agressive and
self-destructive impulses into
constructive, life-enriching activities.

In the sexual area, I think society is
going to have to change both its values
and its customs. For instance, a speaker
at the last homophile convention pointed
out that the general public wasn’t
prejudiced against just homosexuals but
against sex per se. Society says sex is bad,
bad, bad and that you’re sick, sick, sick if
you go in for sex.

This, of course, affects everyone. Just
this afternoon I heard a radio discussion
during which some marriage counselor
suggested that one reason why American
women are so cxtravagent and why their
husbands so frequently go along with it is

because both marital partners violate
their own concept of “good” whenever
they have sex with each other. Women,
the marriage counselor said, feel
especially guilty and frequently act out
these guilt feelings by spending their
husband’s money.

WICKER: 1 see that we are running out
of tape, do you have any particular points
you’d like to make in closing. .
TOWNSEND: Yes. I hope that GAY
Magazine will print this idea that older
people can enjoy themselves, that they
must sublimate their energies into helping
other people.

Each of us can change his outlook on
life and we don’t have to undergo
psychoanalysis or be hypnotized in order
to do so. We can do it by simply getting
out and helping other people. For many,
a good first step would be to join
Mattachine, ECHO, the D.O.B. or some
other homophile group. Do something,
anything, for other people and in doing
so, you will find happiness. B

MIDDLE AMERICA
(continued from page 11)

blackboard. Write 200 times: “They do
not care.”” They don’t. Not one
teenie-weenie bit. And why the hell
should they? Oh, how we overestimate
our importance! It will be years before
they even fuzzily comprehend a fraction
of Black malcontent. And remember, we
any sort of immediate effect on staid,
stolid, mass mid-America. (Even in New
York we are kept around primarily as
fashionable pets.) Go back to school.
Reread you Sinclair Lewis and Sherwood
Anderson. They are not that dated. Write
on the blackboard 100 times: “I will
proceed carefully when tampering with
Calvinistic morality.”” (You mav
substitute the morality of your choice.)

Okay. Now, how do we go about
their education? Sirenic calls of
hedonistic abandon from the sunny
slopes of Sheep Meadow? The Lib groups
springing up like daisies on college
campuses? Increased circulation of GAY
and other such publications? A
pornocopia of little 42nd Streets
mushrooming across the lind? Revised
church laws and legal guidelines? Are you
jesting, Horace? You don’t know how
resistant these people can be. And how
many of those you would wish to have
such liberalizing and lubricating
information partake of it? Go back to the

stay in Vietnam simply because thrge
Presidents have told us we must, to fight
this century’s Holy War. That’s all. That’s
it. One does not question one’s leader’s
motives. Not ever. Now chuckle with me
as we savor the idea of these Normal
Rockwell archetypes embracing any facet
of a concept so alien as sexual deviation.
(Deviation, to them, begins with a
hetero-coupling behind the barbecue pit
instead of on the bed. Don’t attach too
much importance to the emergence of
Sex in Suburbia and those grubby little
covens of forced naughtiness. They are
not that common and would appear most
quaint to gays as we have always

embraced healthy group gropes as part of

ur rightful heritage.)

Homosexuality is still distasteful,
crude, pagan, contrary, bizarre, bestial,
repugnant, repellent and repulsive. And,
most depressing of all (for us), hardly
worth consideration. As long as making
babies is the Only Ultimate Aim of Life
(with side glorification of Mom, the flag,
apple pie, chicken every Sunday, and the
thousand uses of Saran Wrap), we don’t
warrant a furtive moment’s distressed
contemplation. Please don’t assume I'm
being unthinkingly intolerant as I'm sure
they are. There is just no room for any
minor deviation from their norm. (Write
that 300 times on the blackboard.) Can
you remember, or have you even had a
glimmering of how protective they are of
the status quo? The prize of conformity
is indeed worth selling your collective
soul for. And there is nothing they won’t
do to guard the prize, benignly or
brutally. Behind the doors of those
covered-dish church’ socials is an
impenetrable barricade of closed minds
that makes wet tissue paper of the Berlin
Wall.

I’m glad I’'m on the other side of it.
Holy Socrates, 'm glad! You know, I
never really liked phrases such as “Gay
Pride’” and “‘I'm proud to be a
Homosexual.” 1 distrust all slogans, no
matter how beneficial they are to believe
in. One should not be forced to have
pride in one’s sexuality. Sexuality is, for
goshsakes. Imagine how foolish to be put

in position to have to say: “I am proud to
drink water!” Cogito, ergo sum reduced

to “I urinate; therefore I am.” Big deal.
My pride stems from the fact that gay life
has automatically freed me from the
passive, stereotyped,' thinking of my
relatives. Deviation means elevation
through alienation. I'm an outcast, so
thank goodness I don’t have to cast out
coffee-colored skins or slanty eyes. How
much mental torture and obfuscation I
save myself.

Flaw in the ointment: many gays are
just as bigoted and prejudiced as any
straight/conservative/reactionary ~who
ever walked this earth. (My turn to write
on the blackboard 400 times: “I do not
understand.”’) Are fruits the
superior-inferior of niggers, or the
inferior-superior of kikes? If you’ve
nurtured your own index of biased
opinions, perhaps you can, with a little
effort, see what all gays are up against.
Years and years of re-education for
Granny. And don’t think Junior’s bland
offspring will react differently. Ancient,
thoroughly ingrained concepts die hard,
baby. I remind you to not be deluded by
the rapidity of change in the larger, more
hip cities. Grover’s Corners doesn’t move
very fast, even if they do sell that ol’
demon Playboy there now.

We had a swinging parade. I was as
giddy as anybody, but now that I’ve been
sobered by that stultifying communion
with my kin, I must reserve some

ebullience for the day when we march as
proudly down Main Street in South Bend,
Lebanon, Harmonyville, Winesburg...with
Grandma, Auntie Em, Juniorsonny and
the four bow ties all giving us the
clenched fist, the V for Victory, and
yelling: “Right on, brothers and sisters!”
But when you think of your own
relatives, don’t you double up at the mere
idea of this vignette? Aren’t all our
relatives mid-American in temper, if not
locale? -

Have many of us really paused to
consider how we are going to achieve a
““total freedom,”” from Maine to
California? Acceptance doesn’t come
from mainlining it to them, and any
gentler osmosis takes a very long time.
(The ideal method of dealing with the
majority would be to have them suffer a
few hours, impaled on spikes, as was poor
Diego Vinales. Alas, wishful thinking.)
Could the approach be flexible enough to
encompass Bronx housewives, Upper East
Side matrons, Lower East Side Latins,
Mississippi Baptist deacons, and latently
gay North Dakota Marines? Or do we
imitate the idiotic philosophy of our
government and say, “We’re gonna make
them love us queers if we have to kill
every one of the bastards!”” Each strata of
our incredibly complicated society is
going to require individually ingenious
methods of attack. (Most Americans
resist unification on everything except
adoration of babies and Julie Andrews.)

Nothing will require more originality,
subtlety, patience, (and don’t call me
Auntie Arteriosclerosis, Mary), fortitude
and resilience than making Center City,
U.S.A. understand that gay is, and
straight is. Let it be! Neither will ever
cancel out the other. Peace. What we
need is our own cool; charismatic Music
Man to sell sexual freedom instead of
brass bands to the Iowa Stubborn. I wish I
had the cleverness to do it. Anyone out
there qualified or willing to play Pied
Piper of Peoria? we
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have to report that Boys in
the Band on the screen is
even drearier than it was
on - the stage. The
advertisements say that it

is not a musmal It is not too amusing,

either. It is certainly not a comedy, unless
sharp one-liners and double-edged
repartee are the only requirements. And
if we need a “fall from greatness” to
constitute a tragedy, it’s strike three,
you’re out. Everyone starts out miserable,
carries on miserably, and ends up
miserable. How’s that for progress? What
then is this thing that’s been running so
long on stage and v'. certainly make
even more money playing to the
hinterminds of Middle America?

At first glance, Boys is about a group
of eight homosexuals and one
maybe-homosexual getting together for a
birthday party. One of them, by the way,
is the birthday gift. (But you knew that.)
Aha, you say, a microcosm of the
homosexual world. The vast heterosexual
majority can learn something about how
the other half (or rather 4%) lives.

The characters are a perfect blend of
types. Going down the list we start with:
Michael, the host, a self-hating, “hateful
sow” of a queer, financially a fraud, as
piss-elegant as you please, and a hostile
drunk; Harold, the birthday boy, stoned
most of the time, escapist, cynical, witty,
jaded, and sharp as a razor; Emory, a
fattish, flitty queen with a loud mouth
.and a heart of gold; Bernard, a very nice,
neat, good-looking contribution from
Black America; Cowboy, the nameless
birthday present/hustler, all devastating
beauty, possessing neither brains nor
charm; Hank, the bisexual divorced man
with two kids; Larry, his promiscuous
lover; Donald, Michael’s best friend and
pretty-boy flunky. And at the height of
the festivities, in walks Alan, Michael’s
old college chum who’s supposed to be
straight, but who Michael wants to
believe is just another closet
queen—clearly a case of misery loves
company. In short, the mosi carefully
matched basket of “plastic fruits in
captivity.

I do vt xnow if Mart Crowley is

BY PETER OGREN.

publicly admitting to being homosexual. I
hope for his own sake that he is not
homosexual, because Boys in the Band,
whether seen on stage by those who can
get into those cities where the production
is mounted, or in the movies by anyone
over 17 with the price of admission, is the
grossest example of bad faith that I have
ever seen in any medium. A drama that
purports to “tell it like it is,” this is
nothing more-than a mishmash of sordid
neuroses, splashed one upon the other
like so many turds in the dungheap. Its
theatricality, if such be the name for it,
depends on tour de force performances,
full of bitchy, vicious, psychotic sound
and fury which signify absolutely
nothing, save the ambition of one author
to exploit an “untouchable” theme for as

L. much money as he can get. Mr. Crowley’s

experiences within the homosexual world
can be termed at best, unfortunate, if we
are to believe that he really knows what
he his talking about.

Apart from the faithful adberence to
the stage script, this transition from stage
to screen suggests that every sneering
garage attendant, delivery boy, or Third
Avenue hustler is too gorgeous for words
and can’t wait to be made by an ordinary
bloke who parks his car or orders'up a
cupcake. It further insists that all these
poor jokers who camp it up and dahce
around like a crew of barfly Rockettes
are all miserable, self-hating,
long-suffering swine under their cool
facades, who simply adore to inflict theu
neuroses Or WOISe On everyone they
know. Like misbegotten Midases, they
turn everything they touch to shit, which

they then joyously pour over themselves,
bathing in their “tragedy.” How else can
one explain their sticking out a so-called
party game which is sadistically conceived
by the gin-soaked host in an attempt to
force the straight intruder to admit to
being one of them? NaturaHy enough,
those who get the top scores come out of
the race less battered than the rest. At the
end of the evening, straight Alan has won
(of course!), only the lovers have salvaged
anything of their dignity (Harold never
compromises his in the first place), and
the others go home, dragging their dread
behind them, to their beds of shame, too
.anned to speak, much less act.

As | said before, this show depends on
the virtuosity of its actors, and happily
everyone is marvelous on that score—it’s
the original Broadway cast. Leonard Frey
as Harold is simply magnificent, and his
role is the most sympathetic o
Kenneth Nelson as the detestable &
is also excellent, with a range i
expression from low comedy through
high camp to superior hysterics. The
photography and sets are wonderfu!
then it’s hard to find a movie tode, inat
isn 't beautifu, isn’t it?

But I do not wish to let mere technical
proficiency get in the way of point of
view, and Boys in the Band is the sh:ci =t
straight-world, anti-homosexual piece of
celluloid around. I can only say that thi:
movie will set the image of the
homosexual in America back twenty
years, for all of its pretensions to
modernity. And it will certainly make
Mart Crowley a very rich man.
Heterosexuals will love it singe they can
take some satisfaction in not having those
crippling problems, and of course they’ll
love the funny lines—even I like the
funny lines. But at a time ‘When the
“sickness” and the “self-hate” bits are
wearing thin of their own cheap fabric,
Boys in the Band shows a group of
homosexuals (and one very uptight
straight) at its sickest and most hateful.
When will someone make a good movie
about a decent homosexual relationship
that can attract a wide market? Is there
no justice? N
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CLASSIFIED AD RATES: 20 cents per word
for Wanton Ads or for Classified ‘Ads. -

MAIL TO: Four Swords, Inc., P.O. Box 431,
Otd Chelses Station. NYC. NY'10011

PORNOGRAPHY? Groovy guys doing
their thing in all positions -
UNCENSORED! $2 for 4x5 glossy & 24
pg. catalog or $5 for 8 4x5’s & cat. State
over 21. (You won't be disappointed this
time!) RED ENTERPRISES, Box
2575-G, Sepulveda, Ca. 91343

MEN, if you are not satisfied with your
size, the Oriental Vacuum Method will
change it fast and last hours. Illustrated,
(refundable). ASPIRA, (personal), Box
4989, Washington, D.C. 20008

MALE, 30 (white) seeks wh. prof. male
same age-40 for friendship or permanent
rltp. Morristown, N.J. area (include
photo) Write - Occupant, Box 138,
Convent Station, N.J.

HEAVY MALE wants to meet masculine
chubby chasers. PO Box 435, New York
City 10011

FOR 69 ONLY Mature, reasonably
attractive, slender man, interested in
music, art and travel seeks slim
goodlooking male 24-38, receptive to
some of these interests for possible long
term relationship. Do not like Bar Scene.

No hustlers, alcoholics, queens, S&M,
addicts or adventurers. Phone number.
Photo if possible. All sincere replies
answered.

TEEN-AGE MASTURBATION—AnN
informative study of the most ancient act
of pleasure in history! Its habits! Its
techniques! Now in full illst. photos &
color. $5 plus 24 pg. catalog. RED
ENTERPRISES, Box 2575-G, Sepulveda,
Ca. 91343

GULF COAST MALE MODEL, 5’8",
33-26-32, UNIQUE PERSONALITY
AND EXPERIENCED. CALL PAUL
246-2158.

YOUNG & HUNG MODELS WANTED.
Send name, address and description.
Pisces, POB 660, Linden, N.J. 07036.

BOY MODEL, 19, blond, blue eyes, 6 ft.
1, 155 Ibs. available for morning or
afternoon appointments in New York
City & Westchester. $25 an appointment.
Box 286, Harrison, N.Y.

. W******ﬁm***m******utm**i*m*m**ﬂ**ﬁ***mtm**

LEGALLY PERFORM MARRIAGES,
baptisms, and funerals. Become an
ordained minister and Doctor of Divinity.
Degrees granted immediately. Donate
$500 to the First Church Of Research,
Box 8, Dept. G, Randolph Ctr., Vermont
05061

MASSAGE & MOVIES by Spike. W.
Village. Bond & trim, 29 yrs. old. Author
of S&M tales. Call 242-7362.

CHRISTMAS & NEW YEARS in swinging
Rome. Lovely, gay, private villa $6 daily.
Italian goodies available. Brown, 203 Via
della Maglianella, phone 696-1700 (in
Rome). .

ADULT BOOKS—Up to 60% off!
Wide selection of subjects. lllustrated
books. Send for a free brochure.
OMEGA, Chemical Bank Bldg., Sheridan
Sq., N.Y.C. 10014

TV's & FEMME LOOKING QUEENS: ,

Straight married man needs you to
appreciate neglected 6’ cock. Must have
pad. 30 yrs.,, 6 ft., 175 Ibs. Visit city
daily. Box 613, Harrison, N.Y. 10528

MOTORCYCLIST IN ACTION. Exclusive!
color slides of young cyclist in action in

his Honda Scrambler! Special: 2 for
$1.00. Order now—limited supply!
PHOTO-ARTISTRY, Box 669,

Haynesville, Louisiana 71038

MASCULINE AND HIP MODELS.
N.Y.C. (212) 787-8937. San Fran. (415)
863-3331

YOUNG, ATTRACTIVE ARIES head
seeks altruistic, totally uninhibited
contemporaries with absurd sense of
humor who dig prolonged, affectionate
balling. Don’t reply if hung-up about
anything. Be honest and explicit. Rap &
phone no. to Box 2558, Grand Central
Station, NYC 10017.

FREE. You've seen ads that offer you sex
materials and brochures by having your
name sent to large mail order houses . ..
but it costs you anywhere from $1 to
$10, right? That's a lot for such
“service.”” Send us your name and you’ll
receive the same and be able to spend
that $1 to $10 on what turns you on.
State: Straight, Bi, Gay preference. To:
Dept. M-G, PO Box 26538, San
Francisco, California 94126

WANTED: Young men for
nursery and lawn work, plus
friendship. Need several guys.
Send complete resume
(revealing photo, also) to:
Sleepy Hollow, Route 6,
Frederick, Maryland 21701

HANDSOME NEGRO
MODEL. Modeling
session/$35. Dave 866-2237.
Dave’s bare buttock photo, or
nude frontal $3 each. 2 for
$5. David Alexander, PO Box
1275, Manhattanville Sta.,
N.Y.C., N.Y. 10027

MAKE NEW FRIENDS IN ‘71 through
SKIPPER’S MATES, the groovy new
penpal club that helps you find the
friends you really want. This club is
unique, membership is inexpensive, and
we guarantee satisfaction or your money
back. If you are at least 21, send today
for full details (please enclose 25c for
mailing and handling). Write: SKIPPER'’S,
Box 92, Danville, Ky. 40422, and
discover how you can do
Skipper’'s Mates.

it—with |

START THE NEW YEAR RIGHT. The

Club Baths, N.Y.C. Opening January, 71.

Four fantastic floors. For information
1(212) 673-3283

MASCULINE, attractive,
affectionate white male, 26,
wishes to meet warm sincere
goodlooking guys. Write: PO
Box 1750, Phila., Pa. 19105

SOUTHERN MALE MODEL available to
do your thing. Guy 724-3880

PRINTED WITHOUT COST. Your
swinger ad (up to 30 words) in the first
issue of “The Florida Swinger’ Dept. G,
131 Southeast 1st Avenue, Miami,
Florida 33131

CONSTRUCTION WORKER,
MODEL. Ex-Navy,
goodlooking, rugged,
muscular physique. Available
your thing, etc. Cooperative.
Also large collection groovy
film. TONY DANA:
982-0636 anytime. If out,
leave message.

IF YOU WILL SELL used bondage
equipment or if you will be my servant,
please write Paul, PO Box 2811, San
"Francisco 94126

MALE ACTION PHOTOS Two wallet
size samples (A/G and O/G) and info.
$1.00 (credited first order). State over
21. GAYCO, Dept. G, Box 5965, San
Francisco, Ca. 94101

GAY YOUNG (26) male amputee - varied
interests - seeks SAME or older for
friendship or possible relationship. Reply
Box 595, Old Chelsea Station, N.Y.C.,
N.Y. 10011

‘ST.,6-F, NYC 10014

DISCIPLIN-TRODUCTIONS. A
SERVICE FOR GAY, S&M MALES TO
MEET OTHERS. FOR FREE
QUESTIONNAIRE, WRITE: 99 BANK

ATTRACTIVE MASCULINE GUY,
former athlete, available for your thing.
Generously equipped, completely

versatile, cooperative, pieasant
disposition. Reliable, discreet.
Reasonable. Send phone number for

immediate response. Box 613, New York,
10022.

6201 Crittenden St., Phila. Pa. 19138

YOUNG, GAY, BLACK MALE, rail fan
and model railroader, would like to hear
from other males, any place, age or race,
who dig trains. Write: Harold McCollum, _

UPTIGHT? COOL IT MAN. Climax your
day with a mind-blowing massage by
Pietro, by appointment. 10 a.m. to 10
p.m. every day. Call 734-5094. Studio or
residential.

SOUTHERN MALE MODEL, available to
do your thing. Call Guy 724-3880

HOMOSEXUAL PORNOGRAPHY
FROM DENMARK—Hard-core

pornography  (fucking, sucking, etc.).
Your name sent to numerous
Scandinavian homosexual pornography

dealers that send out FREE illustrated
catalogs. $2. GP-G, 965 North Danville,
Abilene, TEXAS.

WEL'L-DEVELOPED
NEGRO male model,
available for all types of nude
posing, etc. Call Martin
982-0636.

/
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YOUNG MEN, this ad is placed in all
sincerity. | seek a young man for a
permanent, life-long, lover relationship. |
will provide the right one with a home
and MUCH LOVE AND HAPPINESS. |
do not care about your past or your
education, only what you are now. | seek
someone who is white or oriental,
clean-cut, average looking with slim to
average build. If you are masculine in acts
and dress and would be interested in a
happy home to live in on a permanent
basis, please write me.

| am a white male, 32, 5’6", 145 Ibs.,
very good body build, English-German
ancestry, brown hair & eyes. | am loyal,
devoted, loving, and kind and seek the
same characteristics in my companion. |
enjoy reading, music, gardening, athletics,
travel, and sex based on love relationship.

Please enclose any type of photo of
yourself and full particulars. Reply to: F.
Thornton, PO Box 628, Bloomfield, N.J.
07003

CLUB BATHS opening soon.
Ultra-modern and lavish. Four fantastic
floors of carpeted, airconditioned FUN.
Call for opening date and one minute
recorded message. 673-3283.

LOVE BIG COCKS! MEET OUR WELL
HUNG GAYS. SUPER LIST HAS
NAMES, ADDRESSES FROM BIG
COCKS EVERYWHERE. $5. CLUB
DIRECT, BOX 734, KENNER, LA.
70062

GENTLEMEN OF STYLE distinction -
Midnight boys. Midnight - 1 a.m.
appointments. Manhattan East side 72nd
- 86 St. area. Exchange of gay ideas,
demonstrations, interior decorating,
typing, cooking, exercise, massage,
photography, outdoor friends with car.

' Membership $2 a year. Money refunded if

not satisfied. Write: P.O. Box 3107,
Grand Central Station, N.Y. 10017

SEXUAL CLIMAX is a totally beautiful
experience WITH or WITHOUT a
PARTNER. We have developed a
complete line of hand-crafted erotic
pleasure devices to satisfy your every
erotic desire. If 21, send $2 for a
beautifully illustrated catalog to:
BACCHUS & CO., PO Box 487, Mill
Valley, Calif. 94941

GAY NORWEGIAN
STUDENT, masc., 25, slim
5'10", wishes correspondence
with groovy black young
man. No hang-ups. Answer to
J.N., c/o Box 2621, Oslo 1,
Norway. Write freely.

CLASSIFIED

-*****m dekdokdk

GAY SURVIVAL KIT. Send 50c to:
Mattachine, 243 West End Ave. (Dept.
G), New York, N.Y.10023

To find out what THE GAY RECEIVER
is, send a 6c stamp to Alan Tuck
Associates, POB 1532, Union, N.J.
07083.

RELIABLE CARPENTER, INSTALLER.
Free estimate. Manhattan only.
MICHAEL at 595-1019.

BARTENDER—Experienced.
Trustworthy. Will help make your private
parties more successful. Manhattan.
831-8351.

PERSONAL ASTROANALYSES for the . |

gay male. Learn the nitty-gritty about
yourself, and your loved one. $10 for one
reading; $20 for reading for you and your
loved one. This will include free
comparison of charts. Bob Prince, Box
1017, Perry, Fla. 32347.

HOMOSEXUALS INTRANSIGENT!
monthly newsletter—sample: 10c; year:
$1.00. Schoonmaker, 127 Riverside, N.Y.
10024

406 S. 2nd St,, Alhambra, Calif. 9180F
J_ San iL

NEW! COLT MOVIES!
Two sensational all-color
films now in stock and
available by mail only.
"Dakota" (shown above)
features the famous COLT
star; "Spacewalk" contains
Dakota and four other Colt
models. Isn't this what
you've been waiting for?

"Dakota" 150 ft. Super 8
Color only...$22.00
"Spacewalk" 200 ft. Super
8 Color only.$28.00
FhFhhkhhhhhhkkkkhkkkhk hk
The Colt Catalog (28 pages)
plus several brochures and
samples........... $3.00
LR e T e
coLTt
"We handle men only"
Box 187-G, Village Sta.
New York City 10014
You must be 21 or over!!})

IS PORNOGRAPHY LEGAL?
Just published “Sexval Freedom’’ Photo
Demonstrated Thru-Out Send $10.00 or
Write for Free illustrated brochure. State age.
SCOTT, RAND & CO. DEPT..G
. BOX 43, RANDALLSTOWN, MD. - 21133

SUPER NATURE TABLETS —ﬂ
Pep For All The Things You Want To
Do. No man should be a Sexual Weakling
or Failure, for Virile Powers can be made,
to Respond at Will. NINA of
Germany—that’s me— [ have the
Amazing Superior Tonic Tablets.. The
pills that pgt Youthful Desire into Aging
Bodies. A box of 30 for $3.00. Send to:
NINA of GERMANY

HOMO - PORNO

The very best action from
DENMARK
in photographs and slides

Box 6043, Station A
Toronto 1, Canada
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FILM FESTIVAL -

e PROBLEM
also THE BASKETEERS

IN COLOR

PARK-MILLER

43rd St. (Bet. 6th & B'way) BR 9-3970 Continuous 9:45 A.M. - Mid.

Coming; WED.DEC.23rd

‘BOYSINCHAINS’

MIDNITE SHOW FRI. & SAT.NITE

ADULTS ONLY

INSTANT
LOVE POTION _
{(GAG SUGAR)

Powerful, effective, designed to
get action. Looks like reguiar
sugar—When you add a little to
a cup or glass of liquid for
someone to drink, the fun will
soon begin. They'll love you!
Send $2.00.

NINA
406 S. SECOND ST.
ALHAMBRA; CALIF. 91802

INTERESTED in meeting

New and Exciting people?
For information, send to:

SWINGERS SYMBOL BOX 181
Yonkers, N.Y. 10702

| .

ADUL1 PARTY PILLS
Frenchie’'s SPANISH FLY
“MAKE THEM HOT" PILLS, a

Real Stinger xhat works. 12 for
$2.00.
Frenchie's SPANISH FLY

WHISKEY PILLS. When you
put one in someone’'s drink they
won't forget you for a long
time. 12 for $2.00.
BUCHANAN =
P.O. Box 239 — Suite 1
Gary, Indiana 40401
(Sold By Mail Only)

FREE SAMPLE
Films and photos uncensored for your
enjoyment. Send $2 for sample and
brochure to:
FREEDOM FILMS
Box 46428-G, L.A. Cal. 90046
OVER 21

AN ENORMOUS SEL- 'h
ECTION OF BIZARRE )|

MALE |
NUDES |

SHOWN AT THEIR ||
FINEST MOMENTS i

SEND FOR ONE OF OUR|
CHOICEST NEW MALE]

OR SEND $1 FOR SAMPLES & BROCHURES

MR. A.R. TURNABOUT

6758 HOLLYWOOD BLVD. RM 205B
HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. 90028

KARAVAL
DISCIPLINE PRODUCTS

71 Page Illustrated Catalogue of Chastity
Belts, Scold’s Bridles, Punishment
Collars, Anti-Sitting Harnesses, Serving
Shackles, Electric Prods, Dungeon
Chains, Thumbcuffs, Ball Gags, Bondage
Collars, Lady Trainers, Partial Penetra-
tors, Discipline Harnesses, Whips, Slave
Bras, Spanking Blocks, Stocks, Locking
Corsets Spanking Harnesses, Etc.
Send $3. to KARAVAL, Dept.G

4834 Briarbend, Houston, Texas 77035

INCREASE
GENITAL SIZE

Yu' 1t’s trye! Ahn uuhmu medical wnel
has finally devised snd mess
unbl{ INCREASE GEITAL SIZE in men! No ox-
rubber devices, no plastic_spplisnces are
worn. Authoritative new book tells all in uploeat
detail. Includes many diagrams snd ACTUAL BE
FORE AND AFTER ARATIVE |

Ask Tor bosk #58—only $5, Cash, Check, M.O.

MEDICAL BOOK DISTRIBUTORS
6515 Sunsst Blvd., Suite 262W

Los ‘Angeles, Calif. 90028 °

(Calif. residents sdd 39 Seles Taz.)

20th CENTURY PARTY GAGS
INSTANT PECKER STIFFNER—A-
pill for Run-Downed Playboys who
need a quick Picker Uppor Lots Of

Fun.
24 Pills $3.00

Gwendolyn 5
406 So. Second St.
- Alhambra, Cafif. 91802

Subscribe
To GAY

GAY is a new experience in reading
delight! It means JOY as well as
homosexual.

GAY is interesting, entertaining and
informative on its own account, and not
simply because it deals with taboos.

GAY believes ther is only one world.
Homosexual and heterosexual are mere
labels. GAY looks forward to the day
when sexual labels will disappear, leaving
only people who, like this newspaper, are
interesting on their own account, and not
simply because they belong to a group.

GAY believes that happiness is a
natural state for the well-balanced person.
GAY'’s writers take time to laugh in the

midst of grave questions. GAY's writers
are among the finest in the nation.

GAY is a lifestyle newspaper which
points the way to new values. It is the
newspaper of sensual freedom. It says:
Open wide the doors of your mind and
body!

Edited by SCREW columnists, Lige
and Jack, GAY contains news of events
from around the world as well as places
to go, play reviews, and interviews with
well-known personalities. GAY is into its
second year of publishing.

Subscribe sooner than immediately.
GAY arrives in a plain brown envelope,
first class. se

| understand that | will receive a copy of GAY in a plain brown envelope

(first class mail) and that | will receive:

......... 13 issues of GAY for$6 ..........26 issues of GAY for $11
.......... 52 issues of GAY for $20

GAY is Bi-weekly, sent 1st Class.
Please allow three weeks for your subscription to be processed.

MAKE CHECK PAYABLE TO: Four Swords,
Station, NYC, NY 10011.

P.O. Box 431, Old Chelsea

| certify by my signature that | am over 21.

CITY

ALL SUBSCRIPTIONS MAILED IN PLAIN BROWN ENVELOPE

Photo by Roy Leign
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EAST VILLAGE

HIPPADRON &

Visit us for a truely different evening

DANEIHE TO STROB

VERY INFORMAL

CAMP MOVIES THURS. EVENING

LIVE PLAYS BY MR. CLEO YOUNG
. EVERY SUN., MON., TUES.
NO COVER NO MINIMUM

165 AVE A N.Y.C. BET 10% &1t ST
208-9984

VILLAGE'S NEWEST

I RGNAWESITE B

REASONABLE PRICES

T BiRGRG

OPEN 7 DAYS

'CAMP MOVIES MON. & WED. NITES
SUN. AFTERNOON CAMP MOVIE & BUFFET

GREENWICH VILLAGE’S NEW IN PLACE
82 WEST 3rd STREET, N.Y.C. GR 3-9304

BETWEEN SULLIVAN & THOMPSON ST.

JOIN US FOR GALA NEW YEAR'S EVE PARTY.
BUFFET, NOISEMAKERS, OPEN ALL NIGHT
AND JOIN US FOR BREAKFAST.




