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One

Talks "W'"ith

a

Teenager

"When I was seventeen years old
I lived in Greenwich Village for about
three or four months with a 23·year.
old lesbian. She was also a whore and
kept busy with tricks both male and
female. It was fun for a while and
then I moved. I learned a lot about
life and myself during that period."

The young man talking is nineteen
years old. He is very good looking in
a boyish way, with curly brown hair,
smooth complexion, full lips-a little
too much on the slender side perhaps.
Persons with any knowledge of the
common characteristics might guess
correctly that he is a homosexual. He
is not troubled by this fact. He is
completely at ease and friendly. His
name is Victor.

"About the same time I used to do
some hustling, but I never could take
it seriously. If I liked the person I did
it anyway.

"Actually, I went to New York to
get away from my parents-and my
grandmother. They have no under-
standing of sex. I believe they really
fear it. They were no help to me
when I needed them most."

Victor's movements when he talks
are not swishy; nor are they Iemi-
nine; but they are gentle and his
voice is quiet. His candor is that of
an untroubled, wholesome boy.

"When did you come out, Victor?"
"I had my first experience with

sex when I was thirteen. But I didn't
come out until I was seventeen-after
I left home. However, I believe that
basically I have always been gay. My
early interests were always in other
boys, although not consciously sexual.
My relationship with the lesbian was
never serious. In the case of my first
sexual experience, the other boy made
the advances, but I immediately reo
ciprocated."

"Does your family know you're
gay?"

"Yes. I told my parents when I was
seventeen. It was a big mistake. The
idea of having a homosexual for a son
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did not go over well at all. My father
was always warning me about sex
generally. He caught me masturbating
twice and gave me hell. My grand-
mother was impossible. She lived with
us and it became unbearable. How-
ever, my parents and I still speak."

"What were your relationships at
school with teachers and other stu-
dents?"

"I have never had other than an
academic interest in my teachers nor
did I ever have any trouble. Since I
mostly attended private schools I had
ample opportunity for sex with fellow
students. I don't suppose most of the
other boys turned out to be gay.
There would be no connection."

"Have you ever had any girl friends
-or wanted to have?"

"Well, as I said, I did live with a
lesbian. Before that I would try go-
ing out with a few girls. But it was
always such a bore. At school I saw
friends apparently happy in boy-girl
relationships, and I would momentari-
ly long for the same. I usually dis-
covered that these heterosexual at-
tachments were not what they
seemed."

"Has religion ever been a problem
to you?"

"No. I was not raised with any
particular religious conviction. I
know I could never believe in a God
that might be troubled over my sex-
ual behavior."

"How about psychological prob-
lems?"

"My parents did send me to a psy-
chiatrist for a short time after they
learned I was gay. But the doctor was
wise and soon wanted to start treating
my mother, and that ended that. I
have had problems, but I have never
felt that they necessarily stemmed
from my being gay. I certainly don't
feel that homosexuality per se is a
handicap. 1 adjust easily. 1 have, per.
haps, been too eager to experience
everything. My life so far has moved
fast, and 1 do lack stability."

•

"Is your outlook masculine or fem-
inine?"

"Sexually passive if that's what you
mean. Masculine when angry. Usually

.my behavior depends on my surround-
ings. I don't care much for drag. Al-
though 1 once tried it and was very
effective. 1 think I'm somewhere in
between."

"Now Victor, you say that homo-
sexuality has not been a handicap to
you. It frequently is allowed to be-
come so. How have you escaped?"

"I don't know. Being 'different'
has never bothered me. I have al-
ways been quite happy to try some-
thing new. 1 have been my own
justification, so to speak. Do you
understand? For me homosexuality
has been fun and enlightening."

"Do you think it may hold )IOU

back in the future?"
"Oh, not at all. How could it?"
"Do you have any desire to get

married heterosexually?"
"Well, I wouldn't want to be a

father if that's what you mean. The
'normal' life is just not for me. Be-
sides I am now married homosex-
ually and like it."

"Do you think of homosexuality as
a way of life or as only a sex act?"

"I think it can be a way of life for
those who want it. I would like it to
be, I think it is, in my case. I'm glad
I'm gay. I don't mind if it colors my
attitudes and general outlook-that
is if the way I live is the natural out-
come of my sexual interests."

"Do you like older or younger
men?"

"Age is not important. It all de-
pends on the person."

"Do you think the homosexual will
be accepted in your lifetime?"

"Possibly, who knows? Personally,
I don't care. Who needs those who
don't understand? 1 get by just the
way things are."

"Should the teenager attempt to
confide in his parents?"

"You see what happened in my
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case. It is much better to leave it un-
spoken. You can tell your parents you
are gay only if they are exceptionally
understanding. And who ever has
exceptionally understanding parents?
You have to figure it out for yourself.
Maybe this isn't a bad idea. Besides,
parents are no good at this problem.
They know less about it than you do.
They get panicky and think only of
themselves."

"Victor, what do you think about
ONE helping persons under twenty-
one?"

"If you don't know what goes on

¥'j
~

with yourself before you're twenty-
one, you're in trouble. The young
homosexual should have somewhere
to turn. In my own case, so far, I
wouldn't need ONE much. Of course,
I keep my eyes open. It would be
rough if you didn't know anybody
else. Any slightly older person will
do provided they are not mixed up
themselves, I suppose."

"What do you expect to be doing
ten years from now, Victor?"

"I don't know. It's too far away to
think about."
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One Night at the Library
by Jeremy Stratton

He should really have gone to the
Law Library to. study, since he was
in Law School. But tonight-well the
Law Library was too damn dull and
he was sick of all the other law stu-
dents. They were too serious. Most of
them were either married or else go-
ing to pot for other reasons, and all
they ever thought about was Law
School and what they were going to
do when they got out. Most of them
hardly realized the big, main Univer-
sity Library existed.

But John knew. He knew all about
this other place. It was all glass and
brand-new and the students were dif-
ferent. They were animated and had
a fresh, young interest in life. And
the fellows wore their shorts. That was
what John liked. They didn't allow
shorts at the Law School. Some god-
damned visiting professor from up
North had complained to the Dean
and he had issued a ruling forbid-
ding law students to wear shorts to
class. They had worn them before
that. But the administration had al-
lowed their fears of non-conformity
to rule and the shorts had disap-
peared. But tonight - ah, tonight
would be different.

John entered the big foyer of the
University Library. A fountain played
smartly near the stairs and already
he could see the young fellows stand-

ing around in the lobby talking and
smoking. Hairy, sun-tanned legs
sported all kinds of shorts: yellow
prints, grey and maroon plaids, blue
and white pin-stripes. Of course they
wore no socks. They just stuck their
feet into their Bass Weejuns (bought
one half-size too large so they would
slip at the heel as they walked). The
whole effect was---well, how could you
describe it? It was-exhilarating.

He was nervous tonight. Jumpy
as a frustrated tomcat. He looked at
every pair of male legs that came by.
Why tonight, particularly? Ah, it
was one of those unpredictable things.
You could stand just so much Law
School and then you had to spend an
evening cruising legs in the library.
Kind of silly, he guessed. But that
was life.

He got on the escalator and floated
up toward the second floor. From the
escalator he could look down over his
shoulder into the lobby from where
he had just come. There was the
whole panorama spread out before
him: dozens of handsome fellows;
dozens of pairs of legs; dozens of
tight shorts, round and full in the
back. This was the finest entertain-
ment in the world. And to think there
was no admission charge!

He got off the escalator and drop-
ped his heavy law books down on a
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long sofa. He sat down. Across from
him was that cute blond who always
sat there near the escalator. He wore
long trousers but he was pretty damn
good to look at, just the same. Of
course he did wear Bass Weejuns
(anybody who wanted to rate had to
wear Bass Weejuns) except that this
guy always had his off, with his feet
propped up on another chair in front
of him. He was cute. His blond hair
grew low over his temples and fell
over his forehead in a Princeton cut.
He had a saucy little nose and a pretty
mouth.

"Damn it, he sure is pretty,"
thought John to himself. "But I
haven't got a Chinaman's chance of
ever meeting him."

He was, after all, several years
older than most of these students. He
had been graduated seven years be-
fore and had come back now to take
a law degree. What chance did he
have of meeting attractive young fel-
lows who were only Freshmen or
Sophomores? What chance did he
have of meeting anybody who wasn't
a dull, insipid law student?

Besides, these guys were awfully
dumb about sex. You could hang
around one of them for weeks and
they would never catch on that you
kind of liked them "that way." They
would think you were just being
friendly. It wasn't like it had been
New York. God. There you had to
beat people away. Here you couldn't
get anybody for love or money.

Take this cute blond, for instance.
Suppose he could get into a conversa-
tion with him (of course he couldn't,
but just suppose he could). What
would he say?

"Say, how about coming over to
my place for a cup of coffee, and
after we're through I'll drive you
home ?"

No! That wouldn't do at all. The
blond would look sort of blank and

mumble something about having to
get up early or something. Anyway,
he would never come, that was for
certain.

Besides, around here you just didn't
talk to strangers. You had your own
little group, and that was it. Now this
guy was probably a fraternity man
and didn't know anyone outside of his
own fraternity. It seemed incredible
that anyone could be that narrow,
but John knew this campus well.
They were all like that here. What
was he going to do-sit around here
all evening and drool over some cute
Freshman whom he couldn't possibly
have? Answer: yes. Probably.

John got up, laid down his books,
and went into the men's room just
to see if his hair was straight. It was.
He looked at himself for a long time
in the mirror. He was twenty-eight,
but didn't look it. No, he could pass
for only twenty-one. In fact, in a bar
last Saturday he had been asked to
produce identification. That had been
a little flattering.

He was really too skinny, but that
helped to make him look younger. An
outsider would certainly think he was
one of them. Yet he wasn't. He could
feel the difference of seven or eight
years in age, even if others didn't
know it. He was a tough old New
Yorker. He didn't think like these
fellows. They were happy-go-lucky.
Even if John looked as young as they
his outlook betrayed him. For it is
impossible to lop off a decade of
thought, feeling, and experience.

Yes admit it. He was ashamed of
himseif for cruising the library and
going after younger fellows when he
b •
should have been tending to senous
work. What would these fellows be
doing seven years from now? They
would be planning responsible ca-
reers. They would be married. They
would not be wasting their time cruis-
ing. Maybe.
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Of course, you never could tell.
Some fellows would be cruising. But
what was the use of cruising? Where
did it get you? Had he ever found
anybody worthwhile that way? No.
Yet that certain impelling urge to
cruise was there. Of course you
couldn't cruise the library too often.
Because then you'd get the reputation
of being "that jaded old faggot who

.snoops around the library every night
trying to pick somebody up."

John returned to his seat. The cute
blond was studying, but not very in-
tently. A girl passed by.

"Hi, Glimp," she said.
Glimp! What a silly name ! The

blond grinned. A sweet, unbearable,
boyish grin. He waved.

John squirmed in his seat. Glimp
lived in a different world. He was
cute and had a cute nickname and
had cute friends. John's world had
no room for nicknames, piquant
faces, and merriment. Strictly busi-
ness. How could two human beings
be seated so close to each other and
yet be so far apart?

John squirmed some more. This
was just one of those nights when he
couldn't keep still. He got up. Glimp
looked up at him. He looked at
Glimp. Glimp's eyes turned away. Ah,
that's the way it was. Too afraid to
stare. All the fellows were like that.
Nobody here cruised. They all thought
it was rude to stare. Consequently you
never met anybody. Life had so many
problems.

John walked around the room, just
to see who was there. He couldn't be
too obvious, of course. Must look as
though he were just browsing for

. books. He had one squeaky shoe.
Damn! That made everyone look up
as he passed. He couldn't pass a'
second time in the same place or it
would look as if he was crusing. Well,
he was, wasn't he?

Maybe he was too self-conscious.
Did Glimp, for instance, ever suspect
that John had purposely sat near him
so many times just for the privilege
of gazing on his pretty face? It was
so hard to tell! Probably Glimp never
suspected a thing. Most of these fel-
lows wouldn't. But then how could he
ever get the point across to Glimp
that he liked him? And if Glimp did
get the point John would be embar-
rassed, and then he hoped once again
that Glimp would not get the point.
Oh, what a crazy, mixed-up world!

He went downstairs and into the
main reading room. Over to the
drinking fountain. To get a drink.
Well, not really to get a drink, but
to cruise the fellow sitting at the
nearest table. The drinking fountain
was just a "blind." It seemed so futile
and dishonest to spend one's life pre-
tending-pretending to need a drink,
pretending to have to go to the men's
room to comb your hair, pretending
to need to ask the time. Was cruising
really a necessary part of life?

He refused to hang around the
john. That was a sure way to find
sex, but the nicer guys never hung
around there. All you found there
were the goons and drips and a few
guttersnips ~ho probably had VD
and everything else. It was sure easy
to find the guys you didn't want and
pretty hard to find the ones you did
want.

Take that guy sitting over there
near the corner, for instance. Hey!
He was handsome. John passed him
nonchalantly. Oh, he had seen him
before. He had the most beautiful
pair of legs on campus. Face-pas-
sable, no-handsome. Well, not ex-
actly. His nose was sort of hook-like,
and his eyes were perhaps a little too
deep-set. But a nice, sensitive mouth
and well-formed face gave a pretty
good appearance. And he wore shorts,
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which was what made this fellow
really attractive.

He also had a certain sweetness
about him. He wasn't at all like
Glimp. Glimp was tart and pixie-like.
This fellow had a baby-doll kind of
innocence. Yet he wasn't entirely in-
nocent. He had sexy legs and he
knew it; But John was definitely more
drawn to this fellow than to Glimp.
What was it he had? Glimp had more
personality. But also a definite in-
sincerity. There was a part of Glimp
that he kept jealously to himself. No
one knew the real Glimp. But this
fellow aroused a kind of sympathyin
John. John felt more comfortable
with him although he certainly knew
him no better than he knew Glimp.
But he felt a certain sense of peace
around this boy as if he were quietly
waiting for something. Yes, he pre-
ferred him to Glimp all right.

John fairly flew up the escalator,
grabbed up all his books, said good-
bye to Glimp (silently) and raced
downstairs and over toward his new
delight. He passed the boy from in
front and noticed he was wearing a
sign on his pocket. It was a name tag
which read "Alan Aldrich." He must
have come from some social affair-
maybe a fraternity rush-and for-
gotten to take it off.

"Hello, Alan," John said softly to
himself. "I think you're kind of
dreamy."

He sat down near Alan where he
could admire his legs. God, but they
were perfect. Long, slim, yet full,
and covered with soft, blond hair,
His feet were strong and high-arched
and did the Bass Weejun company
a very good credit.

Alan was aware of him. He had
looked around and caught John look-
ing at him. John had looked away.
Of course this was routine. I look at
you and you look at me. We both
look away. The test would be if this
boy Alan looked at him again when he

didn't have to. John would catch him
in the act if he could.

He did. He felt Alan's eyes fixed
on him, so he looked up suddenly.
Alan looked away quickly, but not
quickly enough. The tell-tale trick
had worked. Alan was interested in
him-at least, a little ...

Alan pressed' his kness together
twice, then spread his legs apart .
He drummed on the table with his
fingers and began to wiggle one foot
nervously. He was "shook." John had
cast a spell over him. He had not
bargained for this. Twice, three times
Alan looked at John. John looked
back. Alan looked again. John's pulse
was racing. He smiled. Alan looked
away quickly, embarrassed. But not
for long. He looked up again.

Now! Some action, maybe! John's
heart was pounding. He looked again
at the thick tangle of hair on Alan's
legs. What would Alan think if John
were to put his hand on one of his
legs.

John's head was spinning and his
breath was coming in funny short
pants. Alan slid his feet back, one
leg on either side of his chair. His
calf muscles twitched and rippled
under their covering of skin and hair
and his left heel slipped impishly out
of his shoe. This was too much! In
another minute John would be over
there. Something had to happen.

Alan got up from his seat and
began to walk toward the door
past him. He walked with an
easy swing of his hips which accen-
tuated the roundness of his behind.
His shoes, slipping, made that sexy
scuffing sound that always heralded
an approaching college student.

"Okay you idiot," John said to him-
self. "Now you work fast. Alan has
gone out for a cigarette. He wants
you to follow him. You follow, and
~hen you get out there fish around
in your pocket, look annoyed, snap
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your fingers, and go over to Alan
and say, 'Hey, can I bum a cigar-
rette?' "

No! That would be too obvious.
With Glimp it might have worked,
but not with Alan. Alan is too aware
of John already and he wasn't stupid,
you could tell. Maybe it would be
better to ask him what time it was.
No. There was a clock right on the
wall. Maybe he should say, "Pardon
me, are you from New York?" No.
That was too fishy. What if Alan just
said "no," and refused to say any-
thing more?

Now, wait. There must be a way.
Think, now. Think hard. He could
make some inane remark like "isn't
it hot in there?" But it wasn't. Or he
could say "nice night tonight." No;
that was too romantic. "Are you in
the literary college?" No! What
would he say if Alan replied "yes,"
in a questioning tone? He knew ab-
solutely nothing about' the literary
college and wouldn't he look stupid
just standing there with an open
mouth? He could say "I like your
shorts." John laughed at this. In New
York he could have said that because
it obviously meant "I like what's in
your shorts." But Alan was too sensi-
tive for that and John didn't want to
shock him or scare him away. He
could say "would you mind telling me
where you got your shorts?" which
was a somewhat more polite way of
saying "I like what's in them." But
John had always been very unsuc-
cessful at these little manufactured
conversations.
Alan would probably answer that the
shorts had been given to him, or
that he'd gotten them in Philadelphia,
and the conversation would end there.
Then John would blush. He knew he
would. Some guys who were quick on
the draw would say, "Oh, Philadel-
phia. I've got friends there, etc. etc.
etc." But that would give the obvious
impression that John was buzzing

•

this guy, and-well, Alan was a nice
guy and John didn't want to make the
impression that he was just trying to
pick him up. He wanted Alan to like
him as a person. That's what was so
hard about it. It would have been a
lot easier in many ways if raw sex
could have satisfied him. But .John's
needs were deeper and more involved
than that,

It was too late now, anyway. Alan
was coming back. With a scrape,
scrape, scuff he was once again seated.
He crossed his bare legs at the ankles
and rubbed them together gently and
tantalizingly.

Something in John cried in agony
and despair. He must think of some
way to meet Alan, So he couldn't pull
off one of those obvious have-you-got-
a-match deals, There must be some
other way, But what? Alan was a
nice boy, you could tell. He wouldn't
object if John offered him a ride
home, He probably lived in a fra-
ternity house and didn't have a car.
Certainly there was nothing hard in
saying "hey, have you got a ride
home?" Nothing hard about it at all.
WelL But just suppose Alan were to
reply "yes, I've got a ride," or
"thanks, I'll walk." John could pic-
ture him laughing with the other guys
in his fraternity house,

"Hey, you know some queer tried
to pick me up tonight in the library?"

"Yeah ?"
"Ha-ha-ha. Ha-ha."
No, no, 'He ... just ... couldn't.
Maybe John just made all these

problems for himself. Maybe this guy
Alan would very willingly talk, go
with John for coffee, even go home
with him. Maybe he was just a little
shy. He was shy. That was why John
liked him. John had always found
shy, good-looking fellows exciting.

John wiggled his pencil nervously.
He was too timid. He had always been
too timid. He just couldn't break the
ice. He was too afraid of making a
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fool of himself, so he wouldn't talk
to a stranger. Well, that was why he
got no sex. But what about guys who
buzzed around every good-looking
fellow who came their way? They
obviously let it be known that they
were looking for a bed-partner. And
did anyone respect them? No! And
did they, get any more sex than John?
It was doubtful, Besides, John was
not out for sex alone. He wanted this
guy Alan to like him. He wanted
intimacy and warmth. Didn't Alan
want the same? So what was keeping
them apart? Was it a fear? Of what?

The lights flashed. Closing time!
For God's sake, do something! Think
of something! Alan was starting to
pick up his books and pencils. He
stood, his legs quivering, all the little
hairs erect.

Now! Now! Think!
He couldn't think. He couldn't

make any plans. His eyes were fixed
on Alan's legs, staring wantonly. His
leg-s,his legs, his legs-standing near
John, rubbing against him, tick-
ling him, massaging him gently,
clamping around him hard. Alan
couldn't leave now. John wouldn't let
him go. He must have him. He would
have him! Why had his heart and
tongue failed him? Why was he dumb
when he wanted so much to speak?
His heart tore within him.

He would follow him. Walk behind
him about half a block. Follow him
right to his fraternity house. Then
... then ....

They would stop. Alan would turn
and John would be right there. He
would put his hands gently on Alan's
slim hips and look into his eyes.

"Look," he would say, "I like you.
I ..."

Alan would look surprised. Then
he would look flattered. Then his
eyes would glow and his heart would
open. Their lips would meet ....

No! 0 h, God, this would be too
preposterous! What assurance did
John have that Alan would react that

;/.

way? What possible assurance? It
was only a dream. Could he gamble
on a dream? Did he dare?

Alan scuffed past him.
"Well," John said to himself, "If

you're going to follow him you'd
better hurry. After all, he's not going
to wait for you." ,

He followed Alan with his eyes, all
the way to the door. Did he dare?
Did he dare?

Frantically he grabbed up his be-
longings. Quick, quick-hurry! Come
on! Out the door! Out the door to
Alan!

"Wait. How are you going to ap-
proach him? I mean really-how?
What will you say?

"Wait-be hanged. You've waited
long enough. Are you going to wait
your life away? Don't worry about
what you are going to say. The words
will come. Just let it happen!"

He was .trembling and shaking
from head to foot. He had never
done anything like this before in his
entire life. He was actually going
after a guy he liked. Oh, sure, he had
always hung around guys he'd liked
before, and let them come to him.
But now he was taking the initiative.

He couldn't believe his own actions.
He was really going after Alan. It
wasn't just fantasy. He was really
going to do it.

Hurry. Catch up.
He felt funny-hollow and wooden,

like a zombie walking in his sleep.
His mouth was dry and his face had
drained. He felt a little faint. His legs
were heavy and cumbersome. With
a conscious effort he put one foot in
front of the other and began to move
in Alan's direction.

Ready? Forward ... march!
One step. Two steps. Three. And

then a dull, heavy sense of finality
enveloped him.

"You' d better go home and act
your age," he said to himself as he
walked slowly and painfully out the
door toward his car.
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tangents
news & views

PERVERSION IN THE PARK
THE MILWAUKEE JOURNAL re-

ports that County Judge Christ T.
Seraphim has called on police to
conduct what he called a "war on
perversion" in Juneau Park. The
Judge acted after hearing the 20th
recent case involving men in "ab-
normal" sexual acts in the park. The
Judge said that when he was a boy
in Milwaukee, Juneau was the only
park in which he played. Now, he
said, he was afraid to take his
children there. "Let's make it safe
for the children again," he de-
clared. The park now has more
light and more patrolmen.

If anyone wonders how ONE
feels about this type of sex activity,
the answer can be found in the
editorial of the September, 1962
issue.

SOUTH OF THE BORDER
THE LOS ANGELES TIMES reports

on the U.S. Supreme Court's direc-
tion to the Federal Court in Califor-
nia to consider the question of
whether an afternoon's visit to
Mexico can, under the immigration

one
'.

by w.e.g. mcintire

laws, be considered "a departure
to a foreign port or place." The
court thus gives notice that it is
not even willing to discuss the ques-
tion of whether the party concerned,
George E. M. Fleuti, is homosexual.
It is doubtful that the Justice De-
partment will enforce the clause
since to do so against this party,
whom they are after for being hom-
osexual, would mean that they
would have to enforce it against
everyone. The same paper, in Paul
Coates' Column, has documented
proof of how crooked the cops are
and how unjustly the laws are en-
forced in Mexico.

From three different sources we
find notice that men are still trying
to commit crimes while dressed as
women. The ALBUQUERQUE JOUR-
NAL reports that Carrol Wade Paris,
24, of Hobbs, was disguised as a
woman when arrested, had been
employed as a waitress in a Roswell
cafe, but was sentenced as a man
after pleading guilty to a charge of
grand larceny. The INDIANAPOLIS
NEWS reports that William H.
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Walker, 30, alias Nancy Morris,
who sports his hair long and wears
feminine clothing, has been sen-
tenced in a Lawrence Circuit Court
to 2 to 14 years at the State Prison
on a forgery charge.

Therefore, the public will prob-
ably acquiesce to a bill mckinq it
a punlshcble offense to wear cloth-
ing of the opposite sex "with intent
to deceive." This is what the Senate
in Hawaii did, according to the
HONOLULU ADVERTISER. The trou-
ble is that there must be a distinc-
tion between criminal and non-
criminal intent. The fact that some-
one wears drag does not mean that
they have crimLnal intent to mislead
someone. If they do have criminal
intent, then isn't there already a
law to cover such acts? No law-
making body has the right to dic-
tate what clothes we wear. It does
have the right to see that laws are
not broken by people because they
con hide their identity under skirts,
or pants, as the case may be.

The PITTSBURGH POST-GAZETTE
tells us that the Federal Drug Ad-
ministration has accused a firm of
distributing products contaminated
by a powerful sex hormone which
caused harmful effects in young
boys and girls. It causes feminiza-
tion in young boys, and early inter-
nal physiological development in
young .girls. This information is
interesting in that it leads many
people to continue to question just
what does cause sexual character-
istics, preferences, and to allow
that there may be physical factors
and that maybe it isn't [us+ seduc-
tion by dirty old men that causes
boys to be homosexual - or tv
shows, or comic books, or lack of
father images.

NORTH OF THE BORDER
And from Toronto comes the

demonstration that a newspaper can
report a sexual subject with reason

+

and not emotion. The TORONTO
TELEGRAM reports that Gail Kirsh,
a 20-year-old Grade 3 school
teacher at Bayview Heights Public
School was barred from her class-
room because she was quoted as
saying that pupils with homosexual
and other personality problems do
not get proper treatment because
teachers are not trained to deal
with them.

Bob Blackburn, columnist in the
same paper commented: "Life
seems to be getting pretty tough
these days for people who publicly
recognize the existence of sex.
Maclean's Magazine fired Pierre
Burton when pressure was brought
to bear over a straight-talking ar-
ticle on what I suppose might be
called puppy-sex. CTV cancelled his
TV program with Helen Gurley (Sex
and the Single Girl) Brown, under
pressure from people who hadn't
even seen the show. And now, Miss
Kirsh ... I can't figure out whether
she was being punished for having
an idea, or for expressing it. It
would appear that the safe course
for a teacher would be to avoid
having any ideas, and most certain-
Iy, if that is impossible, to avoid
being found in possession of one.
The school principal was quoted as
saying Miss Kirsh's comments were
'ridiculous.' There seems to be
some ill-feeling toward her for sug-
gesting that there are kids with
homosexual tendencies in the
school.

"Well, I'll bet there isn't a grade
school of any size anywhere that
doesn't have some children with
homosexual tendencies. The public
schools I went to certainly did. I
didn't know then what their prob-
lem was, but in retrospect it be-
comes painfully obvious, and sub-
sequent events, some of them tragic,
bear out the diagnosis.

"As I recall it, the homosexuals
were regarded with some distaste
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or else entirely ignored by most of
'the teachers. I don't know that all
of them could have been helped
greatly, but they could have been
helped some.

"The outrageous proposal Miss
Kirsh made was that teachers be
given some form of training which
would enable them to recognize
personality problems in children. I
was absolutely astounded at the
report of the reaction. For the prin-
cipal to term such suggestion
ridiculous is-wen, what the heck
-ridiculous.

"It was reported that a number
of angry parents called the school
and threatened to withdraw their
children. I should think if my kids
were going to that school I'd be
more inclined to worry about the
principal than about Miss Kirsh,
who, instead of being pilloried,
should, on the face of it, be com-
mended."

Mrs. D. Harrington, also in the
same paper, said that if Miss Kirsh
surprised the board, it was because
she left them back in the Victorian
era, hiding like ostriches.

FROM THE LAND OF POI
This brings us back to the

HONOLULU ADVERTISER. It has got-
ten its head out of the ground, but
it hasn't reclly learned much, or
maybe hasn't tried to learn much.
I quote: "The Deviate: A Growing
Community Problem. Editor's note:
This article deals with a problem
that is unpleasant but significant, a
problem that is worsening and thus
a problem which the community
should face up to. For this reason,
the Advertiser assigned a reporter
to search out the facts and present
them," Does this sound a little
familiar? The reporter, Bob Jones,
either didn't seek hard for facts, or
didn't report them. But in the Uni-
versity of Hawaii paper, KA LEO 0
HAWAII, Neil Abercrombie does

indicate to us that at least some
universities are teaching a few
truths about sex, and that some stu-
dents are learning a little. He an-
swers the ADVERTISER by saying
that if his knowledge about the
various aspects of homosexuality
are correct, legislative restrictions
are worthless. Tyi.ng in the previous-
ly mentioned law against wearing
drag, he says: "If the Mayor's Sub-
committee on Sex Deviates recom-
mends a law punishing transvest-
ism by jail and fine, it will have
perpetrated a solution analogous to
that of beating the insane to drive
out the devils."

If the committees are really in-
terested in the problem, suggests
Mr. Abercrombie, they should,
among other things, get the homo-
sexuals themselves to contact such
groups as ONE in order to under-
stand themselves.

MEANWHILE, BACK ON THE
MAINLAND, we find the New Or-
leans TIMES-PICAYUNE reporting
the latest in a long line of murders
in which homosexuality plays a
part. What is interesting about this
case is that a man who admittedly
has been entrapping homosexuals
or heterosexuals now has been
convicted of :murder and may be
meeting in prison some of the men
he helped entrap.

The man, William Robert Livesay,
was convicted of the French Quar-
ter barroom murder of Perry E. Tet-
tenburn. Testimony revolved around
olleqed double-crossing, homosex-
uality and Livesay's stool pigeon
activities for Pershing Gervais, chief
investigator for Dist. Atty. Jim
Garrison (whohas been recently in
the news for his "open door" battle
with the bars in the Quarter, his
trial for slandering the judges-
even when they admitted that what
he said was true-and his refusal
to prosecute a book store manager
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on charges of selling obscenity,
namely Another Country).

Yet, the Book Editor of the
TIMES-PICAYUNE didn't feel it nec-
essary to review the Wolfenden
Report. It is interesting to speculate
on how some people think, or rather
don't think.

,
J

AND THEN ...
· . . And then there is, accord-

ing to Amos Melton, the Texas
Christian University professor who
set out to test a new computer and,
upon asking the machine simply to
separate the ndmes of students. by
sex, got three stacks.

· .. And then, there is Randy
Wieser, a 6-foot-l, 205-pound cen-
ter on the Vanderbilt University
football team. According to Score-
card in SPORTS ILLUSTRATED, the
propaganda mills of the University,
pressed for news to keep interest
up during the off season, were issu-
ing accounts of how this player or
that is making himself more form-
ful, more formidable on summer
jobs that practically smell of muscle.
It seems that Randy win take six
weeks training in the Marine Corps
at Quantico, Virginia. Then he will
go home to Dallas and work in his
father's beauty parlor, as a hair-
dresser.

· .. And then, the Question Man
for the SAN FRANCISCO CHRON-
ICLE decided to find out if people
thought there were too many homo-
sexuals in S.F. There were no new
or interesting answers, but the faces
of those interviewed (at least those
whose opinions were published)
were very interesting; they were all
men, and what type of a corner is
Larkin and Fulton?

· .. And then we have an article
that is headlined "Turnpike Truck
Stops are Homo Away From
Home". The article goes on to say
that, many truck-stops being homo

hangouts, the long turnpikes seem
to be playing havoc with America's
former "symbol of Virile Man-
hood." "Lonely, tired, bored; miles
from home, away from anyone he
knows-or knows him-he is eager
to talk to anyone, and try new
ideas. If it happens to be the right
party, he may end up being talked
into IT, just for kicks."

The pick-up signal meant for
g,irls has been used for men-how
many girls are roaming the high-
ways at night! A passing car gives
an alternate flash on his directionals
-left, right, left, right. If Mr.
'Teamster answers with same, they
head for a parking spot. "And,"
adds the article, "what about sta-
tistics from the A.T.A. that a large
percent of long distance contract
movers are partnerships between
single men over 28 years old? Is
the road that lonely after all?"

BUT CAN YOU DO THAT?
Lately, this columnist has had to

rethink just what can be said. The
reason is reported in PUBLISHER'S
WEEKLY by NYC attorney Harriet F.
Pilpel (who recently inaugurated
ONE's new series of members only
meetings). She tells of decisions
by courts i.n which humorous report-
ing was on trial (NEW YORK TIMES
article based upon incident reported
by the STAMFORD ADVOCATE con-
cerning a dice game raid by the lo-
cal police). Mrs. Pilpel also tells of
a decision as to just how much an
account can be altered by a publi-
cation when quoting from another
source (TIME Magazine quoting
from the U.S. Civil Rights Commis-
sio.n Report concerning police bru-
tality to a Negro family). The courts
probably feel, as most of us do at
times, that newspapers take too
great a liberty with "facts" when
the persons mentioned have no way
to answer back. But the action of
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the courts, in the two cases men-
tioned, and severa I others, endan-
gers freedom of the press. .

YES, NO, MAYBE SO, CERTAINLY
At about the time California citi-

zens were reading that their state
supreme court had unanimously
declared Tropic of Cancer to be NOT
obscene, nor to' be "hard core por-
noqrophy", citizens elsewhere were
reading that their courts were say-
ing just the opposite. The NY court
said it was "From first to last page
.- .. filthy ... rr In St. Louis citizens
were reading that "Experts Doubt
Value of Law of Obscenity".
, Dr. Paul H. Painter, child psychia-
trist at St. Louis Children's Hospital
said that the typical delinquent is
an actor or doer. He does not read.
He's trying to prove himself as a
man. Frank W. Miller, professor of
criminal law at Washington Univer-
sity, and Norman W. London, prac-
ticing criminal lawyer, both said
counsel should move very cautiously
when dealing with the delicate area
of free speech. Dr. Leon A. Gottfried,
acting choirmon of the English de-
partment at Washington University
said the principal difficulty with a
decent literature commission is that
"public-spirited citizens" often can-
not tell the decent from the indecent
literature.

RECOMMENDED READING
THE NEW YORK REVIEW OF

BOOKS (Spring and Summer issue)
carries an intriguing review by
Marshall Cohen of two books: The
Sovereign Peroga'tive: The Supreme
Court and the Quest for Law by
Eugene V. Rostow, and Law, liberty
and Morality by H. L. A. Hart.

Also of interest is the choice of
Jou Pu Tuan as the August selection
of the Hudson Book Club, and the
choice of The Wolfenden Re'port as
the August selection of the Pastoral
Psychology Book Club.

NO SERIOUS PERSON
CAN AFFORD TO MISS

QUARTERLY
NO. 16
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Containing a provocative article, "Homo-
sexual Behavior in the Bible" by the Rever-
end Robert W. Wood; the first translation
into English of a section from Magnus
Hirschfeld's monumental Encyclopedia of
Homosexuality; articles by two scientists
continuing the discussion of the biological
aspects of homosexuality; a full description
of ONE's Research Council and its work; an
editorial on research problems by Institute
Dean Emeritus, Dr. Merritt.

No serious student can afford to miss any
issue of the authoritative journal in the
field. Subscriptions, $5 per year; single
copies $1.50.

EDUCATION DIVISION
ONE Incorporated
2256 Venico:-Blvd.
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Beginning of a letter, some questions and afterthoughts.

'\

Yesterday on my way to the office
I met Lawrence Graham who spent
Summer at our place back in 195 ...

Yesterday on my way to the siege of Troy
I met Larry G. smiling like he did ten summers ago
At that place near the sun where we met.
Is it yesterday now and was that decade's past summer yesterday?
What does one speak of to the only real summer in his life, ten years later?
The cliches of "you're looking fine" and
"What ever happened to" someone you didn't like?

Yesterday on the crowded subway to work
Spud (our secret name) was pushed right up against me
As close as the times we hid together in the tall reedy pondbanks.
And our eyes met (Spud's and mine) recalling that big moment
When we explored the glacial caverns and pretended we were lost.

Yesterday I saw today and tomorrow.
Yesterday I saw Summer.
Yesterday I saw Love.
Yesterday on my way to yesterday
I recalled that in our happiness we devoured
The passionate moon, the athletic days of sun, each other, and the summer.
Morty Finklestein told us that next Monday would be Labor Day
As he brought in the wrought iron chairs from the terrace.

Yesterday on my way to the death
That I knew I must die slowly,
The perfume of Spud's July and August reminded me
That time was the great enemy.
The unkind separator, standing between me and
Lawrence Graham, Larry G., Spud, the swift summer,
and even now our mute barrier.

Whisper Spud, whisper.
Would you take me back, smiling as you are,
Take me back to pleasant Sunday afternoons
Spent walking through country roads
Leading to country paths and quiet hidden chalets,
Back to a look-then-giggle friendship, a physical knowing.

Yesterday on my way to my assassination
I was stopped by my deliverer, a knight without armor,
Who warned me of my impending death
At the hands of the doors that I would eventually pass through.

-Wm.Moore
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1300KS
Noliees and reviews of books. ar·
'ieles. plays and poetry dealirig with
homosexuality and the sex variant.
Readers are invited to send in reo
·rjews or printed matter for review.
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VIOLATIONOF TABOO, Donald
Webster Cory and R. E. L.
Masters, editors; and PAT-
TERNS OF INCEST, by R. E.
L. Masters; New York, The
Julian Press, 1963, pp. 422
and 406, each $7.50.
These latest productions of the

Julian Press' "Library of Sex Re-
search," companion volumes on in-
cest, the first a literary anthology and
the second a collection of psycholog-
ical studies, have as editors and
authors two strange bedfellows well-
known to readers of ONE: Masters
for his The Homosexual Revolution,
and Cory for The Homosexual in
America, and, more recently, for a
very unfavorable review of Masters'
book in the Aug. 1962 issue of ONK

The anthology includes short
stories, dramas, and excerpts from
more or less important works of lit-
erature having incest as their theme,
most of which are easily available in
other editions, including paperbacks"
Quite unaccountably, the works of the
great Romantics are neither included
in the collection nor mentioned in the
critical introduction, even though
some of them-Shelley's The Cenci,
Byron's Manfred, and Schiller's Bride
of Messina or Don Carlos-are of
far greater importance and literary
value than most of the works included.
But then it is probably a measure
of the scholarship of both of these
books that Otto Rank's monumental

•

work on incest in myth and litera-
ture (2nd. ed., 1926) is never so much
as mentioned.

The collection of psychosocial stud-
ies of incest in the second volume be-
gins with a long essay by Masters
himself, continues with articles by
various psychiatrists and the like (al-
most half of which are merely re-
printed from recently-published books
by the Julian Press), and concludes
with two pieces of fiction, one by the
infamous Marquis. Both pieces of
fiction (the first of which has much
to do with homosexuality-as well as
sadism and necrophilia) come very
close to "hard core" pornography,
arid since neither is a case history
or has any literary value, it is diffi-
cult to see the justification for their
inclusion. In addition to many inci-
dental references to homosexuality in
the discussions and in the case histo-
ries, two of the articles focus on
homosexuality exclusively: the first
repeats with variations the orthodox
Freudian doctrine that homosexuality
is almost always a defense against re-
pressed incestuous drives, and in-
cludes some amusing if somewhat ir-
relevant discussion of the sex be-
havior of monkeys; the second essay,
on "homosexual incest," by Cory, is
very brief and rather desultory: in
one paragraph it takes Mr. Cory 85
words to say that a homosexual can-
not have incestuous relations with a
brother if he has no brother.
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In summary: the literary anthology
is not worth the money: the few good
works included-by Mann, Gorki,
Ford-are easily available in cheaper
editions. The collection of psychoso-
cial studies is neither a good popular
survey nor a work of solid or accu-
rate scholarship, but it does include
titillating titbits of neurotica (homo
and hetero), and, almost incidentally,
a few interesting ideas.

T.P.

WE TWO WON'T LAST by Ann
Aldrich, Gold Medal, 1963,
Forty cents, 159 pp.
A non-fiction homophile work" so

interesting and readable that one is
compelled to finish it at one sitting
is rare, but this paperback was such
for me. It is a very subjective sociolog-
ical survey, in a freewheeling and
often witty style, of how homophiles
live and what we're like. Many of the
observations, such as those on the
differences between male and female,
or the lesbian compulsion for trans-
vestism and monagamy, are brilli-
antly shrewd.

However, as readers of her prior
works know, Miss Aldrich is "anti-
organization," so hysterically so that
when she writes of homophile organi-
zations she becomes simply a shrew.
It is just not rational to expect ex-
cellent journalism from, and to work
so hard at .ridiculing, any publica-
tion coming from our yet embryonic
homophile movement. And when she
gets around to ONE, it is amusing to
hear from someone who makes "a
practice of studying the homosexual
scene" that she has never seen any-
thing in print concerning social serv-
ices, such as aid on jobs, lodging, or
the law. Or that the classes and semi-
nars at ONE INSTITUTE are
"flimsy bull sessions." (The last
seminar course I had was on Freud,
in which his basic work on homo-
sexuality was seriously studied sen-
tence by sentence, using both English

!)

translations, and the prior classes
were as serious and informative).
Miss Aldrich is also, as shown by the
title of her book, one of those who be-
lieves that pathology is inherent in
homosexuality, and significantly she
mentions most every doctor in the
field but two-Dr. Evelyn Hooker and
Dr. Virginia Armon.

But shrewd or shrew, Miss Aldrich
should be read. She is a very serious
student and sharp observer of our
minority. She is completely sincere.
You may not like some of her view-
points, but a different way of looking
at a situation is often healthy. And
when it is as well written as this, it
is also very enjoyable.

A. K Smith

EROS: AN ANTHOLOGY OF
MALEFRIENDSHIP edited by
Alistair Sutherland and Pat-
rick Anderson, New York,
Citadel ·Press, 1961, 432 pp.,
$5.95.
Eros is a destructive force. De-

structive, that is, of the kind of civili-
zation that has been evolving for the
past 2,000 years. Now, as western
man awaits the dawn of a Post-
Christian Era, perhaps those of us
who still have the power of belief may
pray for the rebirth of this god.

SHOW magazine sees the actor
Paul Newman as a contemporary
reincarnation. And the type of hero
he impersonates, especially in such a
film as "Sweet Bird of Youth," seems,
even in its distorted, tortured, de-
based manifestation, nearer to the
original of the Greek classic myth.
Nearer, that is, than the over-ideal-
ized picture painted in the introduc-
tion to this anthology. I am inclined
to find this idealization suspect; yet
who can quarrel with the conclusion:
"In our own period science and
technology run wild, when the domi-
nating images are of metal, plastic,
smoke and fire, can we have enough
of generalized Eros?" .
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The answer is obvious. Yet the
means by which this much-oppressed,
greatly-feared human force returns
(for it can never be completely cast
out, so long as we remain human) is
another question. In a society built on
materialism, usury and propaganda,
in which the erotic is suspect, Eros
cannot flower naturally: it manifests
itself in more or less debased forms.
(See Marcuse's classic treatment,
"Eros and Civilization")

I think it is an intuition of this
dilemma which makes the editors
somewhat uneasy when confronted
with the physical aspects of these'
"Passionate friendships". They range
in time from the romance of David
and Jonathan in the Bible of the Jews
and that of Achilles and Patroklus in
the Bible of the Greeks, down to the
mythical universe of Proust and the
smaller, more sardonic world of
Roger Peyrefitte, a selection from
whose masterpiece, "Special Friend-
ships", concludes the book.

The sexual mores of the ancients
are familiar enough to us. In this,
as in so many things, it is the Greeks
who represent an ideal, lost human-
ism-lost to us as well as to the Ro-
mans, whose more spurious sophisti-
'cation seems closer to the temper of
the present age.

When we turn from the classic to
the medieval, however, we find that
the latter period was not so dark as
it has been depicted, despite the per·
nicious doctrines of the Early Church
(the inheritance of Jewish tribal law,
according to which homosexual activ-
ity was punishable, in theory at
least, by stoning to death). Just as
the historian of the future will be
able to deduce the incidence of homo-
sexuality in our society from a study
of the grotesque laws that punish and
attempt to prohibit it, so we may do
likewise, reading of the monastic
codes and the whimsical system of
penances: "Cummean boys under
twenty who kiss must keep six special

one
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fasts, and if they do so licentious! y
eight, and if with embraces ten." And
we must remember that this was the
age of Charlemagne, who cultivated
poet-scholars and traveling musicians,
among whom the tradition of "Greek
love" was very much alive, as it was
to continue into Renaissance times.

I have only praise for the catholic-
ity of the editors' taste and for the
high literary quality of the selections.
Here is delight and enlightenment-
information about which the usual
college professor of obfuscation is
silent, either through ignorance or
through fear of violating the taboos
which it is the business of an educa-
tor to be attacking with all his in-
tellectual powers. It has been easier,
for instance, to hear about Byron's in-
cestuous involvement with his sister-
a taboo which might have some justi-
fication biologically (although belied
by the brilliant results achieved by
forced brother-sister marriages in the
great Egyptian dynasties) -easier to
learn of this "scandal" than it has
been to come across a reference to
this great Romantic's interest in his
own sex, a subject covered by a ta-
boo that has no biological or any
other justification. The editors bring
light to this aspect of Byron, especial-
ly in regard to his infatuation with
the Greek boy, Loukas, who was the
inspiration of many of the poet's last
works. Through his letters, we also
read of beloved Thomas Gray's pathet-
ic involvement, at the age of fifty-
three, with the "gay young Swiss"
whom he described thus: "Was never
such a gracious Creature born!"

Aside from the aesthetic charm of
such testaments as this-testaments
of the "living dead" whose example
may sustain us in our daily living,
the anthology is useful in tracing the
history of the "problem of the hetero-
sexual". That is, these documents may
be read dialectically, as reflections of
the changes in the dominant group's
official attitudes toward the homo-
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sexual minority. Readers disposed to-
ward the theory of a beneficent
"progress" in human affairs may
have their illusion flattered by com-
paring present-day attitudes with the
violence of the Dark and Middle
Ages, during which period certain
"abominable" practices were punish-
able by castration or by death by
stoning or burning alive. On the other
hand, the less complacent reader may
compare the "tolerant" mood of the
present with the situation which has
existed in certain Oriental cultures
from time to time, and which still
exists in certain areas of the world to-
day:

"I have been sitting in a lovely
club-bar across the street where Greek
boys congregate, they are friendly &
they make love between men like in
Plato, the whole classic love scene
preserved intact with no faggotry in-
volved, a huge relief to find it's really
true & good as an Ideal, but for
real." (The poet Allen Ginsburg in the
magazine, Pa'lante)

Whatever your disposition, Eros is
a rewarding volume, beautifully
printed, and containing lists of the
sources of the materials which has
been excerpted. I realize that many
things must be omitted from such a
compendium: I only wish that more of
our contemporary writers might have
been included-or this superb pro-
phetic line of Whitman:

"I will make the most splendid race
the sun ever shone upon."

Paul Cordell

CHRISTIANITY AND SEX, Stu-
art B. Babbage. IVP Series in
Contemporary Ch r i s t i a n
Thought No.4. Chicago, Inter-
Varsity Press, 1963.
There is a strong distinction be-

tween the morality of sex and the mo-
rality of ethics, yet they are invaria-
bly thought of as inseparable in our
Christian society. The monographre-
viewed here also has this primary

criticism against it. It gives the strict
and well founded limits of Christi-
anity's sexual life as it should be and
as read from the Bible by the author.
There does seem room for argument
in interpretation between Christen-
dom's denominations, especially
Catholicism, if they in turn were
writing this review. But my comment
is not sectarian. It is this.

Christianity's greatness lies in the
Christian ethic which is historically
and humanly unique. This ethic is
in essence social, i. e.; a code for com-
passionate human behavior among all
men. It pervades all of man's being.

The specious sexual morality Chris-
tianity unsuccessfully has tried to foist
onto humanity in the name of purity
it to its loss. Sex is a private thing.
It becomes degrading when it be-
comes public and therefore is not to
be delimited except in public ex-
pression. Sex is essentially based on
love or the search for, in consent, and
because of this personal control is
extra-social or outside of society's
ethic, whether religious or legal.

Now this is not to say that prob-
lems do not exist in this privacy.
They pitifully do. But this is outside
the intent here, and indeed outside
the comprehension of Christianity if
we are to search such literature for
answers as provoked this quasi-review.

It seems unnecessary to go into
any historical support of the balance
and acceptance of the variety of sexu-
ality, since it runs through history be-
fore Christ and into the present, not-
withstanding all the theorizing done
since the compilation of the Bible.

What is implied here in no way en-
dangers the very basic value of the
family atmosphere to the rearing of
the young of our society. This social
aspect of the human community has
never been in jeopardy. It does rec-
ognize, however, that our present
sexual mores are blind, or at best
double valued. This. is not a new
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criticism, nor is it a cry for Iicentious-
ness if looked at with prejudices
locked away for awhile. It is an ap·
peal for the recognition of the sexual
variety intrinsic in man as normal
and valuable. This has been more
freshly put by Marya Mannes recently
in Vogue, May 1963. "The world can
sustain many different kinds of love,
whether it is between man and man
-a relationship that has often been
culturally productive, between woo
man and man, between man and
mistress . . . All are in revolt against
concepts of the correct and normal
roles for men and women which bear
no relation to the sexual duality in-
herent in a great many people."

A self evident point is made by
Babbage. To pursue sex as happiness
is to chase the potted rainbow. Prom-
iscuity, and this word is less quickly

SUBSCRIPTION I
BLANK••

Name .

Address .

City .

State .
All copies sent in plain, sealed envelop.
SUBSCRIPTION PRICES: In U. S., Canada or
Mexico: $5 per year, first class; $9, twe years;
$6.50 one year ainnail.

Encl,osed ~. __ _ _._.. _._ .

~ am over 21 (signed) _._ :.'~::..~-..: - --- --.-..-.--

2256 Venice Blvd., L. A. 6
, '

one

applicable to men than to women, dulls
(the) beauty (of sex), but excites
lust.

In talking of the depravity in mod.
ern literature or the inartistic com.
mercialism of a great deal of pub-
lished and lauded fiction, he recom-
mends, and this is perhaps the mono-
graph's best though footnoted corn-
mendation, Edmund Fuller's Man in
Modern Fiction, an excellent antidote
to current criticism.

For the Christian layman or even
the student who is looking for a clear
presentation of the Christian Biblical
viewpoint of sexuality, this mono-
graph is to be recommended. It must
be recognized, however, that the
monograph's viewpoint is restricted
realistically, and has narrowing ac·
ceptance in our time.

Leslie Colfax
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BOOK SERVICE

Listed below are a few of many books presently being sold by ONE Book-
service: these titles are available by mail or at ONE's offices. Phone inquiries:
REpublic 5-5252.

CITY OF NIGHT by John Rechy ~ $5.95
For the first time in a long time, a book about male prostitution which goes beyond the
clinical and becomes entertaining. It is a gay tour of the United States. The descriptions
of and incidents in New Orleans, and Los Angeles (Pershing Square), are hilarious and
earthy.

THE LIFE OF RADCLYFFE HALL by Una, Lady Troubridge (Citadel) $4.00
The story behind the publication of The Well of Loneliness and the author written by
her longtime friend. Photos. .

WHAT IS REMEMBERED by Alice Toklas (Holt) $4.00
Reminiscences of the author's much talked about friendship with Gertrude Stein. Many
Photos.

GIVE ME MYSELF by Susan Sherman (World) $3.75
"At college, at orgiastic parties in Greenwich Village, and finally in Italy, Nona cannot
tear herself away from this woman ... This is a subtle and compelling portrait of a
child who is striving to become a woman."

TOMBOY by Arline McNamee Hammond (Comet) $3.00
A maturing woman looks back to her tomboy childhood without a single overt act,
she begins a harrowing period of morbid introspection, touching tangentially on the
homosexual theme. .

WOMEN WITHOUT MEN by David George Kin (Brookwood) $2.50
"True stories of Lesbian love in Greenwich Village," this is basically a dishonest and
uninteresting book.

VIRGINITY PRE-NUPTIAL RITES AND RITUALS by Dr. Ottokar Nemecek
(Philosophical Library) ' $4.75

This book elucidates the concept of virginity from the anatomical, moral and sexual points
of view ... both primitive and modern societies ... explaining the wide range of forms
of virginity (from the nun to the demivierge, from matriarchal times to our own day).

FEMALE OFFENDER by Caesar Lombroso (Philosophical Library) $5.00
Lombroso, with Bleuler, Kraepelin and Wundt, were giants of 19th century psychiatry
and psychology. A classic in the field.

ONE INSTITUTE QUARTERLY of Homophile Studies $1.00 each
Numbers 6 and 7, containing articles on Lesbians: "On Gertrude Stein", "Research on
Lesbians" (DOB with USC Psychologist Virginia Armon).

Write for free checklist No. 29.

RemiHance musl accompany all orders. Add 25c for shipping cosls, lax in Calif.

Mail orders to: ONE, Inc. 2256 Venice Blvd~,Los Angeles 6, California
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THE· CRUISE
by

Robert Varjaek

The crack down has started in our
town. It hasn't been safe to roam the
streets at night in search of compan-
ionship. It has been a lonely winter,
and now with the summer coming,
chances seem dimmer. It isn't safe
to live alone anymore, as I have been
doing for the past few years, ever
since Jim left. But each night holds a
new promise, and though the promise
is often a mere glance, or a knowing
look, it is still there.

I had just left the movie last night,
and was walking along looking at
shop windows when I first saw him.
I had planned on taking the bus home
at 5th Avenue, but since I would have
had the rest of the night by myself, I
decided to walk a small distance.

I can't really say what it was about
him. He was tall and had black hair.
He seemed to glance rather sharply
as I walked by and I received a prob-
ing look, one that seemed to reach out
to me. I stopped at the next store win- .
dow and with one eye on the mer-
chandise and the other eye on him,
I waited.

He stopped too, and turned around
to where I was standing. All of a
sudden I got a fantastic chill down
my spine and I briefly glanced at
him. He smiled and moved even
closer.

We were looking at the same win-
- dow display and just standing there,
as people began walking past. All of
a sudden I became a little worried. I
started to think that maybe he was
a plainclothesman. He certainly
didn't give much encouragement. He
had ari arrogant look about him that
made me fear making the first move.

The week before a man had been
exposed by his acceptance of an offer
on the street and all of a sudden these
thoughts were flashing through my
mind. The city had turned into a
nightmare overnight. Everyone was
being exposed. I swallowed the lump
in my throat and glanced at him
rather timidly.

I started walking again. I didn't
even glance back. I just had to walk.

°1 bought a paper at a stand and as
I was doing so, I noticed that he was
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still following me. I walked a little
and stopped at another store window.
In seconds he was there. He eyed me
from top to bottom and when I looked
him in the eye he smiled. I knew I
was being cruised. He was really
making the point obvious. My main
concern at the time, was what should
I do? Here was a handsome specimen
of maleness; he certainly looked gay.
But at the same time his actions were
those followed by the vice squad. I
didn't dare make the first move. I
wanted to say something, but I didn't
dare make the first move.

Perhaps it was a guilt complex on
my part, but I couldn't do it. I im-
agined myself being handcuffed and
taken to jail. Then I would be on
trial. I would lose my job, my stand-
ing in the neighborhood, and the re-
spect of my friends. I would be ex-
posed. The price wasn't worth it.

I moved on to the next shop win-
dow. Before I stopped, I knew that
I was still being followed. There
wasn't a way to avoid him. I had all
degrees of thought running through
my mind. First, when approached, I
would act rather innocent. I would
explain that I was on my way home.
I would discourage any attempt to
go with him. I would play dumb to
any direct question. I would explain
that I had a date and was killing
time until I had to pick my girl up.
I would explain that I had no inten-
tion of going anyplace with anyone.
In other words I would discourage
him from any attempts. I had it all
figured out.

I happened to glance at a summer
shirt in the window, and upon look-
ing up, I realized that we were both
looking at the same shirt. He turned
to look at me, and caught my eyes
cruising his. He reached his hand
into his pocket, and all variety of
fears ran through my mind. He fished
out a pack of cigarettes. He placed
one carefully into his mouth. He
reached into his pockets again and

in his search, failed to find a light.
"Do you have a light?" he asked.

His eyes seemed to light up and I
moved towards him with a lighter. He
caught my wrist as I held the light
for his cigarette. I found myself want-
ing to speak. The nights of loneliness
were beginning to show on my un-
steady hands.

"Thank you," 'he said. I caught
myself studying his actions, and he
caught my eyes exploring.

"I'm new in town," he said.
"I've only been here a few weeks."

I didn't know what to reply. I just
stared at him, wondering what would
be my next move. I didn't know how
I was going to defend myself, but so
far there was nothing to defend. We
kept our eyes on each other and I
noticed a look of loneliness some-
where in those blue eyes.

"I'm from Atlanta. Right now I
wish I were back."

I had never been to Atlanta, but
I didn't know whether to believe him
or not. He certainly didn't need to
lie about anything. He'd made no
wrong move, nor said any question-
able phrases. He was lonely, I could
see. But I still didn't know what to do.

We stared at each other for a few
moments. There was a look of worry
in his eyes and there must have been
a look of doubt in mine, for he sud-
denly smiled. It was a pitiful smile,
a half attempt. It wasn't much, but
my whole heart went out for him. I
realized that my whole point of view
had changed, and with it went my
firm conviction that he was a detec-
tive.

He cleared his throat and glanced
into the window again. So far I had
contributed absolutely nothing to this
conversation. I had beeen too busy
weighing the odds and fearing ex-
posure. I looked at him for encourage-
ment, but he had his back to me. He
was really a splendid example of phy-
sical fitness. He was probably 5'10",
and he must have been in his middle
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twenties. I turned to look at the street
and as I did so, he turned around. I
turned back to look at him, and
caught the loneliest look I have ever
seen.

We smiled. I straightened my tie.
We stood for a moment looking at
each other.

"Isn't this gay life hell?" he asked.
I nodded.

"It is lonely, too lonely," I an-
swered.

He started to walk off, and I caught
myself wanting to stop him.

"Wait," I said, "would you like to
to have a cup of coffee with me, or
something? "

He turned and came to me. My
fear was no longer present.

"Where?" he asked.
"It doesn't matter. Nothing matters

anymore. Nothing."
And strangely enough I believed

myself. Nothing could ever matter, as
long as I was not alone anymore.

ROBERTO

A year ago today he died:
inside,

I feel the same
as yesterday.

his name,
is quick and soft like

water, when i speak.

His cup still stands, upon the shelf
. beside my own,

a ri.ng of dust the rim,
lt's all i have of him,

that isnt packed away.

The nights ive sat, awake in tears, his
things unpacked and spread around me ...

his favorite shirt, his comb, and watch,
a book that he was reading, and his pocket-change

exactly thirty-seven cents,
two dimes
three nickels
two sad, small pennies

with unseeing lincoln eyes.

They jingle whe.n I hold them, and seem to say:
away, away ... he's gone away.

- Richard Caplin
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The views expressed here are those
of the writers. ONE's readers cover a
wide range of geographical, eco-
nomic, age, and educational status.
This department aims to express this
diversity.

MORE ON MARRIAGE

Dear sir:
"Let's Push Homophile Marriage" was a

fine article which I am definitely in accard
with. I have tried to preach this all my life
ta little avail, Since I have lost my great
love to the "Grim Reaper" I have been a
lonesome person, but twelve years was
marvelous in its entirety. For this I am grate-
ful.

Mr. L.
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

Dear Randy Lloyd:
Bully for you! Your article was excellently

written and I agree wholeheartedly with you.
You might enjoy hearing of my venture into
marriage - for laughs, if nothing else.

In '44 while I was in the Army I was intro-
duced to another soldier. He was, I still think,
about the handsomest man you could hope to
meet. He had been going with the friend
who introduced him to me but they broke off
and our marriage was consummated.

After Army we teamed up and being iden-
tical in build passed ourselves off as brothers.
He took my family name and it was, for a
while, an idyll. But I was the naive one. I
thought it was for real, but he had a roving
eye. Due to my work hours he had plenty of
time for extro-curriculor activity without my
even suspecti ng!

Finally, the bubble burst and he moved to
New York where he finally married a society
physician with lots of money. They live lav-
ishly on the East Side. I visited them there
several years ago. So the sad end. I'm still
moving around. The beaches here are full of
tempting morsels ...

Mr. J.
Sarasota, Florida

Dear ONE:
When someone begins to stress Homophile

Marriage I sort of shudder because it is sim-
ply removing one type of regulation that fits
a certain percentage and replacing it by an-
other.

I feel that ONE's basic purpose should be
to develop better understanding of the horne-
philes problems. To simply furnish a "club"
that could provide contacts and encourage
further clannishness seems to me to defeat
the basic purpose. We must real ize, as the
Negroes are beginning to see, that our world
is so complex that no one phase can reach
its ultimate or dominate the whole without
being checked by other factors.

Mr.W.
Alhambra, California

Dear sir:
As a brother homophile organization, we

feel we must protest the June cover, both the
illustration and the "Let's Push Homophile
Marriage." What are you trying to do to the
homophile movement? Though intended, no
doubt to be satire, the cover illustration of
the proncinq, nelly faggots is beyond the
pale.

If Dave Heyler had published such an lllu-
stration to illustrate his perverted idea of a
homophile it might be understandable, but to
have one at the oldest and most respected
homophile organizations do so is beyond our
understanding. Your Magazine is sold on
newsstands throughout the country and such
a cover can only make us seem ridiculous.

Can't you hear our enemies saying, as they
read it, "For God's sake, the queers want to
marry each other"? We did not find fault
with the article itself; in fact there were many
good points in it, but marriage to most people
is a sacred rite performed by a clergyman or
authorized civil authority and not something
that we could be accused of making a mockery
of by the heterosexual world.

DIONYSUS
Tony Foster, Secretary
Fullerton, California

Dear ONE:
Speaking as a reader I must tell that the

cover of the June issue is more than I think
admissible in bad taste. The appalling cari-
catures of homosexuals [which the chances
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of publication mode appear together with the
title "Homophile Marriage," alas!) should
have been drown by one of our worst ene-
rnies. Do really the editors of ONE think we
can simply show such a publication to a non-
homophile friend? And do really such draw-
ings on the cover page contribute to giving
the public a notion of homosexuals as normal
healthy people?

Marc Daniel, ARCADIE
Paris, France

Dear friends:
What a delightful cover on your June issue,

truly a sophisticated correlating of at least
some of the problems (and joys) of the ideo
of Homophile Marriage in literary and artistic
terms, But you have probably hod brickbats
from all manner of country folk. Don't swerve!
Swish, if necessary, but never swerve from
your course,

Mr_ G_
Little Rock, Arkansas

Sirs:
Excuse me for writing so much to you

wonderful people but I must answer that
correspondent who so id he hod no use for
the faggot who is out to destroy those fight-
ing for homosexual riqhts. I think that person
should stop to think a bit. According to much
of society we ALL are faggots_ So it is just a
question of semantics.

The faggot is just going through a phose
of homosexual development. Many of us don't
go through this phose. Others do and their
struggle for acceptance is just a little more
difficult. We homosexuals must stop practicing
intolerance and prejudice among our own
ronks before we can expect the world to listen
to us, We ARE different, but that difference
con make us extremely beneficial and pro-
ductive to any society,

Mr.G,
Fire Island, New York

VIEWPOINTS THAT DEVIATE
Sirs:

If you publish free expression this is my
thought of the future failure of your Maga-
zine and its purposes. I am a homosexual,
just as on alcoholic must admit his problem.
Yes, I still think of sexual life but have more
comfort in my Catholic conversion and will
continue to pray for ridding my desires of
the flesh. It is wrong and anyone who has
read a tiny portion of the Bible knows this.
I have homosexual friends of the so-called
nicer closs, and also street-walkers. To me
there is no difference, except that one tries
to find 'love' behind draped windows.

Your Magazine, which I once read, has
marvellous articles in it but this country will
never accept abnormal living because of the
great spiritual wove against Communism and
evil of all kinds. If God hod wonted us to
continue sensual encounters he would never
have destroyed the cities of Sodom and

Gomorrah, Normal people think that homo's
are trying to change the natural way of living,

Mr. G.
New Orleans, Louisiana

Dear ONE:
For thousands of years before the Judeo-

Christian religious system was established
people all over the world believed the mole
organ of generation was the source of all
life and the power which sustained life once
it commenced to exist. Therefore, the phallus
was worshipped and kept exposed to view.

In all honesty, I think the widespread prac-
tice of mole gaiety is a carryover of this
ancient priapic worship. I have tried very
hard and faithfully to embrace the religion in
which I would serve and adore the God re-
ferred to in Holy Writ but got nothing out of it.
I was always shunned in Christian houses of
worship,

The lost Christian congregation I belonged
to hod over a thousand members and no mat-
ter how regularly I attended services; no
matter how enthusiastically I took port I hod
great difficulty finding a sponsor when I
finally united with that church, After I joined
three people besides the pastor welcomed me.
I finally gave up the Christian life and am
much happier embracing the phallic deity.

Mr. C.
New York, N.Y.

Dear ONE:
I have read and enjoyed the Magazine

since June, 1962 but as for as the art work
is concerned I think improvement is needed.
Very few of your covers are worthy of any
merit, in fact I can think of only one that was,
October, 1962.

Some covers have been done in poor taste.
There must be interesting and imaginative
design or photographs since this is the first
thing people see. Too much block and white
is used. The interior sketches are a total loss,
They just fill up empty space, are unattractive
and look like coffee-break doodlings. I hope
I am not the only reader who considers this
port of your Magazine important enough to
write a letter about.

Mr. S.
San Francisco, California

Gentlemen:
A song popular between forty and fifty

years ago was, "Where Did Robinson Crusoe
Go With Friday on Saturdoy Night?" (Tan-
gents, June, 1963). It was a provocative title
and we slyly hummed the song at dancing
classes, but the parodies were reserved for
the lockerroom.

So innocent were we in those days that
we thought "coming out parties" were the
kind debutantes' parents gave for them. My
world, since those days has changed, but
human nature hasn't.

Mr.W.
Washington, D_C.
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ONE INSTITUTE OF HOMOPHILE STUDIES
The 'Education Di'vision ,01 ONE Incorporaled

ANNOUNCEMENT
FALL ,SEMESTE'R OPENING :S,EPTEMBER 16
Fascinating lectures and discussions, for adults only. Dignified and authorita-

tive examinations of male and female homosexuality - invaluable for parents,
clergymen, attorneys, psychologists and anyone interested in understanding Amer-
ica's largest minority group and knowing more about it.

Does the subject frighten you? Do you think homosexuality is a
sin? A crime? Abnormal? Should one be ashamed of being homo-
sexual?

Attend single sessions (fee $1.00) or a full semester course at considerable
saving ($15.00 per subject) as your time, schedule permits - and learn the facts.

An opportunity offered nowhere else in the world. Write for information
leaflet, or better still come:

Monday evenings 8-10. RESEARCH SEMINAR: "The Field of Homophile
Experience." The evaluation, analysis and tabulation of 400 questionnaires gather-
ed from male homosexuals. Learn how these interesting people live and think.

Tuesday evenings 8-10. LIBRARY WORKSHOP. Discussions and occasional
lectures; practical work in cataloguing and in bibliography, and in the general
use of ONE's large Library of homophile literature. Special projects on assignment.

Thursday evenings 8-10. THE SOCIOLOGY OF HOMOSEXUALITY. The
description and examination of the group behavior of homosexuals; how they
get into trouble, or stay out of it. Living patterns of the well-adjusted vs. the
compulsive or neurotic homosexual,

2256 Venice Blvd., Los Angeles
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