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E D I T O R I A L

THE LADDER has long needed to take a more active look at the current 
world. Beginning with this issue, we will make every effort to present a more 
balanced maga2ine. with the emphasis on better quality writing in every area.

You will notice that this issue marks the end of a publishing year and is 
marked, VOLUME XII, NUMBER'S XI AND XII. The next issue you receive will 
be the first of a new expanded, 48  page bi-monthly publication. This will be 
VOLUME XIII, NUMBER I, and it will cover the months of October and Novem
ber, 1968

Elsewhere in this issue you will find announcement of a new reader service 
which we feel will be of great benefit to all, those who take advantage of it 
personally, and those who simply examine the results.

From now on. all letters to the editor which require a reply will receive a reply 
within 30 days of receipt.

We need help from each of you. We need good current non-fiction articles 
The only limitation is that the article must fit into the basic concepts of the 
magazine Articles must deal with some aspect of minority rights for women 
in general, or topics in any way concerned with Lesbians or Lesbianism. We 
need to hear about any kind of community involvement—all aspects of daily 
life NOW!!!

We have a continuing need for good stories, good poetry, unusual individual 
experiences, and photographs and drawings suitable for use on the cover of 
the magazine.

READER'S RESPOND has been missing too long. We need to know how you 
feel about any and all aspects of homophile life, and about this magazine. Tell 
us what you do and don't like and make your letter interesting enough, and well 
enough written, to print.

Material submitted for publication which cannot be used will be returned if 
you provide a stamped, self-addressed envelope. You may use a pseudonym, 
but you must provide your full correct name and address. Manuscripts should 
be typed, double spaced, on ordinary white typing paper measuring 8 by 11 
inches. If you cannot type your work, then print legibly. All material intended 
for publication in THE LADDER should be addressed to Gene Damon, Editor. 
You will hear whether or not your material is usable within six weeks from date 
of receipt. Anonymously submitted material will be destroyed.

Everyone can, and should, want to help. We need newspaper clippings, maga
zine articles and reviews of movies and books. We need to hear about any kind 
of prejudicial treatment of women in general, job discrimination, etc. Be sure to 
indicate CLEARLY on each clipping or article the name of the newspaper or 
magazine and the date of the issue. Material cannot be used in any way with
out this information.

Help us to please you. Help us to please others Help make this magazine, 
THE LADDER, as good as it can be. You, all of you, provide the potential and 
the limitations of the magazine. If you work with us, we have unlimited growth 
potential. If you d on 't...................

GENE DAMON  
Editor
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THE HOMOSEXUAL IDENTITY
by James Colton

In a U. S. News and World Re
port interview, 29 July 1968, Dr. 
George Gallup said voter registra
tion in the U. S. at present is 27 
percent Republican, 46 percent 
Democratic. “The Democrats don’t 
have to do as good a job as the Re
publicans for one simple reason: 
Their party is a coalition of minori
ties. By keeping it together, they 
have a majority in most elections. . .  
If the Democratic candidate can 
keep labor in line, the Negro vote 
in line, the Catholic and Jewish vote 
in line—he's O.K.”

This article isn’t about politics— 
Democratic and Republican. It is 
about the position of one particular 
minority group—homosexuals—in 
the U. S. today and how it can 
change that position. The answer 
is that it has only one chance of 
wielding any kind of effective power. 
And that chance lies in its finding 
common ground with other minori
ties and with individuals of advanc
ed ideas in the current effort to set 
our country straight and to assure 
everyone in it a right to his place in 
the sun.

The homosexual minority is a 
fact. In a feature article by Charles 
Alverson, 17 July 1968, The Wall 
Street Journal numbered it at 10 
million. Dr. Warded Pomeroy, the 
Kinsey associate, has estimated 15 
million. Why the disparity? Because 
no accurate count is possible. Any 
homosexual can give you the reason.

The reason is that it is so easy to 
hide.

This single fact has hobbled ho
mosexuals. If we could not mask 
ourselves we would be farther ahead. 
If there were no way of deceiving 
the rest of society as to our minority 
status, we would have been forced 
to change it. Upgrade it. We would 
no longer be second-class citizens.

We would also be better human 
beings, better able to make contri
butions to the community we live 
in, the nation, the world at large. 
Because duplicity is degrading and 
demoralizing. Furtiveness and de
ception as a way of life weaken the 
fabric of the personality. Integrity 
becomes hard to hang onto. So does 
happiness.

Why do homosexuals live as they 
do?

The root of the trouble lies in a 
simple and understandable desire to 
“belong.” Aside from a small per
centage of rebels, most children rais
ed in a given kind of home, neigh
borhood, church, business, school 
community regard that background 
as natural. They want to continue in 
it as adults. Its values tend to be 
their values. They need its stability 
and continuum.

But those who find themselves 
homosexuals confront a problem. 
In order to be true to their deepest 
nature, they cannot conform to the 
sexual code of the society in which 
they want to live. Individuals meet 
this dilemma as best they can. If, 
that is, they choose to meet it at all. 
Most keep dodging it. Some dodge

it all their lives. There are Lesbians 
and homosexual males who have for 
20, 30, 40 years kept those closest to 
them—parents, brothers and sis
ters, even wives and children—ig
norant of their true nature. Dimin
ishing if not destroying themselves 
in the bargain.

It’s not a new story. Which makes 
it no less sad.

Even sadder is the fact that it is 
not necessary. The fear and hatred 
of homosexuality woven into our 
social fabric are not basic, not useful, never were. They sprang from 
ignorance and have done nothing 
but harm. This must be changed. 
Those threads must be pulled. They 
are ugly. They weaken the fabric.

Homosexuals are performing suc
cessfully at every level of our society 
today, from the professions—doc
tors, lawyers, teachers, clergymen, 
librarians—through the arts—writ
ers, actors, painters, musicians, dan
cers—the civil service on Federal, 
State and local levels—and from the 
topmost executive to the humblest 
clerk in business and industry.

Homosexuals know this.
It is time, past time, that the rest 

of society was told it. One’s sexual 
bent has nothing to do with one’s 
capacity to function as a useful 
member of society. It has nothing to 
do with one’s capacity to function as 
a loving son or daughter, as a parent, 
as a friend. It never did.

Homosexuals know this.
But too few of us have used the 

knowledge to take us to a logical 
and saving conclusion. Too many 
of us have assumed because the 
background from which we sprang 
has so many values we accept with
out question, that all of its values 
must be right. Including hostile at
titudes toward homosexuality. Too

many of us—the vast majority—are 
ashamed of being homosexual. We 
hide the fact.And we do this not only for our 
own protection. We do it in the mis
taken belief that we are protecting 
others—usually parents. When, in 
fact, we are simply making life more 
complicated for ourselves, for them, 
and certainly for the next genera
tion of homosexuals to come.

They will keep coming.
Because homosexuality is not a 

conditioned reflex, as today’s estab
lishment psychiatrists allege. The 
laboratory has given us the answer. 
Homosexuality is a congenital 
anomaly. Reports biologist Sey
mour Levine in the April 1966 
Scientific American:

“There are distinct differences 
between the male brain and the fe
male brain . . . differences that de
termine sexual activity.” Research 
work by Dr. Levine and others at 
the University of Kansas and at 
Stanford shows that “ the brain of 
the mammal is essentially female 
until a certain stage of develop
ment . . .” In the laboratory rat this 
stage is reached shortly after birth.

But in man it occurs before birth.
“ If testosterone, the male hor

mone, is absent at this stage of de
velopment, the brain will remain 
female; if testosterone is present, the 
brain will develop male characteris
tics . . . Human homosexual behav
ior fn^y depend in a fundamental 
way on what the hormonal makeup 
of the individual happens to be dur
ing the development of the nervous 
system.”In other words, homosexuals are 
born that way.Among some 80 sets of identical 
twins studied by the Austrian scien
tist Kallmann, without exception



where one was homosexual so was 
the other, in spite of the fact that in 
many cases the twins were separat
ed at birth and grew up in differing 
environments.

In other words, homosexuals are 
born that way.

E. Slater’s figures in his study 
“ Birth Order and the Maternal Age 
of Homosexuals” show that “the 
birth orders of 401 male homosex
uals showed a significant shift to 
the right.” Which simply means 
“ they were generally born later in 
the life of the mother than would 
be theoretically expected.”

In other words, homosexuals are 
born that way.

Princeton University biologist 
Robert D. Lisk has done some ex
perimenting with rats that he be
lieves indicates “that certain abnor
malities of sexual behavior do oc
cur naturally (sic) and have biologi
cal origin.” Using male and female 
rats whose sex organs had been re
moved at birth. Dr. Lisk found he 
was able to “ turn on” sexual reac
tions by injections of synthetic hor
mones into the brain. One injected 
group, whether male or female, fol
lowed a passive female behavior pat
tern.

But a second group of males and 
females, surprisingly, offered vacil
lating reactions, behaving at one 
time like females, at another vigor
ously and with aggressive move
ments which the doctor classified as 
“male response.” Dr. Lisk believes 
his work may indicate that instruc
tions for male sex behavior are in
born in the brain side by side with 
instructions for female behavior, 
one set of instructions being erased 
hormonally at birth. Where the era
sure does not take place, later sexual 
behavior in the individual may fol

low patterns contra-indicated by 
the physiological makeup.

In other words, homosexuals are 
born that way.

There is no shortage of hard 
scientific data. And there is, as a 
result, no excuse for a homosexual 
identity crisis. Not on the personal, 
individual level. Not any more. You 
and I are homosexuals as the left- 
handed are left-handed, the blue
eyed blue-eyed. Neither blame nor 
praise is attached. Agonies of self- 
loathing and struggles to “adjust” 
to some imaginary norm are point
less self-indulgence. Cures there are 
none, because there is no disease. 
When homosexuals do become men
tally ill, homosexuality is not their 
sickness.

Their sickness results from social 
pressure.

And here is where the real iden
tity crisis lies. At the core of today’s 
society. That society is a shaky con
struct. Negroes are tearing at it, 
burning it, intent on having a bet
ter, stronger, fairer society in its 
place. The poor want it rebuilt. And 
why not? Writes New Republic col
umnist Richard Lee Strout 
(“T. R. B.”):

“The government pays racist Sen
ator James O. Eastland of Missis
sippi $157,000 a year for not produc
ing cotton, while it pays the plan
tation family deprived of work $35 
a month in relief to starve on . . .”

City dwellers are terrified of the 
crime and violence around them. 
University students are tired of be
ing treated like so much anonymous 
livestock to be fattened with educa
tion and herded off to meaningless, 
identical lives. Americans of all ages 
and conditions are sick at heart 
about the bungling, murderous, sui
cidal mess in Vietnam.

Homosexuals too have a right to 
protest.

They have more than a right. They 
have an obligation. Risks, personal 
and very great, are being taken every 
day, on every hand, by individuals 
prominent and obscure, alone and 
in groups, in an attempt to revise 
and correct the shameful injustices 
and inequities of U. S. life at this 
moment of history. What right have 
homosexuals to stand on the side
lines, frightened, mute?

We have an identity. A group 
identity. Whether we like it or not. 
Just as a good many Negroes no 
doubt would prefer not to be black, 
to shirk having to struggle for rights 
the laws promise them but which the 
white power-structure withholds, so 
homosexuals have strict obligations 
to fight for their rights. A moral 
imperative—because no skin colo
ration readily identifies them—and 
a social and historical imperative.

Because the laws against us are 
still on the books. And prejudices 
against us are still in people’s heads 
and hearts.

Until they are removed, the ho
mosexual identity crisis will con
tinue. We must face the fact that, 
like it or not, the majority regard 
us as members of a minority. They 
force us to form a minority. And 
because it is a small minority we 
must augment its strength. This we 
can do by finding common cause 
with other minorities and those in
dividuals who, while not necessarily 
of minorities, are thinking and 
speaking, writing and planning and 
working at ways of making our so
ciety, our system, livable.

Where there are cases involving 
sexual freedom—not just for homo
sexuals—there the Lesbian and male 
homosexual ought to be adding their

support. Where censorship threat
ens full freedom of expression—not 
only in matters homosexual—there 
the Lesbian and male homosexual 
ought to protest. Where police en
trapment, harrassment, brutality oc
cur—not just against homosexuals 
—the Lesbian and male homosex
ual ought to raise their voices. 
Where privacy is invaded, whether 
by government snoopers or private 
business—not just in homosexual 
cases—the Lesbian and the male 
homosexual ought to expose it, de
cry it.

Of course each of us is different. 
So are individual Negroes, Mexi
cans, Jews. Their differences don’t 
divide them. Not fundamentally. 
Not on the big issues. On those they 
unite. Whether homosexuals do this 
in formal organizations or not is 
less important than that they have 
a sense o f identity with others whose 
sexual pattern is like their own. And 
of course that they feel no guilt 
about it. Then they can act effective-
ly-When, for example, a play like 
The Killing o f Sister George, where
in three lesbians are portrayed, each 
without a shred of recognizable hu
manity, write a letter to your local 
paper about it, get your objections 
to the management of the theatre 
that brought it to your community. 
Refuse to accept without a murmur 
a presentation that is going to con
firm the general public in its out
dated and patronizing, if not hostile, 
conception of Lesbians. Do your 
single, individual best to right 
wrongs and set people’s thinking 
straight.A picket line at the theatre would 
be even better.Not to prevent people seeing the 
play. Fair is fair. One cannot claim



to believe in total freedom of ex
pression only where one’s own ideas 
are advanced. No . . . not to prevent 
people seeing the play. But to show 
people that responsible human be
ings feel strongly about being mis
represented. It would do no good? 
Don’t you believe it. At least those 
playgoers who read your signs would 
know about your indignation and 
your courage. They would add ano
ther perhaps unsettling ingredient 
to their meager stereotype of the 
Lesbian—responsible human being.

Which would be quite a plus.
The Negro has stopped running

scared. He has opted for his own 
identity. Black is beautiful. He has 
nothing to lose? Everybody has 
.something to lose. Even the poor of 
Appalachia, even the Mexican grape 
harvester. But they have a world to 
win. So have homosexuals. A right 
to walk in the sunlight of full free

dom, unmasked, upright, unasham
ed. We are a viable minority. With 
an identity. With a cause. Sexual 
freedom too is a civil right. You 
can’t pick up a magazine, conserva
tive or liberal, at this moment of his
tory and not read “ this is a time of 
change.”

Are homosexuals going to let it 
pass them by?

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
James Colton has written for The 

New Yorker. Harper's, the Atlantic and 
other magazines. His two published 
novels were Lost on Tw iligh t Road and 
Strange Marriage. Another novel and 
a collection of short stories called. The 
Corrupter, will appear late this fall. He 
is at work on a novel and a non-fiction 
book due for 1969. He lives with his 
wife, the poet-artist Jane Race, in Los 
Angeles. They have a grown daughter, 
the writer Carol Harris.

Announcing THE COUNSELLOR'S CORNER Ruth M. McGuire. Ph D

We ai€ beginning a regular column in THE LADDER, to be made up of YOUR personal 
problems in the form of letters, and a reply by a distinguished psychiatric, social case
worker. Dr Ruth M McGuire.

Dr McGuire has over 34 years of experience in this field, and has kindly offered her 
services to THE LADDER

Hr terosexuals are not unique in having personal problems that require expert advice. 
However, they have places to go and people to see, far beyond the help available to 
troubled or simply worried homosexuals. As everyone knows, for every person who 
seeks direct aid. there are hundreds who would accept the impersonal aid of a letter. 
The popularity of Ann Landers (we are not making comparisons, however) testifies to 
this.

Letters to Dr McGuire MUST be addressed to Gene Damon. Editor of THE LADDER. 
The letters must not exceed 1000 words in length Please DO NOT sign your name and 
address on the letter proper, but you must include your name and address either on the 
outside of your envelope or on a 3 x 5 slip included with the letter You should adopt 
some form of simple identifying signature on your letter— but don't use "troubled" 
or "worried " or "unhappy " (columnists receive dozens thus signed every day)— pick 
something a little different.

Dr McGuire will decide which letters to use, and those that cannot be used will be 
destroyed, and no reply will be made to them NO letter will be replied to by mail. This 
IS not possible

The column will appear as soon as YOU provide the letters 
BE SURE TO ADDRESS YOUR LETTERS TO GENE DAMON, NOT TO DR McGUIRE 
DIRECTLY, AS THIS WILL SIMPLY DELAY THEM AND MAY CAUSE THEM TO BE 
LOST

REPORT ON
THE 1968 NATIONAL D.O.B. GENERAL ASSEMBLY 

by Sten Russell

Sandy and I arrived in Denver. 
Colorado at the International Air
port beneath gathering storm clouds. 
Neither of us had rain gear, al
though I had come prepared with 
one good coat, just in case of snow. 
Lois Williams, National Vice-Presi
dent, had preceded us from San 
Francisco and was kind enough to 
welcome us to the new city. It had 
been a nice flight by Continental 
and we had enjoyed the superb ser
vice given ordinary pas.sengers. 1 
had enjoyed the scenery and for
gotten at least twice that the less 
said about the scenery below, to 
Sandy . . .  the better. She does not 
thrill to take-offs, air-views of the 
geological formations, and landing!!, 
as I do. She sipped her bourbon 
and water and thought of land ani
mals such as Ben Cat, perhaps; 
safe in a nice veterinarian’s hospi
tal in Southern California. She had 
brought with her an address by Ben 
Cat, to be read at the General As
sembly Business Meeting, if time 
permitted. It did not. The crush of 
business was such that Sandy did 
not even request permission to read 
it to the convened Assembly the 
following day. The same was true 
of Del Martin’s “Changing People” 
. . .  an answer, or rebuttal if you will, 
to Meredith Grey’s “Changing 
Times” published in the August 
1968 Ladder . . .  an item so hot off 
the presses, that we carried copies 
for the delegates with us on the 
plane to Denver. However, copies of 
Del’s Address were also distributed

to all delegates and members pres
ent.I quote here an abridged edition 
of Ben Cat's Address for the Lad
der readership:

“Somehow, 1 was caught up in 
the Republican National Conven
tion and some of the things my peo
ple were saying about the Daughters 
of Bilitis meeting sounded so simi
lar that I am having a hard time 
understanding just what the mino
rity is.“To begin with, there is the ele
ment of cynicism. We are in a time 
that makes us question everybody’s 
motives. We are in a time that 
causes us to presume that altruism 
is a thing of the past and that all 
proposals and promises carry with 
them a heavy binding cord. We are 
weary of cliches and weary of the 
idea of “change” for change’s sake. 
We know that change is the order 
of things and that it cannot be forced 
into old patterns or into warped imi
tations of that which has been and 
what can be.

“Cats have short lives, so when 
they think of capacities for the fu
ture, they think in terms of “how 
long” and “ how many.” The 
Daughters of Bilitis is a young or
ganization in the history of our na
tion. Yet, it has made a very great 
dent in the literature^ and the re
search of this time. Very few people 
have been involved. These people 
have proceeded cautiously, pro
tectively. They have secured good 
legal coun.sel. They have yielded

l l



lo the desires of their Assembly. 
Every Assembly has been demo
cratic and proper.

“ I never met Shirley Willer’s cat, 
but she spoke well of him and I un
derstand that he has now joined the 
univer.se of good cats. I have sniffed 
Shirley and Meredith well and I 
think they are very nice. Many cats 
have been in this movement. Many 
have died in it. In addition to Shir
ley's, 1 raise my paw to Patishaw 
and Ace who were the friends of 
Del Martin and Phyllis Lyon from 
the beginning of the organization. 
Ace was a host and Patishaw was a 
critic . . .  a fine balance.

“Now it appears that a time has 
come after two years of effort that 
Shirley and Meredith have present
ed a program for re-organization of 
the Daughters of Biliiis. I have read 
all of the material that has come to 
our home and 1 have mulled it over 
. . . though this has been hard, since 
it is our flea season in Southern 
California. It is my thought that 
what has existed in the past is like 
one wing of the political spectrum 
and what is suggested is like anoth
er. I will not label them “right” or 
“left,” since this sort of labelling 
might be misunderstood. Then, it 
.seems to me that for a time, what 
we need to do is find a middle 
ground . . .  a concensus, if you will, 
on which we can operate until we 
have the kind of membership that 
will justify the bold and over-taking 
approach of the “new” wing. It 
would seem that we need to use 
everything we have to get new 
members and new chapters so that 
we can engage in the program that 
has been suggested. Being a cat who 
is terribly concerned with continuity 
and with property rights, I cannot 
see anyone’s losing anything in this

time, but rather, I would be con
cerned with gains that can be made.
I think you girls must attend your
selves to a program that will en
hance your recruitive program, in
crease your LADDER circulation, 
create a broader spectrum of activi
ties. It is my thought that if you can
not make what you have work for 
you, then there is little hope for a 
broader, more complex plan to 
work.

"I am simple in my needs. When 
I itch, I scratch. If I were in an or
ganization such as yours, I would 
look hard at those areas that itch 
and I would try to do something 
about them. /  don't think money is 
the only answer. I work entirely 
without money. My girls have mon
ey . .  . not a lot but enough to keep 
me healthy and sleek. If an emer
gency ari.ses, they meet it. I have 
considerable faith in their ability 
to keep me in good cess.

“ It is the nature and the life-span 
of cats that I may not survive your ' 
evolvement. But I hope that you 
will understand that I have much at 
stake . . .  for one thing, I have my 
career as a writer and then I have to 
live with two women who have been 
in this movement so very long that 
they truly do want the best possible 
life for it. I used the word “ life.” 
That is very important. It has be
come proper and tiresomely neces
sary to use the term “viable.” Each 
year or two seems to bring its special 
word. A while back, it was “dichot
omy.” In any event, viability simply 
means to me, “ it can live.” A living 
organization must have living people. It cannot exist upon a structure 
of statistics, law, programming and 
probabilities. It must be made up of 
living people who need it. Their rea
sons for participation may be varied.

It is not important that all the mem
bers like each other. I like very few 
cats in my neighborhood, but we 
get along well enough. It is not 
necessary for an agreement on all 
policy . . .  it is only proper that the 
rules are understood and adhered to 
. . .  if they are the will of the ma
jority.“ We are at the edge of the break
through that might make us really, 
the most important special maga
zine in the nation. In recent months 
we have begun to acquire top writers 
and poets and we are now pleased to 
have the best possible editor avail
able to us. We have a production 
person willing to work to any sched
ule and we have a printer committed 
to producing the magazine in the 
best possible way at the least ex
pense. Here we are. Will you cut 
loose? Will there be a lack of 
funds because one faction is unhap
py with another? Will you prove all 
the diatribes and accusations level
ed at you by society? Are Lesbians 
(or homosexuals) necessarily immature, incompetent, in states of 
arrested development? Are they 
sick? Perhaps some of you buy this 
book and think this is so, because 
the greater society says it is so. But 
I have viewed a lot of this life and 
I believe that all of you are intelli
gent, capable people who can serve 
your needs and your groups’ needs 
and your nation’s needs.

“ I hope you will all use your pow
ers of evaluation, consideration, de
duction and reason. If you do this, 
you will be unique in your world 
and will have acquired an experi
ence that might preserve you in the 
days ahead that will be fraught on 
all levels with lunacy and misalli
ance. We will find many areas in 
which survival dynamics may be

more important than movement 
and change. Let us all be ready for 
that. I am. I have informed my 
people of that which I expect.”

Mv deepest affection,
BEN CAT

To many, if not all ot you, this 
may seem the strangest report of a 
National D.O.B. Convention you 
have ever read. This may turn out to 
be true, because this is the first 
time in our history that we have not 
held a Convention (as we under
stand that term) in conjunction with 
our biennial business meeting. A 
D.O.B. Convention, complete with 
speakers, panels, rest periods, tours, 
parties, luncheons, banquets, etc. 
draws many people from across the 
entire nation, enriches our under
standing and growth, and makes the 
General Assembly Business meet
ing bearable . . . fo'r those who are 
not ecstatic about doing the hard 
work a Biennial Business Meeting 
requires. A Convention has in the 
past been hosted by a Chapter of 
the D.O.B. The first was held in 
San Francisco in 1960 and hosted by 
the San Francisco Chapter. The 
second was held in Los Angeles and 
hosted by the Los Angeles Chapter. 
The third was held in New York 
City in 1964 and hosted by the New 
York Chapter. The Conventions 
got better each time as the organi
zation got practice and strength at 
this form of communication. The 
fourth Convention was held back in 
San Francisco in 1966 and became 
the kick-off for what became known 
as “The 10 Days in August.” Many homophile organizations and organi
zations helpful to the cause of the 
homophile participated in the en
tire Ten Days Series. (Please refer 
to that period; we spent several



months reporting those events.) The 
point 1 am getting to is that when 
a Chapter and its leaders put on a 
National Convention for the Daugh
ters of Bilitis. it takes a year of hard 
work and planning. There was no 
Chapter in 1966 willing or able to 
take on this responsibility for 1968. 
The Chicago Chapter had just dis
solved, prior to the 196  ̂Cr - ,
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eral Business Meeting al 'o 
city central to the entire United 
States. Denver, Colorado was 
chosen.The General Assembly was held, 
August 9, 10, and 11th at The King's 
Inn in Aurora, a suburb of Denver, 
Colorado. The King’s Inn has ex
cellent service and accommodations, 
and reasonable rates. Shirley Wilier 
went to Denver and Aurora per
sonally and made the arrangements 
and reservations. She arranged for 
a Banquet speaker from one of the 
local Law Schools, but later had to 
cancel for lack of attending Daugh
ters and guests. The perils of putting 
on a National function for our or
ganization in a city which has no 
host Chapter for planning, organi
zation, and contacts has perhaps 
become evident. Miss Wilier had 
wanted the Convention to be held in 
Chicago during the same period as 
the North American Conference of 
Homophile Organizations but was 
vetoed by her Board.

There was so much business to 
take care of Saturday, before the 
Banquet, that elections could not 
be held until Sunday. The National 
Officers structure was somewhat 
altered Sunday. New Officers are: 
Rita Laporte, President; Rinalda

Reagan, Vice-President West; 
Joan Kent, Vice-President East; 
Lynd James, Secretary; and Lois 
Williams, Treasurer. The office of 
National Public Relations Director 
was killed, but not the function of 
this office. Chapter Representatives 
will no longer be b
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printer in Los Angeles. We trust 
you will read Miss Damon’s Edi
torial well, and heed it, and help us. 
We want no "scrapegoat" nomi
nations for 1970. They are not really 
a very good thing. Some in the past 
have not survived them . . .  or per
haps I should say, have not sur
vived earning them. There are sev
eral unlisted non-survivors this 
year that we all grieve for.

Miss Wilier was extended a Life 
Membership in the National Daugh
ters of Bilitis, by Miss Laporte, on 
behalf of the out-going and in-com
ing National Board. Gwen Mc
Gregor was designated to give the 
Presentation Speech. Martha Shel
ley also expressed the appreciation 
of the New York Chapter. Miss 
Wilier graciously accepted this hon
or. but felt it more properly should 
have been extended to Miss Mere
dith Grey.

Shirley Wilier and Meredith Grey 
and Jane Kogan of New York were 
voted official delegates to the North 
American Conference of Homophile 
Organizations, being held in Chica
go, Illinois, August 14-18, 1968.

The 1968 General Assembly 
unanimously elected Del Marlin

to be “ Ambassador at Large" for 
life.The 1968 General Assembly Busi
ness Meeting Minutes, along with 
Shirley and Meredith’s proposals 
for re-structuring the Corporation, 
Del’s Address, Rita Laporte’s let
ter to the membership and proposals 
for amending the present by-laws 
of the Corporation, and all pertinent 
correspondence will be sent to the 
entire membership via the Chapters, 
so that the membership may be giv
en ample time for study, debate, 
counter-proposals, etc. before the 
General Assembly and Convention 
to be held in New York in 1970. 
Rita Laporte volunteered to help 
Sten Russell on this monumental 
task.Monday morning was bright and 
clear in Denver, Colorado as we flew 
back to Los Angeles International 
Airport. It seemed to me that Den
ver could have had the decency to 
maintain inclement weather till 
we left, having rained floods all 
weekend. Perhaps, someday, we 
shall have the time and the money to 
take a real vacation in Colorado.

When we arrived home, Ben Cat 
would not speak to us, the front 
door lock would not work and the 
back door had to be forced open, 
and a small boy I love very much 
slightly dislocated my Jaw in his exu
berance. A week later I burned out 
the car on the freeway. Outside of 
that and the problem of breathing 
in this smogland of my birth, there 
is nothing much else to report at 
this time.There were fifteen Daughters 
who came to all or part of the Gen
eral Assembly, and two professional 
guests, Atty. Dave Clayton substi
tuting for Atty. Herb Donaldson, and 
Research Director, Florence Con

rad, both from San Francisco. Gene 
Damon and Lee Stuart, of Kansas 
City, visited the General Assembly. 
Liz and Nancy, two new members 
from New Jersey, had to leave Sun
day morning, as did Lois Williams 
of San Francisco. Shirley Wilier, 
Meredith Grey and Martha Shel
ley, of New York; Sten Russell and 
Helen Sanders, of Los Angeles; Rita 
Laporte, Gwen McGregor, Karen 
Wilson and Priscilla Cochran, of 
San Francisco; and “Kelly” of Salt 
Lake City; all stayed through Sun
day night. Stalwart souls!!

Shirley Wilier, out-going Na
tional President, appointed Sten 
Russell, Acting-Recording Secre
tary for the General Assembly, as 
Meredith Grey and she are current
ly touring the country. Sten Rus
sell, out-going National Corres
ponding Secretary, hastily looked 
around for all the help she could 
find. Thanks are in order for Liz 
and Kelly who helped Sten in taking 
full notes of the General Assembly 
for comparison and correction later 
on . . . for Karen and Priscilla, Liz 
and Martha, on three different tape 
recording machines, and for promis
es of help from Rita Laporte and Martha Shelley regarding reports 
to come. Special thanks go to Lois 
Williams, out-going Vice-President, 
for changing her plans at the last 
minute and coming to the Assembly 
as Acting-Treasurer to help us vali
date Chapter memberships and 
proxies, and give a Treasury report. 
Super credit goes to both Shirley 
and Meredith for the immense a- 
mount of work they have put in 
these past two years to put forth 
proposals of re-organization, auth
orized by the last General As
sembly. To see them go down to de
feat, and to continue working in this



months reporting those events.) The 
point 1 am getting to is that when 
a Chapter and its leaders put on a 
National Convention for the Daugh
ters of Bilitis, it takes a year of hard 
work and planning. There was no 
Chapter in 1966 willing or able to 
take on this responsibility for 1968. 
The Chicago Chapter had just dis
solved, prior to the 1966Convention. 
The Los Angeles Chapter had just 
re-formed. The newly elected Na
tional Governing Board proposed 
to put on the Convention and Gen
eral Business Meeting at some 
city central to the entire United 
States. Denver, Colorado was 
chosen.The General Assembly was held, 
August 9, 10, and 11th at The King’s 
Inn in Aurora, a suburb of Denver, 
Colorado. The King’s Inn has ex
cellent service and accommodations, 
and reasonable rates. Shirley Wilier 
went to Denver and Aurora per
sonally and made the arrangements 
and reservations. She arranged for 
a Banquet speaker from one of the 
local Law Schools, but later had to 
cancel for lack of attending Daugh
ters and guests. The perils of putting 
on a National function for our or
ganization in a city which has no 
host Chapter for planning, organi
zation, and contacts has perhaps 
become evident. Miss Wilier had 
wanted the Convention to be held in 
Chicago during the same period as 
the North American Conference of 
Homophile Organizations but was 
vetoed by her Board.

There was so much business to 
take care of Saturday, before the 
Banquet, that elections could not 
be held until Sunday. The National 
Officers structure was somewhat 
altered Sunday. New Officers are: 
Rita Laporte, President: Rinalda

Reagan, Vice - President West; 
Joan Kent, Vice-President East; 
Lynd James, Secretary; and Lois 
Williams, Treasurer. The office of 
National Public Relations Director 
was killed, but not the function of 
this office. Chapter Representatives 
will no longer be elected by the Chapters. They will automatically 
be represented on the National Gov
erning Board by the Chapter Presi
dents or acting-Chapter Presidents. 
Gene Damon volunteered to be the 
new Ladder Editor, Helen Sanders 
volunteered to be her production 
worker and representative to the 
printer in Los Angeles. We trust 
you will read Miss Damon’s Edi
torial well, and heed it, and help us. 
We want no “scrapegoat” nomi
nations for 1970. They are not really 
a very good thing. Some in the past 
have not survived them . . .  or per
haps I should say, have not sur
vived earning them. There are sev
eral unlisted non-survivors this 
year that we all grieve for.

Miss Wilier was extended a Life 
Membership in the National Daugh
ters of Bilitis, by Miss Laporte, on 
behalf of the out-going and in-com
ing National Board. Gwen Mc
Gregor was designated to give the 
Presentation Speech. Martha Shel
ley also expressed the appreciation 
of the New York Chapter. Miss 
Wilier graciously accepted this hon
or, but felt it more properly should 
have been extended to Miss Mere
dith Grey.

Shirley Wilier and Meredith Grey 
and Jane Kogan of New York were 
voted official delegates to the North 
American Conference of Homophile 
Organizations, being held in Chica
go, Illinois, August 14-18,1968.

The 1968 General Assembly 
unanimously elected Del Martin

to be “Ambassador at Large” for 
life.The 1968 General Assembly Busi
ness Meeting Minutes, along with 
Shirley and Meredith’s proposals 
for re-structuring the Corporation, 
Del’s Address, Rita Laporte’s let
ter to the membership and proposals 
for amending the present by-laws 
of the Corporation, and all pertinent 
correspondence will be sent to the 
entire membership via the Chapters, 
so that the membership may be giv
en ample time for study, debate, 
counter-proposals, etc. before the 
General Assembly and Convention 
to be held in New York in 1970. 
Rita Laporte volunteered to help 
Sten Russell on this monumental 
task.Monday morning was bright and 
clear in Denver, Colorado as we flew 
back to Los Angeles International 
Airport. It seemed to me that Den
ver could have had the decency to 
maintain inclement weather till 
we left, having rained floods all 
weekend. Perhaps, someday, we 
shall have the time and the money to 
take a real vacation in Colorado.

When we arrived home, Ben Cat 
would not speak to us, the front 
door lock would not work and the 
back door had to be forced open, 
and a small boy I love very much 
slightly dislocated my jaw in his exu
berance. A week later I burn^ out 
the car on the freeway. Outside of 
that and the problem of breathing 
in this smogland of my birth, there 
is nothing much else to report at
this time. _There were fifteen Daughters
who came to all or part of the Gen
eral Assembly, and two professional 
guests, Atty. Dave Clayton substi
tuting for Atty. Herb Donaldson, and 
Research Director, Florence Con

rad, both from San Francisco. Gene 
Damon and Lee Stuart, of Kansas 
City, visited the General Assembly. 
Liz and Nancy, two new members 
from New Jersey, had to leave Sun
day morning, as did Lois Williams 
of San Francisco. Shirley Wilier, 
Meredith Grey and Martha Shel
ley, of New York; Sten Russell and 
Helen Sanders, of Los Angeles; Rita 
Laporte, Gwen McGregor, Karen 
Wilson and Priscilla Cochran, of 
San Francisco; and “ Kelly” of Salt 
Lake City; all stayed through Sun
day night. Stalwart souls!!

Shirley Wilier, out-going Na
tional President, appointed Sten 
Russell, Acting-Recording Secre
tary for the General Assembly, as 
Meredith Grey and she are current
ly touring the country. Sten Rus
sell, out-going National Corres
ponding Secretary, hastily looked 
around for all the help she could 
find. Thanks are in order for Liz 
and Kelly who helped Sten in taking 
full notes of the General Assembly 
for comparison and correction later 
on . . . for Karen and Priscilla, Liz 
and Martha, on three different tape 
recording machines, and for promis
es of help from Rita Laporte and Martha Shelley regarding reports 
to come. Special thanks go to Lois 
Williams, out-going Vice-President, 
for changing her plans at the last 
minute and coming to the Assembly 
as Acting-Treasurer to help us vali
date Chapter memberships and 
proxies, and give a Treasury report. 
Super credit goes to both Shirley 
and Meredith for the immense a- 
mount of work they have put in 
these past two years to put forth 
proposals of re-organization, auth
orized by the last Gentfral As
sembly. To see them go down to de
feat, and to continue working in this



movement, bespeaks high character, 
great dedication. Super credit goes 
to Helen Sanders, also, for putting 
out the Ladder for two years, when 
she contracted for 6 months till an 
editor could be found. Gene Damon 
was a great source of help and in
spiration to Helen Sanders during 
this period. So was Ben Cat, except 
that he has gotten a lot of hairs in 
the typewriters causing them to re
quire extra cleaning. Considering 
the quality of his thoughts, however,
I guess that is a petty thing to men
tion. The San Francisco Chapter, 
Dottie King, Lois Williams, Karen 
and Priscilla, Del and Phyl, must 
be thanked as regards to Circula
tion. Again, however, but for Shir
ley Willer's heroic efforts at ob
taining large donations for the 
D.O.B. and the Ladder, the quality 
of production you now see could not 
have been paid for. Elizabeth 
Chandler has contributed greatly 
to covers and art-work for the Lad
der. This type of crediting could go 
on and on, and 1 shall undoubtedly 
leave someone out. It always hap
pens.

A highlight of the General As
sembly is always the S.O.B. awards 
(Sons of Bilitis). These awards, 
which arc printed on wallet sized 
cards, go to men, both in and out
side the homophile movement who 
have been extremely kind and help
ful to the Daughters of Bilitis, dur
ing the past two years. The list has 
grown over the years to where one 
wonders if there aren’t about as 
many official S.O.B.’s as voting 
D.O.B.’s!! Nominations from the 
San Francisco area were: Attorney 
Dave Clayton; George Mendenhall,
5.1. R.; Jim Hardcastle; Dorr Jones,
5.1. R.; Tom Parker; Larry Howard, 
S.F.C.R.H. Orientations’ Commit

tee; Assemblyman Willie Brown; 
Assemblyman John Burton; Con
gressman Phil Burton and Cary 
Bowman. Nominations from the 
Los Angeles Area were: Rev. Alex 
Smith, L.A.C.R.H.: Harry Hay 
and John Burnside (‘World’s Old
est Hippies’) and from the New 
York Area: John Lassoe. All the 
above listed are now official 
S.O.B.’s, no matter what anyone’s 
private opinion may have been be
fore. (Smile! That’s a joke, son.)

A new addition this year was the 
“ Unsung Heroine Award.” These 
went to Mrs. Ruth Colwell and 
Florence Conrad, our Research 
Director. It is really not possible to 
assess the bravery and dedication 
to human values that is required for 
non-professional and professional 
men and women, alike, to aid us in 
our cause of promoting the integra
tion of the Lesbian and homosexual 
into society, that we may be more 
able to aid society. There are those 
who would brave fire and ax han
dles in Selma, Alabama before they 
would find the reason, or the cour
age, to brave the possible conse
quences of association with our 
cause. There are, in fact, both men 
and women of heterosexual orien
tation whom we would like to honor, 
but may not, not because of any 
lack of courage on their part but 
due to the peculiar nature of their 
work or the total rigidity of their 
professional associations.

Mrs. Ruth Colwell has helped 
Daughters from New York to Los 
Angeles. She was a member of the 
San Francisco Chapter, before mov
ing with her husband and family. 
The heterosexual woman with the 
rare courage to join our Chapters 
has been of inestimable value in 
helping us relate to “straight” so

ciety and understand something of 
its viewpoints. There have been a 
number of them over the years and 
their contribution has greatly ex
ceeded their numbers, for those will
ing to become members and help us 
work on projects for the homophile 
community, have been instrumen
tal in helping many eventually be
come able to help heterosexuals 
work on projects helpful to the en
tire community.

Florence Conrad has given lOOO’s 
of hours of her time to helping us 
make our Research Division one 
with professional standards. Her re
port to the Assembly Saturday 
afternoon will be covered in a fu
ture issue.

The Banquet Saturday night was 
a highlight of the Denver Assembly, 
even without an outside speaker.

Shirley and Sandy addressed the 
ladies present. Shirley read the 
awards. Sandy told jokes and also 
suggested that there be “Scrape- 
goat” Awards (a term coined by 
our out-going National Vice-Presi
dent). She suggested that there be 
three “ Scrapegoat Awards” for 
this year: one for Shirley Wilier, 
President; one for Lois Williams, 
Vice-President; and one for herself, 
as Ladder Editor.

If we gave Beauty Contests, Lois 
Williams would easily have taken 
first place Saturday night. What 
is there about a black sheath dress 
on a beautiful woman? 1 asked her 
later if it were true that “blondes 
have more fun”? And she an.swered 
that she hadn’t had time to find 
out yet, since she had just had her 
hair “lightened” before leaving San 
Francisco.

WHAT PRICE TWO-NESS?
by Helen Sanders

In the history of the Daughters of 
Bilitis there have been some out
standing pairs. They have made his
tory in the movement and they have 
confounded the poll-takers and the 
researchers.

The most outstanding “pair” is 
Del and Phyl (or Phyl and Del). Al
most everyone in the DOB and in 
any other homophile organization 
in the U.S. knows the names of Del 
Martin and Phyllis Lyon. Phyllis 
Lyon originated THE LADDER as 
a small mimeographed 8-sheet and 
nurtured it to a point where others 
might take on the task and reap the 
glory. Phyl took her broad experi
ence in true journalism and scaled it

down to the work at hand and made 
do with what was available, yet nev
er did she falter in principle. It was 
the several ybars of her effort that 
has made today’s LADDER possible.

Del was more involved in organi
zation and in̂  that field one usually 
has more touch with people. Yet, 
these two always worked as a pair 
and it was their home, their faith 
and their devotion that has kept the 
DOB alive and progressive.

Your past editor recalls being ca
joled, threatened and sweet-talked 
into work that helped to establish 
THE LADDER as the magazine that 
can, today, claim to be the homo
phile publication in America with



the longest history of continuance. 
In a sense, it is a monument to Phyllis Lyon, who knew that it would 
grow and be more and more impor
tant. She set rigid standards that 
have mostly been adhered to. She 
did not let problems of production 
and circulation keep the magazine 
from being the best possible in its 
field.

When the history of The Daugh
ters of Bilitis is written, THE LAD
DER must be the textbook and that 
book will be primarily the work of 
Phyllis Lyon.

Another famous pair is Meredith 
Grey and Shirley Wilier. Shirley has 
had the voice of action, but Mere
dith pioneered the New York Chap
ter of the DOB and has long been 
one of the strongest workers in every 
phase of our endeavor. DOB, Ea.st, 
without Meredith would not seem 
possible, and, indeed it likely would 
have been improbable without her. 
She has given unstintingly of time 
and money and energy . . . and as 
with many couples, she has been 
strength to Shirley in many difficult 
hours. Meredith is the soul of order 
and her work is marked with dignity 
and proper reporting. Without her 
cool and calculated analysis of prob
lems at hand, we may have floun

dered at many a point.
Some people think that Sten and 

Sandy are a pair. This is not so. 
They are in real life a devoted couple, 
but when it comes to the business of 
the DOB, there are many areas of 
disagreement. In the DOB they have 
chosen to be individuals, but they 
have not always been accorded this 
privilege. The fact that they have 
survived their differences is a test of 
their personal devotion to each other.

We hope that the DOB will always 
enjoy a membership of many cou
ples and that these couples will feel 
free to exercise their togetherness 
and their independence in the fur
therance of our cause.

When awards are made and when 
laudatory speeches are given it is 
sometimes easier to praise the loud
est voice. What we intend here is to 
honor the people who work so very 
hard every day to make the DOB a 
vital force in our land. If medals are 
to be struck, they should probably 
be made for Phyllis Lyon and Mere
dith Grey. And there are a lot of 
other wonderful people, coming and 
going throughout the years who 
have made this a nationally known 
organization . . . .  an organization 
with integrity and real purpose.

A PERFECT EVENING
by Julia Bradley

Ten times Max had asked Adri
enne why she sidn’t want to see the 
movie, and ten times Adrienne had 
said, “ I don’t want to discuss it.” 
Exhausted, Max walked down the 
hall to the study and sat at her desk. 
“Swivel around to reach Proust and

read some,” she told herself, but 
instead she stared at the gray desk 
blotter.

Adrienne, with pointed pixie 
chin, pattered down the hall. 
“ Max,” she said at the door, “bowl
ing maybe. No movies.”

“I wanted to see it,” Max said, 
doodling on the edge of the blotter 
and not looking up.

Adrienne’s rosebud mouth blew a 
kiss. “Oh, Max,” she sighed.

“This time it won’t work, Adri
enne,” said Max, turning around to 
gaze at her. “ Don’t use that sexy bit 
again. I’m immune.”

“ Immune?” said Adrienne, pout
ing. “Oh, Max, come now.”

The doorbell rang and Adri
enne paused indecisively between 
study and hallway. “ Find out who 
in the hell that is,” groaned Max, 
running a hand absentmindedly 
through her short hair until it stood 
on end.

“You’re butch tonight,” Adri
enne said with giggle.

“ In your tortured little mind I’m 
always butch,” Max said, turning 
back to the desk. “Good God, an
swer the door.”

The visitors were Trisha and Dee 
bearing wine bottles. “Windy talk,” 
Max told the desk blotter, and walk
ed down the hall to the living room.

“Chianti and Chablis for the 
bookburning fete,” said Dee, peer
ing up anxiously at Max from Under 
the brown bangs.

“Shaddup,” said Trisha, and 
flopped down onto the most un
comfortable seat in the house, a 
wicker rocking chair.

Max sat down beside Adrienne, 
who was bouncing violently on the 
divan. “Oh lordy lordy, wine, how 
nice,” she said. “Max, isn’t it sweet, 
absolutely sweet of them?”

“Very,” said Max.
“Go pour the wine. Max,” urg

ed Adrienne, and Dee nodded in 
agreement. Max glanced over at 
Trisha, who raised one eyebrow in 
silent reply.

Out to the kitchen Max went, to 
decant the Chablis. She poured too 
rapidly, removed the bottle just in 
time, and slopped the dregs into her 
hand. Many whispered curses. 
Three trays tumbled out of the cup
board before she found the antiqued 
green mosaic tray which Adrienne 
preferred for tiny evenings in, and 
when Max reached up for glasses, 
one of the Orrefors goblets crunch
ed into the sink.

“ Max Baby, what’s doing?” call
ed Adrienne. “ So much noise, and 
you’re taking eons.”

“Just being me,” said Max.
She stood in the living room bal

ancing the tray in one hand and par
celing out glasses with the other. 
Trisha accepted her glass with a 
reluctant sigh, and Max raised her 
own glass to her forehead in a mock 
salute. “ I fill this cup to one made 
up of loveliness alone,” said Max 
to Trisha, and drank down the wine 
in one gulp.

“How charming. Max,” cried 
Adrienne. “One for me too, please!”

“Guests first, Adrienne,” Max 
said. “For you, Deirdre. She re
filled her glass and nodded to Dee. 
“Oh, fancies that might be, oh, 
facts that are!”

“Was that proper?” said Dee 
doubtfully, while Trisha shook with 
laughter.

“But Max,” Adrienne said im
patiently, “ I want one too.” She 
sat on the edge of the divan, her 
blond hair falling into her eyes. 
“What fun this is!”

“Let me get the damn glass fill
ed,” muttered Max, and the crystal 
decanter shook as she filled her gob
let once more. “Very well,” she said 
then, holding the glass high, “ if 
you’re certain you want one, here’s



something from Charles Dickens.”
“ 1 love Dickens,” said Adrienne.
Max turned away from Adrienne 

and said, more to Trisha and Dee, 
“ ‘Cows are my passion,’ ” then sat 
down in a wing chair in a far cor
ner while Adrienne shrieked angrily.

“Naughty, naughty,” said Dee, 
w'aving her glass at Max.

“ ‘Queen rose of the rosebud gar
den of girls,’ ” said Max from the 
chair. Trisha laughed again.

“That’s much better,” said Adri
enne, and settled back against the 
divan again.

“ Max,” said Trisha, “ let’s hear 
yours.”“ Mine?” said Max and thought a 
moment. “ Here it is. ‘Cruel as death 
and hungry as the grave.’ Suitable, 
yes?”“How dreadful,” said Adrienne 
with a shiver. “ You’re not one bit 
entertaining tonight. Max.”

“ Perhaps you’d prefer this, my 
sweet? ‘Secret, and self-contained, 
and solitary as an oyster.’ That’s 
your Mr. Dickens again, Adrienne,” 
Max said.

“ 1 don’t find it amusing,” said 
Adrienne, and Dee stopped giggling. 
“Go get some more wine, Max. 
“We’re almost out,” she said, and 
poured the last of the Chablis into 
her glass.

Max removed the decanter to the 
kitchen and stood for a long space 
of time at the counter by the sink, 
staring through the Formica top in
to a nothingness where there was no 
Adrienne, no Dee, no desks or book
shelves. “ 1 wish,” said Max to the 
nothingness, “ 1 wish, I wish.” An
grily she began pouring the Chianti 
into the decanter. “ Dregs be damn
ed,” she said, and smiled with satis
faction as she watched the sediment 
from the bottle settling through the

wine in the decanter.
When she returned to the living 

room, Adrienne (pretending to be 
drunk on two glasses) was swing
ing her slim legs up in the air. “ Fly 
like a bird. Max,” she laughed, “ fly 
fast.”Dee, not drunk either, was follow
ing Adrienne’s example. “Oh,” she 
cried, a long syllable gliding down the range of the scale, “ isn’t this 
delightful, Trisha? Aren’t you glad 
we came?” Trisha was leaning back 
in the rocker as if she were wrap
ping it around herself. One slender 
hand on the armrest held her still- 
full glass of wine.Max poured herself two glasses 
of Chianti in quick succession, 
rather enjoying the fiery weight of 
wine in her stomach, and retreated 
to the John, where she stood leaning 
her head again.st the cool glass of 
the mirror and staring at her re
flection. When she returned to the 
living room the visitors were pre
paring to leave. Dee and Adrienne 
were murmuring and laughing by 
the coffee table, while Trisha stood 
in silence near the door.

“ Hey,” said Trisha as Max join
ed her, “ I’m sorry about your 
book.”

“ ‘Vain, very vain, my weary 
search to find that bliss which only 
centres in the mind,’ ” said Max. 
“Goldsmith.”

“ 1 know,” said Trisha, lighting 
a cigarette and regarding Max over 
the flame of the match before she 
blew it out. “Listen,” she said at 
last, tossing the match into a pot
ted philodendron at her feet, “that 
book will get published eventually.”

“ But if only,” said Max, “ if only 
she would understand.”

“ She’s Adrienne,” said Trisha, 
shrugging her shoulders, “ she’s not

you or me.” She opened the door 
and leaned past Max, her long dark 
hair brushing Max’s shoulder. 
“Come on. Dee,” she called. “ I’m 
leaving.”

Dee smiled her way to the door, 
her eyebrows raised so high that 
they were hidden by her bangs. 
“Bye, Max,” she said. “ It’s been 
delicious fun.”

Max sat down heavily in Trisha’s 
rocker when the two had gone, and 
Adrienne fell into her lap, clutch
ing an empty wine glass and the de
canter of Chianti. “A perfect eve
ning,” she .said, dribbling some Chi
anti into her goblet, “yes. Max, a 
perfect evening. Better than your 
old movie.”

r
UNDER FULL SAILS

by Dorothy Lyle

Today, when we think in terms of 
militant homosexuals, we tend to 
consider a very short historical per
iod. After all, we believe, no one 
really dared to admit her homosex
uality in the past—or else she was 
damned, if not destroyed.

It isn’t true. There have been 
many women who were very open 
about their orientation, and the na
ture of their personal relationships 
who did not suffer any kind of public 
censure. Oddly enough, many of 
these women were adults in the clos
ing years of the Victorian era, and in 
the early years of this century. We 
know about them today because of 
the fame they achieved—not the 
notoriety.

One of these was Dame Ethel 
Mary Smyth, minor composer, mili
tant suffragist and advocate of free 
personal relationships, and major 
memoirist.

Dame Ethel was born April 23, 
1858, at Sidcup in Surrey. She was 
brought up there, and in the closeby 
village of Frimley. Her father was 
Major General J. H. Smyth, C.B., 
and she was the fourth child in a 
family of eight (six of them female).

Her family background was solid, 
respectable, stuffy, filled with clergy
men, soldiers, minor politicians, 
etc. Her childhood reflects the ex
pected history of a dominant per- 
■ sonality in a mildly repressive at
mosphere. She was a headstrong 
tomboy, bossed her siblings shame
lessly, never showed any interest 
whatever in males, and absorbed 
education as rapidly as it was made 
available to her.

Her love for music developed 
early, but her family did not approve 
of the intensity of her interest. After 
suitable education and preparation, 
she was formally introduced into 
society.

From the start of her teen years, 
she began her lifelong pattern of 
passionate friendships. She must 
have had a very compelling person
ality, for despite her many accom
plishments from her very early years 
until her death, she is best remem
bered today for her famous friend
ships. She was quite .sincerely loved 
by dozens of women (besides those 
she was actually in love with, or was 
loved by) and by a surprising num
ber of men.



Her father bitterly fought against 
her desire to become a composer. He 
even wished her to give up all study 
of serious music, but after a rather 
unpleasant two year period, he fin
ally gave in to her w'ishes, and in 
1877, she was allowed to go to Leip
zig to further her musical education.

In 1878 she became the pupil of 
Heinrich von Herzonberg. At the 
same time she became the lover of 
his wife, LisI (Elizabeth von Her
zonberg). This relationship was to 
be the first of two that basically 
shaped her life.LisI and Ethel were separated by a 
family argument, which had nothing 
to do with their personal relation
ship. Ethel never got over this disap
pointment, as is amply reflected in 
her enormously detailed autobio
graphical works. The sense of trag
edy in this affair is multiplied by 
the fact that when there came a time 
that a reconciliation was possible, 
LisI died before it could be accom
plished.

For years after LisI there were 
many women in Ethel’s life. None 
of them mattered to her greatly, how
ever, except perhaps one, the pale 
and lovely Julia Brew.ster. Julia was 
important in two ironic ways. While 
Ethel was courting Julia, Julia's 
husband, Henry Brewster was busily 
pursuing Ethel.A list of the men and women who 
were extraordinarily fond of Ethel 
would, or could, be endless. Ethel, in 
her many biographically formed 
memoirs, always carefully separates 
these people into categories. The 
men are lumped together as a species 
apart. Women are divided into two 
groups, friends and lovers. There 
was little overlapping of the latter 
two groups. There is also a small 
group of women that Ethel thought

of as friends, but that clearly wished 
Ethel were more than friendly. 
Among her friends were Lady Pon- 
sonby. The Empress Eugenie (who 
was enormously fond of Ethel), Sir 
George Henschel, Virginia Woolf 
(Ethel was passionately in love with 
her, but there is no evidence that this 
was returned), V. Sackville-West and 
her husband, Edward, who once lov
ingly described her as having the pro
file of Wagner and Frederick The 
Great at the same time.

She was a social person, a travel
ling person. She was busy with her 
many friendships and the obliga
tions entailed by her wide circle of 
intimates. Still she found time to 
compose over 200 works, ranging 
from operas through symphonies, 
concertos, dozens of lieder (German 
folk songs), orchestral songs, chorus
es, canticles, string quartets, comic 
short operas, and masses. When 
women’s rights became a burning is
sue, she allied herself with the Pank- 
hurst women, and became a militant 
suffragist. She carried on a particu
larly strident battle in trying to get 
her works judged on a sexually im
partial basis. She did not succeed. 
However, this is an artistic battle 
that is not yet settled today.

The pattern of her emotional rela
tionships is, in one way, amazing. 
Though she was briefly attached to 
perhaps thirty women in her lifetime 
(on a passionate level), she had only 
two major affairs. The first, as I 
have recorded, began when she was 
20 years old and the object of her 
affections was much older. The next 
time she fell in love with any real 
seriousness was in 1919, when she 
was 61 years old. The object of this 
romance was Dr. Edith Anna 
Oenone Somerville—the famous 
lady of the Somerville and Ross writ-

Dame Ethel Smyth
ing team. By this time, 1919, Martin 
Ross (Violet Florence Martin), Dr. 
Somerville’s lover from 1886 until 
1915, had been dead three years and 
over. For many years, these two 
Ediths were to trade endearments 
and insults, publicly and privately, 
and to remain very close. There is 
no question that this was a physical
ly unconsummated affair (unlike 
Ethel’s early affairs) both because of 
the age of the ladies and Dr. Somer
ville’s known views on the “grosser” 
aspects of passion.

At the same time, in 1919, Dame 
Ethel began to publish what was to 
become a fantastic amount of auto
biographical writing. A full list of 
her works is in the bibliography at 
the end of this article, and to fully 
appreciate the amazing lady, they 
must all be read.

Ironically, Ethel is much more

famous for her writing and for her 
enormous capacity for good friend
ships than for her composing. De
spite the essentially self-centered ap
proach necessitated by this kind of 
writing, where I, I, I, is the major 
.subject, she was able to remain fas
cinating at all times. She had the 
T'll necessary to make the most 

.¡tcarid nnndane recountings in- 
.'i: • teresting. Part of it,

n.' ■'.■■■ ause she genuinely
ci'j.ived und liked so many
divcisc ¡ij.. Ic. On the other hand, 
she (iisiiked, or did not approve of. 
some people, and was not above 
“savaging” them in person or in 
print. (She blasted Vernon Lee for 
not admitting her Lesbianism to 
herself—in print.)In addition to her travelling, her 
writing, her music and composing, 
she carried on a voluminous cor
respondence with, literally, dozens 
of people over long periods of time. 
It was said that her letters ran to at 
least 1000 words apiece, and often 
they were 4000 words long. V. Sack
ville-West commented that if her 
correspondence were to be printed 
in its entirety, it would rival the 
Encyclopedia Britannica in bulk.

Dame Ethel lived until 1944, and 
apparently enjoyed every minute of 
her long life. This is very clear in her 
own writings. She had unhappy mo
ments, but the overall picture is a 
bright and useful one. She wrote 
good and bad music, excellent books, 
made many good friends, virtually 
no enemies, and lived every hour un
til her death at age 86. If there were a 
heaven, she’d be, no doubt, in charge 
of organizational details.
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UNTITLED POEM
Love is where I am n<̂ t 
sometimes;

in the cold night
when she is angry and turns away 
— that lump of her pulling the blankets 
to her side of the bed—  
and lies in silence, resisting 
(Don't bother me! Leave me alone!) 
and, pretending sleep, breathes deeply 
though I know she's awake 
(her nerves tense as mine)

listening.
and she knows I know
but we play the game seriously;
then love is where I am not.

Love is where I am 
sometimes;

in the chilly kitchen 
padding barefoot, morning after 
with the cat rubbing my ankles 
and crying piteously, for instance, 
coffeepot on the stove, steam rising 
and the damp brown smell of coffee 
reminding me of her warm body 
waiting like a panther in the night 
still, flesh gleaming pale; 
reminding me how I took her then 
(but diffidently)
and her dark anger rose to engulf her 
and flowed over me when she turned 
abruptly dismissing my dismal efforts 
and we lay feigning sleep
until 4 a m. emptiness made our stomachs growl, 
then fell dreaming as dawn sifted 
its grey rain into the room.

And now, in the familiar morning. 
Love is where I am.

by Jane Kogan



LESBIANA
by G en e D am on

Ernest Borneman is making him
self the only “ legitimate” chronicler 
of the many men who fancy them
selves as male Lesbians. Workers 
familiar with the mail received in 
the Daughter’s of Bilitis offices 
through the years realize that many 
such men do exist. They often write 
wanting to make the acquaintance of 
the Lesbians in their respective geo
graphical areas. Because such re
quests are repugnant to most Les
bians, these letters get filed in the 
nearest wastebasket.

Mr. Borneman, a German born 
novelist and film worker (and also a 
well-known ethnomusicologist) has 
written at least two novels dealing 
with Lesbians from the viewpoint 
of a man who fancies himself as one 
of them, though perhaps a shade re
moved by the barrier of gender. His 
first novel on this theme. THE 
COMPROMISERS (London, An
dre Deitsch, 1962), dealt with Joe 
Nanyon, a film man when he works, 
and his wife, Paula and her lover, 
Carole, the Comtesse de Morlaix. It 
is a shifting, confusing book, mar
red by its lack of cohesiveness. It is 
a very major study, but one that 
few will enjoy since identification 
with the characters is, almost with
out exception, impossible.

His latest novel, THE MAN WHO 
LOVED WOMEN, N.Y., Coward- 
McCann, 1968, is so much the bet
ter novel, and such an improve
ment as far as the writing is con-

cerned, that Mr. Borneman must be 
lauded on these grounds. The plot 
of THE MAN WHO LOVED WO
MEN, is so melodramatic in cap
sule form that the seriousness of the 
tone will be impossible to convey. 
The hero, Willard, has been mar
ried for a number of years, very 
happily, to Ruth. They have allied 
careers in the theatre. He designs sets, 
she costumes. However, her career has 
soared and his has been rocky. He 
received a good offer to go to Ger
many and work in a repertory 
theatre. For a time Ruth and Wil
lard are separated, and then she 
joins him in Germany. She becomes 
bored (for there is no work for her), 
and it soon becomes obvious to 
Willard that she has taken a lover. 
In a sense the novel really begins 
when Willard discovers that the 
lover is not a man, but a woman, 
and one to which he is also very at
tracted. Magda, the fatal interest 
for both Willard and Ruth, is not 
very believable. She is, far too 
easily, “all things to all men”— 
and women. For a time Willard is 
able to balance his interest in the 
two of them, and to keep his world 
from completely crumbling. His 
downfall comes when he learns 
what most of the readers of this 
column could have told him, that 
the women want each other, but 
not him. Willard tells us, stead
fastly, that he does not resent this. 
But Willard or Mr. Borneman, one

If

of them, doesn’t agree, in view of 
the diabolical ending devised for 
the women.

This is a very good novel, and it 
contains some interesting views. 
Some of the laboratory detailed sex 
will be disliked for lack of subtlety, 
and the finale is unnessarily vio
lent, and worse, a frankly “deaux ex 
machina” ending.

WOMEN IN BATTLE by John 
Laffin, London and New York, 
Abelard-Schuman, 1967, 1968 (out 
here in 1968) is a rather sentimen
tally told account of some of the 
major female soldiers, sailors and 
marines of history. Mr. Laffin is 
very fond of his plucky females, ob
viously, but in his eagerness to 
please a wide audience he glosses 
over a few things. He assures his 
audience that most of these girls 
were just as ordinary as the girl 
next door. He apologizes at length 
for the fact that some of them began 
life in enforced prostitution, and as
sures us, too, that only a “few” were 
Lesbians. At times like this, I wish 
I knew what a “few” was, numeri
cally.I am not really carping, because 
the book is delightful fun if you like 
to read about adventuresome and, 
for the most part, incredibly brave 
women.Some of the women he discusses 
will be familiar to readers of THE 
LADDER, since articles on them 
separately or collectively have ap
peared at various times through the 
years. The book is divided into two 
sections, with the first devoted to 
wars in general and female soldiers 
of general or group rather than per
sonal fame. The second section 
covers the famous ones (or most of 
them) such as Kit Welsh (Mother

Ross), who was a dragoon; Hannah 
Snell, marine; Mary Hays (Molly 
Pitcher), a soldier; Mary Anne Tal
bot, sailor; Lucy Brewer, marine. 
Dr. James M. Barry, soldier and 
first woman doctor in Great Britain; 
Loreta Vela.squez, soldier, spy, 
tramp, etc. . . .

There are some astonishing omis
sions. He leaves out Christina de 
Meyrac, the really dashing young 
woman, who, under the name of St. 
Aubin achieved fame as the “Wom
an Musketeer.” Her history, how
ever, was so flamboyant and so 
openly sexual, that perhaps Mr. Laf
fin felt it could not be properly wat
ered down. Of this woman’s Le.s- 
bianism, it is safe to say there is no
HnilhiMr. Laffin gives some space to 
Catalina de Eranso, the “Nun En
sign,” but deletes her Lesbianism from his account, and he also fails 
to mention Dr. Barry’s reputation as 
being “a heller with the ladies.” Of 
the latter it was said not to be safe 
to leave “him” in the room with 
one’s wife. No mention is made, 
either, of Deborah Sampson’s well 
documented Lesbian history. (Since 
this is an England oriented book it 
is possible to forgive Mr. Laffin his 
general slighting of Deborah’s ac
complishments, though she is this 
country’s most famous female sol
dier.)There is a very brief and inade
quate bibliography, omitting such 
basic tools in this field as FA
MOUS IMPOSTERS, by Bram 
Stoker, C.J.S. Thompson’s MYS
TERIES OF SEX, and perhaps the 
best little catch-all of otherwise un
obtainable data, FORGOTTEN 
LADIES, by Richardson Wright. 
Since all of these named older 
sources are long out of print, and



generally unavailable, WOMEN 
IN BATTLE is a good book to pick 
up for its transvestic history, and the 
occasional admission from Mr. Laf- 
fin, that, yes indeed, there were a 
“few” Lesbians in this “ select” 
group.At last, there is an honest biogra
phy of Dr. Edith Anna Oenone Som
erville and her life-long friend, Mar
tin Ross (Violet Florence Martin). 
The author of SOMERVILLE 
AND ROSS is Maurice Collis, and 
he has done a splendid job. Pub
lisher is London, Faber and Faber, 
1968, and it is possible that there 
won’t be an American edition of 
this book since these women are not 
as well known over here, though 
they are important figures in Irish 
literature.

The Somerville and Ross pair is 
one of those wildly romantic life
long literary collaborations that at
tract so much interest and attention. 
Martin Ross was a delicate girl, and 
after a severe injury and years of 
semi-invalidism, died young, much 
before Dr. Somerville. They had col
laborated on many books by that 
time, but Dr. Somerville went on 
writing for years and years and is
sued each book under their joint 
names. She communicated, she said, 
with Martin, “over there” through 
mediums, etc., and quite obviously 
believes this to be so.I suspect that almost all serious 
readers of this column will want to 
go to the trouble of getting this En
glish title. However, for further in
formation, check the entries for both 
of these women in TWENTIETH 
CENTURY AUTHORS, edited by 
Stanley J. Kunitz, H. W. Wilson, 
1942. All but the very tiniest libra
ries will have this basic reference 
book, and the lengthy biographical

entries for these women are very 
informative and surprisingly un
censored. There was also a brief 
article on their lives in the Decem- 
t)er, 1960 i.ssue of THE LADDER, 
by Lennox Strong, entitled THE 
LITERARY LADIES. A future is
sue will devote considerable space 
to them.

A scholarly biography, FEMI
NISM AND ART: A STUDY OF 
VIRGINIA WOOLF, by Herbert 
Marder, Chicago, University of 
Chicago Press, 1968, will be of in
terest to the more serious readers, 
particularly those who have thor
oughly read her fictional works. 
Mr. Marder is an English professor 
at the University of Illinois. He has 
done a good, tight, uncommonly 
sympathetic study of Virginia 
Woolfs writings. He emphasizes 
her .strong resentment of the dis
crimination practiced against wom
en in the various worlds of the arts, 
and he discusses at length her the
sis that truly creative people are an
drogynous. None of this, of course, 
is new to readers of ORLANDO or 
A ROOM OF ONE’S OWN. It is 
quite clear that Virginia Woolf held 
no brief for homosexuality as a 
cause, would not have even under
stood the need for such, but she re
spected all aspects of all personal 
relationships and bitterly resented 
restrictions upon any of them. In 
her lifetime she loved and was 
loved by many women. On the 
other hand, she loved and was 
loved by many men. So far, no one 
has done an intimate biography of 
her, and her papers are still being 
guarded, edited and examined, with 
overly loving care. (It must be men
tioned that one reason for this is 
protection of the still living, rather 
than censorship. She happened to

move in an almost totally homosex
ual mileau, and care is necessary.) 
Some future readers (and me, too, if 
I last long enough) will be very hap
py with the ultimate publishing of 
the whole of her diaries. In her case, 
as with Anais Nin, it is presumptu
ous and boring to think of editing. 
The laundry lists of the truly great 
have fascination. We are too many 
years away from an age where people 
recorded (without the aid of type
writers and other means of commun
ication now prevalent) the daily de
tail that makes up a life, for many 
correspondents throughout a life
time. It may be that Joe the trash 
man does not lead a fascinating life, 
and his memoirs, should there be 
such, may need editing. For people 
whose words shape the world, there 
should be no such editing. Anyway, 
for now. Professor Marder’s work 
needs reading. Your large libraries 
will get this, but it is the kind of 
book that should be bought and 
kept, not borrowed.

Harlan Ellison, who can write 
very well, can also do a very poor 
job, and I am sorry to have to clas
sify his short story, “A Path 
Through The Darkness” in LOVE 
AIN’T NOTHING BUT SEX MIS
SPELLED, N.Y., Simon and 
Schuster, 1968, among his less suc
cessful stories. It is about a young 
writer with a girlfriend who seems 
hung up on watching other people 
in moments of tension. The de
nouement is ugly, and the psy
chology lame. Other stories in the 
collection are good, and in general 
recommended, but don’t cry if you 
miss this one.On the other hand, the very fa
mous George P. Elliott, who is, alas, 
not very prolific, has a new collec
tion of short stories out called AN

HOUR OF LAST THINGS AND 
OTHER STORIES. N.Y., Harper 
and Row, 1968, and it is very spe
cial. The title story concerns Betty 
Hollander, 38 years old, just wid
owed, a tall, self-effacing woman, 
who has worked as a volunteer so
cial worker. By accident (not from 
her hu.sband’s death) Betty inherits 
a great deal of money and she quits 
her job and moves into a Long Is
land home (also part of the inheri
tance). How she lives during the first 
few months following her husband’s 
death, in these new surroundings, 
makes up the story. Inexplicably 
she develops a compelling sexual at
traction to a young Negro singer, Mulia. Mr. Elliott is a philosopher, 
rather than an entertainer, but this 
is an excellent story in an almost 
uniformly excellent collection. He 
is, almost without doubt, one of the 
best in genre writing today. Not to be missed . . .

QUITE a promotional fuss is be
ing made over THE EXQUISITE 
THING, by Joyce MacIver, N.Y., 
Putnam, 1968. This author first put 
her name in the blue lime-light a 
few years ago with THE FROG 
POND, a “tell it like it was” history 
of a trip to the borders of insanity 
and back again, with lots of sex. 
This novel also has lots of sex, and 
it is all pretty repellent. The titular 
“exquisite thing” apparently, is a 
person who can satisfy the narrator’s 
particular hangup. We aren’t told 
just what this problem is until well 
into the book, and the knowing 
reader wonders just what sort of 
exotica will be uncovered. It turns 
out, however, that the lady enjoys 
being beaten and raped, and enjoys 
, to some extent, mistreating others. 
One of her “ lovers” is a woman, and 
this produces a reversal in roles in



that the narrator decides she will 
terrify, humiliate and sadistically 
treat the innocent and very lovely 
older woman who has fallen in love 
with her. Fortunately the Lesbian 
gets away from our “heroine with 
very little damage. This is well writ
ten, but what a waste of time and 
words. Even the famous one- 
handed readers” will be disappoint
ed because the action is spread out 
and slowly paced. The pain of a 
book like this lies in the reporting 
of such a loveless and unloving life.

For me the reward for searching 
through endless hundreds of books 
each year is the occasional title that 
makes all the boredom and all of the 
irritation engendered by many of 
them, worth it. The unlikely title, 
A JINGLE JANGLE SONG, by 
Mariana Villa-Gilbert, London, 
Chatto and Windus, 1968, is one of 
the special books.

Sarah Kumar is a young natura
lized American folksinger, of the 
Joan Baez type, on a concert tour in 
London. Born in India, she is half 
Indian and half British. Her part is 
told in brief bits and never made 
entirely clear. She is nervous and 
uncertain, a product of her racial 
mixture in a less than pleasant 
world, and a product of the frenetic, 
distorted musical world she in
habits. She has been married, un
happily and briefly, and she had 
lived with a beautiful, young femi
nine boy, equally unhappily though 
not so briefly. She drinks too much, 
too often.

She is attracted to, and attracts, 
Jane Stankovich, a much older mar
ried woman, who has, ostensibly, a 
“courteous” marriage with a man 
who admits his little affairs and al
lows her considerable freedom.

For a few days, between concerts,

between rehearsals, between public 
appearances (including a march 
protesting United States involve
ment in Vietnam), Sarah and Jane 
are together, intensely, erotically, 
completely.

Sarah agrees to return to London 
as soon as possible, and then, at the 
last minute breaks off the relation
ship. She tells herself, at first, that 
it is because of Jane’s husband (who 
has proved to be less than “court
eous” when the rival is a woman), 
and later, that she hadn’t really 
loved Mrs. Stankovich at all.

But the reader never really knows 
which solution to believe. The nar
rative is told from both women’s 
viewpoints, but always in the third 
person, which is awkward and un
satisfactory. Despite this drawback, 
the novel is compelling and, at 
times, intensely vital, an ingredient 
sometimes lacking in contemporary 
fiction.Some special things stand out: 
Sarah’s pop world is portrayed with 
chilling believability; the love 
scenes are very erotic but very well 
handled; the nature of love is dis
cussed and examined without clini
cal detractions. There is no such 
thing today as a “ romantic” novel, 
but this will do well in its place. 
Miss Villa-Gilbert is the author of 
three previous novels, none of which 
has been published in the United 
States. It is very possible that this 
book will also not appear in this 
country. It is well worth going to 
the trouble of ordering it from Eng
land, however. I will be looking 
into Miss Villa-Gilbert’s previous 
novels, and will report in the future 
should any of them prove to be per
tinent.

CROSS CURRENTS
THE HOMOPHILE COMMUNITY 

VERSUS
DR.CHARLESW.SOCARIDES

On Wednesday, June 19, 1968, 
THE SAN FRANCISCO CHRON
ICLE carried a front page article by 
science correspondent, David Perl
man, covering the June 18, 1968 talk 
by Dr. Charles W. Socarides before 
the American Medical Association, 
then meeting in San Francisco.

Dr. Socarides, a psychiatrist at 
Albert Einstein College of Medicine 
in New York City, characterized 
homosexuals from every standpoint, 
personality, social adjustment and 
biological evolution, as mentally ill 
and potentially curable. He went on 
to advocate a government supported 
“national center for sexual rehabili
tation,” where homosexuals desiring 
help would be treated "humanely.”

Mr. Perlman quotes Dr. Socarides 
as calling homosexuality a “ severe 
pathology.” Admitting that there are 
a large number of homosexuals in 
the United States, Dr. Socarides 
went on to say that they seldom 
asked help for their condition be
cause of “their guilt and shame over 
their .sexual activities.” To top off 
this spate of poppycock, he finished

strongly by calling homosexuality 
“a dread disfunction, malignant in 
character, which has risen to epi
demic proportions."

Obviously, the homophile com
munity had no alternative to rebut
ting this sort of biased and inaccu
rate treatment, and they did a fine 
job, too.

THE SOCIETY FOR INDI
VIDUAL RIGHTS (SIR), THE 
DAUGHTER’S OF BILITIS, THE 
SAN FRANCISCO COUN
CIL ON RELIGION AND THE 
HOMOSEXUAL, and Dr. Joel Fort, 
a psychiatrist and lecturer at San 
Francisco State College and founder 
of the SAN FRANCISCO CEN
TER FOR SPECIAL PROBLEMS, 
held a joint press conference at 
Glide Memorial Church’s Fellow
ship Hall on June 20, 1968.

At the same lime, members of 
DOB and SIR handed out 2,000 
leaflets to persons attending the 
June 20, 1968 meetings of the 
A.M.A.

Both THE SAN FRANCISCO 
EXAMINER and THE SAN



FRANCISCO CHRONICLE gave 
coverage to the press conference in 
their June 21, 1968 issues.

“The text of the leaflet circulated 
at the A.M.A. meeting follows:

The Society for Individual Rights, 
the Council on Religion and the 
Homosexual, the Daughters of Bili- 
tis and the National Legal Defense 
Fund, call upon the American Medi
cal Association:

1. To present at its next national 
convention an interdisciplinary 
seminar on homosexuality at which 
anthropologists, sociologists, psy
chologists, zoologists and psychia
trists of the non-sickness, as well as 
the sickness school, participate. 
Representatives of the homophile 
movement should also be invited.

2. To undertake to educate the 
medical profession by opening the 
pages of its journal to the subject of 
homosexuality. (The AMA “Jour
nal” has had only a handful of arti
cles on homosexuality in the last 
decade. By contrast, in England, 
“The Lancet” and the “ British 
Medical Journal” have had many 
articles and letters.)

3. To promote the better educa
tion of future doctors by strengthen
ing and expanding medical school 
courses on sexuality (including 
homosexuality).
4. To help educate the general pub
lic on the subject of homosexuality 
by speaking out informatively and 
acting responsibly on both the na
tional and local levels.

To join with the homophile 
organizations and many others in:

a. Supporting the legal changes 
proposed by the American Law In
stitute;

b. Calling for an end to present 
federal policies which exclude homo
sexuals from the draft, which results

in the undesirable discharge of 
homosexual servicemen followed by 
denial of veterans' benefits, which 
deny employment to homosexuals 
wholly because of their sexual orien
tation and which arbitrarily label 
all homosexuals sex psychopaths;

c. Criticizing the harassment of 
homosexuals by police and liquor 
authorities, the exploitation of them 
by unscrupulous persons, utilization 
of arrest procedures which involve 
such unsavory tactics as clandestine 
observation, enticement and entrap
ment by vice squad decoys, and the 
use of homosexuality as a political 
weapon or as the basis for witch
hunts;

d. Requesting responsible treat
ment of the subject of homosexuality 
by all news media, all public officials 
and all professional persons.

6. To encourage our institutions 
of higher education and our profes
sional groups to undertake an exten
sive program of research on the sub
ject of homosexuality in order to 
replace theories and opinions with 
facts.”

COVER—“Pleasure Boat Excursion”
'Cover artist, Jane Kogan, is 28 years old She is a graduate of Brandéis Univer

sity, Magna Cum Laude, with Honors in Fine Arts She received her Master of 
Fine Arts degree in painting at Columbia University, June, 1965 She is presently 
teaching in the New York City school system
In 1961-1962 she received a Fulbright Fellowship to Rome From 1962 to 1968 
her works appeared in six outstanding "group shows" In 1967 she had a "one 
man show " at Griffin Gallery. Madison Avenue at 58th Street, New York City. 
Her works are in several outstanding contemporary collections 

Miss Kogan is associated with more than half-a-dozen art galleries, and has 
dozens of additional professional credits. THE LADDER is honored to present 
another of her paintings on the cover of this issue, as well as to include her 
poem in this issue (on page 22). (Previously, THE LADDER has featured her 
work on the August, 1967 and October. 1967 issues.)

Jane Kogan, in addition to her already busy professional life, is a member of the 
New York Chapter of DAUGHTER'S OF BILITIS, and was Editor of that 
chapter's Newsletter"

THE LESBIAN IN LITERATURE a bibliography
By Gene Damon and Lee Stuart
AN \I FH ABE riCAL LISTING BY AUTHOR OF ALL KNOWN BOOKS 
IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, INTHEGENERAL FIELDOF LITER
ATURE, CONCERNED WITH LESBIANISM, OR HAVING 
LESBIAN CIIAR.ACTERS,

$2 plus 25c handling charge.

DOB BOOK SERVICE 
P. 0. Box 3629 
Grand Central Station 
New York 17, New York
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DAUGHTERS of BILITIS
I N C O R P O R A T E D

MEMBERSHIP in the Daughters of Bilitis is limited to women 21 years 
of age or older. If in New York area, direct inquiry to chapter. Other
wise write to National Office in San francisco for a membership appli
cation form.

7HE ladder  is a monthly magazine published by Daughters of Bilitis, 
Inc., mailed in a plain sealed envelope for $5.00 a year. Anyone over 21 
mav subscribe to THE LADDER.

CONTRIBUTIONS arc gratefully accepted from anyone who wants to 
support our work. We are a non-profit corporation depending entirely 
on volunteer labor. While men may not become members of Daughters 
of Bilitis, many have expressed interest in our efforts and have made 
contributions to further our work.

NATIONAL HEADQUARTERS and San Francisco Chapter:
1005 Market Street, Room 208 
San Francisco, California 94103
New York Chapter
P. O. Box 3629 
Grand Central Station 
New York I 7, New York
DAUGHTERS OF BILITIS. INC.
1005 Market Street, San Francisco, Calif. 94103
Please send THE LADDER fo r................,year(s) in a plain sealed envelope
to the address below. I enclose J ..............................at the rate of $5.00 for
each year ordered.
N A M E ............................................................................................................
ADDRESS.......................................................................................................
C IT Y .....................................................S ta te ...................... Z o n e ..............
/  am over 21 years o f age (Signed).........................................................


