


GrayisGood
By Craig Rodwell

N the past couple of years, since passing my thirtieth

birthday, I've become more conscious of how oppressive

to all of our psyches is the fetish of Youth Cultism which
permeates American culture—not to mention our Gay
culture. The problem of ageism (like heterosexism and
racism)is one that affects all of us—Gay and non-Gay, black
and white, male and female, et al.

How many of us, in our before-thirty existence, dreaded
the onset of “middle-age’signaled by our thirtieth birthdays?
[ think it’s safe to say that the vast majority of us (myself
included) regarded that thirtieth year as the crest in our
lives;and that from then on, it was all downhill. I remember
thinking, when 1 became twenty-five, that I only had five
years left—almost as if my life would be over when I reached
thirty —that no one would “want” me; that if I didn’t have
alover by then, I never would; and that, in general, my value
as a human being would be lessened.

Well, I’'ve found out that was all a lot of B.S. I’'m more
at peace now with myself than I ever was; I have perspective
on relationships and ideas which gives me a degree of “‘calm™;
I don’t have the constant need anymore to “make out all
the time to prove to myself how desirable I am; I no longer
have a need to “impress” others—they can either accept
me as I am or not at all; and, most importantly, I no longer
dread the coming of age. On the contrary, I actually
welcome it, honestly.

Recently I received a phone call from a 24 year-old Gay
male who was feeling “anxiety” because he had gone to a
party over the weekend and hadn’t met anyone; and he had
to talk to someone in the hopes of relieving his anxiety
feelings. We talked about how—as Gay people—were psycho-
logically conditioned by society to think of ourselves almost
entirely in a sexual vein withthe emphasis on youth being
the key to desirability.

All of us want to be desirable to other people, both
sexually and emotionally. But our culture places too much
emphasis on youthfulness, which results in youth cultism.
There is nothing innately better about being under-thirty
than over-thirty, and vice versa. The needs, thoughts, ideas
and feelings of every human being are of equal importance;
but through societal conditioning, we give more importance
to the under-thirties.

For example, in a recent Sunday edition of The New
York Times, there was an article on Homosexual teachers.
It told of a number of Gay teachers around the country who
are fighting to end discrimination against Gay people in the
teaching profession. At the end of the article, the author
wrote, “There is concern that homosexual teachers are not
appropriate models for children. And the ridicule with
which such teachers are liable to be confronted, particularly
from older boys, often makes for disciplinary problems. It
is this difficulty that is the basis for the dismissals of homo-
sexuals for ‘unprofessional conduct’.”

Rather than disciplining the students (younger people)
for their misbehavior vis-a-vis a Homosexual teacher, we find
that the teachers (older people) are being fired or not hired
for “unprofessional conduct.” Think about it; this kind of
pampering and catering to the prejudices of young people in
our society is epidemic.

In terms of our Gay culture, look at the Gay bars with
their emphasis on youth—go-go-boys, “Groovy Guy” con-
tests in which all the contestants are usually under twenty-
five. Look at the Gay publications—where the vast majority

of pictures are of under-thirty (Continued on page 39)
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“He dropped right in front of me, man,
out at the Miilstone last night-right between
me and my—me and Ebanykus. You know
Ebanykus?”

“Okay. Yeah. I heard of him.”

“You know him,” [ insisted.
give me no shit.”

“Why you so uptight?” he asked trying
to cover again. “Come on, man. Lie down.
I wanna get blowed.”

“Sorry. Not into it. You didn’t know
about Jimmy, did you?”

“No, I didn’t know. He mustve—" He
caught himself.

“Must’ve what?”

“l mean, must’ve given himself an over-
dose.”

“Yeah, well, Ebanykus told me Jimmy
was cool and never would've gone o.d.”

“Ebanykus don’t know nothin’, man.’

“Let’s just pretend, Carlos. Pretend
Ebanykus guessed right and someone did kill
Jimmy. Now why should somebody wanna
do that to Jimmy?”

I hit the target. He paled and his eyes
widened. He was scared. He huddled into
himself like he was cold, then looked up at
me slowly.

“How much you know about YOCK?” he
asked.

“YOCK?” 1 held back, trying to out-
guess him. “YOCK? Not much. | suppose
you’re gonna tell me Jimmy was killed by
Rip Zonderling last night because ‘the king
must die’. Yeah, Ebanykus tried to feed me
that shit, too, but I ain’t digging it.”

“No? Well, it’s possible. Diana gets
pretty crazy, you know. Might've been an
accident-""

“Or it might’ve been Jimmy was messed
up in some kind of dope burn—else why’re
you actin’ so scared? Maybe you’re next.”

“Whaddya mean?”

“Shit, I don‘t know what [ mean. I’ll be
honest, Carlos. 1 know from nothing about
dope. Butif Jimmy was killed it had to be
because of dope —and probably something to
do with the raid on Brick Kiln.”

He jumped onto the floor like a jack-in-
the-box. ““What raid?”

Ah so. Now I had him going. ‘“Brick
Kiln was raided Friday night. We think the
cops were looking for heroin. We know
they were looking for Ariadne and David.
But I don’t suppose you know them either,
do you?”

He dropped down to the bed again and
was silent.

My head was buzzing. [ must’ve been
nuts. Like, here I was talking off the top of
my head blurting out whatever came to me,
yet as confused as I'd ever been. I wanted
to get away—to run away—to find Ebany-
Kus.

Carlos doubled over asif he had a stomach
cramp and reached under the bed for his
shoes. Before I knew what was happening,
he flicked his hand out like the whiplash of a
rattlesnake and came at me with a long
stiletto pointed right at my throat.

He was breathing hard, his white teeth
bared like the fangs of a wolf. He spoke
quietly, grinding his words out carefully.

“You and your friend better stay the
fuck away from YOCK, man. Just stay the
fuck out of it, or you're gonna get it just
like Jimmy did.”

I finally managed to say something. “You
ain’t gonna use that on me, Carlos. Not
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“Don’t
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here.

“Don’t be too sure, man. You better
remember what I said. Now get the fuck
outa my room.”

I fumbled behind my back for the door-
knob.

“Thanks for the screw,” I said.

He pricked my throat with the knife,
drawing blood.

“Remember, Diana don’t like nobody
messing around.™

“Yeah, I'll remember,” I said, glancing
down at his crotch. “YOCK—-COCK.”

I eased out of the room, shutting the
door behind me. As soon as I got down-
stairs, I phoned Ebanykus at his mother’s
house. As I suspected, she hadn’t seen him
in weeks, and I thought, wonder which tubs
palace you’'re at?

Shit, I'd tried to run away and I was right
back into it again. Man, how could I not be
involved? I was in love with Ebanykus, god-
damn it! And now I didn’t even know how
to find him. The only thing to do now was
get back to Southampton and hope he might
call. Maybe David could help me find him,
or Ariadne if she was out of jail. Or maybe
even Hippolyta.

I was halfway across Nassau County
before I had it sorted out, and the more
certain I was Ebanykus was in real danger.

And I'd let him go. I hadn’t even tried
to hang in. Because [ was too uptight to get
into freaks and dope. Because of my fucking
pride. No wonder I’'d been wasting away
before I met Ebanykus. Scared of life.
Scared of my own shadow.

Ebanykus had to be right about one
thing. Jimmy was killed all right. Carlos
convinced me of that. And why had Carlos
tried to make me think Diana had done it—
that the real menace was in YOCK and the
King Must Die ceremony? Ebanykus had
believed in the YOCK menace too, at first.
But now he no longer believed it. He knew
and I knew—and Carlos knew. YOCK was a
password, and the connection was an answer
to a riddle. And Jimmy was killed because
he’d tried to muscle in on somebody. Dope,
man. Heroin.

Ebanykus had split into New York to
find out who that somebody was.

Next month—Chapter IV. A corpse in the
rain . . . an enlightened fuck in the after-
noon. Don’t miss this exciting installment
of “The Ebanykus Journal!”
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GRAY IS GOOD
(Continued from page 54)

types subliminally telling us that youth and
sexual desirability are synonymous. Look
at the general news media reports that usually
eniphasize the activities and problems of
young Gay people. And last if not least, look
at the Gay Lib organizations themselves
(with the exceptions of West Side Discus-
sion Group in New York and SIR in San
Francisco) whose social and political direc-
tion is geared to young people.

All of us have a great deal to learn from
our older Gay brothers; it was an older Gay
brother, Walt Whitman, who wrote some of
the most beautiful Gay poetry in which he
saw the future of democracy in ‘‘the love of
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'CIRCUMCISION PROS & CONS is

a set of 2 booklets which may be
purchased together at a savings, or
separately. The booklets are sent
in plainly marked, carefully sealed
heavy manila envelopes, via 1st class.

UNCUT contains dozens of photos
of uncircumcised models and close-
ups of the natural phallus, plus brief
text. Priced at $3.95.

CUT contains dozens of photos of
circumcised models and closeups of
the altered phallus, plus brief text.
Priced at $3.95.

Each booklet is printed on heavy
enameled stock and has a grained
cover., SAVE MONEY and order
BOTH BOOKLETS for only $7.00.

Send check or money-order to: QQ
Publishing Co., Inc., Room 602, 450
Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y. 10001.

NO MORE
RUISING!

BIGGEST GAY
PERSONAL MAGAZINE

EVER PUBLISHED!

Personal Ads, Model Guide & Story, plus
much more.

8% x 11

52 pages $5.00

I1f you buy now you’'ll get our catalog (with
over 150 magazines) FREE. Plus Brochures
on all the newest Gay Literature. However
if you don’t wish to purchase our GAY
HOT LINE now, send in $1.00 and we'll
send you our catalog, etc.

All orders sent 1st class mail. State age and
give signature. Send to: Sovereign (JK),
Inc., P.O. Box 539, Phila., Pa. 19105,
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THE GEMINI 18 can be used as a
‘single’” by those who like length—or a
‘‘double' by two at the same time.
Flesh-like, flesh-colored solid rubber over
18" long and better than 2'" in diameter.
Molded from life, very realistic. Over
2 Ibs. of springy rubber. Completely
washable. (A tip for the economy-
minded: It can be divided in half by
cutting, for two good-sized singles.) Sold
as a novelty to adults only (please state
you are over 21). Sent via insured
parcel post in a large, plainly-marked box.

THE GEMINI 18
Send check or money-order to: QqQ

Publishing Co., Inc., Room 602, 450
Seventh Ave, New York N. Y. 10001

Shaky Stik

Speak softly . .. but carry a big SHAKY
STIK! Our vibrator/massager is similar
to those sold in drugstores—but bigger
- 10" long! Two-speed (fast and slow),
Duranle white plastic (washable). Comes
complete with batteries. Sold as a novelty
to adults only (please state you are over
21). Sent via insured parcel post in a
large, plainly-marked box.

SHAKY STV ;o iicianocconns $8.95

Send check or money-order to: QQ
Publishing Co., Inc.,, Room 602, 450
Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y. 10001,

comrades” and it was an older Gay brother,
Oscar Wilde, who first stood up and predicted
the emergence of “the love that dare not
speak its name.” It was an older Gay brother
—Edward Carpenter—who first wrote of the
political, economic and social implications
of Gay Liberation.

And, in my own personal experience, let
me give tribute to the older Gay brothers
who have enriched my life with their
friendship:

® Joe, 74, former college president,
recently retired. Joe refuses to go along
with the stereotype of Retired People. He
takes gym class at the “Y” twice a week; he
was actively involved as a volunteer worker
in the McGovern campaign; he has an active
and creative social life; his genuine warmth
and enthusiasm is contagious; and he is
enthusiastic and supportive of the emerging
Gay Liberation movement.

® Bernard, in his 60s, head of a major
university library. Bernard refuses to give in
to the idea that working people over 60
should be thinking of retiring soon and col-
lecting Social Security. He puts in long
hours and brings heartfelt devotion to his
work. He helped pass out leaflets headed
“Get The Mafia and the Cops out of Gay
Bars™ during the Christopher Street/Stone-
wall Riots; and he was active in the Gay
Liberation Front.

® Warren, in his 40s, a leader and
worker in New York’s West Side Discussion
Group for over a decade. Warren’s dedication
over the years to the Gay movement is one
of the keys to the continued growth of
WSDG which resulted recently in the open-
ing of their Gay Community Center.

Itis in our own self-interest, whatever our
age, to work for an end to youth cultism.
And, as Gay people, we have a particular
self-interest because most of us do not
create our own families with the attendant
securities of having children and grand-
children.

If our Gay Liberation movement is to
become a realistic and meaningful one, it
must begin to consider the needs and
problems of older Gay people. Like, is there
discrimination against older Gay single peo-
ple in the administration of Social Security?
Do the various government-funded Senior
Citizen programs discriminate against Gay
people? Do we take into consideration the
social and economic needs of our older
brothers and sisters? And, in our own think-
ing, do we give more importance to the
concerns of younger Gay people at the
expense of older Gay people?

The past is prologue.
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GAY VILLAINS
(Continued from page 17)

the once-over and announces, “You’re a very
pretty man.” (He may be a villain, but he
does have good taste.) Mitchum then turns
his victim over to his men, who do something
to the poor boy off camera that elicits a loud
scream as the scene is ending.

The recent popular film DELIVERANCE
gave us another band of lustful faggot rapists
in another unlikely setting. This time sexy
young Jon Voight (of MIDNIGHT COW-
BOY) and his chubby companion, played

by Ned Beatty, are attacked by a couple of
disreputable-looking mountaineers who tie
Voight up to a tree and force Beatty to strip
for them. (Either these guys have awfully
poor taste, or they are very near-sighted, or
maybe both.) Beatty is then sodomized by
the baddies, and Voight is about to be forced
to go down on one of them when help arrives
in the person of Burt Reynolds, his phallic
bow and arrow in hand, who gives the rapists
the shaft.

Not all of the movies’ gay villains have
been quite so unrelentingly black-hearted,
however. The late *60’s gave us two remark-
ably similar gay characters who were more to
be pitied than hated—not much of an im-
provement, when you think of it. Both were
career military men who were in the closet
and just discovering it themselves. In
REFLECTIONS IN A GOLDEN EYE Marlon
Brando was the closet case, miserably mar-
ried to a bitchy Elizabeth Taylor and not
able to understand his interest in Robert
Forster, playing a young private who liked
taking nude sunbaths in the woods. Next
came Rod Steiger, playing a pugnacious NCO
in THE SERGEANT, who was similarly
attracted to Private John Philip Law, and
almost neurotically jealous of Law’s relation-
ship with his girl friend. In the end, Brando
murdered the young man and Steiger killed
himself—neither character was exactly what
one would call an admirable model for a
young viewer beginning to recognize homo-
sexual leanings in himself.

We have included Brando and Steiger
among the villains because, by virtue of
their badgering of the innocent young men,
they do not qualify as heroes, but in truth,
it is extremely hard to make such simplistic
distinctions in today’s morally complex films.
It is simply not as easy to define a villain as
it used to be. During the sixties, as police
corruption and brutality and establishment
contempt for once hallowed ideals ran ram-
pant, the traditional movie heroes—repre-
sentatives of those very establishment insti-
tutions—fell into disrepute and were replaced
by a new breed of “anti-hero” whose disdain
of dogmatic “law-and-order™ mirrored that
of the audiences. The new heroes were
tough, cynical, lawless characters who, al-
though often killed in the end, had the full
sympathy of the viewer. The police and all
that they represented became the new
villains.

An example of the new kind of hero is the
film THE ANDERSON TAPES, in which a
band of ex-cons, gangsters, and petty crooks
plot and carry out a massive robbery of an
entire apartment complex. When they are
eventually gunned down by an army of
police, the outrageous overreaction of the
act is clearly underlined.

Considering the climate of the times, it
was of course foreordained that one of the
heroes of THE ANDERSON TAPES would
be gay, but since he was one of the heroes,
and therefore sympathetic, he couldn’t be
the stereotyped sadistic faggot, so the writers
turned to the only other gay stereotype the
movies have available, and he became a
prissy, mincing “fairy”* played by the usually
fine actor, Martin Balsam. The character
was—you guessed it—an interior decorator,
in which guise he cased the building before
the robbery, and during the actual job, his
effeminate cowardice provided the comic
relief. A second gay character in the film—
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