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Dear Reader:

ONE Magazine is on the move, as you can see by the above ad-
dress change. And it is on the move in more than just a physical sense.
The new tolerance of homosexuality made possible partly by our own
efforts, now permits us to move even farther ahead in an attempt to
present to our readership a new picture of the homosexual which defies
the old stereotype. ONE Magazine has acted as the means for the
shattering of the old image of the homosexual and it can be the means
for presenting new ideas for the further reformation of public attitudes.

The new image of the homosexual is that of a well-mannered, aver-
age individual, with the same eagerness to be a good citizen as every·
one else - but also as an individual who no longer wistfully admits
that heterosexuality is preferable, and one who no longer is willing to
make the best of a bad situation.

In this climate it is mandatory, that ONE Magazine move along
with the times, broaden its scope, and try for a much larger audience.
Since we know that attitudes on homosexuality are subject to revision,
ONE means to present the legitimate and, for the most part, moderate
aims and grievances of homosexuals - in as dispassionate yet con-
vincing a way as possible. ONE means to avoid the hysterical, the
hostile, and to express instead the intelligent and significant.

ONE means to unify homosexuals and heterosexuals, and avoid
the cult and the mystique, and the notion of homosexuals inheriting
the earth or of wresting it away from the heterosexuals. If this is what
you want, then by all means come along - for this is the direction
in which ONE is moving.
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In the United States today some of the finest literary reputations be-
long to homosexuals. Yet these authors are making no contribution to ONE.'
ONE needs good writing. As the quality of the pieces in the magazine im-
proves, its reputation among readers of taste, background and influence
will grow. This can substantially advance ONE's crusade for tolerance and
understanding.

ONE does not insist that its writers use their real names. A fine story,
a stimulating article, come into existence because of an author's talent, not
his name. Naturally, where a successful writer will permit his name to be
used, its appearance on the cover or in the contents list of an issue will
accomplish much. But it is not mandatory.

To find outlets for stories, articles, poems on homosexual themes
has not been easy even for recognized professionals in the past. Despite
some liberalization of editorial policies, U. S. magazines for the most part
are not receptive even now. And many professional writers have in their
files pieces touching on this interest area which they have given up hope
of ever seeing in print. Because these are written out of deep personal neces-
sity and conviction, they are sometimes better than the writer's published
work.

ONE wants and needs this material.

To young writers who will one day be professionals but whose talent
needs shaping and encouragement, ONE offers the opportunity of first pub-
lication for stories, articles and verse in an area of interest other magazines
shun. The editors are eager to see fresh, original, imaginative manuscripts.
We hope for them from talented young people as well as from successful
professionals.

What is vital" is that ONE publish the best available work in its special
field. And those who can do this work are not coming forward. Homosexuals
form the last of the minorities. No matter how accomplished and famous, or
how simply promising and gifted, a homosexual may be, he is a member of
that minority. And we believe he has a responsibility to the voiceless mem-
bers of that minority to speak for them whenever and wherever he can.

ONE asks for help from men and women of talent.
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Suicide
and the

Homosexual
by JOSEPH HANSEN

Are homosexuals more likely than
are other people to commit suicide?
There are no statistics to prove it,
nor are there statistics to disprove
it. So reports Dr. Edwin S. Shneid-
man, co-director of Suicide Preven-
tion Center, and a foremost authority
in his field.

Located in Los Angeles, the SPC
is the largest and most complex in-
stitution of its kind. Rescue, Inc.,
of Boston, FRIENDS in Miami, Flor-
ida, and the National Save-a-Life
League in New York, are all devoted
to preventing suicide. But the SPC,
with its staff of more than 20 psy-
chiatrists, psychologists, social work-
ers, consultants, nurses and research
associates undertakes the education
of both physicians and the lay pub-
lic, and has opened doors of know-
ledge to a subject area too long ta-
boo.

Suicide is tenth on the list of the
nation's killers. In California, sui-
cide accounts for more deaths than
traffic accidents. Between July, 1961,
and July, 1962, nearly 1,000 people
killed themselves in Los Angeles
County alone. Psychiatrist Albert
Schrut reports the known annual sui-
cide rate in New York City as eight
to 10 per 100,000 population.

Yet when Dr. Shneidman and Dr.
Robert E. Litman started the SPC
under a U.S. Government grant, no
major center for the systematic and

continuing study of suicide existed.
With energy and imagination the
center has undertaken research into
motives for suicide that is proving
helpful in the diagnosis of potential
suicide victims and which should in

.time effectively lower the toll of fa-
talities.

One of the most important tools
Dr. Shneidman and Dr. Litman have
devised for the systematic study
of suicide is what they term the
Psychological Autopsy. By a study
of suicide notes taken from the rec-
ords of the Los Angeles County
Coroner's office and through inter-
views with relatives and friends of
suicide victims, they have uncover-
ed facts that can help people avoid
suicidal tendencies in themselves
and detect them in others.

Are homosexuals lonelier than
other people? It is a common belief.
Certainly society as presently struc-
tured alienates homosexuals when it
can identify them. And the reaction
of individual homosexuals to society
someti mes appears to accelerate and
intensify that alienation. The at-
tempt by some homosexuals to fit
into conventional behavior patterns
fails. And when they are either in-
disposed to, or unable to find a
framework of homosexual relation-
ship within which to live, they are
naturally lonely.

And lonely people are predisposed
to suicide.

Many homosexuals have difficulty
finding a life partner. In those who
are determined to do so, the drive
would seem no different from that
of most heterosexuals toward marri-
age. But the fact that homosexual re-
lationships must succeed without the
recognition of the community, where
they do not experience its outright
condemnation, makes them difficult
to establish and maintain. And "loss
of a loved one" through death or
separation is another "symptom" Dr.
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Shneidman and his associates look
for when questioning friends and rel-
atives of a suicide victim. Homo-
sexuals are sometimes thought of as
more sensitive and emotionally un-
stable as well as more dependent
than other people. If this is true, re-
action to the shock of separation
from a loved one, notably where a
love relationship is not easy in the
first place to establish, might tend
to make suicide a likelier possibility

It is often said that the person who
constantly threatens suicide will
never kill himself. Reference is made
to the barking dog that never bites.
But the studies of the Suicide Pre-
vention Center contradict this folk-
say flatly. The best index his family,
friends and co-workers have to a
man's suicide potential is his talk of
suicide. Such talk has been termed
by Drs. Shneidman and Norman L.
Farbarow "the cry for help."

It is a cry to listen for.
There are other symptoms, some of

them subtle. When a man repeatedly
says, "I give up," or "I don't care,"
or "it doesn't matter," he may be in
the psychological downward spiral
that can end in his taking his own
life. When a person abruptly begins
to give away possessions for no dis-
coverable reason, this can be another
danger signaL Loss of a job, loss of
family or community respect, sick-
ness and imagined sickness, enforced
retirement, the isolation from others
that sometimes accompanies old age
-all of these can contribute to a de-
sire to "end it all."

The slowing down of a man's or
woman's physical actions, the drag-
ging step, can be a mute cry for help.
Where a person has been normally
talkative and no longer appears to
want to make the effort to talk, this.
can be a warning. Not that any of
these signs invariably point to sui-
cide. But they are strong indices
and should not be ignored.

They should especially not be ig-
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nored as age increases. "We have
rarely encountered a nonlethally in-
tended suicidal action in a man
over 50 years of age," writes Robert
E. Litman, M.D., in his paper,
"Emergency Response to Potential
Suicide." He means that faking a
suicide attempt is not a likely act
for an older man. "By contrast, the
group of young women, aged 15 to
35, provide the ... least number of
completed suicides." Suicide threats
or actions from this group are usual-
ly a means of emotional blackmaiL

But if noticeable changes in be-
havior take place in an individual
and among these are suicide attempts
no matter how ineffectual, they are
cries for help. And, especially with
a man, they are fairly certain indica-
tions that he will ultimately succeed
in bringing about his own death.
SPC notes that, once the pattern is
begun, suicide attempts occur in the
individual with increasing frequency,
and the pattern must be broken if the
life is to be saved. The love, atten-
tion and understanding of family
and friends can make the difference.
But where they are either not avail-
able or are too weak, this is the
point when professional help should
be brought into the picture. This is
where a clinic like SPC can do direct
life-saving work.

The charge at the clinic is very
small, but a charge has been found
to be an important factor in making
the patient feel he has a reason for
talking to the doctors, taking the tests,
going through the therapy. He has
lost, after all, the reason that is basic
to all normal people when they visit
a doctor - the desire to live. Or, to
be more exact, the desire to die is
temporarily outweighing the desire to
live. The clinic seeks to set the bal-
ance right again.

To give the patient hope and pur-
pose is a foremost aim at Suicide Pre-
vention Center. When the love and
counsel of friends and family have

failed - or even worse, where they
have never been given, the clinic at-
tempts to help the individual regain
his sense of perspective and of the
value of continuing to live. The clinic
does not always succeed, but it has
the virtues of understanding and sym-
pathy' along with the special tech-
niques it has evolved, to make its
chances of success high.

Are certain types of people more
apt to commit suicide than other
types? It would seem, from a very
interesting and complex essay, "Orien-
tations Toward Death" by Dr. Shneid-
man (in the book The Study of Lives,
edited by Robert W. White, 1963),
that the heavy drinker, the fast driver,
the so-called accident-prone indivi-
dual, "the diabetic who 'mismanages'
his diet or his insulin, the individual
with cirrhosis who 'mismanages' his
alcoholic intake, the Bergers' disease
patient who 'mismanages' his nicotine
intake" are suicidal potentials, man-
aging the act over a period some-
times of years, but in fact killing
themselves none the less.

While there are no statistics isolat-
ing homosexual from heterosexual sui-
cides, the fact of the widespread be-
lief among homosexuals that self-des-
truction is common to their kind has
prompted this article. Dr. Litman
writes: "Often the attitudes of spouse,
relative or friend may mean the dif-
ference between life or death for per-
sons involved in symbiotic emotional-
ly dependent relationships."

The family of the homosexual who
lives at home often does not know of
his sexual bent. This makes relation-
ships awkward. The family cannot
help effectively in the individual's mo-
ments of emotional crisis or crack up.
The same lack of communicativeness
that often marks the dangerously po-
tential suicide is difficult to detect
where confidences have not normally
been shared and where emotional pro'
hlems have been given no expression.

The homosexual who depends for

outlet upon different pickups and a
constant change of partners often
lacks real friends to observe changes
in his behavior patterns that signal
danger. That most fortunate of homo-
sexuals, he with a permanent relation-
ship, is sometimes, when death takes
his partner, least fortunate. A close
relationship of this kind often tends
to eliminate family contacts and to
keep other friendships peripheraL This
means that the bereaved has no one
close to turn to in a time of stress, no
one who can intelligently note his
moves toward seeking death himself
and who can gently deflect him. Ex-
cept in cities where suicide clinics
exist.

Dr. Shneidman has stated, "While
I am not myself a homosexual, I sym-
pathize with them." And this writer
was made acutely aware, in trying to
gather particularized rather than gen-
eralized information for this article,
that anonymity is a closely guarded
right of every person who applies to
the clinic for help and counsel. No
records are available to any but SPC
personnel and these are all highly
qualified professionals. The homo-
sexual who applies for help to SPC
will be treated with kindness and re-
spect and may be assured that his
sexual orientation will in no way in-
fluence the care given him, the hope
held out.

Beyond its researches and studies,
valuable as these are proving to be,
beyond even its purpose to demon-
strate to the U.S. Government, which
finances it, the usefulness of such
clinics on a nation-wide basis, the Sui-
cide Prevention Center exists to cope
with emergencies. Even the switch-
board people are drilled in the cor-
rect procedures. The phone is answer-
ed 24 hours a day.

Suicide can enter any life at any
time. But the scorn that met it once
has been replaced by understanding.
Where once there was no hope, there
is now a fund of hope.
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Stephen Reynolds put his suitcase
on the floor and switched on the hall
light of his apartment, closing the
door behind him. As he took off his
hat, he saw his reflection in the rook
mirror hanging above the little ma-
hogany chest of drawers. He paused,
hat still in hand, and looked closely
into the mirror. He looked closely at
his forty-five-year-old face.

His face looked younger than it
was. His complexion was clear, and
there were but few lines. True, his
hair was graying - though people
told him that it was "distinguished."
It wasn't a middle aged face, he
thought, and his figure wasn't too
bad.

He was tall and very - well, "slen-
der" was how he liked to think of it;
he knew he was definitely thin. Mus-
cles he had never had, in spite of
years of rowing. But at least he didn't
have a pot. For a man over six feet
a thirty-four inch waist was pretty
good.

Stephen continued to stare at his
image. Finally he shook his head and
smiled wryly. "You incompetent, na-
ive, and consummate jackass!" he
muttered.

Having thus relieved his feelings
to a small degree, he hung up his hat
and topcoat in the hall closet and
went to see what was left in the re-
frigerator. In a week's absence he'd

8

forgotten whether there was anything
in the apartment that would do for
supper. There was. Cheese, beer, and
eggs: Welsh rarebit.

As he stirred grated Cheddar into
warm Budweiser, he thought again of
just how it had happened.

It had happened because one leg
of his business trip had taken him
through Washington. A sense of fam-
ily duty had impelled him to call his
Richmond cousin, Miss Mary Laugh-
ton, a lady whom he'd not seen for
a decade although they often corres-
ponded.

"My dear Stephen," she said in her
plangent voice, "how lovely to hear
from you! Where are you?"

"I'm in Washington, but I can get
a flight to Richmond that'll put me
there at about four o'clock. I thought
that if its convenient for you, L'd like
to pay you a short visit. I have to be
home by tomorrow night."

"Why, that will be delightful! We'll
meet you at the airport. What is your
flight number?"

As Stephen left the telephone booth,
he wondered who "we" could be. His
cousin lived alone, so far as he knew,
and her only brother, Bob Laughton,
and his wife were in Italy for the
year. Miss Laughton wasn't old
enough to need a companion, and she
wasn't rich enough to have a chauf-
feur. Well, he'd soon know.

The flight was on time.
When Stephen walked into the wait-

ing room, he wondered if his cousin
remembered him well enough to rec-
ognize him. He stood uncertainly look-
ing about at the moving crowds of
passengers, the friends and relatives
meeting and greeting, the poisonous-
ly charming young women in their
smart airlines uniforms.

"Is this Stephen?"
He turned and saw his cousin, a

tall, slender woman with fashionably
dressed gray hair and a well-cut suit
of dark-blue wool. Altogether very
neatly turned out, he thought, quite
the ancienne Junior Leaguer.

"Cousin Mary!" He bent slightly
to kiss her. "You haven't changed a
bit in ten years!"

"It's sweet of you to say so, Steph-
en, and really, except for my silly
heart trouble, I don't feel any older.
Rather worrisome at times, too. I'm
so afraid I'll make a fool of myself
one of these days." She smiled at him.
"But you haven't changed very much
either. A little grayer, of course, but
you really do credit to the family.
Oh!" She checked herself. "You
haven't met my nephew! Jim?" Miss
Laughton turned to a young man
whom Stephen now saw for the first
time. "Jim, this is your cousin, Steph-
en Reynolds. Stephen, this is Jim
Laughton, Bob's son. He's staying
with me for a while."

The young man gave a slight bow,
and he and Stephen shook hands.
"How do you do, sir?" he said.

Stephen gulped mentally. Jim was
good looking. Quite good looking!
Taller than his aunt and not so tall
as Stephen, he had the slim, well-de-
veloped figure that Stephen found so
attractive. He was wearing a charcoal
flannel suit, a white shirt, and a dark
tie that was evidently the badge of
some school. His smooth dark hair
had only a slight wave, his skin had
the bea utiful transparency sometimes

seen in late adolescence, and his
brown eyes smiled into Stephen's gray
ones. How old was he? Twenty?
Eighteen? Stephen sought wildly in
his conversational armory for some-
thing to say.

"You've grown a lot in ten years,"
he remarked rather inanely;

Jim smiled but said nothing. What
could he say? Fortunately his aunt
intervened.

"Of course! You saw Jim on your
visit here in 1955! Well, yes, he has
grown. Children usually do, you
know."

Stephen again ransacked his brain
for chit-chat. "You're at the Britton
School, aren't you? What are you
now, a senior?"

The boy began to redden although
he continued to smile, and Miss
Laughton said quickly, "Jim isn't in
school just now. He's going to join
his parents in June and finish his
schooling in Switzerland. Won't that
be wonderful? I understand that there
are some excellent schools around
Lausanne." She rattled on. "Jim, dear,
take Cousin Stephen's suitcase. If we
can miss the five o'clock rush traffic,
we'll have time for a couple of com-
fortable drinks before dinner."

Stephen and Miss Laughton, pre-
ceded by the suitcase-bearing Jim,
walked through the terminal to the
parking area. As they walked, Miss
Laughton said very quietly, "Stephen,
don't say anything, about the school.
Bob felt it was better to take him out
-I don't know why. He wouldn't dis-
cuss it, and he made me promise not
to mention it to Jim. I do know," she
added, "that Bob was very upset."

"Oh, certainly," agreed Stephen,
wondering what on earth was behind
it. He remembered Bob Laughton with
disagreeable accuracy as a self-right-
eous, tyrannical boor. Jim seemed to
be such a gentlemanly kid, he thought.
Probably got it all from his lovely,
browbeaten mother. Poor Cousin
Edith!
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On reaching the car Miss Laughton
said, "Stephen, you sit up front with
Jim. 1 like the back seat better when
I'm not driving.

Meekly Stephen got in.
"Do you like to fly, sir?" asked

Jim, turning smoothly into the stream
of the main highway.

This subject seemed harmless
enough. "Yes, Jim, but I'd rather
fly less frequently and make longer
flights. These puddle-jumping husi-
ness trips can be very tiring."

"You're in photography, aren't
. 'I"you, SIr.

"No. Its really PR work. I round
up models and settings to display
the fabrics my firm makes."

"Oh!" exclaimed Miss Laughton,
"I haven't thanked you for that
charming photograph of yourself that
you sent me last month! You'll see it
in a place of honor on the coffee
table - in a silver frame, no less!"

"Models and settings?" queried
Jim.

"I travel a good deal," explained
Stephen. "Last winter I was in Ber-
muda and then in the Virgin Islands.
We take a crew with us and take
photographs with local settings. You
know, the happy couple having cock-
tails on the moonlit terrace of the
Carib-Hilton and waiters bowing all
over the place."

"Wonderful!" Jim exclaimed. "You
must have a wonderful job, sir, that
gets you to places like those in the
winter - or at any other time!"

"Well," said Stephen ruefully, "it
would be wonderful if 1 had time to
lie on the beach and admire the view.
As it is, I spend most of my time on
the run, trying to make schedules
and getting everybody in the same
place at the right time."

They continued to talk about
planes and flights, about jobs and
Bermuda and St. Thomas, and by
the time the car reached Miss Laugh-
ton's small but expensive house, Ste-

10

phen had forgotten his uneasiness.
Still, he was looking forward to
those drinks.

They were good, thought Stephen,
as he began on his second vodka
martini. He noticed that Jim was
drinking tomato juice.

"That isn't tomato juice entirely,"
said Miss Laughton with disconcert-
ing perception. "It's what an unbear-
ably elegant friend of mine always
calls a 'Marie Sanglante.' 1 allow Jim
to have one drink before dinner.
After all, he's practically nineteen."

"Not for nine months, Aunt Mary,"
smiled her nephew.

"Well, you're certainly old enough
to learn to drink properly. I have
little patience with people, including
your father, who drink while telling
their half-grown children that it's
'wrong'." She gave a mock-serious
sigh. "I wish I could still indulge."

The little French clock on the
mantelpiece struck half-past six.

"Jim, dear, will you take Cousin
Stephen and his suitcase upstairs to
his room please? Then, after he's set-
tled, you can finish your drinks and
have dinner. Patty said she'd have
it ready at seven. She also assured
me, Stephen, that everything in your
room is in order. I can't go up the
stairs, you know, without making a
very great occasion of it. I know
that Jim will see to it that you have
everything you need."

Watching the boy walking up the
stairs ahead of him Stephen admired
his straight back and the set of his
shoulders. He was tremendously at-
tractive. Oh, well.

The house was not large, but Ste-
phen remembered that it had three
bedrooms, one downstairs. As he
followed Jim down the short hall,
Stephen glimpsed through an open
door a room with the chaotic appur-
tenances of paper hangers: ladders,
dust sheets, and rolls and rolls of
paper. Jim opened another door and
flipped on the light. It was a pretty

room, although obviously furnished
by a woman: a four-poster with a
blue chintz dust ruffle and canopy,
a soft rose carpet, blue-flowered wall-
paper, and white organdy curtains at
the two windows.

Jim set the suitcase on a luggage
rack at the foot of one double bed.

"The bathroom's through that door,
sir, and you can hang your things
in the closet there. I've moved some
of my stuff into the other bedroom
closet, so I hope you have enough
room."

Stephen gulped physically this
time. "Is this - is this your room?"

Jim smiled. "Yes, sir. 1 hope you
don't mind sharing a bed? The other
bedroom's all mucked up with wall-
paper." He opened the bathroom
door. "Well, if you want to wash,
your towels are the blue ones. I'll
see you down stairs, sir." He paused.
"Oh, sir? Maybe we'd better not men-
tion the wallpaper. Aunt Mary's sort
of upset about the mess in the guest
room." And, smiling, he left.

Stephen was petrified. This was
really too damned much! And no
hotel within fifteen miles! Glumly
he took off his coat and went into
the bathroom. He managed not to
slam the door.

When Stephen entered the living
room, Miss Laughton was pouring
another Bloody Mary for her nephew.
His own drink, he noticed gratefully,
had been refurbished.

"Did you find everything you
wanted, Stephen?" She went on with-
out waiting for an answer, "I just
told Jim that he could have one more
drink in honor of our guest. Now,
let's just sit and talk. I've asked
Patty to put dinner back a little."

So they sat and talked, mostly of
family connections and what Stephen
did in his work. Occasionally Jim
offered some remark or comment,
"and Stephen was pleased that they
were pertinent and intelligent. A

bright lad. And so damned handsome!
No. Beautiful. He looked at that
clear skin, those fine-boned hands,
the dark, soft hair that persisted in
falling down over his heavy brows.
Really, it wasn't fair to be in such
a fix! To have to spend the night
lying chastely next to tliatl Mentally
he cursed his hostess for her wall-
paper.

"That was a wonderful dinner,
Cousin Mary," said Stephen later.
"I'm so pleased that you remembered
how much I like Patty's frozen vanil-
la souffle."

Miss Laughton laughed. "I really
didn't remember, Stephen, she con-
fessed, "but it's one of Jim's favor-
ites, too. Patty just happened to
decide to make it for tonight."

"Aunt Mary," said Jim almost
shyly, "may we have Grand Marnier
with the coffee?

"Really, Jim, you're turning into
a lush! Two cocktails and now you
want a liqueur! Very well! Grand
Mornier it is."

"I can see that you're looking after
him properly," grinned Stephen.

As Patty brought in the coffee and
the liqueur, Miss Laughton curled up
almost girlishly on the yellow damask
sofa. "I feel quite the lady of the
evening! Two handsome men all to
myself! You can have the coffee to
yourselves, as well as the Grand Mar-
nier. Coffee keeps me awake. At least,
I always think it does - and feel
obligated to lie awake half the night
in consequence." She poured two
cups, filling the delicate Wedgwood
demi-tasses with the elegance born of
practice. The fragile Waterford li-
queur glasses were brimming. For a
moment the three sat silently, watch-
ing the fire that the chill of the May
evening made comforting.

"It's just as well, Stephen," re-
marked Miss Laughton, "that you
didn't come last week. The house was
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in utter ruin thanks to a pair of the
most dilatory paper hangers I've ever
seen. They finally - yes, Patty?"

"Miz Randolph wondered if you
could talk to her a minute, Miss Mary.
It's about them flowers for the
church."

"Oh - ah, all right. Yes, I'll
come. Excuse me, please. Annie al-
ways calls at the wrong time."
Stephen and Jim rose as Miss Laugh-
ton left the sofa and the room.
Stephen thought that Jim had a rather
curious expression of relief. They had
scarcely sat down again before Miss
Laughton was back.

"Now, don't get up, for goodness'
sake!" She sat down smiling. "I love
good manners, but let's just be com-
fortable tonight. What was I saying?"

"Are you going directly back to
New York, sir?" asked Jim seem-
ing from the depths of reverie.

"Directly back. I have to be at
the office day after tomorrow. And,"
he added, "I wish you wouldn't call
me 'sir'."

"Jim asked me how he should ad-
dress you," said Miss Laughton, "and
I told him to use his own judgment.
Evidently you've impressed him. I
think he ought to call you 'Stephen,'
and if he calls you by your first
name, he can't very well 'sir' you,
can he?"

Jim smiled at his cousin. "May I
-Stephen ?"

"You may - Jim," Stephen smiled
back.

At ten o'clock Miss Laughton
yawned. "You youthful souls may
stay up until dawn if you like, but
I'm going to bed. You'll see to the
lights, please, Jim?"

After her departure to her down-
stairs bedroom, Stephen settled back .
in. his chair and looked at the fire.
Jim, he felt, was watching him with
curiosity. Stephen could think of
nothing to say. He might have talked
of Switzerland, but he was afraid
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the subject lay under the general
embargo on school. Did the boy know
anything about music? Certainly his
aunt didn't!

"Do you like music" Stephen ven-
tured.

"Some kinds. I don't like the stuff
a lot of the fellows my age go for.
The Beetles! Ick!" He made an amus-
ing face of distaste.

"What, then? Brahms? Gilbert
and Sullivan? Gershwin?"

"I guess they're all right, Stephen,
but I generally like earlier music.
You know - Bach, Handel, Purcell
- people like that."

Finding that they had a taste in
common in addition to that for va-
nilla souffle, Stephen single-mindedly
kept the discussion to music until
eleven o'clock. At last he yawned in
turn.

"Are you sleepy?" asked Jim.
"Yes, I am," replied Stephen with

far less reluctance than he felt.
"So'm I," yawned the boy, getting

up and beginning to put out the
lamps.

When they reached the bedroom,
Jim asked if his cousin wanted to
shower. Stephen did want to shower,
but ... he paused before replying.
Then he said, "Look, I want to un-
pack and look over a couple of let-
ters. Why don't you go ahead, and
I'll shower after you've finished?"

"All right," said Jim, and he be-
gan to undress. Stephen opened his
suitcase with immense concentration
and began to transfer his belongings
to the closet and to the top of the
chest of drawers. He was perfectly
aware of every movement Jim made.
Now he was taking off his shirt. Now
his. shoes. Now his trousers. Now T-
shirt and briefs. As the totally naked
Jim began to open and close the dress-
er drawers, Stephen kept his eyes
riveted to his suitcase, trying to
whistle softly in casual unconcern.

"I'm sure Aunt Mary told me that

-----

my pajamas were back from the laun-
dry, but they don't seem to be here,"
said Jim.

Stephen, who had seen a pair of
light-green silk pajamas hanging on
the .hack of the.Jrathroom- door- said
nothing ,and continued his deliberate
motions of unpacking.

"Well, I won't be long," said Jim,
disappearing into the bathroom. He
left the door open. Damn the boy!

-He wasn't long. Stephen had scar-
cely had time to strip down to his
shorts before his young cousin re-
appeared. That the pajamas were still
hanging behind the door was instant-
ly apparent.

"All finished?" asked Stephen. The
casual tone nearly strangled him.

"All finished! It's yours!" And Jim
began to turn back the bedclothes.

"My God!" thought Stephen and
fled into the bathroom, closing and
locking the door. He was covered
with soap before he remembered that
he'd left his pajamas in the bedroom.
He dawdled about as long as he
could. Maybe the boy would go to
sleep.

Minutes later he opened the door
quietly and turned out the light. There
was Jim propped up reading. He
seemed as far from sleep as Stephen
felt. Jim looked up and smiled at him.
"If only," thought Stephen, trying
not to swallow too obviously, "if only
he wouldn't turn on that damned
smile of his!"

"All set?" asked Jim. His eyes
made a quick inventory of his trapped
cousin. At least, Stephen felt that way.

"Yeh," said Stephen, feigning a
yawn, "just about." He took his pa-
jamas from the chest of drawers and
put them on with resolution. He fan-
cied that Jim looked disappointed.
Too bad!

"Good night, Jim," said Stephen,
getting into bed.

"Good night, Stephen," said Jim,
turning off the lamp.

It wasn't a good night. Stephen,
pretending sleep, had seldom experi-
enced such delicious misery. Every
fiber, every muscle yearned to turn
and to move across the bed just those
few inches. That hm was wide-awake
as he, was incontestable: occasional
sighs, a sudden movement, the gradu-
al, steady encroachment of a bare
thigh and leg upon his own thinly
clad body.

Stephen, gritting his teeth and
breathing deeply, gave a slight snore
and turned over on his side away
from his exquisite tormentor. The
boy simply dovetailed, and then there
was no doubt at all about how he
felt. Not that he had much doubt
for some time! He was wretched.
God! It would be so easy! "I can't!"
thought Stephen unhappily. "He's so
young! He's only a kid! My God, I'm
more than old enough to be his
father."

Stephen could feel the length of
the warm young body behind him.
He could feel the boy's hand creeping
over his pajama-coated shoulder until
the fingers touched his bare flesh.
For a time, Jim's hand rested upon
Stephen's chest, playing gently with
the hair. Then the hand began to slip
down, caressing Stephen's belly and
navel. Then still lower until the fing-
ers were entwined in the thick curls
below his abdomen. Determinedly,
Stephen continued to lie inert, breath-
ing regularly and deeply, although
the effort nearly suffocated him. How
long could he hold out? Why should
he hold out?

Just as he decided that he could
no longer bear the exquisite agony
throbbing through his aching loins,
the torturing hand moved once more.
Feeling the strong, supple young fing-
ers encircle him and tighten gently,
Stephen gave up. He turned over and
crushed the boy to him.

Jim gave a sigh very like a sob
and wrapped himself about Stephen,
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fumbling at his pajama coat until,
with Stephen's cooperation, he had
removed it. Stephen felt the smooth
skin of Jim's breast against his own.
He felt Jim's hand untying his trous-
ers, slipping them away until they
were about Stephen's ankles. Impa-
tiently he pushed them off with his
feet and entwined his naked legs and
arms with the boy's.

For a while they lay thus, feeling
each pulsing against the other.

Finally Jim sighed. "Gosh you
play hard to get!" he whispered.

"You're a little devil!" Stephen
whispered in reply.

"Not really," and even though Jim
whispered, Stephen could hear the
tremor in his voice. "I've always tried
to do right, but I can't help the way
I feel. That's how I got into trouble
at school. I had a - a friend there
- and another fellow -" the boy
sobbed aloud, and then caught his
breath, "another fellow who wanted
me to - well, I wouldn't, so he turned
us both in. It was awful!"

Stephen felt tears on the young
face, and drew Jim closer to him.
Perhaps someday he could tell him
of his own school career and its' dis-
astrous end. For the moment he want-
ed only to comfort and love the boy
in his arms, to try to soothe away
some of his unhappiness.

Jim snuggled nearer, tightening his
embrace. "I loved that photo you
sent to Aunt Mary. You're much
better looking than it is, though."

"You're a very dear little devil,"
murmured Stephen, and he covered
Jim's mouth with his own.

They spoke little after· that, but
Stephen felt that the night must be
radiant with his awesome happiness.

When he awoke near seven o'clock,·
it was to find Jim curled within his
arms, his face tender and vulnerable
in sleep. Gently Stephen kissed him,
and Jim's eyes opened and looked at
him in trust and wonder. When Jim
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looked at his cousin and once again
gave him that enchanting smile, Ste-
phen could enjoy its charm now in
frankness and delight.

Miss Laughton was at the break-
fast table when they went down.

"Good morning!" she cried. "Did
you sleep well, Stephen?"

"Yes, thank you, Cousin Mary. I
hope you did?"

"Oh, yes. I have all sorts of dope I
can take, you know, if I can't get to
sleep." She looked at her nephew.
"You don't look very rested, young
man. What time did you turn out
your light?"

"A little past eleven, Aunt Mary,"
said Jim, helping himself to cream
for his oatmeal.

Patty appeared with a platter of
fried apples and bacon.

"Miss Mary, wen kin Ah clean up
the gues' room?"

Miss Laughton looked surprised.
"Why, Patty, not until Mr. Stephen

has finished his packing."
"Miss Mary, you mean Mistuh

Stephen slep' in all that mess?"
Miss Laughton looked bewildered.

Stephen was beginning to have an
idea. He was careful not to look at
Jim.

"All what 'mess,' Patty?"
"All that stuff wut Mistuh Jim tuk

up there wen you wuz doin' the mar-
ketin' yestiddy afternoon."

"All what 'stuff,' Patty?" asked her
mistress with some signs of impa-
tience. I don't know what you're
talking about."

"Ah mean all them rolls of wall-
paper and them ladders and things
wut them no-good paper hangers lef'
in the cellar les' week" She eyed Jim.
"Mistuh Jim said he wuz playin' a
joke."

Miss Laughton looked at her neph-
ew. Stephen was already staring at
him. Jim was eating his oatmeal with
industrious innocence.

"What, young man, have you been

up to?" asked his aunt sternly.
Jim had the decency to blush.

Stephen, in spite of himself, thrilled
at the clear skin kindling with the
blood beneath it.

"It - it was just a joke on Ste-
phen," he said lamely.

"Do you mean that you had the
rudeness to playa joke on your cous-
in whom you had scarcely ever met?"
What kind of manners are these?
What sort of mess did you make of
the guest room?"

Stephen intervened, trying to laugh.
Somehow he had to get the kid out
of this. "It's all right, Cousin Mary!
It was quite funny to be shown into
a room that looked as if a cyclone
had hit it! I really enjoyed the joke!
We had a good laugh, didn't we,
Jim?" He glowered at his young
lover.

"Sure. Sure, Aunt Mary! We real-
ly had a lot of fun. I feel a whole
lot closer to Stephen because of my
joke." He smiled that lovely smile at
his cousin. Stephen wanted to mur-
der him. Right there. With the waffle
iron.

"Well, Stephen," said Miss Laugh-
ton at last, "I hope you weren't too
upset. Jim has played practical jokes
before, but never anything like this."

"I slept like a log," lied Stephen,
reflecting that, after all, logs don't do
very much sleeping.

As Jim and Stephen left Miss
Laughton on the front porch and
went to the car, Stephen was seeth-
ing. Jim said nothing, but he was not
at ease. For some minutes neither
said anything as Jim drove along the
road to the airport.

With his eye still on the road, Jim
half turned toward Stephen and said
very soberly, "I meant everything I
said last night. I told you the abso-
lute truth about everything. About
me and - and how I feel about you."

Stephen did not trust himself to
answer.

Jim sighed and went on. "I guess
it was pretty silly to do what I did
about the guest room." Suddenly he
laughed. "Damn Patty! She never
comes upstairs before eleven o'clock
in the morning, but this morning she
went up just after we came down.
She said she'd forgotten to take my
pajamas up yesterday."

"Your pajamas, you conniving little
liar, were on the back of the bath-
room door!" snapped Stephen, but
he sounded far more angry than he
really was.

"Oh, you saw those, didn't you?"
said Jim with complete candor. "Hon-
est, Stephen, those were a dirty pair
- last week's."

"And you couldn't possibly have
put those on, oh, no!"

Jim looked hurt, but all he said
was, "I still meant everything I said."

In spite of himself Stephen smiled.
"That's the boy!" said Jim.
"You little bastard!"
Jim turned to him and grinned.

"Come off it, Stephen! You helped
me a hell of a lot. I'm grateful. And
you know damned well you had a
ball! So did I!" He extended an im-
pudent hand and squeezed Stephen in
a tender spot.

He was still grinning when Stephen
saw him waving at the barrier. As
the plane began to taxi, the grin
changed into that wonderful smile.

Stephen had finished his rarebit
and had poured himself a double
Scotch when the telephone rang. It
was Western Union:

CAN YOU PUT ME UP A WEEK
BEFORE PLANE LEAYES FOR
EUROPE AUNT MARY SAYS
OKAY WITH HER IF OKAY
WITH YOU JIM
Stephen sat for a moment dream-

ing. He could use a few days of vaca-
tion in early June. Then he poured
another slug of Scotch and smilingly
picked up the telephone.
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Tangents
BEEFCAKE

Both biggies of the beefcake bri-
gade, The Young Physique and
Muscleboy, will come out in snazzy
subscription-only book-magazine edi-
tions "in luxurious hardbound buck-
ram covers" at three bucks each, but
if you're poor you can still get the
cheap newsstand edition at two bucks.
Both magazines have always been re-
freshingly unique in their field due
to the total absence of cover-up -
no barbells, no health food, no hot
flashes from Bob Hoffman and the
weightlifting records. Just photos -
and plenty in expensive color. The
new hardbacks will undoubtedly be
the most lavish homophile photo-
graphic works ever published and
will soar in price as collectors' items.
BIRCHERS

The latest John Birch Society pam-
phlet has a clear-cut anti-homosexual
item : "We contend that for Protes-
tant clergymen to give public parties
for known homosexuals borders on
insanity." The only other political
group we know of who has come out
as anti-homosexual was also ultra-
right - The American Nazi Party.
They've announced that when they
come to power they will simply shoot
us.
SWITCH QUEEN

That 17-year-old boy in Baltimore
charged with stealing $3900 worth of
women's wigs and who petitioned the
court for a sex change, actually got
his petition granted. Two Johns Hop-
kins doctors said it would be in his
best interest as he was a psychic
hermaphrodite, couldn't be helped-
by psychiatric treatment, and the
operation and hormone treatment
would permit him to make "an ade-
quate adjustment." Now he can start
letting his own hair grow long.
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WALT WHITMAN IN
GEORGE SAND DRAG:

Reviewer Malcolm Muggeridge in
the 3-11-65 NY Review says "As for
Walt Whitman - that old queen, an-
nouncing his readiness to impreg-
nate the women of America! That
preposterous old humbug with his
pickled butterfly on a ring for photo-
graphic purposes and George Sand
drag!" Such anti-homosexual tirades
probably hurt the reputation of the
ones making them more than any-
thing else. At least they clear the air
- and it certainly sounds as if Mr.
Muggeridge is relieved to get a pent-
up hatred off his supposedly manly
breasts. It is amusing to conjecture
how many of Mr. Muggeridge's
friends are, unbeknownst to him, ho-
mosexual and are laughing at his
childish tirade.
DETACHABLE FIGLEAF

The April Playboy said. "Fruits of
Technology, Peekaboo Division: An
advertisement in ONE, a magazine
for homosexuals, offers 9-inch replic-
as of THE SLEEPING SATYR, a
classic Greek statue of a young chap
snoozing au naturel. The ad tells us
that the figure is a precise replica of
the 2200-year-old original. 'Only the
magnetized, detachable fig leaf is
new,' adds the copywriter coyly."

- That same issue has a less humorous
answer to a student asking if he and
his roommate should stop having sex.
OF MANY THINGS,
OF CABBAGES & OUEENS:

In Tauton, England, an IS-year-
old boy was given 3 months in jail
for pinching a policeman on the nose
and saying, "You are the handsomest
man in the force today!" Police Con-
stable Tom Clarke said he felt he had
to bring charges because he felt "this
physical insult was really beneath my
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dignity to suffer in silence." No pho-
tograph of Constable Tom was pub-
lished alongside the clipping sent us
- which we think a great pity. Do
we have any friends around Tauton
who might sneak a photo of Consta-
ble Tom? We usually don't print pic-
tures of hetero's, but we think poetic
justice might be served in this case
by paying him the compliment of
having thousands of homophiles per-
using .and admiring the face and fig-
ure of Handsome Constable Tom, for
the beauty of whom one of our breth-
ren is now in stir.

One of our correspondents claims
Pamela Mason on the radio said one
of 1964 Harper's Bazaar cover girls
was actually a man ... All of Dublin
and thousands more viewed the bier
of Roger Casement, whose body was
finally returned from England where
he was hanged in 1916 as a traitor.
What purports to be his diary is
probably the most luridly homosex-
ual diary ever published - England
refused the formal request to return
the original diary also ... The owner
of the L.A. theatre where The Toilet
was being rehearsed was so shocked
at some of the language that he said
he'd surrender his license to operate
the theatre rather than stick to his
contract, so rehearsals moved to an-
other theatre ... The ACLU and
Authors League of America peti-
tioned U.S. Supreme Court to review
the conviction of Ralph Ginzburg,
editor of Eros, for distributing ob-
scene material ... A post office clerk
in Texas writes that a little old lady
who sent her maid for stamps and
got the new issue, "Centennial of the
Sokols," sent her maid right back for
refund with a hot note about stamps
showing a naked man - it's a fine
reproduction of The Discus Throw-
er ... Variety for 2-24-65 had a full-
page ad from an English TV network
pushing their film on prisons headed
PUTTING A HO'MO'SEXUAL IN
PRISON IS LIKE PUTTING AN

ALCO'HO'LIC TO' WO'RK IN A
BREWERY ... The Unitarian Uni-
versalist Churches carried an ad in
two Wash. D.C. papers on Rev. David
Harris Cole speaking on "Homosex-
uals, The Strangers Among Us" ...
Walter Kerr in reviewing Arthur
Kopit's NY play, The Day the
Whores Came Out to Play Tennis,
didn't have much good to say of it
except that "Anthony Holland, in
particular, makes capital of his prissy
distaste for faggots" . . . In Omaha,
2 chartered buses and private cars
representing Catholic schools and as-
sociations attended the legislature's
hearing on a bill putting strict penal-
ties for selling "obscene" literature to
kids under 18 ... Authors of To-
wards a Quaker View of Sex have a
new edition with minor revisions. Re-
maining is the longest section on ho-
mosexuality with the amazingly real-
istic "One should no more deplore
homosexuality than left-handedness"
... An anti-smut bill introduced in
the NY legislature has a special sec-
tion specifying homosexual aspects
of publications ... THE LISTENER
for 1-28-65 published a broadcast
called The Male Homosexual by
four Freudian fraught men with the
usual jargon - not fully developed
sexually, acquired condition, remain-
ing in adolescence, flight backwards
into non-responsibility - and with
the amazing statement that "it is so
much more safe to have homosexual
relationships" .. _ That background
shot of perfect-physiqued Hugh 0'
Brian in the ad for Love Has Many
Faces has him in realistically brief
swimming trunks - a welcome relief
- Hollywood strips females to the
nubbin but usually swaths males in
things only a fat man wears to any
beach these days ... The 2-23-65
NY Daily News published some of
the 8937 letters they got applauding
their current "anti-smut" drive, and
one was signed "John Barth" - but
probably not the same John Barth
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who is the author of a novel many
think a modern Rabelesian classic,
The Sot Weed Factor, which spoofs
sex (including homo) till you're
weak from laughter . . . George
Meaney, AFL-CIO president, claims
a 76-country labor group, the In-
ternational Confederation of Free
Trade Unions, is falling apart be-
cause of "inefficiency and homo-

sexualism" and that "It's full of
bureaucracy, even to the fairies"
- ..and. wants his organization to
withdraw from it. Wonder what's
really behind his gripe? Usually
when the charge of homosexuality
is made, it's only a cover-up for
jealousy and/or one's own ineffi-.
ciency.

K. O. N.

COMING IN JUNE
The first of five stimulating and

provocative articles by the dis-
tinguished French writer and social
critic Marc Daniel, specially trans-
lated for ONE by Marcel Martin.
Under the general title Noncon-
formism in the Belle Epoch, the
series brilliantly re-creates the
Paris of the turn of the century, the
bizarre, romantic, sometimes trag-
ic, often comic homosexuals who
illuminated the scene-from humble
writers, painters, artists, to the ec-
centrics of the haute-monde. This
is the Paris of young Andre Gide,
of Marcel Proust.

James Colton's has become a
name to conjure with among the

writers of stories and novels about
homosexuals. ONE is proud to
have printed a number of his short
stories in past issues. The June
issue will feature his latest-
Getting Rid of Mr. Grainger. The
author of the moving novel Lost
on Twilight Road has never been
better.

What has been happening in
the fields of science, religion, en-
tertainment? The June Tangents
department will bring you up to
date with some startling informa-
tion about the latest advances in
biological thinking about homo-
sexuality and about the easing of
hostile religious attitudes toward
the subject.

FABULOUS! Send cash,
check, money order, your
choice of name or initials.
Be sure to include your full
name, address and ring size.
Beautifully gift packaged.

Swinger
14K solid gold ring hand pierced
especially for you, from the classi-
cal past. Exquisite Elegance. Yours
or his initials, $39.00*

the Queen
This beautiful 14K solid gold ring
with two tone finish will be admired
and desired by your friends who
recognize quality and richness in
jewelry. $39.00*

GaYlOrD
JEWEL CREATIONS

7966 BEVERLY BLVD.
LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90048

•• CALIF. RESiDENTS ADD 4% TAX

18

One of the commonest plaints in
lesbian press concerns the real or
anticipated attitude of parents on
learning that their daughter is a les-
bian. Is this a valid concern or is it
based on fundamental fallacy? Let
us examine it.

First, and perhaps silliest, is the
idea that "if I were heterosexual I
could discuss my dates and all that
happened on them with my mother
and father." Now, in most cases this
just isn't so. I see heterosexual boys
and girls year in and year out. A few
are on close enough terms with their
parents to share a small part of their
happiness in regard to the person
they love or think they love - and,
knowing these parents and the rela-
tionship of trust and understanding
existing between them and their chil-
dren, a little tact, a rational plea for
patience and understanding in regard
to a lesbian daughter would without
doubt go far toward maintaining the
harmony of such a family . Yet it is
important to remember that even in
these families, the reticence of a de-
cent sense of privacy is maintained.
The details of last night's necking
party or affair are not discussed.

In the other 90 percent, family re-
lations range from a permissive indif-
ference to downright hostility. Since
the truth of the matter is that the
nearest any of the members have
corne to confidences is the exchange
concerning the necessity for a car on
the part of the young person, and

the impossibility of affording the in-
surance payments on the part of the
paying parent - it seems more than
a little unrealistic to insist on a warm,
sympathetic family circle around one's
lesbianism. The solution here is, rath-
er, the same solution that will solve
the other problems - how you dress,
when you corne horne, who your
friends are, why you don't go to
church, and the innumerable other
sources of friction common in the
families of homosexuals and hetero-
sexuals alike - get a job and move
out.

We have been discussing the teen-
age or young adult situation. What
about the older lesbian who still lives
at horne with one or both parents?
No doubt there are individual cir-
cumstances which would justify this
situation, but they are few and far
between and most often of a tempor-
ary or terminal nature. Too often,
however, a mild indisposition on the
part of a parent serves as an excuse
for a woman to live at horne, support-
ed by her parents (and to complain
about how hard her lot is) or, if
she works, to expect the same care
she had in the nursery, and none of
the restraints.

Things just don't work that way.
The divorce statistics which show

in-laws to be at the bottom of more
than fifty percent of broken mar-
riages are just as valid for lesbian
relationships. And may we suggest
that before all fingers are pointed at
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the parents, a closer look be taken
at the maturity of the woman who is
unable or unwilling to answer in the
affirmative the question about "for-
saking all others"?

It is too bad that so many lesbians
let their selfconsciousness and sense
of guilt color their view of the world.
The established happy lesbian rela-
tionships existing in the arts, profes-
sion, sports and business, in city,
town, and on campus, attest to the
combined indifference and ignorance
of the world around them. There are
two secrets to their success: first, they
regard their marriage as a private
matter whose value lies in the joy of
their relationship one to the other -
not as a symbol of their contempt
for society and its mores; second,
they conform in dress and manner to
the society and occasion where their
background, present interests and
work, place them.

Too often lesbians, as well as Dr.
Albert Ellis, confuse transvestism,
poor housekeeping, unpaid bills, a
ridiculous promiscuity and a child-
ish irresponsibility, with lesbianism.
Fortunately, these are more often at-
tributes of the pseudo·lesbian, that
unhappy woman who for count-
less reasons, being in total rebellion,
makes a public display of her rela-
tions with women as a last desperate
slap at society. There are, unques-
tionably, transvestite lesbians, messy
lesbians, financially irresponsible and
promiscuous lesbians - but, since
these traits are shared with some of
their heterosexual sisters, no one,
particularly lesbians, should take
these as identifying marks.

The lesbian has no identifying
marks; therefore where a lesbian finds
herself rebuffed by sociey, let her
ask herself what she is doing to bring
about this reaction. If she has chosen
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to imitate and exaggerate the most
objectionable mannerisms of the most
socially unacceptable men, then she
must not complain if she receives the
same rebuff these men would, were
they to move out of the narrow
world where their behavior patterns
are acceptable. .

The lesbian who moves into a quiet,
a family, or a very conventional
neighborhood and creates a disturb-
ance is going to receive unfriendly
treatment from most of her neigh-
bors. Frequent late, loud parties,
where falling - down - drunk guests
shout sexual suggestions and desires
in four-letter words will inevitably
bring about chilly relations with
everyone within earshot.

The same thing would happen if a
heterosexual couple did it.

Loud television late at night, exag-
gerated dress, unconventional friends,
a messy yard - these things are out
of place in the conventional neigh-
borhood. The lesbian whose life in-
cludes these things must be willing
to make the same adjustment her
heterosexual counterpart would have
to make - namely, to live in a bo-
hemian or declasse neighborhood,
where it is to everyone's advantage to
be tolerant of the shortcomings or
excesses of others.

Just as much a fantasy as the idea
that within heterosexual families
there exists a warm, pink cloud of
understanding, is the belief that "if
only I were heterosexual, I could do
the most unsuitable things at the
most unsuitable times and places, and
everyone would still love me." This
is not so. And it has nothing to do
with lesbianism. It has to do with the
facts of life as it is really lived.

Jane Race

MILES
FROM
HOME

In the bare, dry, threadbare bone
whiteness of a beach apartment, the
sounds of Miles Davis' trumpet stut-
tered cool and muted, and hung in
the warm breeze like blue teardrops.
Sitting on the faded yellow couch
under the window overlooking the
sea, Marilyn Jaeger felt very alone.
Combined with the music were the
sounds of Bobbie Randall fumbling
in the tangle of knives and scissors
in the utility drawer, looking for a
can opener, and the sound was a cold
and dissociated one.

Marilyn had only known Bobbie for
a few hours and although Bobbie had

told her that they were to stay to-
gether, that this was it, the final
thing, the permanent setup, Marilyn
was wary and afraid. Afraid her par-
ents might yet decide to find her and
would turn her up even down here
in Hermosa Beach, the last place
they would decide to look logically-
afraid of the scene when they did,
afraid to go back, yet knowing deep
down that she was being a fool to
worry, that she hated them and didn't
want them, that she'd walked out on
a bad situation and into a good one,
and that to worry about them was to
let them ruin her life even when she
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was away, free, here, with someone
she was beginning to love. She was
twenty, anyway. She didn't have to
go anywhere, not even if they wanted
her to. That idea calmed her. It was
so easy, so simple.

Bobbie walked in from the kitchen,
carrying two cans of beer. Clad in
faded blue denims and a long- sleeved
wool shirt with a small black dragon
over the pocket, Bobbie looked ab-
surdly like a fourteen year old boy,
one of the surfer boys who rode
skate-boards with flexible, furious
precision on the sidewalks of Cul-
ver City, instead of the savage-voiced,
city-ravaged blues singer who wore
tight, straight black dresses and
sang, till her scrawny frame shook
with the effort, about men she
would never love and whom she
could only imagine, gripping the
microphone till, through the smoky
air of Rick's Jazz Showcase one could
see her knuckles whiten and her big,
sad eyes fill with tears.

"I just never can find the frigging
can opener." She set one of the cans
of beer on the black lacquer coffee
table in front of Marilyn, and sat
down on the couch with a sigh. "Isn't
that Miles Davis a genius? Did you
ever hear anything so beautiful?"

Marilyn smiled. "I never liked
Miles Davis till now. I guess I never
listened to jazz much."

"It's something you grow into."
Bobbie put her strong bony arm
around Marilyn.

Marilyn sucked in a deep breath,
felt it pull cool across her teeth. "Oh,
Christ!" she said, "you're too good
to be true -" The tension in her
wouldn't wait. She put down the beer
and grabbed Bobbie, took the skinny
girl in her arms and pressed against
her till she could feel breath and
warmth fighting her grip, till she
could feel the moan pressed out of
Bobbie, till their two bodies were
bone to bone, till the ache between
the legs was battered and bruised
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out of existence, till they were both
crying and beyond that to where
they laughed and sighed and sat with
eyes inward, breathing hard.

Bobbie looked at her watch. "Oh,
hell. You're going to kill me for this,
but if I don't change and get my ass
down to rehearsal, I'm through. I'd
invite you, but Jerry's kind of un-
predictable, He might blow his stack,
and I don't want to put you through
that."

She got up and walked towards the
curtained door to the bedroom. Mari-
lyn got up and followed her. Bobbie
talked on as she slipped out of her
clothes, revealing her skinny frame,
the light through the drawn shades
turning her skin to pale green. She
slipped into a straight pink shift that
made her look more angular. Then
she gathered her pants and shirt off
the bare floorboards and folded them
on the rumpled white bed.

"The records are in the cabinet,
the whisky's in the icebox. I gotta
beat it."

Pushing aside the curtain she left
the bedroom and Marilyn followed
again, feeling a little foolish.

"I-wish I could tell you-"
Bob b i e turned sharply. "What,

Baby?"
"Dh-nothing, just forget it. It

wasn't important."
"Sure it was. Only, it doesn't need

saying. I know all about it." She
smiled. "See you later." And she was
gone-out the door, down the hard,
hollow stairs, around through the
patio, and she latched the gate firm-
ly with its clattering bolt.

Left alone, Marilyn stood just lis-
tening, listening to Miles Davis' cool
explorations increase in the silence
of the room. Then she cried.

At five thirty she heard the bolt
of the gate go up. She set down her
guitar which she had been playing
to ease the worrying whirlwind that
had spun in her mind since Bobbie

left, and listened. Not one, but two
people were coming. up the stairs.
One was a man. Marilyn cursed in-
wardly. There was laughter, and the
door opened, and Bobbie was back.

Behind her was a pale young man
whose arms and wrists poking from
his rolled back sleeves looked as
though they were wound with ner-
vous, pulsating ropes. His drawn
cheeks- and the circles under his eyes
indicated not weariness but the marks
of an endlessly raging nervous drive,
raw, exposed. The look of him
shocked Marilyn, shocked her to
where she couldn't say it or touch it.

"Marilyn, this is Jerry Ballard.
Jerry. Marilyn Jaeger. I'll get us a
drink."

Bobbie kicked off her flat,' hard-
soled shoes and padded into the tiny
kitchen. Jerry smiled at Marilyn and
when he spoke, his voice was soft,
with just the hint of a drawl, with
the gentle, inarticulate slur, the paus-
es, that Marilyn had heard only from
other musicians, really good ones
who lived in partial absence.

"Bobbie tells me you're a singer,
too. Are you working? I mean, do
you have anything going?"

"Not yet," Marilyn said. "Of course,
I'm not a jazz singer. I only do folk
music, and I haven't found any place
in this area where I can tryout."

"There are lots of places," he
smiled. "I can help you, if you want.
Let's sit down. I admit it - I'm tired
out." He laid a tense, bony hand on
her arm and let it drop. They sat
down on the couch. Jerry put his
feet on the coffee table and shut his
eyes for a moment.

"I sure do appreciate the offer,"
Marilyn said, "I'm pretty lost around
here and I guess I will need help to
get started."

"Everyone does. It's that kind of
business. You smoke?" He pulled a
package of cigarettes from his pocket,
shook it, and extended it to Marilyn.

And as she took a cigarette she
saw his arm. And she remem-
bered the husky voice of her hy-
giene teacher, short-haired, athletic
Miss Jenks, the day the class
had discussed the mysterious, sin-
ister terrors of narcotics, while
flies had droned through the
schoolroom and everyone had yawned
from heat and the boredom of hear-
ing endless hygiene book platitudes
about healthy living and the unclean
obscenity of using artificial stimu-
lants. The bluish marks under the
naked pale skin, the tiny lumps where
the needle had given up its hold -
there they all were. And before she
realized she was staring, mouth open,
shocked like a kid at her first hor-
ror movie, Bobbie's voice broke in:

"Drinks all round. Come on, Mari-
lyn - wake up!"

Her eyes met Marilyn's hard as
Marilyn took a glass, and Marilyn
blushed a little. She looked quickly
away. And when she looked at Jerry
she made up her mind not, with all
the resolution she could muster, to
look at his arm. But as she glanced
back at him, she saw him coolly roll-
ing his sleeves down, buttoning the
cuffs with nervous fingers, then pick-
ing up his cigarette from the ash-
tray and smiling at her.

"Can I try your guitar a minute?"
he asked.

"Sure," she said, swallowing, "go
ahead."

It leaned against the end of the
couch. She picked it up and swung
it high to avoid knocking the glasses
off the coffee table, and he gripped it
and brought it safely on to his knee.

"This is as big as you are," he
grinned.

She watched his fingers. Their
trembling and uncertainty vanished.
The lean, sinewy beat of the blues
walked from under them as though it
was the only sound meant to exist.
She sat transfixed. She just couldn't
believe it. She remembered her iron-
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haired mother saying rigidly. that
musicians were stupid people, that
dope addicts were even stupider, that
the combination was simply not done,
not to be associated with. And here
she was, sitting with an addicted
musician who was saying more with
a pawnshop guitar than her mother
would ever be able to say. Marilyn
suddenly wanted to shout, to laugh:
Who gives a good goddamn? What
difference does it make? And then
the sick worry, combined with anger
now: What if my god damn parents
come and spoil this, break it up, take
me out of here, away from Bobbie,
away from Jerry? She got up from
the couch and walked quickly into
the bathroom, shutting the door
quietly and firmly. She stayed a long
time.

When she came out, her guitar
rested a g a ins t the couch again.
"Where's Jerry?" she asked.

Bobbie shook her head. "Poor son
of a bitch." She got up and went to
the kitchen, switching on the glaring
light that turned the white walls to
yellow, and opening a cupboard
above the sink. Marilyn had tagged
after her again.

"Bobbie," she said softly, "I've
got to get out of here. This won't
work."

Bobbie whirled on her. "You're
not going back home? Not after
what you said, not now when you've
got a chance, Baby?"

"No, not home. What I thought
was, if I could borrow a little from
you and get my own place -"

"What is this? Your home is here,
right here. We settled that. What the
Hell's going on?" Then her face
changed. Whiteness and tension flick-
ered across her mouth as they did
when she sang. "Is this Jerry?
You're not hung up on Jerry." She
moved toward Marilyn. "Look, you
don't want to get mixed up with him.
He's got trouble. And I don't want
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that for you. Maybe all the rest of
my friends lean on the frigging
needle, but please not you, baby."

"Bobbie, that's why I've got to go.
My folks have probably got the po-
lice looking for me right now. And,
Jesus, if they found out I was hang-
ing around with an addict - even
if they found out about you and me
. . . I'm scared, Bobbie. Lend me a
little money. Let me get my own
place. I'll pay you back. I promise."

"A little money is right." In the
harsh light Marilyn saw the muscles
across Bobbie's sharp jaw tighten.
"For Christ sake, wake up to reality,
Marilyn. If I hadn't found you, you'd
be sleeping under a pier someplace.
Yeah, I can pay a week's cheap rent
somewhere, but what about next week
and the week after. You haven't audi-
tioned anyplace. How do you know
you're gonna get a job -" A cigar-
ette pack lay on the drainboard. Rest-
lessly she poked into it. Empty. She
crumpled it hard, and hung on to it.
She stared at the dark window, her
mouth pressed into a hard, crooked
line, her body all broken, rigid
angles.

And Marilyn suddenly understood.
Bobbie didn't want her to go. It was
as simple as that. For the first time
in her life here was some one who
didn't want Marilyn to go, some-
body who really cared about having
her around. And she had wanted to
throw it away in a moment of panic.

"N o !" she shouted, her eyes shin-
ing. "No, listen, I'm sorry. I don't
want to go, Bobbie. I don't .care
about Jerry or the cops or anything.
I was just scared for a minute, that's
all. I'm sorry, Bobbie. Honest. I want
to stay."

"Good. Nobody's going to find you
here." She stepped right up against
Marilyn and kissed her lightly on the
mouth. "Say, kid, go slip on that
Miles Davis record. I'm in the mood
for it."

Unless I am a terribly misled Chris-
tion, the essence of Christianity is
love; love of God and love of fellow-
man. Unlike some earlier prophets,
Christ concentrated upon preaching
and living a life of love. If indeed
the essence of Christianity is love,
then I would assume that God and
Christ do not frown upon the ex-
pression of one man's love for an-
other, even if that love should include
sexual relations. Rev. Robert Wood
speaks quite well to this point in his
book Christ and the Homosexual.

If God is indeed a God of love,
who is all-merciful and all-forgiving,
how can He also be a condemning,
damning and vindictive God? How
can He condemn any form of love?
This paradox lies at the Crux of
John Stuart Mill's perceptive essays
on religion. While Mill was led to
reject religion, for reasons not dis-
similar to those which alienate homo-
sexuals from it, I have been able to
reconcile myself to Christianity. That
I have been able to do so is a result
of my interpreting Christ's teachings
in a manner contrary to that accepted
by many clerics when the topic is
homosexuality. Clerics who are in-
tolerant in this area are, in my opin-
ion, misled Christians.

Some will say that my Christianity
is merely the product of psycholog-
ical defense mechanisms, that I have
'merely determined that God con-
dones my homosexuality in order that

I may escape guilt feelings. I hap-
pen to believe that my Christianity
is more than just that. It is a sincere
interpretation of Christ's teachings,
based on reading and a good deal of
thought. I believe strongly in the
validity of my interpretation.

It suggests to me that homosexual
love is just as natural for some, as
heterosexual love is for others. The
widely held belief that it is unnatur-
al is more a product of our cultural
milieu, I would suspect, than of any
intrinsic abnormality in homosexual
behavior itself. Homosexuality be-
comes a perversion only to those who
see it as such. It is no perversion
to me. It does not make me feel "un-
natural." I have seen no psychiatrists
nor do I desire to see any. I have no
need to escape into alcoholism - or
religion, for that matter. .

What I have done, is to face my
homosexual inclinations, accept the,n,
and to lead my life accordingly. Be-
cause I had the temerity to do so, I
find life gratifying and liveable as a
homosexual. I love men without
shame or psychic misgivings. All,
save a very few, of my heterosexual
friends, who know my homosexuality,
accept me for what I am. I have
several deep friendships with both
straight men and women.

In answer to the suggestion that
homosexuals run to the bottle or to
psychiatrists because deep down they
know their sexual drives to be evil
and anti-Christian, I would suggest
that alcoholism and the need for
psychiatric assistance stem from the
failure of homosexuals to resolve
their conflicting homosexual inclina-
tions and demands of an intolerant
society. Alcoholism, chronic running
to psychiatrists, yes, even religion,
can be escapisms for homosexuals
who cannot honestly confront the
fact of their homosexuality. But none
of them is an adequate and comfort-
ing solution to an individual's homo-
sexuality.
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THE HALL

Downstairs they're talking about girls.
I stand in the doorway in my underwear
to catch the breeze from the open window.
The night is hot. I listen.

They were lying on the floor in their
underwear because of the heat,
talking about girls, but when I passed
on my way upstairs, they giggled.

They'll be there tomorrow. I'll pass.
I'll say Hi! I won't stop. I'll go up
to my room. I'll stand in the doorway,
listening, while they talk about girls.

R. J. Stark

TARZAN & HIS FRIENDS
If I told you
To get off your fat behind
To turn off the television
Go back to school
Get an education
And make something of your life
You probably wouldn't hear me
Tarzan and the natives are shouting so loudly.
It's just as well. I'm not at all certain
That knowing French, German, and Middle English
Has made me the least bit happy.
So if you enjoy Tarzan and his friends
Then, by all means, do.

Christian Lowell
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TOWARD AN UNDERSTANDING
OF HOMOSEXUALITY by Daniel
Cappon, Prentice Hall, 1965, 302
pp., $6.95.

_ In his prefatory phrase, "There
are no homosexuals, only people with
homosexual problems," Dr. Cappon
sets both the tone and the limitations
of his work, for what is it that he
is saying? Is it not that homosex-
uality is no "part" of the human
condition but merely one of the in-
conveniences which some persons
encounter because of their unfortun-
ate unfamiliarity with such "clarifi-
cations" as Dr. Cappon offers?

Having thus begun, Dr. Cappon
continues, "Homosexuality, in the
author's view, is a painful and de-
structive disorder, but one which can
be relieved and even cured." On
page after page of this book, homo-
sexuality is a disorder, an affliction,
can be cured, is a symptom, a prob-
lem, abnormal, contaminating, de-
viant, pathological.

With the revealing disclosure of
the doctor's predispositions and sci-
entific shortcomings which such
phrases provide, the natural ques-
tion would be, why bother further
with the book? Why not shelve it
alongside the books of Bergler, Al-
bert Ellis, and the host of other
pseudo-scientific works on homo-
sexuality?

The answer is that Dr. Cappon is
not quite so easy to dispose of. He
is far shrewder than any of the above
and more persuasive, by virtue of
his strongly professed humanitarian-
ism and sympathy, if for no other
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reason. In fact, despite the absence
of extensive tables and graphs, he ex-
hibits a much more penetrating and
muscular intellect than that of Dr.
Irving Bieber, or any of the contrib-
utors to his pretentious 1962 book,
Homosexuality.

There is no doubt that Dr. Cappon,
who was educated in London, and is
a specialist in Internal Medicine and
Psychiatry, has made some acute
observations from the limited experi-
ence he has had with homosexuals as
patients. Yet his conditioning by long
exposure to psychoanalytic theory has
rendered him able on one page to be
reasonably objective and scientific,
and on the next a veritable gypsy
fortune-teller. Is there something in-
nate in psychiatrists that causes so
many of them to behave in this fash-
ion? The author's handling of the
Kinsey findings exhibits this short-
coming, a seeming inability and re-
luctance to deal with the Kinsey
facts and figures dispassionately:
they do not fit my theories, ergo
Kinsey is at fault.

A section of Chapter 4 is titled
"The Hereditary Hoax." For several
pages, the author vigorously sets up
a straw man theory of homosexuality
as heredity, flashes a few fashionably
modern phrases about genes and
chromosomes and passes neatly on
to "The Constitutional Stewpot" ;
"The Myth of Chemistry" ; "The
Biological Therory"; polishing each

- of these off with a few well-chosen
phrases. The trouble is that Dr. Cap-
pon is so innocent, so happily un-
aware of where and through what
areas he treads.

Nowhere is this better shown than
in his truly disappointing little chap-
ter on homosexuality in history, a
pot-pourri if ever there was one, of
historic tidbits intermingled with
Sunday supplement journalism, quite
devoid of any of the severities of
historical discipline. He even reports
the ancient howler about the virile
absence of homosexuality among na-
tions on the upgrade, the moral de-
cline that eventually brings in homo-
sexuality which, in turn, leads to the
downfall of nations. That there is
simply no historic evidence to sup-
port such a charge bothers Dr. Cap-
pon not a whit.

In his chapter "Homosexuality and
Values" the author rushes bravely
through well-mined battlefields of
philosophy with that recklessness
which always marks true ignorance.
Floundering through the treacherous
complexities of standards of ethics
and morals, he comes up brightly
with the finding that homosexuality,
"by definition, is not healthy or whole-
some." But why? Who says that this
is so - and on precisely what basis?
Homosexual behavior, Dr. Cappon
declares, is "undesirable and worthy
of disapproval," which statement, so
far as he is concerned, seems to settle
the matter.

Again, the soap-shiny innocence of
the good doctor shows its face in his
chapter on "Therapeutic Attitudes
and Goals." "How deep is the homo-
sexual cancer?" he asks. The patient
is to be "changed for the better."
For is it not both obvious and hope-
ful "that abnormal sex behavior can
be stopped?" Dr. Cappon thinks so.
"The cure of homosexuality is an
all-or-nothing affair."

But enough of quoting. We now
have the type and dimension of one
more psychiatrist laid bare, his own
prejudices and complexes exposed.
And his limitations. Humane yet nar-
row, kind yet imprisoned within a

straightjacket of his social and re-
ligous orientation, too self-unaware
to see as workable and natural any
other view of life but his own.

-W.D.L.

FILMS
Kenneth Anger's recent movie,

"Scorpio Rising," reminds one of
a piece of artwork by a favorite niece
or nephew. It's atrociously and em-
barrassingly bad, yet one feels com-
pelled to say something nice about
it, since it is - after all - all in
the family.

Well then, what is nice about
"Scorpio Rising"? Is it good and
dirty, as some have suggested? Not
really. People have stated that all
kinds of wild sex take place in it,
yet I was unable to see any in it. It
is very badly edited. Scenes flash by
so quickly that the viewer gets eye-
strain after the first ten minutes. It
is pretty hard to see anything that
makes sense. As far as I am con-
cerned it is just a story about boys
who wear chains and leather jackets
and spend most of their time lying
in bed or putting on clothes or going
to parties or roaring around on their
motorcycles.

When I was a kid of about twelve
I was a member of a "secret club,"
and we had an elaborate initiation
rite. The new recruit was called upon
to take off all his clothes and run
around buck naked in the club house
for five minutes, so that everyone
could get a good look. After that,
we threw his clothes out the club-
house door, and he was supposed to
run out naked and grab them and run
back in. But the rest of us were usual-
ly persuaded to go out and retrieve
them for him. When this was fin-
ished, he was a full-fledged member,
and allowed to put his clothes back
on. We then sat around and smoked
and played with each other and told
enormous lies about our sexual con-
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quests and our capacities for liquor.
The boys in "Scorpio Rising" remind
me of nothing so much as those child-
hood clubmates. Their carryings on
are just about as absurd. Of course,
they have bigger and more danger-
ous toys - motorcycles and death
figures and leather jackets and
knives. While we merely had sex with
each other, they attempt grand atro-
cities and fail miserably. Where our
enemies were grownups, theirs are
boredom and lack of imagination.
While we half-heartedly practiced
cruelty for its own sake, they attempt
sadism with genuine zeal but not
much success.

Mr. Anger makes a little self-effac-
ing attempt to get back at the Big
Guys by employing a bit of sacrilege
in the film. (A gang leader is equated
with Jesus Christ. The leader roars

off on a bike, followed by his pack,
and the scene cuts to Jesus riding
on a donkey while the disciples walk
behind, etc.) There are no spoken
words in the film, and the sound-
track consists solely of rock and roll
music, which is often employed in a
cute and effective manner.

But for the most part, the six-foot
twelve year olds in Anger's film are
pretty dull - just as our old club-
house gang would have been boring
to adult observers. The Scorpio boys
roar around and beat their chests and
seem to shout, "Hell with you guys,
we're gonna be different." But in-
stead of being awful and horrid and
shocking they are merely silly. And
for all of Mr. Anger's effort, "Scorpio
Rising" never gets off the ground.

-RAY JOHNSON

Sirs:
I would say that generally there is mu-

tual consent rather than outright seduction
in homosexual affairs. I have never seen
coercion used, and I have co-mingled with
homosexuals for many years. If anything,
I think the reverse is true - that hetero-
sexual affairs often thrive on seduction. But
I do not suggest that heterosexuality is an
anti-social force.

ALBUQUERQUE

Sirs:
I couldn't help notice Mr. H's letter

(February ONE) on body building maga-
zines. I am of the very strong belief
that these young boys that pose for these
physique magazines are advertising them-
selves to the homosexual, and probably
could be homosexual themselves.

MASSACHUSETTS
Sirs:

Read with interest your statements con-
cerning a young man who was railroaded
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into a mental institution. This type of sit-
uation is nothing new, nor do these pecu-
liar incidents happen to strictly one of
his particular persuasion. Anyone may now
be taken out of circulation forever and
a day on the signature of a psychiatrist
miles away who has never seen the person,
and be shipped intra-state without the
privilege of making bond. Read the Alaskan
Mental Health Bill (HR 6376) which was
pushed through the U.S. Senate with only
seven senators present.

CHICAGO
Sirs:

I think there should be something similar
to a Pen Pal section. I know I would like
to meet other ONE readers in my city.
Perhaps other readers feel the same as I.

. If there is anyone from my town that you
know of, that feels this way, please feel
free to send him my name and address.

BUFFALO
Editor's note: As a matter of policy,

ONE does not forward correspondence or
give out addresses.

Sirs:
Late in December I received' a phone

call from my friend saying that there was
a piece of mail at the New York postoffice
and the postoffice wanted to know if it
could be opened for postal inspection. I
told my friend to write them and tell them
to go ahead and open it. He has had a
subscription to The Circle for almost five
years and wondered why this was coming
up at this time. Permission was sent to
the New York P.O. Nothing more was
heard from them, but about five weeks
later, actually in February the December
issue showed up in his mailbox, showing
that it had been opened and resealed with
tape. The contents were intact, including
the monthly leaflet of personal ads.

NEW ORLEANS

Sirs:
Is it incriminating in any way for one

to order by mail sexological material (pri-
marily novels dealing with the homogenic
theme) and/or the guide purporting to
give addresses and names of bars, clubs,
etc., throughout the USA, where members
of the brotherhood can get to know one
another?

NEW YORK CITY

Editor s note: No, not unless the material
has been declared obscene.

Sirs:
As you said (editorial Oct. 1964) what-

ever is in first class mail is nobody's
business. Persorially, I would like to ex-
change photos with friends were it not
that postal inspectors might open the mail.
I wish the U.S. Supreme Court would
rule on that question.

SOUTH CAROLINA

Sirs:
The Denver Post exposed to the public

the homosexual goings on and it was for
understanding of the homosexual that it
was written, but it backfired and the police
have been visiting the places that are
known to be gay and it has become dan-
gerous to appear in any of them. Some
have been asked to close up or face a
law suit.

DENVER

Sirs:
Your mag. has been coming to me for

the past seven and a half years and I
cannot tell you how greatly helped I have
been by reading its contents. When I am
able I will send a contribution to you all
at One Inc. and trust that it will further
(if only in a very small way) the work
that you are doing to promote a better
understanding of we folk.

NEW ZEALAND

Sirs:
In Time, March 5 there was a story on

a proposition of the "new morality" or
"ethics based on love, rather than law".
Nine hundred clergymen and students
gathered at Harvard Divinity School, the
more progressive-feeling that "no sexual
relationship should be absolutely con-
demned by the church."

We have a responsibility to behave in
a manner which is constructive; positive
rather than negative attitudes must be fos-
tered. It is our backyard to clean up, be-
fore accepting public responsibility as a
group. We as individuals must build an
"ethics of love" and adhere to our set prin-
ciples.

PHOENIX

Sirs:
I am getting darned tired of experts

telling me that even if I am happy, de-
leriously happy, I don't really know what
I'm talking about, and I am basically un-
happy. Doesn't the reverse apply-all those
happy little morons aren't really happy
eith~~?(Everybody is unhappy!
/ CHICAGO

Gaylord announces Contrast, the marriage
of two beloved finishes-yellow gold Flor-
entine and Stainless Steel, in an exciting
new double chain watch. Precision 17 jewel
Swiss Movement, shock resistant, Lifetime
unbreakable mainspring. $59.00*. Cash,
check, money order. Beautifully packaged.

GaYlOrD
JEWEL CREATIONS

7966 Beverly Blvd., Los Angeles, California 90048
.CALIF. RES1DENTS ADO 4% T.•••IC


