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Historic Hearings Held in N.

New York, N.Y.—Historic hearings took
place here (October 18, 1971) before the
City Council with spokesmen for/against
the passage of Intro 475, a bill which
would outlaw discrimination in employ-
ment, housing and public accomodations
on account of sexual orientation.

The hearings were called to order by
City Councilman Saul Sharison who
asked each speaker to limit himself/her-
self to ten minutes.

A list of those supporting the bill was
widely circulated, and included some of
New York’s best known citizens:

Hon. Bella Abzug, M.C., 19th C.D.

Rabbi Charles Agin, Free Synagogue of Flush-
ing

Hon. Herman Badillo, M.C.

Mr. Clive Barnes, Drama Critic, N.Y. Times

Miss Jane Benedict, Director, Met. Council on
Housing

Mr. Algernon Black, Leader, Ethical Culture
Society

Hon. Albert Blumenthal, Assemblyman, 67th
A.D.

Rabbi Balfour Brickner, Director, Union of
American Hebrew Congregations

Fion. Carter Burden, Councilman

Hon. Shirley Chisholm, M.C., 12th C.D.

Hon. Eldon Clingan, Minority Leader, City
Council

Mr. Dan Collins, Director, New Democratic Co-
alition

Miss Karen DeCrow, Director, Eastern Region,
Nat’l Organization of Women

M. John DeLaury, President, Sanitation Work-
ers of America

Miss Brenda Fastow, Women’s Nat’l Political
Caucus
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The Hon. Eleanor Holmes Norton

City Councilmen hear testimony on gay rights

Dr. Fritz Fluckiger, Psychologist, Adjunct Ass’t
Professor, Hunter College

Hon. Eleanor Clark French, Commissioner,
N.Y. Commission on Human Rights

Hon. Robert Gardia, State Senator

Hon. Sanford Garelick, President, City Council

Mr. Ira Glasser, Director, N.Y. Civil Liberties
Union

The Rev. William Glenesk, Spencer Memorial
Church

Hon. Roy Goodman, N.Y. State Senator

Mr. Victor Gotthaum, President, Municipal
Workers Union

My. Richard N. Gottfried, Assembiyman, 65th
A.D.

Mr. Stanley Hill, President, Social Service Em-
ployees Union

Father Robert Kennedy, Social Action Com-
mittee, B’klyn Arch-Diocese, Roman Catho-
lic Church

Hon. Ed Koch, M.C., 17th C.D.

Hon. Jerome Kretchmer, Commissioner of En-
vironmental Protection Administration

Mr. John Lassoe, Episcopal Diocese, New York

Hon. Franz Leichter, N.Y. State Assembly

Hon. John V. Lindsay, Mayor, City of New
York

Hon. Bess Meyerson Grant, Commissioner, De-
partment of Consumer Affairs

The Rev. Lewis Maddocks, Executive Director,
Council for Christian Social Action, United
Church of Christ

Miss Kate Millett, author, Sexual Politics

The Rev. Howard Moody, Judson Memoriai
Church

Bishop Paul Moore, Bishop Co-adjutor, Episco-
pal Church, N.Y. City

Mr. Stewart Mott, Philanthropisi

The Rev. Richard Neuhaus

Hon. Eleanor Holmes Norton, Chairwoman,
N.Y. City Commission of Human Rights

Mr. Paul O’Dwyer

Hon. Fred Ohrenstein, N.Y. State Senator, 25th
S.D.

Hon. Antonio Olivieri, N.Y. State Assembly-
man, 66th A.D.

Hon. William Passanante, N.Y. State Assembly-
man, 63rd A.D.

Rabbi Nathan Perlman, Temple Emanu-EIl

Continued on page 8

Alatone Primary Victory
followed by L.A. Bar Raids

BY DONALD WARMAN

Los Angeles, California— The surprise pri-
mary victory of Richard Alatorre, a Cali-
fornia Assembly Candidate who openly
solicited the Hollywood area gay vote,
was followed by a sometimes violent po-
lice crackdown on several flagrantly gay
bars in that area.

Within a week of Alatorre’s October
19th upset in the 48th District balloting,
some forty arrests were scored in at least
ten hangouts hospitable to male hustlers
and transvestites.

In one instance, according to wit-
nesses, half a dozen loud conduct “sus-
pects” in drag were beaten to the side-
walk in front of a downtown Hollywood
bar before being dragged into waiting un-
marked cars.

Bar owners, who enjoy an uneasy
truce with the Los Angeles Police Depart-
ment’s Hollywood Division, said the
plainclothes raiders were from the “flying
goon squad,” the free-swinging Metro
Squad of Central Los Angeles cop head-
quarters.

As usual, department officials were
silent on the number and the circum-

ic

stances of the “queer busts.” The LAPD’s
position is that there is no harassment of
homosexuals here.

The security-wrapped Metro Squad
exists theoretically to seek out wide-
spread drugs and illegal arms activities of
which “local” (division) cops wouldn’t be
aware. Its action in those fields is neces-
sarily classified. But the “goon squads” in
frequent and stormy forays into the gay

= (Continued on page 4)

Freedom of Assembly
Denied in Ohio

Columbus, Ohio—Franklin County Com-
mon Pleas Court Judge Paul Martin ruled
in an action filed by SIR of Ohio that
homosexuals are criminals and as such
have no rights, including the right to
parade.

Judge Martin upheld the City’s Safety
Director’s office in its numerous and
determined denials of SIR’s request for a
parade permit. The denials were based on
the contention that “no public benefit
would be derived from SIR’s parading,”
and “it would not be in the public in-
terest ... . Before you have the right to
march, you must have a political question
with a view held by a significant number
of people.”

SIR filed application for a permit to
parade on July 14th, July 15th, July
26th, and August 17th, but all requests
were verbally denied. “We do not want to
see homosexuals on our streets parading”
was one of the first reasons given by the
Safety Director’s office. SIR members did
parade on August 14th in defiance of the
administration’s attitude, and- afterwards
held a rally on the State House grounds.
No arrests were made.

Judge Martin’s decision was so ob-

viously prejudicial that City Attorney
James Hughes overruled the court and
gave SIR blanket approval to parade at
any time and any place, and gave assur-
ance that the police would be told to “lay
off.”

City Attorney Hughes was originally
Columbus Safety Director when SIR first
started the three-month-long process of
attempting to obtain a permit to parade
and was responsible for the four denials
that resulted in the current SIR suit.
Hughes was appointed City Attorney just
two days before Judge Martin’s ruling.
Hughes immediately reversed his own rul-
ing and overruled the judge’s decision.

SIR attorneys served court papers on
the new Safety Director, James Musick,
as he left the Mayor’s office just five min-
utes after being sworn in to serve in his
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Los Angeles Bar Listing on page 23

AMANNHNAN

MIDTOWN

The Beacon Baths, 227 E. 45 St. bet. 2nd & 3rd
Aves. (687-0322). Take the elevator to the 11th
floor and enjoy the many clean, modern facili-
ties. Reasonable rates, popular, open 24 hours.
Free, confidential V.D. tests every Wednesday
from 3pm to 8pm. GM only.

The Beaded Bag, 951 First Ave. bet. 52nd &
53rd Sts. (486-9832). Super drinks and excel-
lent prix fixe Italian dinners. Your host: Sonny.
GM

The Big Spender, 315 W. 48th St., west of 8th
Ave. (586-9880). Popular place for before and
after theatre drinking; also the watering spot
for the gay theatrical crowd. Here’'s where
you'll find that glorious hunk who’s third from
left in the chorus line. GM

Brothers & Sisters, 355 W. 48th St., bet. 8th &
9th Aves. (247-8840). A two-story haven per-
fect for after-theatre fun. Hamburgers and light
snacks, turntable and record jock instead of
juke box. Boys and girls together. Fun.

The Candy Store, 44 W. 56th St. bet. 5th & 6th
Aves. (581-4664). Piano bar, very popular with
out-of-towners; hence a good source for new
faces. Jackets required. GM

The Continental Sauna Club, 111 W. 56th St.
Operated by the Continental Baths manage-
ment. Elegant, but less grand (and less expen-
sive) than the **mother church” on 74th St. GM
only.

Dirty Edna’s Scoreboard, 264 W. 46th St., east
of 8th Ave. (265-9077). An unpretentious gay
“saloon™ where it’s easy to score. Some “busi-
ness boys™ hang out here. GM

The Four Seasons, 99 E. 52nd St. The very
elegant ones cruise here—cautiously, as it's inte-
grated. GM

Geraldine's, 36 W. 48th St. bet. 5th & 6th Aves.
(265-2291). Inexpensive dining in luxurious
syrroundings—perfect for before or after the
theatre. There’s also an intimate bar and danc-
ing on weekends. Fred’s your host. GM & GF
The Lib, 305 E. 45th St., bet. 1st & 2nd Aves.
{LE 2-0290). A whole new scene for gay men
and women. Cocktails, dinner and dancing with
hosts Lou, Katie and Jerry. GF and GM.

The Loading Zone, 568 9th Ave. at 41st St.
(563-8212). Formerly The Barrei Inn, now bet-
ter than ever. By the time you read this they’ll
be having live entertainment. GM

Menemsha Bar, Hotel Allerton, 132 E. 57th St.
at Lex. The place the over-30 crowd retreats to
when the Youth Culture gets too cloying. GM
The Roundtable, 151 E. 50th St. (758-0310).
Dancing and live entertainment. Some say it's
like dying and going to heaven. GM

The Sanctuary, 407 W. 43rd St. bet. 9th & 10th
Aves. (247-4210). A church converted into a
mad discotheque. Dancing, juice bar (no I
quor). Int.

Sauna Baths, 300 W. 58th St. at Columbus Cir-
cle (above Child’s) (PL 5-6880). A small place
which closes at midnight, the Sauna is busiest
between 4:30 and 11 pm and on Sunday after-
noons. Few facilities. GM only.

Tamburfaine, 148 E. 48th St. near Lex. (PL
1-0030). The current *in” spot. Groovy guys
and gorgeous girls, all so fabulously dressed.
Dancing. GM & GF

The Troubadour, 1078 1st Ave. near Lex.
(755-1955). Sebastian hosts this beautiful (but
inexpensive) restaurant. Busy bar, groovy peo-
ple. GM

Yukon, 140 E. 53rd St. bet. Lex. & 3rd Ave.
(421-8122). Where the older set gathers and the
Midnight Cowboy scores. GM

NOTE: If you work in midtown, both the
Troubadour and Geraldine’s serve excellent, in-
expensive lunches.

UPPER EAST SIDE

Britt Top East, 1716 2nd Ave. at 89th St.

The Country Cousin, 1313 3rd Ave. bet. 75th
& 76th Sts. (879-6614). The “in™ eatery of the
gay jet set. Excellent food and all the Beautiful
People you could want to see. GM, some GF
Harry’'s Back East, 1422 3rd Ave. bet. 80th &
81st Sts. After all these years it’s still the busi-
est bar in New York any night. Don’t miss it.
GM

The Jungle, 303 E. 60th Si. bet. 1st & 2nd
Aves. An outta-sight juice bar with dancing.
One of the few after-hours places lefi. GM,
some GF

Piper’'s Lounge, 1201 Lexington Ave., bet. 81st
& 82nd Sts. (734-9305). Fire Island’s own
George Sardi presides over this “live musical
happening’ bar. You’'ll love it. Mostly GM.

The Painted Pony, 1485 3rd Ave. at 84th St.
(744-9580). Piano bar patronized by very
friendly people. GM

Three, 314 E. 72nd St. at 2nd Ave. (734-9303).
A charming, intimate bar which serves as the
social center for East Side girls. Guys are wel-
come too.

Uncle Charlie’s, 1049 Lexington Ave. at 75th
St. (861-6132). The customers are friendly and
the place is cruisy and always crowded. What
more could one ask? GM

. Victor’s Quarters, 984 2nd Ave. An East Side
neighborhood bar. Relaxing and unfrenetic bar
full of very nice people. GM

The Zodiac, 1487 1st Ave. at 77th St. Where
young East Siders go for dancing and live enter-
tainment. A real make out bar. GM

UPPER WEST SIDE

The Candlefight Lounge, 309 Amsterdam Ave.
bet. 74th & 75th Sts. (874-9607). A lfandmark

bar-that’s been around forever. Now getting a
face-lift. Neighborhood crowd; much socializ-
ing, lots of cruising. GM

Chipp’s, Columbus Ave. bet. 66th & 67th Sts.
A pleasant bar/restaurant popular with Lincoin
Center audiences. Mixed.

The Continental Baths, 230 W. 74th St., west
of B'way (799-2688). Much more than a bath-

worth it. Open 24 hours. Students half-price
with student i.D. card. GM only.

Picadilly Pub, 324 Amsterdam Ave. bet. 75th &
76th Sts. (874-8632). Jimmy Sheppard, one of
tive most fabuloys bartenders in town, presides
over this, one of the mast attractive bars on the
West Side. All the sociability doesn't ruin the
cauising. GM

The Westsider, 2160 Broadway ai 76th St
(874-8013). One of the newest and most excit-
ing bars in the city. Dining room and bar on
street level; pool tables, etc., in bedr bar down-
_stairs. Tommy, Frank, Brian, Johnny and Billy
work hard to insure everyone has a good time.
GM

Willie’s West Side, 224 W. 82nd St., east of
B'way (874-9833L. A crowded, very friendly
dance bar where Blacks, Latins and Whites min-
gle under the approving gaze of West Side fiber-
als. GM

UPTOWN

The Charade, 1800 2nd Ave. at 93rd St. Where
Black is Beautiful, the age is young, the food
and music are Soul and the dancing outta-sight!
GM, mostiy.

The Goid Rail, 2850 Broadway (MO 2-4704).
Restaurant and bar popular with the uptown
gays and Columbia students. Mixed straight &
gay.

Pauline’s Interfude, 2267 7th Ave. at 135th St.
A Harlem landmark since before most of us
were born. Mixed, but widely known as a gay
watering spot.

m’m

The Cell Block, West Street and 1ith Ave. We
haven't seen this one yet, but with that name
and in that location, we’ll bet it's a new leather

lounge.

The Eagle’s Nest, 11th Ave. & 21st St. You
won't be aliowed in without leather or western
gear. If you do slip in, they won't serve you.
GM only.

Everard Baths, 28 W. 28th bet. B'way & 6th
Ave. (684-8935). Oid, raunchy and with an air
of marvelous decadence, this place goes on and
on with its band of devoted patrons. Open 24
hours. GM only.

Fireside Inn, 411 W. 24th St., west of 9th Ave.
(WA 4-0665). Johnny Vincent hosts this fine
restaurant and good bar with dancing from 7pm
till 1am. GM, some GF

Gianni’s, 53 W. 19th St. (675-9809). A dancing
bar for women only.

Nine Plus Social Club, 149 W. 21st St
(924-9387). A private club exclusively for
lovers of leather. GM only.

The Stockade, 120 1Ith Ave., at 20th St. Geni-
al Sid Wander (“The Hardware King™) hosts
this new leather and western spot. No admit-
tance without appropriate attire. GM

VILLAGE

Bom Soir, 40 W. 8th St. bet. 6th Ave. & Mc
Dougal (473-9859). Headquarters for dance-
crazy young Latins. Almost as much fum as a
trip to San Juan—and a lot cheaper! GM

Bonnie & Cilyde’s, 82 W. 3rd St. bet. Sullivan &
Thompson Sts. (GR 3-9304). Newly renovated
and now managed by Elaine, this place has
everything: a big dance floor, free movies, Sun-
day bruches, the works. Mostly GM

Carr's, 104 W. 10th St. (255-9742). This place
s to Viliagers what the cormer pub is to Lon-
domers. Don't miss it. GM

Danny's, 139 Christopher St. (929-9321). A
Village landmark with one of the busiest pool
tables im town. Very cruisy. GM

Fedora’s, 239 W. 4th St. (CH 2-9691). A very.

>ﬁriendl,y rest. with exc food at rea-
sonable prices. Fedora has a large, devoted fol-
lowing so make reservations. Maostly GM

Finale, 48 Barrow St. (CH 3-7538). The other
famed Village eatery. Ray, his lovely wife, and
his humpy waiters treat customers like visiting
rayalty. Mixed, mostly GM

Gay Dags, 180 Christopher St. A 24-hour gay
hot dog stand and snackery.

The Goidbug, 83 W. 3rd St. (677-9874). A
dancing bar for the young set. Features inciude
buffets and live stage shows. GM

Ketler's, 384 West St. mear Christopher (CH
3-1907). The mother and father of New York’s
leather bars. The Landmarks Commission ought
to put a plague on the front of it. Stil! popular.
GM

Kookie's, 149 W. 14th St. (242-9226). Still the
mast popular of the girls” bars, Kookie's packs
them in every night.

Julius, 159 W. 10th St. at Waverly Place
(929-9672). Intermationally famous as NYU’s
local gay bar and for hamburgers. It"s popular,
and was popular even before the owners fought
one of the landmark cases which helped “legal-
ize’” gay bars. GM

Luigi II, 104 W. 13th St. (929-9568). An inti-

mate restaurant with a pleasant piano bar. GM

New Danny's, 140 7th Ave. South bet. Charles

& W. 10th Sts. (691-8373). Dining, dancing and

drinking in attractive surroundings. Opens at
noon for day drinkers. GM

The Den, 835 Washington at Little W. 12th St.
(989-8999). A very cruisy leather lounge. The
boots and jackets are often just costume here,
so if you see someone you like but don’'t dig
the S&M scene, suggest alternatives. GM

The Wine Cellar, 531 Hudson (242-6769). An
inexpensive, and very popular, dining place
with excellent food. Int.

One P , 518 Hud St. at W. 10th St.
(691-6260). Reasonably priced restaurant/bar
with very good food. int.

Paula’s, 64 Greenwich Ave. (691-3360). A
mixed bar with something different: Mexican
food, a welcome change from ali that Italian
cuisine. Sunday brunch, too. Int.

Peter Rabbit’s, 305 W. 10th St. at West. A new
addition to the Village scene which we haven’t
checked out yet. )
Royal Roost, 28 Cornelia St. (CH 2-9557).
Small, intimate restaurant with a tiny bar. The
perfect place to go with someone you love. int.
Squire’s Nook, 18 E. 13th St. east of 5th Ave.
(255-4746). A luxurious, but moderately-
priced, bar/restaurant with, as Lige & Jack put
it, ““an atmosphere for quiet romance.”” Lunch:
11:30—3; dinner 5—10 (midnight on Saturday).
Mostly GM

The (International) Stud, Greenwich & Perry
Sts. The best make out bar in the Village. GM

The Triangle, 43 Ninth Ave. This very popular
bar of the sort where one is expected to be, or
pretend to be, very butch (for cruising) is un-
dergo r iling. Cruising goes on during
renovations. GM

12th Night, 281 W. 12th St., corner of W. 4th

St. (989-9303). Intimate, very friendly bar pre-
sided over by Dee. Known for their good food

and famous for their fantastic noon to 4pm

Sunday champagne brunches. int.

Village West, 40 Bedford St., corner of 7th Ave.

The manager declares this is not a gay bar, 'so
you can assume all those gay people inside are

really straight. GM

The Roadhouse, 570 Hudson St. at W. 11th

(CH 3-4214). Give this new friendly Village bar

a try. You'll like their wonderful ambience and

the great food they serve Monday through Fri-
day from 6 to 10pm. GM

GRAMMERCY PARK

‘Beau Geste, 239 Third Ave., at 20th St.
(475-9724). A spiit-level bar and restaurant fea-
turing good continental food reasonably priced
($2.95 to $5.95). GM, mostly.

Leo’s Lion, 57 Lexington Ave. at 25th St.
(686-9608). Paul hosts at_this friendly, reasona-
bly-priced neighborhood pub. Nice people. GM

LOWER EAST SIDE

The Cilub Baths, 24 First Ave. bet. 1st & 2nd
Sts. (673-3283). A lavish bath with luxurious,
thoroughly modern facilities. Open 24 hours.
Students half-price with student cars. A best
bet. GM only. Free, confidential V.D. tests
every Thursday from 5 to 9pm

Hip-O-Drome, 165 Avenue “A’" bet. 10th &
11th Sts. (228-9984). The gay center of the
Lower East Side and haven for the young radi-
cal chic set. Free movies Thursdays. GM

St. Mark’s Baths, 6 St. Mark’s Pl. bet. 2nd &
3rd Aves. (473-7929). Rather rundown and a
bit seedy, but the prices are low and the place is
active. Open 24 hours. GM only.

QUEENS

The Alley, 63rd St., off Roosevelt Ave., Wood-
side (429-9542). A friendly dance bar with nice
extras such as a 3—5pm cocktail hour and 6pm
buffets.

Ev's 11th Hour, 193-14 Jamaica Ave., Hollis
(HO 5-9846). Very friendly neighborhood bar.
Fountain Blue, 69-05 Queens Blvd. at 69th St.
(429-9593). Dancing to live rock music, free
movies on Tuesdays, champagne buffets Sun-
day nights.

Love, 73-11 Yeilowstone Blvd., Forest Hilis
(268-9355). Live stage shows, dancing, free
Sunday buffet.

Trysting Place, 120-31 83rd Rd., off Lefferts
Bivd., Kew Gardens (846-8922). Very popular
bar with a restaurant on a balcony overlooking
the dance floor. Free Sunday buffet. Lots of
girls.

BROOKLYN

The Circus Lounge, 1369 Flatbush Ave. at
Beverly Rd. (BU 4-9022). Live shows Fridays
and Saturdays, free buffets every night.
Danny’s in Brooklyn, 108 Montague St., Brook-
lyn Heights. A piano bar, one of the focal
points of this very gay neighborhood.

Beachhaven, Seaside Ave., Midland Beach
(351-9625). .
Budy-Buddy Club, 1400 Clove Rd. (447-0033).
Carmine's, 86 Mills Ave. (442-9146).

The Mayfair, 3 Hyatt St., St. Geoige
(247-9771).
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A survey of the national scene is both encouraging and dis-
tressing. In Los Angeles, the surprise primary victory of Rich-
ard Alatorre, who openly solicited the gay vote, has been
tempered by police crackdowns on local bars. In Ohio, de-
crepit judges have ruled that homosexuals, regarded as crimi-
nals, have no right to assemble publicly. SIR of Ohio is bat-
tling bravely to contest this dangerous trend.

In Manhattan, the historic hearings on Intro 475, a bill
designed by several courageous politicians, has had its first
round of hearings, but remains in limbo while the City Council
procrastinates, leaving the date for the second round of hear-
ings unspecified. A barrage of letters from concerned citizens,
encouraging the City Council to proceed with the hearings,
might very well assist in getting them off the ground again.
Write today, addressing your demand to the Council, care of
City Hall.

In the nation’s capital, gay liberation groups, bar patrons,
and the city’s newest and perhaps most lavish bar are engaged
in a squabble which threatens to split the gay commuunity
down the center, with tempers flying and epithets traded.

Throughout the country, where we have witnessed unprece-
dented progress toward equal rights for homosexually-inclined

Ndlitors Spealk

persons, the ugly spectre of a Nixon-appointed Supreme
Court looms menacingly, threatening cancellation of those
freedoms homosexuals have worked long and hard to secure.

It is important for us to realize that progress is not automa-
tic. History’s pendulum swings, and the sexual freedoms en-
joyed by one era can easily be buried by another more conser-
vative period. Granted, individuals can still enjoy themselves,
quietly, unobtrusively, but sexual repression creates a social
climate in which chances for private happiness are greatly nar-
rowed, and in which less fortunate people suffer intensely
lonely and isolated.

Thus, it is now more important than ever before that
America’s gay communities, jealously guarding infant institu-
tions which exist nervously on the edge of barbaric laws,
should commit themselves to the encouragement of a new
spirit: proud, defiant, but tender and thoughtful. It is doubly
important that we forget old enmities within our own com-
munities, and face the fact that anti-sexual opposition is con-
solidating its forces on every front, and that our bars, baths,
community centers, and indeed, our right to assemble public-
ly, are in grave danger.

McCarthy to au Concerns

Eugene McCarthy

Minneapolis, Minn.—Eugene McCarthy,
the man who kept Lyndon Johnson from
running again for President in 1968, has
come out solidly for gay employment
rights.

“There is no question about equal ac-
cess to jobs” for American gays, Mc
Carthy said in a visit to Minneapolis Octo-
ber 22. “It’s indefensible to deny them
for something like that.”

Then the former Minnesota Democra-
tic-Farmer-Labor party senator weakened
a bit. “Possibly there might be a security
risk with some jobs, if they’re susceptible
to blackmail, and I mean the social disap-

proval that homosexuality still carries in
some quarters. But ordinarily, that
doesn’t apply,” McCarthy said.

The tall, urbane Catholic poet also said
he approves of the trend to repeal sodo-
my laws and others restricting sexual be-
havior between consenting adults, now
enacted by five states—Illinois, Connecti-
cut, Idaho, Colorado and Oregon.

“That’s certainly in order. Most of
those laws are anachronisms, what with
the moral and psychological standards of
today,” he told a questioner upon arriv-
ing at Wold-Chamberlain Airport.

McCarthy, an all-but-announced candi-

date in the 1972 presidential sweepstakes,
was also eager to learn of the 8th U.S.
Circuit Court of Appeals decision in the
J. Michael McConnell job case.

Told the court had denied McConnell
the college librarian’s job that experience
and a master’s degree qualified him for,
McCarthy said, I think that’s wrong.

“It’s a question of freedom of speech.
Being a librarian is not affected by being
a homosexual. If there’s a security clear-
ance involved, you might make a case on
the basis of potential blackmail, but not
with McConnell,” McCarthy said.

The appeals Judges’ reasoning that
McConnell’s activism for gay rights, and
pursuit of a legal marriage license with his
lover, means he sought to “foist tacit ap-
proval of (his views) upon his employer”
—MecCarthy called “nonsense.”

“What about Mulford Sibley or Earl
Craig?” he said, citing two University of
Minnesota staff members who have es-
poused controversial causes—Craig ran
against Hubert Humphrey for the Senate
last year—and who have been roundly cri-
ticized in some quarters.

“A librarian certainly takes a more
passive role than a professor in this kind
of thing, and if anyone should be able to
defend itself against this kind of assump-
tion (tacit approval), it should be a uni-
versity,” McCarthy said.

kreedom of Assembly Denied in Ohio

Continued from page 1
new office. The court ruling came three
days later.

“Unfortunately, we cannot appeal this
decision,” said Tom Lewis, Executive
Director of SIR of Ohio, “as we are now
faced with a moot question... The pa-
rade date was set for October 9th; one
day after Judge Martin’s ruling. However,
we are determined to have a permit is-
sued, so we will proceed with whatever
court action is necessary.”

The SIR suit charged that the denial of
a permit to parade prevents its members
from exercising their rights of free assem-
bly and requested the court to require is-
suance of a permit and to restrain the
Columbus Police Department from inter-
ference.

Ironically, Judge Martin was issuing his
decision at the same time that the Ohio
Supreme Court was undergoing a crash
course on homosexuality by SIR officials.
The high court met in unprecedented

closed sessions to study a sixty-one-page
court brief prepared by SIR of Ohio in
support of a Louisville, Kentucky case.
Excerpts from both The Advocate, and
GAY were used as educational aids. Some
hard-core conservatives were obviously
converted and as a result a decision is ex-
pected that will be of paramount impor-
tance to Ohio and the nation.

“I think we have the high court in a
crack,” said Lewis. “It’s long past time
for the jurists to come to grips with some
of the very difficult questions and now I
think there’s a chance that they are up to
the job. We expect a decision within the
week.”

SIR has scheduled another parade for
Friday, October 29th, and again will file
an application for a permit. This time a
picket at City Hall, a parade at the State
House grounds, a rally on the State House
grounds with prominent speakers and a
Halloween Ball at the new SIR Cultural
and C®mmunity Center will be included
in the night’s activities.

“We are particularly pleased that Mr.
Ellis Rose, Executive Director of the
Ohio Civil Rights Commission, and Rev.
Norman Snook, pastor of the United
Christian Center, have agreed to be key-
note speakers at the SIR rally. We plan to
have eight speakers to 'emphasize the
dramatic portrayal of our point of view
that will be presented by costumed SIR
members. The picket rally and parade will
take place with or without a permit,” said
Lewis.

“Many of Ohio’s more than one mil-
lion homosexuals are becoming increas-
ingly militant because of the constant and
flagrant gross violations of their rights.
Retaliatory violence has threatened to
flare up on several occasions and in one
instance, resulted in a church being
stoned. As an organization, we are com-
mitted to non-violent action. However, it
is, almost daily, more difficult to restrain
some from engaging in what has been
termed ‘“‘vigilante action,” Lewis con-
cluded.

Publisher
Four Swords, Inc.

Executive Editors
Lige Clarke
Jack Nichols

Art Directors
Steven Heller
Tina Rossner
Howard Karsh

West Coast Representatives
Ron Taylor
Tony deVries

East Coast News Editor
Richard C. Wandel

West Coast News Editor
Donald Warman

New York Correspondent
Leo Skir

Midwest Correspondent
Erik Larsson

Washington Correspondent
Perrin Shaffer

Advertising Manager
Stefani Lyon

Advertising Assistant
Marcia Blackman

Wizards
Jim Buckley
Al Goldstein

Photos
Richard C. Wandel
Roy Leigh

Columnists
Dick Leitsch
Lige and Jack

Peter Ogren

John P. LeRoy
Gregory Battcock
Leo Skir

Aaron Bates
Sorel David
Thane Hampten

GAY is published BI-WEEKLY by Four
Swords, Inc., P.O. Box 431, Old Chelsea
Sta., NYC, NY 10011, with offices at 11
W. 17th St., NYC, NY. Telephone (212)
989-1660.

WEST COAST BUREAU: 373 N.Western
Ave., Suite 203, Hollywood, Calif.
90004. Telephone (213) 462-3237.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES (First Class Mail): $7
for 13 issues; $13 for 26 issues; $25 for 52 issues.
Application to mail at Second-Class postage rate
is pending at New York, N.Y.

The official views of this newspaper are
expressed in the Editorial. Opinions ex-
pressed in by-lined columns, letters and
cartoons, however, are those of the writ-
ers and artists and do not necessarily rep-
resent the opinions of GAY. Publication
of the name or photograph of any person
or organization in articles or advertising
in GAY is no indication of the sexual ori-
entation of such person or organization.
Entire contents of GAY Copyright (c)
1971 by Four Swords, Inc. All rights re-
served. Reproduction in whole or part
strictly forbidden without written per-
mission of the publishers.

New subscribers will receive whichever
issue corresponds to the date on which
they subscribe. Back issues of GAY are
available for $1 from Four Swords, Inc.
Submission of double-spaced, typed,
5-page manuscripts, as well as drawings
and photographs, is encouraged. Unused
materials will be promptly returned and
published writers will be paid upon pub-
lication. GAY does not assume responsi-
bility for unsolicited manuscripts. Adver-
tising rates upon request.

Previous years’ issues of GAY are avail-
able in microform. Inquiries and orders
should be directed to Research Publica-
tions, 3903 Amity Station, New Haven,
Conn. 06525.



PAGE 4/GAY/NOVEMBER 22, 1971

'l Tell You What Its TLike in Jail!" A Cellmate’s Stony

Donnie Johnston, recently released from a Cal-
ifornia jail, has consented to speak with GAY
about his experiences there. The Editors are
grateful for this unusually frank account on
what goes on behind bars, and how gay inmates
are treated in “‘the tank.”

Even when I was in the queens’ tank at
the new county jail, I heard about Attica.
With all the coming and going among the
population down there, you keep up with
what’s doing outside. If you want to, that
is. Some of them give less of a shit.

Now I hear the state wants to shut
down San Quentin and Folsom because
they are “breeding grounds for revolu-
tion.”

Listen, baby, I just finished eight
months in the Hall of Justice and New
County. I don’t know what could happen
in prison that’s as bad as what goes on in
those places. If they know you’re queer,
anyway.

Oh, I never got raped. I have a girlish
face, but I’m a male and they all knew it.
Nobody sticks anything in my face. If I
can’t win a fight with my fists, I’ll pick
up a trash can. When I had sex it was
because I wanted it. A lot of these cute
young hippie kids get ripped off—by the
niggers, mostly—because they believe all
that big tough talk and get scared to fight
back. I’'m effeminate, but I’m not a fag-
got. Anybody who tried to rip me off
found that out—fast.

I was busted for selling pot. I was en-
trapped, really, because I carried the
package as a favor to a friend of mine.
The narc who busted me was as gay as I

am. He knew the score, the lingo, too -

well to be a straight dude. In fact, I did
him for trade the night before he came
around and busted me. He’d been hanging
around the same people I ran with for
months. It came out in court that he’d
been trying to nail me for six months be-
fore he even found out what my real
name is. People in my crowd always
called me Donna May.

Anyway, when I got to fooling around
with his dick one night I told him some
things I shouldn’t have. That didn’t stop
him from getting his nuts off, but it
didn’t stop him from busting me, either.
Thanks a lot, I told him in court.

That was in January, in Long Beach. I
just turned 20. About all that had hap-
pened to me before was some petty juve-
nile things—loitering, that trivial shit. I
used to cruise the toilets and the beach all
the time, even when I was in high school.

On this bust I got a year. Exactly one
year. If the judge gave me one more day
I could have gone to prison. No matter
what they say about Attica, I’d have been
better off in prison.

But I got jail. They took one look at
me and put me in the queens’ tank, which
they say is to protect the homos from the
rest of the population. What the homos

really need is protection from each other,

which is to say from themselves.

Actually there are more “men” in the
tank than there are queens. The straights
limp their wrists and talk faggoty so they
can get in the tank where all the action is.

Most of the real queens are drags, in
for prostitution. I hate a drag queen. I
don’t mind going in drag once in a while,
but I don’t live in drag. I don’t earn my
money that way. No, I’'m not a hustler,
either. I’ve got too much heart for that.
You have to be a cold, snaky person to
live that way.

Before I was convicted they sent me to
Wayside Honor Rancho. That same night
I was on the bus again, back to the Hall
of Justice. They don’t want the queens at
Wayside any more because they rioted
there last year. I heard Wayside isn’t too
bad a place, but they took one look at me

Donnie Johnston

and said oh, no. I was 36 hours on that
bus trip—no food, no toilet, nothing to
do but think.

After I was convicted I stayed at the
Hall of Justice until I had an emotional
breakdown and got sent to the clinic at
New County, where I was diagnosed as
syphilitic and a “mental homo,” whatever
that is. I really raised hell, because I never
had any kind of VD ever, in or out of jail.
I don’t suck on a dick or fuck with it
unless I’'ve checked it good first. I know
how to tell.

Actually what was wrong with me was
the bad food—potatoes three times a day
—and no exercise, no sunlight. I filed a
writ, which they have to let you do if you
demand it. I made them give me a blood
test, a smear test and a spinal tap. That
gave me a week in the clinic, anyway,
with halfway decent conditions. They
found I was not infected with anything.

I should explain that there are actually
two queens’ tanks at the Hall of Justice—
one for the unsentenced ones, one for the
ones during their time. -

The unsentenced tank has 12 cells for
two men apiece. There are always five or
six in every one. Showers twice a week,
cold water, one mirror to shave with. Na-
turally the people are very unsanitary
about themselves.

After you get sentenced you have a
chance to become a trusty. You live in a
kind of dormitory, four men to a cubicle.
But by that time you’re usually ready to

be let out anyway because of all the time
it takes to go to court and get your sen-
tence. So the queens spend most of their
time in the unsentenced one.

Some of them would rather be there
anyway. The screwing goes on all the
time there. The “men” like it better be-
cause it’s easy to pull off a gang bang if
you can’t get laid any other way. The
main entertainment there is watching the
black jockers rip off the white sissies. I
never tried to break up one of those
parties, because I never made any friends
in that tank. Most of the queens bring it
on themselves, anyway.

Their big concern is their make-up.
Yeah, they make their own. You know,
mascara, that shit that goes on your eye-
lashes? They take toothpaste, pencil and
water, mix it together and pencil it on.
They use cigarette packs too. Like, you
know, Pall Mall packs are red? They
scrape that off, mix it with Vaseline and
rub it on for blush. Anything green can
be used for eye shadow.

All that is imaginative but it’s quite
unhealthy. I tried it one time just to ex-
periment and I got burns around my eyes.

I didn’t have much sex in jail. Hell, I
wasn’t in the mood with all that shit go-
ing on all the time. Besides, if the guards
catch you and get pissed off at you, they
can take you up to court for sodomy or
oral cop. After six months, I was telling
the younger kids to let themselves get

caught at it so that they could get into
court and tell what goes on in the tanks.

The worst trouble in the tanks isn’t
sex, though. It’s food, and that brings up
the racial thing. Like, you have more
blacks in the jail than whites, so chances
are most of the trusties are black. One
time when there were only a few of us
whites in the tank, the nigger who was
ladling out the stew said the whites can
have potatoes and gravy but no meat.
When he got to me, I just pushed the
whole bucket of stew on the floor. They
didn’t fuck with me that way again.

Oh, I learned a lot in that jail. Do you
know what a Jones is? It’s a habit. It
means a guy has got a hardon and is going
to fuck somebody, like it or not. You
think that isn’t much education for an
eight-month course? It’s all a lot of guys
ever learn in jail: how to give or get a
Jones job.

I learned how to play pinochle and
bridge, too. Before I went to jail all I
knew was kid games, hearts and simple
shit like that. There were usually a few of
us who were smart enough and tough
enough that we could play cards together
without being fucked around with.

There were others who I wouldn’t
have minded paling around with, but
they were usually having to take some-
thing in their mouths or their rear ends.
Too busy, you see. After those Kkids
would go up to court, they wouldn’t
come back.

The one thing I learned that I’ll never
forget is that I could have gotten out a lot
sooner if they had spelled my name right
when they booked me in. People outside
kept being told that I wasn’t there—the
jail never heard of me. Maybe I only got
out by accident after all.

Maybe I’'m still supposed to be there. I
won’t mention that to my probation offi-
cer. I’ll just let well enough alone.

If I ever get into this shit again, I'm
going to make sure I go to prison. From
what I’'ve read about Attica, it doesn’t
sound like too bad a place. By compari-
son, I mean.

Alatorre Primany Victory Iollowed by Raids

Continued from page 1

scene invariably have signalled a tighten-
ing up of anti-gay fuzz activity through
the city.

Alatorre’s campaign manager, Ken
Katz, expressed surprise at the suggestion
—conveyed to him by GAY—that the
coincidences of the gay vote victory and
Metro Squad sweep could be something
more than a coincidence.

“Maybe I’m not conditioned to think
in those terms,” he replied. “The implica-
tion is inconceivable to me.” He would
put the question to rabidly anti-gay po-
lice chief Ed Davis anyway. Davis, of
course, was similarly amazed at the idea.
He denied any connection.

A keynote of Alatorre’s campaign has
been his outspoken support for minority
rights. He specifically singled out Cali-
fornia’s homosexuals as a viciously op-
pressed minority. Alatorre’s top oppo-
nent in the November 16th runoff, Re-
publican Bill Brophy, has scorned to dis-
cuss the issue.

Richard Alatorre, a debutant politician
who went right to the heart of his constit-
uency, probably will be the first Califor-
nian to win statewide office on the
strength of the gay vote.

Alatorre overwhelmed six fellow Dem-
ocrats in a bitterly contested October
19th special election to fill the Assembly
(lower house) seat of the 48th District,

which includes Hollywood and its heavily
homosexual environs.

Of 31,000 votes spread among ten can-
didates of four parties, the 28-year-old
Los Angeles-born Mexican American took
7,685—nearly twice as many as his two
heavily financed primary rivals put to-
gether.

Since the 48th is entrenched Demo-
cratic and Chicano country, his runoff
victory November 16th against sole Re-
publican entry Bill Brophy is regarded
here as a cinch.

It was the campaign itself that was the
hard part. Alatorre, whose boyishly sin-
cere, Scout’s-honor style strongly resem-
bles that of Robert Kennedy, waged
much of it in gay bars before customers
who balked at being photographed with
him. (GAY’s Los Angeles photographer,

.Tony deVries, was manhandled out of

one of the most rigid and uptight bars
anywhere while Alatorre delivered his rea-
soned pitch for gay civil rights and sex
law reform. Two nights later, the place
was raided and closed for showing boy-to-
boy fuck films.)

But the force with which limp wrists
worked voting machines registered imme-
diately as far away as Sacramento. -

A Republican Party statewide reappor-
tionment plan—those are perennial in
view of California’s swirling population
patterns—suddenly revealed a map

scheme in which the 48th District would
be assigned to Orange County.

That gimmick is probably foredoomed
because the district’s Chicano majority in-
tends to use its geography to put one of
its own blood into high office. But homo-
sexuals suspect it’s not only Mexican-
Americans who are the conservatives’ tar-
gets.

Alatorre’s election night victory party,
in a Hollywood dance hall frequently
rented to gay groups, posed an interesting
picture of the problem he faced by open-
ly soliciting the homosexual vote. To the
victor’s right were his Chicanos, many of
them in family groups, some requiring
quiet translation of the ceremonial
speeches into a tongue more comfortable
to them than English. To his left were the
“others,” the voters nobody else asked
for with any degree of enthusiasm. Be-
tween them moved the party regulars in a
self-conscious show of unanimity.

The crucial moment came when the
handsome Alatorre introduced his imme-
diate relatives: his mother, his sister, and
his brother-in-law.

The obvious gap in the candidate’s per-

-sonal status was filled in the following

day by his campaign staff, who apparent-
ly hadn’t thought it worth mentioning
earlier:

Alatorre, it was made clear, is di-
vorced.
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Danci
(with

BY THANE HAMPTEN

Dancing the Gay Lib Blues, by Arthur Bell.
Simon & Schuster, October 1971, $5.95.
wish to hell I could say
something really Bad &
Bitchy about Arthur Bell’s
book, Dancing the Gay
Lib Blues. Point no. 1: A
gay reviewer/critic should always knock a
gay writer’s product, if at all possible, to
show his platinum-edged objectivity; to
show that he doesn’t Simply Adore
Everything in connection with the Move-
ment.

Point no. 2: Nasty reviews are infinite-
ly more fun to write and to read. (Or
have you forgotten Parker, Benchley and
Wolcott?) Superlatives can’t hold a candle
to good ol’ below-the-belt invective. Un-
fortunately, I’'m not Dorothy Parker. |
am a great deal better than Dotson Rader
and Joseph Epstein, but that’s not really
being very complimentary to myself, is
it?

Point no. 3: 1 liked Donn Teal’s The
Gay Militants and gave it a good review,
some months ago. One sweet review a
year should be my limit, especially when
I am given two books dealing with basi-
cally the same material. (I am the only
one I know who is not writing a volume
or two on Gay Libido and Its Infinite
Ramifications. I feel very much left out
of things and may abruptly return to my
study of inverted salamanders.)

But I did like the way Bell danced, and
I won’t say I didn’t, just to satisfy points
1 through 3. I liked it because Bell is get-
ting to be a pretty good writer. I liked it
because 1 suspect he is trying to be rea-
sonably honest about himself, to his and
the reader’s benefit. I liked it because I
saw myself, my own joys and frustrations
(read: manic-depressive states) on many
of the pages.

And I liked it because Bell was smart ‘

enough to weave a very personal interplay
into the fabric of this continuing socio-
sexual revolution. I suspect that long
after I have forgotten the details of
GAA’s evolution, I will remember the
subjective flow of Bell’s narration. It is
important to be reminded of the first
City Hall Zap. However, I can’t help but
prefer Bell’s account of his bittersweet
and decidedly undecided relationship
with “Paul Cliffman,” a young man of
political ambition and frequent wander-
lust.

The weekend of our sixth anniversary—and I
tend to be mauulin about such matters—Paul
spent with the architect in snowy splendor in
upstate New York. I was feeling diseased and
unloved, and consequently slept around with a
bevy of zeroes, as is my wont. Each sex experi-
ence made me lonlier.

Yes, Arthur, I know exactly what you
mean, baby. We’ve all felt it. Last winter.
Last week. Last night. Thanks for sharing
the mood and memory with us. For the
reader in Curdville, Oklahoma, who can-
not quite relate to the Stonewall riot,
there are such passages as quoted above
to give you a feeling of kinship with Bell
and other gays.

For those of you who do relate pri-
marily (and rampantly) to Gay Power,
struggle, structure and substructure (and/
or have forgotten and need a review,

hur

Early founders
of the

Gay Activists
Alliance
Arthur Bell

is second

from the
right.

Arthur Bell, the author of ““Dancing The Gay Lib Blues”

and/or have never heard of it, if that is
still possible, even in Curdville), Bell is
quite thorough in analyzing and dissect-
ing East Coast Gaylib, from birth through
adolescence. The begatting of GAA from
GLF, the Carol Greitzer petitioning, the
hounding of Mayor John, the Snake Pit
panic and Diego Vinales. (As Bell has
shared the confidence of the Argentine
youth, I personally would have appreci-
ated it if he had informed the reader, to
the best of his current knowledge, of
Vinales’ present health. I certainly hope
we are all still very much concerned.)
And of course there is Stonewall, the
meetings with the Village Independent
Democrats, bravos for Ms. Abzug (beauti-
fully in there rooting for us again, as of
the writing of this review), the Repub-
licag State Committee sit-in and Rocke-
feller Five; tilts with NYU, the House of

Detention detentes and frays. And chas-
ing after a Randy Agnew story for GAY.
(Unfortunately, there was no story, or at
least it wasn’t the one we all anticipated.
Pity.)

There is a very good description of the
attack on Harper’s and an amusing (and
slightly malicious) account of the night
gays shared the Dick Cavett Show with
James Earl Jones and Phyllis Diller. In
addition, there are Bell’s own reflections
on the first Gay Pride Week. (Sadly, he is
forced to miss the march and be-in, due
to a Detroit convention of the American
Library Association. He is told of the
activities of that Ultimate Day via an ec-
static letter from Eben Clark.)

On what I could perhaps call a “semi-
personal” level, Bell recounts his voca-
tional adventures in the publishing world,
and as reporter for the Village Voice,

GAY, and the original Gay Power. (I
might add here that due to the rapidity of
unfolding events, Bell’s book was being
printed before publication of his Reed-
esque interviews with Lana Turner and
Jane Russell for the New York Times,
and those exposes of syndicate corrup-
tion for the Voice. Hopefully we will
learn the dirty details of these escapades
in Son of Gay Lib Blues Meets the Cosa
Nostra.)

However, most important is Bell’s
lengthy examination of the wooly inner
workings of Gay Activists Alliance,
the . .. um, yes. .. machinations. Espe-
cially at the time of the first election for
president of the organization. As an only
occasional visitor to the GAA headquar-
ters, I found these chapters quite reveal-
ing. Frankly, I had always assumed it
took several generations for such a patina
of Machiavellian court intrigue to become
so blatantly visible.

It is this power struggle (which also
forces the final break with Cliffman) that
obviously encouraged Bell to append the
more somber and introspective Blues to
his title, rather than Cakewalk or Schot-
tische. Not all that glitters gaily is gold.
The author clearly does not feel un-
limited admiration for the majority of
GAA’s leaders, including Messrs. Jin
Owles and Marty Robinson. (Because of
that extremely subjective viewpoint of
Bell’s, I am not inclined to accept his
sometimes harsh opinions at face value;
until I am able to grow balls the massive
size of Owles’ and Robinson’s, I must
continue with my absolute respect for the
gentlemen.)

Bell also mentions, with some impa-
tience, GAA’s “Robert’s Rules of Order
clique.” And if my own generally accu-
rate sources of information are correct, it
is this fetishistic slavishness to parliamen-
tary procedure that may very well bring
the unexpected downfall of that noble
organization. In his epilogue, Bell ob-
serves in general summary: “Unfortu-
nately, sunset endings are for 1939 mov-
ies. They’re fine, but they don’t work for
me.”

What does work for him? What did he
gain of A Year in the Homosexual Libera-
tion Movement (the book’s subtitle)? A
new awareness; perhaps a better under-
standing of himself and of others; the
satisfaction of fighting idiocy in its many
guises. There is disillusionment, yes. But
disillusionment manipulated for construc-
tive ends can make wise men of us all.
Ask any Hemingway hero (if you can find
one).

Bell speaks, near the end of his saga, of
the new begat: Beyond. Will the Beyonds
(“a miracle family”’) aid Bell in his
“never-ending process toward self-libera-
tion”? And will there be more disillusion-
ment? Probably. And will Beyond give
labored birth to the Grand Council of
Universal Gays? Probably. And I imagine
Bell will be prepared to accept it. Any-
way, it is, as they say, useless to specu-
late. I prefer to let Bell speak for himself,
in as sincere and charming an ending pas-
sage as [ have read in some time.

Will I ever be liberated? Set free from bond-
age? Released? Never. Never, ever, ever. But I
make a fantastic spinach salad. And sometimes
I remember to wash the sand from the leaves.
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Gay Racial Controversy Rages in Nation's Capitol

BY PERRIN SHAFFER & RANDY DOWLING

Washington, D.C.—The Lost and Found
(L & F) opened at 56 L St., S.E., on Oct.
12th. Due to an incident that night, the
bar has been picketed since for alleged
racism and sexism.

At about 9:30 on the night that the L
& F opened, three black ministers of the
Evangelical Catholic Community (one of
Washington’s two gay churches) arrived at
the bar. According to the Rev. Joe Co-
vert, “The doorman wanted to see an L.D.
with a photo. When we each produced
one, he asked for another. None of us had
two LD.’s with photos, so we left. But we
stood outside and watched whites being
admitted with only draft cards or without
any 1D.s. When the doorman noticed
that we were watching, he moved his
chair, so we couldn’t see. We asked to see
the manager. Manager Bill Parry (manager
will refer to member of management in
this article) spoke to us. He told us that
we had to ‘‘satisfy’ the doorman’s request
in order to be admitted. That’s when we
started contacting every. gay organization
in the city.” According to the bar, Covert
must have been mistaken, since draft
cards are easily falsified and thus not ac-
cepted from any patrons. The bar re-
quires two valid I.D.’s. A picture LD. is
required only if there is a question as to
the validity of the other I.D.

Two nights later, Covert had managed
to unite the city’s gay organizations to
picket. It was agreed to not negotiate be-
forchand, due to GLF’s experience with
the Plus One two years ago. Two of the
managers of the L & F, Don Culver and
Bill Bickford, had been the same two
managers who had refused to discuss simi-
lar alleged discrimination last winter, fol-
lowing months of letters requesting a
meeting. Resolution of issues followed a
change in management.

Paul Kuntzler, who was gay spokes-
man Franklin Kameny’s congressional
campaign manager earlier this year, de-
cided to discuss the issues on his own

with the bar. Rumors of impending
picketing were circulating in the bar when
Kuntzler arrived at 12:30a.m., Oct. 15, a
few hours before the intended picketing.
He spoke with manager Bill Parry, who,
he alleges, likened GAA and GLF to the’
Black Panthers and labelled every gay lib-
eration leader other than Kameny as
“sick, neurotic radicals who represent no
one but themselves.” Kuntzler allegedly
replied, “If I were a radical, I wouldn’t be
sitting here.” Kuntzler claimed in a flier,
issued two days later, that Parry stated
during the meeting that “If possible, we
would prefer to exclude all black people
from the Lost and Found” because
“Black people are generally poor and, be-
sides, most of our patrons are bigots.”
According to the flier, the bar expected a
customer to spend more than $2.25 a
night. Parry has dismissed the statements
as “contrived.” Bickford says that a man-
ager would be crazy to say what Kuntzler
claimed. Kuntzler says that Parry told
him, “If you quote me, I’ll deny it.”

Former GAA president Jim McClard
considers Kuntzler’s meeting a feeble at-
tempt to negotiate with the bar’s manage-
meht. He would have preferred that the
homophile organizations had negotiated,
invéstigating further the alleged discrimin-
ation and questioning the bar about speci-
fic cases. To the argument that manage-
ment at the L&F is the same as at the
Plus One during similar difficulties,
McClard answers that Culver was not in a
policy-making position at the Plus One,
whereas he is in such a position now. He
has resigned from the GAA executive
board in protest.

“Racism” was not the only charge lev-
elled at the L&F. A list of ten demands
cited exclusion by color, sex, hair length,
dress, transvestitism and age. McClard feels
it is hypocritical of GAA to accuse the
L&F of sexism when the general mem-
bership had earlier this year voted GAA
.approval of a gay women’s dance from
which men would be barred. Although
manager Bill Bickford disclaims sexism,

he does admit to exclusion on three
points, with explanations. The dress code
bans bare feet, hats, “undershirts worn as
outer garments,”” and male levis on wom-
en (not a steadfast rule, he asserts). Drag
queens are barred, except on special occa-
sions, such as Halloween, a policy which
he claims has the approval of drag organi-
zations. Bickford says that the ABC
board allows a bar to limit itself to cus-
tomers above 21 years of age, which the
L&F has done. He denies other charges of
exclusion, which the picketers claim re-
sult from arbitrary enforcement of the
I.D. check. Bickford asserts that the ABC
board permits a bar to choose its own
I.D.-checking procedure, since the bar is
responsible for false I.D.’s, not the L.D.-
holder.

Randy Dowling (who gathered some
of the information for this article) has
witnessed this I.D.-check between 30 and
40 times. More than half the times in-
volved blacks, since Randy made a special
effort to check the few blacks who
sought admittance. He noticed that far
fewer whites were asked to show two
pieces of I.D.—including one with a photo
—than were blacks, obvious ‘‘hippie”
types, and the very young. While he saw
many whites allowed to enter without
showing any I.D.’s, he saw no blacks al-
lowed the same privilege. According to
one knowledgeable source, if the bar’s
policy were proven consistent with
Randy’s findings, the L&F would be in
violation of Washington and federal pub-
lic accomodations laws. Randy never saw
more than three blacks in the bar at any
one time prior to Friday, October 22nd.
Too few women sought admittance for
him to judge how strictly dress standards
were applied. The L&F claims that it
now asks I.D.’s of every patron entering.

There has been harassment by both
parties. Those who enter in spite of the
fliers are taunted by cries of ‘“‘racist” or
Cade Ware’s “Check your conscience at
the door” and “Second-class status ac-
cepted by all blacks entering.” Bickford

claims that blacks have told him that they
won’t cross the picket line for fear of this
thrashing.

The L&F photographed a sign labelling
Culver a “racist pig” and another reading
“The Fire Next Time.” On the other
hand, picketers claim that Bickford drove
a car into their ranks on October 17th.
He counters that they were blocking the
entrance, which the picketers deny. They
also claim to have seen many patrons and
would-be patrons shoved out the doors.
The most serious incident of this kind in-
volves one of the picketers, Eva Freund.
She and the Rev. Reggie Haynes (one of
those involved in the opening-night inci-
dent) had just passed the I.D. check so
that they could witness from the inside
others being checked. Parry, discovering
that she was a picketer, ordered her out.
She refused, saying, “I’m not drunk and
I’m not causing a disturbance. If you
strongly feel that I should leave, you have
the option of getting the policeman
standing outside the door.” Shortly after,
she said, “it took three big, butch num-
bers to get little me out, fighting all the

way.” They allegedly picked her up and
threw her out the exit doors and against a
car, causing injuries. Haynes was pushed
out. A witness says that Freund and
Haynes were shouting obscenities, so sev-
eral in the bar ‘“‘escorted” them out.

Deep divisions in the gay community
have resulted from the picketing. It has
spawned resentment against homophile
organizations, especially GAA. Hostility
has been vented against the bar, including
verbal threats and second-hand threats of
firebombing. Friendships are being
strained, especially when a customer
emerges from the bar to find a friend
picketing. Kuntzler feels that guilt has re-
sulted from the picketing, especially from
statements like Ware’s: “If we condone
discrimination in our world, we have
nothing to say against people who dis-
criminate against us.” They nod, and may
feel guilty, but rarely get out of the line
that grows larger in spite of the picketing.
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The News Twisters

A Report on the Medla

BY DR. GEORGE WEINBERG

George Weinberg, Ph.D., is an outstanding New
York psychotherapist and the author of several
best selling books. His latest work, ‘‘Society
and the Healthy Homosexual,'” is soon to be
published by St. Martin’s Press.

How far should one go in revealing a
truth which if known might inflame a
populace into acting contrary to its own
best interests?

Some years ago, Camus and Sartre,
sworn existentialists, believed in commu-
nism as an ideal. Like others they
watched the progress of Russian Commu-
nism closely, as the best model available.
When Camus and Sartre learned that the
Russians were using slave labor camps,
there was a temptation to withhold this
knowledge from the French people. Both
felt that the discovery could lead the pop-
ulace to envision communism as a dead
end and a trap, whereas it seemed to
them that communism offered the only
solution for the people.

Camus contended that, in spite of the
danger of misleading people by showing
them a faulty example, it was obligatory
to give them the knowledge. The gist of
his view was, “We must never abandon
truth as a value or we have betrayed the
people.”

Sartre, being more “practical” or “ex-
peditious” as one chooses to regard him,
disagreed. “Here the truth would do too
much damage,” he argued. “Suppress the
information.”

In recent years, the television net-
works who give us our news—ABC, CBS,
NBC—have been inclining toward Sartre’s

point of view. The newscasters on these’

three networks have adopted the official
“liberal-intellectual” party line; this
means downplaying or omitting the views
of people too far to the right or left and
presenting all the news as someone slight-
ly left of center sees it.

e “liberal-intellectual” view led to
extreme slanting of the news during the
last presidential election, slanting against
Nixon. Since I assume most readers of
this paper dislike Nixon, it might be said
that we agree with the slant. But it is
easily shown that the slant was not, mere-
ly an editorial preference. It was usual
practice to lie about how well Nixon was
received, how many people turned out to
see Humphrey, how cross-sections of
Americans felt at the time. I for one
could hardly believe that Nixon fooled
anybody, and despite the polls I was
lulled by the networks into believing that
he would probably be defeated. These
days the networks would have us believe
that only Nixon and Agnew and a few
Pentagon elderlies are for the war and the
rest of the country is fervently opposed
to it. In fact, the majority is against the
war, but indifferently. At this moment in
history, the majority is heavily for Nixon,
which means that the awfulness of his
foreign policy has not truly come home
to roost.

The danger of allowing a single narrow
point of view to dominate the airwaves is
obvious. Even when one agrees with the
view, one can deplore the utter censor-
ship of other views. One can feel violently
opposed to Nixon and the war and still
deplore the television news monopoly
which does much to create our national
stereotypes of “the black,” for instance,
and “‘the leftist.”

A new book by a crackerjack writer,

Edith Efron, called The News Twisters
spells out the modes and patterns of the
networks in censoring the news. No
sooner had the book come out when a
world famous network news commenta-
tor demanded that TV Guide fire her. I
found the book remarkable, mainly for
its discussion of various stereotypes and
its analysis of how the network news
monopolies convey these stereotypes.
The left is shown as comprised mainly of
youthful, restless boys with beards and
girls with sandals who have the right to be
heard. Blacks are presented as totally un-
diversified, mentally and spiritually.
Those who want merely to coexist with
whites, who oppose violence, though they
are the vast majority, are seldom shown.

In actuality, the black community
overwhelmingly repudiates black crimi-
nals, just as the gay community would
repudiate Leopold and Loeb. The black
community knows very well what the
networks conceal—that the preponder-
ance of crimes committed by blacks are
against other blacks. The victims tend to
be blacks trapped by white prejudice in
the slums and forced to live with a mur-
derous slum population. That this occurs

would be important for people to know.
And that blacks vary in reaction to it as
much as any other human beings would.
As Miss Efron put it in her brilliant analy-
sis, the simple formula for presenting
blacks has been

“Whites oppress blacks.
Blacks feel rage.
Any enraged black speaks for all.”

The News Twisters is not only worth
reading for its own sake; it allows for a
vivid inference into how stereotyping is
done by the networks, and one can infer
much from it regarding how homosexuals
will be stereotyped in the future. As one
might have expected, Edith Efron was
one of the few writers of importance I
approached who showed willingness to
endorse the gay cause by putting her
name behind it.

The progress of blacks and homosex-
uals as public images has been similar in
some very important respects. In the be-
ginning there was either no mention or
blatant mimicry of the group. A darkie
came shambling on, flashing white eyes as
Shirley Temple sang. Comics lisped for
laughs. As comics mimicked negroes in
the past, they still mimic homosexual
men. Then blacks were able to demand a
hearing and the stereotype changed. The
black became a symbol for sympathy—for
the grudging appreciation—“He must have
had a hard life being a nigger all that
time.” No wonder black groups have al-
ready stormed some of the local stations
that are network affiliates.

The stereotyped homosexual, already
known in the literature as “the homosex-
ual,” is starting to be aired by the net-
works. This homosexual is the delicate,
oppressed, artist-type who has been buf-
Continued on page 21
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Historic Hearings Held in NY.C.

Continued from page 1

Dr. Wardell Pomeroy

Dr. Heindrick Ruitenbeck

Father Herbert Rogers, S.J., Fordham Univer-
sity

Dr. Irwin Rosenfeld, Psychiatrist

Hon. John Scanlon, Economic Development

Assn
Hon. Leonard Scholnick, Councilman
Dr. Ann Scott, Legislative Vice-President, Nat'l

Organization of Women
Hon. Percy Sutton, Borough President of Man-

hattan
Miss Gloria Steinem, writer, N.Y. Magazine
Dr. George Weinberg, Psychiatrist
Hon. Theodore Weiss, Councilman

The first speaker was Victor Gott-
baum, President of the Municipal Workers
Union, District Council 37. Mr. Gott-
baum informed the assemblymen that
he’d consulted with his council and had
found overwhelming support for Intro
475. He claimed he believed prejudice
was due to ignorance and if not fought
would become more acute. Under ques-
tioning, Gottbaum stressed that the city
should take the initiative to show that
“inversion” was not “‘perversion.”

The next speaker was Mr. Katz, City
Clerk of the Marriage License Bureau. Mr.
Katz expressed concern that Intro 475
might lead to renewed pressure by homo-
sexuals for marriage licenses.

Following Katz the Honorable Anton-
io Olivieri, New York State Assembly-
man, noted that one of his colleagues, an
assemblyman from a conservative district
in Brooklyn, had found 75% of his consti-
tuents in favor of the bill’s passage. ‘“Ho-
mosexuals are born with rights,” stated
Olivieri, “and the rights to rights. They
don’t have them.”

The next speaker registered negative
opinions. He was Robert Goth, of the
Queens Catholic War Veterans, a former
naval officer. “My opinions have been
formed some time ago,” he said. “Fun
City doesn’t have to be ‘sin’ city. The se-
curity problem of these people has been
shown in the elimination of people like
Jenkins. The deluge of filth publications
is an indication of the trend, a mistake. I
believe these people are sick. They should
be treated. I deplore this attempt to foist
immorality through legislation.”

The Honorable Eleanor Holimes Nor-
ton, Chairwoman of the New York City
Commission of Human Rights, spoke
next: “We cannot wait for the State to
take action,” she said, “We must have this
bill now. The homosexuals, like the
blacks, must have legal guarantees to
work toward security as their right.”

Roy Anderson of the Anti-Homosex-
ual League submitted a thick brochure.

The next speaker was Kate Millett, au-
thor of Sexual Politics. Ms. Millett urged
the Council to pass the bill so that homo-
sexually-inclined people would not have
to live lives of dishonesty, merely to sur-
vive.

A Roman Catholic priest, Father Her-
bert Rogers, S.J. of Fordham University,
asked the Council to pass the bill, stating
that the homosexual person has a right to
work.

Dr. Ann Scott of NOW, Legislative
Vice-President of the National Organiza-
tion of Women, spoke, declaring that
NOW recognized the lesbian as the doub-
ly oppressed woman and that lesbianism
is a feminist issue.

Marc Rubin, GAA activist, spoke as a

high school teacher, explaining that he
was both a homosexual and a teacher. He
went over his 17-year career as a teacher,
explaining that he could not have entered
his profession had it been known that he
was homosexually-inclined. He stated
that he knew of no instances in which
homosexual teachers molested their pu-
pils.

Jerome Kretchmer, Commissioner of
the Environmental Protection Associa-
tion, spoke in favor of the bill.

Barbara Love spoke as a lesbian and
told how she had been forced to leave her
job of 10 years with a Madison Avenue
Public Relations Firm in order to live
openly as a lesbian. She detailed harass-
ment she had been subjected to in the
area of housing, stating that in one in-
stance she and her lover had been evicted
only shortly before Christmas, in the bit-
ter cold. Her lover had died only a month
later in an automobile accident.

Fred Cherry, longtime anti-homosex-
ual activist and post-card “inuendo cru-
sader,” stated that homosexuals were at-
tempting to gain their rights so as to have
freedom to molest children. He accused
the New York Times of being party to
the homosexual “conspiracy.” The board
warned him of libel.

GAA President Jim Owles was called.
He was not present, and his speech urging
acceptance of the bill was read by Breck
Ardery.

Brenda Fastow of the Women’s Na-
tional Political Caucus spoke of the mili-
tant women behind gay rights. “I do not
belive in threats,” she said, “but this bill,
if it fails, will arouse the ire of 53% of the
women.”

Gay militant Clarence Morgan spoke,
testifying as the the effects of “exposure”
of homosexuals in the Army. One of his
friends, he said, had hanged himself,
while the other ran into enemy fire in
order to kill himself.

Sylvia Spray, a mother, testified as a
mother. She said that she was the only
parent present, that parenthood was the
greatest joy in life, and that it was the
parent’s duty to lead a child to parent-
hood. She said that homosexuals would
lead children astray. She drew a picture
of social disaster if homosexuals were
given their rights.

Mr. Timothy Mitchell, head of the Co-
ordinating Council on Education, spoke
of his fears that the bill would give full
license to sadists and other perverts.

Hal Weiner, lawyer for GAA, spoke as
“a lawyer, a citizen and a parent.” He
called Intro 475 “a small step for homo-
sexuals, a giant step for Homo Sapiens.”

Finally, Sidney Abbot spoke. She
stressed that while male homosexuals
might be more harassed by the penal code
and its effects, women were more con-
cerned with social acceptance in such
fields as housing and jobs so that the leg-
islation now being considered was most
important to them.

At 8 p.m. Mr. Saul Sharison stated
that thirty more witnesses were still to be
heard and that another hearing date must
be scheduled. He stated that the Police
and Fire Department Commissioners
would be asked to give testimony. During
the hearings a great deal of controversy
had involved these two departments and
the feasibility of hiring homosexuals in
their midst.
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BY DICK LEITSCH

he best show in New York
these days is the two-week
continuing picaresque
drama known as the public
hearings of the Knapp
Commission investigation of police cor-
ruption. The cascade of beads dropping in
those hearings has risen to a threatening
roar, and suspense mounts as the viewers
guess whose heads will roll with the beads.

At this writing “fag joints” have been
mentioned only in passing. Next week,
we have been promised, we’ll hear more
about payoffs from bars and cabarets.
From what has been revealed thus far, in-
justice-collecting homosexual “leaders”
are going to be disappointed. Like the or-
ganized crime forces, cops on the take
don’t get rich off the gay world. There’s
far more money to be made from num-
bers, narcotics, “legitimate” business and
gambling.

Former uniformed Patrolman Edward
Drodge (a cultivated, educated, very
handsome young man who could make an
honest living as a call boy) took the stand
to tell of his “‘sins.” Like the plainclothes-
men, he got ten dollars a night from ille-
gal after-hours clubs. He got more from
gamblers, numbers operators and others.
He could make four bucks just by accom-
panying supermarket receipts to the bank.

The really big bread (again, from non-
gay sources) evidentally goes to the plain-
clothesmen—the Morals Squad. William
R. Phillips, a cop on the “take,” said he
never met, worked with, or heard of, a
plainclothesman who didn’t take pay
offs. The monthly “pad” for plainclothes-
men ranges between $400 and $1,500,
depending upon the division he’s assigned
to—and he can bribe superiors for a more
profitable assignment. If he’s willing to go
out and hustle, a cop can make more.
When caught, Phillips was arranging pro-
tection for a dice game in exchange for an
$8,000 dollar a month pay-off.

Sometimes there are windfalls. Phillips
told of a cop who arrested a narcotics
dealer and took two or three kilos of her-
oin and $137,000 in cash. He turned in
the dope and part of the money, stuffed
$80,000 in cash into shopping bags and
walked out of the station house with it.

Outrageous? Yes, but am I horrified or
just terribly jealous?

The Vestal Virgins of Moral Uplift are
wallowing in an orgy of sanctimony. Cops

and the Police Commissioner are shouting'

“Foul!” and the police union even tried
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to block the hearings. The same politicians
who used the bodies at Attica to win
votes for themselves or against Rockefel-
ler are trying to exploit police corruption
now. For my own part I’m anything but
shocked. It’s nice to discover that cops
are human and no better than priests, pol-
iticians, movement people, businessmen,
or you and me.

The late Cardinal Spellman’s 1% mil-
lion dollar coin collection was casually
mentioned during the hearings. Where
would a poor boy from Boston get a pile
of coins like that if not from people who
wanted religious—or political—favors
from him?

At a dinner party a man casually asked
a woman if she would consider adultery
for a million dollars. “Of course,” she re-
plied. “Would you sleep with me for
ten?” he asked. She was indignant! “What
do you think I am?” “We’ve established
that, Madam,” he said, “and now we’re
haggling over price.”

Maybe those politicians out raising
campaign funds from special interest
groups wouldn’t take an outright bribe—
but is it worse to sell out or to take
money under false pretenses?

Maybe homophile organizations
shouldn’t bet, bully or threaten (by pro-
mising to shout “corrupt, exploitative,
Mafia-ridden”) gay bars for donations.
Isn’t that a form of ‘“‘protection” in the
school of Al Capone and corrupt cops?

Maybe I shouldn’t accept free drinks,
free dinners and free admission to the
baths from gay establishments who know
I write for a gay paper and hope for good
will and free publicity.

In a world where everybody is for sale
if the price is right, why should the cops
be any better than the rest of us? After
all, we are the ones who corrupt the cops.
You and I want “protection” for gay bars
when the heat is on. We want after-hours
clubs, maybe a bit of grass, perhaps a pol-
icy slip, and the luxury of a call boy on a
cold winter night. It’s a lot more conven-
ient, when we’re caught speeding or run-
ning a red light, to slip the cop a fiver
than to take off a day from work and go
to court.

Sometimes, as Mother Courage said,
“Our only hope lies in corruption.” Poli-
ticians with the mentalities of preachers
have hampere~ =4 harassed us with laws.
Ascetics, not - {.iied with denying them-
selves the 1. .sures of life, legislate their
asceticism, :.iusing to realize that how-
ever noble self-denial may be, denying
other.s is ill-mannered.

The wages of puritanism is corruption,
as thousands of years of puritanical legis-
lation have proven. Prohibition brought
organized crime to America and prohibi-
tions maintain its power. We tolerate
preacher-politicians with God complexes
who hand down injunctions beginning
“Thou shalt not . . .” God stopped at ten;
politicians never stop.

If our appetites cannot be satisfied le-
gally, we’re willing to become criminals
and buy off our cops, prosecutors and
judges. Because the laws are silly and the
punishment unjust, judges and juries
don’t want to convict anyone; prosecu-
tors don’t want to prosecute, and cops
don’t want to arrest. Who can blame
them for looking the other way, or for
taking a bribe as a rationale for not act-
ing? Like the Mafia, the corrupt law en-
forcement people are the true revolution-
aries who enable us to survive an inhu-
mane system.

The solution to corruption is simple
and obvious: we ought to vote, not for
politicians who promise us more laws, but
those who promise fewer laws. We ought
to know by now that you can’t make
men love one another, be nice to one an-
other, or be “moral” through legislation.
The most the law can do is to prevent us
from killing, robbing, raping and physical-
ly abusing one another. These limited
laws should be enforced with a vengence.
Our morality and manners can be influ-
enced by public opinion and the com-
munity’s social conscience.

One man’s'morality is another person’s
immorality. To Ethel Kennedy my homo-
sexual promiscuity may be “immoral”’; to
me her profligate breeding is outrageously
immoral. The State Liquor Authority be-
lieves I should not be allowed to drink in
bars after 4 a.m. or before 9 a.m., and
that my favorite bars should close at 3
am. Sunday morning so I can get to
church on time. I think the SLA ought to
stay out of my drinking habits.

Everybody has his own vision of how
people ought to behave and how the
world should be in its ideal state. Each of
these visions is personal, and no man’s
dream fills the requirements of anyone
else’s ideal. Paul VI thinks the Blessed
Mother is going to weep salty tears if I
suck a cock or if my neighbor buys a poli-
cy slip (bingo is o.k., of course, so long as
it’s held in a church basement). The Prot-
estants yelp that fire and brimstone will
rain on New York if sodomy is legalized,
dope laws cast out and crap games are
allowed out of the closets. What the hell,

you can’t live forever, and fire and brim-
stone provide a quick death. And if the
Blessed Virgin is a hysterical woman,
that’s her problem—and Paul’s—not mine.

The preacher-politicians who have
such grand dreams of what we all should
be (rather than what we are) are like
those people Dr. Kinsey and his associates
wrote about:

There are some who, finding the
ocean an impediment to the pursuit
of their designs, try to ignore its ex-
istence. If they are unable to ignore
it because of its size, they try to
legislate it out of existence, or try
to dry it up with a sponge. They
insist the latter operation would be
possible if enough sponges were
available, and if enough people
would wield them.

As the Kinsey Group noted, we’ve
mopped for centuries “at the flood of
sexual activity with new laws, heavier
penalties, more pronouncements, and
greater intolerances.” We’ve done the
same with gambling, prostitution, drugs,
discrimination, exploitation, ethics, mor-
als and everything else. Like the ocean,
our problems have remained with us,
threatening to engulf us.

The government has become so large
and unwieldy and expensive that it
threatens to crush and impoverish us.
There are so many silly laws that there is
no respect for any laws—even the neces-
sary ones. There is so much bureaucracy
to enforce the ridiculous laws that we
have had to create, in corrupt public offi-
cials and organized crime, a counter-bu-
reaucracy to protect us from officialdom.

There is evidence that the Knapp Com-
mission hearings are making this point.
Already there are rumors of a complete
reform of the State Liquor Authority and
its rules (one proposed change would set
no closing time for bars, which could
operate around the clock, or open and
close whenever the manager chooses).
Pressure for revisions of laws regarding
‘““victimless crimes” is increasing. But the
time has not yet come for us to put down
the corrupt cops and our other buffers
against the establishment. The Vestal Vir-
gins of Moral Uplift, like the Ku Klux
Klan, the Reform Democrats, and the
Catholic Church, are always poised, ready
to legislate what is “good” for you and
me—whether we consider it “good” or
not. ’

Continued on page 21
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The Cruising Photographer

Ron DeMartini, Manhattan:
“I prefer mixed groups of people
most of the time because I feel
more relaxed, everyone knows
where everyone’s at and there
are few if any hangups in the
group. But for now most gays
need to be around gavs in order
to build their gay pride and iden-
tity; when gays have reached a
level of being socially acceptable
with the society we live in, then
guys should mix with the rest of
society.”

Tony L. Ward. Stateline, Nevada:

“It depends. If I am going out to
have a lot of fun, I prefer to go
to places where there is a mix-
iure of gay males and lesbians.
When I am in this type of crowd
I can really camp it up and have
a ball. When I plan on spending a
frolicking, sexual evening with
another guy, of course I only
frequent all male bars where I
know I will score. As far as the
straight crowd, I shy away from
them as I find them very dull
and uneniertaining although [
have many friends that are
straight who are a blast when
there are just one or two of
them about.”

QUESTION

Do you prefer integrated
social scenes where lesbians, gay
males and straights mingle, or do
you prefer scenes segregated by
gender?

Jim Benscoter, Manhattan:

“I prefer scenes segregated by
gender because I feel free to
speak my piece in segregated
scenes. 1 find it easier to speak
to a person of my own sex, in
not saying anything to offend
anyone and because [ under-
stand and know my own sex bet-
ter.”

Kenny Baker, Granada Hills, Calif.:
“I prefer to be in an all male bar.
But, if there is a mixed crowd it
really doesn’t bother me as long
as the people are friendly and
congenial. I can talk to women
Just as well as I can to men, peo-
ple are people. I don’t look at
people as an object to go to bed
with, 1'd rather have a good time
and a lasting friend as a roll in
the hay. I enjoy being with peo-
ple, going places, doing things
and sharing experiences.”’

Phillip Eberle, Manhattan:

“I very much prefer integrated
places. Most places which are
segregated seem: to have an up-
tight gamey atmosphere about
them which I personally don’t
like. Perhaps that’s why the
GAA Firehouse with a some-
what integrated atmosphere is
more suited to my needs as a
person. Also a mingling together
of people leads to a greater un-
derstanding between them. And
that is what we really need.”

Pen Points

NEW JERSEY
GAY GROUPS

Dear GAY:

Guys and gals in Bergen County, New
Jersey, can now find out what’s happen-
ing on the area and statewide gay scene
by calling any of three hotline numbers:
Joe, 343-6402; Kaye, 488-9357; and
John, 489-2458.

Although recently formed, the Bergen
County group, which is an outgrowth of
Gay Activists Alliance (GAA) of New
York City, is presently enjoying rapid
growth and establishment of its goals.
The group meets at Joe's house, 32
Bridge St., on Fridays at 8 p.m.

Other homophile groups have been
formed in Essex, Union and Somerset
Counties.

Sincerely,
J.
Hackensack, N.J.

GROOVY GREGORY

Dear GAY:

Re: Gregory Battcock’s column on the
Washington Groovy Guy Contest, there
were indeed two bottles of a decent 1966
Pommard and Mr. Battcock managed to
finish off one and a half of them himself.

By the time the contest started, he was so
completely potted he could hardly find
the stage, let alone judge the contestants.
By tke end of the contest, Mr. Battcock
totally astonished the guests by throwing
papers, chairs, glasses—anything he could
get his hands on—into the air. In his col-
umn he claims that it took me so long to
focus my camera while taking pictures of
him and Dick Leitsch that I was obvious-
ly inept while his “carefully placed smile
would turn into stone.” Actually, there
was a breeze blowing and every time I got
ready to snap, the hair carefully combed
over Mr. Battcock’s forehead would stand
upright to reveal a shamefully balding
pate. Thus, I kindly let the wind subside
before taking each picture. See what hap-
pens when you try to be nice to some
people? The statement that I felt ten dol-
lars extra for the parlor car was too much
is true, since I did not wish to overburden
our hosts who were paying for it. Mr.
Battcock, true to' form, had no such
qualms.
Love,
Aaron Bates

ED. NOTE: In his column, Gregory
forgot to name the winner of the contest:
Jerry Regulski, who was sponsored by the
Hideaway, the gay bar where GAY’s edi-

tors met eight years ago. Bruce Harris
(from the Pier Nine) was First Runner-up,
and Bruce Castle (from the Pub Nine) was
Second Runner-up. One of the poignant
highlights of the evening was the appear-
ance of Dr. H. Lynn Womack, President
of Guild Press and an indefatigable cru-
sader for a free gay press (see GAY no.
60). Jerry Regulski, the Groovy Guy, is a
24-year-old native of Baltimore who has
lived in Washington for the past four
years. He studied accounting at the Uni-
versity of Baltimore and works as a junior
accountant for an insurance firm.

DO NOT FORSAKE US

Dear GAY:

I have seen your paper go from rags to
riches, meaning that in your first issues
you displayed many ‘“cock and balls”
photos, while at the same time some of
the best writing. Today I feel that GAY is
the best fucking paper of its kind.

My only criticism is that you seem to
be going too far with this West Coast bit.
The issue before me, Vol. 2, No. 62, has
22 advertisements dealing with businesses
located in the L.A. area, not to mention a
notice dealing with a man running for of-
fice in the L.A. area... Also the four

lead articles in this issue deal with L.A.
happenings. If I want to go to a dance on
Saturday night, I am not going to go to
one in Hollywood. The information is not
related to me personally, and I think you
are getting away from New York. Even
your social page on L.A. is in the front of
the paper. Since I occasionally read the
West Coast Gay papers, I know that they
do not push the East Coast social scene
too much, and very little advertisement
concerning New York is published.

Please do not forsake us New Yorkers.
This is where I live and your paper should
reflect the news and activities of the com-
munity of its origin.

Sincerely,
Richard Malin

ED NOTE: GAY hopes to cover events
on' both coasts and in Middle America
with equal enthusiasm. The reason the
paper contains so much Los Angeles ad-
vertising is that New York bars, more
closety perhaps, since the days of the
Wagner administration, are loath to adver-
tise. If you and your friends would like to
see more New York advertising, ask your

_ local pub why they don’t advertise in the

paper. California’s bars are miles ahead of
Manhattan in their willingness to openly
cater to homosexually-inclined people.
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The life & Times of T.C.Jones

BY BILLY KAMP
: eonard Sillman’s produc-
tions of “New Faces” were
always highlights of the
musical comedy season.
They featured skiis and
songs and lavish production numbers that
dazzled the eye and fell genily on the ear.
The line-up for “New Faces of 1956 was
as varied and talented as any in the past,
but one performer stood out. He was a
young man who had made his mark in the
theatre as a dancer and in nite clubs as a
mimiec, impressionist, and impersonator.

His part in the revue was not the larg-
est when the company ieft New York for
the out-of-town opening. In “New Faces™
revues all acts were equal and there were
no stars, but when this edition opened in
New York this young man was as near {o
being a star as you could get. His name
was T.C. Jones and he emceed (femceed,
said Variety) the show as various stars—
Bette Davis, Kate Hepburn and Tallulah
Bankhead—might have. Who can ever for-
get that take-off on the “Follies” with
T.C. as Bankhead sinking into a trap door
for the first act finale?

I think it was the same year (I’'m very
bad on dates) T.C. Jones opened in
“Mask and Gown,” his one-man show on
Broadway. To publicize this revue a giant
cut-out photo of T.C. was run up the side
of the Palace Theatre Building.

Before all this success I had worked
with T.C. in a little club on East 28th
Street called the One-Eleven. I knew he
had worked before this in a few clubs in
male attire, using just a few props for his
.various impressions, but this was the first
time he had worked in compiete drag.
T.C. was completely bald (the result of
malaria contracted in the service), but he
had the face of an angel. At the begin-
ning, and for quite a while during his ca-
reer, T.C. did not wear wigs. Instead, he
wore a round black feathered skullcap
that came down over his forehead like
bangs. The back was a velvet knitted
snood which looked very much like hair
and I'm sure nobody ever knew the dif-
ference.

He wore almost no jewelry, and he had
brought back from Paris a basic black
satin gown which he had copied over and
over again and wore as a basic wardrobe
most of the time. He changed quite a bit
when he made the Broadway scene. Re-
member the floor-length mink coat he
wore as Miss Bankhead in “New Faces™?

T.C. was a truly fantastic person. Tal-
ent lay upon him like a mantle and he
wore it beautifully. The public adored
him and he had a following that packed
whatever place he happened to be play-
ing. When T.C. came to work at the One-
Eleven the owner quickly saw what a
great talent he was, recognized his poten-
tial popularity, and signed him to a two-
year contract. ’'m sure T.C. regretted that
contract the moment after he signed it.

While working at the One-Eleven T.C. -

had numerous offers but was unable to
break the agreement with the owner. The
one offer I remember most vividly was
made by Marge Finnoccio (of the interna-
tionally-known San Francisco club) when
she stopped in New York on her way to
Europe to see T.C. After seeing the show
she wanted to take him with her, offering
a large salary and contract with periodic
raises. T.C. did everything but fall on his
knees to get out of his New York com-
mittment to no avail, as his pleas fell on
very deaf ears. From then on he counted
the days and weeks until the termination
of his sentence. On the last night every-
thing was all packed and as soon as the
show was over he was quickly gone.

Now I'd like to go back and tell a

story that happened while T.C. was still
at the One-Eleven. We had a boy in the
show named Freddy Mills. He was a
dancer, not the best, but he got by. He
was not a bad person when sober but give
him a few drinks and he was impossible.
Another member of the cast, Tommy
Lee, a very atiractive boy who, in make-
up, looked like Lana Turner, was a con-
stant source of annoyance to Freddy.
Whether Freddy was bugged by Tommy’s
good looks or his popularity, or some-
thing else, I don’t know, but there was
tween these two. Freddy was the “butch-
er” of the two, Tommy being a little slip
of a thing.

" As I emceed the show my spot pre-
ceeded T.C.’s and he went on just before
the finale. I finished my act and went
back into the dressing room which was on
the side of the stage. That meant while
the show was going on one was trapped
there until it was over. As I went in Tom-
while Freddy glared at him from across
the room.

I asked Tommy what he was doing as
this was only the second show and we did
three a night. Besides, there was the finale
to do next. He said he wasn’t going on
and when I asked why, Miss Mills opened
her big southern mouth and replied, “Be-
cause I said so.” As I was in charge I in-
quired what he had to do with it. I told
Tommy to get himself together and to
igmore Freddy.

T.C. Jones, an unidentified man, Billy Kamp and Freddy Mills
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and I was becoming sick to my stomach.
A couple of my straight friends were try-
ing to drag Freddy out info the alley to
stomp him.

T.C., his song finished, came quietly
the dressing room. He waded
through all the debris to his table, pulled

i his suitcase down from the shelf and

started packing. All the time, in a quiet
yoice, he muttered things like “What am I
doing in this asylum? These people are all
mad as haiters! Who can work under
these conditions?”’

Although he was very serious about

walking out and we all knew we had to
% do a lot of apologizing to quiet him

., down, we all stood there watching him

T.C. Jones

Freddy wouldn’t be ignored and
started running his mouth at me about
“self-styled stars blown up with their own
importance,” etc. I ignored that simple-
ton and started to change in order to take
T.C. off and bring on the finale. Freddy
would have none of this and came over to
where I was trying to get into a velvet and
white lace bouffant gown.

Standing there at my shoulder, reeking
of beer, he continued this nonsense, mak-
ing snide remarks which I answered. Then
he slapped me across the face. That was
all she wrote. I was on him like an un-
leashed tiger. He fell to the floor from the
weight of my leap on him and the war
started. Tables were turned over, bottles
and jars broke as the make-up hit the
floor and the noise must have been terrific.

Meanwhile, T.C. was at the end of his
act doing his impersonation of a drunken
singer performing “Big Wide Wonderful
World” when this earthquake started. The
first slap in my face was the last Freddy
gave me because now I was on him trying
to beat his head in with a Coke bottle.
Blood was all over the place. 1 had left
the lace skirt to my gown on the opposite
side of the dressing room as it had caught
and torn off when I made my famous
leap. I was wearing only the top.

About this time (T.C. was still singing
away) across the stage stomped the owner
and a couple of his “boys” to stop the
tempest. I think a couple of the patrons
followed. T.C. sang on without missing a
note. Everybody pulled me off Freddy

4 busily packing while talking to no one in
' particular. All of a sudden it was very
¢ funny—to everyone except Freddy, who

had been fired on the spot. We all spent
the rest of the evening talking T.C. out of
leaving, and he did stay with us until his
contract ran out.

I remember seeing him once again af-
ter the One-Eleven incident in a club on
University Place that had two floors. The
bottom one was the bar with a few tables
and upstairs T.C. worked alone with a
three-piece, all-girl band that was also left
over from the One-Eleven. We sat and
talked and had a few drinks.

With me was Feathers Blake, a comic.
T.C. became quietly annoyed with Feath-
ers, because he had found out that Feath-
ers was using some of his material (which
he wrote himself in those days, I under-
stand). He asked about it and Feathers
confessed it was true. T.C. very quietly
said, “Don’t let me catch you or I'll grab
you right off the stage.” This was said in
a menacing, but low, voice, and T.C. went
immediately back to being his friendly
self. But Feathers understood and didn’t
use T.C.’s material again.

After that I saw him and talked with
him when he was starring in “The Jewel
Box Revue” and I corresponded with him
when he was living in San Francisco prior
to his going into “New Faces.” Although
I knew him rather well I have no stories
or comic trivia, other than what is here,
about him. I thought he was the greatest
and ’'m sure many shared my opinion—
and they aren’t all gay. T.C. died recently
and I feel a great personal loss, just as I
did when my other friend, Rae Bourbon,
passed away.

Someone said it’s the end of an era
and ’m afraid that’s true. I have yet to
find another T.C. or Rae among the
younger generation. Today it’s plastic tits
and pantomime, and to my way of think-
ing that’s neither female impersonation
nor entertainment. Where has all the tal-
ent gone? And the clubs? Vanished into
the dimness of yesterday.

While Bourbon left ten albums record-
ing his art, T.C. left only two I know of:
the original cast recording of “New Faces
of 1956 and “T.C. Jones at the Crescen-
do,” both of which are collectors’ items.
There is also an obscure 45 rpm record
called “Champagne Cocktail,” which is
rarer than the albums.

In one of the episodes of “Alfred
Hitcheock Presents,” T.C. gives a memor-
able performance as a maniac killer in the
guise of a female nurse. It is considered
the best show in that series. Ile aiso
played the heavy in one of the “Wild,
Wild West” shows with Bob Conrad, this
time bedecked in ruffles and lace. The
fight with Conrad at the end of the show
where T.C. is “de-wigged” is quite ascene.

This is all that’s left of this once-great
talent. Just as T.C. gave his many impres-
sions of great stars, maybe in the future
someone will come along with enough tal-
ent to give an impression of T.C. Jones.
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* As the bar scene goes —— It's like an oasis in a desert

* Gay

Sunday Buffet Cocktail Hours Daily

6:30 — ?? T from
$1.25 H Noon — 10 p.m.
Well Drinks — 50c¢ E Well Drinks — 50c

Draft — 15¢ Draft — 35c¢

Bottle — 40c Bottle — 40c

7864 Santa Monica Bivd.
654 - 3252

DIRTY TOYS == S M KITS
CATALOGUE  $3.00

MARQUIS de SUEDE

20WEST 22 ST. NYC. 10010

STATE YOU ARE OVER 21 YEARS OF ACE

[———————"—"""TAB'S PENIS Pump————j","‘_

Designed to induce spontaneious erection,
this 10-inch lucite tube and attendant pump
mechanism offers a new dimension in master-
batic self-gratificatign, Penis is inserted in
.canal and device turned on, resulting in an
immediate series of powerful orgasmic spurts.'
$20 postpaid, accompanied by a signed -ge
statement.
TAB
507 Fifth Avenue
New York City 10017
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L ICACENTER
4658 SMELROSE

DANCING

( melrose/normandie off ramp ) 4

NUDES

EVERY NIGHT

ART FILMS
NO COVER CHARGE
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GAY TRASH 200 ft. 8mm
A montage of Color and Black
and White — $16.00

NITE INTRUDER
400 ft. 8mm Black & White
$23.00

SPECIAL: both films for $32.

STATE AGE . .. Send $2
Sample and List.

R.F. #775 — 311 Yucca Street
Hollywood, California 90028

)
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IS IN
NUMBER SAN DIEGO

open 24 HouRs
WE NEVER CLOSE:

STEAM BATH
PRIVATE ROOMS
COLOR TV

HOT FOOD &
COLD BEVERAGE
MACHINES

SAUNA BATH
MASSAGE
STUDENT &

SERVICEMEN
DISCOUNT RATES
$2.50

MON. & WED.
$2.50
ALL DAY

DOWNTOWN SAN DIEGO
743 COLUMBIA ST.
232-9314
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San lrancis

BY AARON BATES

ate ordained from the start

that I should be miserable

in San Francisco. I don’t

think it was the record-

breaking heat wave that
did it. Nor was it the severe case of tonsil-
litis I contracted. I don’t even think it was
my fall from the cable car that was re-
sponsible. As a matter of fact, I can’t put
my finger on exactly what it was. How-
ever, somehow I knew that things weren’t
as they should be.

To begin at the beginning, I found
lodgings at the home of Hal Call, owner
of the fabulous Adonis Book Store at 384
Ellis Street. The Adonis is one of the
nicest gay book shops in the country,
basically because Hal believes in what he
is doing and loves every moment of it.
Hal regards those nude magazines and
films he sells in the way that an art con-
noisseur regards the old masters. In short,
every large, lovely cock is a cherished
possession, distinctly different from every
other large, lovely cock. If phallic worship
is ever revived, Hal should be awarded the
role of high priest. In fact, it is this atti-
tude. that helps make the Adonis so spe-
cial. Sharing his customers’ desires, Hal is
able to please them. Many of the maga-
zines that sell for five and ten dollars else-
where are even marked down to a dollar
in Hal’s shop. He wants his customers to
come back and to feel at home. Every-
thing in the shop is neat, clean and in
impeccable order. For all you astrology
enthusiasts, it stands to reason that Hal
Call is a Virgo.

Hal lives on Nob Hill, the choicest sec-
tion of San Francisco in days gone by.
There still remains a slight aura of the
past although the area today dates back
architecturally to the time of the earth-
quake and fire. If the truth be known, I
was not terribly impressed by the look of
the city in general, basically because the
buildings are, for the most part, ugly.
Tourists, however, seem to be turned on
to the mountains the natives refer to as
hills. However, mountain climbing has
never been one of my passions. (Still I
must admit that all that hiking did won-
ders for my calf muscles.)

Hal, extremely patriotic when it comes
to his city, told me that I mustn’t say
anything bad about San Francisco be-
cause it takes years to get to know a
place. And I must avow that I didn’t try
very hard. I had no desire to move out of
Hal’s apartment during the heat wave,
basically because the bars and theatres are
not air-conditioned. Then I was further
incapacitated by my tonsillitis although
Hal assured me that if [ couldn’t use my
mouth I could use other things. True, I
suppose.

One of Hal’s many gentleman callers, a
hustler and model, seemed interested in
putting this theory to the test. There was
only one little thing that kept me from
submitting. He was in the process of be-
ing cured for syphilis. Well, I sighed, may-
be in another reincarnation. . .

Although I ultimately found my way
to a number of bars and marvelous gay

The Adonis Bookshop

co’s Call House

Hal Call was once the President of the Mattachine Society, Inc. (San Francisco)

eating places, Hal’s flat seemed infinitely
more interesting. Were I in college again, [
could not desire a better locale for a
study in sociology. Hal, though middle-
aged, is still more sexually active than
many teenagers. One of the rooms is even
converted into a private sexploitation
theatre at which innumerable jerk-off
parties take place. Although the men in
San Francisco are generally not as hand-
some as the ones found in Hollywood,
Hal often manages to come up with the
cream of the crop at his little soirees, and
although I was not in any position to do
anything with the boys, it was interesting
to talk to them. Many of them were
models and/or callboys and each was fas-
cinating in his own right. One young man
saved up his earnings so he could hitch-
hike across Europe and was seriously con-
sidering getting an ordinary job abroad.
Another, my syphilitic friend, was saving
the money he earned from his johns to
put himself through college. He was also
into some very trippy metaphysics when
not working at being a sensualist. A third,
an extremely handsome and charming ex-
artist turned callboy who took a group of
us out to dinner, had recently started his
own callboy agency. He had a Melina-
Mercouri-in-Never-on-Sunday philosophy
about his clients. If he couldn’t find
something likeable about them, he would
refuse to see them again. “After all,” he
noted, “in this business you can’t fake an
erection.”

Finally, I had to return to “fun city”
and after three weeks away, I was not
unhappy at that prospect. True, I had
met some fascinating people, people I
hope to see again if I ever return to the
coast, but I was getting a bit homesick. It
was a Monday morning when I left the
Call house. My charming host was cele-
brating a birthday that day and when I
went to his room to say good-bye, I
found him in bed with a tall, dark, and
handsome stud, naked and endowed.
“Well, Hal,” I noted admiringly, “I see
you received your first birthday present.”
He smiled and if I didn’t know Hal’s gene-
rous nature better, I'd say the smile ex-
pressed the thought: “Yeah. Eat your
heart out.”

WR-MYSTERIES OF THE ORGANISM

I ran the above column a bit short so I
could return to my regular job as movie
reviewer for GAY. Did you miss me,
fans? Well, what the hell! There’s a new
movie playing around entitled
WR —Mpysteries of the Organism, although
the word “orgasm” would be more to the
point. The “WR™ in the title refers to Dr.

Tuli Kupferberg

Wilhelm Reich (1897-1957), Freud’s first
assistant who fled the Nazi regime and
ultimately wound up in Rengeley, Maine,
in 1939. He died in the Lewisburg Fed-
eral Penitentiary in 1957 and his books
were burned under the Food and Drug
Administration’s watchful collective eye.
Was his imprisonment based on his
“shocking” studies of orgasmic reflex or
due to the failure of his little invention
called the ““orgone accumulator” to re-
store the health of incurably ill people?
Part of writer-director Dusan Makavejev’s
film attempts to illuminate this question,
Another part attempts to illustrate
Reich’s “make love—not war” concepts.
The movie viciously attacks, through hu-
mor, the new left and the old left and the
consistent right. However, the commu-
nists do manage to get the worst of it,
especially since the American fascist is
parodied by ex-Fug and self-acclaimed

poet Tuli Kupferberg. Mr. Kupferberg
struts around Lincoln Center in an orange
U.S. Army uniform, embarrassing the hell
out of pedestrians who modestly look the
other way. Mr. Kupferberg next proceeds
to masturbate his little wooden bayonet.
Man, dig that symbolism! Anyway, Mr.
Kupferberg, founder, actor, and play-
wright for the radical Revolting Theatre,
manages, if anything, to be revolting.
Whether he strikes a blow against Ameri-
can fascism is dubious.

Mr. Makavejev is far more successful
when he tells a little love story about a
Yugoslavian girl (lovely actress Milena
Dravic) and her attraction toward a Rus-
sian figure skater (Vladimir Ilyich). Miss
Dravic, a follower of Reich’s teachings,
attempts to show the Russian that the
ideal sexual orgasm is much more benefi-
cial than dedicating oneself to the com-
munist state and twisting all those nice,
healthy sexual drives. Alas, the Russian
tries to have sex with her, but the results
are somewhat weird. Suffice it to say, she
simply loses her head over him.

Meanwhile, back in America we visit
such celebrities as artist Betty Dodson
who tells us about masturbatory pleasures
and Jakie Curtis, who tells us about his-
her change in role-playing. Since, if I am
not mistaken, Dr. Reich believed that the
perfect orgasm was a heterosexual affair,
the inclusion of Mr.-Miss Curtis remains
puzzling (to me, at least). But don’t go
away. The point of the film (for those of
us who know him) comes when SCREW
co-founder Jim Buckley submits to the
willing hands of a plaster-caster, one of

- those lovely ladies who specialize in mak-

ing casts of living cocks. Anyway, Jim,
who looks very embarrassed as if
SCREW’s other founder Al Goldstein had
badgered him into doing the scene, taking
his pants off. Nancy Godfrey, the sculp-
tress with loving hands, works miracles in
getting Jim erect for the camera. While
Jim is in full bloom, Nancy applies the
plaster, and before you know it . . . well,
there’s a replica Jim can cherish always.
The reviewer for the N.Y. Post called Jim
“shameless.” Funny, I thought he looked
like Adam, blushing with embarrassment
as he grabbed for the first fig leaf.
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BATHS AND SOCIAL CLUB SCENE

Designed to Surround you ina Masculine Atmosphere.

| ® Gym ® Restaurant

| ® Sauna ® TV Lounge

0 Masseur ® |_arge Lounge

| @ Sun Room ® Dormitories

| @ Private Rooms @ AndMORE
MEN ONLY

Located in Brooklyn Heights.
Take the 7th Ave. IRT to Clark St., just one stop past Wall St.

: OPENING WEEK ONLY !
 GOOD FOR ONE ADMISSION, COMPLIMENTS OF :
E MAN'S COUNTRY ;
: 53 Pierrepont Ave. :
SR ______ Brooklyn, New York :
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Marco Vassi:
An Explorer in the Sensual Realm

BY MICHAEL PERKINS

“To explain homosexuality by identification
with the mother for the man, or with the father
for the woman, is not enough. There is in it a
trespassing beyond boundaries by which crea-
tion is expressed: a dominating energy which
expands to fecundate on a plane which is diffi-
cult to apprehend and which bears a small rela-
tion to ordinary sexual activity.”

—Otto Rank

few months ago I at-
tempted to explain in a
SCREW review of Marco
Vassi’s three erotic novels
why I find him such a
stimulating and important writer. I
thought then that I hadn’t done his ideas
more than superficial justice, and in the in-
tervening time my opinion and under-
standing of the kind of thinking he ap-
plies to the world of sex has grown and
deepened. Perhaps too what impelled me
to discuss some of his ideas with him in
an interview was the feeling that finally I
had found someone whose thinking paral-
leled my own. Sexually, he describes him-
self as a homosexual who refuses to give
up his bond with women, a “compassion-
ate solipsist” in a post-sexual phase. In a
letter he calls himself a “male lesbian.”
None of these attempts at definition ade-
quately describes the sexual territory he
now inhabits.

Marco lives in a comfortable apart-
ment on Charles Street in the Village with
Evelyn, the “Lucinda” of his latest novel,
The Saline Solution, published by Olym-
pia with a nude photograph of him on the
cover. (A gesture I found charming in its
openness.)

Marco is a name he took from Marco
Polo. His full name, shortened by his fam-
ily, was Ferdinand Vasquez-d’Acugno.
The family left Spain during the Inquisi-
tion to settle in Italy, and came to live in
East Harlem, where Marco was born,
around the turn of the century. A 33-
year-old Scorpio who looks and speaks
like the actor John Saxon, Marco went to
Catholic schools, Iona College, and then
joined the Air Force, which sent him to
Yale to learn Chinese. He was stationed in
‘the Far East for three years, serving time
as an electronic spy for the Air Force.
(But he says what he really did was spend
the three years in Japanese whorehouses,
eventually marrying a Japanese girl.)
From 1963 to 1967 he edited titbooks
like Dude, Caper, Escapade and Caualier,
taught public school, became involved
with a lady therapist, and joined the
Communist Party. He didn’t last long in
the party (his application was taken by an
FBI man, and his mission in the party was
to infiltrate a Young Presbyterian
League), and then he dropped acid. For
three years after that, he deconditioned
himself. He went to the West Coast,
through religious trips, and the crazy-
house, and came out of it with a book,
The Stoned Apocalypse, which Trident
will publish in January. Back in New
York, he worked with Raindance doing
video taping, dropped a lot of dope, and
began writing. He had published plays
and poems, but it was the Trident con-
tract which convinced him to write.
Mindblower, Gentle Degenerates, and The
Saline Solution followed, erotic autobiog-
raphies published by Olympia Press. A
new book, Contours of Darkness, is forth-
coming from Olympia, and at the mo-

ment he is working on a book about
Jesus, using both Krafft-Ebing and The
Bible for reference. Because what Marco
writes and his life are inseparable, a few
biographical notes are necessary, provid-
ing latitude and longitude so that his
ideas might be fixed into position more
easily.

Marco manages to project an enviable
composure. Whether he is talking about
his orgy experiences (he considers the
orgy as the greatest human act, because it
is a way of getting in touch with God, of
sharing both sexually and spiritually with
all mankind), politics, or meditation
(““the single biggest problem between peo-
ple is how to keep communication from
interfering with communion; how to be
with others without letting it become a
distraction from meditation, or total
awareness’’), his whole being seems con-
centrated on what he is saying. Since he is
an erotic autobiographer and has ex-
pressed attitudes about -homosexuality
and heterosexuality I haven’t seen else-
where, I began by asking him to describe
himself sexually.

“I’m in a post-sexual phase. Sex has
lost its magic, and has taken its place as
simply another human activity. I've lost
all my images about sex. A large part of
sex has been therapy for me anyway—a
method of exploring my neuroses. As a
result, I no longer have anything to work
out. Sex is simply biological communica-
tion, a way to exchange energies. For me
it used to be a key to ecstasy, but now I
think that is more purely attained
through the dance. Having another person
linked to your genitals is an obstruction
to ecstasy. I’'m living my life now in such
a ‘manner as to make ecstasy more avail-
able. I keep my house in order and try to
stay aware every moment.”

(While we talked, Lucinda sat with us,
smiling gently as Marco probed into his
homosexual and heterosexual experi-
ences.)

“In my personal sexual experience I
find being fucked yields about ten times
more ecstasy than fucking. But that ex-
perience so undermines my feeling of
manhood that I find myself refusing to
accept homosexuality as my basic sexual
adjustment.”

Are you talking about machismo? 1
asked.

“Yes. I missed it when I should have
had it—growing up in the streets of East
Harlem, and now I’'m coming back to it.
Being a man totally doesn’t have to have
all those negative connotations. The prob-
lem between men and women is how to
be a man without oppressing women.”

You spoke of ecstasy. Isn’t that true
of the heterosexual experience, too?

“In heterosexuality, death is always
the edge on ecstasy, but when homosexu-
als fuck you can have the ecstasy without
the agony. Heterosexual experience is
limited, for me. Homosexual sex is like
entering the eternal. The attraction of ho-
mosexuality for me is the orgasmic re-
lease, not the homosexual lifestyle. I’'m a
homosexual who refuses to give up his
bond with women. This may end with me
having to put aside my homosexuality. I
no longer cruise anyway. I’m monoga-
mous by choice.”

What are your feelings about women,
then?

“With a woman I can enter into a peri-
od of intense utter communication, ver-
bal er sexual. Aside from that, I have no

use for women. They’re a different spe-
cies, like birds, or fish. I don’t understand
men as well as women. I’'ve had hundreds
of men, but I’ve never had a male lover.”

Why not?

“They’re not as large inside as I am.
The male lover I want is a Moses-type, a
leader, and they’re hard to find. Women
are more interesting. I like to dress up in
drag and trip out imagining what it would
be like to be a woman. But women are
dangerous, especially if they don’t under-
stand the power they have over men.
That’s why I stay away from young wom-
en. Unless a woman is mature, she can Kkill
you emotionally without knowing that
she’s done anything. I avoid women who
don’t understand how strong they are.”

What do you mean when you say that
the orgy is the greatest human act?

“Civilization is a bummer. As a coun-
terpoint you need orgies to release what
civilization has locked in. If you read
Reich and Alexander Lowen, you know
that our neuroses are written into our
musculature even. What most orgies lack
—those suburban games—is any sense of
the spiritual communion which should be
there along with the sexual. The only
place I can find genuine orgies is in the
baths. About two months ago I got in-
volved in an orgy with six or seven guys,
and it was good, but even then I found
myself thinking how groovy it would be
to have women present too.”

You agree that we’re politically re-
pressed, but still we have certain liberties
—you can go to the baths, write your
books, etc.

“But real freedom isn’t possible unless
everyone is free. We enjoy our liberties,
but we’re not free. As psychic fascism
comes down more heavily on us, the
forms of sexual freedom will become in-
distinguishable from perversions. In a fas-
cist country perversion is the only free-
dom left.”

The varied activities of your life sound
like a pilgrim’s progress to enlightenment.
What influences—thinkers, experiences—
brought you to the point you’re at now?

Krishnamurti straightened out my
head, Wilhelm Reich’s theories straight-
ened out the body for me, and Karl Marx
showed me history. Carlos Casteneda’s
two books about Don Juan were a major
influence. My books helped me get
through the shit, too. And recently I
learned about death—I was lying in a uri-
nal in a Mexican hotel yelling ‘Please let
me die’—and I didn’t. The myth of prog-
ress—the idea of continuity keeps the
masses from enlightenment. A true revo-
lutionary would destroy technology.”

Do you know people you consider en-
lightened?

“I’ve met perhaps three truly enlight-
ened beings—people who live their under-
standing.”

Marco is finally at the stage at which
he thinks he can live his understanding.
He has a quietistic image of himself as a
tree covered with moss, an organic image
which has caused him to let his hair and
beard grow, to give up drugs, and to at-
tempt in other ways to cut off distrac-
tion.

He considers the quote from Otto
Rank at the head of this article the finest
words ever written on the subject of
homosexuality. They might apply as well
to creation, and his books, which bear
small relation to ordinary erotic novels.
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BY GREGORY BATTCOCK

ell, it’s embarkation time
—not on the Queen Eliza-
beth 2 but on a private
campaign to get Mr. Davis
fired from his job in the
business office of the telephone com-
pany. But first things first.

I went on a junket in a chartered air-
plane to Syracuse for the opening of
Yoko Ono’s show at the Syracuse Art
Museum. In the bus on the way to the
airport (at the crack of dawn) Michael
Benedikt and Rosalyn Drexler chatted
with one another about their recent
books. “Congratulations on your new
book. I haven’t seen an advertising cam-
paign like it since The Carpetbaggers,” 1
told Michael.

They served hors d’oeuvres and cock-
tails on the plane. Howard Smith had a
vodka and tonic. David Bourdon had a
scotch and soda. Jill Johnston and Rosa-
lyn sat next to each other and chatted
amiably about their recent books. Neither
seemed to be listening to the other. Some
people were dragging movie equipment
up and down the aisle. “You can get off
the arm of your chair Gregory. It’s not
the kind of movie one should be seen in,”
said David Bourdon.

They set up cameras and filmed people
disembarking. David hid his face behind
his Daily News. My assistant, David II,
forgot my hat. “Guess I forgot it,”” he
said.

Checking in at the Hotel Syracuse was
merely a gesture because they wouldn’t
let us go up to our rooms. “We’re serving
breakfast at the museum,” announced
Brian Hurst who was guiding the tour.
“Go right over to the Museum for a nice
breakfast,” he ordered. “How do we get
there? Is there a bus?” asked Jill John-
ston. “You can walk,” said Brian.

They had a nice bar set up at the mu-
seum’s below-ground air raid “shelter.
Everybody was taking pictures. “Oh,
there’s Howard Smith. I think he’s dis-
pleased with his room,” somebody said to
our guide. “He’s lucky to have a room,”
was the reply.

David Bourdon took pictures with his
little polaroid. “That’s a terrible picture
David. You’re trying to ruin me because
I’'m a woman,” complained Jill. “It’s not
my fault if Jill’s eyes roll around in her
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head,” David explained.

Charlotte Moorman arrived in the mid-
dle of the press conference. “I missed the
plane. I was up until 4 a.m. telephoning
people and then I missed the plane. Why
do they always leave so early? I had to
take a taxi to Kennedy and then pay full
fare for my cello. It occupied a whole
seat. Who’s here?”

“They’ll reimburse you. Did you save
your ticket?” asked David. “Get Char-
lotte a drink, and see if David wants one.
And get me another vodka. Get Jill one
too,” I told David II.

Rosalyn Drexler was impressed when I
told her I had been given a room at the
Hotel. “Maybe I should go take a nap be-
fore it’s time to go back to N.Y.” I told
Rosalyn. “Yes, you really should not use
your room, Gregory. Maybe they won’t
be charged for it.”

I told David that Les Levine had in-
vited me to model some of my French
underwear at his video event at Finch
College. “Do you think he’ll pay me for
some new underwear? After all, he is tak-
ing up my time.” “Your time is even
cheaper than his,” observed Bourdon.

The museum served a free lunch at the
library. All the employees pushed and
shoved and the distinguished guests

.up from New York” were served
last. They ran out of forks and plates.
There was no wine. They served sliced
turkey, ham, potato salad and a particu-
larly dismal apple pie. One propped one’s
plate on an empty bookshelf. “It’s really
very good for an out-of-town museum,”

said David. “It’s terrible. I wouldn’t eat
like this in New York, why should I have
to do it here?” I asked. “Oh, are you
from New York? Remember this is Syra-
cuse,” said one of the locals. “Are we
near Canada?” asked David II.

“Here’s an Atlas. Let’s look it up,”
somebody suggested. “Oh, that’s the Life
atlas. It’s full of mistakes. We don’t even
use it at Life,” declared Bourdon.

In the middle of the Press Conference,
as Yoko Ono informed the media that
“Radicals have the same mentality as the
establishment,”” Charlotte Moorman
asked David II about the ladies room.
“Down in front,” yelled Rosalyn Drexler.
“Will we get dinner?” asked Jill Johnston
during the “question and answer” session.
Just as Yoko was telling us that . . . ev-
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erybody has one mouth. Everybody has
their own mouth . . . I hope, after seeing
this show you will begin communi-
cating...” Charlotte Moorman came
back from the ladies room. “Did I miss
anything?”” she asked. “They exposed
themselves,” fibbed David.

We booked the 8 p.m. flight back to
New York. “It’s going to the wrong air-
port,” I said. “Who cares. At least we’ll
get out of here,” somebody said. “My car
is at La Guardia and the plane goes to
Kennedy. Get the tickets changed. Call
them up,” I asked David II. “I don’t
know how. Do it yourself,” he said.

At the airport Henry Edwards admon-
ished me. “You never reviewed my last
book,’”” he said. “Yes I did. They
wouldn’t publish the review. They
thought it was too negative. Ask Jack
Nichols. He’ll remember.”

“Never mind. I have a new one coming
out. You can review that one,” said
Edwards.

We had a final drink at the Hotel Syra-
cuse. “I can sign for it and put it on my
room bill,” I generously offered. “0.K.
I'll have a double scotch,” said David
Bourdon. “I’ll have a rum and tonic,”
said David II.

“Oh look. There’s Grace Glueck. Hi
Grace. Come sit with us. Have a drink on
me.” “Oh no. I’ll pay for it myself. : 1l
have a glass of red wine,” she said. “Red
wine in Syracuse? Even if they do have it,
it’ll be vinegar,” I said. “Yes, you’re prob-
ably right. Give me a vodka on the
rocks,” she said.

On the plane back to N.Y. we ordered
drinks. “Have you something to nosh
on?” I asked.

“To what?”

“To eat. Any nuts?”

“No, nothing.”

“You have some olives there. Can we
have some of those olives?”

“No. They’re for people who order
martinis. You have scotch.”

“Well, I want an olive in my scotch.
I’'m going to complain. This is terrible,” I
said.

“It won’t do you any good.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“Because we’re going out of business
on Monday. We’re merging with Alle-
ghany,” was the reply.
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Photo by David Bourdon

We move from Syracuse to Fifth Ave. Dr.
Henry suggested we have a little dinner at
his place. Something simple. “We’ll have
some nice caviar and some foie gras and
soup- and I’ll pick up some nice filets—
maybe you can make your steak au
poivre, and I’ll get some of those lovely
white asparagus and a little salad and I
can get some nice cheeses at Cheese Vil-
lage. It’s no trouble. Will you just bring
something for dessert? We don’t have any
dessert. And some red wine. I just happen
to have a teeny weeny, shall we say, eh,
Champagne in the ice box. A bottle of
1964 Piper.”

“Henry, I think it’s too much. Really.
We’ll never eat all that. We never do.
Your eyes are bigger than your stomach
again. You know we’ll never eat it all.
Remember the last time?”

It was a lovely supper. For dessert
Henry produced a little surprise.

“Look! I bought a cake.”

“Oh, how nice. A birthday cake. I for-
got it was your birthday. Why didn’t you
temind me. I would have brought you a
I'ifle present, a spoon or something to
match your silverware,” I offered.

“The silver is antique. It’s from Hol-
land and you can’t find any more. That’s
all there is. Anyway, it’s not my birthday.
*'v birthday is in February. I just saw the
c2ke in the window and liked it. The lady

the counter asked me what name I

ated put on it. I said no name. Then
sii- asked me if it was for a wedding and I
told her there isn’t any wedding. She
wanted to know why I wanted it. I said I
want it because I like it. Anyway since I
didn’t pick up anyone I thought I might
as well buy a cake,” explained the good
ductor.

“Ugh. It’s terrible,” I said.

“It’s awful,” said Dr. Ruitenbeek. “It
rciainds me of that chocolate roll or
wuatever it was you bought at Cakemas-
ter’s. That thing with the breadcrumbs in
it. This is the same. It’s terrible. And they
charged five dollars.”

“Where did you get it?”

“At the Versailles Patisserie. The icing
tastes like Redi-Whip. And it’s full of
jello. Here. Why don’t you take it home
with you. Maybe you can give it to some-
one,” he suggested.

“Perhaps I can pour some rum on it.”

Cheers, Gregory
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Is Betty lriedan a Female
Impersonator?

BY SOREL DAVID

few weeks ago in this col-

umn (GAY 62), I did an

unspeakably bad thing.

Writing something about

the women’s movement, I
gave old Betty Friedan a rave review. The
error of my ways was pointed out by one
Michela Griffo in an eloquent letter to
the Village Voice which served to remind
one and all, and my own mentally unrig-
orous and forgetful self, in particular, of
Friedan’s known anti-lesbian bias. I was
pleased to see the letter there in the
Voice, as a well written statement of one
lesbian’s position with respect to the
women’s movement for all the liberal
world to see, for one reason, but also be-
cause I finally found out how Michela
spells her name. From being around the
movement, Radicalesbians and related
groups and activities, I’ve been aware of
her existence. I've known who she is for
more than a year now, and the woman
has always had a certain fascination for
me, largely because of her unusual name.
Michela (pronounced Mi-KA-la), Michela
Griffo, there was something romantic
about it, it excited me and I thought of
her as somehow special, some kind of an
exalted exotic personage. Words and
word sounds have always had this kind of
power over me. Michela, it’s such a strong
and noble sounding name, I used to won-
der how it was spelled. The spelling of it,
the way it was ‘written down,” was some-
how an important part of it all. Mikaela, I
thought, or Micaela, at least. I don’t
know why, but [ liked the ‘k’ better, it
was stronger, somehow. The word had
classical, biblical overtones for me, with
just a hint of modern day Israeli added in
for good measure—you know that kind of
forthright and stalwart strength, being in
the army and all, one associates with
Israeli women. But now that I know it’s
plain old Michela, like Michael-la almost,
it just ain’t no big deal anymore.

It’s funny though, how differently
people see things sometimes. In her let-
ters, Michela wrote about how Friedan
sat up on the podium and fumed during
the forty-five minute lesbian take-over at
the women’s march in August. Billie saw
it that way too, but I got an entirely dif-
ferent impression, somehow. I had com-
pletely forgotten about Friedan’s famous
lavender menace speech, knowledge of
her intense fear and dislike of lesbians in
the women’s movement was not, at that
point, an active part of my conscious
mind. It was this ‘magic ingredient,” I
guess, which accounts for the difference
in interpretation. The exact truth of the
matter, if there is any such thing, will
probably never be known.

But now that I’'ve been made fully
aware of all that there is to be made fully
aware of, I feel I must reassess my un-
flinching support of Betty Friedan. While
I think that everything I said in the earlier
column still holds good, if she can’t
understand how the support of the so-
called lesbian lifestyle is crucial to the
central issues of the women’s movement,
she must be pretty dumb. A few vague
demands for equal pay and better jobs—
being editors and writers instead of re-

search assistants at Newsweek isn’t going
to do much good. We must think in terms
of changing the whole structure, the way
things are set up in this society. It's a
question of how women see themselves,
how they are defined, a view of women as
complete autonomous beings with an
existence independent of their relations
with, of their abilities to attract men,
demands, it seems to me, an affirmation,
or at least, an acceptance, anyway, of les-
bianism as a valid way of being. Well yes,
but you know that, or you should. Any-
way, let me just say that a respectable
lesbian columnist just can’t go around
supporting people who don’t like les-
bians. So I take it all back, I won’t vote
for her.

THE RAID ON D.O.B.

Women have a ways to go in learning how
to play the power politics game, the re-
cent fracas between the police of the
ninth precinct and DOB showed us at
least this much. What happened was DOB
moved out of their old precinct and into
a new one. And so, standard procedure
for cops, I suppose, when an active (that
means dances) homosexual organization
moves into the neighborhood, they turn
out on the night of the first dance for a
little Saturday night indulgence in their
favorite sport: harassment. At about
eleven, the place was invaded by a group
of plainclothes defectives who went nois-
ily crashing about the place trying to find
out who was in charge. Non-hierarchical
structure doesn’t mean anything to them.
Apparently they were determined to find
some big shots to arrest. They should
have come to me for some info, I would
have hipped them to the fact that while
DOB has no leaders officially, there is a
generous supply of big shots around on
any given night. “Whaddaya mean there’s
nottin illegal going on here, youse is got
poivoits here an everythin,” I heard one
say. “Who writes your lines?” I asked
him, he didn’t hear me, I guess. They
finally managed to dig up a violation—the
ABC law, illegal storage of alcohol, a very
minor misdemeaner-type thing. Uni-
formed patrolmen then arrived to confis-
cate the beer, spill the ice on the floor
and throw the remaining soda cans
around.

The dance was stopped and two
women were taken down to the station
house, only for a few minutes, to be is-
sued summonses, they were told. They
were, in fact, held there, incommunicado,
for several hours. The whole thing was
clearly a case of harassment and nothing
more. The police knew they had no case,
in the first place, they entered illegally
and searched without a warrant. When
the trouble started, my first thought was
to call GAA. I thought if a sizeable num-
ber of angry homosexuals were to amass
suddenly on the spot, the police would be
intimidated. If you remember, this is ex-
actly what happened when the cops
showed up at the first GAA dance at their
firehouse. The thought of 500 or so
screaming faggots literally screaming was
enough to frighten them off. And then,
after the incident, GAA established rela-
tio®s with the mayor’s office, who told

the cops to cool it. Now that’s the way to
play the ball game, you've got to fight
power with power. You’ve got to pose
some kind of a threat to those who
threaten you, otherwise they’re going to
step all over you.

The impromptu demonstration, more
like a continuation of the dance, actually,
did little more than generate amusement
among New York’s finest and inspire
some name calling on both sides. Some-
one, it turns out, did call GAA and a few
men showed. I left in disgust when it was

announced that the two women were to
be released shortly and a series of argu-
ments about who should take the credit
broke out. Credit! I couldn’t believe it.
The men were taking credit for what the
women had done, some women com-
plained. Distributing credit is hardly the
point, I should think. What is important
is establishing some kind of a power base.
Any way possible, even if it means an alli-
ance with the men, heaven forbid, in
GAA, to prevent this sort of harassment
from happening again.

Betty Friedan
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“Wanton“Ads

CLASSIFIED AD RATES: 20 cents per word
for Wanton Ads or for Classified Ads.
MAIL TO: Four Swords, Inc. P.O. Box 431,
Old Chelsea Station, NYC, NY 10011.

GAY is unable to accept phone numbers for
either Wanton Ads or Classified Ads. Phone
numbers will be printed only on display ads.

QUIET, SINCERE ARIES, 28, 5'7", 137
Ibs., desires companion interested in arts,
travel, dining, some sports—north Jersey-
Manhattan area. Possibility of sharing apt.
in future on cost-equal basis. | seek a de-
voted friend, sincere, honest & trust-
worthy. No free riders or phonies. Photo
& descriptive letter appreciated. Boxhold-
er, PO Box 163, Bloomfield, NJ 07003.

TIRED OF BAR SCENE. 23-year-old
good looking male wishes to meet mate
up to 28 years old. | am passive & bright
& if you are good looking & have inter-
ests in common, then | hope for a rela-
tionship deeper than sexual. Photograph
is a must, phone appreciated. PO Box
138, NY, NY 10009.

HANDSOME, BLOND, HUNG GUY, 28,
6’1", 165 Ibs., seeks slim or medium well
built guys who enjoy real uninhibited fun
but aren’t demanding. Send photo & ad-
dress, please. | can travel the northeast.
Occupant, Box 588, Amsterdam, NY
12010.

ADONIS EMOLLIENT: “A MAN'’'S
TOUCH WITH SOFTNESS.” 4 OZ. BOT-
TLE $1.50 PLUS 2% SALES TAX TO:
ADONIS PRODUCTS, PO BOX 831,
TERRE HAUTE, IND. 47807

ATTRACTIVE GUY, 29, sick of bar
scene, would like to meet good looking
guy 25-35 for permanent relationship. No
queens. Photo & phone no. please. Occu-
pant, PO Box 1017, Radio City Sta.,
NYC 10019.

WANTED: MALE LOVER. 'I'M 30,
LOOKING FOR LASTING LOVE.
*DAVID, PO BOX 492, ALTOONA, PA.

TRUSTWORTHY, non-mercenary, liter-
ate, generally passive guy, 21, new to
NYC, genuinely in need of help seeks liv-
ing situation with stable secure man in
exchange for duties. Hopefully relation-
ship will develop. Write: R.L. Tackey,
152 W. 42 St., Suite 504, NYC 10036.

INVENTORS at the gay workshop are
creatively at work researching & develop-
ing new sense stimulating sexual toys.
Discoveries are catalogued in the Gay
Workshop Newsletter. $1 per year. Enter-
prise 291, Gay Workshop Div., PO Box
291, Mendocino, Calif. 95460.

MALE, 3i, SEEKS TRUSTWORTHY
PERSON DESIRING PERMANENT RE-
LATIONSHIP WITH INTERESTS IN
THEATRE, MUSIC & TRAVEL, BUT
MAINLY CONCERED WITH ONE AN-
OTHER. OCCUPANT, BOX 7BBB, HUD-
SON CO. STA., JERSEY CITY, NJ
07307.

ADORES COLTS & STALLIONS: mid-
dle aged white male does not drink or
smoke will work as watchman, stableboy,
etc. for free on weekends, holidays & va-
cations in exchange to learn how to sin-
cerely care for the same for | worship
them. Occupant, PO Box 19551, Phila.,
Pa. 19124.

YOUNG WHITE BI-SEXUAL MALE, 24,
would like to hear from young guys
18-25 for get togethers. Must send photo
for consideration. Write to: Box 1082,
Edison, NJ 08817.

ROBOTS. Rubber robots to stroke & car-
ess you. The Ejaculator will tickle your
hole & massage your thing. We make sex
machines to intensify the act or replace
it. Our catalogue $1, refundable with 1st
order. Enterprise 291, PO Box 291, Men-
docino, Calif. 95460

HANDSOME GUY, sincere & warm, slim,
blond, hung, 28, wishes to meet young
guys all over the Northeast with good
builds (slim or medium). Please include
photo & description. Can travel. Occu-
pant, Box 588, Amsterdam, NY 12010

Classeiﬁed “Ads

COMPLETE MASSAGE by Greek mas-
seur. Studio or residential. Call Tony.
242-3710. Any time.

HANDSOME NEGRO MALE MODEL
available in person or in photographs. Pri-
vate modeling session $35. Beautiful set
of 5x7 photos $5. David Alexander, PO
Box 1275, Manhattanville Sta., NYC, NY
10027.

GURU SEEKS young sex-oriented Heads
—in search of truth—for mystical/chemi-
cal/sexual initiation. (Tantric, Yaquic,
etc.—no witchcraft or magic.) Photo,
phone & frank reply—or no answer: SBR,
Box 669, Grand Cent. Sta., NYC 10017.

ROCKCLIMBER, 44, MARRIED, GEN-
EROUS, SEEKS OTHERS FOR EXPEDI-
TIONS. WRITE: PO BOX 875, NYC
10017.

MOST REASONABLE PHOTO rates in
Hollywood or the world! For: photo
copying blow-ups, portfolios, publicity.
No ivory tower shtick at Sight Sense,
Suite 219, 6404 Hollywood Blvd., Holly-
wood, Calif. 90028.

GAYS! Our newest list of gays in all ma-
jor cities. Names, addresses $5. Club Di-
rect, Box 734, Kenner, LA 70062.

COLLECTOR’S ITEM!! EVERY ISSUE
OF JOCK EVER PUBLISHED, THE EN-
TIRE COLLECTION!  FOR -SALE
CHEAP. FIRST OFFER OVER $25—
IT'S YOURS. PLEASE WRITE: M.
BLACK, PO BOX 431, NYC, NY 10011.

. HELP WANTED—Male, bet. 25 & 35, in-
terested in working with people & helping
plan trips, wanted for full-time employ-
ment in Westchester Bus Depot. For
further information, please write: WLS,
Box 2820, Grand Cent. Sta., NY 10017.
Include telephone & qualifications.

BONDAGE & DISCIPLINE — The new
sensualism. lllustrated catalog of spank-
ing, flogging, dominant-submissive publi-
cations, personal contacts, bizarre sexual-
ism — $1. Ameda, Box 497, Union City,
Calif. 94587.

THE “HORNY SANTA"” SAMPLER of
raunchy Christmas cards! Santa stroking
his joint, fondling his reindeer’s balls,
cornholing his elf! More! Set of 10 $3,
two sets $5. Orders shipped immediately
in plain package. H. Gross, Box 393,
Rutherford, NJ 07070.

FIRST ANNUAL NEW YORK EROTIC
FILM FESTIVAL tickets now on sale. 10
different erotic film shows—$27.50, 5 dif-
ferent shows—$14.00. Good for any days
during the festival—Nov. 5th to Dec.
12th. Money orders or certified checks
only. Make payable to: Inner Limits
Prods., Inc. Send to: F.A.N.Y.E.F.F., c/o
Moose, 116 E. 27th St., NYC 10016.

***TRAVEL*** Travel opportunities.
Only gay need apply! Keep your present
positions. Weekend & holiday get-a-ways.
Ballard & Weber, Dept. GD, Key Largo,
Fla. 33037.

PHOTOGRAPHS—PORTRAITS. Want to
capture a special occasion? Put it on film.
All types of photography. Reasonable
rates. New York area only. Call GAY'’s
photographer, Rich Wandel, noon to 8
pm. (212) 284-0226.

INCREASE genital size!! Add hard
inches!! Exciting new book tells ““how™!!
Tremendous gains reported!! $2!!
(Unconditional money back guarantee!!)
Order now!! Unipress, PO Box 78-DL,
Brooklyn, 11226.

LEGALLY PERFORM MARRIAGES,
baptisms & funerals. Become an ordained
minister & Doctor of Divinity. Degrees
granted immediately. Donate $7 to First
Church of Research, Box 8, Randolph
Cepter, Vt. 05061.

UNATTRACTIVE, bald, slender, 3%-year-
old male wants partner. Versatile & well
equipped. No over-weights. Joe, PO Box
155, Toledo, Ohio 43601

WHAT’'S YOUR SCENE? Young groovy
guy looking for same. Need your ass ser-
viced? Spanking humiliation, nylon, uni-
forms, toys, anything erotic. Name it.
Box 3144, Grand Cent. Sta., NY 10017.

BUTCH BLACK LOVER WANTED.
SEND PHOTO FIRST LETTER. WAR-
REN, 85 MANOR DR., NEWARK, NJ
07106.

INCREASE genital size!! Add hard
inches!! Exciting new book tells ‘““how’’!!
Tremendous gains reported!! $2!!
(Unconditional money back guarantee!!)
Order now!! Unipress, PO Box 78-DL,
Brooklyn 11226.

SINCERE & YOUNG-HEARTED
PERMANENT REL. DESIRED. 18-45.
NO PHOTO REQUIRED.
CONSTRUCTION, TRUCKERS, ALL
CONSIDERED. WRITE: KEN NEWLIN,
818 OAK, TERRE HAUTE, IND. 47807.

GOOD LOOKING young guy wishes to
meet amputees & crippled gquys for
friendship, letters, groovy meetings.
Could be great! Please write Box 2122,
Boston 02106.

MAN, 34, tall, slim, handsome, mascu-
line, sensitive, sincere, seeks relationship
with young male, slim, very attractive,
who is also ‘sensitive, sincere. Philip Les-
lie, 152 W. 42nd St., Suite 504, NY, NY
10036.

GUYS AS YOU LIKE THEM. 4 GREAT
8x10 PHOTOS OF STUDS. 7 DIFFER-
ENT SETS AVAILABLE. ONLY $5 PER
SET. PHOTOS, BOX 1244, GPO,
BROOKLYN, NY 11202.

GOOD LOOKING, well built butch guy,
24, wishes to meet guys under 35 inter-
ested in spanking, giving &/or receiving.
No experience necessary. Write enclosing
brief self-description to PO Box 186, Ft.
Hamilton Sta., Brooklyn, NY 11209.

PSSST! Want to lay your hands on a free
brochure describing the hottest well-
written adult gay fiction? If you're 21 &
ready, write for our gay brochure & ex-
pect an immediate response from:
Library Services, Inc., Dept, G, Box
20308, San Diego, Calif. 92120.

TRY THIS FOR OPENERS: 10x1'%
ultra-vib $6.50. Makes all other types of
vibrators obsolete. Tapered shape permits
use on any part of the body. Also
available 7x1% - $3.50; 4x1Y% - $2.00.
The Pleasure Chest, 152 7th Ave. So.,
NYC 10014. Master Charge.

KEEP IT HARDER LONGER: Leather
Cock Rings $2.00. Nickle Cock Rings
$1.25. State size. Satisfaction guaranteed.
The Pleasure Chest, 152 7th Ave. So.,
NYC 10014. Master Charge.

EKTACHROME SLIDES DEVELOPED.
20 Ex. $2; 36 ex. $3. Everything re-
turned. Write for prices on Kodacolor,
movies, B&W. S. Photo, PO Box 258,
Syracuse, NY 13201.

2 FROM DENMARK
For the contemporary ‘““GAY MALE" collec-
tor, we are offering a superb collection of
magazines, slides & photographs. For informa-
tion & samples, send $2.00 to:
IMPORTS
Box 32, Rcom 1
Niagara Square Station
"Buffalo, New York 14201

CHESTER |

phone 608-345-1964
132'S. New York Ave, Atiautic City, N. J. 08401

4

CHASTITY"BELTS

Photo-lllustrated brochure of rea! niale
and female chastity belts for sale, ptlus
pamphlets on retated topics.
SEND $2.00 TO:::
BENTSON SALES, Dep! 1& G
P.O. Box 35728, Houston, Texas 77035

UNUSUAL DEVICES

71 Page lllustrated Catalogue of Chastity

Belts, Scold’s Bridles, Anti-Sitting Har-

nesses, Partial Penetrators, Spanking

Blocks, Thumbcuffs, Ball Gags, Punish-

ment Collars Stocks, Slave Bras, Etc., Etc.
Send $3.to KARAVAL, Dept.

4834 Briarbend, Houston, Texas 77035

STALLION STUDIOS
Male Figure Models
Massage or Photography

714 Lex. Ave., between 57 & 58
second floor, private rooms

688-9254

BOB, CAROL
TED & ALICE
are alive & well, hiding at N.Y.C.’s swingingest
nite spot for bi-girls & couples. Music, dancing
& buffet,
INFO:

Box 527, N.Y., N.Y. 10010
CALL:
‘212) 259-5015, 837-3768

BONDAGE BOOKLETS

Photo-illustrated booklets of nude women

in slavery; locked in spanking stocks, disci-

pline harnesses, spread eagle chains, lady

trainers, choke collars, fastened to spank-

ing blocks, etc. For illustrated brochure:
Send $2. to KARAVAL, Dept.G

4834 Briarbend, Houston, Texas 77035

b
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COLT CHRISTMAS CARD

For your most personal expression
of the holiday season, Colt offers
this handsome greeting card, size
5x7 and printed in two colors on
heavy coated stock. Message inside
reads: ‘‘Have yourself a merry
little Christmas."” Each box con-
tains 20 cards with envelopes.
Shipped via First Class Mail.

CD-6 Merry Little Christmas

..... per box of 20 .....$10.00
Supply is limited. Order now!
COLT

“We handle men only!"’

Box 187-G, Village Sta.
New York City 10014

You must state you are over 21!
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At State Beach
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Friendship
Berth 112
W. Channel Road

Santa MonicaCanyon

*

COCKTAILS
HAPPY HOUR
DANCING

ENTERTAINMENT

o
o
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2
T

CHANNEL
NTRA

PACIFIC
——y

HIGHWAY

STATE BEACH

¥ asa-soso X

! CONTINUOU

CLOSED CIRCUIT TV ¥
COLOR and SOUND

AT THEs

NEWLOW
PRICE OF

ADONIN cre-

FILM FESTIVAL

plus SELECTED
SHORTS

BIG |
HRS.OF B

ALL MALE &

ACTION
FILMS

3
§
H

719 8th AVE (Nr 45th ST.
11:30AMTILL MIDNITE

LATES S FRI.AND SAT

PARK-MILLER

43rd St. (Bet. 6th & B'way) BR 9-3970

" Subscribe
T0O
Gay

IN COLOR

MIDNITE SHOW FRI & SAT. NITE

Continuous 9:45 AAM.—Mid.

ADULTS ONLY

AIR CONDITIONED

ADULTS ONLY
LIVE

STAGE SHOW]|
STARRING

CHIP
SWANSON

PLUS

[ (@73)
GSF 654-3497

Exciting, all gay social organi-
zation with full national service.
| Elegant parties, introductions,
screened listings.
Meet Gays all over the U.S.
Special VIP Club in L.A.

ACT NOW!

FII—II_II—IIH

BLIATH'S

THE ALL MALE NUDE BAR
OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

BEST
ALL
MALE
NUDE
MOVIES

A

BEST JEVIT.
ALL \ AMATEUR NIGHTS
MALE (I \MONDAY & WEDNESDAY
NO COVER ® NOMINIMUM \ s TR
NUDE : cxlgz PnzlaZES!
DANCERS

FRIDAY

. OPEN DAILY 5pm—2am SUNDAYS 2pm—2am

AFTER HOURS SATURDAB{, 2am 'til 2 Now with NUDE DANCERS

7011 MELROSE AVENUE e 937-8743

B 2 & conmers & @ SAMNENS & ¥ SRR @ B

Send $1 for huge information
acket 8235 Santa Monica Boulevard
p - Los Angsles, Califoria 90046

Yes, send me information on GSF.
! enclose $1 to cover postage and

CLIP OUT = ,;______.DEP.I-_XX___

ADULT T.V.
ALL MALE
FILMS

ALL COLOR AND SOUND

mecat
THEATRE ‘ !
et 424 W. 42nd ST !
NEW SHOW EVERY MON.

DOORS OPEN9 AMe MID SHOW FRI & SAT
CONT LIVE MALE BURLESK 12noontil MID

PHALLUS |
LAMPS
BLUE GREEN RED

PURPLE AQUA PINK
YELLOW ORANGE AMBER

Pantitie WALNUT BASE
Name __ = $§?35 Posrpmé
Address_ lﬁ'\guwmn Enfirpr:ses
City g o State _ Zip A%fw :3;@895307
o6,
o
3RD SMASH WEEK

BREAKS
ALL RECORDS

WANTS
A DATE YOU

ALL MALE CAST

THE JEWEL THEATRE

3RD. AVE. (BET. 12TH. & 13TH.) 212/260-1090
CONTINUOUS PERFORMANCES FROM 11:30 A.M.

ADULTS ONLYH'
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The Ultimate In Adult

464-9966 Bookstores.....

g 72 2 2 £ £ & & L

hThe Newest 1.

% 1702 N. Western Ave.
In Male Erotica)

(Pioneer Shopping Center)
Hollywood, California

.;IllIIIlnllllIlIIIlIIIIIIIIIlllllllllllll|ll_lllllIIIIIIIlllllllllllllllllIIIIIIIIIII

IC HI

... in Doubleknit

A. JUMPSUIT in 100% orlon
acrylic w/full front contrast-
ing zipper and top stitching.
Front patch pocket. Flared
bottoms and contrasting
sash. Dark brown or beige.

S-M-L-XL. $29.95

... in Skinwear

B. Who says underwear has
to be dull? Ah Men’s PUC-
CINI BRIEF comes in geo-
metric prints with an Italian
flair. Nylon tricot. Washable.
Asst. multi-colored prints.
S-M-L-XL.

3 different prints $9.95
C. ACCENT POUCH BIKINI
brief in all washable nylon-
tricot, inset pouch of wild
geometric print tricot for ex-
tra support, (White or Black
with assorted multi-colored
pouches).

S-M-L-XL.

3 for $10.50.

ko4 jons to serve you.
e AH MENT
&'i:ff;. JShop for Men

WEST HOLLYWOOD
8933 Santa Monica Blvd.
Phone 274-5673

LOS ANGELES
2716 Griffith Park Blvd.

(at Hyperion-Mayfair Center)

Phone 666-5513
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 hygienic personal deodorar
today’s active man. In convenient
towelette form. 2 erotic flavors.
Lemon/Lime and Passion Wine.

2,
>3

00!

'
<

!

AH MEN 8933 Santa Monica Blvd.
West Hollywood, Calif. 90069
Please send me: [] Set of both flavors. $5.50. [] Lemon/

St

Pack of 16 towelettes-

1 Lime. $2.95. [} Passion/Wine. $2.95. Add 50¢ postage. '
(California residents add 5% sales tax, please.) i
..sz_s_s ea'* Bgth for sﬁ.sel Enclosed is my [J Check [J.Money Order [] Cash for R
l $ Please charge my |
“ il [] Diner's Glub [J BankAmericard [] Carte Blanche
- 2 Locations < [ American Express [ Master Charge.
/’ to Serve You 4 Complete Account & Card No.
- ‘fl No C.0.D.'s, please.
AhMen :
A noResS
Yf WEST HOLLYWDOD B
8933 Santa Monica Blvd. 1
Phone 2745673 0 STATE 7P
_ LOS ANGELES B
2716 Griffith Park Bivd.
o _ Phone 666-5513 o
- (at Hypernion-Maytair Center)

g
’e'VE CHANGED

PATIO DINING ssaos

LUNCH-DINNER-COCKTAILS
. open daily 11:30am-2am

SUNDAY BRUNCH SERVED

11:30am-6pm

747 N. La Cienega Los Angeles

parking available

P
i

arden District:

v T T T




NOVEMBER 22, 1971/GAY/PAGE 21

S 5

%c1 INCREASE

Want to set the atmosphere at your b
XMAS ORGY £g GENITAL SIZE
Flash the surprise life-like ~ ;\) Now, a remarkably elffecnve melt’r;c;gd for
th ale organ —
PUSSY or PRICK a o development O rets of Phallic_cultivation.
?‘ TREMENDOUS gains reported. You. 100, can
i z isfy, ’
i ous PaKLY sprosis, = Q. gggie'cgs ;r:;:;?, Irr;forees excitingy pleasures of
= Hy manhood. A NEwAg%kN— "TH$ :\l:;l‘p'%F
il L 0 '
$7.95 each $14.00 set I'X ',’,.*;?n“;v'r‘é pch;:_T; XIY ‘2'°°'e,A"ﬁAﬂ §$ ,Q%‘,‘,’,'ﬁ
sets available in his and hers; o GUARANTEED or full refund. 1"
or his and his;
or hers and hers. |
Money back in 5 days if not the funniest |
. Xmas gift ever. MASSEUR-MODEL
Young, friendly, experienced
LOTTA SYNN’S X
DANNY COGAN
O 224 W. 49th (off Bdwy.)
Reosktym I 1o Studic Residential
Call ANYTIME Tel: 246-5252, Ext. 417
pu—

HAVE YOU GOT YOUR

FREE BROCHURES

DUAL=-N-HALE
AN INHALER FOR BOTH NOSTRILS AT ONCE
REFILLABLE DISPENSER ONLY $4. 00
l.
WRITE TO: MEDI-TOOL CO,

P,O. BOX 5832, DEPT. MC
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94101

eV 2 R

LOOKS LIKE A
CIGARETTE LIGHTER

ALSO AVAILABLE AT: The Pleasure Chéest N.Y.C,_

-

| MiDTOWNS Fuck Book

| BESTSELLER LIST

ogers, Gay Way, $1.95.
MIDST PLEASURES AND PHAL-
USES, by Christopher Ford, Gay Way,

$1.95.

Other Traveler, $1.95.
4. THE SCORPIOUS EQUATION , by
Larry Townsend, The Other Traveler,

$7.95.
5. SWIM MEAT, by Bob Cochran, Gay

Way, $1.95.

COMIN’ THRU THE Y, by Lance |

3. ALLISWELL, by Dirk Vanden, The |

ADULTS
PARTY PILLS

Frenchie’s “MAKE THEM HOT" PILLS, a
Real Stinger that works. 12 for $2.00.
Frenchie’s WHISKEY PILLS. When you put
one in someone’s drink, they won’'t forget
you for a long time. 12 for $2.00.
GWEEN
P.O. Box 239: Dept. G
Gary, Indiaria 40401

AD-LIB
P.0.BOX 1853

CHICAGO., ILL.
60690

EVERY MONTH WE PUBLISH GAY ADS
& PHOTOS FOR GUYS WHO WANT TO
MEET YOU IN ALMOST EVERY PART
OF THE COUNTRY. Send 1 for
the current monthly issue. YOI
WON'T BE DISAPPOINTED,

| certsty that | am over 21.

ADDRESS

STATE w

Y

SEX STIMULANT

The Magic Lure

Advanced Spice for Arousing A
Woman! You can bring a woman
to an almost frantic state of ex-
citement — One-dram bottle with
directions $3.00. Be Careful How

You Use It!
OBADIAH
Suite 536 152. W. 42nd St.

New York, N.Y. 10036

N
4

_FOR YOUR HEALTH AND PLEASURE
IN 14 CITIES

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.
: Baltimore, Maryli -Cleveland, Ohio
/ 301-727-9320 216-961-2727
7 .
4 THE CLUB LAGRANGE CLUB FAYETTE
% 4 LaGrange St. HEALTH SPA
Ao Boston, Massachusetts $32 Fayette St.
% e 617-338-8952 Hammond, Indiana
" 7 219-931-2992
7' g AMHERST CLUB ;
I -/ 44 Almeda St. THE CLUB NEW ORLEANS
4 Buffalo, New York 515 Toulouse Ave.
716-8356711 New Orieans, Louisiana
] (504) 581-2402
‘THE CLUB CAMDEN THE CLUB STEAM BATH
1498 Broadway 902 Jefferson Ave.
Camden, New Jersey Toledo, Ohio
609-964-0095 419-246-3391
THE CLUB ST. LOUIS THE CLUB EAST I
600 N. Kingshighway Bivd. 20 “O” St.,S.E. .
St. Louis, Missouri Washington, D.C.
(364) 367-3163 (202) 547-9631
THE CLUB BATHS THE CLUB NORTH
24 First Avenue 49 Broadway
New York, N.Y. Newark, New Jersey
(212) 673-3283 2014844848

ATLANTIC CITY
Rooms by Reservation Only.

OCEAN HOUSE
127 S. Ocean Avenue
Tele: (609) 345-8203
Open all year Low Rates

i BEFORE, DURING & AFTER SEX——
TOWELETTES

Tastefully scented, anti-bacterial, safe...
refreshing. For the intimate area. During sex
use Prolongettes, solves the problem of
premature ejaculation. Box of 10 - $5. All 3
kinds - $13.75.

MARDAN ENTERPRISES
Box 5854,
Sherman Oaks, Calif. 91413

Catalog on other adult products $1. All orders
Lihipped 1st class.

INSTANT LOVE POTION
(GAG SUGAR)

powerful, effective, designed to get actio!'\.
Looks like regular sugar—When you add a lit-
tle to a cup or glass of liquid for someone to
drink, the fun will soon pbegin. They'll love
you! Send $2.00.

. NINA

324 So. First St.
Alhambra, Calif. 91802

L

MEXICAN
SPANISH FLY

IN LIQUID FORM

on hand for parties, conventions, etc.
"i"r"f'oz. $3.00
RH.-P.O. Box 239

Gary, Indigng 40401

A t gag! It is powerful — just a drop
ot??o will start the fun. Keep a supply

SUPER NATURE TABLETS

‘man should be a Sexual Weakling or Failure,
for Virile Powers can be made to Respond at
Will. NINA of Germany —that’s me—I have the
Amazing Superior Tonic Tablets, The pills
that put Youthful Desite into Aging Bodies. A
box of 30 for $3.00. Send to:

: NINA OF GERMANY

Fe

Peg-For All The Things You Want To Do. No °

‘ 324 S. 1st St., Alhambra, Calif. 91802

Payoft

Continued from page 9

For my part, I put more faith in the
Mafia than in the do-gooders of the ho-
mophile movement. I prefer corrupt poli-
ticians and cops on the take to those who
are moral crusaders. Whores with hearts
of gold are always more fun—and more
trustworthy—than reformed sinners out
to reform the rest of us, or worse yet,
those who won’t admit that they too are
sinners and sin is fun.

Twisters

Continued from page 7

feted by the world and wants only to live
and let live. One might think of him (rare-
ly “her”) as the public’s “sympathetic
wierdo.” These days, when homosexuals
go on the air, they are quite often asked,
“Do you have a story telling how you
suffered, how you were discriminated
against?” If the answer is yes, the person
tells it and news media have succeeded in
selecting a particular kind of homosexual,,
the heart-wringing kind, for presentation
to the world. Poor creature, notice how
he resembles you and me.

I was amused when in response to the
request for such a story at city hall this
summer, Pete Fischer said he couldn’t
think of a personal abuse against him off-
hand. Someone else who had such a story
ready for the telling was brought forward,
and Pete was left to do the abstract sum-
marizing of the need for the Clingan-Bur-
den bill.

Anyone planning to talk about homo-
sexuality on the air had better be pre-
pared to resist a stereotype being thrust
upon the people by the new wave of ho-
mosexual sympathizers. As Buckley sup-
posedly said to Gore Vidal, “You are free
to talk about homosexuality here, but
not to proselytize for it.” Sexual tastes
are not the sort of thing that changes in
response to even good exhortation, or
otherwise therapists would have been
converting people over these years. How-
ever, mere assertion in the style of Marc
Rubin, that life is pleasurable if you make
it that way, will be felt by the networks
as dangerously close to proselytization.
Such assertions are precisely what will be
needed, in addition to an airing of griev-
ances, if the stereatyping, with its conse-
quent minimization of homosexuals, is to
be averted. I suggest you take a look at
The News Twisters if you get a chance.
The implications are far-reaching, and one
can see easily why the networks are
quivering in reaction to it.

As the various gay militant groups
force the major television networks to
give courage to homosexuals, one can be
sure that the networks, dominated by
their liberal “broadmindedness,” will be
chiefly looking for soft-spoken, down-
trodden homosexuals, the sort of person
who obviously deserves to keep his job
and his pension.

We all agree that this flesh-and-blood

. person is better seen than a lisping imita-

tion of a homosexual by a comic. But get
ready. Keep on guard without rejoicing
too long at the early signs of “homosex-
ual chic.” Not till homosexuals, talented,
untalented, men, women, attractive, urat-
tractive, criminal, noncriminal, thr-ad
their way aimlessly through depictio: of
Jlife on television, will the presentatio: of
‘homosexuals be reasonable.
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ko ENTGRTAINMERT WeD-SUN.
oa weeteng, RESTAURANT 6:30-11:00PM

COCKTAIL HOUR -Mon.-Fri. 4 t0 7
THE

s

Reservations & Info. 654-2804

* YOUNG
CROWD

* Color TV Lounge
* Air Conditioned

* Complete Gymitasium
* Young Sound Music
* Total Secunity

* THE ENVY
OF ALL
BATHHOUSES

AT WORK

(Around the clock)

24 hour Buddy Nights 1136 N. Fairfax
Monday and Wednesday W HOllyWOOd
Members bring guest

656—3826

and gain free visit.

oPEN 24 10URs

TOP ENTERTAINMENT NIGHTLY - SPIRITS - GAME ROOM

SUNDAY BUFFET
6:30 p.m. to 8:30 p.m. mmm
ALLYOUCANEAT ......... .2.00 m mn

SANTA MONICA BLYD. - LOS ANGELES, CALIE 50069
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ROOM SIZE

b x9. 5328
2x4..%4

4 x6..816
9 x12...$59

Also Many Other Sizes

NOW OPEN SUNDAY 1-6
DAILY 10-6

8303 WEST THIRD ST.
IMPORTING CO. (3rd & Sweetzer)

Phone: 655-1328 LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA

* a\'&

WHOLESALE TO DEALERS
10% DISCOUNT TO STUDENTS

MALKO

BANKAMERICARD — MASTERCHARGE
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ALDO'S, 6413 Hollywood Bivd. Smack dab in
the middle of Hollywood’s hustle and bustle.
Fine dinner at reasonable prices and the bar-
tenders are of the Hollywood tradition. GM,
GF

BJ'S, 2692 La Cienega Bivd. Located on lower
«Restaurant Row,’” this popular little beer bar
presents a show on its tiny stage that qualifies
as one of the city’s funniest. Features Scotty,
one of the best Ethel Merman impersonators
ever to shuffle across the board. GM, GF
BLACK PIPE, 2440 So. La Cienega. Packs them
in. One of the most continually popular real
bike bars in area. GM

BITTER END WEST, 8409 Santa Monica Blvd.
Opened not too long ago as a straight club
boasting some of the biggest names in show
business as featured entertainers. New policy
went into effect in September where new
owner/manager, Louis Frank, threw open the
doors as a mixed club. Both straights and gays
pack the gigantic rooms every night and co-
exist beautifully. Serves food at reasonable
prices. Int.

BOLD VENTURE, 6357 Hollywood Bivd. The
old Alley has had a complete refurbishing.
Boasts a nautical theme throughout the aquar-
jums and ship models in abundance. Rumor has
it that the 6 am shift is now manned by the
indomitable “Twiggy.” If this is so, look for
some wild action there between 6 and noon.
GM, GF

BUNKHOUSE, 4519 Santa Monica Bivd. is
billed as ““a Western bar with a taste of leather.”
W this kind of bar is your bag, then you
shouldn’t miss it. The crowds are friendly and
the atmosphere is unique. GM

CARRIAGE TRADE, 8077 Beverly Bivd. Ex-
cellent cuisine served at moderate prices in an
atmosphere of quiet elegance.. . except for
Sunday Brunch—then it bears more resem-
plance to a buffalo run! GM, GF

CLOSET, 7561 Sunset Bivd. Opening at 8pm
weekdays, this popular tavern pulls in the
young dancing crowd during the late week and
weekend. Initially gained recognition because
of the friendly atmosphere that prevails. GM,
GF

CORNER POCKET, 8800 Sunset Blvd. No one
seems to know why this is a gay bar since the
majority of the clientele insists it’s straight.
However, this popular Sunset Strip club packs
Hollywood’s most beautiful bodies in night af-
ter night and seldom does anyone go home
alone! GM

CROWN JEWEL, 754 Olive St. Downtown’s
only fun bar. For drinking and cruising stay in
the bar upstairs. For dancing and unbelievable
atmosphere run downstairs to the IN CROWD
PRESENTS. GM

DAVID, 7013 Melrose Ave. This extravagant
venture cost someone tehs of thousands. The
old Red Raven had opened with a blast of thun-
der and roll of drums. .. very mod, very chic,
tons of shit hanging from the ceilings. People
loved it 'til someone came along with another
gimmick. DAVID then transformed itself into a
dinner house. A couple of months ago, change-
over was completed to restaurant and cocktail
lounge with cathedral ceilings, sunken bar and
very heavy on the mirrors. With all this elegance
and change, one wonders when they are going
to remodel! their men’s room and make sure
there is soap in the washbowl dish before open-
ing their doors. GM, GF

DON’'S MALE BOX, 1087 Manzanita. One of
the most successful real leather pars in town
packing in mobs seven nights a week. The
whole bar is like a chapter out of a Larry Town-
send leather novel. Don recently acquired a bar
across the street and called it THE OTHER
BOX and is trying various themes to get it off
the ground. GM

DOVES COVE. Charming cocktail lounge be-
tween Hollywood and the beach. Switches en-
tertainment often for female impersonators to
pand to who knows what next. Has a rather
cordial atmopshere. GF

DUDE CITY, 836 No. Highland. Possibly the
most elaborate gay bar in existance. The main
par itself is paneled in unfinished wood with a
bar right out of the old west. Through a rear
door into the unbelievable. The place is actually
a city! Complete with cobblestone streets, an-
tique street lamps, shops, smail entertainment
area. 1t must be seen to be believed! GM

THE END, 7994 Santa Monica Bivd. Very pop-
ular with the young crowd especially as an af-
ter-hours gathering spol Music blasts from
opening at 8pm 'til closing at God knows what
time. GM, GF

FALCON'S LAIR, 742 No. Highland. JLives up
to its motto—THE bike bar. Offers off-street
parking for bikers and very discreet entry.
Watch for it or you'll miss it. It is so innocuous
| you’d never know it was there. But wait til you

get inside. GM

FALLEN ANGEL, 2709 West 6th St. Beer bar
that keeps grinding on year after year. Across
from Richard Harris’ Mac Arthur Park, pulils in
a unique crowd that you'll find nowhere else in
the city. GM

FARM, 7978 Santa Monica Bivd. Very hip,
young crowd. Not really a makeout bar since
everyone there is so busy having fun that they
don’t think about who they're going home
with. One drink minimum on weekends and
holidays. GM, GF

FOUR STAR, 8857 Santa Monica Bivd. New
owners have completed three delightful rooms
for dining: The Patio Room, The Old English
Room and finally the Fountain Room. For the
money, the best food in town but menu rather
limited. Service excellent, and it’s still one of
the most popular 6am spots the ciy has to offer
on weekends. GM, GF

1170 CLUB, 1170 N. Western Ave. One of the
newer entries in the sudden rash of leatherbar
openings with the rear entry and innocuous
front that doesn’'t even tell you that it’s there.
GM

GARDEN DISTRICT, 747 North La Cienega
Bivd. Popular bar and restaurant. Patio dining
on fashionable upper La Cienega Bivd. and an
interior unique. Hanging plants abound, flowers
are everywhere, on the table, on the walls. See
it. I1t's delightful. GM, GF

GASLIGHT, 1761 North Cahuenga Blvd. This
is THE place for the 6am crowd on weekends.
GM

GAS STATION, 6550 Santa Monica Bivd. One
of the most personable bars in town. Decor is
indescribable, and sound system can match or
beat any of the straight rock palaces of Sunset
Strip any night of the week. GM, GF
GOLIATH, 7011 Melrose Ave. is the only bar
that weathered the police and the court deci-
sions, stayed open, kept the dancers bare assed
and reeling while the films kept rolling (there
was one period where for about a week the
dancers were covered). They are now reaping
the rewards as people mob the room every
night to find their pleasure where they may.
GM

HANDLEBAR, Franklin Ave. A popular leather
bar in the Hollywood area pulls its clientele just
as much from the college campuses as from the
bike runs. GM

HUB, 7864 Santa Monica Blvd. For nine years
this veritable landmark has withstood competi-
tion right smack dab in the middle of L.A.’S
gayest area. The people are friendly, it’s always
busy, but never hectic. GM

HOLLYWOOD MUSIC CENTER, 4658 Melrose-
Ave. Offers nude dancers, art films, dancing,
coffee after-hours, and a host of surprises. It
usually books a live band for the weekend and
the people pack the oversized rooms. 1t's a na-
tural for cruising since there are all sorts of al-
coves and little stairways. GM

JAGUAR, 7511 Santa Monica Bivd. Popular
room. Very cruisy with a line that stretches
around the block every Sunday afternoon. GM
LEMON TWIST LOUNGE, 6423 Yucca. This
quiet place halted the trend that had gays de-
serting the downtowr Hollywood area for the
nicer, more sophisticated bistros of West Holly-
wood or the Valley. 1t has a pleasant decor and
personable staff. It's neither an entertainment
center nor a sardine can, but a cozy, intimate
place to socialize without all the gimmickery
that seems so fashionable these days. GM, GF
LITTLE CAVE, 3111 Sunset Blvd. features
dancing, and one of the city’s strangest decors:
it is a reproduction of an actual cave, complete
with drawings, stalactites and all. GM, GF
LITTLE CLUB, 1725 W. Florence. It’s not so
Jittle! Their show regularly packs a real wallop
even though it only occurs on weekends. GM,
GF

OFFICE, 1640 North Vine Street. Located just
half a block from the famed Hollywood and
Vine intersection. Has a marvelously corrupt at-
mosphere that the tourists eat up. This is perpe-
trated by a large number of transvestites,
straights wandering in, kids from the suburbs in
Hollywood for a “wild weekend,”” and every
other type imaginable. Int.

OLIVER, 365 N. La Cienega Blvd. Delightful
room serving cocktails and dinner from 4pm to
2am seven days a week. Menu is extensive and
prices are stunningly below any other restau-
rant of its calibre in town. Atmosphere is that
of quiet elegance. GM, GF

SEVENTH KEG, 7713 Beverly Bivd. Neighbor-
hood tavern located opposite CBS Studios.
Pul® most of trade from the kids in the neigh-
borhood. Extremely friendly crowd and atmos-

phere. A stranger can’t help but feel comforta-
ble and at home. GM

SEWERS OF PARIS, 1608 No. Cosmo Ave.
You walk up an outside flight of stairs, through
a door, across a landing, then down a stairway
to one of the most unique rooms in town. The
wall to wall, ceiling to floor, murals were all
done by John Klamik of BUCKSHOT fame.
Whether you go for the excellent luncheon or
dinner or the unbelievably loud live band that
plays after-hours for dancing, you can be as-
sured of a unique experience. Int.

SPOTLITE ROOM, 1601 N. Cahuenga Bivd.
What can you say about a tradition? In this
one’s case, it certainly is NOT dull! Don’t be
deceived by its initial impression that it’s strict-
ly a rough type bar! There is absolutely no tell-
ing who you're liable to run into there. It is
unique in Los Angeles. Int.

STAMPEDE, 7832 Santa Monica Bivd. As the
ads say, ““The Stampede is back!” and in truly
grand style. This illustrious venture cost its
colorful owner $150,000. At one time the bar
was the most popular in southern California,
but dwindled due to poor management and
police harassment. Recently opened completely
refurbished with liquor under the name Wagon
Wheel, and just last week reassumed the name
Stampede. 1t’s something to see! GM.
TRADESMAN, 7505 Melrose Ave. Hollywood’s
most popular after-hours spot. Giart black light
murals give first impression that it’s a head bar,
but it pulls crowds of all ages from all walks of
life. Serves beer before 2am. GM

VAGABOND, 315 E. Florence, Inglewood.
Voted Most Outstanding Bar this year at
MAGGIE AWARDS. Intimate cocktail lounge
featuring dancing on a spacious floor, and
tables tucked neatly away for the romantic.
Busy seven nights a week after 10pm.

WAGON, 7832 Santa Monica Bivd. The most
authentic Western bar in existence to serve
cocktails with a rumored expenditure of almost
$100,000. The place will undoubtedly see the
hoards that once packed the oid STAMPEDE
again as the crowd there grows every night. GM
WESTSIDE, 6112 Venice Blvd. It is one of the
few bars in L.A. that offer the combination of
dining, dancing and cocktails. On weekends, the
liquor cabinets are locked up at 2am and the
place fills up even more for their swinging cof-
fee pours. The cuisine is excellent and well in
line pricewise with other restaurants in the city.
Located across from Black Pipe. GM

WISHIRE CLUB, 674 So. Vermont. Beer bar
frequented by neighborhood gays. Quite com-
fortable with a friendly group.

ZACHARY, 5414 Melrose Ave. A relauvely
new cocktail lounge dinnerhouse featuring
juncheons Monday thru Friday and supper 7
days weekly. A little too far east for the chic La
Cienega mob but building a fine reputation for
its consistently good feod. GM, GF

HE BEACH

FRIENDSHIP CAFE AND LIQUOR SALON,
112 West Channel Road, Santa Monica Canyon.
Directly across the street from State Beach
(roughly 75% gay), one must cross Pacific Coast
Highway through a tunnel that spills out direct-
ly in front of this fun spot. After a long day in
the sun, the bikini clad bronzed bodies pack the
dance floor well into the morning hours. During
the winter when the “tourists leave,” the locals
still make it one of the funnest places arouna.
Famed clinical psychologist Peggy Sue Gomez
reigns supreme during the colder months as
“Empress of Crazy Canyon” as she sings,
dances and wears pretty hats. GM, GF

HOLD, 147 West Channel Road. Friendly
beach bar across street from SS Friendship and
Golden Bull. Follows the same trends from
summer to winter as does Friendship. Features
dancing. Very busy during summer on weekend
afternoons. GM,. GF

LA CARAVELLE, 54 Channel Road, Santa
Monica Canyon. Pseudo-elegant cocktail lounge
and restaurant. Prices are a little too high, but
the food is generally above average. Their ser-
vice has been known to send customers storm-
ing from the dining room. Just watch which
waiter you get! The bar area is very gay and a
party atmosphere prevails. Appeals to the older
Malibu residents. Int.

MATCHBOX, 824 Ocean Front Walk, Venice.
Popular little beer bar that packs them in off
Venice Beach (almost as gay as State). Any bar
in Venice is heavily populated with the female
of the species since the younger gay male ele-
ment in the area is too busy sitting home puff-
ing on weed to get out to bars. Int.

PIER X1l NORTH, 2722 Main St., Santa Moni-
ca. Large beer bar that features a rather well-
produced female impersonation show on week-
ends and dancing during the week. For the

price you can’t beat their Sunday afternoon
puffet. Int.

SAN FERNANDO
VALEY

ACROPOLIS, 6230 N. Sepuiveda Van Nuys
‘Bivd., SFV. A jumpy spot in the West Valiey.
Open only a few months, the tavern attracts a
younger crowd with their very current jukebox
and spacious dance floor. Beer onty. GM, GF
ATTIC, 11717% Victory Bivd. N.H. Campy
with a fun crowd that can keep a newcomer
glued to a barstool for hours! Whether you
walk in at 2pm or 2am you can be assured of a
lot of laughs. Probably the San Fernando Val-
ley’s most popular beer bar. GM, GF

BLA BLA CAFE, 11059 Ventura Bivd., SFV. A
rélative newcomer to town, it quickly became
well known and patronized for a number of
reasons. It's not uncommon to see big names
from stage and screen getting up to *“do their
thing.” The food is excellent and quite moder-
ate in price. Regular entertainers there are live
and generally far above the fare offered by
most gay clubs. Int.

BLUE ANGEL WEST, 12179% Ventura Bivd.
Popular dance/cocktail club. Frequently fea-
tures live entertainment. GM, GF

C’EST LA VIE, 11920 Ventura Bivd. Like a
number of other entertainment bars on Ventura
Bivd., this relative newcomer makes a strond
pitch for the tourist trade. Usually three shows
a night with dancing between shows. Cast
changes regularly so what it lacks in coordina-
tion it makes up for with variety. Home of Jack
deVine, voted Personality of the Year at 1971
MAGGIE AWARDS. GM, GF

FRENCH BULL, 5661 Sepuiveda Bivd. Charm-
ing beer and wine restaurant offering some of
the best food in the West Valley.

GALLERY INN, 11938 Ventura Bivd. Consis-
tently full of attractive people and the food

'mn‘tbebeatenforthewice.aostssomeof

the best looking waiters in the city! GM, GF
GLASS ONION, 19723 Ventura Bivd. it’s a
long drive from the main action areas of Holly-
wood and the rest of the Valley, but worth it.
Gays pack this popular spot every night. Gener-
ally a young crowd in there for the dancing and
companionship. Beer only.
HANGED MAN, 10522 Burbank Bivd. Popular
neighborhood beer bar just a few blocks from
TONY’S. Boasts a friendly crowd, and some
conversation.
HAYLOFT, 11818 Ventura Bivd. Nestled in
the midst of drag bars, elegant cocktail lounges,
fine restaurants, and dance bars, this strange
tavern utilizes its high ceilings to duplicate the
appearance of a real hayloft. It has a funky
Western jukebox, and is generally packed with
numbers in Levis and T-shirts. Very cordial
crowd if you leave the black patent heels at
home. Manager’s name is Ralph Rotten—he
lives up to his name. GM
JOANI PRESENTS, 6413 Lani -rshim Bivd.
N.H. Comfortable dance bar tha! attracts both
girls and boys. Features dancing :nd entertain-
ment. Highlight of the eveninc s invariably
when Joani herself lets loose on the drums.
She’s something not to be missed. GM, GF
KEITH’S, 11801 Ventura Bivd., SFV. Valley
landmark for years. Owners of Four Star ac-
quired some time ago and utilized campy West-
ern decor to establish one of the most popular
restaurant/cocktail lounges in the Valiey. Serves
champagne brunch every Sunday for $1.35.
GM, GF
QUEEN MARY, 12449 Ventura Bivd. Dates
back to when full drag on siage was illegal in
California. Ah, the good oid davs, with Sahdji
sacheting down the runway with chiffon flying
and wig coiffed to perfection. uUnaerneath the
gowns, the artists were required to wear slacks,
shirt and tie. It got rather comical in the very
dramatic numbers when they would wear those
sultry off-the-shoulder gowns only to expose a
white shirt and black tie. Today, however, in
more permissive times, Sahdii and crew are
knocking both straighis and gavs cold with
their elaborate shows. Undoubtediy the most
professional in L.A. GM, GF
STUD, 3913 W. Olive, Burbank Jnique as a
leather bar since, instead of featuring the regu-
lar fare of leather bars like bike chrisienings and
open meetings, they get their crowd with mov-

ies and one-night appearances oy hypnotists
and such. GM

TONY’S, 10618 Burbank Biv /. Having
dumped the show CHANGES 1! osught peo-
ple from all over town to thi ous room,
TONY'S is going through soi inges! Fire
dancer Fel Andrews is now po there to a
hearty ‘crowd and that’s really 7o nly attrac-

tion that a club needs. GM, GF
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4 FLOORS TO SERVE YOU

Y STUDENT
RATE

Everything at the CLUB is bigger and better, from the spacious
’cedar sauna and refreshing spring water plunge to New York's
largest double steam room and only carousel shower.

pIyHIES IBATELS

The prices at the CLUB BATHS are tné
best in town for the quality
accommodations you receive, Private rouoms
are $8; walk-in lockers, $6; and gym lockers,
$4. Time limit is 15 hours with $1 charge
per hour for overtime. Student rates are also
available.

THE CLUB BATHS is extremely cruisy
with a wide range of ages, sizes, shapes, and
colors to choose from.

THE CLUB BATHS is, indeed, an
experience you'll never forget. MICHAEL'S
THING is proud to recommend THE CLUB
BATHS.

The fun area is the basement. Thew=
famous circular shower head which is
designed after the ones at DAVE'S in San
Francisco is a fun way to shower and cruise.
The shower is at the entrance of the
excellent steam heat rooms—two sections
with the inner room the hottest
(steam-wise). In the basement is also the
‘mini-pool, Sauna room, and work-out room
with exercise equipment.

The sanitary conditions at THE CLUB
BATHS are exceptionally good. One reason
is that two full-time porters clean up around
the clock. Also, the staff makes the
atmosphere seem warm and congenial.

ENTIRELY CARPETED Open 24 Hours

GO DOWN- IT'SWORTH THE TRIP. ;

!

CLUB BATERS

24 First Avenue Between 1st & 2nd Sts.  Tel. 212-673-3283 “VISIT ALL 14 Fabulous Club Baths throughout the USA-

CITY..."




