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BILITIS

A WOMES*S ORGANIZATION FOR THE PURPOSE OF PROMOTING
THE INTEGRATION OF THE HOMOSEXUAL INTO SOCIETY BY:

OEducation of the variant, with particular emphasis on the psych-
ological, physiological and sociological aspects, to enable her
to understand herself and make her adjustment to society in all
its social, civic and economic implications— this to be accomp-
lished by establishing and maintaining as complete a library as
possible of both fiction and non-fiction literature on the sex de-
viant theme; by sponsoring public discussions on pertinent sub-
jects to be conducted by leading members of the legal, psychiat-
ric, religious and other professions; by advocating a mode of be-
havior and dress acceptable to society.

© Education of the public at large through acceptance first of the
individual, leading to an eventual breakdown of erroneous taboos
and prejudices; through public discussion meetings aforemen-
tioned; through dissemination of educational literature on the
homosexual theme.

© Participation in research projects by duly authorized and respon-
sible psychologists, sociologists and other such experts directed
towards further knowledge of the homosexual.

O Investigation of the penal code as it pertains to the homosexual,
proposal of changes to provide an equitable handling of cases
involving this minority group, and promotion of these changes
through due process of law in the state legislatures.

[
JULY 1963
VOLUME 7 NUMBER 10

Published monthly by the Dnughtere of Billtl., Inc., o non-
piollt corporotlon, 1232 Market Street, Suite 108, Son Fron-
elico 2, Californio. Telephone: UNderhill 3 _ 8196.

NATIONAI OFFICERS, DAUGHTERS OF BILITIS, INC.

Presic/ent-~Jaye Bell

Vice Presirfcn/— Many KiUott

Recorciing iecrr/ary— .Margaret Heinz
Corresponding Secreiary— Barbara (liftings
Public Relations Director— Meredith Grey
Treasurer— Rv Howe

THE LADDER STAFF

Editor— Barbara Gittings

biction and Poetry Agatha Maihy.s
Art Et/i(or— Kathy Rogers

Los Angeles Reporter— Sten Russell
Chicago Reporter— Jean Sand
Production— Joan Oliver» Nancy Lee
Circulation Manager— Cleo Glenn

THE LADDER it regarded as a sounding board for various
points of view on the homophile and related subjects and
does not necessarily reflect the opinion of the organization.

contents
The LOrtELIN'ESS of Raoclyffe Hall - by Donald Webster Cory......... 4
Lesbiana.t.ey Gene Damomn....couoiiiiiii i s 10
Research Project to move Ahead in Septe(iber......cocoiiiiiiiiiininnenns 1
Second Best Society - byDorothy Lyle ..o, 12
Book Review: The Ascent of “"GOnan - reviewed by NOLA.............16
1 O B A PP 19
Entombed - a story by ReneeSaltzmann......oocoiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiaananaaans 20

Readers

Cover by Anne B.
Copyright ].963 by daughters of bilitis, Inc., San Francisco, Cal.



The Loneliness of
Radclyffe Hall

by Donald Webster Cory

Whatever else may be said of her life and work, the name
of Radclyffe Hall Is linked inextricably in the minds of
literally millions of people with one book: The Vfell of
Loneliness» Overwritten though it indubitably was, des-
criptive of an atypical stereotype who va.s so butch she
was almost transvestite, and based on a series of assump-
tions that have since been discarded as unsound, this
novel nevertheless remains unique in the history of the
literature of homosexuality. No wonder, then, that mys-
tery and curiosity have surrounded the- author—mystery
that will be partially clarified, and partially compound-
ed, by a nev? and unusual work: a biographical sketch of
Radclyffe Hall, written by her companion of twenty-eight
years and her lover, Una, Lady Troubridge.*

Sven if Radclyffe Hall were an unknown and minor writer,
even if she had never had a single word to say on the
subject of sexual inversion. The Life of Radclyffe Hall
would be a unique work. It required courage to tell this
story—and it is courage that is comparable to that
required to have written The Well of Loneliness» And it
is a story told with honesty and frankness, without shame
and fear and guilt.

Before delving into the story of the life of the v/rlter,
a word about the special character of the book. The
lives of homosexuals have been depicted before, sometimes
even in sympathetic biographies, but seldom (except in
the instance of Oscar Wilde) with such simple frankness
so soon after the death of the subject. At a time when
many of her friends and relatives are still alive, the

¢ Una, Lady Troubridge: The Life of Radclyffe Hall, The
Citadel Press, New York, 1963.

story of Radclyffe Hall is told, and told by one who par-
ticipated in that life. One has the feeling that this

is like the widow of Dylan Thomas, reminiscing of her life
with the poet, and telling of the void that appears after
his death.

But, unfortunately, the biographer's interest in her sub-
ject does not entirely coincide with the reader's. They
lived together and traveled through Europe, they met
friends and relatives, but one becomes impatient v;ith the
nostalgic anecdotes about a visitor who wanted cream in
her tea during wartime, vihen she should have known how
fortunate she was even to have had milk. One is Impatient
because this is not why a biography of Radclyffe Hall v/as
worth writing or reading; we want to have richness of-
detail of the birth and development of The Well of Lone- ¢
line s3. the story of its prosecution and how the author vy
reacted to it, and the effect of the book on the remain-
der of her life. Hot that this is absent; it is here, and
aowhere else can it be found; but it is here in little
Snatches sandwiched betv/een trivia and"'more trivia.

To her friends, and throughout this book, Radclyffe Hall
is known as John, and by this name | shall call her. In
an early photograph, one of the many charming photos that
are found in the book, she is shown at the age of five —
Tilth soft cheeks and lace and frills; a more feminine
little beauty v/ould be hard to imagine. But from that
point on, the pictures are radically changed. One must
look carefully to know whether the subject is man or
woman; the 1931 and 1938 pictures can only be described
as those of a transvestite, and the 1935 shot even more
so. One wonders, in the last instance, whether this is a
man v/earing a little earring; perhaps an effeminate man,
pretending to be a woman!

How different is the situation of the male and female

homosexuals in our society. Imagine this v*ork being
Witten about a man. He 1s a successful writer, whom we
Villi call, let us say, Harold Winston Petersberg. At

least that was how he was baptized, but in his teens he
started to call himself Jane, and then a few years later
got tired of that name ard for the rest of his life was
knovm as Mary, Mary never hid the fact that he was male,
and made no effort to deceive the public. But he Just



did not like men’s clothes and the entire male appear-
ance, so he ohose, in this free society, to make some
changes. He wore his hair down to his shoulders, did not
bleach it but touched it up lightly, had the ends curled
with a permanent, and on the rare occasions Whenthe wore
pants, he enjoyed the delicate feel of the woman s apparel
next to his skin. Mary wore a blouse, rather than a
shirt, and in the place of a man's cravat he had a large
flowing bow that;Served the same purpose. No one could
say he did not wear a tie»

It is striking that John does not emerge from this book
with the hilarious absurdity that Mary would. Just to
get the record straight, John is the female writer Who
flaunts her masculinity, and her name was Radclyffe Hall;
Mary is the male writer v;ho—in a somev/hat more restrained
manner--shows hls effeminacy. His name is Harold some-
thing or other.

Now, The ifell of Loneliness was the story of John, who
had been Peter, and who is named in the book Stephen (note
the religious oharficter of all of these names). And it
tells the story of the life of Stephen, which parallels
that of John—but not quite. And one must stop to wonder
at the changes that were made in this extremely auto-
biographical novel.

Take the parents of Stephen and of John, In her own life,
John's father and mother separated when she '«as very
young, and she saw her father only on rare occasions until
hls death. He played no role in her upbringing or in her
development, except the role of absentee father. But
Stephen's father dominates her childhood and adolescence.
He is deeply Interested in her. On hls deathbed following
an accident, he has only one thought in his mind: hls
love for his daughter, aid hls desire to protect her
against a harsh world when once she awakens to the fact
that she is an invert. Father and daughter, daughter and
father—how strong their love, how undying their devotion.
And when, following hls death, the daughter goes into hls
private study, she opens a bookcase, and there she sees
books by authors hitherto unknown to her. She opens a
volume by a man named Krafft-Ebing, and sees notes in the
margin, in her father's handwriting, and to her astonish-
ment she finds her name on these notes.

How poignant and ironic a tragedy now unfolds before the
reader of this life. Here is Radclyffe Hall writing her
autobiographical novel of inversion, and depicting the
father of the Lesbian as a man deeply involved ?ith his
beloved daughter: all 7/ritten by a woman whose father
never oared vihether she was dead or alive, a woman who
knew this and must have suffered terribly from it.

Nor is the portrait of the mother any less of a distor-
tion except that, in reality as viell as in fiction, there
is deepgoing hostility between mother and daughter. But
Mrs. Gordon, whom John created in her imaginative mind,
was as frigid a woman as any that ever chilled the pages
of a British novel; but Mrs. Hall, with vihom John lived
for so many years, was deeply interested in her lovers,
paramours and husbands. In the translation from memory
to fiction, the hostility is in no viay diminished, but
the woman is desexuallzed, purltanised, John was clearly
reviritlng her life in her novel, but it v/as the child-
hood that she wished had been.

The histories of British literature will probably pay
little attention (or none at all) to John, tut The Vfell

of Loneliness will continue to be reprinted and to sell
large numbers of copies, vihile it has little or no
standing as a novel. As a work of art, it can hardly be

compared with the writings of many other women: Colette,
Rosamond Lehmann, DJuna Barnes, Gale Vfilhelm, and many
others, v/ho have focused their attention on the female
homosexual. But John's book should not be compared with
these others; rather, it is a social document, it is a
cry for justice. It is the Uncle Tom's Cabin of homo-
sexuality, male as well as female. It is the voice of
those viho had for years been voiceless, and literary
merit or lack of it notwithstanding, John will ever be
their hero, even as she is mine.

Ahat courage it required to write The™ V[eMl__o~ Lon™ljiensM
People Tiill point to John's life and show that she was
rich, she v/as independent, she was openly living vilth
her lover, she was traveling in a world vihere her homo-
sexuality was known and accepted, Where, then, was the

courage?



It was one thing for the world in its silence and its
gossip to know about John, as they knew about many of her
contemporaries, men and women» It was quite another
thing to make an official fact out of something that
everyone Just knew to be so. Andre Glde was facing the
same problem in Prance, where he first published Corydon
In an edition limited to only a handful of copies.

But the courage went beyond the use of the first person
singular, which incidentally was never made quite explic-
it until this biography. It was that homosexuals were
generally looked down upon, not only by the world at
large, but even by themselves. And this book was going
to show them not only as people, but as fine people!
beautiful, self-sacrificing, loving and loved; in short,
glorified. They would be portrayed, not as human beings,
but as superhuman beings. And therein lies the strength

and the weakness of The_Vfe I_I__ of Lonisines¢» Por no one
like Stephen ever existed, not man or woman, not hetero-
sexual or homosexual. But millions of people felt that

this was the portrait that the world required, to lessen
the antipathy, to aooept the Invert into the family of

humanity.

Yet, one cannot read the novel and the biography, the
story of Stephen and of John, without wondering whether
John was not a much lass unhappy person than Stephen,

and if this was the case, why did she choose to portray
in fiction the Lesbian finding herself in "the loneliest
place in the world"? For Stephen, in her adolescence and
early maturity, searching for understanding of herself
and for herself, had, in the words of Radolyffe Hall,
"not yet learned her lesson. She had not learned that
the loneliest place in the world is the no-man*s-land of

sex.”

Here was a woman (that is, John, the writer), who had had
one love affair that endured until the other woman died,
and now was involved in a second that vras to last twenty-
eight years until her own death; a woman for whom many
doors were open, including those of Colette and d’Annun—
zio; a woman surrounded by people who admired her and
loved her, and for whom she required no false front of
concealment. Vihy did she portray Stephen as lonely and

frustrated and unable to fulfill her need for love? Why
did she shovr Stephen's friends as miserable and outcast
and driven to suicide?

Was this in order to arouse sympathy from the hostile
society? Partially, yes. Por Just as John made Stephen
selfless and all-loving because this was the portrait
that would be most acceptable, so she made her tragic and
misunderstood In order that the world would cry over her
fate. But there ~as an all-pervading loneliness in the
life of Stephen, and it is implicit in John's novel as

well as in her life. It was a loneliness that was only
slightly affected by the success or failure of the search
for love. It is a loneliness that is not diminished as

one's oirole of friends broadens, takes in more inverts,
or even begins to take In others.

It is the loneliness that becomes greater because there
are more people; the feeling of alienation, not of the
reoluse or hermit, but of the man or vioman in a orowd.
This is the message of Stephen's life. Sven had her love
been reciprocated, as v'a John's, and even if she could
have surrounded herself with a hundred, nay, a thousand,
men and women like herself who accepted her, she musV
still know that she is a queer to the world at large .V
She wakes and she vialks in a society that despises her,
and she Internalizes this attitude; vihether she rejects
the society or accepts its judgement and looks upon her-
self as an aberration, no matter what course she chooses,
she is a lonely human being.

Almost tvfO thot\sand years ago, Stephen was stoned to death
as he brought ttH™ e ssage of Christ to the viorshlppers of
God. John's Stephen ielt herself stoned, but not quite to
death. Give us, too/ the right to live, she pleads. She
is pleading, not for relief from unjust laws, but for re-
lease from public scorn. Only acceptance will alleviate
the loneliness in which she Is enshrouded.

Deeply influenced as | was by The Well of Loneliness. |
am grateful to Una, Lady Troubrldge, for shedding light on
its author, | vfish there had been more, but | am Indebted

for what there is.



LESBIANA

BY GENE 0/»iON

THE TRIAL OF CALLISTA BLAKE BY EDGAR Pangborn. ST. MaRTIN’S
PRESS, 1961;0e11, 1965.

CALLISTA IS ON TRIAL FOR THE MURDER OF HER LOVER'S WIFE.

SHE IS INNOCENT BUT CONVICTED (MAINLY FOR ADULTERY). HER
DEAREST FRIEND AND EMPLOYER, EDITH NOLAN, IS CLEARLY IN
LOVE WITH HER. THIS IS HANDLED WITHOUT PROCLAMATIONS BUT

IT IS MADE QUITE APPARENT IN MANY WAYS THROUGHOUT THE BOOK.
Much of the exciting story is told by interior monologue by
THE judge in THE TRIAL. DURING THE TIME EDITH NOLAN IS ON
THE WITNESS STAND, HE CAUTIONS HER IN HIS MIND: "BE CAREFUL,
Dear, not to let them see how much you love her." This book
IS FOR those who CAN READ A NOVEL NOT WHOLLY ABOUT HOMO-
SEXUALS. This is only an incidental title, but it is highly
RECOMMENDED FOR THE WAY THE WOMAN IS TREATED, oHE IS A GOOD
CITIZEN, A GOOD PERSON, NEITHER GLORIFIED NOR CONDEMNED.

THIS SIDE OF LOVE EY PAULA CHRISTIAN. AVON, 1963.

This is a sequel to Paula Christian's first book, EDGE OF
TWILIGHT, Fawcett Crest, 1959 et al. Unlike Ann Bannon's
SERIES OF BOOKS, THIS TITLE CAN BE READ AND ENJOYED WITHOUT

reference to the first BOOK.

Val and Toni are no longer airline hostesses in the novel
AND, unfortunately, NO LONGER LOVE BIRDS. THE WRITING IS
SO TERSE ONE FINDS IT IMPOSSIBLE TO BELIEVE AS FICTION, IT
IS REAL, SO much SO THAT IT PROBABLY HAPPENED, GIVE OR TAKE
A FEW LINES FOR DRAMATIC EFFECT. ValL IS BUILDING A PERSONAL
TaVER OF LOVE AND STRENGTH IN THIS BOOK. THE MATURE LESBIAN
WILL ENJOY THIS CHRONICLE OF HER CLOSE BRUSH W/ITH EMOTIONAL
INSTABILITY AND HER RECOVERY, MAINLY BY SHEER WILL-POWER,
The ENDING LEAVES HOPE FOR A BETTER LIFE FOR VAL, AND THUS
LEAVES THE WAY OPEN FOR ANOTHER WELCOME NOVEL FROM PAULA
CHRISTIAN.

227. NIGHT IN THE HOTEL BY ELIOT Crawshay-Williams. London,
Gollancz, 1931 Afo NEW York, Horace liveright, 1931.

This is a quite delightful English novel based on the old
TRIED AND TRUE PREMISE OF TAKING A GROUP OF PEOPLE IN AN 1
artificial ISOLATION AND EXAMINING ALL OF THEIR LIVES, IN
THIS CASE, WE ARE AT A SECOND-RATE RIVIERA HOTEL DURING THE
LATE 1920+3. Wk ARE INTRODUCED TO EACH CHARACTER OR PAIR

OF CHARACTERS AFTER DINNER, AND THEN FOLLOW THEM IN A GROUP
THROUGH THE EVENING AND SEPARATELY THROUGH THE NIGHT. THERE
IS AN OVERT LESBIAN COUPLE, ON THE VERGE OF BREAKING UP
BECAUSE THE YOUNGER IS A SPOILED BRAT; THERE IS A SEMI-
PROFESSIONAL BITCH WITH A WARM LESBIAN INTERLUDE WITH A NUN
IN HER PAST; AND OTHER BRIEF BITS OF REFERENCE. IT IS SLOW
MOVING, BUT m's WRITTEN BACK WHEN NOVELISTS HAD TO PRODUCE
BOTH PLOT AND CHARACTERIZATION TO GET INTO PRINT. ENJOYABLE.

RESEARCH PROJECT TOAO/E
AHEAD IN SEPTEMBER

D. 0. B.'S CO-OPERATION V,(ITH NBV YORK PSYCHOLOGIST R/U.FH H.
GUNOLACH in a full-scale RESEARCH STUDY ON LESBIANS IS VERY
MUCH ON THE MOVE. WE EXPECT TO HAVE LETTERS IN THE MAIL TO ALL
LADDER SUBSCRIBERS IN SEPTEMBER, REQUESTING THE PARTICIPATION
OF EACH ONE OF YOU. THE JUNE LADDER DESCRIBED IN SOME DETAIL
THE MANNER IN WHICH THE STUDY WILL BE CARRIED OUT, IN ORDER TO
INSURE ANONYMITY AND PRIVACY OF REPLIES TO ALL PARTICIPANTS.
The June issue also listed the professional affiliations and
QUALIFICATIONS OF DRS, GuNOLACH AND RiESS, WHO WILL DIRECT THE
PROJECT. 'ItaTCH FOR THE ANNOUNCEMENT IN SEPTEMBER!



SECOND BEST SOCIETY

by Dorothy Lyle

Many sociologists and psychologists have pointed out the
futile and sometimes dangerous aspects of group and sub-
group mores in societies, both past and present» One
special target has been the upper-middle-olass suburban
communities, the ™"bee hive™ dviellers to be found on the
edges of all large cities. Their overly integrated mode
of life has been found to be mentally stultifying and
seems to lead to promiscuity and other undesirable side
effects. The endless round of bridge, golf, sailing,
follovred by the drunken backyard bar-be-que, a little
dancing and viho ends up kissing whom, could hardly bo
considered desirable as a way of life.

Unfortunately, a society exists in most cities today
among middle-class Lesbians that closely parallels the
"bee hive"™ heterosexual society» Undeniably thousands
of Lesbians live constructive lives, both helpful to
other homosexuals and of value to their community and
society as a whole. In this article they Tri.ll be re-
ferred to as "older kids,” since they are commonly called
this by members of the group | am discussing here.

There are three fairly distinct Lesbian societies in any
fair-sized city. The first group is bar and ballfield
oriented. They are very much tlie "fringe™ society and
could easily be the subject of several articles. Unfor-
tunately, this group's mores are the ones responsible
for the stereotype Lesbian.

The second group is the "ungrouped"™ elass—frequently
called "the older kids"™ by the third group. By this
they refer to the viomen whose social and professional
positions are such that they cannot afford to run
shrieking through the streets about their sexual orien-
tation. These v/iomen are occasionally seen at parties.

where they arrive early and leave early. They are with-
drawn and to many of the others appear anti-social.
Actually the main difference is a variation in Interests,
The description "older kids"™ is usually true in one
sense. The women are over 35 for the most part and are
monogamous.

The third group is the largest, apparently, and is made
up of the 20 to 30 year olds, with an occasional older
member. Most of them have fairly steady Jobs as white
collar workers, minor professionals, nurses, technicians,
athletic directors, teachers (gym, etc.), computer oper-
ators and programmers, and so forth. They appear to
know each other well, having dozens-.of friends in their
immediate city and group and many friends in every other
large city in the U, S,

Love affairs are considered quite public property. They
are conducted on a group therapy basis. Everyone is
superficially wedded, and completely monogamous. Mar-
riages may last from tvio to ten years, yet very few of
them are really permanent unless the pair I~ves the
group. They graduate, in a manner of speaking, and be-
come "older kids."

Problems, personal and other, are settled in groups.
Within this happy beehive, parties are frequent and
Inside of a year or so everyone will see everyone else
at least once. This is so much a pattern that if a
couple, newly together, fail to be seen for a long per-
iod of time, much is made of their voluntary exile.

Marriages, supposedly permanent, are ended suddenly. A
new girl becomes the light of love for a girl viho has
been married for three or five,or seven years. Instead
of a quarrel, or at least a touch of dislike, ;they all
discuss this new development ?rith the aid of three or
four other couples. Many times they live (the three of
them) together for a few months. Not promiscuously.
Just that the new couple takes "care"™ of the discarded
mate. Sure enough, a few months (or v/eeks) later, the
rejected one finds another girl.

If asked how the three of them can stand to live togeth-
er, the standard reply is, "Oh, it takes a big person."



Friendships take up where love leaves off, and one finds

groups of perhaps JO couples where some of them have lived
with perhaps three other people in the group at some past
time.

Many times couples in this type of group live together on
a more or less permanent basis, two or three couples in
the same house. There is no true promiscuity allowed
(this is very much taboo), but with the ease of no divorce
proceedings and with the whole community lending a hand,
changes are abrupt and free”ent.

These are only a few of the dangers in this group life.
Since socializing is a full-time job, reading and thinking
on your own are out. If for no other reason, there is
simply no time. While these women are not the ballfield
group, they are quite sports-minded (for the most part)
and weekends are spent in much the same silly fashion as
in the counterpart heterosexual group. Weekends can be
spent swimming, boating and drinking at the local lake,
or, if the season is right, at softball and basketball
tournaments (as spectators). Many of these partygoers,
who are known to perhaps several thousand people as homo-
sexuals, have seriously told mo that they would not dare
to subscribe to THE LADDER because they could not put
their names on a list.

They will , however, happily tumble out of bed at midnight
to put up a cot for "Joey from Los Angeles who knows
Mickey from Dallas who said to look you up on my way
through town."

This group contributes nothing to the bettering of the
next generation of their kind. They do oo public rela-
tions work at all. On the Job they are strictly hetero-
sexuals, No effort to educate by association is made.

As would inevitably be true in any closed group, power
and gossip are important forces.

Gossip, in fact, is almost a full-time occupation. The
nearly exclusive subject is "who loves whom now, why, and
how long will it last.” This is closely followed by "whom

did they previously love,"” etc., etc., ad nauseam. Sec-
ondary topics are movies with touches of homosexuality,
"party records"™ with similar touches, and sometimes the
latest Ann Bannon or Paula Christian paperback. Most of
them believe serious Lesbian fiction began with Radclyffe
Hall and ended with Claire Morgan, before the paperback
days. They live in an intellectual vacuum. Several have
seriously asked ne what DAUGHTERS OP BILITIS means. This
vras excusable five years ago, but today it is a sign of
waste.

Power and control - the exercise of a subtle form of
sadistic ruling - is the last large evil in these groups.
In each sub-group of perhaps 6 to 8 couples, one icuple,
or one-half of one couple, is the leader. This person
exerts almost palpable control over the others. This is
carried to the point of directing their love life, their
Job decisions, their choice of living quarters, etc. On a
broader basis, there is often a pair of couples who con-
trol loosely a fairly large group of people, as many as

40 couples.

Novi were these people very benevolent despots, | would be
the first to applaud their existence. Since they are
usually quite power mad and wish to control only for the
personal glory, they do a great deal of harm to the weaker
Individuals in the group. Worse, they are more than wil-
ling subtly to destroy the life of an individual who
"bucks"™ at being controlled.

In conclusion, ind before you bring on the tar and
feathers;

Of necessity, this is a short and highly generalized
article, | do not pretend that this is "Things as They
Are,” but it is often this way in many cities and it is
a bad and dangerous situation.

Hundreds of homosexual women in the U. S. today carry the
load for thousands of others too lazy or too indifferent
to help. This is an evil, a not insoluble one surely,
but one which almost certainly is partly caused by the
"bee hive"™ groups. They care for themselves, and to hell
with tomorrow.



book review:

The Ascent of Woman

by Elizabeth Wann borgese. George braziller, publisher.

IMGINE A WORLD COMPOSED EMTIRELY OF STRONG, BEAUTIFUL WOMEN UNDER
45, ALL ACTIVELY WORKING AS THE NATION'S SCIENTISTS, DOCTORS,
BUSINESS EXECUTIVES, SOCIAL WORKERS AND EDUCATORSJ

IS THIS THE WILD IMAGINATION OF GOME DOB'ER GONE OFF THE DEEP END?
NOT AT ALL. IT IS THE FANTASY OF A SERIOUS AUTHOR, ELIZABETH
IVIANN BORGESE, IN HER NBV BOCK, "ASCENT OF WOMAN."

f;RS. borgese, daughter OF THE LATE THOWS MANiJ, VISUALIZES HER
UTOPIA OF GOLDEN AMAZONS SOME DAY IN A FUTURE TOO FAR AHEAD TO
estimate in terms OF YEARS. SHE IS IN DEAD EARNEST ABOUT THE NBI
SOCIETY AND HAS DEVOTED HER ENTIRE BOOK TO SHOWING HOW AND WHY

THINGS WILL TURN OUT THIS WAY.
1k

I,RS. BORGESE ADVANCES THE IDEA THiT WOMEN BECOME MORE "IMPORTANT"
AS SOCIETY MOVES AWAY FROM EMPHASIS UPON THE INDIVIDUAL IN THE
DIRECTION OF Ef~IFHASIS ON THE COLLECTIVE. THE MASS CULTURE OF
TODAY, THE COLLECTIVE SOCIETY TOWARDS WHICH WE ARE HEADING, CALL
FOR TRAITS COMMONLY ASSOCIATED WITH FEMININITY - CCNFORLIITY, SUB-
MISSIVENESS, CO-OPERATION. {t.ET ANJY SUBMISSIVE, CO-OPERATIVE

FEMALES LATELY?)

IN SUPPORT OF HER IDEA, I'.'RS. BORGESE ADVANCES AN IMPRESSIVE BODY
CF INFORMATION FROM THE FIELDS OF SCIENCE, PSYCHOLOGY, ART,
PHILOSOPHY, MYTHOLOGY AND THE HISTORY OF LANGUAGE. SHE FIRMLY
BELIEVES THAT THE EVOLUTIONARY PROCESS IS TAKING US IN THE DIREC-
TION CF A WORLD IN WHICH WCMEN WILL BE FREED OF THE BURDEN OF
CHILD-BEARING AND CHILD-REARING AND WILL THUS BE ABLE TO REALIZE
their FULLEST PERSONAL POTENTIAL. AND WHERE DO BABIES CCft.E FROM?
TEST TUBES, OF COURSE. (IF THIS SEEMS TOO FAR OUT, NOTE HER ITEM
about the ITALIAN PROFESSOR WHO REPORTED HE HAD SUCCESSFULLY FER-
TILIZED A HUMAN OVUM IN A TEST TUBE AND RAISED THE EMBRYO FOR 29

DAYS. He DISCONTINUED THE EXPERIMENT 'MHEN THE CHURCH FROWNED,
ACCORDING TO ~:RS. BORGESE.)

A FANTASTIC UTOPIA INDEED! BUT YOU HAVEN'T HEARD ALL. AT THE AGE
OF 45 THE nhappy GIRLS IN MRS. BORGESE'S UTOPIA ALL SUDDENLY DECIDE
TO BE BOYS. VIHY THINGS SHOULD TAKE THIS TURN IS NOT EXPLAINED,
BETVtEEN THE AGES OF 45 AND 75, EVERYONE IS A MAN. AFTER THAT,
THEY FINISH AS MEN OR BECOME "SEXLESS SUPERINDIVIOUALS."

The PHYSIOLOGICAL DETAILS OF HOM THIS IS ACCOMPLISHED ARE NEITHER
INTERESTING NOR IMPORTANT. .JRS. BORGESE ASSURES US THAT "THE
TRANSITION WILL BE SMOOTH AND SPONTANEOUS." WHAT IS INTERESTING
IS THE AUTHOR'S PSYCHOLOGICAL ORIENTATION. SHE HAS WOVEN THIS
ELABORATE FANTASY, BUTTRESSED ON CONSIDERABLE RESEARCH, IN ORDER
TO GIVE WD(4AN A TRULY EQUAL PLACE WITH' MAN, AND THEN SHE HAS
PLACED MAN ON TOP OF THE HEAP. THE "MEN" IN HER UTOPIAN SOCIETY
WILL BE "THE MASTERS, THE TEACHERS, THE INSPIRERS OF WOMEN, THEY
WILL BE THE GREAT INVENTORS AND EXPLORERS, THEY WILL BE THE GREAT
ARTISTS AND ARCHITECTS. In PUBLIC LIFE THEY WILL FILL ALL THE
POSITICNS IN THE LEGISLATIVE BRANCH OF GOVERNMENTS AS WELL AS THE
LOWER JUDICIARY." THE SEXLESS SUPERINDIVIDUALS WILL BE HIGH
PRIESTS AND PROPHETS AND GREAT HISTORIANS.

Mrs. BORGESE is frank ABOUT HER MOTIVE IN WRITING THIS BOOK. SHE
CITES TWO IMPORTANT INCIDENTS IN HER LIFE. ONE TOOK PLACE WHEN
SHE ms THREE YEARS OLD. SHE AND HER YOLNGER BROTHER WERE DRESSED
ALIKE AND LOCKED LIKE IDENTICAL TWINS. YET A VISITOR WAS ABLE TO
GUESS WHICH OF "HF TWO WAS A BOY. THE VISITOR SAID "THIS ONE IS
THE BOY - HE LOOKS MORE SERIOUS." AFTER THAT THE LITTLE GIRL
ALWAYS TRIED DESPERATELY TO LOCK SERIOUS. LATER IN LIFE, THE
YOING GIRL LONGED TO BE A MUSICIAN. SHE ALSO FELL IN LOVE. A
PSYCHIATRIST TCLD HER SHE WAS AN ARTIST, BLT SHE MUST CHOOSE
BETWEEN "ART AND YOUR MAN, BETWEEN YOURSELF AND JUST ORDINARY
HOUSEW/IFERY."

AT THAT TIME THE DESPERATE, REBELLIOUS YOUNG VICWAN ASKED, "DID
ANYONE EVER TELL TOSCANINI OR BACH THAT HE HAD TO CHOOSE BETWEEN
MUSIC AND FAMILY, SET'WEEN ART AND A NORMAL LIFE?" MRS. BORGESE
MADE HER CHOICE. THERE IWS A MARRIAGE, AN END CF THE MARRIAGE,
CHILDREN. A1l OF THIS, 'JE ARE GIVEN TO UNDERSTAND, MUST HAVE
been a FAR FROM HAPPY PHASE OF LIFE, FOR f.RS, BORGESE SAYS, "IT
TOOK ME ABOUT 20 YEARS...BUT i m AT PEACE NOW, WITH MYSELF, WITH



WOMEN IN GENERAL, AND WITH THIS WORLD, OF WHICH WE ARE A PHASE."
liIHAT HAS GIVEN HER PEACE IS THE IDEA THAT EVOLUTION IS WORKING
FOR WOMEN. SOME DAY THEY WLN’T HAVE TO BEAR OR NURSE CHILDREN.
SOME DAY THEY WILL WORK AND FIGHT LIKE MEN. SOME DAY THEY WILL
BE IMPORTANT. THEY WILL BE MENJ

"HAT A TRULY SAD 800KJ THIS ALIBITIOUS, GIFTED, CULTIVATED WOMAN
HAS HAD TO RANGE THE WILDEST REACHES OF HER IMAGINATION TO FIfCI

"PEACE" WITH HER FEMININE SELF - AND HAS STILL EMERGED WITH HER

NOTION OF MALE SUPREMACY INTACT.

IN SPITE OF HER UNFORTUNATE ORIENTATION, MRS. BORGESE IS AN
INTERESTING, PROVOCATIVE THINKER AND OFFERS FASCINATING MATERIAL
AND ORIGINAL INSIGHT IN SUPPORT OF HER ARGUMENT. ESSENTIALLY,
HOV.EVER, SHE IS AN ESCAPIST WHO HAS FOUND REFUGE IN THE FUTURE.
Some of us might feel she could have written a better book and
FOUND A BETTER SOLUTION TO HER PROBLE.VS IF SHE HAD MADE A MORE
STRENUOUS EFFORT TO DEAL WITH THE PRESENT. AS THINGS STAND, SHE
HAS PRODUCED A TASTY POT-POURRI OF SCIENCE FICTION AND ARRESTING
TID-BITS OF INFORMATION. THE BOOK MAY INTEREST HOMOPHILES
MAINLY AS A CURIOSITY.

- Reviewed by nola

My hungar Is not of the‘spirit
is not of the mind

but molded of these and inherent
within the warm flesh

My hunger is born of the eyes

It is grown in the hands

Brought to a bloom in the fingers
and moist on the mouth

My hunger is thinking
is feeling

is knowing

is 10ve.

- Bieche Small

ECHO News

With the reservation of a spacious and attractive roof garden
ROOM AMO convention BANQUET FACILITIES AT THE HOTEL ADELPHIA, IN
THE HEART OF DOWNTOWN PHILADELPHIA, PLANS FOR THE LABOR DAY
WEEKEND CONFERENCE OF EAST COAST HOMOPHILE ORGANIZATIONS (ECHO)
ARE BEING TRANSLATED-INTO FACT.

-L
DOB President Jaye Bell will be on hand to welcome guests and to
REPRESENT THE DAUGHTERS. THE CO-OPERATING GROUPS - ATTACH INE
SOCIETY, Inc., OF New York; the Janus Society of Delaware Valley;
Mattachine Society of Washington, O.C; and the new York Chapter
of the Daughters of Bilitis, Inc. - hope to present an outstanding
program of speakers and panel discussions which will bring the
PROBLEMS related TO THE HOMOSEXUAL TO PROMINENT PUBLIC ATTENTION,
especially timed to attract VISITORS AND PARTICIPANTS OF THE
AtItERICAN psychological ASSOCIATION MEETING A FEVI BLOCKS AWAY.

The TENTATIVE TOPIC CHOSEN, "SOCIAL ACCEPTANCE OF THE HOMOSEXUAL,"
FORMS THE FRAMEWORK WITHIN WHICH SPEAKERS IN THE FIELDS OF LAW,
RELIGION, AND THE ARTS WILL PRESENT THEIR INSIGHT AND OBSERVATION
BASED ON THE VARIED APPROACHES OF THEIR PROFESSIONAL DISCIPLINES.
Advertising plans, focusing on Philadelphia and major East Coast
CITIES, WILL INCLUDE PRESS RELEASES, POSTERS AND COMMERCIAL ADVER-
TISEMENTS IN MAJOR NE'i'iSPAPERS AND MAGAZINES.

Reservations are tentatively set at JI5 for the full Two-oay

PROGRAM, INCLLDING LUNCHEON AND BANQUET SESSIONS, AND MAY BE OB-

TAINED THROUGH ANY OF THE CO-OPERATING ORGANIZATIONS, INCLLDING DCB.

Since the uor purpose of jfiis conference is to focus community
ATTENTION ON THeN zRQELEMS OF SOCIAL ACCEPTANCE OF THE HOMOSEXUAL,
THE PUBLIC IS INVITED. YOU CAN ASSIST IN INSURING THE SUCCESS OF
THIS SIGNIFICANT ENDEAVOR BY ATTENDING AND BY EXTENDING AN INVITA-
TION TO YOLR PERSONAL FRIENDS AND PROFESSIONAL ACQUAINTANCES.

L - MEREDITH GREY, NATIONAL PUBLIC RELATIONS DIRECTOR, DCB



ENITOMSED

by Rsnoe Saltzmann

"l can't stand it," thought Edna, as she flexed her eyes
upon the orange footstood, "Why do |I have to be alone?
....0Oh, | must get awayj" Solitude was her worst enemy;

being alone with herself had always given her a most un-
easy feeling. She had an urgent need to escape her ovin
thoughts.

The events of the evening had been extremely painful,
and her frantic efforts to forget them had not been suc-
cessful. She could not erase the stinging Images and
words: Mark's angular face blotted out the footstool,
as his voice rang in her ears: Do you think Rachel v/111
to out Tith me? You must tell me all about her. She is
so wonderful, so gentle, so sensitive.

ndna arose from her chair, as she uttered the v;ords which
she had failed to speak three hours earlier. "Nc, she
won't be gentle vdth your heart, Mark. She will be ben-
tle ‘'with her patients, but never with you, nor \;ith any
other man. No, Mark, Rachel is' tied to her studies, her
career. She is in love with the abstract.”

Will you call her for me?

Edna again responded to the masculine voice which, by
time and space, was separated from its owner: '"Mark,

darling, can't you see? | love you. | am alive, and
she is but a ghost,”

Give nme her telephone number. 1'Il call.

The girl could bear the taunting voice no longer, and
ran into the bedroom. A few minutes later she emerged,
clothed in her favorite outfit: a black sv/eater, gray
woolen Bermuda shorts, black leotards and a pair of black
loafers. Per a few moments, she contemplated her image

in the full-length mirror irtiloh graced the otherwise bar-
ren hallway. She hated the round, plain face, the
straight dark brown hair, the heavy figure vdiich made her
appear somewhat older than her twenty-one years.

So gentle, so sensitive, the voice echoed again,

"How cruel, Mark,” she cried, as she pounded on the mir-
ror. And she picked up her purse and ran outside. Her

Morris Minor was parked in front of the building, and she
got inside and started the engine. Mark's voice was her
only companion, for the streets were deserted.

Indeed, the streets were deserted. After having traveled
countless miles, she slowly took cognizance of the fact
that she had passed few headlights. The passing country-
side was strange to her, and the few houses she saw were
dark. She glanoed at the luminous clock on the dash-
board; three o'clock!

“"Three o'‘clock. Who cares?”™ Nocturnal rides were not at
all uncommon to her. Her little car, which had miracu-
lously survived three accidents, was her best friend and
most valued possession; it would transport her nearly
anywhere, and at any hour; even more important, unlike
human companionship, it was never inaccessible. She had
more than once driven all night. The open road, the cool
fresh breeze, the sense of control usually lifted her

moods.

But tonight was different: the momentary pleasantness
provided by the external world was soon dissipated by the
weight of her mood; time and space lost their signifl-
oanoe, as her thoughts narrowed into a feeling of numbness.

Then the haunting voice again made itself heard, piercing
the numbness like a dagger. So gentle, so sensltlTre.
But the pain which it generated was not entirely unplea-
sant; at least she felt alive. The numbness, on the
other hand, had made her feel as if she were floating in
a limbo of half-life and half-death. The sharp pain
transported her into the realm of undiluted emotion,
where life is most intense, where one is truly aware of

his being.



Edna was now driving aiongsiae a skinny guard rail which
separated the narrow” winding road from the Columbia
River, several hundred feet below. This, too, exhilarated

her: "Just think,” she thought, "I have control over life
and death—with one turn of the wheel, | can go over the
edge. Eternal sleep will be mine,"”

The image cf Mark danced before her, but was soon replaced
by Rachel. Rachel, the witch, masquerading in a smooth,
beautiful exterior of serenity, gentleness, "You fool
everyone, until they get to know you better. Most people
never get to know you better, though—but 1| did,"

Edna recalled the early months of their friendship, when
Rachel had seemed to be the ideal friend. Edna vias con-
stantly surrounded by other people, but she did not really
have anyone in vihom she could confide. Rachel had seemed
to be that kind cf person, for she listened vath interest,
and seemed to be extremely v/ise for her twenty-tv/o years.
Even Edna's mother thought her a good influence. But
Edna knew that Rachel's vias a ollnioally detached inter-
est; she did not really want to get involved with other
people. Edna had not immediately sensed this, for she was
usually too busy talking. Only much later had she noticed
ho7f casually Rachel treated others when they tried to get
too close to her. This was particularly true with me:

she went out with them occasionally, but as soon as they
began to get serious, she dropped them. She intended
never tc marry. This fact alarmed Edna, but also held a
strange fascination for her.

"You make them love you, Rachel, and then you throw them
away. Oh, how 1 hate youl But,” and Edna smiled, "I
don't have to live to see you take Mark,"

Edna had novi outvitted the serene image in the white coat.
The canyon looked so inviting, so eternal. But as
Rachel's presence bore more deeply into her consciousness,
she got the impression that this Tias just what Rachel
would want her to do. Indeed, the beautif:™ green eyes
appeared tc be smiling, egging her on. Either way,
Rachel would win.

She was transfixed by both images--the hypnotic, inviting
deepness of the canyon, and the trace cf sadism in

Rachel's smile—but Rachel proved to be the more over-
powering of the two: guided by a determination that /
Rachel would not kill her, Edna did not turn left, iijito
the canyon; she instead stopped at a clearing on the right

side of the road.

After sitting there for some time, she turned the car
around and drove toward town. The numbness had returned,
but was gradually giving way to intense hatred, a hatred
as sharp as the pain which she had experienced earlier.
She had to do something. But what? She was compelled to
hurt Rachel, but in what way? She could think of nothing
that would put a dent in the calm, detached exterior.

As she reached town, it was Just beginning to get light,
but she cared little. Instead of going home, she drove
past Rachel's apartment house. Seeing lights shining
brightly through the upstairs windows, she decided to pay
Rachel a visit. But she must be calm. She could not
reveal her hatred, not yet anyway.

It required a great deal of effort, but Edna appeared tc
be casual when she knocked uppn the door. When it was
opened, she cheerfully exclaimed, "Greetings, fellow
night owli 1 was Just driving around, so | thought I'd

stop In, Vfhat keeps you up so late?"

A note of puzzlement graced Rachel's smooth, oval face.
"Why, Edna, I've been working on my thesis. Come in,"

she invited, straightening her slightly disarrayed hair,
"and have some coffee Tiith me. 1've been drinking the

stuff all night—and taking NoDoz tablets.™

As Edna walked into the book-lined room, she could not
take her eyes off the other girl: Rachel's slender form,
dressed in a white silk shirt-blouse, gray Bermmda
shorts, and large forest-green sweater with silver but-
tons, moved gaily across the room; and her green eyes
shone, though she must have been tired.

As Edna sat opposite the calm brunette, Mark's words

again echoed in her ears, "Oh, what a witch you are,”
she thought, "behind that exquisite face and gentle
manner lies only »old, hard granite.” Somehow, she



managed to suppress her feelings of hatred, while telling
Rachel of Mark's interest.

"But he's your boy friend,” replied Rachel in a soft volce,

"Don't be silly. He's just a friend—he Is like a big
brother,” answered Edna, as she bit her lip.

"You love him,"
"Kol" Edna had not expected this.

"And you hate me,” Rachel continued, "you think nme a
heartless creature. Perhaps |I am. It is true that |
have hurt many people—some very deeply. | won't take
Mark a-way from you."™ At that, Rachel began to cry.

The tears were quite disconcerting to Edna, for she had
believed Rachel incapable of so human eitv.emoti on.

Rachel went on: "Perhaps you v.IlIl understand. Love is a
very elusive thing. Some find it and cherish It; others
never find it; then there are those who find it, tut,
because society has entombed them, must deny it. If you
do hate me, | don't blame you,"

Edna was confused. She now knew that she did have the
po'wer to hurt Rachel; she could say everything which had
been bottled up within her all these months, things which
had begun to accumulate long before the advent of Mark,
The whole situation seemed unreal to her, as unreal as
the contrast betv/een the trees and the bright red sky.
Mark faded from her mind and she was conscious only of
the other girl. All of a sudden, Edna di™ understand,
and the remaining fragments of hatred succumbed to a
feeling of tenderness.

She Crossed the room and kissed Rachel's soft hair.
"Don't do that, please,” Rachel cried,
ivhy?"

"You would never understand, not in a million years,”

Rachel replied, a note of panic in her voice# Then she
added, slowly and clearly, "Because | love you."

Edna stood, transfixed, and gave voice to alien words,

"l love you, too," But when she looked into Rachel's
deep eyes, the words no longer seemed alien; Their
meaning flooded her consciousness, and she knew that they
reflected her feelings, Rachel put her arms around her,
saying nothing.

A

| AM A SUBSCRIBER TO THE LADDER AND FIND IT INTERESTING TO READ,
EXCEPT THAT | AOULD ENJOY A BETTER AND MORE REFINED TYPE OF STORY

THAN IS USUALLY PUBLISHED IN YOUR MAGAZINE,

"THERE IS A BIG QUESTION IN MY MIND AS TO WHY MOST WRITERS OF
Lesbian fiction portray women who love one another as being sexu-
ally PROMISCUOUS, UNREFINED, AND PROFANE. | ALSO RESENT THE POR-
TRAYAL OF WOMEN WHO ENJOY CLOSE FRIENDSHIPS WITH OTHER WOMEN AND
WHO SHARE THEIR LIFE WITH ANOTHER W/OMAN AS BEING EMOTIONALLY
UNSTABLE AND WAYWARD, GOING FROM ONE COMPANION TO ANOTHER. |
KNOW SEVERAL PAIRS OF CLOSE FRIENDS WHO ENJOY A STABLE, DEEP-
ROOTED COMPANIONSHIP THAT HAS LASTED MANY YEARS. SO MANY WRITERS
OF Lesbian fiction portray this kind of life at its worst with
THE MOST DEBASED KIND OF CHARACTERS. I*HY SHOULD A CLOSE ATTACH-
MENT TO A WOMAN FRIEND CARRY THE STIGMA THAT IT SO OFTEN DOES?

IT IS MY OPINION THAT IT DOES BECAUSE WRITERS PICTURE IT AS A
CORRUPT, DEMORALIZING, DEGRADED RELATIONSHIP.

"l BELIEVE THERE ARE MANY WOMEN WHO ARE HIGHLY EDUCATED, WELL-
ROOTED IN RESPONSIBLE AND LUCRATIVE POSITIONS; WHO ARE REFINED—
NOT PROFANE; WHO DRINK ONLY TEA, COFFEE, AND SOFT DRINKS— NOT
ALCOHOLIC BEVERAGES; AND V.HO ARE ACTIVE IN THE CHURCH AND SOCIAL
CLUBS— NOT ROAMING THE STREETS TO FIND A PARTNER WITH WHOM TO
SHARE A FEW MINUTES OF PHYSICAL PLEASURE. | BELIEVE ALSO THAT A
GREAT MANY WOMEN OF THE KIND | HAVE DESCRIBED ARE ENJOYING A
HAPPY, PLEASURABLE LIFE WITH A CLOSE WMAN FRIEND. PROBABLY MANY



OTHER WOMEN - PERHAPS SOME EVEN V.HO ARE MARRIED - WOULD, IE THEY
COULD MEET A PLEASING PERSON IVITH SIMILAR INTERESTS WHO ATTRACTED
THEM, BE DELIGHTED TO SHARE THEIR LIFE WITH SUCH A PERSON. A
SOLITARY LIFE SURELY ISN'T CHOSEN BY MANY. SOMEONE* TO LOVE, PLAN
WITH, AND SHARE WITH MAKES LIFE WORE WORTHWHILE AND MORE PLEAS-
URABLE. Some legitumte means should be found whereby women of
REFINEMENT AND GOOD CHARACTER COULD MEET THOSE WITH LIKE INTER-
ESTS AND FIND THAT SOMEONE WITH WHOM THEY CAN SHARE THEIR LIFE.

"l HOPE YOUR ORGANIZATION WILL WORK ON IMPROVING THE QUALITY OF
LESBIAN FICTION, AND WILL DEVISE A WAY OF GETTING WOMEN INTRO-
DUCED WHO ARE LONELY AND HUNGRY FOR LOVE AND COMPANIONSHIP."

- E W, INDIANA

* * X% X *

"In THIS HATE-FILLED WORLD, HOW ANYONE CAN CRITICIZE ANYONE ELSE
FOR LOVING IS SIMPLY BEYOND MY UNDERSTANDING. YOURS FOR MORE
LOVE - WHOMEVER AND WHEREVER,

A Reader
“"EXE

" 1 ;>:UST CONFESS TO WHAT IS PROBABLY A TOO-FREQUENT SYNDROME -

THE 'L et SOMEBODY ELSE RISK HER NECK' DISEASE. SINCE | FIRST
HEARD OF DCS AND THE L'IDDER, | HAVE BEEN TORN BETWEEN W/ANTING TO
PITCH IN AND BEING AFRAID TO. AND OF COURSE THE FEAR HAS BEEN A
REAL CHAMELEON, SOMETIMES LOOKING LIKE 'VJHAT'S THE USE - IT'S TOO
SOON - SOCIETY ISN'T READY' AND OTHER TIMES LIKE ' I WORE MY SIGN
YEARS AGO ON THE ©.EST COAST - THAT WAS LONG AGO AND ADOLESCENT
AMD NOW I'M OUT OF IT - STAY OUT," ETC., ETC.

"I'M SURE YOU'VE HEARD ALL THIS AND MORE ALL TOO OFTEN. AND PER-
HAPS FROM THE VERY PEOPLE WHO COULD CONTRIBUTE QUITE A BIT???

"The POINT IS THAT | OWE YOU THANKS FOR FORCING ME TO FACE UP TO
WHETHER | WAS EVER GOING TO DO ANYTHING EXCEPT CAREFULLY HIDE

EACH ISSUE CF THE LADDES."

- 0. K., lllinois
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Donald Webster Cory’s
THE HOMOSEXUAL INAMERICA

Now available In paperback from the Book Service of Daughters
of Bilitis, 1232 Market St., Suite 108, San Francisco, Calif.

Price $.75 Plus $,12 handling charge Total pcice $.87
In California add tax Total price $,90

THi HOMOSEXUAL IN AMERICA discusses for the first time,
openly and frankly,

§ 'ihat it means to be a homosexual in present-day America

H ‘ivhat problems the homosexual encounters, what adjustments
he must make, what humiliations he must accept

The special language and gathering places of the homosexual
Marriage and parenthood for the homosexual
"Cures" for homosexuality

The problem of promiscuity and the search for
Vihat parents can do for their homosexual children

love

* o o o~

"Kinsey has given us a picture of the widespread incidence of
homosexual behavior patterns; Cory now ad™ds flesh to that
skeleton. In a straightforviard manner he tells us what it
feels like to be a homosexual. One can hardly help but profit

from this opportunity to view and feel his world."

- American dburnal of Physical Medicine

"Best book written for the laity on this subject...honest,
provocative, often controversial, but keenly intelligent...
the various reasons why homosexuals marry are fully explored,
also the strange double lives some husbands lead,,.a great

service."

- Harry Benjamin, M. D,
American Journal of Psychotherapy

V/riting with amazing frankness, and basing his material
squarely on his own and his companions' sex experiences,
Mr. Cory has given us a remarkable document,”

- Albert Ellis, Ph. D,



