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possible, and he was an early pioneer in the subject. But
Evans has taken on the sacrosanct philosophers of history
and has, again and again, caught them with their deadly
notions fingering the spiritual till of humankind. That he
has dared to do this—in many ways sets us free to do our
own looking and our own interpretations. En garde!
histoire.

NEW GAY NOVELS

Special Teachers/Special Boys, by Pete Fisher and Marc
Rubin. St. Martin’s Press, 352 pp., 1979. #10.00 hard-
cover, ¥4.95 paperback.

Ron, by Carl Tiktin. Arbor House, 338 pp., 1979. ¥9.95
hardcover.

Nocturnes for the King of Naples, by Edmund White. St.
Martin’s Press, 148 pp., 1978. $7.95 hardcover.

David at Olivet, by Wallace Hamilton. St. Martin’s Press,
240 pp., 1979. #10.00 hardcover, $4.95 paperback.

Among the Carnivores, by Daniel Curzon. Ashley Books,
377 pp., 1979. $9.95 hardcover.

No More into the Garden, by David Watmough.
Doubleday, 207 pp., 1978. Hardcover.

Reviewed by Scott Jones

Years ago, characters in novels would worry about
whether they were homosexual. Now, they know they are,
and they worry about whether they should come out. In the
new books, the ambivalence isn't about whether the
private act of gayness is valid; it’s about whether the public
act is. Here is how Pete Fisher and Marc Rubin’s Special
Teachers/Special Boys sees the domestic front: “Tom
greeted them at the door, looking disheveled, paint-
splattered, and happy. He kissed Bob and Jenny and
hugged Jake before he led them into an apartment that
seemed to be totally filled by a wildly barking dog,
paintings, plants, and three incredibly assertive cats.” Tom
and Bob and their animals are like a fun, kooky, alternative
family—a rambunctious heaven. When a homosexual
youth gets assertive, though, things go awry. A teenager
named Rocky O’Brian I11 tells Bob he wants to proclaim his
gayness at school, and Bob tells him to go see a psychologist
first. He’s afraid he'll be traumatized. Nevertheless, the boy
makes his stand, and the novel has an upbeat, celebratory
ending.

Special Teachers/Special Boys is set in a New York City
school for delinquent boys. It’s a strange mixture of things:
crummy-pulp sex scenes, gay self-discovery, and liberal
piousness about the mainstream values of education,
lawfulness, and staying off dope. The main story—though
there seem to be about sixteen—becomes clear toward
the end. Through a TV interview, the teacher Bob
Davidson comes out, and one of his students decides to
follow his example. The gay student, Rocky O’Brian II,
Warlord Supreme of the Deadly Ghouls, swaggers around
in a gang jacket with a knife and an oozing skull pictured
on the back. It's a fascinating set-up. The adolescent
machismo of the boys, with its constant physical pro-
vocations and taunts of “fuckin’ faggot,” seems like the
ultimate force of opposition—an unnegotiable, impossible
thing.

The ingredients are right for an explosive social
melodrama, but unfortunately the authors can’t deal
straightforwardly with action or violence. If somebody
throws a punch, they end the chapter. There are too many
scenes like the one in which the kids set off fireworks in the
john, and then get penitent; you could put together a pretty
passable Hayley Mills comedy with some of the social
violence that’s perpetrated in this book. It has a
pronounced flavor of sixties-social-worker condescension.
The final statement seems to be that when you do come
out, you'll give up the streets, start studying, and join the
kids playing touch football at recess. In other words, it’s
like being straight.

Another book, Carl Tiktin’s Ron, treats the issue of
coming out in a fiercer, funnier way. The story is told ata
lively, New York pace, and some spots have a racy, boiling-
over hilarity that's reminiscent of Philip Roth. There’s
bravado in the plot conception, the scenes build the way
they should, and the action works as it doesn’t in Special
Teachers/Special Boys. Fifty pages in, Tiktin already has
two teenaged brothers going to a gay bar, getting into a
fight with a street gang, and coming home to explain their
wounds to mom and dad. The book follows one of these
boys, Ron Starr, through college, cabdriving, play-
wrighting, and an eventual career in insurance. Ron is
never satisfied with his sexual impulses, and he has a
positive-thinker’s inability to distinguish enthusiasm from
self-deceit. He's as gung-ho about the idea of turning
straight as he is about selling policies. So he marries a nice,
big-bottomed woman named Doris and has a daughter and
moves into a gigantic pushbutton house in Jamaica Estates.
When he’s had enough of it, he decides to go crazy, 5o he
can get a company pension and spend the rest of his life
writing. The book ends at the banquet where he’s decided
to stage the flip-out.

All Ron’s optimistic life, there’s been an underlying
miserableness. He’s a series of curved feelings and crooked
desires that’s been ironed into tight parallel lines. As Tiktin
sets up Ron’s flip-out, it’s to be an act of sanity—his
breakdown into anger, honesty, and maybe happiness. But
then Tiktin chooses an unexpected, capitulatory ending in
which his motivation is all too shallow and obvious: To

trip you up. So he’s even less direct about his final action
than Special Teachers/Special Boys is. The complaint isn’t
that Tiktin is against sexual honesty. His whole book is for
it, but for his surprise ending he throws the book out the
window.

Nocturnes for the King of Naples, an exotic and
sensuous novel by Edmund White, is like an oasis in this
group of books. Its concerns are so far removed from the
present-day question of coming out that it probably stands
a better chance of being read thirty years from now than
any other novel in this column. It’s a posed, stylized book.
The first chapter’s clearly divided into a black half and a
white, light half. Chapters end in transformations—an
adult becomes childlike, or someone dies—and the
chapters occur in matched pairs. The book has symmetry.
There’s a feeling of duplicity in its point of view; the subject
switches back and forth between “I"” and “you.” The novel
is addressed to the narrator’s former lover. A sample: “As
we walk out to the end of the dock, our feet sounding a
different note on each slat of this crooked xylophone, your
hands sketch out several possible replies, none to your
satisfaction. The gleam of that bright town in the distance .
. . fills me with a longing to flee you.”

With its twisted-jungle prose and arabesque descrip-
tions, Nocturnes is deeply unstraight in every way. Unlike
many of the other new gay novels, it doesn’t make any
effort to put together a critical social view. It doesn’t lead
toward a particular climactic statement; when it reaches a
conclusion, it’s through the back door—wandering
through tunnels and hitting jewels capriciously. Via a
zigzagging route, you get to know a set of characters,
including some former bedmates, two dogs called Tim and
Anxiety, and a sharp-witted European jet-setter named
Didi. There are overdramatized passages, but the per-
ceptive genius of the writing saves it. Some of the prose is
immensely beautiful, and the work has a lush, writerly
elegance that one sinks into like a couch. You're pleasured,
and in an unorthodox, slightly weird way. This book
endorses eccentricity in a way lesser authors are afraid to.

Wallace Hamilton’s David at Olivet is another escape
from some of the current gay tensions. This strongly
readable novel is about David of Bethlehem. It’s set at a
moment of political crisis, as David’s throne in Jerusalem is
being usurped by his rebellious son Absalom, who has
mustered a shaky following of people that he’s attempting
to consolidate by such public shows as screwing his father’s
concubines on the palace balcony. Hamilton has a knack
for taking scrupulously chronicled, tantalizing, but rather
dry bits of information from the Bible and turning it into
succulently readable fiction. Like Mary Renault, he fills the
page with sensual detail, the clank of soldiers’ metal and
the smell of smoke, so the past has a tactile feeling of
thereness. The things David recalls doing with the bearlike,
brooding Saul in tents late at night are speculative, of
course, but in the Mary Renault school, erotic speculations
are what give the material its fiery charge. The idea of a
liaison between David and Saul— the harpist-king and the
warrior, the lyric and the tempestuous—is a good one, and
emblematic of the touchy political unity which existed
between Judah and the tribes of Israel. The whole thing’s
carried off in just over 200 pages, which makes it the right
size for a Saturday afternoon.

In Among the Carnivores, Daniel Curzon demonstrates
a damned-if-you-do, damned-if-you-don’t attitude about
coming out. The hero, Jock Jones, is an openly gay
professor at a small-town California university; the book is
about how his career is destroyed by the forces of
reactionism. Though Curzon is probably the youngest
author in this group—and definitely the most vociferous
about gay liberation—he’s the bitterest. The novel’s point
is that if you’re honest about being homosexual, they’ll get
you; it’s modern-day variant of the old-style novel in which
if a character was homosexual, the character had to die.

There’s nothing wrong with writing about social in-
tolerance, but Antong the Carnivores is a book that is,
itself, palpably hateful and unaccepting of people.
Characters are always picking their noses or exposing their
privates and fat bellies, so all along you’re revulsed, and
you feel indecently treated. You’re rewarded for your
attention by pain. Curzon gets you interested in knowing
whether Jock can come out in front of his mother, so he
comes out, and she dies a2 month later. Everybody you're
interested in dies. A lesbian professor who's raising a baby
becomes intriguing, so Curzon kills her off in a car crash.
One scene actually seems to be saying that society is so
homphobic that when somebody wants to be sexually
honest, a kitten is killed. The book’s climax is our
punishment for reading that far: A nine-page self-loathing
interior monologue on Jock’s part after he’s mashed a
rabbit with his car in Death Valley. Death Valley is
supposed to be a metaphor for the hero’s progress—it’s
where you end up in this rotten world if you have the
courage to speak out. When you’re liberated, you're dead.
Actually, Death Valley symbolizes Among the Carnivores.
It’s the pits.

Lastly, David Watmough’s No More into the Garden
deserves a special recognition. It isn’t as lovely as
Nocturnes or as forceful as Rom, but it's simply and
literately told, and it has a craggy imperfect wisdom. Each
chapter of this autobiography-fiction treats a different
period from the life of the protagonist, Davey Bryant. Some
of the chapters are like finely shaped short stories with
haunting, evocative endings. There’s a funny, unusual
segment about an Amazon-sized woman from Alabama
who pays Davey three thousand francs to visit her at the
Paris hospital where she lives. She gives him a sumptuous
supper and three bottles of wine, and he compliments her
on her hair. “An early suitor, now amost prominent figure
in Washington, D.C., attempted to strangle himself with

these strands,” she recalls with a shudder. Despite Davey’s
extreme gentility towards her, she ends up deciding that a
further meeting won’t be necessary. The subtle suggestion,
is that she’s aware of his homosexuality and deems him
inadequate to her purposes.

There are some temperamental problems in the
writing—a spitefulness toward women, I think, and a
pompous tone. But the book offers an overview of a whole
lifetime, which is something not many gay works do. The
hero is from a generation that never really did vocally come
out, so it’s a voice that’s especially satisfying to hear. In this
mature, battle-scarred novel, there isn’t any doubt ex-
pressed about the dilemma of coming out, because the hero
never comes out. It’s the author who’s come out, by writing
the book. The few heterosexual passages in No More into
the Garden probably wouldn’t fool anyone; they’re a
throwback to the author’s youth, when it was normal for
gay writers to produce fraudulently heterosexual works.
Now writers are coming out in print in their twenties and
thirties. This is going to change the state of literature. What
will the results be? What will Edmund White be writing
about when he’s as old as David Watmough, and what will
the young writers be creating?
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FLOWERS

Flowers Poems by Richard Ronan, Drawings by Bill
Rancitelli. Calamus Books (323 N. Geneva St., Ithaca,
NY) 1978 %4 paperback

Reviewed by E.A. Lacey

Modern gay poetry in North America has been, for
obvious reasons until now, basically an urban experience
of bars, baths, tenements, main streets—a poetry of the
urban jungle, “the city of dreadful night”. In this it stands
in contrast to the mainstream of North American poetry,
profoundly rural and smalltown, and finding in nature
both the meaning and the terror of existence. Richard
Ronan’s Flowers is a welcome return to these old im-
mutable verities. This set of 15 poems, with titles which are
the names of common North American wildflowers,
accompanied by the sensitive drawings of Bill Rancitelli, is
not, as might be supposed, purely imagistic, but rather
loosely associative, each flower being reminiscent or
symbolic of some remembered experience, usually of
love/sex or loss. The flower names are delicious in
themselves (‘spatterdock’, ‘nelumbo’, ‘bluet’), and their
prominence in the drawings provide the collection’s
unifying principle. But there are poems, such as ‘Fireweed’,
a strong comment on racial injustice and the rape of the
land, which can be called sexual only insofar as all life is
sexual. For, though Mr. Ronan is open and proud
concerning his sexuality, he is definitely not an orthodox
practicing member of the cock-balls-cum school—in fact
(oh sacrilege!), whole poems pass without a single
numbing reiteration of any of the magic words. As the
preface makes clear, this little book is intended *“as step
toward the notion of gay humanism”. Nobody reads
prefaces, of course, but this one is important. North
American gay poetry has been focussing too exclusively on
genitality of late. If genitality and orgiastic or promiscuous
sex are indeed values in their own right—not merely as
therapy, but as a variety and extension of experience,
allowance must, nevertheless, be made for the other (not
opposing) values implicit in the one-to-one relationship,
the gay affair or even marriage, as being positive as well.
They are not contradictory, but rather complementary,
and most people’s experience includes, even today, both
types of relationship. The focus has been too much on the
former and too little on the latter in most recent gay poetry,
and Richard Ronan’s attempt to re-establish a balance is
valuable.

Something must be said for tenderness, and the word
which would sum up Mr. Ronan’s poetry is ‘tender’.
Tenderly he describes sexual feeling in and for young boys
(‘Dandelions’, ‘Sweet Cherry’), jealousy and lovers’
quarrels (‘Ghetto Dogwood’, ‘Ghost Pipes’), the fatal
hardening of the young into insensitivity (‘Violets’), the
playfulness of sex (‘Geraniums’), young men uncertain
about their sexuality (‘Red Tulips’), the sadness of
relationships never realised, or impossible (‘Rose Mallow’,
‘Clover’). Tenderly, and with a note almost of pity. He has
a feeling for the complete mysteriousness of other human
beings, their individual uniqueness as revealed and ex-
pressed in their sexual activity, and for the imperfection,
the flaw that resides in all human relationships. At the end
of one of his best poems, ‘Bluets’, he concludes: ‘and
though I have fears/freddie—fears/more numerous than
the grasses/l will seek/to welcome the/creatures that
come/after perfection’. His short-lined poems flow
gracefully down the page, drawing the reader’s eye on,
though the line-divisions—as in all poetry of this type—
occasionally fail to correspond to either breath-groups or
sense and seem annoyingly arbitrary: like all poetry, this
has ta be heard. The imagery is apt and vivid ('l mean/our
deliberate and /temporal and/behavioural lives— /like the
closed /tulips/of the spatterdock/yellow /as watch eyes/
above/where our bodies/went/together”, “there are no
banks/there’s a single/shore/instead/an ellipse/where
frogs lay/thick eggs/and fishlets/sun/still and anon-
ymous/until you kick/a stone out of line/and they flick
away /together/like a mane of hair/being pulled/under
water”. The quiet voice of this wistful, delicate poetry,
showing a strong influence of William Carlos Williams, is a
music that deserves to be heard in these disco times.




SPIRITUAL
POEMS

Heart’s Witness The Sufi Quatrains of Awbhaduddin
Kirmani. Translated by Bernd Manuel Weischer & Peter
Lamborn Wilson, Tehran, 1978 #9.50 hardcover.

Reviewed by Winston Leyland

Issue Number 32 ‘of Gay Sunshine Journal (Spring
1977) included a long, detailed article titled “Arab
Civilization and Male Love” by Marc Daniel, translated
from the French by myself. Among other topics that article
discussed medieval Arab poets of the mystical “odhritic”
school, based in Baghdad, who used the terminology of boy
love to speak of divine love.

Several Persian Sufi poets of the 12th and 13th centuries
also followed this tradition. Perhaps the best known in the
West is Fariduddin *Attar (died 1220). Now for the first
time in English we have a selection of poems by another
Persian Sufi master of this period, Awahaduddin Hamid
Ibn Abi’l-Fakhr Kirmani (ca. 1163-1238) who lived much
of his life in Baghdad, although he travelled extensively
throughout the Near East.

Awhaduddin Kirmani was one of the most prominent
Sufi teachers of his time. His disciples are said to have
numbered seventy thousand. Stories handed down present
him as a warm, caring man, a guide who comforted and
assisted his disciples through charismatic signs such as
clairvoyance and bilocation. .

Awhaduddin’s favorite poetic form was the ruba’i, or
quatrain, and at least 1700 of these have survived. One
hundred and twenty of these quatrains are presented in this
new book, with the original Persian and English on facing
pages. The translators write about this poetic form: “A
good quatrain attains real power by being moulded from a
single thought, a single ‘flash’ which then composes itself
out of a strongly linked constellation of images or ex-
pressions, woven tensely and rhythmically into the warp of
a conventional form (in this case aa/ba).” The literary
quality of the quatrains in this book is quite uneven; the
English translation is generally well crafted, although
occasionally stilted. But at their best Awhaduddin’s
quatrains work poetically and do have a brilliant flash as
well as intellectual depth.

The translators have chosen a series of quatrains which
deal with the various states of the Sufi Way. Thus the first
section of the book deals with the transience of the world
and the inevitability of death:

My beart
imagine that all things
conform to your desire
imagine
you've become a millionaire
overnight
with goods
piled from the Throne of Earth
to the Pleiades—
still—remember :
tomorrow too will pass
as today has passed.

Other poems give Awhaduddin Kirmani’s advice to his
disciples, a moral teaching directed at those who wish to
follow the Sufi path. The desire for fame and honor
consumes many men, turning them bitter and cynical. This
has been a pitfall for mankind in all ages. We see it in our
own society, not only among politicians and “stars™ but
also among some artists and poets whose drive for re-
cognition becomes all consuming to the point of brushing
aside friends. Awhaduddin writes about this syndrome:

If you cannot bear
to be alone, you will never
become a person;
if you cannot forget
your name
and honour
you will never
reach one stage on the road
to Unity
you will never
attain the rank
of Man.

Awhaduddin Kirmani was considered an innovator and
eccentric by many of his contemporaries, some of whom
reviled him as an unbeliever. Thus have innovators and
reformers often been treated. Awhaduddin believed that
the absolute cannnot be comprehended. The Divine must
be contemplated and experienced in His creation, the
world. The world is the “outer aspect of God™* and God is
to be approached through form. For Awhaduddin the
contemplation of beautiful boys (“the unbearded”) is the
most direct way of contemplating the absolute divine
beauty. This approach is certainly a liberated one and rings
very modern indeed. Here is a man seven hundred years
ago who had integrated his homosexuality and his
spirituality. His approach can be a model for those of us
(and I count myself in that number) who are striving to do
the same today.

For me the 20th century relevance of Awhaduddin
Kirmani’s work lies in its integration of the spiritual and the
sexual. The spiritual dimensions of gayness have too often
been neglected by gay liberationists in their struggle for

sexual and political liberation. Itis vital that we be aware of
our spiritual roots: these are traceable to such writers as
Walt Whitman and Edward Carpenter, to Michelangelo,
and in earlier centuries to men like Awhaduddin Kirmani.
The freshness of his vision comes down through the
centuries, his words as relevant now as they were to his
fellow Persians seven hundred years ago—as in this poem
urging us to see the Divine in form, in the bodies of those
we love:

While my eye looks
with the heart’s eye
at Meaning
I see the figure
but my soul
sees Essence.
Then can you understand
why I look
at the form?
Only in the outer
can one see
the inner.

And again in this poem where the Divine and the body of
his lover are interchangeable:

I've freed my beart
from everything except
this affair with you,
ny soul
from everything
but your light.
In bumility
1 dare look only
at your feet:
your foot gains nothing
butmyeye...
everything!

Music and dance were considered by the Sufi mystics as
expressions of union in love and were an important
element in their spiritual Way. A charming story is told of
Awhaduddin : during the ritual music celebrations he often
“rent the shirts of the unbearded (i.e. young adolescents)
and danced with them breast to breast. While he was in
Baghdad, the beautiful son of the Caliph heard of this
practice and said, ‘He is an innovator and an unbeliever. If
he acts in my presence in this way I shall kill him."” Now,
when the sama’ (the music with dancing) became heated,
Awaduddin realized by his miraculous powers the hidden
intentions of the Caltph’s son, and said:

It’s nothing for me
to balance on the
knife’s edge,
to lie
beheaded beneath
the beloved’s feet.
You came to kill
an unbeliever. But if you
are a fighter
for the Faith,
then must | not be
an infidel ?

At this the Caliph’s son bowed his own head upon the foot
of the shaykh and became his disciple.” (The color cover
jacket of the present book is reproduced from a miniature
representing this incident.)

Some of the poems in the present translation reflect
Awhaduddin’s “contemplation” of young adolescents:

My only work
is to publish abroad
ny sole aim
the goal of worship :
the longing
for your face
for I am the slave
of him whose cheeks
blush
with the colour
of that which is
bidden within.

Judaeo-Christian teaching with its puritanical shunning
of the sexual would have considered Awhaduddin Kirmani
an instrument of the devil, and Ayatollah Khomeini, that
Moslem Cotton Mather, would doubtless have a similar
view today. The contemplation of God’s beauty in a
handsome boy is a tradition which goes back to Plato. For
Awhaduddin God is present in the beloved youth as in a
mirror. The created world is the looking-glass for His
divine manifestation

You don’t think
I'm dancing to be
‘creative’
or to invent
something new
and amusing ¢
You don’t imagine
I believe my choreography
‘divine’?
No no I dance
for the sake of a
moonlight boy.

Perhaps the following poem most clearly expresses
Awhaduddin Kirmani’s philosophy of the contemplation
of the divine in a boy—a poem which could be a motto for
the boy or girl lover of today, and tomorrow:

Lord you know it was never
now and again
I gaped
at the beauty
of your face.
Each child
of this world
is @ mirror
of your beauty
a glass to gaze
forever on the
King’s face.

GREEK HOMOSEXUALITY

Greek Homosexuality by Sir Kenneth ]. Dover, Harvard
University Press, Cambridge, Massachusetts, 1978. X plus
244 pp. #22.50.

Reviewed by Arthur William Rudolph

This is a technical study of the “phenomena of
homosexual behavior and sentiment” during the pre-
classical and classical periods of Greek history, essentially
the eighth to the second centuries B.C. Dover, President of
Corpus Christi College, Oxford, is eminently qualified to
produce this rather definitive work. His evidence is derived
from many sources. These range from inscribed and
uninscribed vase paintings, records of legal proceedings,
writings of familiar and obscure philosophers, poets,
dramatists and orators. They also include observations of
ancient historians and travellers, and linguistic variations
and usages. Although in his bibliography Dover makes
reference to dozens of secondary works, many of his
conclusions are derived from his own analyses and go
beyond his own earlier writings.

One striking general feature of Greek sexuality is that a
sharp dichotomy is drawn between sexual behavior that
strengthened the social, civic and military needs of the
city-state form of political organization, and that which
expressed the urges, impulses and desires of individuals.
Linking the two poles of the dichotomy is a common
conception of maleness and femaleness, beauty and social
relationship.

Unlike the Hebrews, the Greeks never developed a
cohesive, monolithic religious authority and institution
that promoted the development of rigidly enforceable
sexual prohibitions. More appropriate to them is the
distinction between dominance (i.e.; “masculinity”) and
submissiveness (i.e.: “femininity”"). Thereby homosexual
relationships between free citizens almost invariably took
the form of passivity on the part of youths in anal or
intercrural intercourse with active older males. The youths
were not expected to enjoy their role on a physical level,
but rather to love and admire their mentors. The older male
is attracted mainly by the beauty of body and potential
personhood of the younger, whereas the latter is attracted
mainly by the masculine grace, skill and wisdom of the
senior partner. Youths, like women, were regarded as
underdeveloped and subordinate, though females were
held to have much stronger sexual impulses than males. A
heterosexual counterpart to male homosexual behavior
can be seen in the ridicule heaped by Greek comedians
upon men who assumed a passive sexual posture with
women. Apart from an acknowledged individual and
personal variation recognized by Dover, youthful male
beauty was the norm of aesthetic experience and
expression during the Classical Age. Even Plato, who late
in life disdained physical acts of sexual behavior, begins his
discussion of ideal beauty in the Symposium with its lesser
and earthly counterpart: a lovely and arousing male body.
Thereby it would be taken for granted, for the most part,
that all adult males were susceptible to the titillating
charms of beautiful and athletic young boys, regardless of
individual practices. It was a cultural value. Heterosexual
marriage tended to fall within the scope of social duty, but
was accompanied by matrimonial and familial love.

Other cultural values circumscribed the ways in which
Greek homosexuality was expressed. Hubris, behavior
which violates the sanctity and rights of a human being,
and treats him as chattel, was a serious moral and civil
offense. It called for trial by jury and possible death
sentence in the event of conviction. Thereby assault was
prohibited, and homosexual activity between free citizens
was carefully demarcated. Reducing a free youth to sexual
servitude was abhorred in Greek society, even though male
and female prostitution by peoples of other classes and
nationalities was commonplace. Likewise, homosexual
activity was not regarded as being in essential conflict with
heterosexual marriage and family life. They all
strengthened the fabric of society by maintaining the civic
community, its military and social sustenance, and
perpetuated such traditional values as loyalty, caring and
courage.

The Classical Greeks usually regarded co-equal sexual
activity between male adults as an offense against nature.
Adult men penetrated other men in situations of military
conquest and the like, in which the dominance-submission
motif could be maintained. Fellation between males ap-
parently was most uncommon. The usual course of
homosexual relationship, and the values, attitudes and
practices accompanying it, bear little resemblance to the
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usual varied norms of contemporary Western homosex-
uality, especially when imitative of the patterns of bour-
geois heterosexuality.

Dover devotes but part of one chapter to female
homosexuality. He is not a “male chauvinist.” There is a
“paucity of women writers and artists in the Greek world
and . . . virtual silence of male writers and artists on this
subject.” Dover holds that in part the silence reflects male
anxiety concerning female homosexuality, and an attitude
that dominance is unbecoming of a woman. The poetic
tradition begun by Sappho of Lesbos of the sixth century
B.C. suggests that, though female homosexuality was a
taboo subject, it took the form of greater mutual eros than
its male counterpart. It had its own rich tradition, and like
male homosexuality, was expressed in differing degrees
and intensities in various times and places in the Classical
Greek environment,

It is held by Dover to be the case generally that

The most widely accepted generalisation about Greek
homosexuality at the present time is that it originated in the
military organisation of Dorian states (so that its diffusion
throughout the Greek world was a product of Dorian
influence) and that in the classical period overt homo-
sexual behaviour was more acceptable in certain Dorian
regions (notably Sparta and Crete) than elsewbere. The
first part of this generalisation is not refutable and may be
true, but the evidence for it is not as cogent as is commonly
believed and asserted. The second part of the generalisation
might possibly be true, but it has to contend with a
significant body of contrary evidence; the difficulty of
assessing the evidence lies in the fact that Greeks, like other
people, passed judgements in accordance with the emotion
engendered by examples present to their minds at the
moment of speaking, and in the notorious disparity
between professed attitudes and actual bebaviour.

This observation raises fascinating questions that deal
with the periodic overt surfacing and overt repression of
homosexual behaviour and sentiment at various times and
places, such as our own. Dover, fairly faithful to the
demarcation and scope of his book, chooses to deal little
with such speculation, except in his closing words :

The Greeks neither inherited nor developed a belief that a
divine power had revealed to mankind a code of laws for
the regulation of sexual behaviour; they had no religious
institution possessed of the authority to enforce sexual
prohibitions. Confronted by cultures older and richer and
more elaborate than theirs, cultures which none the less
differed greatly from each other, the Greeks felt free to
select, adapt, develop and—above all—innovate. Frag-
mented as they were into tiny political units, they were
constantly aware of the extent to which morals and
manners are local. This awareness also disposed them to
enjoy the products of their own inventiveness and to
attribute a similar enjoyment to their deities and heroes.
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MARIAHIANA

This Light Will Spread : Selected Poems 1960-1975 by Paul
Mariah, Manroot Books, 1978, 189 pp., %4.95 paperback
(available for cover price plus 66 cents postage from Box
982, South San Francisco, CA 94080

Reviewed by Steve Abbort

Out front Gay poetry today owes much to the work of
Paul Mariah. Since the inception of Manroot Press and
magazine in 1969, some 25 books, many Gay, and some
300 poets and artists, in Manroot magazine have been
published. The Spicer issue Manroot 10, is a classic and is
largely responsible for my taking up poetry again after a ten
year hiatus. But it is Mariah’s own poetry we are here
concerned with, work which itself has appeared in some
300 magazines and done much to awaken the general
reading public to openly Gay poetry. This Light Will
Spread is Mariah’s own selection of 140 poems, half of
which appear for the first time. The poems are arranged
thematically, rather than chronologically, into five
sections. Not all poems deal directly with homosexuality
but homosexuality is woven throughout all sections as a
leitmotif.

Mariah’s prison poems are not only among his best but
are also among the best I have seen on this subject. Ideally
he would have liked to include Personae Non Gratae with
the “Rivers and Bars” section but for spatial reasons does
not. Our loss. Enough “cool zebras of light,” to quote a line
from Robert Peters, however, to still make this section a
marvel. Powerful and deepfelt simplicity, for instance, in
““the Wind Transcends:”

Back in that place
Where bars block all sunlight
Where the River
He-Whose-Name-To-Me-Is-Always-
Tears
Where the River was love and lover
Where he sits with ninty-nine years on bis back
Heary as all possible promethean
mountains

Where I transcend into the Wind to kiss him
Where I played cards with Stevie and Seeger
When later that same night, the broom
broke

Where I scatter myself as seeds in remembrances
Of the pact that is a pact that is upon
The River
The kiss upon his eyes a seal.

Or again in “The Other Wind ;"

1 am the Other Wind
the one that crept under your barred door
into the cell
to steal a kiss
upon your cheeks
and to rattle your paper
while studying . . . .

The terrible anguish of longing for love and freedom is here
transcended in seemingly effortless and meditative calm yet
references to the broom breaking and the irony of
“stealing” a kiss in prison add a tension. We’re reminded,
despite outward calm, that prisoners must always walk a
tightrope of razorblades.

Switching to a longer, more lyrical line in “Muse
Elektrique,” the poet speaks more openly about prison
anguish and the cost of love pared down to its painful
roots:

This immaculate steel door is a structured ocean
That blocks me, that shocks & rocks me—a shunned man,

This man | find to be a turgid river
Running thru my life. O Muse Elektrique, deliver

Me from this violent flowing that bashes
At my brain, as his riverband slashes

At my art, at my life. He wears tattoos on his
Catholic arm and also the bad stitches

Of a scar above his heart cut by bis wife,
A war wound torn by a hidden knife,

She sliced him. She could not see the flood
Of tears in his face, she saw the blood.. . ..

A remarkable fact that hits me as I read these poems is
that Mariah’s anger over his prison experience does not
devour him. The “I” of these poems never whines or
intrudes. Even the heaviest poems break thru to a deeper
univers ality, an objectivity wherein the reader is allowed
to make his own response. Another Gay poet who has
spent time in jail told me he felt Mariah’s prison poems
don’t speak from the guts. I disagree. One needn’t use jivy
streetalk or fourletter words to be gutsy, powerful and true.
Understatement can sometimes do the job better as the last
stanza of one of the best poems in this section, “The Spoon
Ring,” shows:

A spoon, a wedding ring,
Crest of prison despair
that knows the ritual song
“To spoon the empty air.”

Oddly enough, where I have most trouble with Mariah's
work is in the Gayest section of the book, “The Gay
Heretic.” In prison, Mariah portrays love between men as a
deep and touching experience. The existence of real bars
seems to heighten tenderness and sincerity. Outside prison,
however, a campy silliness takes over as in “Zipper Poem :
“Is/your /birth/day /all /ways/celeb/rated /by /stoned /
who/pull/you /to/floor /and /un/zip /you/O /really ? /
How /fresh /that/is/to/start/the /new /year /year /on/
your/day/of/birth/in/all/ways/coming!” Or again in “A
Dog For The Kinsey Study:"

When I was seven

there was a neighborboy
who used to suck

off bis dog;

then he started on boys
me ineluded.

Okay. I can enjoy being cute, raunchy and “naughty” as
much as anyone. Nor do I object to humor, per se, in
poetry. Quite the contrary. I'd like to see more humor in
Gay poetry, not less. Several of Mariah’s pieces I do find
delightfully amusing such as ““A Study of Scat” and even “A
Fuck Poem™ where we see a playful exercise in word play.
What I object to in the above quoted poems is that, unlike
the prison poems, they operate only on one level. For me,
they don’t go anywhere and seem toss-offs for shock value.
Thom Gunn’s “Courage, a Tale” I find lightweight in a
similar way though as a joke it’s better paced. But where
such humor seems particularly out of place is in Mariah’s
six poem Cafavy sequence.

Cafavy was the first homosexual poet I discovered, even
before Ginsberg, and I identified with his proud nobility,
his sensuous evocations, his bittersweet agony over lovers
and days gone past. His was a voice from the other side of
the wall. I can only imagine Cafavy would be mortified at a
poem dedicated to him that ends: “Well, you got yr dam/
poem !/and I've got this/sperm/all over the hands/of this
page.” Cafavy valued his *“vice,” did not mock it. He
savored, lingered over and celebrated the rare and exquisite
delicacy of desire. It’s clear from his poems, even if we
didn’t have Liddell’s excellent biography, that not even the
sleeziest brothels cheapened him. The difference I'm
talking about is between Garcia Lorca’s “drinking
fountain” and Lady Divine’s club Neon Woman, a
difference not in locale or even in clientel but in the attitude
of the poet-participant to this experience. For Cafavy and
Lorca, the tremor and beauty of homosexual love is not

merely sexual but “mirror”, a tremendous mirror which
reveals one’s deepest face in the face of the other, an almost
numinous self-discovery.

The roots of our sexuality run deep as the roots of
language and in the view of many an etymologist, are
intertwined. They can neither be joked away or placated
by occasional mythological references. The sexual humor
of Catullus lives on, not because of its raunchiness, but
because of his deep centeredness in the importance of
human dignity. He joked, not to torpedo value, but
because in our “mere” lust, delightful as it is, we fall so
short of our ideals. In criticizing Mariah’s stance of
outrageousness, I am also criticizing a stance [ myself have
taken in certain early poems. What may be acceptable in a
chapbook or magazine, however, seems out of place in an
author’s selected work. I would like to see more dialogue
on this issue.

Whereas some poets start out with a distinctive voice,
others explore a number of styles and themes and only
gradually does one come to see the whole picture of what
their work means. Mariah’s stylistic and thematic range is
impressive. More than most Gay male poets, his early and
strong sympathy with the feminist movement is evident.
“The Daily Reach,” dedicated to Alta is especially
sensitive. Certain anti-war poems are also interesting. But
am most moved by the nature poems which I take are the
most recent.

In Witchcraft: The Gay Counterculture, Arthur Evans
contends that the source of our Gay culture, the realm in
which we’ve traditionally found greatest acceptance and
support, has been with Nature worshipers. Perhaps
Whitman intuited this when he sang of his body as a garden
and entitled his masterwork Leaves of Grass. 'm pleased
to see Mariah moving in this direction also. Although “Let
Me Call This Pine” is ostensibly about a forest fire, it can
also be read as a paean to our own struggle amidst current
attacks against us:

Let me call this pine

Careless Fire.

The beight is sixty feet

but there are no branches

until the last few feet.

The black charcoaled trunk
extends up

where the stars burn

in Calaveras County

next to the “No Trespassing” sign
on Forest River near West Point.

Was there violation in trespassing ?
Or in the fire burning the pine ?

There were charred stumps
all around. Stubs of trees.

Charred the air around us.
Stunted, the growth this world
fights against.

[t is not easy for a poet, particularly an openly Gay poet, to
win acceptance in the literary world. One sees the stumps
of many poets who've given up. Mariah's work, however,
continues to grow and branch out. Despite my reservations
to certain aspects of Mariah’s poetry, its consistent vitality
and neverending surprise makes it a must in any Gay
library, not simply as a record of the past but as a path still
spreading light into the future.
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FAGGOTS

Faggots by Larry Kramer. New York: Random House,
1978, #10.95 hardcover, 304 pp.

Reviewed by Larry Puchall

Faggots might easily be subtitled “The Boys in the Band
Go to the Mine Shaft;” it’s a gay Nashville of a dozen or so
forlorn characters wandering through the sex pits and the
swank spots of New York, all in search of love but settling
for, nay, addicted to, much less. Fred Lemish, its hero and
chief Yearner, is on the brink of age forty, a screenwriter,
Jewish, intelligent, trying hard to keep his body rogether
and scared to death that he will reach that watershed age
without a Meaningful Relationship. In the final days of his
pre-forty existence, he plunges himself into the drug-
ridden, orgiastic, sadomasochistic world of faggotry and
reaches out to old lovers, tries to sell a screenplay about
gays to a manufacturer-turned-movie producer whose
grandson and son are both gay, gets depressed, gets angry
and finally, after myriad forms of degradation, gets Self-
Love. He revolts against the shallowness of the Bars,
Bushes, Baths life, condemns his fellow faggots for
throwing their lives down the sewer and decides that loving
real people is something very different from loving images
and fantasies in the form of large penises and bulging
muscles decked out in leather.

In the course of his odyssey, Fred meets the various and
sundry characters whose lives intertwine in this world of
Sleaze: Randy Dildough, the closeted king of an enter-
tainment conglomerate into “scenes” of torture and blood;
Irving Slough, the psychiatrist-ad agency president who,
along with his friend Hans, has a stable of New York’s
hunkiest models, including none other than the Winston
Man himself who, in a fit of PCP frenzy, mistakenly
believes he can fly. The young mingle with the old : Timmy
Purvis is sixteen, gorgeous beyond words and thrown into
the world of porno not four hours after getting off the bus




at Port Authority. Wyatt Bronstein, the grandson of Fred's
movie producer, hustles his stuff on the piers and winds up
making it with his uncle during the grand opening of The
Toilet Bowl, the city’s latest and grandest fuck bar.

It is clear from his cynical, exaggerated, occasionally
funny but usually self-conscious style, that Kramer is as
angry at the life he portrays as his main character. Precious
few of his people are remotely content; most are made to
Jook like stupid children with ridiculous names, obsessed
with fashion and status. Kramer knows this world well
obviously; the detail with which places both real and semi-
real are described attests to that. That such a world exists
and, as such, is fair game for literary treatment is im-
possible to deny. The sociologic dilemma posed by Faggots
is essentially that of Boys in the Band: the old image
problem. The Boys all knew something was wrong with
their world, less graphic though it was. The only difference
here is that someone escapes. Fred is able to see the self-
loathing that motivates the compulsive sex and the sado-
masochism and summons up the discipline to say “no” and
build a life on sturdier stuff. More encouraging, perhaps,
than Boys, but no prettier a picture and certainly not the
Great American Novel of Positive Gay Love that many of
us would like to see.

The literary dilemma of Faggots is somewhat less
complex: though the book has a certain raciness and
provides, dare I give myself away, the shock of recognition,
it does bog down in repetitiousness and shallow char-
acterizations. There are only so many orgies and scenes one
can read about before getting a bit weary of the whole
thing. The tone is generally too cynical for these de-
scriptions to provide much erotic interest and, after awhile,
a blow job in print is merely a blow job in print. Fred
Lemish himself, when all is said and done, is not that
interesting: likeable enough, but almost a cliche, a gay
Portnoy.

Ultimately, the latter dilemma is of greater import than
the former. It is unfair and somewhat cowardly to demand
of gay writers that they avoid dealing with certain aspects
of gay life for the sake of public relations; that really isn't
too different from the CIA telling its agents to lay off the
dirt-ditching. However, the problems of conception, style
and characterization that plague this novel are purely
literary and will remain with it long after gay public
relations considerations have become irrelevant.
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WRECKED HEARTS

Wrecked Hearts, raw poetry by Steve Abbott. Dancing
Rock Press, San Francisco
$2.95 paper.

Reviewed by R. Daniel Evans

Some of the strongest *“new” poets writing today happen
to be gay, and happen to live and write poems in California.
Robert Peters. Aaron Shurin. Paul Mariah. Steve Abbott.
(Pve probably missed a couple—check the pages of
Sunshine to make sure.) Not to mention such revered
Californians as Robert Duncan and Harold Norse. Steve
Abbott’s Wrecked Hearts is a good example of this new
mind-blowing-West poetry energy.

Before you even turn to the first page of this handsomely
produced chap book, the cover startles with its aorta-valve
lettering (printed in red, naturally) and its complicated
Abbott cartoon featuring the Faggot-killer, his Jesus (alias
Abbott)-like victim, bar patrons, Divine, hair-tearing
intellectual, and—my favorite—a large eared Cyclops
with a drunken smile, most likely of Martian origin.
Whew ! If this cover doesn't freak you out, nothing will.
Fortunately, Steve’s fertile imagination keeps going, going,
gone inside.

As the Jesus drawing proclaims on the title page, “What
we sissies need is a good revolution!” Steve Abbott gives us
this revolution in his writing. Not that there is any clear-cut
plan to revolt; while the poet decries the usual middle-class
American atrocities, he uses the image of Mao in a light-
hearted way : “Chairman Mao had a big globe between his
ears/he used to turn carefully as a poem.” . . .. /So faras |
know/Chairman Mao never wore a dress/but maybe he
does now/in heaven.”

Steve Abbott is a radical, a father, a lover, an ex-monk, a
cartoon-artist, a hedonist, a romantic and more. It all
shows in his poetry. The word-plays and artist’s colors
combine in gorgeous rainbow-hued poems in Steve
Abbott’s mind:

when I saw Kiala the potter

pants thick with clay & desire
rolling her round thighs downstreet
like a steamroller

I thought, Oh Lord,

here comes thunder wearing a green cloud.

Blue! Blue! Blue, baby, blue!

You blew it again & the world, I know,

is a rotten place

but expand your cosmology, change your palate,
drop your mind & glaze your mallet.

There’s a lot of humor in Wrecked Hearts. The first
poem in the book (after a marvellous cartoon about
Rimbaud) is called *“The Poem That Could Neither Fit Nor
Sing,” and the poem-persona is a fat poem that wants a
singing crotch. The zany continues in the wild religion-sex
poem, “Ave Maria Altarboy Cruising,” about the sexual
blast of being an altarboy with a constant hard-on. Other

sex poems are also turn-ons, such as the languorous “Lines
Clustered on Castro Street” :

1 think men’s eyes in this city
are like laser beams

burning thru bank vaults

or aimlessly nursing the sky.

W hat magnificent treasures we steal
at a glance, or secrets hide
when we shut our eyes and die.

This is the type of poem that captures the eroticism of a
cum-celebrating poet in the city of St. Francis.

Not that this poet is merely praising the stereotype of
male gay sex lifestyle. I admire the sentiments in the non-
agist poem “Getting Home™':

Smoothness is not all.

Gaps between crooked teeth
tell more than Pepsodent smiles
& are more generous.

Steve Abbott also sensitively limns a father-son love
situation in the exquisitely crafted “Blackbird Lovers.”
Only in one of his more serious themes does the poet fail. In
“Song For My Lesbian Sisters” the poem is too much about
too many topics: gypsy troubadors, cutting a little girl’s
hair, stars dancing in his blod, etc, etc; beautiful images,
but not on the subject of Lesbian life. Sometimes I've felt
like a Lesbian Separatist in a Faggot’s body (to quote one of
the cast members of the play “Crimes Against Nature™),
and I'd advise poets not to write about the Lesbian
experience at all if they can’tidentify very closely. In “Song
For My Lesbian Sisters” Steve Abbott writes *“This is not
my song.” He’s right; it isn’t.

But there are so many fine qualities in Wrecked Hearts.
Besides the humor, wisdom, sensuous imagery already
mentioned, there is a marvellous concern with song.
Several of these great musical rimed poems I'd like to hear
the poet read, such as the Leprechaun Song (p. 34) or
“When I Find a True Love Elevators Will”’; “Allah, Allah,
Loch Ness/ monster lurking Donald Duck quark con-
undrums” . . . etc, etc. Many poems show a powerful use of
language, and there is frequently a strong concern with

form, as in the villanelle: section of the title poem. This -

concern with form is such a refreshing contrast to the
numerous lazy free-verse practitioners of so many un-
mentionable lazy free-verse practitioners of so many
unmentionable gay-oriented poetry rags being published
today. Steve Abbott’s influences are numerous and all top-
notch : Rimbaud, Mayakovsky, Apollinaire, Charles Simic,
Duncan. With the examples of such powerhouses this gay
poet is forging his own highly distinctive style.

I want to quote almost every poem in Wrecked Hearts:
these poems are so exciting to read. Since I can’t do that,
you o readers, will just have to go out and pick up a
copy— this verbal catnip is worth it.
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NEW AGE POLITICS

New Age Politics, Healing Self and Society; the emerging
new alternative to Marxism and Liberalism, by Mark Satin
(Whitecap Books: 2229 Jefferson Ave., West Vancouver,
B.C. V7V 2A9; 1978), 32.95.

Reviewed by Mitch Walker

New Age Politics is a good book to know about. It’s a
gathering, a centering, a vast summary, gentle, conscious,
confident, loving, high. It's a creative digestion of many
people’s thoughts, works and struggle. The struggle is to
free our planet Earth from the curse afflicting Mankind. Be
sure that she will be free, one way or another. But our hope
is to do this in life/love/growth instead of holocaust and
obliteration.

We're at a critical point in this struggle now. All
contributions are welcome.

Mark Satin has brought together the ideas of “the
feminist, men’s liberation, spiritual, human-potential,
environmental, appropriate-technology, simple-living, and
nonviolent-action movements” of the 60’s and 70’s. He
says a new, coherent and consistent way of looking at the
world is emerging. He quotes hundreds of recent thinkers,
writers, activists and poets. He identifies this way as subtle,
profound, radical and unique: something real happening
here/now, beyond the dead reach of 19th century con-
cepts, affecting millions of people, with a promise at once
spiritual, economic, psychological and political. The new
age, Aquarius. The end of Mankind% hate, rape, de-
struction and exploitation. The rebirth of Life. The
triumph of Vision.

Mark says all this is going on right under our noses. His
aim is to help the birthing, one of thousands of midwives.
In New Age Politics he distills a political analysis and plan
of action, concise, hard-hitting, yet non-dogmatic. He tries
to show us the whole thing in one grand view, all the way
from its spiritual center to its detailed practical mani-
festations in community oOrganization, €CONOMICS,
government and technology. There’s no way I can sum-
marize this marvelous summary for you. Get the book.

I know Mark personally and can vouch for his sincerity
and compassion. He is not anti-gay. He knows that gayness
will flourish in his New Age. Yet I must add this criticism:
he hasn’t yet realized the extent of homophobia and anti-
gayness which exists in the New Age movement, and he
hasn’t yet realized that gayness lies at its center/heart, that

is, the sacred Gay Spirit-Tree is the center of the New Age
hoop. As the Tree flourishes, blossoms, bears fruit, so will
the movement. As Lesbians and gay men realize them-
selves, there will be success.

So [ urge you, Mark, when the new, expanded edition of
NAP is published by Dell in November, that in it you speak
openly of the Gay Movement when you speak of all the
others, that you acknowledge the existence of gay people as
Gay People and our right to exist as such, that you call
homophobia and anti-gayness clearly and upfrontly by
name and denounce them wherever possible, and that you
personally recognize that gays are not homosexuals, are
not bisexuals, are not straight, and will never again be
exploited and then eliminated by non-gay theories,
movements or governments, as has so often been the case in
the past. Not if you want to see a truly new age.

Peace be with you all.

MAKING IT NEW

You rasp from your pants

and the hair springs back,

pull off your shirt

and your body’s a bride

in its coarse lace,

the blonde whorls rinsed with light.

Stubble softens your face,

your skin, a frayed

surface. Hair is what blends
between us. It is all of the animal
that is left, the nipples’ mane

the sparse fleece of our stomachs
carded into so much wool.

Jerah Chadwick

SONG WITHOUT WORDS

I'm looking for simple words.

They alone leave room for quiet doubt.
How shall we sy so many things

that gainsay themselves as we speak them?
How shall we say so many things

when a kiss turns to dust in one’s mouth?

Words are the refuge of uncertainty.
Which will convey this instant’s enigma ?
Your body is a word, the wind is a word,
the rustling of the viper on the lawn,

the firefly that lights the night,

the cackling of the jackal, and silence,
are words.

Your look is many words.

Your caress is all words.

But words are not enough for me.

They all fall silent in the end.

In my blood throbs the beat of ancient passions,
yet solitude is an echoless void.

What was there before solitude ?

I don’t know. Mine is a race without history.
And after?

Open up to me!

I'll fill you with insatiable longings,
with vast emptinesses.

I invite you to share solitude

— not mine, your own.

Don’t be deceived by the Spring.

Never forget that we’re deathbound,

That silence is running out on us.

There will be no answer to your questions.
Nobody will tell you why, how, or who you are.
We’re just a passing passion,

parasites on our own hunger.

We're the sphinx and the riddle,

the start and the goal.

We’re the dream we dream ourselves dreaming.

The only certainty is death.

There we can cling.

The very certainty stiffens us.

It's hemlock to longing,

and longing is sweetmeats to mortals.

Have no doubt, we’ve already died many times.
Can’t you feel the chill of our embrace?

Not even we are safe

from the plague of certainty.

Study the contours of silence.

They’re broader than any words.

So, perhaps, this tide of solitude

— breaking over my clumsy gestures,
flowing into words too shallow for it—
may find itself in the depths with yours,

and they’ll know one another by immemorial instinct.
So shall they swirl and flood into each other,
underwater currents,

while you and I remain,

face to face, lips to lips,

at a loss for words.

Leonardo de Arrizabalaga y Prado
from Poemas del Silencio (Barcelona, 1976)




POEMS BY ANTLER

Antler, poet from Milwaukee, has currently finished the
manuscript of his first book of poems Last Words.
Selections from it appeared recently in City Lights Journal
No. 4 and New Directions Anthology No. 37. Excerpts
from his long poem “Factory” are scheduled to appear in
an upcoming CoEvolution Quarterly.

THE LUMINOUS KEY

A man who longs to blow boys
Is honorable as a man who longs

to fuck to make babies.
Blowjobs are needed more now

than new mouths to feed.
A boy getting blown is beautiful

as a baby being born,
As a baby suckled by motherbreast.
Blowjobs need to be born now

more than new mouths to feed.
Nurture blowjobs to save Humankind.

Don’t have a baby.

Give birth to yourself.
Better to offer your mouth
To every delinquent youth
Than fuck to reproduce.
Every boycock that spurts
In the blowjob mouth
Means more hope

For the future of man.

I never thought I'd write this.
Always and above all I perceived
The Harmony of Homosexual

and Heterosexual Love.
But now I realize I want

Humankind to survive.
Blowjobs and Homosexual Love
Can’t help but appear

the luminous key !
Once a baby’s being born
Was more beautiful than it is now.
Now when a child is born
The mother and father who do not
Invoke the Ideal Homosexual Spirit
In its Ultimate Identity’s Growth
Betray the Survival of Humanity—
Betray the Utopia of Love.

TO THE SEED OF THE MALE OF MY SPECIES

How many gallons of semen
do human testicles produce
in a healthy life?
Imagine standing under the waterfall
of all the orgasms of your life
in an instant !
Imagine swimming naked
in a swimming pool of come!
How many boys would have to jack off
to fill a swimming pool to the brim?
Swandive into boycome !
Cannonball into boycome!
Float on your back on boycome
and spout mouthfuls of boycome to the sun',
Imagine how different America would be
if rather than cowmilk
we drank boymilk !
Grade A Boymilk! MMMMMM!
Delivered fresh by your milkboy
or available in every store!
Each boy is rich with his come!
Each boy has a fortune of come!
Each boy has a free lifetime supply
of luscious delicious come !
No need for milking machines!
At last a job for American youth
and cocksucking boylovers everywhere!
At last boys in restaurants as creamers for our coffee
standing naked by tables,
Customers jerk them off
into their cups.
At last boys in hospitals as nurses
giving patients a good drink of hot boycome
before bed.
More fun to see boys and men
jack off together or alone
than to see warfilms
or quizshows !
More fun seeing boys and men jacking off
than seeing horse races
or demolition derbies !
Not till we’re more interested in ogling
semen ejaculating from boy’s and men’s cocks
than football or boxing
is there hope for the future of America!
Nor till boycome is served at communion
will I believe the Father of Jesus
is the God of Love.

THE SMELL THAT LEADS THE NOSE
TINGLING BACK

Walking through Camp one night
I discovered on the familiar path
a fresh turd.
Among leaves and moonlight
the sleek dropping lay,
wisps of steam wavering in the cool.

Remembering the campfire hush
when shadows, sparks, smoke
and dying coals made horror come alive,
I wondered how one boy
after all the rest were sleeping
dared sneak through pines
and screams of twigs
to squat and tremble,
the solid flame
melting loose and slipping free,
the grunted sigh and shiver.

In the morning everyone saw it.

Walking to breakfast I heard them joking,
accusing each other,

and wondered which boy who laughed

was the one who rose from that place

and ran back through the woods to sleep,

ran back alone under stars.

IN MEMORIAM

More than a thousand, perhaps a million
Boys viciously murdered by insane men
after being seduced or raped—
This poem is for them.
Yet all the boylove poems on earth
can’t make up for even one
of those hideous deaths.
Perhaps all the sex-murdered boys
go to a special heaven
Where their bodies are made whole
and their minds no longer remember.
So one would like to believe.
Blowjobs, Passionate Ideal Fucking, etc.
must become so powerful, so beautiful

they can assuage the torture nightmare reality
of strangled, stabbed, shot, poisoned boys.

Will dismembered bodies of murdered boys
be found in plastic bags
2000 years from now ?

Ah, may boys be taught in every school
the beauty and goodness of boylove
rather than have sex-murderers of boys
held as the arch example
of the essence of homosexual love.

ECCE PUER

Here is a boy who gets turned on watching himself jack off,
Who likes to make little sighs or moans or says
“Jack me off!” or “I'm coming!”
when he comes,
Who, because it feels so good, arches his back,
flexes his strength,
Sprawling himself in postures that make the ejaculation
spurt even farther
Watching the boyish expression of his boyish face
in the mirror.
Here is a boy who’s learned how to become
a master of giving himself pleasure,
Who will spend hours each day, any chance he gets,
making love to himself.
Here is a boy who plays with his balls when he comes,
who kisses his armpits when he comes,
who wiggles his finger up his ass
watching his semen spurt
from the tip.

FOR BLOWJOB POWER

For all their fast-talk and macho,

For all their postured coldness
and manner of superiority,

Rowdy, tough, joking,

‘Wary or contemptuous,

Once naked, once spreadeagled
on the silk bed

It’s a different story.

Now silent, deep-breathing,
motionless,

Completely given to the experience
of homosexual joy,

Completely lost in total abandon
to the swirling tongue,
to the sucking mouth

As the boyloving lover
performs his love

Feasting not only on the cock
and balls,

But the whole crotch,

Service divine,
delicately done,

Yet fierce with devotion,
with worship.

Yes, how many boys so boisterous
and punky before,

Are reduced to silent naked forms
gazine at the
passionate ravishing
blowjob mouth
with awe

Finding it hard to believe
anything could feel so good.

How many boyhoods distilled
into the unquestionable essence

POEM FOR THE REALIZATION OF THE DIVINE of a whimpered sigh,

HOMOSEXUAL MANIFESTATION IN EVERY HUMAN

BEING—TO BE RECITED AT THE BAPTISM
OF EVERY NEWBORN CHILD

In the name of the ideal realization
of homosexual love in children,
in boys and girls, in women and men,
I baptize you, (name of infant).
May the homosexual spirit be tender with you
at an early age!
May you be worthy of the cosmic homosexual lovers
of the past and the future and today !
If you are a boy, may your cock grow to love
jacking off and cocksucking and buggery,
May your mouth grow in wisdom and stature and favor
in the blowjob love!
If you’re a girl, may you kiss the nipples
of the girl you love with unbridled joy,
May you lick each other’s young teenage cunts
with simultaneous abandon!
Not that boys will be denied the love of girls
or girls the love of boys,
Not that homosexuality be exclusive
be the law of the land,
But the light of love shedding its rays
over the total spectrum,
The secret homosexual love
That begins in every boy loving
to jack off his own boybody
And every girl loving to fondle
her own pussy and breasts—
You see, it cannot be denied.
There is no one on earth who is not
a homosexual.
O grow up to love the boy you become!!
O grow up to love the girl you become!
O grow up to immortal homosexual experiences
of tenderest friendship and love!
O may you not die without having tasted
one of the greatest joys
of life!!

The look of absolute ecstasy
on their face,

Tamed and made gentle again
by the blowjob mouth.

THE IMMORTALITY OF BOYLOVE

It does no good to make boylove illegal
Or to believe it’s a sin punished by hell,
To imagine it’s a rare mental illness
or to pretend it doesn’t exist.
Boylove is everywhere.
As long as there are boys
there will be the love of boys.
Millions of boys understand this.
They know what boylove is
every time they jack off.
If you want to get rid of boylove
Assassinating me won’t solve your problem.
Boys do not love boys
only because they read my poems.
And if they did, it would be
no less beautiful.
Burn all my poems if you want,
it won’t do any good.
As sure as the violet comes up every May
_in every continent on earth
boylove continually unfolds.
The only way to destroy boylove on earth
is to destroy the world.
And even if you did
there are a billion suns in our galaxy
and a billion galaxies in the visible universe!
More planets with BoyLove Utopias exist
than all the boylovers or boys
that’ve ever existed on earth!
Every time you denounce homosexuality
10,000 beautiful boys
ejaculate in their bestfriend’s mouth!
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GAY SUNSHINE
INTERVIEWS Volume 1

Edited by Winston Leyland.

This anthology comprises 12 indepth interviews with gay poets novelists,
playwrights and composers published originally in Gay Sunshine Journal
during the past several years, plus 3 new interviews. They provide seminal
insights into the connections between sexuality and artistic creativity, as well
as dramatic revelations on the personal and literary lives of the interviewees.
Included in Volume 1 are: William Burroughs, Charles Henri Ford, Jean
Genet, Allen Ginsberg, John Giorno, Lou Harrison, Christopher Isherwood,
Harold Norse, Peter Orloysky, John Rechy, Gore Vidal and Tennessee
Williams.

“A monumental piece of self-revelation, unheard of in previous public
centuries . . .” — Ginsberg

“A paluable contribution to contemporary art and culture . . . . By drawing
together a constellation of 12 stars, each one accompanied by a fine
photograph, all engaged in naked revelation, Winston Leyland has managed
to make hundreds of pieces of a definition spark off poetically and
dramatically.” — American Book Review, April 1979

$7.95 paperback;*15 for limited, quality hardcover edition.

ORGASMS OF LIGHT:
THE GAY SUNSHINE
ANTHOLOGY

This volume contains the best of the poetry, short fiction and graphic work
that have appeared in the pages of Gay Sunshine Journal during the years
1970-1977. The anthology contains work by more than 100 writers and
artists, mostly contemporary. Included is work by Allen Ginsberg, John
Wieners, Jack Spicer, Charles Henri Ford, Robin Maugham, John Giorno etc.
Also included are translations from several languages, among them new
English versions of poems by Garcia Lorca, Cavafy, Pier Paolo Pasolini,
Gennady Trifonov, Medieval Arab poets etc.

“A heartening and exciting view of gayness in all its aspects . . . an important
volume which no discerning reader should be without” —Gay News,

(London)

264 pp. %5.95 paperback; #15 silver hardcover edition; 30 for lettered,
hardcover ed. of 26 copies, with 2 extra boylove poems.

GAME TEXTS:

A GUATEMALAN JOURNAL

by Erskine Lane

There are many journeys in this book, but the real journey is inward, a game
of the mind. The jungles, cloudforests of Guatemala. A timeless Indian
civilization. Personal meditations and reflections. Sex with Latin American
boys. These are the threads that intertwine here in a manner reminiscent of
uibitsu, the traditional Japanese mode of random composition.

“An attractive feeling of calm and stillness pervades the book: he is very good
at moments when be is just observing or listening. But he s at his best when he
is writing about sex, and that is no mean achievment: few people bave a real
sense for the appropriate words.” —Gay News (London)

“In the flowing and arbitrary arrangement of its prose paragraphs, Game
Texts is as much like a flower, a fountain, or a river— favorite images of its
author—as I imagine a book can be.”—Gay Community News, Boston

160 pp. $4.95 paperback; *15 hardcover; $30 signed limited edition (A-Z)

MEN LOVING MEN:
A GAY SEX GUIDE AND
CONSCIOUSNESS BOOK

by Mitch Walker.

This book is for people who want to explore their gayness or bisexuality and
open up to new aspects of themselves. It's a complete sex guide, with
explanations for masturbation, fellatio, anal intercourse, group sex, S&M,
and more. Also included is an indepth chapter on gay medical problems.
There’s an erotic photo essay by David Greene and line drawings by Bill
Warrick which capture the spirit of gay male sexuality.

“A fine manual in tone and feeling . . . it conveys a sense of being at peace with
sex and sexuality.” — Siecus Reports.

“A warm, wonderful tender book written by and for gay men. The book’s
emphasis is on sharing, growing, discovering roots, confronting fears and
becoming whole and real . . .. Thisisa book for everyone who is concerned
about increasing sexual understanding and consciousness. I loved it.” —
Miriam G. Keiffer, Ph.D., Association of Gay Psychologists Newsletter.

160 pp. 7x10” paperback original. Illustrated. *8.95

CARNIVOROUS SAINT:
GAY POEMS 1941-1976

by Harold Norse
The first collection of gay poems by this major American poet spanning over
thirty years. Most of the poems in this extensive collection appear in print for
the first time. Included are a series of poems to Paul Goodman, many erotic
poems, cut-ups, etc.

“You bave breached a new lead, shown a new power of the language which
makes theories of composition so much blab.” — William Carlos Williams
“I’ve read it with great admiration and enjoyment”

— Christopher Isherwood

“The most important single book of poetry published in America this year.”
— The Sentinel (S.F.)

240 pp. $5.95 paperback; $15 signed hardcover. Special ietered hardcover
edition of 26 copies, signed, with an additional handwritten poem &
drawing: *30

ANGELS OF THE LYRE:

The first indepth anthology of gay poetry. Included are poems by 57
contemporary American and Canadian writers; among them: Robert
Duncan, Frank O’Hara, Jonathan Williams, Robert Peters etc.

248 pp. $5.95 paperback; %10 hardcover.

WAKING

Poems by Ed Cox. These are poems of a gentle sensuality, with beautiful
twists of imagery, springing from a gay liberation consciousness.

“I came away from Waking refreshed and resensitized, impressed by the
honest vigor with which Ed bas examined his life and language . . . . I came
away from these poems feeling as if I was awakening 1o all things around
me.” — Jim Everhard, D.C. Blade

48 pp. $2.50 paperback. Signed limited edition: *10.

TO ORDER : Send cover price plus ¥1 postage per book to : Gay Sunshine Press, P.O. Box 40397, San

Francisco, Calif. 94140. Calif. residents add 6% sales tax.

THE GRAVEYARD

TONIGHT DESIRE HAS A MAN IN IT (for W.McN.)
sinewed thighs thrust against bone The white rose springs
needs blue and agape From where he lies, °
and the hearts poison The boy who loved a priest.
sweet as blown silk
fascinated and singing The red rose springs

Above the youth
tonight i would be possessed by him Loved by a knight
and by the virile rush of arms Who trod stone steps
like a pale lavender flood As soft as any carpet.
drowning desire
immersing the visited in the visitors The yellow rose, the yellow rose,
torso of mild steel Above the one who found

. : The stars his cobblestones.
still and drowning

the silent swell of rushing thrust The blue rose springs,
that wears no darkness Springs from a dream,

A dream now dead
Jeffery Beame Which said:

“It is too easy, dear, to learn
Beauty from this world.”

And so the dark rose dies

Upon the grave of my lost angel,
Soft speaking silence that is speech
Between dark skies and water.

Oswell Blakeston

GAY LITERATURE

* New *

* Qut-of-Print »
# Rare »

# Hardcover «
# Paperback »

THE WALT WHITMAN BOOKSHOP
1412 Surcer St. near F in

San Francisco, Calif. 94109

Phone (415) 771-97%4

Catalog available on request.




Reviewed by Arthur William Rudolph

The exaltation of all aspects of gay sexuality : multi-hued
expressed and unexpressed emotions felt during every
phase of anticipated to sated erotic experience; revelry in
the innumerable tastes, textures, feelings, sounds and
scents of unique and familiar bodily encounters; great joy
in the uniqueness of being gay. These are but some of the
vibrant joys accessible to the reader of these poems.

Arthur Rimbaud and Paul Verlaine were giants within
the burst of vitality that took literary form in late
nineteenth-century France in the tradition loosely
described Symbolist or Decadent. Few of the major figures,
including the earlier Baudelaire and Mallarmé, actually
fitted well into such an academically-concocted cocoon,
and the genius of Rimbaud and Verlaine is too richly
expressive to be contained within such categories. This free
translation of most of Rimbaud’s and Verlaine’s overtly
gay poetry communicates to us an immediacy of concrete
and specific moments and feelings with which we can
identify. We, too, can revel in the odors, tastes and textures
of the cum and the glistening ass that are too precious to
leave unconsumed and unadored. The simplicity and
freshness of the vital experience; the subtle utilization of
three thousand and more years of collective poetic skill;
what a combination!

These are poems of assertive and dynamic Gay Lib-
eration. Were they to appear unaccompanied by the names
of their authors, they would be acclaimed as the works of
skillful free spirits of the 1970's. All but three of the
Verlaine poems have appeared before in one fashion or
another, but the fidelity to the spirit of the poems, if not to
their verbatim exactitude, is the unique gift of this
translation. For that reason it is good that the poems are
accompanied by their French originals. It also would be
helpful to some readers to compare these translations with
those of Verlaine by Maclntyre and the ones of Rimbaud
by Schmidt, to mention but two of several options. The
comparisons will add dimensions of understanding, and at
times provide more (or less) literal renditions of the
original texts. They also will cause one to enjoy the
uniqueness of the new translation by Murat and Gunn, all
the more.

Take, for example, Rimbaud’s poem Nos Fesses Ne Sont
Pas Les leurs, written when the poet was perhaps seventeen
years old. The very title, which is the first line of the poem
as well, is rather simple, in French. “Les Leurs” literally
means “theirs,” in the plural form. However, for the sake
of poetic integrity, given what follows, plus the subtle
awareness that, since the word fesse is feminine, an added
double-entendre is considered. Thereby Murat and Gunn
translate the firstline as: *Our butts are not like women’s.”
Schmidt translated the line as “Our assholes are different
from theirs.” Schmidt takes a poetic license with the word
fesse which is both inaccurate in the literal sense, and
incongruous with the rest of the poem—which speaks
entirely of the butt in its entirety, and of the asshole in only
one place. In that instance, the relatively genteel term raie is
used, with reference to the anal opening of females.
Schmidt translates that word as crack, whereas Murat and

RIMBAUD/VERLAINE:
A LOVER’S COCK

Erotic gay poems a hundred years ahead of their time written by

Gunn translate it crevices. The latter term is closer to the
spirit of the original. Yet the original is in the singular—so
thereby Schmidt retains greater acuracy— but Murat and
Gunn, choosing the plural, are much more readable in
English. These are some of the dilemmas faced by
translators! [ must point out, too, that this is a relatively
uncomplicated poem, to begin with. Many others are
incredibly more problematical for translators. Rimbaud’s
Young Glutton, in which every line is but two syllables
long, is uniquely, incredibly difficult to translate. Schmidt’s
older translation bears virtually no kinship to the original,
but Murat and Gunn produce an incredibly accurate and
readable version of it. They must have put endless hours of
labor and agony into their task.

Verlaine's poetry written after 1884 apparently was too
much for Maclintyre to include in his Pawl Verlaine:
Selected Poems. Seven years after that date, Verlaine
produced the poem which constitutes the title of this
collection, A Lover’s Cock. It took an additional dozen
years for this poem and the others in Verlaine’s work,
Hombres, to appear at all in a limited printing in French,
years after the death of the poet. The present translation
once again varies from being literal to figurative, largely in
order to maintain integrity with the intent of the poem as a
whole. The result is an incredibly fine work in English,
preserving the erotic passion, tenderness and visionary
flow of the original.

Needless to say, there is no reference to the title poem in
the biography by Lawrence and Elizabeth Hanson,
Verlaine: Fool of God. One must remember that the
Hansons wrote in 1957, and were biographers of figures as
diverse as Vincent van Gogh and Chinese Gordon, to keep
from laughing aloud when reading their observations of
the erotic behaviour and poetry of Rimbaud and Verlaine.
They write : “By May, Rimbaud was back again and he and
Verlaine took up where they had left off . . . hard driven to
devise new methods of deranging the senses.” Further-
more, to add shockingly to the unbourgeois life style, they
produce *a sonnet brimful of horrid hints” (sic!) at that
point in their life together. Of course the Hansons regard
the lovers" sexual relationship as “nonsense.” All of this
hogwash and selective treatment of subjects adds yet
further delight to the openness and ecstacy communicated
by Murat and Gunn, in the present work.

Rimbaud was virtually unique in the history of liter-
ature. His writing began as a teenager, and yet at twenty-
one Rimbaud gave up poetry forever, to become alternately
and occasionally simultaneously a business man and
soldier of fortune, usually in Africa. Yet even then, as
during his earlier years, this tormented figure constantly
retreated again and again to his mother, aptly called
“devouring” by Murat and Gunn. He died in agony in
Marseilles, following leg amputation and subsequent
cancer spread in 1891, at the age of thirty-seven.

The last many years of Rimbaud’s life were apart from
the company of Verlaine. The two lovers had undergone
the most disastrous of many temptestuous interpersonal
episodes in 1873, during the course of which Verlaine shot
and wounded Rimbaud. The result of this was that
Verlaine was imprisoned for two years. The letters and

the teenage Rimbaud and his lover Verlaine. Original French text plus superb English translation by ].
Murat & W. Gunn. Included is the “Sonnet to the Asshole” written jointly by the two poets; also
Rimbaud’s poem “The Tortured Heart” describing his experience of being raped by a gang of soldiers.
First English translation for several of the poems. 64 pp. ¥3.95 paperback. Limited hardcover edition of
50 numbered copies: $25.

court documents concerning the incident are to be found in
the Schmidt translation, and make fascinating reading.

Verlaine, ten years the senior of Rimbaud, was a man
tormented by what to him were the ambiguities of his
conventional heterosexual marriage and his Catholic faith.
At a time of early rising eminence as an author, Verlaine fell
madlyin love with the unkempt, rude and perverse teenage
peasant lad, Rimbaud. Soon the two were cut off from both
the respectable and the avant garde literary communities.
Yet rather because of, or in spite of, the tragic lives of the
two, their lives and their relationship produced some of the
greatest poetry of all time.

There will be many levels on which a gay or straight
reader will be able to relate these selected poems in this
outsanding rendition. The intellect, the feelings, the
viscera—all will respond. One need not be gay, nor
oriented to reading classical literature, to appreciate and
enjoy this work. Any person in close touch with his own
reality will find not only immediate satisfaction in reading
these verses. He also will find himself swept up into images
and experiences which will stay with him, long after he puts
down the text. Furthermore, he will find his own identity as
part of a tradition well demarcated by Verlaine in this
incomplete and undated poem, translated by Murat and
Gunn as The Gay Heritage :

We don'’t belong to the herd :
That’s why we play the while
Far away from shepherdesses,
Without falsehood or guile.

Lovers who would be friends—
Without vows, always true,
Free-hearted, without promises—
Such are we and our virtue.

We count an illustrative lineage
Of princes and sages,

Of heroes and demigods,

At all times, in all ages.

In days of brilliance and of woe
Great Glory granted us her grace;
Our strength was her vanity,

The proud laughter on her face.

In the baths of ancient Rome

We flowered in deference;

Poets on each and every side
Celebrated us with such eloquence!

Among the moderns we have

Our Shakespeares and our Fredericks.
Our hosts, rank upon rank,

Have gone forth to conquer bailiwicks

From the realms of medieval law,

When jealous people, hard Jehovabs,
Killers of men and women,

Fell upon our Sodoms and Gomorrahs . . . .

This book is available by mail from Gay Sunshine Press.
See price listing elsewhere in this issue.

A Call To Gay Brothers

It is in the air. Heard everywhere. At the World Sym-
posium on Humanity the talk is about “New Age
Politics—beyond Left and Right—a synthesis of the
political and spiritual movements of the past two decades.
Sitting in the Kiva at Lama, high in the Sangre de Cristos
Mountains of northern New Mexico, Ram Dass talks
about the need for “conscious beings” assuming re-
sponsibilities for social and political change—a radical
Circle of Dharma. In the holy halls of academia, the temple
prostitutes are whispering about a “paradigm shift”"—
something new is happening in our society with more and
more people living and perceiving their lives differently—
and they haven’t figured out yet how to contain it. Deep in
Oregon’s lush Umpqua forest, at the annual fairy-like
gathering of the Rainbow Family Tribe, late into the night
people talk about the merging of political consciousness
and spiritual consciousness—an interest in healing society
rather than championing exclusive claims to “rightness.”

The term ‘spiritual’ represents the accumulation
of all experiential consciousness from the division
of the first cells in the primeval slime, down
through all evolution, to your and our latest
insights of Gay Consciousness just a minute ago.
What else can we call this overwhelmingly
magnificent inheritance—other than

spiritual. Harry Hay

SPIRITUAL CONFERENCE

FOR RADICAL FAIRIES

Does all of this political/spiritual ferment have any
relevance to gay men? Is there a gay vision of New Age
society ? Is a “paradigm shift” in gay consciousness also
manifesting itself? The answer to all the questions is: YES!
And many gay brothers are feeling the need to come
together. . .

To share new insights about ourselves;
To dance in the moonlight;
To renew our oaths
corporations/ racism;

To hold, protect, nurture and caress one another;

To talk about the politics of gay enspiritment;

To find the healing place inside our heart;

To become Inspirator/Listener as we share new
breakthroughs in how we perceive gay
CONSCIOUSNEss;

To soar like the eagle;

To re-discover /re-invent our myths;

To talk abour gay living/loving alternatives;

To experience the groundedness of the calamus

root;

To share our gay vision;

To sing, sing, sing;

TO EVOKE A GREAT FAIRY CIRCLE.

against patriarchy/

The Call goes out to gay brothers everywhere—poet,
Sufi, musician, revolutionary, shaman, heretic, community
organizer, farmer, artist, healer, city dweller, Buddhist,
dancer, magician, political activist, yogi—whoever you
have become since the'last time we came together.

The Call goes out to all who know that there is more to
us than hetero-imitation. to all who are ready to move on
To all who have broken through and are ready to share
those breakthroughs with your fairy brothers.

The gathering is to be called, among other names, A
Spiritual Conference for Radical Fairies. It will be held over
the Labor Day weekend, August 31 through September 2,
1979. The conference site is an ashram in the beautiful
Sonora desert of southern Arizona, near Tucson. There will
be a conference fee of $50 to cover the cost of vegetarian
meals, lodging and other incidental expenses. No one will
be denied participation in the conference because of inabil-
ity to pay. Pre-registration is required in order to partici-
pate. Please send a note with your name, complete address
and phone number to:

Spiritual Conference for Radical Fairies
PO Box 1414
Los Angeles, Ca. 90028.

A #25 deposit is requested with your pre-registration. More
detailed information about the conference, schedule etc.
will be provided upon pre-registration.




Books Received

Poems All Over The Place, Mostly Seventies by Allen
Ginsberg, Cherry Valley Editions, 1978 #3 paperback.
Duplicate Keys Poems by Jon Bracker, Thorp Springs
Press, Austin, Texas 1977, $3.50 paperback.

Rat & The Devil Journal Letters of F.O. Mirthiessen and
Russell Cheney, Ed. by Louis Hyde, Archon Books,
Hamden, Ct. 1978, 408 pp. #17.50 hardcover.

Isherwood A Biography by Jonathan Fryer, Doubleday &
Co., Garden City, N.Y. 1978, 304 pp. *10 hardcover.
Black and Queer by Adrian Stanford, Good Gay Poets
Press, Box 277, Astor Station, Boston, Mass. 02123, 36 pp.
$2.50 paperback. Gay poems written from a black
consciousness. Recommended.

Oscar Remembered. A Play by Maxim Mazumdar
Personal Library, Suite 1607, 145 Marlee Ave., Toronto,
Canada M6B 3H3, 1977, 71 pp. A one man show on Oscar
Wilde & co. by a young Canadian actor, of Indian origin.
Friends and Friends of Friends Photos by Bernard Pierre
Wolff, E.P. Dutton, Co. N.Y. 1978, 124 pp. (10” x 97),
$8.95 paperback. Very senmsitively and beautifully
photographed. -

The Pied Piper (novel) by Robert Paier, McGraw Hill,
N.Y. 1979, 230 pp. $9.95. Pure trash.

Loving Fruits Poems by Jeff Keith. $1.40 postpaid
(paperback) from 4600 Springfield Ave., Philadelphia, Pa
191433.

Peckerneck Country Selected Poems of Walt Curtis, Mr.
Cogito Press, PO Box 66124, Portland, Ore. 97266 (Fall
1978 special issue of Mr. Cogito)

Lover Jobn, a novel in poetry by Emanuel Ro. Panhandle
Press, San Francisco, Ca 1978, 116 pp., ¥4.50 paperback.
Homosexualities A Study of Diversity Among Men ¢
Womren (Kinsey Institute) by Alan P. Bell & Martin S.
Weinberg, Simon & Schuster, N.Y. 1978, 505 pp., ¥12.95
hardcover. Pomposities and statistics.

The following books are from Talonbooks, 201/1019 E.
Cordova, Vancouver, B.C. Canada V6A 1M8 (all pa-
perbacks): Poems for Yoshi by Bill Bissett; Sailor (poems)
by Bill Bissett; Love & the Waiting Game, Eleven Stories by
David Watmough; Ashes for Easter & Other Monodramas
by David Watmough; Durer’s Angel, a novel by Marie-
Claire Blais; Some Angry Summer Songs, plays by John
Herbert; Hosanna, a play by Michel Tremblay; La
Duchesse de Langeais & other plays, by Michel Tremblay;
Wrestling the Angel, poems by Stan Persky (Persky's work
appeared in the gay poetry anthology, Angels of the Lyre.)
We highly recommend Persky’s new book.

Haakon, a novel by C.F. Griffin, Thomas Y. Crowell Co.,
N.Y. 1978, 296 pp., $9.95 hardcover. Poor.

The Praise Singer, a novel by Mary Renault, Pantheon
Books, N.Y. 1978, 291 pp., $8.95 hardcover. (This novel
about the life of the 6th century Greek poet Simonides is
much weaker literarily than the last two—Alexander—
novels by this writer)

Brief Encyclopedia of Homosexuality by Stephen Wright,
N.Y. 1978, 144 pp., %5.95 paperback.

King’s Don’t Mean A Thing, The John Knight Murder
Case by Arthur Bell, William Morrow & Co., N.Y. 1978,
228 pp., ¥8.95 hardcover.

The Advocate Guide to Gay Health by R.D. Fenwick, E.P.
Dutton Co., N.Y. 1978, 240 pp., #10.95 hardcover.

The Ugly Unicorn written and illustrated by Russell
Rinehart, Illusive Unicorn Pub., San Jose 1979, 54 pp.,
$6.25 paperback. Overpriced.

Kindred Poems by Richard Ronan, illustrated by Bill
Rancitelli.  Audit/Poetry, Buffalo, N.Y. 1978.
Recommended.

Animals Poems by Kirby Congdon, Kastle Press (170
Broadway, NYC 10038) 1979, 32 pp., 52.50 paperback. ..
Poems by Brooklyn poet whose work has been anthol-
ogized in the two Gay Sunshine anthologies. Recom-
mended.

A Gay Diary 1933-1946 by Donald Vining. Pepys Press,
NYC 1979. 500 pp., Hardcover: $14.95; Paperback:
39.95.

The Gold Diggers A Novel by Paul Monette. Avon Books,
NYC 1979, 373 pp., ¥4.95 paperback. More trash

The Spiral Stair by John Bentley Mays, The Coach House
Press, Toronto, 1977, 170 pp. paperback.

Ikagnak: The North Wind, With Dr. Kane in the Arctic. A
Verse Sequence by Robert Peters, Kenmore Press, PO Box
773-C, Pasadena, CA 91104, Hardcover *50 (limited ed. of
100 signed copies). Handsomely produced book by a poet
whose work we recommend highly.

Mala Noche by Walt Curtis. Boylove story. 1977

The Potency Clinic by Bruce Elliot #3 paper. Bleecker Street
Press (463 West St. D518, NYC 10014) 1979. Tale of a
young Hollywood psychiatrist, husband and father, who
“comes out” in NY.

If 1 Could Crown Your Hills With Gold by Lawrence Reh.
Atlantis Rising, San Francisco, 1979, 82 pp., 5.95 paper;
The Queer Dutchman by Peter Agnos. Green Eagle Press,
New York, 1979, 144 pp., *4.50 paperback; %8.90
hardcover. Story of Jan Svilt, accused of homosexuality
and marooned in 1725 on a desert island.

Uranian Roses by Tom Meyer, Catalyst, Scarborough, Ont.
Canada. 1977 paperback. Hardcover ed. of 50 copies.
Boylove poems, highly recommended.

Minette, Recollections of a part-time Lady. Edited by
Steven Watson, and Ray Dobbins. Portrait of Minette, an
impersonator and an oral history of gay survival and
1940°s drag clubs. Available from Ray Dobbins, 57 2nd
Ave., NYC 10003

E.M. Forster and his world, with 122 illustrations, by
Francis King. Charles Scribner’s Sons, N.Y. 1978, $10.95
Homage to Cavafy Addison House, Danbury, N.H. 1978,
with original photos by Duane Michals $9.95 paper

BOOK SEEKERS. Homosexual fiction, biography,
poetry, periodicals. Mostly hardcover, some first edi-
tions, OP, remainders. Forties into Seventies. Gay,
straight writers. Catalogue for readers and collectors:
BOOKS'BOHEMIAN, Dept. GS, Box 1044, Pasadena,
Calif. 91102.

Correction:

Gay News (London, England) was in no way connected
with the publication of James Kirkup’s poem “The Love
That Dares to Speak lts Name” or the accompanying

TUES - SAT 12t 7

THREE BOOKS FROM THE CALAMUS PRESS

g_raphic (Gay Sunshine 38/39)

“an intimate, lovely work" — rita mae brown

FALSE CLUES ©ochraiver

a political fairy tale

by rich
FLOWERS Gvinge vy biil rancitel

THE FAGGOTS & THEIR FRIENDS
BETWEEN REVOLUTIONS

by larry mitchell with drawings by ned asta

4.00

4.00

Available now from Glad Day Bookshop
22 Bromfield Street (Second Floor) Boston 02108

ORDER CATALOGUE.

THE

Add 50¢ per book postage and handling.
WE CARRY ALL AVAILABLE GAY MALE AND LESBIAN LITERATURE AND
PERIODICALS. SEND $1.00 (DEDUCTED FROM INITIAL ORDER) FOR MAIL-

TWO PLAYS BY DORIC WILSON

AND @

WEST STREET GANG

WRITE :

THE E PO. BOX 509 VILLAGE STATION, N.C. 10014

(3S a4 -7 7 ﬁgg SF  $5:95PLUS 50 MAILING AND HANDLING
S il = ' PRESS (NYC. RESIDENTS ADD 8% TAX)

San Antonio Country

1122 NORTH ST MARY'S STREET SAN ANTONIO

Supporting our community
through the arts, in the
heart of Texas.

AND NOW...Motel Accommodations

Cocktail lounge open

daily 2:00 p.m. Happy e .
Hour till 7:00 p.m. lvel l
Disco Dancing 9:00

p-m. nightly. 2 Discos

Fri., Sat. and Holidays.

Free Parking. Outdoor
Patio. 222-8273 INN — 1100 NORTH

TEXAS 78215 15121222 8273

ST. MARY'S (512) 223-6283




Aaron Shurin

Delphi 6/77
RETURN TO DELPHI

the moon is a puppy in the sun’s sky.
stripes & slashes of blazing
rays. Clouds hug the mountain
out of utter humility

The sun melts
fiery ore
congealing into the steel of night.

Any
goings-on in this sky
set the stage for something Real to happen.
The moon, a cloudy eye
watches obliquely.

The sun — burnt hole in space —
is absolutely direct.

Wash your hair
in the cool spring, priestess.

If you would hear words

get down on your stony knees & pray.

knees—hah! bones tremble
dissolve snakelike

onto the temple floor.

Straddle the steaming chasm

coils of python smoke
wrap the neck, throttle the logical tongue.
What she says now
comes oiled by the olive trees, sharpened
into perfect rocks by the mountain walls.
She sees

valley streaming from the navel of the world —

“omphalos” —

words pulled like a chord
from the throat of being.

golden you gold in you
beat / break / blind
aanh! fire over hill crawling on thorny legs!

aanh! rock of day dreams

piercing my throat.
Ominos Theris Naxos
Where was | when flames
shot from clouds?

Here underground working silver
beads back & forth along cold wire
choke-necklace of memory.
aanh! The heat of your thousand hands!

aanh! Your thousand hot hands!
Men! don't sail on those long ships, dead-
end sentences of forced thought—don’t go! don’t go!
aanh—ants over the honey-cake!
aanh—stickers in the barefoot grass!

Yellow rain. 1know what I don’t know.

Ominos Theris Naxos

Swallows on the home-roof, flapping of good dreams.
Mist in the long valley, suckling the trees.

Hoot-owl, foghorn of safe return.

aaahh! sunlight as blowtorch on the prisoner’s chains!
aaahh! transfusion of bright eyes!

aaahh! the heat of your thousand hands!

aaahh! yourthousand  hot  hands!

She straddles the chasm, fumes rise
as the Python of the World turns underfoor.
Sun breaks free of its mountain shade, blasting
the rocks apart

grumbling in the stomach of the earth.
Anything  that appears
under this light is
classic hallucination :

golden man, braided & oiled, smiling

from the temple ledge.
He pulls his chariot over her plain voice.
Six marble columns
of song, rise into the air, smoking.

My mouth is a temple, receiving all day
herb-scented offerings of mountain air.

My eyes are temples, open to stunning vision
of orange & grey cliffs, olive-stuffed valleys.

My back is a polygonal stone wall, on which 1 balance
temple of my arms, columns rising to receive

fresh figs from the bending trees.

My ears are temples for birds to nest in.

My chest a temple for tired men.

White temple of my teeth, altar for lamb & calf.

Temple of my veined legs, gripping the rocky earth, staking
a space for solitary rest.

My hair is a temple where the waters of pure thought
run underground.

My heart is a temple restored.

In the heat of day, water

springs from cold rock :
Castalia fountain

sprouting laurel & thyme.
Gently splash the stunned
face, drip over
delirious tongue.
Stolen mouthpiece

returned to ordinary lips.
Water seals the cracked shards of speech
reunion of sound & will.
Shake the hair loose
from serpent knots.
Rub from eyes
the salt of far sight.
Open your voice
to a new alphabet, priestess.

Try mouthing words
likeababy:  Alpha Beta  Gamma.
Gently

return to the stony knees of prayer.
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