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BY ERIK LARSSON

Minneapolis, Minn.—The seating of China
in the United Nations has lost the gay
‘| movement one of its potentially most val-
uable enemies, for the time being at least.

The Rev. Joseph B. Head of Minneapo-
lis, national chaplain general of the Sons
of the American Revolution, was on the
verge of launching a national crusade
against gay liberation when the expulsion
of Chiang Kai-shek’s Formosa govern-
ment from the UN diverted his attention.

Few issues strike so close to the heart
of a dedicated right-winger and draw so
much wrath so promptly—not even creep-
ing moral degeneracy among American
youth.

The new enemies of Mr. Head, 71, a
retired Baptist minister, are not Franklin
Kameny, Jack Baker and the Rev. Troy
Perry, but Henry Kissinger, the China ad-
visor to President Nixon.

After all, Mr. Head observed, Kissinger
got his appointment upon the recommen-
dation of no less than Nelson Rockefeller,
and we all know who #e is.

“Kissinger is not for the United
States,” Mr. Head said emphatically at a
press conference in Minneapolis Novem-
ber 19, adding that ‘“confidential
sources” have identified Kissinger as “a
security risk.”

The Rev. Joseph B. Head

Gays Miss Blows From
Reverend Head

We all know, Mr. Head said at a patri-
otic rally November 21, that the UN has
plans ready for a world-wide income tax
which the United States will be forced to
start collecting almost any day now, “un-
less we fight with all-out strength to avoid
T

As for Kissinger, “he now has 110 as-
sistants helping him plan and carry out
the overthrow of our nation,” he said,
and one of them—Richard Symser—‘re-
cently gave a ‘trouserless party’ in Wash-
ington, attended by a large number of
Kissinger’s staff, White House staffers and
other government employees.”

“Some revealed their underwear made
out of an American Flag,” Mr. Head said
disgustedly. Women in the audience hung
their heads in shock, while the men nod-
ded knowingly.

Mr. Head was at the UN the day the
China vote took place, and has already
conferred in Washington with leaders of
national veterans organizations and the
Sons of the American Revolution to
launch his new campaign:

They will gird up to fight to get the
UN flag taken down permanently from
every public building where it now flies,
including the Minnesota Capitol in St.

(continued on page' 6)

Jim Kepner, GCA V.P., with bullhorn

BY DONALD WARMAN

Los Angeles, Calif.—Often lethargic gays
staged a vehement zap on downtown po-
lice headquarters here after having been
labelled criminals in a letter authorized
by Neanderthal police czar Ed Davis.

The rare show of militancy amounted
to a propaganda victory of sorts. The 75
chanting marchers in front of Parker Cen-
ter on the chilly afternoon of November
21 drew support from passers-by, most of
them motorists tooting the rapid eighth
notes which have come to mean ‘“right
on!”

The din outside the “Glass House,” as
Davis’ almost solidly windowed HQ is de-
risively known, finally brought from its
innards a police sargeant.

The approach of Sgt. Thomas Brad-
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Los Angeles Police Chief
Draws Community Anger

ford, watch patrol commander at that
hour, led to a surprising—maybe unique—
discussion of mutual problems involving
igays and police authority in central Los
Angeles. ,

Leaders of the Gay Community Alli-
ance and H.E.L.P. Inc., the demonstra-
fion sponsors, briefly explained why they
had come into the very jaws of the lion at
last.

On October 22, following nights of
harassment, beatings and arrests of gays
in Hollywood area bar raids, GCA Pres-
ident Dave Glascock wrote Davis. His rea-
soned, unemotional request was that
Davis name a liason officer between the
department and the homosexual com-
munity. The goal of such an arrangement
would be to assure an end to vice squad
entrapment and frequent brutality in re-
turn for the gays’ assurances that they are
lawful, civilized, honest-to-Christ humans.

Davis’ reply, at long last, was dated
November 16. It was signed by R.E. Mur-
dock, deputy chief and chief of staff. It
Wwas very much to the point.

“It is the policy of the Chief of Police
not to conduct liason with any group
which deliberately engages in criminal ac-
tions. In that the laws of the State of
California proscribe the kind of activity

which would characterize a person as a-

homosexual, your type of organization

(continued on page 8)
»

Assembly Candidate-

Allatorre-Los

Richard Alatorre

Los Angeles, Calif.—Richard Alatorre, a
California Assembly candidate backed by
gay activists in the Hollywood area, suf-
fered an upset defeat November 16.

A liberal Democrat and a Chicano in
an overwhelmingly Democrat-Chicano
district, Alatorre had been regarded as a
sure winner in an election campaign char-
acterized by racist appeals, anonymous
vituperation and an apparent attempt on
his Republican opponent’s life.

Bill Brophy, the GOP underdog, gave
police and newsmen a vivid account of
being shot at eight times from outside his

€S

Highland Park home 24 hours before the
polls opened. No suspect has been found.
Meanwhile, a pseudonymous letter on
the stationery of a fictitious Democratic
voters’ group was distributed throughout
the 48th Assembly District. It accused
Alatorre—among other things—of having
represented himself as an Italian-Ameri-
can in an effort to win favor among that
locally insignificant minority group.

Brophy polled 48% of the vote, Ala-
torre 42%, the rest being split among
spinoff groups of what might otherwise
have been Democratic voters.

In a wry gesture of thanks to his mili-
tant homosexual backers, Alatorre do-
nated leftover beer from his “victory”
wake to gays who would supervise a ho-
mosexual rights demonstration a few days
later.

It was the handsome, 28-year-old Ala-
torre’s first try for public office. He indi-
cated later that it probably would not be
his last.
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WHERE WIL YOU GO TONIGHI?

A DIRECTORY FOR DISCRWINNING DISPOSITIONS

MNNHNAN

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-
fent 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. 46th 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
surroundings—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). The front is a gay saloon, full of
those campy, raunchy denizens of 42nd St. In
back, a cabaret with delightful live shows. Most-
Iy GM, some GF

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 li-
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
petween 4:30 and 11 pm and on Sunday after-
noons. Few facilities. GM only.

Tamburlaine, 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 St. bet. 1st & 2nd
Aves. An outta-sight juice bar with dancing.
One of the few after-hours places left. 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

New Jimmy’s, 1676 3rd Ave. bet. 88th & 89th
Sts. (860-4509). Excellent gay restaurant/bar
with pleasant atmosphere, great food and
charming clientele. Recommended: Sunday
Brunch (1-5 p.m.) $2.50, including drink. Most-
ly 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 Candielight Lounge, 309 Amsterdam Ave.

Los Angeles Bar Listing on page 23

UPPER WEST SIDE

bet. 74th & 75th Sts. (874-9607). A landmark
par-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- |

house, ‘““Connie’” is a total gay environment,
complete with weekend cabaret. Expensive, but
worth it. Open 24 hours. Students half-price
with student 1.D. card. GM only.

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

The Westsider, 2160 Broadway at 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 beér 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 (874-9833). A crowded, very friendly
dance bar where Blacks, Latins and Whites min-
gle under the approving gaze of West Side liber-
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, mostly.

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

Pauline’s Interlude, 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.

CHELSEA

The Cell Block, West Street and 11th 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 allowed 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). Old, 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.

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 11th Ave., at 20th St. Gem-
al Sid Wander (“The Hardware King') hosts
this new leather and western spot. No admit-
tance without appropriate attire. GM

VILLAGE

Bon Soir, 40 W. 8th St. bet. 6th Ave. & Mc

Dougal (473-9859). Headquarters for dance-

crazy young Latins. Almost as much fun as a

trip to San Juan—and a lot cheaper! GM

Bonnie & Clyde’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

is to Villagers what the corner pub is to Lon-
doners. Don't miss it. GM

Danny’s, 139 Christopher St. (929-9321). A

Village landmark with one of the busiest pool

_tables in town. Very cruisy. GM

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

fnendly restaurant with excefient food at rea-
sonable prices. Fedora has a large, devoted fol-
lowing so make reservations. Mostly 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
royalty. Mixed, mostly GM

Gay Dogs, 180 Christopher St. A 24-hour gay

hot dog stand and snackery.

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

Keller's, 384 West St. near Christopher (CH

3-1907). The mother and father of New York’s
leather bars. The Landmarks Commission ought
to put a plaque on the front of it. Still popular.
GM

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

Julius, 159 W. 10th St. at Waverly Place
(929-9672). Internationally 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 11, 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. Qpens at

noon for day drinkers. GM

One Potato, 518 Hudson 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 all 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 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
“¥he 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 S
The (International) Stud, Greenwich & Perry
Si 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-
dergoing remodelling. Cruising goes on during
_ renovations. GM
The Wine Cellar, 531 Hudson (242-6769). An
inexpensive, and very popular, dining place
with excellent food. Int.
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 =

GRAMMERCY PARK

Beau Geste, 239 Third Ave., at 20th St.
(475-9724). A split-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 Branding Iron, 165 Avenue “‘A," bet. 10th
& 11th Sts. (228-9984). A new leather/western
bar, the first to venture out of the *“leather
ghetto’” of the extreme West Village and Chel-

. sea. GM
The Club 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

The Shaft, 181 2nd Ave. bet. 11th & 12th Sts.
The old Planetarium, redone and seeking a new
image and new clientele. Mostly GM
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 Bivd. at 69th St.
(429-9593). Dancing to live rock music, free
movies on Tuesdays, champagne buffets Sun-
day nights.

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

60-05 Club, on corner of Metropolitan and
Eliot Avenues, Ridgewood (365-5351). Popular
neighborhood dance bar with a free Sunday
buffet.

Three Jolly Pigeons, 37-21 Greenpoint Ave.
near 38th St., Sunnyside (937-0189). The new-
est in the growing list of Queens spots—and the
first to serve the Astoria section.

Trysting Place, 120-31 83rd Rd., off Lefferts
Bivd., Kew Gardens (846-8922). Very popular
bar with a restaurant on a balcony overiooking
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.

SJAIEN ISIAND

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

(447-9771).

George
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The Editors Speak

BAR RAIDS

As GAY goes to press we’ve received news reminding us once
again that we're not safe. Police, strutting about in gay bars,
are reasserting their threatened masculinity in two different
East Coast cities. Arrests, beatings and gestapo tactics have
characterized their behavior, and, it seems, IT'S TIME FOR
AN ANGRY REVIVAL OF THE SPIRIT OF THE STONE-
WALL RIOT.

SUFFOLK COUNTY, L.I.
The scene of the first raid was 7he Corral bar in Suffolk
County, Long Island. On a Thursday evening, two plain-
clothesmen entered The Corral and drank. Friday they re-

turned. The bar’s management discovered later that they were

from another precinct, not the 3rd where The Corral is lo-
cated. They proceeded to drink (according to management,
quite heavily)—and repaired to the back of the bar where they
groped and annoyed patrons who reported them to the bar’s
management. At that moment two uniformed officers from
the 3rd precinct entered the bar and the plainclothesmen,
stumbling about drunkenly, pointed accusingly to two young
men who, they said, were guilty of “lewd public acts.” One
young man was accused of jumping on top of the juke box and
masturbating. Other patrons exclaimed, “That’s a lie!”” The
mother of a patron, who was present in the bar, also testified
to the fact that the police were lying. The Corral’s manager
was beaten savagely by these goons, and dragged out to a
waiting police car. The Third Precinct police retired from the
scene, however, and the plainclothesmen (who were from the
Sixth Precinct) took the manager and the two patrons to their
station house where they were booked. The arrested men said
that the plainclothesmen were so inebriated that they could
scarcely take care of the booking.

The gay community in Suffolk County is, as a result of this
ugly behavior by the “‘police,” moving quickly toward mili-
tancy. The Corral, including its owners and employees, is going

to fight back. Bravo!

This newspaper puts policemen on notice throughout New
York State that all policemen will suffer unnecessarily in the
eyes of the general community because of the acts of these
neanderthals in Suffolk County, and that it would be wise if
State authorities were to exercise discipline over Suffolk
police. If State authorities fail to take matters sensibly into
their hands, GAY and other publications with which its editors
are associated, will embark on exposes of police behavior
reaching a minimum of 300,000 readers in the New York area.
We will also launch a nationwide campaign utilizing all friendly
media open to us (including TV stations, national magazines,
etc.) to underscore that those responsible for such raids are
not only the plainclothesmen, but their superiors, and the su-
periors of their superiors. We will print their names, and ask
why, when crime is rampant, members of the police force are
frolicking in gay bars.

MIAMI, FLORIDA

We've always regarded Florida as ““the Homosexual’s Missis-
sippi,” a state where police, more savage than in any other
locale, have always felt free to run ruthlessly over the rights of
gay citizens.

Now word comes to us from this “vacationland’’ that four
bartenders have been arrested for serving liquor to homosex-
uals. Well. It sorta makes you feel like an American Indian,
doesn’t it? Two more men have been arrested also—one of
them charged with ““being” a homosexual.

State Attorney Richard Gerstein, who was once one of the
homosexual’s outspoken foes, has changed character quite a
bit during the last few years. “l think there are more impor-
tant things to be concerned about,” he said, “such as keeping
people safe on the streets and in their homes.”

Would Mr. Gerstein please remind the New York State
Attorney that Suffolk County police should have more impor-
tant concerns as well?

Minnesota Warden Bans Jack Baker

Baker. (Minnesota state prisons have just
abolished all censorship of inmates’ mail.)

“The fellow says they call him sissy—
the guards, too—and won’t let him join
the inmates club he wants, because some-
times it makes visits outside Sandstone.
The social work staff is 100 per cent
against him because he won’t pretend he’s
not gay. They say he flaunts it, and fear
that if he leaves the prison, it’ll give the
place a bad name.

“They must figure nobody knows that
there are gay people in prison,” Baker said.

The inmate, who is serving a forgery
conviction in California, is described as
having a pronounced lisp and a hip-swing-
ing effeminate walk.

Jack Baker: If Mike ever goes te prison there’ll be no visiting rights.

“He told me that he showed up for
sentencing in drag—and the judge got furi-

Sandstone, Minn.—The warden at Sand-
stone Federal Prison has forbidden two
more people to make further visits to the
prison—gay activist Jack Baker and his
fellow law student Jean Heilman.

Miss Heilman took Baker, who is also
student body president at the 43,000-
student University of Minnesota in Min-
neapolis, along with her November 12 to
provide legal help for a gay prison inmate,
in the law school’s student-staffed Legal
Aid Clinic.

When he found out they had been
there, and whom they had tried to help,
Warden Loren Daggett told both of them
they could not return.

Earlier in November the warden barred
gay sympathizer Conrad Balfour, former
Minnesota commissioner of human rights,
from the prison, citing Balfour’s tongue-
in-cheek remarks about his sex life at a
gay rights rally.

The warden, who has dictatorial pow-

ers over who can visit his little empire,
said Balfour’s remarks might be a bad in-
fluence on the inmates. “We don’t let
every freak in,” he said.

Balfour said the real reasons are Dag-
gett’s fear of his influence with prisoners,
and his criticism at the rally of federal
agents’ surveillance of citizens.

Baker and Miss Heilman can’t come
back, the warden said, because the prison
didn’t get proper advance notice that
Baker was coming along.

Not so, Baker replied. “They were no-
tified four or five hours in advance, well
before we made the 90-mile trip from
Minneapolis.”

The real reason, Baker said, is that the
gay inmate has been beaten while at
Sandstone—and was hospitalized for two
weeks as a result—and wants to file suit
accusing Daggett and the guards of dis-
criminating against him because he’s gay.

“He tried to write me personally to
ask for help, but the federal warden re-
fusetz to let him send the letter,” said

ous and threw the book at him, gave him
the maximum sentence,”’ Baker said.

“He said he can put up with most of
the crap they throw at him, but he wants
our help so it’ll be better for other gay
people who come after him,” Baker said.

Miss Heilman recruited Baker after her
first interview with the inmate and was
described as “very simpatico and willing
to learn” about the gay scene.

Asked if Baker’s being gay had
anything to do with the prison ban, War-
den Daggett said it’s “beside the point,
but it doesn’t help matters any.”

The school Legal Aid Clinic considers
his latest order a violation of lawyer-
client relationships, and will challenge it
in court if need be—if Miss Heilman con-
tinues to be denied access to her inmate-
client.

Baker will enroll in the proper course
next term and will also seek admission as
a student lawyer. If denied it, the Legal
Aid Clinie will sue the warden on his be-
half, too.
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BY MARCO VASSI

leven o’clock on a Friday
night in early October on
Greenwich Avenue. The
warehouse district. The
street is seemingly desert-
ed, the air is close, polluted. Nearby, the
Hudson River flows in turgid currents,
sweeping its daily quotient of garbage and
industrial waste into the once beautiful
New York Bay. I walk along quickly, my

eyes darting ahead, ready to leap into the

street ‘at the first hint of attack and run
for my life. Survival in the city parallels
survival in the jungle: the existence of
natural enemies is real. The chance that
someone wanting my money or my life
lurks in one of the hallways is not so low
that I can afford to be careless. I am
angry that I can’t take a peaceful stroll at
night without having my lungs filled with
poison and my vibrations challenged by
the threat of violence. I spit on the civili-
zation which bore me; two thousand
years of greed, bigotry, ugliness, aliena-
tion from the ground-of-being, and we
have ended by fouling our own nest, by
turning the verdant earth into a ghastly
horror house.

Up ahead I see a group of five men
lounging against a car. My heart begins to
beat and the reflexive adrenalin rushes
start. It is amazing that I have become so
conditioned to violence that it is the first
thing I expect in such circumstances. I
realize that any overt attack would be
welcome after the daily round of deadly
hostility which living in poverty and over-
crowding engenders, the state of all but a
very few in this “empire city.” Realistic-
ally, I calculate that little more than a
barrage of hard glances will be hurled at
me as I pass. More psychic damage. But as
I approach and they look at me, one of
them smiles. I hesitate, slow down, and
look into his eyes. His gaze is soft, invit-
ing. There isn’t murder in his heart, there

An Evening at

is an invitation to tenderness.

At once I realize the truth. They are
homosexuals. I am safe!

At that moment of insight, the radical
aspect of the gay lifestyle came crashing
home. For all the damage they share with
the rest of society, manifesting as various
forms of fear, confusion and over-reac-
tion, I had never recalled an instance of
physical aggression on the part of any
homosexual I have ever known, seen, or
observed in my entire life. That was an
extraordinary notion, and I wasn’t sure
whether it was the result of the selectivity
of my vision, or whether it bore weight as
an actual phenomenon. Of course, I had
never met one of the homosexuals who
wants to serve in the Army and presum-
ably be sent to Vietnam to Kkill, but I
knew there were such people. Yet that
seemed a relatively small group of per-
verts and cast little reflection on the gay
community at large.

I moved into the circle of men the way
a dog might, tentatively approaching,
ready to sniff or snarl, touching noses,
proceeding to genitals and assholes. If
there is a community, dogs romp togeth-
er, or fuck, or simply spend time in the
same space. If there isn’t, they part with-
out a backward glance. As monkeys, we
are not far removed from such a straight-
forward biological program, except that
our civilization has robbed us of the
chance to perceive one another in such
direct ways. Here, it was different. One of
the men asked me for the time. I asked
for a cigarette. A few pleasantries were
exchanged. We all looked quite openly at
one another’s bodies. And suddenly I was
absorbed. With hardly a word exchanged,
with no rationalizations, I simply became
part of the circle, and then there were six
men standing idly on the sidewalk.

Although I didn’t articulate it as such
at the time, the group was an energy cen-
ter. The men were doing nothing but
being there, and in a period of time, their

vibrations blended and formed a lazy vor-
tex into which anyone passing by might
easily be pulled, to add his own energy to
the scene. We were doing nothing other
than enjoying the fact of our existence
and giving one another the recognition of
presence. It was as though I had suddenly
become the member of a pack of hunting
animals who were lolling at their leisure.
There was no need to exchange names,
personal histories, opinions. The gestalt
found its own pulse, and that was the
only pertinent reality. For there was
nowhere to go, nothing to do, and we
didn’t have to have a reason for living. We
were alive on the earth, digging the mun-
dane quality of the unimaginable, sharing
intimations of eternity.

I looked to a large space ten yards
from where we stood. Four trucks were
parked in a huge empty lot, surrounded
on two sides by high brick walls and on
the third by ribbed metal doors which,
during the day, opened into a storehouse.
It was very dark. Every once in a while a
man would emerge from behind the
trucks and walk off, or someone would
come strolling down the street and drift
in, almost as though to fill the slot just
left empty. " Obviously, something was
happening and I disengaged from the
circle, as easily as I had entered it, and
went to see.

There were some fifty men in the con-
crete corral, an area some forty by fifteen
feet. The scene resembled nothing so
much as a small herd of steer breathing in
place. There was no sense of movement;
everyone was just standing. The nucleus
was in one corner and most of the men
formed several loose concentric circles
around some activity which I couldn’t
see. Inside the clump of bodies there was
some little stirring; men drifted out to-
ward the periphery and back in toward
the center in random patterns. Four or
five men were at the opposite end of the
lot, waiting for something to develop in

the Trucks
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their vicinity.

I worked my way through the wall of
bodies until I came to the focus of all the
energy. A short thin wiry man of about
twenty-five, with curly black hair and
bushy sideburns, was kneeling in front of
a blond giant with a body like an Olym-
pic swimmer and a face like a Hitler
youth. The young god looked unblinking-
ly into the distance, his face a mask of
stern composure, as the man before him
worked feverishly sucking his erect cock
in and out of his mouth.

Sex itself is not sexy. Once one is actu-
ally into the contact of skin and skin,
once that secret pact of silent penetration
has taken place, and two human beings
are totally engaged in the powerful sim-
plicity of the act, then all thoughts of sex
disappear before the reality of the doing
of it. That is the state of sex, and it is an
intensely private place, even when it
appears in public. I wondered at the spec-
tacle. Could it be explained in terms of
exhibitionism and voyeurism, or would
that be to oversimplify to the point of
draining the act of all its vivid meaning to
the participants? To say to an exhibition-
ist, “You’re an exhibitionist,” has no
value in the face of his enjoyment of the
activity. The ambience among the circle
of men was such that I had difficulty in
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breathing. Something stronger than cock-
sucking was going on there. Important
and entrenched taboos were being vio-
lated. Laws were being broken. The thing
that society most stridently abhors was
being perpetrated, and the ensuing vibra-
tion was volatile.

There was no jostling, no anxiety. The
men stood quite calmly. Yet each was
cunningly focused on the kbalance of the
mood. They were watching the cock-
sucker, but there was no real prurient
interest. Rather, the sense was that of a
kind of liberation, a throwing off of
shackles. The fact that this was going on
in the street overwhelmed any other con-
siderations. I have long been of the opin-
ion that if we ever lived in true sexual
freedom, sex would take place every-
where and at all times. After all, we have
all known those moments when we are
with someone and sharing a vibration of
love and we want to move into each
other’s arms on the spot and kiss and
touch and interpenetrate. And what pre-
vents us are three related factors: our
own conditioned inhibitions, social
censure and police intervention.

In this light, what was happening be-
hind the trucks was nothing more than a
neat bit of leaderless behavioral engineer-
ing. Anyone with any sexual sophistica-
tion understands that the crucial aspects
of sex, as in tripping, are set and setting.
If one puts oneself in a situation in which
sex can flourish into overt intercourse
given the proper vibration between the
parties involved, then if one is blessed by
a sexual stirring and finds it reciprocated
in someone else reasonably attractive, it is
possible to get right into it. In this case,
some fifty men gathered together for no
other reason than to see whether any or
all of them would, in one way or another,
share a moment of sexual surrender. And
they were braving the three demons of
control by being open enough to suck a
cock in public if that’s what one felt like
doing. The mood of that meeting was as
exalted as any I have ever been to. Al-
though I was probably the only one there
interested in the politics of the thing.

I repeat, there was as much real revolu-
tion taking place in that open crypt as in
any other activity going on anywhere
among the forces for life on this earth.
What happened there transcended the
notion of homosexuality. The fact that
there were no cunts present throws the
problem of sexual schism in its most bru-
tal and revealing light. I received no vibra-
tion from anyone there that women
weren’t wanted; any woman entering that
scene, however, would have to go in with
as much sensitivity to the many levels of
reality as those men. And should she feel
an authentic urge to couple, she would
not have to even talk to the man who
hoists the throbbing penis between her
thighs. Are there any women capable of
that? To the degree that there aren’t,
cocksuckers will still think of themselves
as homosexuals, when the point is to suck

a cock and walk away without any labels
at all.

The man next to me was six feet tall,
black, round and horny. It was easy and
excruciatingly difficult to do what I
wanted to do just then. For all my meta-
physical meandering, the idea of -sinking
to my knees and acknowledging my de-
sire so openly made me hesitate. I tested
my responses, and concluded that if I
were alone with the man, I would not
hesitate to suck the cock which was al-
ready bulging the outline of his jeans. I
felt the familiar pressure in my chest, the
slight tug at the corners of my mouth. I
had blown many men, in beds, in hall-
ways, in the baths. There is nothing more
I need know about the act itself. It is
nothing more than a taste I now possess,
as I do for hot buttered croissants at
Sutters. It is probable that I have known
all the variations in the accoutrements to
the act. Then why there? Why then?

I think as much to prove the point to
myself as it was for any purpose of sen-
sual gratification. *Actually, if I never
sucked another cock, I wouldn’t miss it. I
no longer have the compulsion to per-
form, and can only be roused by excep-
tional circumstances, which include the
right people in the right mood. I would
not have been at peace with myself had I
not done the thing which was right for
me to do. And as a hundred eyes
watched, I began the timeless ritual of
falling slowly and consciously to my
knees, letting my jaw drop open, letting
my lips be full and my tongue be easy,
and awaiting the pleasure of the man who
stood over me.

As 1 entered the dance whose details
have been known and described countless
times by gay writers through the centu-
ries, I entered a space of revery. The
cocksucking was not relegated to the
mechanical, but to the periphery. After
all, I had a relatively large and utterly at-
tentive audience; I had no worry that I
would not be appreciated. It was clear
that at that moment I was the focus of
energy, and I didn’t need to strain. I had
a lot of help. As to the man attached to
the cock I had in my mouth, he was pre-
sumed to be in command of his own deci-
sions. I didn’t have to do anything special
and if what I did do ceased to interest
him, he could pull out without any bad
feeling on anyone’s part. The most amaz-
ing revelation during that time was my
realization that passion is generally an af-
fectation. It is the product of the sexual
energy crashing against more or less artis-
tic, but always negative, internal and ex-
ternal resistances. The ideal sexual act has
no friction, therefore no heat. It is the
form taken by pure vibrant energy within
and between the bodies. It was with per-
fect sang froid that I charted the route of
his orgasm through the tactile faculties of
my lips, tongue, and mouth. When he

came, I was simply delighted, a feeling all
the more precious for its relative rarity.

My only complete homosexual experi-
ence as a teenager was with Butch. We
had gone to Randall’s Island to play
“chance apiece,” a game in which each of
us got to dry-hump the other for sixty
seconds. Butch had caught my eye during
a circle-jerk among the younger boys that
he oversaw; we were thirteen and he was
sixteen and presided over our antics with
feigned boredom, pretending to attend
merely out of anthropological necessity.
But when he asked me to bicycle to the
island with him, I knew he had chosen me
as ‘“his” and was blushingly flattered. Of
course, the code of the neighborhood in-
sisted that I maintain a pose of gruffness,
or else be thought “queer.” Odd that the
honest enjoyment of a perfectly beautiful
interchange between men should be
branded as sinful by society at large and a
model of hypocrisy planted in its place.
Yet such is the culture that we live in. Of
all of us, only Joey was brave, and when
his mother was at her job working, he
would invite the gang to stand around the
bed and masturbate over him as he fin-
gered himself and brought himself to a
kind of ecstatic excitement with broom-
sticks and pop bottles. I often wonder
what became of him (I certainly wouldn’t
recognize him now if I saw him), and pay
him belated homage for a courage to
admit what I was not able at the time to
admit, that I truly understand the joyful
release to be found in such seemingly
grotesque behavior.

We pretended to wrestle until it be-
came quite obvious that both of us were
interested in his fucking me, and were
ready to cast off the formalities of the
neighborhood code which required equal
time from both partners in both direc-
tions. He lay on his back and I squatted
over him, wondering whether anyone was
watching and could see that we were not
really wrestling, until he pushed me off
him, pulled his cock out, and spilled the
semen on the grass. Then—and this pic-
ture is indelibly inscribed upon my mem-
ory—he wiped the tip of his cock against
a tree, an action I found, and still find,
absolutely startling.

We did not speak or exchange glances
and rode with muted excitement back to
the neighborhood and went down to the
cellar where we had our clubhouse. The
vibrations were thick between us. Up to
that moment, even our indiscretions were
within ethical bounds, but what was
being suggested by our mood took us into
very dangerous territory. For a trembling
teenager born and raised in an Italian feu-
dal section, the ramifications of my desire
were immense. What we were about to do
was worse than sin, it was disgusting. And

yet, to the thin troubled teenager that I
was, I could find no reason in my body or
heart or mind to deny what so strongly
called to me. This was the problem of
sexual freedom in its sharpest outline.
Both of us were too unlearned to even
know the word homosexual. Our know-
ledge of sex was rudimentary, and in a
sense, quite healthy. Pole went into hole,
that was all we knew, and now, after two
decades of sexual libertinism, I find that
after all there is no more to it than that.
Except for the fancy flourishes (which
grow fewer and fewer as one proceeds to
the heart of the matter of what goes on
between two people fucking).

No one else was in the cellar. My
breathing became shallow. What we want-
ed was incapable of justification by any
of the understandings which had been
passed on by our priests, parents, and
teachers. If we did it, it would have to be
a totally secret act, for punishment would
be equally heavy if we were caught. It
would be, not because we wanted it so
but because it was so given to us, an act
of defiance, a blow for freedom of ex-
pression.

We mumbled a few words. I don’t even
remember what was said, and found our
way unthinkingly to a dark corner at the
very rear of the cellar, where the coal was
stored. I could feel the power of my de-
sire, and the shame which encased it. I
pulled my pants down and bent over, put-
ting my palms against the wall. I can to
this day remember the texture of the
moist crumbling plaster. I closed my eyes
and did not know what was going to hap-
pen, how it would feel. My knees grew
weak with anticipation.

And then the pressure between my
buttocks. A sliding, a sense of burgeoning
warmth, fullness. Something clicked in
my mind, and I felt pain. Had either of us
been more sophisticated or relaxed, we
would have waited a moment until I
stretched to accomodate him, and then
gone on. But I tensed and panicked, and
pulled away. Neither of us moved. I could
feel his lust laced with embarrassment. A
moment passed.

“I want to fuck you again,” he whis-
pered.

My stomach dropped. Often, in reliv-
ing the memory, I had pictured myself
whirling about and murmuring “Yes” as
my arms curled about his neck and I
pressed myself against him. But I was far
from any ability to act so spontaneously.
His cock went into me again, and almost
before I could adjust to his presence, he
came, and pulled out at once.

(continued on page 16)
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Equal Rights Hearings Continue
“I Should Have Worn My Maidenform Bra!”

BY LEO SKIR

Sunday night (November 14) I was up
all night, fearful, insomniac. The next
morning I might be called on to testify on
discrimination against gays at the City
Council hearings on Bill 475. I had typed
out what I wanted to say. I re-typed it. I
had xerox’d the testimony of 3 gay guys
who’d experienced discrimination at the

President Robert Abrams coming out
strongly for 475 as a “classic expansion
of the frontier of civil rights and civil
liberties.”

Sanity—but not what people wanted
that day. In front was former Yippie Jim
Fouratt who has trouble letting a minute
pass without yelling “Pig!” ‘“Racist!”’ or
“Sexist!” And around the hall a goodly
number of such-like children looking like
they were waiting to lead the revolution
on the Battleship Potemkin.

They were awaiting “provocation”
which now came. A Staten Island nurse
holding a New Tes!ament in her hand
urged the councilmen to read Chapter 19
of Genesis on Sodom and Gommorah.
She was told by Councilman Burden that
Genesis was in the Old, not the New Test-
ament. He asked her how she related to
the parable of the Woman Taken in Adul-
tery. Was she without sin, to cast the first

fenses now open to gays were used at
great cost (the case noted had financial
backing from the New York Civil Liber-
ties Union), and suggests legislation was
needed.

Cheers.

Barbara Glickman, chairman of the
foreign language department in a private
school, said she was a lesbian and would
no longer tolerate hiding behind a mask.
She described her satisfying life with her
lover and a child by a previous marriage,
insisted that she and other gay members
of the faculty worked well, were not
“sick,” did not seduce children. She de-
manded acceptance.

Cheers.

Alma Routsong of Daughters of Bilitis
testified of police harassment for “selling
beer without a license.”

Cheers.

Morty Manford of Gay People at Col-
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YMCA—this to be given to the council.

No use. I was fearful.

No cause, it turned out. I WAS called.
I DID give my testimony, but I was one
of 25 people and my testimony was most
pallid, tame, unnoticed. I had dressed up
real straight—in a suit—bought for me by
my father for a family funeral with hopes
that someday I would put it on and get a
real job. If he only knew I was using it to
make an appearance as Public Homosex-
ual.

I should have worn a dress. I had even
thought of it since the last hearing. Coun-
cilman De Marco, one of the 15 council
members of the Committee on General
Welfare which was hearing our testimony,
had visions of hoards of transvestites dur-
ing the last hearing on the 18th of October.

Now when I came to the City Hall
hearing chamber on November 15th, 10
a.m., I saw his dreams fulfilled. There was
Sylvia and two sisters in full drag.

I was sorry we hadn’t faced the issue
head-on, earlier. I thought of the reaction
of a king in a Scandinavian country (I
think it was Denmark, in World War II)
who, when all Jews were ordered to wear
yellow stars, had them placed on his
clothing and those of his family. We gays
should all have worn dresses.

The session opened with Ethan Getto
reading a statement of Bronx Borough

stone? She explained she was without sin
since Jesus had taken her sins on him. She
also referred to St. Paul’s condemnation
of homosexuality (but did not mention
St. Paul’s condemnation of marriage or
his desire to keep women silent in public).

Another True Believer, a George Cana-
ris, sole member of the Young Voters
League of the Bronx, spoke. Mr. Canaris
was young in heart rather than body. He
spoke with the advice of his “religious
leader,” one Charlie Shaefer. His friends
had told him to ‘give them hell,”
(“‘them” being the members of the coun-
cil) for encouraging homosexuality. He
explained to the members that the only
reason homosexuals would enter the
school system was to solicit children.

The man was thanked politely by the
council and hissed impolitely by the
audience.

Mr. Sharison, who was heading the
hearings, told the assembled gays that he
would adjourn the hearings if the demon-
strations continued. The demonstrations
continued and he did not adjourn. When-
ever someone said something the gay au-
dience liked, they clapped and stomped
their feet. Whenever someone said some-
thing they didn’t like, they would yell
New York City, notes that the homosex-
ual ““discretion” is eventually forced to be
perjury, cites cases where the legal de-

umbia spoke about being denied a lounge
for gays at Columbia University.

Cheers.

Mrs. Helen Peason of Staten Island ex-
plained that the bill was a disservice to
“discreet” homosexuals who did not
pride themselves on a I‘fe which was
against God and Nature (Staten Island
and the Bronx seem to have a lot of God
and Nature).

Wild hisses and boos.

Richard Amato presenting himself as
connected with the Democrats of Queens
gave evidence of discrimination collected
as head of Gay Activist Alliance’s Fair
Employment Committee. A councilman
remarked that he was avoiding the central
problem: “What if we employ a Mr.
Shultz on Monday and Tuesday we get a
Miss Shultz. That’s the problem. I just
saw two people in dresses trying to get
into the men’s room—"

The two people in dresses—no three—
in the balcony—Sylvia & Co.—called out
and began to come down. The guards ran
to stop them. A councilman said, “Let
them come down.”

Sylvia explained that they wouldn’t let
her in the ladies’ room and she used the
men’s.

De Marco to Richard Amato: “May-
be the bill doesn’t go far enough for you.
Shouldn’t it include transvestites?”

Richard Amato to De Marco: “Don’t

divert the issue.”
But he’s wrong. It is the issue. It
doesn’t matter that many transvestites

out and stomp their feet.

SO:

Mrs. Charlotte Durham, employment
agency counselor, had seen qualifica gays
as being fully qualified. She testified to a
case of anti-gay discrimination she had
witnessed. Applause.

Mrs. Margaret Skelar of 664 College
Avenue, S.I. (two children, 6 grandchild-
ren) spoke against having gays in the
school system. “I am in the majority in
disliking things contrary to God,” she said.

Boo! Hissss! Boooooo! Hisssss!

Councilman De Marco: “There seem
to be a lot of radiators here.”

A question from the council: What in-
jury could the homosexual do in teaching
the young?

Mrs. Skelar answers in quiet surprise:
They could teach them ‘how-to-be-a-
homo.”

WHAM! Yells! Screams! Jim Four:tt
and Co. yelling and screaming.

It is explained to Mrs. Skelar that
“homo” is a bad word like ‘“nigger.”” Sh2
apologizes. Says she never uses ‘‘nigger”
(good girl!), but apologizs are not ac-
cepted by the Young Revolutionaries.

A Mr. Brauninger-Judson, another
Bible-man, explains that homosexuality is
latent in all of us, that the young, so re-
bellious, must be led, instructed, and that
whatever superior intellect ‘“‘sexual devi-
ates” possess, they lack moral character.
Asked if they would not suffer by being
denied jobs in education, he replied that
it was suffering they brought on them-
selves through choice. He was the hus-
band of the religious nurse who had testi-
fied previously. They had adoptel five
children. Perhaps they had takzn t) heart
St. Paul’s dictum, “It is good for a man
not to touch :he body of a weman.”

At any rate, he was hissed at and
boo’d at.

Harry Weitzer of the Religious Society
of Friends testified against the religous in-
junctions based on the story of Sodom.
He said the inhabitants of Sodom had
been punished for violation of hospital-
ity, not sodomy. He also spoke against
the appeal to “nature.” He cited the re-
ports of homosexuality throughout the
mammal kingdom from Wainwright
Churchill’s Homosexual Behavior Among
Males. (So if the other mammals do it, do
you have to?)

Cheers! Whistles! Foot stomping.

Alan Ross testified he could lose his
child-welfare worker job if his homosex-
uality was part of the record. His supervi-
sor knows, also knows he is an excellent
worker. He gives the report to the council.

I feel very out of this cheering and

" hissing, as I did even in high school with

our-team/your-team.

Arthur Bell (our team!) speaks, says at
once that he has no intention of giving
testimony after these Bible-toting sob-sis-
ters (he has been sitting next to Jim Four-
att who is Mao-toting, angry-brother. Mao
is Good. Bible is Bad. Cheer Mao. Hiss
Bible. Our team. Your team. Bow-Wow!).
“I am a homosexual and I am a human
being. I don’t have to listen to this shit.”

He is talking as a Village Voice report-
er. Carter Burden on the council is Village
Voice publisher. Bell tells De Marco he—
Arthur Bell—put De Marco down in his
report in the Village Voice.

“Good,” says De Marco, ‘“The Voice

being against me in my district stands in
my favor.” (continued on page 10)
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I‘'sWhat's U
That Coun

BY THANE HAMPTEN
" ullshit! Most uncut cocks

stink and you know it!
Anyway, if you’re so hot
for ’em,” why did you
marry me? I’'m circum-
cised and damn glad of it!”

" Astonished by such an outburst, I
came back to the den from the kitchen
(where I had been requisitioning more
than my rightful share of gin, which is my
wont at parties). Danny was standing,
shaking a finger at his Andy. Andy com-
plained that it was silly to become so
heated up over a little thing like that. It
was just a passing remark.

I asked what in blazes was going on.
And I was told that J.B. had been waxing
lyrical over the large and ‘‘deliciously
shrouded” member he had put under ex-
tensive scrutiny the evening before. J.B.
was therefore accused of being a “‘skin
queen,” of loving objects and not per-
sons. And his honesty had simply been
considered vulgarity. (I would accuse him
only of poetic excesses.)

Andy came to J.B.’s rescue. There was
no real difference between types of
cocks, and Danny had been impossibly
rude toward any guests who were not cir-
cumcised. (Danny excused himself by
saying that “uncut gays are cleaner be-
cause they’re more conscious of their
bodies.”) Jim admitted he had always
found circumcised cocks to be ugly and
incomplete. Ralph shrugged. “After all,
beauty is in the eye of the beholder.”

And the wrangling match continued.
Both sides defended their positions with
vituperous vehemence. In the end, no one
had defected to the enemy camp. I
thought with some amusement that this,
as with politics and religion, was one sub-
ject in which no one ever expressed an
opinion of neutrality. You were either
desperately for or against.

I had never made a specific point of

asking any of my cohorts how they felt

about it. I knew my own feelings—that I
have always had more of a fancy for the
natural, uncircumcised penis. This prefer-
ence is based partially on a personal con-
cept of aesthetics; a love of Greco-Roman
art, and Renaissance nudes (post-Verroc-
chio). But I was also aware that it was
just as much a case of that old Attraction
to Opposites. Having parted company
with my foreskin at a very tender age
(and without my consent, if memory
serves), I confess to having always had a
degree of warm interest in that particular
dollop of flesh. But I had never gone to
extremes in seeking it out. It was just an
added bonus.

I also knew that in my many years of
happy absorption and exploration of
males, I had only come across one person
who was—I say with some delicacy—a
shade offensive to the nostrils. He was
young, and of a social background that is
known to be calculatingly apathetic to-
ward most forms of physical hygiene. I
sent him home with a gentle lecture and a
promise that we would attempt the union
at a more auspicious time. (I once had a
friend who was exclusively a devotee of
chickenish rough trade. He reportedly
cruised the ghettos with a bottle of rub-
bing alcohol, a fistful of cotton swabs,
and a song in his heart.)

My friends had definite opinions, al-
though it was a subject that rarely came
up even in the most revealing bull ses-

Colt Studio
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sions. Those who would freely admit a
fondness for rimming were loath to dis-
cuss the type of dong they preferred. This
made that party melee of even greater in-
terest and I decided to take the bull by
the horns (or the prick by the prepuce, if
you wish) and not only make as accurate
a poll as possible of my friends’ feelings
on the matter, but do a bit of research as
well. I soon found that there was not
much research to be done. There was
more time spent filling forms, tickling
musty catalogs, and trying to wrest mate-
rial away from library personnel than in
reading and taking notes.

Most information, certainly as far as
periodicals are concerned, dates only
from the previous six years or so—or basi-
cally from the time many taboos were

being lifted. (There was even a discussion
of circumcision in the September 1968
Good Housekeeping. That must mean
something. Who gets the Seal of Approv-
al? Those with or without the operation?)

But those magazines (including Com-
mentary, Scientific American and Time)
told precious little. And theological stud-
ies concerned themselves exclusively with
Biblical interpretation, while medical
texts described method and technique.
My own little medical dictionary simply
states: ““...an ancient surgical proce-
dure; it is performed as a ritual among
Jews, Mohammedans, and some other
people. It has hygienic values, preventing
the accumulation of smegma.” That’s it.

In various ancient times, a rather crude
circumcision was done to mark the sub-
jugation of war captives. It was not un-
known in Egypt. Certain aboriginal tribes
even today perform circumcision rites to
mark puberty, to ward off various evils,
as sacrifices to fertility gods anc¢ god-
desses, and to attract the opposite sex. In
Greco-Roman times, it was simply looked
upon with disdain—as a mutilation.

I don’t know enough about Judaism t.
discuss circumcision in connection with it
here. Nor is that my purpose. I will only
say that historically, the first Biblical
mention is in the Book of Genesis and it
was a covenant rite between God and
Abraham. Such Old Testament passages
are constantly being reinterpreted. I will
also say that I have heard some Orthodox
Jews have always resented gentiles being
circumcised. And there have been anti-
Semitic cultures who would have pre-
ferred death to circumcision.

_ Aside from the religious philosophy,
what are the medical reasons advanced in
favor of it? Beside preventing any un-
wanted secretions, it also retards other
conditions such as phimosis, in which the
foreskin is too tight to be retracted, and
balanitis, an inflammation of the head.
The theory has also been advanced that
uncircumcised males may be more vulner-
able to penile cancer, and responsible for
cervical cancer in women. (This, as with
so many theories of the origin of specific
malignancies, has yet to be really proven.)

The critics of circumcision argue that
it is simply not universally necessary. In
America, it is done in a mindlessly rou-
tine manner with little regard for cosmet-
ic considerations. (More on that, later.) In
Canada and England, the practice has
been dying out. One of the strongest crit-
ics, a Dr. Foley, writing in the July, 1966
issue of FACT, makes the following radi-
cal observation: “American mothers agree
to circumcision due to hostility to their
sons. It is one way an intensely matriar-
chal society can permanently influence the

physical characteristics of its males,” Q)

Well, perhaps Dr. Foley comes on a bit
strong. But a colleague, Dr. E. Noel Pres-
ton, in an article in The Journal of the
American Medical Association, states flat-
ly that ... there are only questionable
benefits from circumecision. They are not
outweighed by the small but definite in-
cidence of complications and hazards
such as hemorrhage, infection and surgi-
cal accidents.” He feels that educating
people regarding personal hygiene is the
answer to the problem.

Well, yes. Of course. But, in all fair-
ness, is Dr. Preston taking into considera-
tion that in a sexually repressive society
(a term which still fits America like a
snug contraceptive) very few parents are
going to suffer the extreme mortification
of instructing their kids to care for
those . .. shameful parts. In Italy, as in
other European countries, Papa doesn’t
hesitate to show little Mario how to skin
back the pecker so it doesn’t bind.
(Mamas are also known to practice a gen-
tle form of pseudo-masturbation on the
bambino as a means of lulling him to
sleep. It would only occur to Americans
that this act was perverted.)

Leaving medical considerations for a
moment, how do gays feel about the mat-
ter? And why? (I am speaking of and for
Americans. In the many countries where
circumcision is rare, there is no point to
debate. We take what is available.) There
is little public record of the attitude of

well-known personalities. Gore Vidal’s in-
famous Myra makes several comments
that certainly lead one to believe Vidal or
Myra (or both) prefer the unaltered mem-
ber. Richard Amory lavishes enough de-
tailed and loving description upon it. And
others at least have no objection to the
uncut variety. D’Arcangelo seems to en-
joy sharing such phrases as in describing
Giarni’s “lushly curtained prick.” And
John rrancis Hunter makes clear his ex-
citemem of the black Cameron’s “thick,
vein-cahled, uncircumcised complex of
flesh and follicle and fluid and fun.”

Among modern artists, I know of only
two nudes, by Pavel Tschelitschew. Both
sport natural endowments; however, this
may well have been the usual tribute to
traditional classic style rather than indi-
vidual preference.

In taking my own petit poll, I found
an amazing spectrum of pros and cons.
No two people gave me even remotely the
same answer. Take Johnny, one of my
closest friends, for example. He is abso-
lutely repelled by the thought of an un-
circumcised penis. He will not, under any
circumstance, consummate the sexual act
with anyone who is not snipped. Cruising
is fraught with dangers for him. He hates
searching the streets as it can involve a
great waste of time. If, after going to the
trouble of tracking down his prey, he
finds the person is hooded, there’s two
hours shot to hell. Plus embarrassment.
Europe is a supreme frustration for him.
Water, water, all around—and not a drop
that he is willing to drink. He is only in
his element at the baths where nothing is
hidden from view.

At the other end is J.B., who I have
often thought would surely prefer a one-
inch cock attached to twelve inches of
noodle. Another friend candidly states
that he likes them because he enjoys the
smell. (“I grew up in a Polish neighbor-
hood and all my first and most memora-

(continued on page 16)
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Gays Miss Blows From Reverend Head

continued from page 1)

Paul. They will also seek to pull the
United States out of the UN, but they’ve
been working on that for years already.

[t’s not that Mr. Head doesn’t hate ho-
mosexuals with genuine, dedicated pas-
sion, it’s just that the UN is a hotter issue
just now.

Why, only last year Mr. Head and nine
other patriots tried to sue the University
of Minnesota to force it to expel FREE,
the campus gay liberation chapter.

FREE advocates sodomy and other il-
legal sex acts, they said, and uses the cam-
pus as a base “for immoral activity and
subversion. They fan out into the high
schools advocating their philosophy of
life, which is destructive to the youth of
our schools.”

Mr. Head said FREE ““teaches the boys
and girls that there are alternatives to
men-and-women relationships—shameful,
and an unhealthy situation for the Ameri-
can family.”

A judge threw his lawsuit out of court.

Mr. Head, who lisps when he gets ex-
cited—which is often—is a former princi-
pal and athletic coach who has served
American Baptist convention parishes in
his native Kentucky, Oklahoma, Illinois
and ‘Minnesota. There are rumors that he
left several parishes after young women
complained of his advances, but all of the
rumors are unverified.

In Minneapolis he has appeared in sev-

The Reverend Head

eral public debates with Jack Baker,
former FREE president who is now stu-
dent body president at the university.
After one such clash, Baker waggishly
asked Mr. Head if he would perform a
wedding ceremony to unite him and his
lover, J. Michael McConnell.

“I emphatically refused,” Mr. Head
said later. “I told him the Bible says to go
forth and replenish the earth. You can’t
do that with two men.

“Unless the people of Minnesota want
to return to the days of Sodom and

Gomorrah, we had better get rid of these
men and join in a crusade to curb the em-
phasis being put on homosexuality.”

Although he received an award from
the Freedoms Foundation, Valley Forge,
Pa., last year for a patriotic poem he
wrote, not all of Mr. Head’s efforts have
been met with success.

In 1966 he told Minneapolis aldermen
that the civil rights movement was Com-
munist inspired, but failed to dissuade
them from adopting a stiff city ordinance
covering jobs, housing and public places.

In 1968 he was genuinely puzzled why
the city’s park board named a park after
Martin Luther King, after his effort to
show them how notorious a Communist
agent Dr. King was.

In 1970 Mr. Head and the Minnesota
Sons of the American Revolution gave an
award to 12-year-old Susan Klingenberg
of St. Paul for her courage in being the
only pupil in her class to insist, during a
classroom discussion, that she’d rather die
than turn Commie, even at the point of a
gun. But other children failed to follow
her example.

Last February Mr. Head threw a big
rally for Father Morton Hill, S.J., a pro-
fessional anti-pornography crusader, but
the collection at the rally brought in only
enough to cover expenses. “There’s noth-
ing left for Father Hill,” Mr. Head sadly
told the crowd.

The rally was part of his campaign to
keep the road-show production of Hair
from playing at the St. Paul Auditorium.
Hair has a scene, he said, in which the
American Flag is desecrated “in an abom-
inable sex act.”

Mr. Head vowed publicly to leap up on
stage and protect the Flag if that scene
were attempted in St. Paul—and reporters
carefully watched him to see if he would.
He didn’t, partly because the show has no
such scene.

Even worse, the publicity they
spawned made Hair the biggest box office
success the auditorium has ever pre-
sented, selling out every seat to every per-
formance.

Some of the tickets were sold to Mr.
Head and other patriots who ‘“moni-
tored” every performance without excep-
tion, shaking their heads and tsk-tsking
regularly at the awful spectacle.

That setback came hard on the heels
of Mr. Head’s long and diligent efforts for
two minor right-wing candidates for Con-
gress and governor. Both were defeated
by huge margins.

With a track record like that, Mr. Head
is considered a priceless enemy for almost
any cause to gain. ‘“People figure that if
he’s against it, there must be excellent ar-
guments for it, no matter what it is,”” one
Twin Cities observer said.

“I sure wish he’d forget China and
start hating queers again. We need him.”

Los Angeles Police Chief Draws Community Anger

Los Angeles’ gay leaders rally at the Federal Building, a block from Police Headquarters.

(continued from page 1)
‘the GCA) falls into the category wherein
we do not conduct liason activities.

“Any specific complaints that you, or
any other members of your organization,
bring to the attention of the Department
will be properly investigated.”

The rebuff was doubly outrageous to.
homosexuals, whose specific complaints
in the past have resulted in no discernible
change in systemically repressive anti-gay
policies of the omnipresent “flying goon
squad.” That semi-secret force of vice
plainclothesmen is empowered to act in
any police division of the city without
explaining why it struck when it did.

The “‘goon squad” raids of October re-
sulted in some 50 arrests and beatings in a
dozen gay bars ranging from the most
openly faggoty to the most scrupulously
closety.

Bradford, a soft-spoken middle-aged
man, read Davis’ reply and scanned an at-
tached page of restated demands on Davis
which the GCA had hastily compiled.

Then he took the handful of gay lead-
ers around him by surprise with an appar-
ently spontaneous reaction:

“I don’t work in vice any more. All I
can tell you is how I conducted myself on
that job. But I would be naive if I said
every officer necessarily handled the
work the way I did.”

Bradford indicated that no complaints
had ever been filed against him from any
side.

Then he asked for additional copies of
the Murdock letter and the GCA state-
ment of grievances and demands. He po-
litely reminded the gays that their dem-
onstration would not be hindered if nor-
mal sidewalk and street traffic were not
disrupted.

The sergeant added:

“Be in touch with me. If there is any-
thing I can do to help you, I will. I'll pass
your material up to the people who
should study it.”

Bradford affirmed the gays’ statement
that a police-homosexual liason officer
has been acting effectively in San Francis-
co for years, and he agreed that it

Kinsovnae

sounded like a reasonable idea to try here.

He seemed ready to continue the
friendly give-and-take with the demon-
strators when the chat was brought to a
halt by a large man in civilian clothes who
emerged from the HQ, grasped Bradford
by the shoulder and gestured him back
inside.

At the moment the gathering was dis-
persing, a TV crew arrived to film the
swiftly reassembled demonstrators and to
interview their leaders.

True, the crew was from Channel 11,
non-affiliated and hardly one of the
giants in the southern California viewing
area. But to the now jubilant gays, it was
a suitable climax to a week of break-
throughs.

—Radio KABC, a two-way talk and
news station which is a giant in its field,
devoted an unheard-of 24 successive
hours to discussions pro and con gay mili-
tancy and demands for recognition of ho-
mosexuality as a lawful, morally valid life
style. .'

The marathon began and ended with a
station editorial deploring failure in the

-

State Legislature in October of the Brown
sex law reform bill which would have
wiped the toughest of the anti-gay laws
off the books.

The editorial urged supporters of the
Brown legislation to regroup for a major
assault on the Legislature in its 1972 ses-
sion.

—The liberal, youth-oriented Califor-
nia Democratic Council, meeting in con-
vention here, pushed through an equal-
rights plank in which the word “homo-
sexual,” early stricken, was reinstated.
The statement passed without opposition
in a bundle of liberal proposals which the
CDC intends to bring before the Demo-
cratic Party’s platform committee at next
year’s national convention.

Reinstatement of the controversial
word, and the word “gay” (“To me it

means happy,” said a woman delegate)
came after Los Angeles gay journalist and
activist Jim Kepner stormed from the
meeting with the warning:

“You damned well better put the

‘word ‘homosexual’ back in or you’ll lose

a lot of votes in this state.”

oto by Chris’ Studio
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BY DICK LEITSCH

t takes all kinds of people

to make up the gay world.

Most of us tend to forget

that as our friends tend to

be people rather like our-
selves. The movement people, for example,
tend to socialize with other movement
people and forget that activists are tied
with child molesters as the smallest mi-
nority group in the gay world.

Drag queens naturally feel more sim-
patico with other cross-dressers than with
macho-ridden middle-class types who
shudder at the thought of drag. Bob and
I, an old “married” couple, feel closest to
Nancy and Cynthia, Jack and Lige, Reg-
nier and Bob, and other gay couples we
know. Leather likes leather, and bar goers
want friends who will go to the bars with
them.

I’'m working evenings at Studio 72, the
West Side’s friendly gay bookshop, and
this, my first real job in ten years, has
served to remind me just how mixed a
bag we gay people are. My customers tell
me their problems, dish their friends, and
ask me to suggest books and magazines to
suit their fantasies.

Sorel David thinks I’m anti-lesbian (a
nasty thing to say about a man who
thinks Gertrude Stein is god), but my les-
bian customers seem to like me. I’'m only
sorry we don’t stock more girly books for
them (yes, Sorel, lesbians buy tit maga-
zines), or a larger selection of dildos (yes,
Sorel, the girls buy those too—and one
butch shoplifted an eighteen-incher from
us).

I’ve learned not to giggle when a man
in a jacket covered with peace symbols

asks for photos of otherwise naked men

in combat helmets or military gear. I was
blase when the customer asked if we had
any nude photos of male amputees—I
even found a magazine with a guy missing
a thumb, but that wasn’t satisfactory.

Gay bookshops and porn centers deal
in fantasy, and it is the job of a good
clerk to maintain a mental card file so he
can put his hands on just the right fodder
for the fantasies of a particular customer.
My subject headings include leather, drag,
father-son incest, brother love, boarding
schools, tattooed trade, size queeens’ de-
lights, underhung models, rubber gear,
Spanish models (very popular with Ne-
groes), Negro models (very popular with
blonds), chicken, hard-hats, heavy mod-
els, etceteRA, etceteRA, etceteRA, as
Yul Brynner used to say.

Our currently best selling magazine is
called Hard? and the one-word question
gets a one-word answer: “Yes.” Naked
superstars Jim Cassidy and Dakota prove
that pectoral muscles are not the only
ones body-builders get hard. The majority
of our customers cream their jeans over
those steel-muscled men, but others sim-

ply ¢ 1 an eyebrow and say, “They look

like they need bras. Don’t you have any
books with slimmer, but better-hung,
guys?” To paraphrass Rae Bourbon,
“One man’s meat is another man’s tooth-
pick.”

Billy Kamp manages Studio 72 and is
the shop’s secret weapon. He tries to
stock something for everyone, unlike the
other gay-operated gay bookshops where
the management tries to impose its taste
on the customers. Thus, Oscar Wilde
Memorial doesn’t carry the Guild Guide
because Craig doesn’t approve of it. The
Studio on Christopher Street carries no
drag literature because someone down
there doesn’t care for drag.

Drag is chic this year. The Cockettes
are here, doing a cheap imitation of Jakie
Curtis’ Vain Victory, itself (like all re-
cent Theatre of the Ridiculous) a cheap
copy of the truly fantastic “Gorilla
Queen.” Arthur Blake is not a drag
queen, but he is a female impersonator
and his show at the Loading Zone (see
Aaron Bates’ column) is the best show in
New York this season. The LaFleur Sis-
ters, “Lily Tomlin,” Dorian (not the fa-
bled Dorian, the most beautiful female
impersonator of all time, but a panto-
mimist), and others are entertaining in
the bars.

Leo’s Lion, the Roundtable, the Gold-
bug, and most of the other bars gave Hal-
loween drag parties. Tommy Dee, of the
Westsider, gave such a grand party, with
free food and liquor all night, that he
nearly went bankrupt. Even GAA, the
headquarters of what head drag queen
Lee Brewster calls “straight faggots” wel-
comed drag queens on “Bitches’ Christ-
mas.”

To digress again (I’'m getting as bad as
Gregory), did you ever notice that the
cops, even in peak times of police repres-
sion, leave us alone on Halloween? Per-
haps the collective unconscious of the hu-
man race reminds them that we were the
shamins and witch doctors in primitive
times, the wizards, magicians and sorcer-
ers of the Middle Ages, and many of us
are the preachers, priests and rabbis of
today. One doesn’t mess with the Mysti-

Confessions
of an Erotic
Bookstore Salesman

cal Ones at Halloween, when the spirits
walk and the powers of the unknown are
strongest.

Drag queens have super-magic in the
eyes of the less sophisticated. I know a
Mafia cat who orders rub-outs without
blinking an eye, but when confronted
with an irate drag queen, he blanches,
trembles, and makes the horned sign to
ward off the evil eye.

The sexually insecure—gay and straight
—hate drag queens because they don’t
play the “proper” roles and thus threaten
the uptight, underhung, sissified men, and
the women confused about their sexual
identities. These people will wax wroth at
the drop of a sequin.

On the other hand, drag queens are
more comprehensible to many straight
people than “straight faggots™ are. Just as
straight society accepts lesbianism (“Poor
dears, they just couldn’t capture a
man!”’), so can hets understand a man be-
ing a sissy and playing the female role.
What confuses them is two masculine-
looking men (“Either of them could have
gotten a woman so easily! What a
waste!””) making it together.

Secure straights and gays love a drag
show. One need only go to Finnochio’s or
to Brooklyn’s Town and Country when
the Jewel Box is there, to discover how
much straights adore drag. It is fun to see
a seemingly stunning “woman” turn on
all the straight men in the audience, then
open the bodice or pull off the wig and
reveal “herself” to be a man. People love
illusion—that’s what the theatre is all
about.

Because drag queens—on or off stage—
are obvious, because they upset insecure
people, and because so many Americans
are sexually insecure, drag queens and ef-
feminate homosexuals are the most ma-
ligned of the sexual minorities. They are
the front lines, the first to be arrested,
fired from their jobs and put down, when
the war between the gay world and the
puritans breaks out.

No wonder they got angry first and
started the Stonewall rioting, that brazen,
outrageous, street fighting that panicked

the closet queens. I was there and I saw
the leather numbers running the other
way and the nice “straight faggots” who
paraded last Christopher Street Libera-
tion Day clucking disapprovingly and pre-
tending to be straight tourists from Keo-
kuk.

GAA and GLF grew out of the street
actions of those drag queens and sissies.
GLF is seemingly defunct now, but GAA
has become super-straight. At the City
Council hearings on Intro 475, a bill
which would outlaw employment, hous-
ing and other discrimination because of
sexual orientation, the GAA spokesman
brazenly sold out the drags. Two council-
men were uptight about boys in dresses.
Richard Amato of GAA, coolly, I am
told, said the bill pertained only to homo-
sexuals. Transvestites (and drag queens,
whom Amato defined out of the gay
community) can, in effect, get their own
laws passed.

It would seem to me that ‘“sexual
orientation” would mean a hell of a lot
more than just “homosexual.” I would in-
terpret that phrase to include prostitutes
(male and female), sado-masochists, child-
molesters, necrophiles, end even (go ahead,
Richard, shudder) drag queens. If every-
one is not protected under “sexual orien-
tation” then the bill isn’t even offering
protection to homosexuals; it protects
only one segment of the gay community,
Lee’s “straight faggots.” Ironically, it is
they, the ones who conform, the nice,
middle-class, “decent” homosexuals, who
need protection least.

I’m against the bill anyway. I don’t be-
lieve you can legislate prejudice out of
existence any more than our ancestors
could legislate “sin” into oblivion. The
sodomy laws never stopped anybody
from screwing or sucking, and human
rights laws won’t stop anybody from dis-
criminating. But if there must be some
grandly moralistic legislation, for justice
sake, let it protect those who most need
protection.

On the masthead of Lee Brewster’s
fine magazine Drag appears Martin Nei-
moller’s “Declaration of Guilt”: “In Ger-
many, the Nazis first came for the Com-
munists and I didn’t speak up because I
was not a Communist. Then they came
for the Jews, and I did not speak up be-
cause I was not a Jew. Then they came
for the Trade Unionists and I didn’t speak
up because I was not a Trade Unionist.
Then they came for the Catholics and I
was a Protestant so I didn’t speak up.
Then they came for ME . .. by that time
there was no one to speak up for anyone.”

I wonder if Lee prints that warning for
the edification of his few straight readers,
or if it is meant as a reminder to the
“straight faggots™ that drags and sissies
may be the front lines, but the rest of us
are just behind them. When they go,
we’re next, so we have a vested interest in
their welfare.
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Equal Rights Hearings

(continued from rage 6

Gloria Stemem ot Nuiional Women’s
Caucus: “Women have a great stake in the
humunist =evolution.”

Joun Valenti. Public School teacher,
grades 1 and 3. says she has no objection
to gay teachers.

Cheers.

Dr. Fritz Fluckinger notes that the ho-
mosexuals form 3 to 4 million, a large
group which needs minority protection.
He gives examples of previous cases of
discrimination in civil service including
aren’t gay or that most gays aren’t trans-
vestites. That’s where the line has been
drawn (as it might with Jews, saying the
orthodox with long beards are the “ob-
jectionable” ones. At that point Jews
don’t say the Smith Brothers aren’t Jew-
ish and that most Jews aren’t orthodox-
with-beards. Jews say let-them-in! WITH-
their-beards!).

About this time I spoke, just reading
from my paper. Cheers.

Dr. George Weinberg both read his
statement and spoke, He summed up the

Dutch

Group
25 Years Old

BY KO STERKEN
C.0.C. GENERAL SECRETARY

Amsterdam, Netherlands— The Dutch So-
ciety of Homosexuals, COC, has been in
existence for twenty-five years this month.

After strong opposition initially by the
authorities and certain groups in the pop-
ulation, COC is now generally accepted
and valued as a social organization.

COC will not celebrate, however. The
fact that it is still necessary to have an
organization which strives for the accep-
tance of a social minority and for the in-
tegration of deviating patterns of beha-
vior and relationship is not in the least a
cause for celebration, its officers believe.

At 2 p.m. on Monday the 22nd of No-
vember a press conference was held at the
Central Bureau, Frederiksplein 14 in Am-
sterdam with the theme: “Why the COC
is still so very necessary, even after twen-
ty-five years.” On this occasion the COC
Action and Workprogramme for 1972
will be presented.

On Saturday the 27th of November
the traditional national congress was held
at the theatre “De Brakke Grond,” Nes
53-55, in Amsterdam. Several guests (rep-
resenting the government and social and
political organizations) addressed the
meeting. In the evening a cabaret program
was presented in the King’s Hall of Artis
Zoo in Amsterdam. The program touched
upon the possibilities and the difficulties
of various kinds of human relationships.
During the same week the Central Com-
mittee published a Manifesto entitled
We’ll Continue Our Struggle. 1t is general-
ly known that the integration of homo-
sexuals has progressed further in Holland
than in most other countries. The COC
thinks it has made a modest contribution
in bringing this about.

Fertunately, many non-homosexuals
want to participate in COC work in order
to be jointly zealous for a better climate
in society. For this reason the Central
Committee has suggested to Congress that
they change the name of the society to:
Dutch Society for the Integration of Ho-
mosexuality COC. For COC is not a
league of homosexuals any longer, but a
constructive force that critically pursues
and stimulates the development of so-
ciety as a whole.

case for gay employment enfranchise-
ment rationally and beautifully, gave his
own clinical experience of the general
ability of homosexuals to function nor-
mally and even well, logically turning on
the two chief arguments against enfran-
chisement:

1. Popular opinion. Weinberg:
“Many people have anti-Negro senti-
ments, but the law must grant and pro-
tect equal rights for blacks, not reflect a
prejudice.”

2. Influence. “If a child has five
homosexual teachers and one is effemi-
nate, why would he imitate the effemi-
nate teacher?”

Cheers.

Guy Charles spoke out for gay anger,
citing cases of discrimination amid cheers.
When Sharison asked for less heat, Guy
replied that gay patience was exhausted
with the 9-month delay before the hearing.

Cheers.

Muriel Derr, a Christian, spoke for gay
rights.

Cheers.

And then—Bebe spoke! Bebe was
wearing a more-or-less male outfit, pants
and a blouse, but her home-grown small
breasts and long fingernails gave a suffi-
ciently androgynous appe: ance to make
her a fit representativ: ior the trans-
vestites.

He spoke well, clearly, to the point,
giving his name as Anthory Scarpi. He
had gone to parochial school. De Marco
tried to maneuver him into intimating
that he blamed the school for his “condi-
tion” but Bebe hilariously tossed the
question of bad influence on the hetero-
sexual lap. “Look around you!” he told
the council, “We all went to heterosexual
teachers! And look at us!”

De Marco was very happy. Calling
Bebe ‘“‘Anthony” (no Mr. and Mrs. or
Miss), he asked him if he thought he
could serve in the police force.

Bebe said yes, he thought he might
help in such fields as female impersona-
tion.

In “Steve Adams and the Curse of the Vindictive Heart":

amela De Sio, Steve Feinstein and Loraine Aloha Estes

I felt uneasy about De Marco’s happi-
ness. I felt he thought Bebe had exjpsed
the simple unreasonableness of th: gay
demands.

But no, he simply defined the frontier.
Defined not by gays, who usually did not
wear dresses, but by straights who saw
gays as de-manned dressed men (as femi-
nists were Bloomer Girls—women in
pants).

I felt that the bill would not pass.

It was late. I had to leave. They were
thanking Anthony (Bebe!) for adding a
note of levity to the proceedings.

Yassah, boss! We sho are glad you like
dat minstral show!

Levity. Thank you for the levity.

A third hearing will be scheduled.

Levity.

Are we going up?

With all deliberate speed.

Levity.

Fairies do fly.

Higher, and hotter.

To be continued . . .

“New” Old Reliable Theatre Opens

New York, N.Y.—The New Old Reliable
Theatre Tavern is once again open for
business under the management of David
Gaard, author of the popular 1969
Off-Broadway production, And Puppy
Dog Tails, and Bill Lentsch. Performances
are given Monday, Tuesday and
Wednesday at 7:30 p.m.

A program of twelve new plays will be
presented the first season. Each play will
run four weeks. All productions will in-
clude stars, super stars, co-stars and guest
stars from the great galaxy of the lower
East Side Theatrical community.

In addition to the full length play,
each bill will include a new chapter in the
ongoing adventures of Steven Adams and

the Curse of the Vindictive Heart. Steven
Adams is a pop art cartoon serial for to-
day, filled with trials and troubles, adven-
tures and mis-adventures of Steve Adams
and his Zany Fun Filled Friends.

Appearing in Steven Adams are: Steve
Feinstein in the title role, as the trouble-
shooting, death defying super hero; David
Lucas as the turn coat C.LA. agent,
Hairy; Pamela DeSio as Baby Bitch, the
sex-driven dope-crazed sixteen-year-old
runaway from Scarsdale with an 1.Q. of
185.2; Loraine Aloha Leis as Angelique
Woo, the exofic and mysterious Mrs.
Steve Adams-to-be; Ann Barry as Myrna
McCoy, Steve’s trouble-shooting girl fri-
day; and Anna Mae Wong, Jr. as Foo Mon
Loo, the greatest War Lord of the Twen-
tieth Century.

New Bills at the Old Reliable:

OPENING NOVEMBER 29, 1971 at the
10:00 pm show will be the first offering
of the Starry Night Repertory Company,
a group of vagabond traveling actors who
will present puppets, pageants and music.
OPENING DECEMBER 6, 1971 at the
7:30 pm show will be The Day They
Gave Babies Away, a new play by David
Gaard. The Day They Gave Babies Away
is a tripping collage of the mysterious and
magic voyage of four young kids in New
York and their search of today. This will
be the first public presentation of a David
Gaard play since And Puppy Dog Tails. 1t
will be presented Monday, Tuesday and
Wednesday evenings only through the
month of December. For further informa-
tion, or reservations, call 541-7600 ox
541-8827.
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“Arthur Blake:

A Rearl in a Rotten Qyster

BY AARON BATES

here’s nothing wrong with

The Loading Zone bar that

a good blitz wouldn’t cure.

Located on the outskirts

of New York’s posh
“Hell’s Kitchen™ (at 568 Ninth Avenue to
be exact), the bar is frequented by those
dreary denizens of Times Square’s deep.
You will find hustlers well versed in walk-
ing stud-like before mirrors, tacky trans-
vestites in search of a nightly “john,”
drunken and rather witless camp queens,
slumming tourists and neighborhood bar
stool-sitters. In short, Mother would defi-
nitely not approve.

However, in recent weeks the bar has
added a shining pearl to its rotten oyster.
The pearl in question is Arthur Blake, one
of America’s best impressionists. To refer
to Mr. Blake as a “female impersonator”
would be inaccurate, since his repertoire
includes impressions of just as many men.
For every Louella Parsons, there is a Noel
Coward; for every Tallulah Bankhead, a
Jimmy Stewart; for every Gloria Swan-
son, a Charles Laughton—in short, for
every man there’s a woman.

With the exception of Monday and
Tuesday nights, Arthur Blake gives two
shows nightly at eleven p.m. and one a.m.
Word has quickly spread that the maestro
is back in town so his elegant admirers
(and some not so elegant) flock to this
piss-palace nightly to bathe in his sunlight.
~ Recently Anne Baxter and the cast of
Applause turned up at one of his perfor-
mances. Not batting an eyelash (except
when the part calls for it), Mr. Blake
greeted them with: “Welcome to my the-
atre.” The cast of Applause applauded.

Although Arthur Blake may not have
had an Anne Baxter impression to pull
from his proverbial hat, he did a great job
on Margo Channing’s originator, Bette
Davis. Not Bette Davis as Bette Davis, but
Bette Davis as Anne Boleyn on the day of
her execution. Says Arthur as Bette in her
great cigarette-puffing style, “So, Henry,
you’re going to cut off my head! Hah hah

hah. That’s just like you—saving the best
part for yourself. No, I did not sleep with
six men . . . I didn’t sleep a wink. Besides,
it was only five. The midget wasn’t up to
it.”

While many impressionists can capture
a voice. Arthur Blake can capture a face
and a hair style without the use of addi-
tional make-up or wigs. In retrospect, the
illusions he manages to create seem al-
most magical. How, one might be
tempted to ask, is it possible for a heavy set
middle-aged man to conjure up child ac-
tress Margaret O’Brien? Yet he does so
convincingly with the aid of two paper
napkins as props. Taking a lock of hair
from each side of his head, he winds the
napkin around it and presto—instant
pony tail. Fine, the illusion of a child’s
hair style is created, but what about the
face? Now, normally Arthur Blake’s face
is more reminiscent of Oscar Wilde than
Margaret O’Brien, but once those ever-
changing eyes become rounded and vacu-
ous, once his lips curl into a smug little
pout, once that shit-eating grin appears—
my God, it’s the little heartthrob of
America herself, sweetly sprouting lines
about a pushy stage mother: “My moth-
er’s a vampire. Her head should be cut off
and stuffed with garlic. How do I know?
Jane Withers told me and Jane knows.”

The female impressions continue. Sud-
denly we have Tallulah Bankhead com-
plaining that “too much motorcycle rid-
ing nude with Faye Emerson” wears her
out or we have Louella Parsons lascivious-
ly reporting that “Lana Turner told me
she divorced her last husband because he
got in... different.” Of his women,
Gloria Swanson, dolled up in leopard skin
and doing a Sunset Boulevard schtick, is
one of the best, while his Mae West is a
disappointment (the only disappoint-
ment, I might add). This should be great
news to Lynn Carter whose La West im-
pression remains a front runner.

Working backward (as I often seem to
do), Arthur Blake starts his performance
with a rendition of Yvonne de Carlo’s
song {rom Follies, “I'm Still Here,” and

he easily makes it his own. I only re-
gretted that he didn’t finish up with
Yvonne’s closing lines: “I got through all
of last year and I’m here. Lord knows, at
least I’ve been there and I'm here; I’'m
still here.” After all, the sentiment ex-
pressed can certainly apply to Mr. Blake,
although perhaps he is saving those lines
for the time (in the very near future, I
hope) when he finds a more fitting setting
for his vast talents than The Detour
Room of The Loading Zone bar. After
all, in his time Arthur Blake played some
of the best houses around. Pardon, did I
say “in his time”? Well, this is szill his
time.

Other acts in the show included anoth-
er veteran showman, Bruno Le Fantas-
tique, the only living Brazilian bombshell
whose specialty act is a half ‘n’ half num-
ber—half-man, half-woman in which he-
she proceeds to dance and make out with
himself-herself. Bruno has been doing this
for a number of years, but the effect is
still dazzling.

The fly-by-nightly La Fleur Sisters are
also listed on the program, but they seem
to have flown. It’s no great loss since in
the presence of Arthur Blake and Bruno
Le Fantastique, lip-sync-to-record queens
are a dime a dozen. They have been re-
placed by singer Gene McAnn who does a
medley of Newley-Bricusse numbers
dressed in the mime costume of Stop the
World’s “little chap.” Since Mr. McAnn’s
act consists of singing and not miming, he
would do well to drop the costume or at
least the clown make-up. It’s distracting
to an otherwise solid show-type voice.

Then there’s Jackie Adrian dressed as a
saloon girl in snot-colored green with lav-
ender sequins. In falsetto he sings I
Could Have Danced All Night” (which
luckily he didn’t do) and “San Francisco”
(luckily, there were no earthquakes). Al-
though Mr. Adrian does what he does
well, I wondered why he does it at all.

Last and least is silver lame attired
Jinx Austin who does a female strip. He
shouldn’t have bothered. At one point he
frighteningly descends into the audience

(like Lucifer being cast out of hell) and
proceeds to rub his tits into some unsus-
pecting patron’s face. On the evening that
I beheld this awesome spectacle, Jinx (liv-
ing up to his name) managed to choose
the wrong man. The wrong man hap-
pened to be a gifted female impersonator
of the old school, friend Billy Kamp, who
twisted his neck so far around to avoid
contact that I feared it would snap. Try-
ing to remain collected, Jinx shook a fin-
ger at him and returned to the stage. The,
moment was past and I wiped the sweat
from my forehead. “I’m not going to let
that fifth rate imitation of Baby Martell
shake her tits in my face,” Billy remarked
to me afterwards.
LR 2

If any of you read the uptown critics’
reviews of the TV special Dames At Sea,
you’ll know that they missed the mark
(and the point) again. First of all, they
gave Ann Miller credit for saving the

show. Now it’s true that the old broad
looks great for her age and tap dances

swell, but her acting is as consistent as
ever, that is to say, non-existent. Anne
Meara was a loud, brassy and lovable
Anne Meara, but not a Joan Blondell.
Some obviously straight klutz from the
New York Times dumped all over Ann-
Margret as Ruby and Harvey Evans as
Dick, the only two people who, in fact,
managed to capture the spirit of the origi-
nal. I was truly upset when Ann-Margret
was given the role in place of Bernadette
Peters, but I thought I’d watch the show
anyway. Now, while the director seemed
to be at fault for allowing the rest of the
cast to ham their parts to the hilt, Ann-
Margret and Harvey had the sense (and
taste) enough to give straight line readings
of the corny 30’s type dialogue. Thus,
without begging for laughs, they managed
to capture them, thus saving an otherwise
flat musical hour. The uptown critics,
who consistently manage to confuse
camp with overacting, were thoroughly
left in the dark. Pity.

At press time Arthur Blake’s engagement at The

Loading Zone has terminated. He is due to
open soon at a new locale
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A Fantastic New Iri

BY JOHN PAUL HUDSON -

NIGHTRIDE, a play in two acts by Lee W. Bar-
ton; produced by Bill Shirley; directed by Mil-
ton Lyon; with Philip Larson, Don Draper, Les-
ter Rawlins, Chandler Hill Harben and Jeremy
Stockwell; set design by Alan Kimmel; lighting
design by Ken Billington; costuming by Katrin;
stage manager, Charles Roden. At the Vandam
Theatre, 15 Vandam St., phone 243-8900.

ou who read this may have
a stunning opportunity to
demonstrate a new kind of
Gay Power. You can save
the iife, possibly, of a
work of dramatic art that should have
great meaning for you and gays across the
land who do_not have immediate access
to it. Or prolong it—forever. Word-of-
mouth will be needed in case the straight
press (as distinct from the non-gay press,
like SCREW, which is not gay but hardly
straight in the broadest sense of the word)
attempts to Kkill Nightride. 1 ‘doubt that a

sensitive critic will murder it, but perhaps

the likes of Richard Watts are still simply
not ready for homosexuals to be portrayed
first of all as people, who suffer because
of the universal inadequacies of people
and not because of the exquisite, socially
brought-on, and often imaginary short-
comings assigned to them as homosexual
people. The gay community, whatever
the uptown critics may say, should pass
the word along, now, during the tentative
opening days (big night is Wednesday, De-
cember 8).

Nightride is that long-awaited big-time
star turn for which Boys in the Band
proves to have been audience warmup—
and reveals once and for all that those
boys in their cheap, old-fashioned novelty

act have lost their lip. Playwright Lee Bar-

ton, who will go far, very far, has written
a quite timeless traditional tour de force,
crackling with contemporary tension and
throbbing with pathos for all seasons.
Traditional in form and dramatic concept
though it is, since it treats homosexuals in
a situation that could hardly have oc-
curred until very recently, that is vis-a-vis
each other, not just society, it becomes as
urgent as the demonstration at a city
councilman’s home in behalf of the fair
employment bill. As current as the ques-
tion “Will Jack and Mike ever be allowed
to make it legal?”

IF THEY HADN'T BEEN GAY ...

If the four out of the five tormented and
tormenting protagonists/antagonists (the
closest thing to a one-dimensional villain
in the piece happens to be straight, but
specifically a talentless entrepreneur of
talent, a bloodsucker, which makes vil-
lainy generic) in Nightride weren’t gay
humans, would I have been as enthralled
the two times I saw it, once in showcase
in late October, once in rehearsal just be-
fore previews began November 237 Per-
haps not, because I have been moved by
well-drawn heterosexual interrelation-
ships so often. What else? We live in a
heterosexual culture, giraffes in a world
of low-strung telephone wires, giants
made to sit in nursery chairs (giants in
our defiance of institutionalized
“porms,” if you look at us through the
eyes of a Paul Rosenfels, author of the

new Homosexuality: the Psychology of
the Creative Process). We have vicariously

suffered through Bette Davis and Anne °

Bancroft and Anne Baxter and Joan
Crawford and Ali McGraw and their op-
posite numbers, been wrung out over ma-
ternal passions, too, since The Trojan
Women, forced to empathize, like blacks,
before the Seventies black movie phe-
nomenon, with whites in a lily-white
milieu. And until Boys in the Band, where
a group of gays was caught alone with the
straights not present, tangibly, but lurk-
ing everywhere outside like Whitey or the
Man, we viewed homosexuals always on
the fringes, snarling, sniveling or sucking
for scraps.

Frankly, I don’t know whether I'd
care as profoundly for Nightride if the
playwright character, Jon Bristo, were a
Lillian Hellman manque instead of a Wil-
liams/Capote/Albee/Inge or whoever you
want to think of him as, which is not
important; however, the roman a clef
does titillate, and I want you to be titil-
lated. Nor if the rock singer were Elvis
Presley (“Elvis who?”) instead of, say,
Mick Jagger, complete with taking out
“his non-musical instrument in front of

20,000 people in Atlanta,” though not -

like Jim Morrison jerking off on them,
and giving his lover a soul kiss onstage at
the Fillmore.

IT’S FOR EVERYONE

Wait a minute! I’'m forgetting that I
would ardently urge non-gays (and
straights, if they can take humanity in a
gay context) to flock to the Vandam,
too. I defy anyone who doesn’t have his
heart in a sling, totally down on the possi-
bility of a relationship’s working out, not
to have a good cry, if nothing else. And
applaud the powerful performances of
the actors, the surgeon-sure direction of
Milton Lyon (famed for his work at
Princeton), and the super-charged but
somehow elegantly restrained dialogue. I
would bid them see ‘“us” portrayed not
via stereotype but rather through repre-
sentatives.

1 say representatives because Nightride
is not about garden variety creatures.
Bristo (Lester Rawlins) is a has-been dra-
matist, probably Pulitzer prize-winning
(accused of having written about “people
whose heads are so far apart they don’t
know whether they’re living or dead,”
“every gay in them so goddam sick they
act like bunkers in a psycho-ward”), of
the first magnitude once, and an erstwhile
clandestine poet whose youthful erotic
verse, penned under a pseudonym, we are
led to imagine must rank with Whitman’s
Calamus. Jab Humble (Chandler Hill Har-
ben) is a gold-record recipient several
times over. Marcus Sternberg (Don Dra-
per) is the aforementioned impressario
who we suppose tells David Merrick as
Macy’s tells Gimbel’s. Humble’s mute
lover, Peter Duchos (Jeremy Stockwell),
and Bristo’s rough, humpy but articulate
navy career man adorer, Erik Fenstrom
(Philip Larson), are not exactly run-of-
the-mill boys next door either, mostly be-
cause of their intimate associations with
celebrated men, from whom they take ex-
traordinary lustre. Erik confesses that
through Jon he has found a link to “im-

“Nightride™

p:

portant people,” that he has come a long
way from the barracks at San Juan be-
cause of him—but also that “Jon is the
only thing I've got that keeps me a per
son.” (Not true, he’s very together.) The
point is, they are all individuals; it just
happens that we are initially hooked be
cause they live and love in the glamo:
world of achievers. The day of the bour
geois tragedy on the American stage, with
its Willy Lomans and Lolas, is past. So-
phisticated Daniel in Sunday, Bloody
Sunday ain’t exactly Dr. Christian. He’s
still ““representative.”

‘SUNDAY’ LEADS WAY

It is inevitable that one come away from
Nightride with thoughts of Sunday keen-
ing in the back of his head. Sunday has
broken new ground, dealing as it does
with an inter-sex triad, unsensationally
and making no value judgments as to
which lover the youth ought to return
to. There is no apparent isolation that
Daniel suffers (except that he is some-
what a spectre at the feast in the Bar
Mitzvah sequence) due to his homosex-
uality, and the amative opportunism of
Bob is no more, well, forlorn with regard
to his male lover than his female. Night-
ride, as I have said, also deals primarily
with human relationships, agonies and
possible ecstasies, and I agree in general
with what a friend observed about it:
“This isn’t about homosexuals, it’s about
people.” That should be the case, by defi-
nition, in all works of art about gays, but
it has taken us a long time to come to
that!

Which brings up another of Nightride’s
themes: the artist generation gap. This is
perhaps one of the most compelling con-
flicts in the play. Bristo, in his fifties, col-
lides with Humble, in his early twenties,
each a “name,” each dedicated and mar-
ried as much to his art as to his mate.
Their confrontation in the second act,
after Humble has accused Bristo of writ-
ing a “drag show” when he made the dy-
ing lover of his greatest play a female in-
stead of a male, is one of the most scintil-
lating and thought-provoking of the many
crescendi that roil and rumble and erupt
throughout.

“You never really wrote about him
(Bristo’s long-dead young lover), did
you?” Humble needles.

“I thought I did... no, maybe I
didn’t even think so when I was doing it,”
replies the besieged Bristo. I was fright-
en

“Why? A man can write anything he
wants!”

Bristo, knowing that he is trapped and
that later he will make this upstart intel-
lectual inferior pay for making him re-
cant, asks Humble, “How old were you in
1953?”

LEADING MAN ‘DELIVERS’

Retorts Bristo in one of the most moving
of the gut-heart grabbing long speeches
which Rawlins delivers with the pyrotech-
nics of a Gielgud and core-passion of a
Scofield:

“Well . . . I wasn’t! I had a career then. You
don_’t know how things were. If you'd kissed

Peter (Humble’s mute lover) speaks with his fingers

The cast (I. to r.) Don Draper,

Philip Larson, Lester Rawlins, Chandl



, Chandler Hill Harben, and Jeremy Stockwell

M

Jab Humble: ““You're goddam right | am!”’

your little boy on stage, they’d have frozen you
stiff. You would have ended up back in jail.
Considering the teen-aged gangs around then,
those ‘fans’ of yours might have literally killed
you. Movie careers got stepped on like bugs. If
you got caught in a raid or at the baths you
were finished, even if you were young. Well, I
wasn’t young and I was established. Whatever
that means any more. And I was scared. No
audience would have let a curtain go up on any-
thing truthful in those days about ‘us.’ It was a
perpetual drag act to get anything across. 1
guess 1 did it better than most.”’

Lest New Free gays who have never
felt the sting of oppression or youthful
activists who retaste it by recreating a
canker to explore out of their commenda-
ble zeal for social responsibility become
impatient, thinking this to be an outecry
solely of another generation, let me as-
sure you that their position is also defini-
tively presented.

Bristo says to Humble, attempting
contempt, “You really are proud of it
(being gay), aren’t you?”’

Humble cries back, ‘“‘You're goddam right 1
am! You want me to be ripped up with guilt, is
that your bag? Well, man, I've been fighting
those bastards all my life... even now. ..
maybe especially now that I've got Petey to
worry about. I've watched those fuckers laugh
at everything I cared for, let those damn bas-
tards try to lock me up for wanting someone.
I've seen them blackmail people and run cheap
shrink businesses to tell everyone how malig-
nant we all are! Well, baby, they’re through!
They may have gotten you to shrivel up inside
because you don’t think you're all right, but
they stop with me! Nobody'’s going to take that
kind of shit any more! If you want to run away
from everyone that’s your own hang-up, but
when they come on to me and want to rip
Petey and me into two parts, then they got a
fight on their hands because I'm going to cut
their motherfucking throats!”

Flamboyantly erotic rhetoric of the
political dissident?

When Humble flourishes his cock to
punctuate his paean to himself, Bristo has
one of his finest moments, however, and
so does the play. Very sure, this once, of
his contempt, Bristo eviscerates him thus:

“Well, now isn’t that just beautiful. You
think you got the only one? Or the biggest? Or
the best? Every bum on the Bowery’s got one.
Every middle-aged failure’s got one. And you
think you got them (his audiences) to love you
because of that! The magic wand! I suppose if
you're a twelve-year-old virgin from Scarsdale
you might think it was something special. And
you think that’s love, do you? You hustle your
ass on stage instead of 42nd Street and that’s
really high-class, isn’t it? Listen, don’t bother
with all that dreary old poetry. Let’s get a
Barbie Doll made of you, with plug-in cocks . . .
All you've got to offer is how young you are!
When that’s gone they’ll throw you away like a
half-eaten banana! . .. Cock is cheap and when
it’s not in its prime it’s like spoiled meat: you
gag on it! I may be a has-been to you, but at
least I have a chance to come back ... Who in

hell will want to see you up there with your

long hair and your pants bulging when you're
my age!” :

NO POLITICAL RESERVATIONS

As a sometime Gay Lib polemicist, I was
satisfied on the political level, though
playwright Barton is anything but a po-
lemicist. A polemicist generalizes, an art-
ist magnifies the unique, making a univer-
sally applicable statement out of the indi-
vidual want and longing and deprivation
that make polemics necessary. (I jotted
this note, on generalizations, whence
come polemics, after pondering the play a
second time: we generalize to comfort
ourselves in our universal difference—a
sort of philosophical narcotic to make us
forget we shall die alone, each in his terri-
bly private way, not hearing the benedic-
tion of platitudes.)

Surely you will understand, after see-
ing Nightride, why I am so enthusiastic

about its content. Surely you, too, will
thrill to the skill of the performances.
Rawlins is as superb silent as he is show-
ing off his mastery of the spoken word.
Those of you who were or are ambivalent
in your longing to perform, who have
nourished the Davis and Garland ‘and
Hepburn cults because for one thing so
many of the great soul-searing roles in the
modern theatre have been women’s roles
(well, how can you top Long Day’s Jour-
ney Into Night?) and you have identified
with them because of their splendor, you
will yearn to play Bristo. A great actress
part for a great actor? Irresistible. Raw-
lins is every inch, tic and sigh up to it.
When he laments, you hear a darkling
wind moaning through the ruins of a
monument. He epitomizes the anguish of
self-inflicted loneliness, the horror of hav-
ing climbed an Everest, but now being
well over the hill. He gets away with
hyperbole that would finish an ordinary
actor.

HARBEN IS STAR STUFF

Harben, who was seen—and seen and seen
—in Dark of the Moon, will not be with
us long. His future in films as a new sex
idol is laid out for him. Let’s hope his
first opportunity is in the film version of
Nightride, as he portrays the dumb ani-
mal-metamorphosizing-into-complex-hu-
man to perfection. The violence always
lurking beneath his stardom-acquired cool
is plangent and painful. Of course, he is a
great beauty, and you will cream, though
director Lyon does not play this up in a
heavy-handed way. He never underesti-
mates his audience, this intellectual Lyon,
who says that one of the things this play
is about is, “At what point is declaration
mandatory?”’ Declaration of yourself and
your undeniable right to be free, that is.

Larson as Erik is perhaps the most
consistently moving of the quintet, an ac-
tor of great inner composure and outer
calm that spells presence. His sturdy, even
bland, Scandinavian looks belie the emo-
tional range of which he is capable, in the
most difficult role next to that of the
mute. Stockwell, star of the flick Dinah
East, never speaks a word, but eloquently
reveals his soul, scarred like his wrists—
mutilated not because he is gay but be-
cause he came out of a reformatory
where nothing but might was right, and
he was fragile. Don Draper as the heavy
Sternberg is glorious. Straight-virile with-
out posturing, convincingly superior and
patronizing toward gays, he elicits pity
from gays for not being able to “tell
which ones are the cardboard queens and
which ones are the human beings,” for
being the Establishment exploiter whose

“jdea of publicity would make Prepara-
tion H blush.” Not a clinker in the
company.

Producer Bill Shirley deserves kudos
and a thank you from the gay community
for his vision and persistence at getting
this treasure out of workshop, where it
languished first time around, grubbing for
money because he believed in it. Believed
that Nightride is more than “just another
gay sideshow,” knowing that it is a sting-
ing probing of the differences/similari-
ties between generations, the ties that
bind, the longings that rend, the blunders
that separate, the cruelties that make hu-
man communication chancey in the best
of times—and the possibilities of truly
coming together out of private hells
through the fires of public self-denials
and obscenities.

Rush to see it, and reserve tickets for
your gay friends “out there” who will be
coming in for the holidays. Have the plea-
sure of seeing it before that blockbuster
movie is made so that you can have the
satisfaction of declaring, “I took the .
Nightride before the bandwagon got roll-
ing.”
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Will The Real

Kﬂte Mi]le“ A Review of “Three Women™
Please Stand Up?

Robin

BY SOREL DAVID

don’t know what’s hap-

pening to me. I went to

the grocery store to buy

some food and I remem-

bered to pick up some
light bulbs before we even ran out. So
this is~what it’s come to—after all those
frightening years, listening to my mother
tell me I was never going to amount to
anything (look at me, look at me, she
would lament constantly), I couldn’t even
sew a button on, what would ever be-
come of me. After all that time of resis-
tance, of being diametrically opposed to
everything that was supposed to happen,
to everything I was supposed to become,
suddenly to find myself now turning into
a comfortable little housewifely type, the
sort of person who buys lightbulbs and
remembers to pick up a box of those
cookies Billie liked—oh, it’s just too
awful, it’s too terrible for words! And the
sneaky way it crept up on me too—smack
dab in the middle of a Pioneer supermar-
ket—God! How ignoble to think that
there could be room for such trivia in my
mind.

And so, it was in this state of minor
mental disquietude—wondering whether I
should worry about this creeping domes-
ticity or not—that I trundled off to see
Kate ‘Women’s Liberation’ Millett’s first
feature film. Three Lives is what it’s
called, how marvelous I thought, when
first I heard this title and imagined what
the film would be like. Three Lives, how
wonderful, good old Kate Millett, I knew
she wouldn’t let me down. Kate Millett is,
after all, and first of all, an artist before
she is the movement propagandist so

many people seem to want her to be, an
artist and an intellect I, for one, can truly
enjoy grappling with. Three Lives, sound-
ing like something I could conceivably
write (Yes, but when is she going to talk
about the movie?), like something in
keeping with my own ideas of what a
book or movie should be all about (Be
patient, it’s coming, I’m sure it is.), 1
thought would be, just like it says, a sim-
ple but beautiful presentation of three
lives, three women’s lives. You just tell
the story, nothing more, nothing less, you
present the life and let it speak for itself,
this is what women and the movement
need, not a lot of rhetoric, but stories and
films about themselves, about their lives.
But I was wrong, I was wrong about the
movie. It was mostly talking. It wasn’t
three lives so much as it was a lot of talk-
ing.

It was sort of like the filming of a con-
sciousness raising session, focusing alter-
nately on each of three women’s testi-
monies. The film is made in what you
might call the impromptu cinema style.
This is the kind of film making made fa-
mous by the Andy Warhol film. You get
your characters, your superstars, stick
them up in front of the camera and roll
while they do their thing, which in the
case of the Millett films was to rap about
themselves. As in the Warhol films, once
again we see that this sort of cinema is
only as successful and interesting as the
characters filmed. The first of Millett’s
lives, the first ‘life’ was, for me, except
for a few moments of humor, pretty
much of a bore. Mallory Millett-Jones,
Kate’s sister, came on like she’s spent too
much of her recent lifetime, her life, that
is, reading her big sister’s book. Somehow
I just can’t believe people who go around

Lillian

sounding like a talking women’s lib pam-
phlet, oh the tragic childhood, lying in
bed listening to her parents argue, her
father shitting all over her mother, of
course, and oh the tragic marriage, being
a slave—head Geisha to her husband, oh
tragic, tragic, tragic. Boy, was I glad when

she finally got off the pot, I mean the

screen.

The second life was much of an im-
provement. Lillian, an older woman,
older than the first, anyway, 55 if I re-
member correctly, came across as a sim-
ply lovely, lovely woman. Something
about the gentle, unassuming, almost hes-
itant manner in which she began to talk
about herself. What a contrast to Mallory
who seemed only too anxious and willing
to lay her heavy self-pitying trip on us.
Perhaps a case can be made that the mod-
est, almost self-effacing qualities Lillian
projects are evidences of a not-to-be-ad-
mired acquiescnes to the woman’s role,
sacrificing, denying the self, and I think
this is definitely part of it. I can’t help
but feel it’s not the whole story. In this
gentle woman’s quiet recollections and re-
flections, at times tinged with a wistful
kind of irony as aspects of the newly
emerging women’s consciousness would
seep into her understandings of the past,
there was somehow more to admire, more
of a person to relate to. At least Lillian’s
story gives us some sense of a real exis-
tence, with definite happenings and activ-
ities in the world rather than Mallory’s
endless series of sorrows and complaints.

But it was only in the third segment
that the camera found a decently cinema-
tic subject for a subject. One that moves,
anyway, in Robin Mide we have the life
of a young hippy, runaway, free spirit,
lover, drug freak, far out type, yes folks,

Maliory

a real live one of those. Ah yes, the
media, the media defines, like Robin
. Mide says in the film, “We didn’t know
we were the hippies till we read it in Life
magazine.”’ But the thing I want to know
is how come all these far outers always
have the exact same far-out rap. It’s always
freedom, do whatever you want, love and
no possessions all the time. But don’t get
me wrong, I liked Robin Mide, possibly
the best of the three. When she stopped
trying to tell us where it was at and just
spoke simply about some of her exper-
iences, the natural performer that she is
and her fine wit made her both charming
and delightful. Robin, like all good with-
it types, is against labels and so would not
like it if I labelled her a lesbian, but you
get the picture anyway. Yes gang, just to
indulge in a little gay chauvinism, this
most lively life of the three presented, I
feel, must go down on record as being
one of us. Nobody who sees the film will
be able to forget her wonderful wry com-
ment, “If I sleep with women my mother
doesn’t like it; if I sleep with men my
grandmother doesn’t like it.”

(Hey, did she talk about the movie
yet?) (I don’t know, I think so, but did
she like it, is what I want to know.) And
now, after all that, you’re probably won-
dering what I thought of the movie. Well,
I liked it. I was favorably impressed with
the level of technical excellence, although
the techniques used were quite simple. It
was all very well done. But don’t take my
word for it, go and see it for yourself. I
think women owe it to themselves to sup-
port, to see this movie. It’s one of the
first signs of women getting themselves
together and doing for themselves. This
alone was enough of a kick for me to
make the whole thing worthwhile.
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Pen Points

UNDERSTATEMENTS AND
OVERSTATEMENTS

Dear GAY:

The last five weeks of picketting at
Washington’s new bar, the Lost and
Found, has spawned an inordinate
amount of misinformation and confusion
about the involvement of the movement
in this action and in particular, GAA/DC.
The gay press accounts have run from ab-
solute fictionalized ‘‘news’ articles to
simple inaécuracies in reporting. Your ar-
ticle by Perrin Shaffer and Randy Dow-
ling (Nov. 22) falls into the latter cate-
gory which, in itself, would not move me
to write GAY, but causes me and many
other GAA members some distress about
the overstatement of GAA's role in the
picketting. GAA/DC has too many
friends to permit rumors and lies to circu-
late without attention.

Before picketting began, GAA adopted
<a general resolution condemning discrimi-
nation by gay bars against certain seg-
ments of the gay community, and en-
dorsing well-founded actions to counter
such discrimination. At no time did
GAA/DC take any official action against
the Lost and Found but, in light of the
above-mentioned resolution, did permit
the name of GAA to be listed with the
other 15 gay organizations and groups
supporting the picket. Certainly there are
several members of GAA/DC actively in-
volved with the ad hoc coalition conduct-
ing the picketting operation, but they are
doing so as concerned individuals who
fully realize that gays discriminating
against gays destroy our arguments to
those who are discriminating against ho-
mosexuals.

The majority of GAA/DC members,
however, have not been participating in

the picket, perhaps because they have
been too busy chasing down political can-
didates and forcing them to take a stand
on the gay-related issues in the local
school board election. On Oct. 26th, for
the first time in the history of the gay
movement in Washington, D.C., political
candidates attended a GAA political fo-
rum where they addressed a large crowd
of homosexuals and answered questions
about our most personal issue—our sec-
ond-class citizenship. The event was cov-
ered by Washington’s major newspapers
and television but was totally ignored by
the gay press! GAY opted for the sensa-
tionalism of the headline ‘‘Racial Contro-
versy Rages”’ instead of the quiet drudg-
ery of political action. I find this sad.
Milestones in the gay movement in any
city deserve at least a mention, if not
equal space. (I understand that there may
now be such an article forthcoming.)

My admiration for your correspon-
dent, Mr. Shaffer, continues since his re-
porting is far more accurate and complete
than anything we had for Washington be-
fore. Consequently his article on the L&F
picket is by far the most detailed and ac-
curate. It does contain, however, one glar-
ing error and one important omission, as
well as the already mentioned overstated
role of GAA/DC. The error concerns Jim
McClard, former Acting President of
GAA/DC. The article states that McClard
“ . .resigned from the GAA executive
board in protest.” McClard was not even
a member of the executive committee
and therefore it came as a surprise to see
that he had “resigned.” Our minutes
show that his nomination to the exec
board was never approved by the mem-
bership, possibly because, since August
1st (the time GAA’s first president, Joel
Martin, was elected), McClard dropped

out of movement activities and did not
surface again until your article on the
L&F picket where he demonstrated the
lack of comprehension one might expect
from a person who has intentionally iso-
lated himself from gay lib orgainizations.

The omission, I feel, was the failure to
point out that D.C. has a population of
approximately 80% black and 20% white.
This poses a very special problem for the
bars here where it is imperative to main-
tain a racial balance. To set up an all-
white bar (and the 6-10 blacks seen each
night at the L&F when there are 300-400
whites is NOT a balance) means that
there will be an all-black bar (with token
whites). Neither is acceptable. The Lost
and Found is precipitating a dangerous
situation that would spread throughout
the bars of this city.

I hope this letter clears up some of the
confusion surrounding the role of GAA/
DC in the picket action against the Lost
and Found. We have not turned our back
on any part of the gay community, nor
have we engaged in any irresponsible ac-
tion that does not follow the normal
GAA pattern of exhausting all possibili-
ties before taking to the streets.

Sincerels ,
CIiff Witt
Washington, D.C.

ED. NOTE: GAY, although fully sympa-
thetic with the aims of the gay liberation
movement, is moving steadily in the di-
rection of lifestyles rather than move-
ment politics, which are generally as tedi-
ous, complex, and heavy as any “cause”
enthusiasts can make them. We’ll con-
tinue to run news of significant events,
but we’re more interested in life itself
than the numerous squabbles, theories,
and rhetoric of people who, as Omar

Khayyam put it, “talk about it and about.”
BLATANT RACISM?

Dear GAY:

As a black homosexual, I do not toler-
ate my black brothers using words such as
“faggot” or ‘‘queer” in my presence.
Likewise I will not stand by and allow
you to put blatant racist articles in your
paper. I am of course referring to Donnie
Johnston’s (GAY, Nov. 22) use of the
word ‘‘nigger”’ several times in his ‘‘dar-
ing’’ expose of prison life. I hold you the
editors primarily responsible because you
allowed the article to be printed.

In the editorial of the same issue you
showed distress over the situation devel-
oping in Washington, D.C. because of one
bar’s alleged racist practices. Your paper,
because it reaches a larger number of peo-
ple (black and white), can cause a nation-
al “squabble’” if such articles are allowed
to go unchecked.

One last point: Mr. Johnston's last par-
agraph instead of adding horror to the
article (i.e. comparing the ‘“tank’” to At-
tica) only succeeded in displaying more
of his ignorance. Anyone close to the sit-
uation at Attica will tell you that it is
much worse than the conditions he de-
scribes about the tank. The conditions in

. Attica have been formally documented,

and there is no comparison.
Peace,
Lauren Simone

ED. NOTE: We didn’t call Johnston’s rap
“daring,” we called it “frank.” Censoring
any of a former prisoner’s prejudices
(whether anti-gay or anti-black) would
make him less real; a phony. We assume
that GAY’s readers are hip enough to
know the difference between those preju-
dices and GAY’s editorial stance.

Marco
Vassi

(continued from page 5)

I sought him out later, wanted to do it
again, but he was gruff and angry. He had
undoubtedly experienced the disgust that
those of us raised as Catholics associate
with orgasm after so many years of being
told how sinful and damaging sex is, how
it is an affront to God, and how touching
oneself would land one in the eternal fires
of hell. He pushed me away and told me
never to bother him again. He was older,
bigger, stronger. I was confused and hurt,
and my masturbatory fantasies for years
were attempts to recapture the moment
and bring it to fruition.

The man behind the trucks scratched
my head, as one would to to a friendly
large dog, then zipped up, and sidled off.
I stood up and found that all eyes had
been turned away from me. It was either
the height of delicacy or an instantaneous
mass attack of disinterest in my further
behavior. For the time I remained there,
some five or ten minutes, there was no
more “sex.” Occasionally one man might
rub against another, a hand would go to
someone’s genitals, some fondling took
place. I thought of the Subud circle, in
which no one does anything until the
“spirit” is felt. Only, in this case, the
thing most often done was a simply
physical contact, man touching man.
These people were there not merely for
sex but for the freedom to be in a space
where sex could take place without un-
necessarily elaborate social game playing.

I am aware of the viewpoint which will
lament the sadness of men who have to
huddle in urine-soaked stone caves to
make some brief contact. But surely that
perspective has been overdone to the
point of tedium. It is time to see even the
smallest, most seemingly pitiful action in
a new light, the light of human beings
who will go to such lengths to maintain
any contact at all. We have reached the
state of repression in this society where
we are afraid to touch, suffocating on our
needs and strangling in our inhibitions.
For sexual freedom is not a political
movement, not an idea, not a new life
style, not an organization. It is the mo-
ment-to-moment sensitivity to the fluctu-
ations of the sexual state. And anyone
man enough (or woman enough) to brave
the internally printed taboos, the repres-
sive influences of all society including
one’s “friends,” and the very real police-
men, ought to understand that the des-
peration which often surrounds sex is due
to the times we live in, and does not in-
here in the act itself. One wonders how
often this must be repeated until one real-
izes that it is possible to get hooked on
guilt, the way a junkie comes to enjoy the
penetration of the needle quite indepen-
dently from the shit he shoots from it
into his arm.

I walked back to the street feeling very
high and very solid. The vibration behind
me had all the power of a group of men
chanting Om. The nature of the small
group in front of the car had not
changed, although some of the individuals
were different. I thought that if I ever ran
for mayor, one of my slogans would be,
“Sometimes a man has to get on his knees
to discover what it is he’s praying for.”

U
Fr%nt

(continued from page 7)
ble sex contacts were very pungent ones.
What the hell, you have to learn to love

‘Limburger cheese, don’t you?”’) Then

there is Tony, an S&M cat who likes fore-
skins because they can be pierced to sport
nice silver rings.

Rob doesn’t like them because, as a
boy in the South, he used to get chiggers
(a wee harvest mite) under the skin of his
own. Frank, another country boy, on the
other hand digs them because he was in
love with, and envious of, his older first
cousin. Cousin used to deride him for not
being able to make a grand show of slow-
ly and dramatically exposing a nice moist
head. And speaking of moist heads, there
are gays who become tremendously ex-
cited by a great deal of lubricant, and
those who view it with extreme distaste.

Author Donn Teal and I have had con-
versations regarding circumcision, the
pros and cons. (Donn, by the way, was
not “nipped in the bud,” as he puts it,
but at the age of sixteen; he knows what it
is “To Have and Have Not.”) He, as I,
takes pleasure in the uncut variety, but
states emphatically that it is a pity so
many people have exclusive “tastes.” “A
nice, unsliced Italian bologna is just as
delectable as a piece of kosher meat.”

He also believe that “Americans’ 0b-
session with cleanliness is behind their
preference for the circumcised type. I like
a man with some smell about him—not
too much, but enough to let me know
I’m in bed with a human being, not a bar
of soap. Why should I object to a smidgen

of smegma on rare occasions?”

Yes. Those soaps, deodorants, sham-
poos, antiseptics, colognes, toilet waters,
perfumes. The excessive shaving and the
two showers a day. All of which conspire
to rob us of necessary body oils, and nat-
ural and often stimulating odors. When I
bury my face in a nice head of hair, I
don’t really want to smell Breck. We try
so very hard to bury our origins. Man has
a hell of a lot more to be ashamed of than

his animal heritage. And, Christ, how we
do love to tamper. (Many American men
are known to become circumcised just in
an urge to conform.)

I have seen circumcised cocks that
were skinned to a ridiculous degree, were
hard to manipulate and not nearly as ex-
citing. One must usually approach this
type with a great deal of care when engag-
ing in oral contact. I have also seen ones
that must have been chopped by the
neighborhood butcher. Or worked over
with a beer bottle fragment during a
funky voodoo rite. Or perhaps exposed to
a queer piranha. If this operation must be
done, couldn’t we please strike a happy
medium? As it is, there is enough stolen
from us, and enough artificiality about
us, through the years.

Dear Reader—are you, still with me?
Are you cut or uncut, pro or con, happy
or unhappy with the situation? Are you
bored, incensed or pleased with any of
the views expressed in this article? Do
you have any interesting tales to relate,
advice to give, corrections to make, or
axes to grind? If so, GAY will be holding
a page open in a future issue for your
comments. This is a subject that needs
airing, so keep those cards and letters
coming in. Peace. I hope your Thanksgiv-
ing bird was a big one.
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A Shakespearean Blowjob

o “Collier’'s manuscript gives ‘Finsbury’ where,

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.

The foppish courtier Oswald is talking
to Kent, the loyal follower of King Lear.

“Kent. ‘I love thee not.’

Oswald. Why then I care not for thee.
Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I
would make thee care for me.”

Is the last line unclear? Where is Lips-
bury? The suffix “bury” means “town,”
and so Lipsbury is “the town of lips.”
Kent’s assurance, “I would make thee
care for me,” could hardly be given if
Lipsbury were simply a city like Hart-
ford, Connecticut, or Watertown, New
York. Lipsbury—which nowadays would
more likely be called “Lipsville” —was not
an ordinary town.

In the play, Oswald is offended. Kent
goes on to call him, among other things,
‘“an eater of broken meats,” and later, a
“brazen-faced varlet.” Elsewhere, Shake-
speare defined a varlet as a cross between
a valet and a harlot.

To write a homosexual fellatio propos-
al does not imply that one is homosexual,
and I am not here concerned with the

matter of whether William Shakespeare
would have been a zero or a six on Kin-
sey’s scale. Of serious pertinence, though,
is the reaction of contemporary scholars
to passages like this one.

To explain Lipsbury, a search through
maps of England, past and present, was
made, but yielded nothing. The best the
scholars could do was to locate the little
known town of Lipton hundreds of miles
from London. It is hard to imagine why
you would suddenly care for someone for
taking you to that town.

A variorum edition of King Lear, edi-
ted by the distinguished scholar Horace
Furness, lists select discoveries and sur-
mises about individual lines, made over
the centuries. Under “Lipsbury pinfold,”
the exposition begins:

“What Capell said a hundred years ago is still
true: ‘It is not come to knowledge, where that
Lipsbury is,” but... this we may know, and
with certainty, that it was some village or other,
fam’d for boxing, that the boxers fought in a

ring or enclosed circle, and that this ring was
called—‘Lipsbury pinfold." "’

The variorum comments are a study in

how far people will flee from the obvious
when it is distasteful to think about. The
list of homophobic misinterpretations
runs on:

“Farmer suggests that it may be a cant phrase
with some corruption, taken from a place
where the fines were arbitrary.”

says that editor, there must have been a pin-
fold, well known to Shakespeare’s audiences;
and this word, through mishearing or misprint-
ing,was corrupted to Lipsbury.”

Only one scholar suggested that the
“Lips” in “Lipsbury” should be taken lit-
erally, and he is dealt with summarily.

How many people know there is a fel-
latio reference in Act 2, Scene 2, of King
Lear? Few. And though this fact in itself
is not vitally important, the censorship of
hundreds of such facts does homosexuals
a disservice. If the abundance of refer-
ences to homosexual acts, preferences
and proposals in the writings of the mas-
ters, were not suppressed by editors and
translators, the lurking sense that homo-
sexuality is a strange malady would come
to an end.

In this case, scholars went over the
names of towns covering a thousand miles
looking for a real, geographical Lipsbury
—to save them embarrassment at having
to see the obvious. Could someone earn a
Ph.D. degree in an English literature de-
partment for collecting and describing the
homosexual references in Shakespeare’s
plays and poems. Probably not. But any-
one who does a thorough job, without
making unwarranted speculations, will
have made a major contribution to the
study of Shakespeare and to the theatre
generally.
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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,
0Old 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.

GAY MALE, 27, 5’10, 155 Ibs., average
build, average looks. Wants to meet guys
21-30. | want a permanent lover, not a
one-night stand. | have my own pad in
NJ. Mr. Frederick Hemmer, 377 So. Har-
rison St., East Orange, NJ.

WHITE, STABLE, SENSIBLE, sensual,
hairy, horny stud, 170 lIbs., 6’2", waist
32", Seeks white mate not over 36. Must
be slim, passive in Greek & French style
love. Only picture & NY area answered.
Write: DVT, 102 W. 75th St., Apt. 56,
NYC, NY 10023.

GAY FEM MALE in 20s would like to
meet other males between 21 & 35, butch
only, in NJ or Pa. area. Photo, phone
please. Nick Giles, 41 Maple Dr., Sickler-
ville, NJ 08081.

LONELY YOUNG MAN WOULD LIKE
TO MEET GAY GUY OR GUYS. JIM-
MY, PO BOX 2031, PITTSBURGH
15230.

COLLEGE GUY wishes to meet muscle
men & bodybuilders willing to help him
work out, take photos. Friendship. NTL,
Box A, 534 E. 83, NYC 10028.

LASTING RELATIONSHIP! Gay Orien-
tal wants to hear from sincere, handsome,
caucasian guy (18-29). H.T., PO Box
1132, Honolulu, Hawaii.

YOUNG GOOD LOOKING GUY wants
to meet same for anything groovy. You
name it, I'll do it. Occupant, PO Box
9076, Maple Heights, Ohio 44137.

MALE COLLEGE GRAD, 30s,
same to share experiences &
Box 96, NYC 10014.

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

seeks
interests.

DEAR BROTHERS, Sisters & Friends:
Mattachine is still up to its old things &
some new ones too. The old things in-
clude a counseling service & legal aid clin-
ic. A referral service for medical, psychi-
atric, legal & even religious problems gives
help that cannot be handled directly in
the office. Mattachine still maintains the
largest library in the world pertaining to
homosexuality. Mattachine continues to
participate in scientific research & sur-
veys, as for example the recent Kinsey
Report on ‘Homosexuals & the Mili-
tary.” Mattachine continues its educa-
tional program with information for legis-
lators as well as psychiatrists, clergymen
& the general public. For 19 years Matta-
chine has been leading the way to estab-
lish the civil & social rights of homosex-
ual citizens. Distinguished citizens are
helping in a variety of ways to put our
program across, & many of them are
available for referrals as mentioned above.
Mattachine needs your help. We need vol-
unteers to staff the office, serve as coun-
selors & help with publications. Sending
$15 for membership will help too.
“Those who expect to reap the blessings
of freedom must undergo the fatigue of
supporting it.” Thomas Paine, Sept. 12
1777. Write: Mattachine, 243 West End
Ave., NYC, NY 10023. (212) 799-0916.

26-YR.-OLD NY GUY! We had wonder-
ful chat until phone trouble. You said
you are relocating in Indianapolis. Write
or call again, cheaper & safer to write.
Love, Kenny, Terre Haute, Ind. 47807

YOUNG MAN, 25, GOOD RESTAU-
RANT & BAR EXPERIENCE, SEEKS
EMPLOYMENT: MANAGER OR ASSIS-
TANT. PO BOX 391, CENTRAL STA,,
JAMAICA, NY 11435.

I, AN IDEALISTIC FREEK, HAVE A
FANTASY—OF MEETING ANOTHER
BEAUTIFUL PERSON WHO PLAYS
CLASSICAL MUSIC. BILL, 451VB, O.U.
ROCHESTER, MICH. 48063.

DISCOURAGED BY BAR SCENE, mas-
culine good looking wasp, college gradu-
ate, well read, congenial, friendly, affec-
tionate, with real zest for life, seeks same
type, 25-35, to share interests, build
friendship, perhaps form serious relation-
ship. 32, 6', 170 Ibs. Interests: skiing,
travel, music, history. No S/M, queens.
Photo please. Box 5707, Grand Central,
NY 10017.

YOUNG COLLEGE STUDENT, 21 yrs.
old, grooves on humiliation & needs a
good spanking. Would like to hear from
guys who want to give it to him. Photo a
must. Albert, Box 452, Canal St. Sta.,
NY, NY 10013.

HANDSOME NEGRO MODEL available
in person or in photographs. Beautiful set
of 5x7 photos $5.' David Alexander, PO
Box 1275, Manhattanville Sta., NYC, NY
10027.

ATTRACTIVE, straight-appearing,
youthful looking 40, affectionate, sin-
cere. Grooves on guys who wear or dig
dentures without embarrassment. Sympa-
thetic to those wearing leg braces, etc.
Other interests are love of high shoes/
boots. Only if interested can act as mas-
ter. Some equipment. Don’t be shy. De-
tails, photo, phone. WHC, Dept. C-1, 152
W. 42 St., Suite 504, NYC 10036.

AKRON-CLEVELAND AREA BUSI-
NESSMAN SEEKS DISCREET CON-
TACTS. 46, TRIM, BUTCH. BOX 3501,
AKRON, OHIO 44310.

RUGGED GOOD LOOKING Greenwich
Village guy, interested theatre, music,
travel, seeks permanent relationship &/or
new friends. Photo appreciated. All re-
plies answered. Address: Occupant, Box
703, FDR Sta., NY, NY 10022.

ACTIVE BACHELOR, 41, with good job
& country home seeks gay young white
male to stay at home, share heart & keep
house. PO Box 2621, West Newburgh
Sta., Newburgh, NY 12550.

Classified Ads

GAYS! Our new lists have many gays in
NYC, Pa., Conn., NJ, Calif., Indiana, Fla.,
La., Mich., Minn., Ohio & elsewhere.
Names & addresses sent. $5. Club Direct,
Box 734, Kenner, La. 70062.

CRUISE WITHOUT A YACHT. Get the
new ‘‘gay’” game called ‘‘Cruising.” It's
the greatest! Cruise the park, the bushes,
your favorite “in’’ bar. Acquire riches &
get a lover & you win the penthouse
apartment. Be the 1lst to go ‘“‘Cruising.”
Send $5.95 to: Cruising, PO Box 3965,
Chicago 60654.

ROOMMATES NEEDED! | am looking
for a house on Long Island (3 or 4 bed-
rooms—exact location to be determined
later) & need 2 or 3 men to help share the
rent/expenses. Prefer Gay or Bi-Males
(lovers OK) approximately 25-35 (but age
is definitely not the major factor) with
the ability to function in a communal sit-
uation yet requiring privacy & respecting
the privacy of others. Write: Bill, PO Box
278, E. Rockaway, NY 11518 & give full
particulars. Photo helpful but not neces-
sary. Those with phone no. will be con-
tacted 1st. However, all replies will be an-
swered.

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.

MIAMI, FLORIDA — male models &
dancers, if you will work nude, write: PO
Box 642, Coral Gables, Fla. 33134. Pic-
ture helpful but not necessary.

HANDSOME WHITE MALE wguld like
to meet same, up to 35 yrs. I am 28,
5'8'", 155 Ibs., blondish brown hair, beau-
tiful brown eyes & nicely built. | wish to
meet attractive & well-built people for
fun & sex. Have roommate, 45, dark
curly hair & blue eyes just for the record.
Must have clean-cut appearance. No fags,
hustlers, hippies or people who take trips!
Send photo if possible, likes & address.
Photos answered, Prima class. Occupant,
Box 434, Springfield, NJ 07081.

YOUNG MAN, 25, seeks male companion
18-21, good looking & built well. Straight
OK. Will support right guy. PO Box 391,
Central Sta., Jamaica, NY 11435.

GUY, CLEAN-CUT, SINCERE, WANTS
TO MEET ACTIVE-GREEK GUYS FOR
FUN TIMES. WRITE: BOX 522, OLD
CHELSEA STA., NYC 10011.

GOOD LOOKING YOUNG MAN looking
for well-built males under 25 for good
times, including enemas, freak scenes or
just plain fun. Send phone & photo to:
Franky Collins, 152 W. 42 St., Suite 504,
NYC 10036.

INVENTORS at the gay workshop are
creatively at work researching & develop-
ing new sense stimulating sex toys. Dis-
coveries are catalogued in the Gay Work-
shop Newsletter, $1 per year. Enterprise
291, PO Box 291, Mendocino, Calif.
95460.

REGULAR GUYS WANTED for once or
twice weekly meetings in my home. Mar-
ried OK. Am 44, blond, 5’7", good body,
very docile. Prefer slim, hung, very aggres-
sive men. All answered. J. Karl, Box 623,
NY, NY 10025.

WHITE MALE, 60, slender, healthy,
seeks sincere, trustworthy, dependable
male friend to spend Sunday afternoon
together. Must be 45-65 yrs. old, fat &
have own place. Face photo (which will
be immediately returned) is a must. Occu-
pant, Box 239, Vanderveer Sta., Brook-
lyn 11210.

HANDSOME NEGRO MALE MODEL
866-2237
Beautiful set of nude photos $5.00
David Alexander
PO Box 1275 Manhattanville Sta.

New York City, N.Y. 10027

INCREASE

GENITAL SIZE

Now, a remarkably effective method for
development of the male organ — based on
ancient Arab secrets of Phallic cultivation.
TREMENDOUS gains reported. You, too, can
add those extra inches. Satisfy, startie her,
achieve greater, more exciting pleasures of
manhood. A NEW book -—— “THE ART OF
PHALLIC CULTIVATION" — sent promptly,
plain wrapper, only $2.00. AMAZING results
GUARANTEED or full refund. ACT NOW!!

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
{ shipped 1st class.

07211 AN ‘udT¥ooag
IP-902 %09 ‘add

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

TAB’S LOVE GLOVE

This, without doubt, is the silkiest personal
masturbation glove attainable anywhere.
Unique spongy walls & rugre lining prorpgte
rapid-fire penis climax exactly as in a living
woman. Indefinately reusable, it comes pack-
aged with our own special lubricating un-
guent. TAB, 210 Fifth Avenue, New York
City 10010. Dealers—wholesale quotes on re-
quest. $15.00

NYC MALE, strong, young & hard work-
ing, seeks houseboy job, for room &
board & small salary. Must have own
room. Prefer young single male employer.
Sincere & permanent people only. K.
Lewis, PO Box 3754, Grand Cent. Sta.,
NYC 10017.

BONDAGE & DISCIPLINE — The new
sensualism. Illustrated 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.

BIG HARD MALE NUDES—Sample pho-
tos $2. 12 photos $3; 24 photos $5. Cash
preferred. Stage age. Lou Nations, 1188
Castle Ave., Cleveland, Ohio 44113.

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, Room 1
Niagara Square Station
Buffalo, New York 14201

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 vyourself 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!

THE SKYLIGHT CLUB

featuring the latest in
Male Color Movies
plus
Campy Nude Models

OPEN FROM 11:00 AM ON
117 W. 46th St., Sth floor 582-1785
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' COME ONE COME

COME ALL

Beautiful Boys Unlimited

Waterbeds 5 W. 16th St., Corner 5th Ave. S o i
Foambeds Telephones inoperable; hotography
Sunlamp Treatment N0 appt. necessary. Showers

The boys you want are the boys we have. Every type male model available to thrill you and
place you in 7th Heaven with their massaging know-how. If you’re looking for a male

model, we’ve got him here. Come to: BEAUTIFUL

BOYS
UNLIMITED

5. W. 16th St., corner 5th Ave.

We promise you if you come once,
you’ll always come again.

[HAVE YOU GOT YOUR
DUAL=-N-HALE

AN INHALER FOR BOTH NOSTRILS AT ONCE
REFILLABLE DISPENSER ONLY $4.00 _

|

BV e W et

WRITE TO: MEDI-TOOL CO
P,O. BOX 5832, DEPT,
SAN FRANCISCO CA 94101

LJ

FREE BROCHURES

ALSO AVAILABLE AT: The Pleasure Chest N.Y. C.

LOOKS LIKE A
CIGARETTE LIGHTER

EVERY MONTH WE PUBLISH GAY ADS
& PHOTOS FOR GUYS WHO |WANT TO

]

Send 31 for

P.0.BOX 1853 MEET YOU IN ALMOST EVERY PART
CHICAGO, ILL. OF THE COUNTRY.
80880 the current monthly Issue. YOI
WON'T BE DISAPPOINTED,
1 certily that | am over 21.
NAME . 2
ADDRESS

oy .STATE

FOR YOIIR HEALTH AND PLEASURE

NOW...BATHS
IN 14 CITIES

THE CLUB SOUTH
76 4th Street
_Atlanta, Georgia
404-873-2148

THE CLUB BAST
110S Cathedral St.
Baltimore, Maryland
301-727-9320

THE CLUB LAGRANGE
4 LaGrange St.

Boston, Massachusetts
617-338-8952

44 Almeda St.
Buffalo, New York
716-8356711

‘THE CLUB CAMDEN
1498 Broadway
Camden, New Jersey
609-964-0095

THE CLUB ST. LOUIS

St. Louis, Missouri
(304) 367-3163

THE CLUB BATHS
24 First Avenue
New York, N.Y.
(212) 673-3283

‘Cleveland, Ohio

600 N. Kingshighway Bivd.

THE CLUB

609 N. La Salle St.
Chicago, lllinois
312-337-0080

THE CLUB STEAM BATH
1448 W. 32nd St.

216-961-2727

CLUB FAYETTE
HEALTH SPA

$32 Fayette St.
Hammond, Indiana
219-931-2992

THE CLUB NEW ORLEANS
515 Toulouse Ave.

New Orleans, Louisiana
(504) 581-2402

THE CLUB STEAM BATH
902 Jefferson Ave.

Toledo, Ohio

419-246-3391

THE CLUB EAST II
20 “O” st., S.E.
Washington, D.C.
(202) 547-9631

THE CLUB NORTH
49 Broadway
Newark, New Jersey
2014844848

STUDIO
72

166 W. 72nd St.
offers a complete line of hard-
to-get films, mags, paperbacks,
and photos. Browsers welcome.

“COME OI7 IN!”

BEAUTIFUL BOY
w/ Natural Physique

NATURAL ERECTIONS

New product developed by Toledo Labora-
tory. Create a NATURAL ERECTION as of-
ten as you desire, and for as long as desired.
Have the ability to perform the sexual act im-
mediately following a sexual act. Regardiess
of age, this will give potency even if now im-
potent. Men in their S0s and 60s now enjoy-
ing daily NATURAL SEX. We repeat, NATU-
RAL ERECTION ... not a phony extension.
This product solves impot Yy, premature
ejaculation, satisfaction of partner, capability
and frequency of sex. 1000's now in use. Do
yourself and your women a favor. Inform
your acquaintances of this advertisement
($25.00).

Tray Laboratores, Inc.
P.O. Box 4693
Toledo, Ohio 43620

Founded
in 1927.

Sir: Rush me the new Tray Product by imme-
diate return mail. If it does not work as
stated, | shall return the product and my
money shall be refunded in full. I am over 21.
(Enclose check or money order.)

. RARIE .0 i w0 siasasms RGE e
Available for Modeling
Call Chris 6 to 9 JU 2-9139 ADDRE$ ---------------------------
| 1 2 ST BTATE. 50> v 1 A
SEX STIMULANT
ADULTS The Magic Lure
PARTY PILLS Advanced Spice for Arousing A

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

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

MASSEUR-MODEL
Young, friendly, experienced
DANNY COGAN

224 W. 49th (off Bdwy.)
Residential
Tel: 246-5252, Ext. 417

Studic
Call ANYTIME

~BODY < - -
\ AG
8Y YOU STUDENT

atyow" or min@
CALL? 75509I9
LOCATED IN THE EAST 60'S

';%Mi DTOWNS Fuck Bookk

BESTSELLER LIST

LCourtesy of Bob at the Midtown Book-
store, 138 W. 42nd St. (947-7525).

1. HANG LOW, by J. Ericson, Mid-
wood Books, $1.95.

2. CLINT SCORES BIG, by Lance Les-
ter, A Pleasure Reader, $1.95.

3. VALLEY OF THE DAMNED, by
William J. Lambert, A Pleasure Reader,
$1.95.

4. MANPOWER NO. 3, by Colt Stu-
dios, $6.00.

5. MANPOWER NO. 4, by Colt Stu-
1 dios, $6.00.

=l

INSTANT LOVE POTION
(GAG SUGAR)

powerful, effective, designed to get action.
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 begin. They'll love
you! Send $2.00.

NINA

324 So. First St.
L_ Alhambra, Calif. 91802

ATLANTIC CITY
Rooms by Reservation Only.

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

UNDERWEAR®

D= Aare you into DIRTY UNDERWEAR,
the new underground underwear
with the machine-washable
silk-screen portrait

of a Gentleman’s Genitalia?
Suitable for hanging in playroom
or den, also great for Christmas
or under trousers.

$4.95 each, 3 for $11.95

SUPER NATURE TABLETS
Pqp For All The Things You Want To Do. No

‘man should be a Sexual Weakling or Failure,
for Virile Powers can be made to Respond at
Will. NINA of Germany —that’s me—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

F 3 c -
= : e

Yes! Rush me ———— pairs of Pre-shrunk White Cotton
brand-fresh Dirty Underwear in monastically plain wrapper
Small J Med [ Large ] 1 am 21 or over

SIGNBUIG. .. ... ..ovveenrnennnnsisoascatssammsccsssransaes
D.U. Inc.,

Box 77577, Old Chelsea Station, N.Y. N.Y. 10011

WOUS BBIMR . <. visaonnsoevensainsenvasenssnsssorsssesssosess
Street number. . ............. City State

- R

24 S. 1st St., Alhambra, Calif. 91802




Photo by Roy Leigh

Subscribe To G

GAY isa new experience in reading delight! It means JOY as well as homosexual.
GAY is interesting, entertaining and informative on its own account and not simply
_ because it deals with taboos.

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

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

Edited by SCREW columnists Lige and Jack, GAY contains news of events from around
the world as well as places to go, play reviews and interviews with well-known personal-

ities. GAY is into its second year of publishing.
Subscribe sooner than immediately. GAY arrives in a plain brown envelope, first class.

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

(first class mail) and that | will receive:

..... 13 issues of GAY for $7 .....26 issues of GAY for $13
.....52issues of GAY for $25

GAY is Bi-weekly, sent 1st Class.

Please allow three weeks for your subscription to be processed.

MAKE CHECK PAYABLE TO: Four Swords, P.O. Box 431, Old Chelsea

Station, NYC, NY 10011.

| certify by my signature that lamover 21. ........... ... urunnnn
e A T D S [V ST T ] R e

ALL SUBSCRIPTIONS MAILED IN PLAIN BROWN ENVELOPE
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BLOW SOMEONE &ae)ieey ALL NEW SHOW STARTS TODAY
N MY MASTERS TABLE

if
your pets up. Makes a great gift Pl

frcarisusapanplecs THE CONSTRUCTION WORKER
THE HIPPY ——THE FUZZ

Send us your favorite snapshot, negative,
slide or magazine photo; and we'll make a

2FTBY3FT
s GIANT POSTER

(INTIMATE PHOTOS ACCEPTED)
Send photo(s) plus $5.00 for each poster to:
ROCK (Suite 818)
360 N. Michigan Ave.

Chicago, l11. 60601

olos handled m smctest confldence returned unharmed

Kerfenil

IN COLOR AND SOUND
ALL MALE CAST —— ADULTS ONLY

Eleven inches of gleaming
illuminated plasticon a
walnut base

13 height overall
Solid 36 ox. casting

7 watt lamp

Base & square

Specify color
RED BLUE GREXN PURPLE AQUA
GRANGE YELIDW AMBER CLEAR

$19.9%

Meney order meazns same day ship:
ment. Personal check musy clear
bank firsi.

THE JEWEL

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

Subscribe To Gay

Enterpriscs ‘COMPLETE MASSAGE
e e by graduate Greek masseur. For appointment,
call

242-3710
Residential or Studio
22 W. 25th Street
__TONY MEDES :

Subscribe
: BATTERY OPERATED
To Gay Do Bhaaths Syminetic. Rectums, Custom | [AOESCRRARE
Suicers, Piossure. Fingers & Bressts, Slesiri 7 1 | omplete
ﬁlr::;?atow Dildoes plus much more profuse- ERECT PROB MS J
ly illustrated in *“1972 Catalog of Autoero- NEW PATENTED INVENTION BY SEXOLOGISTS FROM
ADULTS ONLY Iogy" for $2 deductable on purchase from UNIVERSITY OF COPENHAGEN WILL HOLD ERECTION
LIVE TAB, So*SuAve) WYE Y0010 worid's [ | urrose wmures suireco tooaiiy. £ 5
s"o‘ s"ow :g:;"s‘eo::l:lultl':l‘g;étﬂylel:tsthe pecmic ol i e i ANA' AN ORDERS:' OX 32 i ] ‘ AR | ay
STARRING =
Min GIVE THEM JUST WHAT THEY
- DESERVE Catal g
LOUIE et aralogue
"s MEXICAN
Au'{‘i'ﬁn'i!’ SPANISH FLY DIR I Y I Y We will send you the most up to
FILMS IN LIQUID FORM date male catalogue of magazines,
ALL COLOR AND SOUND A great gag! It is powerful — just a drop paper-back, movies ever offered.
piicat | | SEFLERNT | o oo | f i
rom publishers around the World.
5 2w dond ST R.Illnr?ol :‘3:239 » MARQUIS de SUEDE Also they are the tops in nude
DOORS OPEN 9 AMe MID snowm&st Gary, Indipms 40401 HOW 22ST NYC 19010 675-8463 singles, duals, and groups. The
CONT LIVE MALE BURLESK12noon tiI MID s o - i = best in models, in photography

and in color.

FIlM FEST |VAl 'N (OlOR This is a Gay Only Service

Our NEW POLICY of custom made features starts now! M srntn s s
, You musn't miss this special weekly series. ying.

Owned and Operated by Gay Guys
== =—=RUSH COUPON = == == =—

’ SOVEREIGN ADVERTISING CO., INC.
P. 0. BOX 539, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 19105

| hereby declare that: | am 21 years of
of age or older; | am purchasing this
material for my self for my own private
interest; | will not exhibit this matarial to
a minor or to any person who would be
offended by this material; | am not pur-
chasing this material to use against any
person or group in any legal proceedings.

| Enclose .25c to Cover Processing Costs

(Legal Signature)
(Please Print)

a'so verv épecial Name b gl 160 1 0 R
Feat“rems Addresss s 2 - . - -

ICity s e
IState T SR s e Tip.

MIDNITE SHOW FRI.& SAT. NITE | Remember to Enclose .25c fo A
rocessing and Mailin ost
PARK-=-MILLER " rouLts onvy U 2 R

43rd St. (Bet. 6th & B'way) BR 9-3970 Continuous 9:45 A.M. - Mid. ]
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earth Your night-life fragrance. Musky.
Woodsy. A highly intensified blend of oils
gathered from fine tree mosses. Use
sparingly.

20z.400 4 o0z 7.00

VETIVET Your past-life fragrance. Subtle.
Compelling. An extremely masculine ver-
sion of the traditional New Orleans sachet.
Identify with it.

20z.400 40z 7.00

pepper Your active-life fragrance.
Brisk. Tingly. An all over condiment to spur
the sportsman on. As much a part of you
as you are.

20z.400 40z 7.00

HERE'S OUR FREE OFFER ¥ ™

FOR THE FREE SPIRIT...

Please rush me the following: DEPT. GY
YOU RECEIVE oz. of the fragrance 2 = a p
of your choice FREE 4::'3;' 7:;;; La Bottega Fragrance. Please specify:
.. . when you order '"31 ’ .Iist . i
$7 of any La Bottega : .
fragrance. I quantity quantity Total
YOU RECEIVE 1-0z. bottles of any I Ear'th $ any La Bottega Fragrance. Please specify:
three fragrances you Vetiver $
choose FREE . . . I Pepper $ others add tax for your locality.
when you order $14 Lemon $
worth of La Bottega I Sandaiwood $ Name
fragrances.
X Patchouly $ i
Use this convenient coupon to}l GRAND TOTAL $
take advantage of this beautiful offer! Note: Please add .50 to cover postage and handling. City

S -

afree gift

e

e

for the man who worsh|ps the
life force in his very own way

Nature works her divine will differently with each of us . ..
and each has special things we love. Special friends.
Special hobbies. And perhaps ... a special fragrance to
help define your own specialness — to yourself and the
world. We believe we have a fragrance that fits your own
body chemistry .. . an expression of the personality that
will enhance your own special worship of the Life Force.

CAMERADERIE

CAMERADERIE INTERNATIONAL
P.O. Box 12, Cooper Station, New York, N.Y. 10003

| enclose $

[ (Check here if applicable). Since my order is $14.00 or more,
| am entiled to receive 3 1-0z. complimentary gift bottles of any

For residents of N.Y. State: If you reside in N.Y.C. add 7% all

Iemon Your natural-life fragrance.
Zesty. Invigorating. An everyday, everyway
fragrance — with a difference. This one has
more zing to it.

20z.4.00 40z 7.00

sandalwood vour personal-life
fragrance. Warm. Intimate. Our own exclu-
sive formula using this ancient and costly
oil. Not for everyday. A must on occasion.
2 0z.4.00 4-0z. 7.00

patChOUIY Your secret-life frag-
rance. Heady. Intensive. An acquired taste.
And different on everyone. In the fragrance
world it's an enigma — absolutely magnetic.
2 0z.4.00 4oz 7.00

-_--------1

Check [ Money Order ]

El (Check here if applcable) Since my order is $7.00 or more,
| am entitled to receive one 1-o0z. complimentary g|ft bottle of

State
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WHERE WL YOU GO TONIGHI?

HOLYWOOD
IOS ANGELES

ALDO'S, 6413 Hollywood Blvd. Smack dab in
the middie 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 Blvd. 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 Blvd. The
old Alley has had a complete refurbishing.
Boasts a nautical theme throughout the aquar-
iums 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 Blvd. is
billed as ““a Western bar with a taste of leather.”
If 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 Blvd. Ex-
cellent cuisine served at moderate prices in an
atmosphere of quiet elegance...except for
Sunday Brunch—then it bears more resem-
blance to a buffalo run! GM, GF

CLOSET, 7561 Sunset Blvd. 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 tens 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 bars 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
band 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
bar 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, small entertainment
area. It must be seen to be believed! GM
THE END, 7994 Santa Monica Blvd. Very pop-
ular with the young crowd especially as an af-
‘* ter-hours gathering spot. Music blasts from
opening at 8pm ’til closing at God knows what
time. GM, GF

FALCON'’S LAIR, 742 No. Highland. Lives 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, pulls 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 Blvd. New
owners have completed three delightful rooms
for dining: The Patio Room, The OIid 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
Blvd. 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 Bivd. This
is THE place for the 6am crowd on weekends.
GM

GAS STATION, 6550 Santa Monica Blvd. 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. It'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 haited the trend that had gays de-
serting the downtown Hollywood area for the
nicer, more sophisticated bistros of West Holly-
wood or the Valley. It 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 Bilvd. 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
little! 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 Blvd. Neighbor-
hood tavern located opposite CBS Studios.
Pulls most of trade from the kids in the neigh-
borhood. Extremely friendly crowd and atmos-
B

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 Blvd.
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 Blvd. 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. It's something to see! GM.
TRADESMAN, 7505 Melrose Ave. Hollywood’s

, most popular after-hours spot. Giant 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 old STAMPEDE
again as the crowd there grows every night. GM
WESTSIDE, 6112 Venice Bilvd. 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 hours. 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 relatively
new cocktail lounge dinnerhouse featuring
luncheons 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 food. 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 around.
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 XII 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
buffet. Int.

AN FERNANDO
VALEY

ACROPOLIS, 6230 N. Sepulveda Van Nuys
Bivd., SFV. A jumpy spot in the West Vailey.
Open only a few months, the tavern attracts a
younger crowd with their very current jukebox
and spacious dance floor. Beer only. GM, GF
ATTIC, 11717% Victory Blvd. 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
relative 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 Blvd.
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
Blvd., this relative newcomer makes a strong
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 Sepulveda Blvd. Charm-
ing beer and wine restaurant offering some of
the best food in the West Valley.

GALLERY INN, 11938 Ventura Blvd. Consis-
tently full of attractive people and the food
can't be beaten for the price. Boasts some of
the best looking waiters in the city! GM, GF
GLASS ONION, 19723 Ventura Blvd. 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 Bilvd. Popular
neighborhood beer bar just a few blocks from
TONY'S. Boasts a friendly crowd, and some
good conversation.

HAYLOFT, 11818 Ventura Blvd. 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 Lankershim Bivd.
N.H. Comfortable dance bar that attracts both
girls and boys. Features dancing and entertain-
ment. Highlight of the evening is 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 Valley. Serves
champagne brunch every Sunday for $1.35.
GM, GF

QUEEN MARY, 12449 Ventura Blvd. Dates
back to when full drag on stage was illegal in
California. Ah, the good old days, with Sahdji
sacheting down the runway with chiffon flying
and wig coiffed to perfection. Underneath 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, Sahdji and crew are
knocking both straights and gays cold with
their elaborate shows. Undoubtedly the most
professional in L.A. GM, GF

STUD, 3913 W. Olive, Burbank. Unique as a
leather bar since, instead of featuring the regu-
lar fare of leather bars like bike christenings and
open meetings, they get their crowd with mov-
ies and one-night appearances by hypnotists
and such. GM

TONY’'S, 10618 Burbank Blvd. SFV. Having
dumped the show CHANGES that brought peo-
ple from all over town to this spacious room,
TONY'S is going through some changes! Fire
dancer Fel Andrews is now pouring there to a
hearty crowd and that’s really the only attrac-
tion that a club needs. GM, GF
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