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Editorial
READER FEEDBACK

The fact that you have this issue of VECTOR in your hands 
right now indicates your support and approval whether i t  was on an 
impulse buying or a subscription. Therefore, I am hesitant to ask for 
even more support but. . .  VECTOR is currently the oldest continu
ously published gay periodical in this country and perhaps the world. 
Any publication of any kind that manages to  survive for eleven years 
represents a kind o f miracle. In looking over the past 132 issues, I am 
struck by the incredible variations from pure crap to pure gold, and it 
is with hum ility that I realize the degree o f support we have received 
from our community, which has seen us through the b id  months, and 
the bad mouths and especially from our advertisers, who, more than 
anyone, have fe lt the pinch of tight money.

VECTOR has been the baby of many fine minds over the past 
eleven years, and each editor has brought his particular stamp to the 
book via both editorial and graphic specialties. For the past twenty- 
seven months it has been my baby, and w ith the recent addition of 
A rt Director, Jay Manning, to our staff, I am fina lly at a place where 
VECTOR is as I feel i t  should be, given our budget and lim ited resour
ces. I am proud of the past issue (which was the most successful seller 
in our eleven-year history), and, o f course, this one. Eut, that s not 
enough. We are producing a magazine fo r YOU, and f t  this point I 
have no defense fo r the style or content of VECTOR. We have arrived. 
Now we need feedback from our consumers, and if our staff philoso
phies are not in harmony w ith our readership, we're all in trouble 
and something has to give and change. There is a temptation (Play- 
girl, V IVA) to  hit upon a successful formula and run t f  e same maga
zine month after month after month until each issue actually becomes 
a cliche in a self-duplicating aura of boredom.

Consequently, I call your attention to  the survey on page 35 and 
respectfully urge you to make your opinions known to this staff. We 
want to  address our book to the entire gay community and in order 
to do so we MUST know where we are on the mark and where we 
are not.

Our ivory tower is actually made o f glass and built on a hill of 
sand. The glass is two-way and the sand is constantly shifting and in 
order to  remain in business, and on top, we have to know fo r whom 
the bell tolls and, w ith in reason, ring w ith our readership.

Please. Take the moment and a stamp. It's important.

The last two presidential editorials dealt w ith poiitics in a time of 
exciting legislative change. And we won! This month political editor, 
Frank Fitch, has chosen fiction (Page 37) to  deal with the impending 
struggle on the part o f straight society to  repeal the freedoms we 
were to  have gained on January 1,1976. This is our first REAL show
down, and if  we blow it ,  it w ill be dear indication to the rest of these 
United States that medieval witch hunts are both approved and 
desired by Mr. and Mrs. average Christianizing citizen. We are more 
than six million. We know our history. It's up to you.»

PHOTO BY JOHN D A VID  HOUGH

EDITOR: Richard Piro 
AR T DIRECTOR; Jay Manning 
COPY EDITOR: Robert G. Boylan 
ASSOCIATE EDITORS:

Photography: James Armstrong 
Politics: Frank Fitch 
East Bay: Michael Novick 
Poetry: David Melnick 
Books: Frank Hovwll 
Campus: Jack Andersen 
Food; Ambrose 
Covers; Kenneth Rice 

PHOTOGRAPHERS:
James Armstrong, Graven Image,
John David Hough, Sierra Domino,
Rick Jarrett, Damon De Winters,
Guy Corry, James Moss 

ILLUSTRATIONS:
Jay Manning, R. W. Borg, Gail 
Chase

PUBLICATIONS DIRECTOR: Bill Plath 
BUSINESS MANAGER: Kenneth Rice 
DISPLAY A D VER TISIN G ; Chuck docker 

RATES UPON REQUEST; 415 781-1570

S I.R . BOARD OF TRUSTEES:
Charlotte Coleman, Doug DeYoung, Larry 
Eppinette, Bill Plath, Bob Ross, Jack Trujillo  
Ron Ross, Bob Wiggin

Representation in VECTOR via authors, 
photographers, artists, models, or advertisers 
does not automatically presume a particular 
sexual orientation. Authors’ opinions are 
their own and do not necessarily coincide 
with SJ.R. policies or philosophies.

PUBLISHERThe Society For Individual Rights 83 Sixth StreetSan Francisco, California 94103 [415] 781-1570

THE GAY EXPERIENCE

VECTOR
Our Eleventh Year July 1975 Voi. 11, No.7

Departments
LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 7
EAST BAY by MICHAEL NOVICK 9 
STAR CRUISE by JEFF 11
WINING & DINING by AMBROSE 13 
WOMEN by JEANNE CORDOVA 15

TRAVEL by GARY MENGER 17
BOOKS by FRANK HOWELL 19
THEATER by JAMES ARMSTRONG 21
BAR/BATH/RESTAURANT/GUIDE 59
CLASSIFIEDS 62

Features
THE MOST DANGEROUS HOMOSEXUALS by DAN ALLEN; College teacher, Allen. 23 

discusses closet persons in mind-infkencing institutions (schools, churches, etc.) who lead 
painfully triple lives in same-sex environments. And he's angry!

SINCE THE REFERENDUM PASSED by FRANK FITCH: As we approach the first 25
real showdown of Fundamentalist California Christianists' attempts to lock us out of main- 
stream living, political editor. Fitch, projects what it will be like in a horror fiction piece.

WILDWOOD RANCH, An Appreciation by RICHARDPIRO: What began as adagio 28
quickly turned into allegro con brio as the magic of one of the Bay Area's two (no less) gay 
"ranches" began to work its spell. In rather too rhapsodic overwriting, our editor shares the 
experience of this membership-only magic mountain.

CENTERSPREAD: JOHN by JOHN DAVID HOUGH 31

VECTOR READERSHIP SURVEY The most important thing you can do for this publica- 35 
tion is to fill out our questionaire and mail it in immediately. Results published next month.

TALES OF PIN CHINN by DAMON DEWINTERS: Another nrioving folk tale suspicious- 37 
ly connected with the tragic Houston murders.

HAMBURGER MARY'S & CISSY'S SALOON by ROBERT BOYLAN A very personal 38 
reaction to one of San Francisco's oldest and most treasured eateries. James Moss, photography.

STAYING OUT ON CAMPUS by ANDREW MENDELSON: Coming ou t-rea lly  coming 40
out—is a never-ending process, and despite the warnings of his "friends" Stanford graduate 
student Mendelson shares his struggles and visions for a new order.

MEMORIES OF A SMALL TOWN by SCOTT FABERSHAM; Is there a gay soul in San 42 
Francisco or New York who does not cherish often painful memories of the swimming hole and 
the "strange" bachelor who later. . .? VECTOR'S first feature-length poem.

SHAMPOO WASHES OUT by R. MORGAN ELLIS: Film critic, Ellis, posed several ques- 44 
tions to producer/star Warren Beatty concerning his use of gay stereotypes in his new film.

INTO THE STREETS by RANDY ALFRED: Why participate in a gay parade? An articu- 46 
late rationale for sharing the celebration of gayness not only during the June spectaculars but 
in the day-to-day activities of liberated humans who are gay all the time.

WINDOWS by GUY CORRY; introducing the subtle photo-genius of Guy Corry who chose 50
window-moods for his VECTOR debut.

RO BBIEbyH. KARP: On the most bizarre block of the vyorld's most bizarre city. New York, 54 
East Coast correspondent decided to check out a happening—which was bizarre.



VVhatdoesSiRneSmost to
Nbu are right. Money.
W hat is a iR  Angels?

A dedicated group of men and women who donate a minimum of $3.00 a month to
S.I.R. for at least one year or $ 3 0 .0 0  once a vear. You

Won't you join "S .I.R . Angels" to get S.I.R . into its many worthwhile projects? You 
can become a S.I.R . Angel just by completing the form below and sending in your donation.

T o n e  year membership costs you only $30.00 payable immediately or you can also take 
up to 12 months at $3.00 a month to obtain a one year membership.

Please complete the form below and help S.I.R . move forward.

APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP IN S.I.R. ANGELS

Society for Individual Rights 
83 Sixth Street

I San Francisco, California 94103

Enclosed please find:
□  $30.00 one year S.I.R. Angels Membership
□  $3.00 one month membership
□  Any amount toward S.I.R. Angels

N A M E _  

STREET. 

CITY___ .STATE. .Z IP .

m t & i R
IV E E K !

WED: 8 pm M«mb#rihip Mm U 2nd
SIR M«mb«n only»

7:30 for* Board of TnittOia on H t/3rd 
Wad. of month. Mamban oniy

a p m  Board ofTrviataMMEETING 
Mainban may obaarvt.

Bpm SIRO paoM aatln»»O panH ouaa 
4th Wad. t¥Ofy monih-FroBr*»* 
vary. Opto to

8  pm Coovartatioo Group. Topica vary. 
Opto M ail.

7:30 Rainbow Oaaf Socioty. U t Fri.
aach mooth—in tlpn language.

7 pm Marriad Mana' Group-3rd Friday 
Contact S.I.R.

8AT; 9 am Frat privata comultaiiom tmth
privata ptychologitt uhiil 1 pm 
Cali «or ippointm ani-781-1670 

Emptoymcnl Offlca: Cali 781-1570 foctiovn

FRI:

cau fo rh ia

SCENE
SAMPLE ISSUE; $1.00

ONE YEAR: $8.50 (10 Issue*)

P. o. Box 26032 Lm AngMes, California 90026

gay  
liberator

Box 631-A 
Detroit 48232

12 issues foi $4 in US, $5 
outside US, $8 supporting.

WORLD PREMIER OF A  N E W  PLAY 
BY DEAN GOODMAN

SPECIAL
FRIENDS

Showcase Theatre 
430 Mason St„ S.F. 
8:30  P.M.

S.I.R. THEATRE PARTY ON 
OPENING NIGHT 

JU LY 24. 1975

Tickets on sale 
at the S.I.R . Center

S .I.R . Members: $4 .00  
Others: $5.00

Watch for detailsl

Lettera
The best yet

To paraphrase Coue, ' Every day in 
every way VECTOR is getting better 
and better.' Your June issue is the best 
yet. Cover-boy Mark Howard, especially 
de Winters' photo on page 31 (where he 
is fu lly  clothed), is superb. What a beau
tifu l face.

Marvin's interview w ith Michael Kearns 
was great—went right out to buy the book 
and Pickwick (LA's largest) was already 
sold out!

Your articles are getting better, too. 
Thanks fo r such good reading and inter
pretation of the gay scene. Long may 
your banners wave.

Joseph W. Kessler 
Los Angeles, Calif.

An author speaks up

First of all, I meant to  write sooner 
to thank you fo r doing such a nice job 
with A Day at the Beach. It certainly 
was pleasant to see my name at the top.

And, by the way, speaking o f qua lity - 
Karl Maves' Sweet Rosewell O'Grady in

the Feb. issue is not only one of the best 
stories you have ever published, but the 
illustrations and layout were absolutely 
perfect—there's hope fo r gay literature 
and there is even, thanks to  you, a forum 
where gay stories can be presented in a 
fresh and delightfully w itty  way. Thank 
you. Thank you.

Thomas G. Felt 
Alexandria, Va.

Some disagreements
I wish to compliment you on the June 

issue of VECTOR. It is simply the best I 
have ever seen. Don't know how to  praise 
i t  enough.

Despite some disagreements w ith the 
philosophy o f the article (which is really 
neither here nor there) I especially want 
to  thank you for the article by Ruben 
Vasquez. I'd  really like to see more really 
serious articles along that vein.

Again, rny compliments.

Jack Trujillo 
Palo A lto , Calif.

Progress in this state

My compliments to  your magazine 
and to  S.I.R. fo r the great progress it 
has been making fo r the communities 
of this state.

Gary Centman 
Gay Center fo r Social 
Services, San Diego

Hope springs eternal

Just a note to  say how impressed I 
am w ith  the quality o f the writing and 
the subject matter o f VECTOR in the 
past few months. As a life member of 
S.I.R. I have been disenchanted w ith 
this organization as it became irresponsi
ble and meaningless. Perhaps there will be 
a revival. Hope springs eternal!

I f  you are interested I would consider 
writing an article fo r you called ' When 
You're Alone '  and directed to  the large 
group o f the shy but competent profess
ional group o f gay men in San Francisco 
(and the U.S.), who can find no easy way 
to meet people who make sense. In an
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anti-intellectual age attainment becomes a 
burden of disenchantment.

Dr. Guy M. Everett 
San Francisco, Calif.

The media is the paper cost

This is the first time I have ever written 
a ' letter to the editor" and I find it very 
d ifficu lt because I am so impressed by 
your June issue that I can't see straight.

I was distressed when VECTOR moved 
from glossy (and very expensive, I know) 
paper to what you have now. Then for a 
few months 1 could see the struggle of 
your pretending you were still glossy but 
weren't. I also hated the fru-fru neon type 
of ' chic' art work BUT, since Jay Manning 
became art director (who is this genius?)
I have observed the perfect marriage and 
union between your message and your 
media supplies. I'm a graphic artist so, 
naturally the ' look' of a magazine is 
what first attracts me to buy it. Mr. Mann
ing has brought a harmony and a tight 
unity making, I believe, VECTOR extreme
ly readable, enjoyable seeable, and seems 
to have married well with your editorial 
staff and policies. Hey—thanks, huh?

.tohn Cook 
.Philadelphia, Pa.

East Bay
GAY MEN’S RAP

The oldest established permanent 
floating gay men’s activity on the 
continental side of the Bay is the East 
Bay Gay Men's Raps, which meet every 
Friday night starting at 7 pm in the 
First Baptist Church on the corner of 
Haste and Dana Streets in Berkeley,

On any given Friday night as many 
as fif ty  to  seventy men (from Berkeley, 
Oakland, and the farther reaches of 
Alameda and Contra Costa counties) 
gather for a community meeting and 
various kinds o f small groups. The raps 
have been going on fo r almost three 
years now, facilitated by the Rap«'

THE
MC INTIRE 
INVENTION
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Collective, a body of nine men who 
function as an ongoing encounter and 
training group. Besides leafletting 
extensively and providing refreshments, 
collective members draw together en
counter, discussion, nonverbal communi
cation, and ongoing problem-solving 
grouprs every week.

About half the men who attend are 
regulars, many of whom take some 
responsibility for the raps' continued 
success and growth. But as many as a 
third of those present on a particular 
Friday w ill be there fo r the first time.
A small orientation group usually is 
held before the community meeting in 
order to acquaint newcomers w ith the 
over-all format and to  get a sense of 
people's needs and expectations.

Periodically special events occur at 
the raps: massage groups, demonstra
tions of postural integration, or show- 
and-tell groups in which people share 
their poetry, music and other creative 
efforts. There have been film and video 
showings on topics as diverse as Chilean 
resistance to fascism and the Ohio Gay 
Pride Week. Projects initiated by the 
raps range from picnics to  a conference 
on gay male sexuality, to a gay.rights 
platform that was adopted by Bobby 
Seale and Elaine Brown for the Black 
Panther Party in their Oakland campaign 
two years ago, then approved in part by 
the Berkeley City Council. There have 
been discussions on youth, age, bodies, 
jobs, cruising, cooking, and every other 
interest gay men know. One night people 
role-played "gay bar."
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But the main focus at the raps con
tinues to be on the "here and now" of 
people's feelings about themselves, their 
lives, and one another; on the interac
tions that take place between individuals. 
The groups are meant to  be supportive 
in an atmosphere for you to  take some 
risks if you want to, in order to grow
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with one another, develop a sense of 
community, deepen our understanding 
of ourselves, each other, and life in this 
society. The raps afford people a chance 
to make new friends, to  meet other gay 
men in a more open and honest, and less 
ritualized way than ordinarily occurs in 
bars or baths.

The diversity of gay men's lives is 
reflected in the attendance at the raps. 
There's usually a substantial number of 
black and other third-world men. From 
a base three years ago, mainly in the 
campus and hip community (when the 
raps began as part of Gay Men's Night 
at the Berkeley Free Clinic), the typical 
group now includes many different kinds 
of men: working people from Oakland, 
older gays and younger ones from all 
walks of life. These differences and 
similarities often form the basis of the 
discussions. Nor is attendance restricted 
to those who live in the East Bay. Gays 
from San Francisco and even down the 
Peninsula regularly come to the raps. If 
you want more information about the 
raps or the collective that puts them on, 
call John, at 654-1578, or Tom, 843-2459.

Nothing sustains the raps but the 
energy and contributions o f the men who 
come to them and make them what they 
are in order to meet their needs. I t ’s 
something we build fo r ourselves and 
for one another. Whether you're looking 
for a place to live, or need to  share some 
feelings, or want to turn people on to 
something you're involved in, or just 
want to  come and help celebrate the 
raps' upcoming th ird anniversary, come 
see for yourself some Friday night soon.*

Survey: page 35
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THE GRIM REAPER
In response to several complaints 

concerning the "inaccuracy" o f the 
dates/signs below, we call your atten
tion to the fact that Je ff is dealing 
with SIDEREAL ASTROLOGY

Dec. 17—Jan. IS Jan. 16-F eb. 13 Feb. 14-M ar. IS Mar. 16-A p t. 14 Apr. IS-M ay. IS May. 16-Ju n . 16 Jun. 17-JuU 17 Jul. 18-Aug. 17 Aug. 18-S ep . 17 Sep. 18-O ct. 18 Oct. 19-N ov . 17 Nov. 18—Dec. 16

Sagittarius MutableCapriconi CardinalAquarius FixedPices MutableAries CardinalTaurus FixedGemini MutableCancer CardinalLeo FixedVirgo MutableLibra CardinalScorpio Fixed

bv JEFF
Any star gazer, when asked to state which 

is the most beautiful planet, will invariably 
nominate Saturn. When seen through a small 
telescope, Saturn's golden beauty creates 
wonder and delight. Gut Saturn's beauty 
belies its astrological implications. Saturn is 
the planet of frustration, inhibition, corrup
tion, and lack. It  is often refered to as "the 
grim reaper," There are some pluses with this 
most negative planet. When strong in the natal 
chart, Saturn adds the qualities of practicality 
and reliability. There is a feeling of utter real
ity  that Saturn gives which is often misinterpret
ed as common sense, but which is more aptly
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described as cynical resignation*
Saturn in transit to the natal Sun lasts 

about two and a half years* Currently it is in 
the last few degrees of the constellation Gem
ini, You Geminis*and the other mutable cons
tellations, Sagittarius, Pices, and Virgo, will 
breathe a collective sigh of relief around the 
very last day of July* At that time Saturn will 
slip over into Cancer* For two and a half years 
thereafter the cardinal constellations will 
experience the frustrations of Saturn* You 
mutable people can then aid your friends 
whose Suns are in Cancer, Capricorn, Aries, 
or Libra, with the voice of experience. During 
a Saturn transit it seems our best efforts pro
duce very little* We take two steps forward and 
three back. But the important thing is not to 
give up. Gains made during a Saturn transit are 
lasting, though small*

BIRTHDAY PEOPLE

JULY 1 -  JULY 8
Your Sun is in the middle degrees of the 

constellation Gemini. You hold the monopoly 
on the Gemini characteristic of lightning thought* 
Mathematics, mechanics, languages, and pure 
rapid thinking are your best assets. You also 
are impatient and impulsive, often reckless*
You may think a lot, but you seldom stop to 
think deeply* Unless painstakingly acquired, 
wisdom escapes you. You do everything with 
quick passion but are easily bored* Your part
ners can enjoy a rapid, ardent courtship, but 
as soon as they get their hair back in place you 
are nowhere to  be found* If  they expect you to 
settle into a comfy, tranquil home life, they 
are in for a disappointment* You are impossi
ble to tie down. You need to learn to slow down 
and to feel rather than th ink. 1975 offers relief 
from the frustrations of Saturn, which has been 
bugging you the past two years* You will need 
to  exercise some restraint this year not to go 
overboard with your newfound freedom. Seek 
the advice of cooler heads regarding some swift 
and unexpected changes in your life pattern.



July 9 -  July 17
Your sun is in the last degrees of the cons

tellation Gemini. Your depth of thought can be 
profound. Of the Geminis you come closer to 
being a scholar and an intellectual* You are 
warm and receptive of the needs of others as 
long as they recognize your leadership. Good 
health, stamina, and charisma can be yours 
if you allow sufficient periods away from  
your ivory tower. Your main problem in rela
tionships is to learn to be gentle with your 
many admirers. They seem unable to under
stand that you are only one person. 1975 
offers you opportunity to get some pet mental 
projects off the ground. New thoughts can 
lead to new gains. This is a year to make spec
tacular progress if you are willing to accept 
the changes necessary.

July 1 8 -J u ly  22
Your Sun is in the early degrees of the 

constellation Cancer. Strongly motivated and 
political, you can be the benign and gentle 
dictator. You mesmerize your intimates, mani
pulating them through their emotions with the 
irresistable power of your own. Life to you is 
an emotional symphony. You operate in the 
world of feelings and desires. Your desire to 
be active in social progress adds much to your 
great public appeal. Your intimates above all 
must be loyal, or they can wound you deeply. 
You present a strong public image, but your 
ego is shaky. You can be all things to all men. 
Your greatest problems are to learn to be true 
to yourself and to develop and stich with a 
satisfying self-image. You must learn that you 
cannot please everyone, and you most certainly 
cannot truly please anyone unless you learn to 
please yourself. 1975 offers a mixed bag of 
emotional highs and lows for you. Your gentle
ness will be taxed, and you will need to use 
restraint in emotions. Keep in mind that you 
are an extremely sensitive person. Playing with 
romantic fires can burn you more deeply than 
it can most people. There is no need to retire 
from the world. Simply be careful.

July 23 — July 31
Your Sun is in the middle degrees of the 

constellation Cancer. You are the perfect 
charmer. You can be a skilled performer in the 
arts of acting, musical performance, or any 
activity that distracts others from their cares. 
You can be the clown and the mime. You act 
as a mirror for others and can re<reate any 
personality at will. All this talent leaves you 
with a problem. You find it difficult to know 
who you are. You sort of pick up bits and 
pieces of other people and incorporate these 
elements Into your own personality. You love 
with a depth that often scares less serious peo
ple away. You are rather hard to get rid of 
once the flame has died. But if loyalty and long 
term relationships are what your partners seek, 
they have certainly found it with you. You are 
a terminal romantic. 1975 emphasizes youthful 
associations and new and exhilarating ideas. 
This is a year for you to play and to enjoy 
things. But take care to set aside time for rest 
and solitude.*
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W A N TE D

.lUST THE AVERAGE GUY OVER 21 YEARS 
WHO IS a f t e r  a  g o o d  TIME, SOME FUN, 
CRUISING, AND IF DESIRED, EXQUISITE 
DINING IN AN INTIMATE ATMOSPHERE, 
DO YOU HAVE THE NEED AND DESIRE 
TO FILL OUR NEEDS AND YOUHS^
RFAP n,\i

W E O F F E R
AN INTIMATE COZY DINING ATMOSPHERE 
WITH A CUISINE UNSURPASSED IN THE 
BAY -TREA. DELIGHTFUL SATURDAY 
SUNDAY BRUNCHES FROM 10 AM to T PM 
ON SUNDAYS AND FROM 11 AM to 3 PM ON 
SATURDAYS WITH ALL THE OLD FAVORI TES 
LIKE FGGS HEN h iUC l  AND A FEW OF OUR 
OWN CREATIONS. AFTER ENJOYING YOUR 
FOOD IN OUR DINING ROOM, RELAX IN OUR 
GAMF nOOM  WITH A CHOICE OF POOL, PONG 
PIN BALL MACHINES OR SHUFFLE BOARD 
FOR THE MORE A C U V F  PERSON, WE OFFER 
DANCING IN THE COFSHAi,  OUR UPSTAIRS 
BAR WITH A NEW LOOK AND SOUND OPEN 
FOR YOUR PLEASURE FROM 8PM lo 2AM

Wining & Dining
PURPLE PICKLE 
2223 Market Street, S.F.
621-0441

The Purple Pickle experience begins 
w ith one of the friendliest and most 
charming bars in town (w ith all well 
drinks selling fo r a mere 65 cents).
Then, through the back curtains one 
steps into nostalgiaville a la Province- 
town, the Hamptons, Palm Springs, and 
every gay dream of elegance, lots of 
crystal, gold-flecked mirrors, subtle 
lighting, soft music, and flocked walls. 
Camp? Serious elegance? Wish-fulfillment 
Camp? Serious elegance? Wish fu lf i l l
ment? Fantasy? Who knows— but we 
were impressed w ith the amount of 
love that went into the environment.

The menu was in harmony w ith the 
decor inasmuch as i t  contained all of 
the necessary items such as prawns saute 
($4.25), New York steak ($7.95), baby 
beef liver ($3.95), and two daily specials 
that night, pot roast, and chicken.

A delicious, hard-crusted sourdough 
bread opened the meal followed by a 
dullish but crisply fresh salad (we could 
have had soup) w ith a simple Italian 
dressing.

I selected pork chops ($4.50), which 
were a b it overdone but delicious none- 
the-less, accompanied by apple sauce, 
which—get th is—had been spiked with 
a powerful curry (I think). Very differ
ent. Also we both marveled at the per
fect potato Anna—a sort of cooked and 
then sauted (deep fried?) potato sliced 
and seasoned, which meant lots of work 
and successful results. B illy had the veal 
saute ($5.50), which was strips of veal 
sauted w ith fresh green peppers, mush
rooms, and pimentos. The seasoning was 
subtle but insistent, and again, it was 
obvious that the chef invests lots of 
time and love w ith his craft. A  very 
generous slice of fresh cheesecake ($1) 
finished the mean, accompanied unfor
tunately by weak American coffee, which 
set o ff the density of the cheesecake 
nicely so we aren't complaining. The duo 
worked superbly.

And we lingered because the music 
was exactly at the right volume, the  ̂
room made us feel we were in another

world (not surprising at this end of 
Market Street), but eventually the 
theatre called and we floated on to 
Me and Bessie. It was a perfect evening 
(Billy's birthday), and it's nice to know 
that there is a centrally located restau
rant that is a relaxing experience—no 
pressure—and a softness that worked.

I 2 2 &  f o ^ ò O W V
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PIER 54 RESTAURANT 
China Basin Street, S.F.
398-7846

It has been some time since we visit
ed Pier 54 and ire  delighted to report 
very little has changed — this simply 
has to be one o f the most glorious of 
San Francisco experiences. It's the 
ultimate Key Largo trip  through all 
the warehouses, empty gigantic ships, 
and there all fuzzy with fog a tiny light 
announces you've arrived. The room is 
heaven, reminiscent of grandmother's 
and everyone's crazy aunt who lives 
surrounded by old sheet music, antique- 
ish furniture, dark woods and the most 
attractive male staff this side of earth. 
It's impossible not to chat w ith total 
strangers at the other tables because 
being there is visiting and when you 
visit, being a good little boy, you chat 
w ith everyone.

We arrived at sunset (before the fog, 
this time) and seated at a window we

2500 MARKET STREET SAN FRANCISCO. CALIFORNIA 94114
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Chefs Specials Daily 
F r i.& S a t . Prim e Rib $6.75

Chef- Jim  Kwiecinski 
Sat., Sun. & Holiday Brunch

BOB S A N D N E P
AT THE P IAN O  
Tues, th ru  Sun. 
R O LAN D  
M on & Tues.

PIER 54 RESTAURANT 
"  ON THE WATERFRONT

Featuring the BEST food in town, served by the NICEST people, in the FUNKIEST 
atmosphere, on the HARDEST chairs in San Francisco. LOTS of FREE parking.
For to ll free information from  anywhere in San Francisco, call 398-7846.
LUNCH - MONDAY thru FRIDAY DINNER -7  DAYS A WEEK

an amazing combination o f friendliness and 
very relaxed eating.'* — VECTOR

Dinners Served Nightly from 6:30 
0 2 6 —1 1 6 3  Brunches — Saturday 8i Sunday from 1 1 —4

2348 Market Street San Francisco

were both breathless w ith the view of 
the harbor (the real harbor and not the 
fucked up tourist trap around the bend) 
and the skyline and, eventually, the fog. 
Highlights of the meal consisted of an 
onion soup encrusted with bread and 
cheese, the best coffee we’ve had in a 
restaurant this year, and a viciously 
delicious dildo-shaped piece of pastry 
with a dark chocolate mousse filling.
OK, the Shrimp Marsala ($6.50) were 
too sweet and rather tasteless but A l, 
manager EST person, insists that that 
is why it's their best seller, and the sole 
was dry but that's a problem they're 
working on. Who cares? The ambiance 
is mellow, the room stunningly original 
(in as much as it seemed to have happen
ed and was not decorated on purpose) 
and the staff! (Charlotte said that I was 
not to describe the staff because then 
every table would be taken every night 
and we'd never get in again.) To A l, 
Ray, Tony and Doug—we'll be back! I •  

—Ambrose

Survey: page35

C- 4*

‘•AVTWENTK MEXKAN <VtilNE
Open? days! -5 -1 0  pm

ANO WINE ÍERVCO" 

$2$ tt>TR0, ;AN FRANCKO 626'7I97 (i

Two Stores
3870 — 17th Street 
276 Noe St 
San Francisco

863-1910 W INE  & groceries

Women
WHAT’S A WOMAN TO DO?

by JEANNE CORDOVA

A lth o u g h  I have b e e n  a lesbian fo r  
seven years, and  u sed  to  th in k  I k n ew  
w hat be ing  a lesb ian  m e an t, 1 m u s t 
ad m it o v er the  las t y e a r  the  fem in ist 
in te rp re ta tio n  o f  lesb ian ism  has 
th ro w n  m y  p o litica l ac tiv ity  in the  
gay, lesb ian , an d  fem in is t m o v em en t 
in to  a q u an d a ry .

Recently a friend whom 1 call a nouveau 
lesbian (because she recently came into 
lesbianism from heterosexuality via the 
Women’s Movement) told me, “ A lesbian is 
not a homosexual.” Last week 1 read a 
button put out by a radical feminist/lesbian 
collective which read, “We are angry, not
gay-”In 1968 B.F. (Before Feminism) I used 
to read in Webster’s, “a lesbian is a female 
homosexual.” A homosexual is one "who 
sleeps with his (her) own sex.” In 1970 I 
read in that now famous feminist document 
“What is a lesbian?” , “a lesbian is the rage 
of all women condensed to the point of 
explosion.” Later in that same article I 
read, “ But lesbianism is also different from 
male homosexuality, and serves a different 
function in society.”

Clearly these are, if not conflicting, 
certainly different definitions. Clearly they 
come from different perspectives. The 
former is what men like Webster understand 
about us, the latter apparently what our 
het sisters saw in our lifestyle. In recent 
years I have come to understand that 
lesbianism is not like (male) homosexuality 
because in a sexist society such as ours no 
behaviour of women is the same as that of 
men. When women love (men or each other), they don’t  “lové” like men d6. Wlwt pnysicai ana emotional leeiings women 
derive from sex, are not the same as those 
which men experience. When women work 
together, it is not the same experience as 
when men work “ together” /compete. When 
women talk to each other, they don’t talk 
about the things (money, status, power) 
that men talk about. Ad infinitum. Knowing 
this helps me understand that when women 
love each other and attempt to build a life 
around their love, they do not love or live 
as men who love het women and they do 
not love or live as men who love other men. 
After I got this through my consciousness 
I was still left with another sticky conflict 
which I am hoping to work out.

I was a woman-identifled-lover-of-other- 
women for four years before I found the 
Women’s Movement. During that time, I, 
like so many of my sisters who had the 
misfortune of falling into unteminist 
lesbianism, spent much time in ‘the bars’ 
and ‘the roles’. Having left the latter I still

remember vividly the former, I still re
member walking down the street and having 
men, and, yes, women, say or point queer’.
1 still remember the cops coming in and 
lining me up against the w ^l and throwing 
some other sisten into the wagon.-1 still 
reniember when The Ladder used to say 
“we homosexuals deserve our democratic 
rights to live and love the same as hetero
sexuals.” I still remiember my father 
throwing my short-haired lover out p f (he 
house and saying, “Don’t you ever bring 
a woman like  that in this house again." I 
still remember him and others in my 
Abnormal Psychology classes saying, “We 
ought to take all those dykes and fajggots 
and shoot ’em.”  1 guess & at means I 
remember what it means to  be homosexual in this society.

In the last three years I have learned that 
to be woman in this society is just one step 
up fr6m the bottom o f  that dung heap. 
Maybe being woman isn’t even 6ne step up, 
but I don’t want to argue about which 
part of me (as if I wasn’t wholel is more 
oppressed. It’s all lousy. What 1 mean to 
say is this. I came irtto the Women’s

Movement, via the Gay Movement. 1 tfOat 
realise that when society busts "a  faggot^ they are showing contempt for “ a  man 
who would be a woman” and when th» courts take away a lesbian's children i t  is 
because she is 'no t realty a womau. Pâr many years I have known tha t the “ faggot- 
swish male” and the “dyke-butòh lesbian^ come in for far greater oppression than thè 
butch male and the latter-day “ femme”  
lesbian. I know this is because Ate foim èf are overtly breaking role behaVioureAd tlH)' 
latter are OK because they still lookrtOélÿ 
real men and real women. Laying, aside (BQ 
crap, 1 as an activist, one T ^o  wants tO' 
help change things, question’wtiednfMQr 
place is with the movement'vAdch s e ^  to  
lift-discrimination off my sexual orieiitatioil 
or the movement which seeks to  redefine 
the one-down position of my gender. Does 
a  lesbian belong working in,the Gay Mpve>~ 
ment or the Feminist Movement—or b l ^ T  
Or neither?The ambiguities and oppression we èuffhr 
from both womanbaiting-sèxism me 
gay men and iesbian-baiting front The het, 
women is I think the reason v ^ ÿ  so inany



lesbians adopt a dyke separatist, total 
Lesbian Movemcnt/identity/perspective. Sometimes 1 sit in large gay community 
meetings and watch gay men subtly putting 
down their femme-male lovers. Sometimes 
I sit in large feminist meetings and listen 
to what my “sisters” say, “No, Jane can’t 
be the one gives the TV speech, her hair is too short, and she wears men’s boots-w hat 
will people think?” 1 know damn well 
what a lesbian thinks in either situation. 1 also know that a lesbian in the women’s 
movement isn’t doing much to help her sisters prevent rape. Emotionally 1 so 
totally identify with women that it’s hard 
to feel a part of Christopher Street West 
parades. It’s hard to recognise any “brother
hood” with John who got busted on “lewd 
and lascivious” when last week he said to 
me, “What do you see in women?”

I am beginning to see, yes indeed, being 
a lesbian is so totally different from being 
a gay man. We have little in common but 
the society that mislabelled us and right 
now we are rejecting that society and all 
its labels.

I am tired of telling my gay “brothers” . 
“No! You can’t do tnat.to women.” I am 
tired of telling my het and lesbian feminist 
sisters, “ I’m angry and gay.” Sometimes I 
think my sisters who have found loving 
another woman through the rosy glow of a 
woman identified supportive Women’s 
Movement, fo rgo t-or never learned-loving 
another woman is also being queer. No, 
being a lesbian is not the same as being a 
homosexual but how do you fignt against a 
society which says it is?

This year 1 don’t see any real place in the 
male identified gay movement for a 
feminist identified lesbian. This year 1 still 
question, “What is a lesbian-gay-queer 
woman’s responsibility to the thousands of 
her sisters who still suffer under anti-gay as 
well as anti-woman prejudices?” Next year 
maybe someone will write about how to 
fight a society which would lock me up on 
two counts. Both, it seems to me, carry life 
sentences.«

Jeanne Cordova is an activist and 
author o f Sexism: It's a Nasty A ffair 
(New Way Books, Los Angeles). This 
piece is reprinted from  The Lesbian 
Tide (Los Angeles) via GA Y NEWS
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by GARY MENGER

Laguna Beach—a stone's throw from 
Los Angeles, a short hop from San Diego, 
an hour by plane from San Francisco— 
is unique in California, perhaps in the 
whole country. This oceanside village 
invites comparison w ith Provincetown 
on CapeCod, w ith Sausalito in Marin 
County, but it's more than and quite 
different from either.

Laguna always has been primarily an 
art colony, firs t colonized and still popu
lated primarily by successful artists and 
craftsmen. This is no haven for "a rtsy" 
drifters and groupies in funny costume— 
rather, a community of individuals who've 
found what they like to do, do it well, 
and are busy at it.

Most o f the year there's no bustle and 
rush here; a lazy village dominated by the 
Pacific Ocean—the graceful wheelings and 
glidings of the gulls set the pace. Lunch 
hours are spent strolling on the beach, 
shoes in hand; cocktail stops are often 
followed by a tr ip  back to the beach to 
share a sunset while you listen to the 
pounding of the surf.

In summer the pattern is broken for.a 
while by—scourge and salvation!—the 
tourists. They come in hordes; squeeze 
themselves into every square yard o f space; 
overflow the beds—it becomes impossible 
to  drive and d ifficu lt even to walk; there 
are lines everywhere. But they buy the 
artists' paintings and sculpture and pottery, 
pay the shopkeepers' rent, spend well in 
the local restaurants and make possible 
another year o f happy residence fo r those 
who choose to live here.

Nor are they shortchanged. The Festival 
of Arts alone is worth the trip , and Laguna's 
Pageant of the Masters is famous around the 
world. Primarily, the reward is in the beauti
ful sandy beach that stretches the length of 
the town, given a unique character and beau
ty  by rocky cliffs and islets formed of lava.

1 don't know whether anyone's attempted 
a survey o f the marital status of Laguna gays, 
but it appears to be largely a "couples" socie
ty , with singles showing more interest in the 
company o f friends than the pursuit o f part
ners .

The gay gathering places are The L ittle 
Shrimp, a pleasant piano bar and restaurant 
a dozen blocks south of the town's 
center on Coast Highway, and the South 
Seas Room of the Coast Hotel, a block 
further south. Neither place is "cruisy" 
in the usual sense of the word (a gather
ing place for lonely singles who eye one 
another w ith nervous hunger), because

the tone, relaxed and conversational, is 
set by the many couples and groups of 
friends who know and like one another. 
It's a friendlier society than is to  be found 
in most gay bars, and for that reason 
cruising is easier in some ways, but for 
people for whom sex must be furtive, 
anonymous, and divorced from any social 
contact, it is of course more d ifficu lt.
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(More d ifficu lt in the bars, but still possi
ble in the area—the beach between the 
two bars is not lonely after dark, nor is 
Heisler Park, at the other end of town.)

Dining out in Laguna is diasppointing. 
There are no really fine restaurants, nor 
any very atmospheric ones.

Choosing a place to stay in Laguna is 
d ifficu lt, not because there are so many 
places, but so few, and none o f them out
standing. The big "p lastic" places are 
absurdly high in price, and infested with 
children and pets; the smaller places are 
not much more economical and mostly 
are rather seedy. A pleasant exception is 
the Village Inn, a little  south o f downtown 
w ith nice rooms and a swimming pool. Not 
gay, it seems to draw young singles. The 
price is right at the Coast Inn ($10, $18, 
and $26). Bottom price gets you four walls 
and a ’>ed for one or two; middle price over
looks the ocean, and top price is on the 
private beach. Staying there puts you where 
you're handy to the gay bars and to a stretch 
of beach that gets "interesting" at night. 
Although the Coast Inn advertises to gay 
people, its straight owners are not, by repu
tation, particularly simpatico; they just 
don't want to overlook any areas of profit.
But the service is genial, good ribs are served 
in the "straighter" of the two bars, and 
there's a coffee shop for breakfast.

For staying in a place operated by and for 
gay people, call Jay at C lift Motel (714-494- 
3004). It's a small place located midway 
between the center of the town and the L ittle  
Shrimp. A dozen rooms surrounding a pleas
ant courtyard, some of the rooms with access 
to the roofdeck fo r nude sunbathing. The 
rooms are quite nicely furnished (some w ith 
ocean view), and prices range from $18 to  $28 
They're only a short distance from the beach. 
The motel w ill be happy to pick you up 
at the Orange County A irport, and it 
accepts popular credit cards.

operators, so I can recommend them. In 
Laguna'that would be too massive an under
taking; so very many of the shops and 
services here are gay-operated, nor would 
I choose to steer you away from their 
very friendly, sympathetic straight compfe- 
titors. It's a town that has to be experienc
ed to be understood.

To paraphrase: it was conceived in 
liberty and is dedicated to the proposi
tion that all men have a right to be them
selves, and live their lives as they choose. 
The people here are doing just that, and 
being gay does not set one in any way 
apart from  them.

Survey: 
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Apart from the freedom to live, and 
to  be. Laguna offers many beauties and 
pleasures—from its beaches, to its shops 
and galleries, to its towering, sparsely 
settled hills.

Summer is here—the best time for 
everything that is unique in Laguna, anc 
the best time fo r meeting people here 
from all over the country. Give yourself 
the pleasure soon!«
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Books
SINGLE MEN /  LIVING TOGETHER

NAKED NOMADS: Unmarried Men in 
America
by George Gilder
Quadrangle/New York Times, $7.95

One year ago George Gilder wrote 
Sexual Suicide, which was reviewed in 
these pages. He contended that traditional 
sex roles were the answer to many probl
ems of the modern world. Now he narrows 
his concerns to people like himself. He 
rewards single males of all descriptions and 
life styles w ith a massive guilt trip  based 
on what he thinks is best. He argues for 
the conventional values of super-butch 
males and very female women. For Gilder 
it's back to basics. Women must again be 
placed on a pedestal and worshiped. Men 
are again regarded as vicious, untamed 
beasts who need submission to the gentle 
sex. Christianity has pushed this concept 
for centuries. It is small wonder that women 
and men have battled each other fo r centur
ies because they expect the impossible.

Marriage is offered as the article of faith 
for the unmarried man and whatever ails 
him. He receives the shaft from Gilder for 
90 per cent of all crime; he will not live as 
long as his married counterpart and is said, 
according to government figures, to have a 
high rate of illness. But, as the old saw goes, 
the figures don't lie but liars figure. Statis
tics must, of necessity, be interpreted and 
fleshed out. Gilder draws on anthropology 
and other social sciences to imply that 
marriage is a matter of uncompromising 
urgency. His research tells him that single 
women don't need the knot tied nearly as 
urgently as single men do. Woman can sub
limate her needs, but man is so undisciplin
ed and violent that only a stable supply of 
roots and security w ill do the trick.

It is unfortunate that Gilder does not deal 
adequately with the brute fact of divorce. If 
marital bliss can become so therapeutic and 
necessary fo ra // the unwed, why do we find 
the skyrocketing divorce rate? Perhaps socie
ty has come to expect too much of this 
fundamental union. Sometimes compulsory 
happiness evolves into an overwhelming 
burden.

Certainly there are grains of tru th  in Naked 
Nomads. We learn that a shortage o f young 
females exists for males of the same age group

(600,000 females for 1.5 million males). This 
dilemma has seemingly been produced by the 
number of divorced older men who develop 
a yen for proving they can still attract 
the pretty ones in their twenties. Again 
we wonder about the high crack-up rate.

Reckless playboy sorts are offered as 
outrageous examples of irresponsible.

untamed manhood. Many gays w ill be 
unable to  identify w ith these characters. 
The message offered is that single men 
above th irty  are wandering about disillu> 
sioned and miserable. They have commit
ted the most grievous sin of all—they 
failed to conform.

In such a book we should expect a
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chapter on solutions to the problems 
posed. But Gilder offers only his central 
thesis. We are pushed into the cold w ith
out so much as tea and sympathy.
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SEX, LIV ING TOGETHER and the LAW:
A Legal Guide for Unmarried Couples 
(and Groups)
by Carmen Masey and Ralph Warner 
Nolo Press, Ca. $4.95, 187 pages.

New laws are cropping up w ith such 
frequency these days that it  seems nearly 
impossible to  stay on the straight and 
narrow even if you try. This is especially 
true if you live w ith someone of the 
opposite sex and both of you are unmarr
ied. This is also sometimes the case w ith 
gays. Masey and Warner, two attorneys 
who are graduates of Boalt Hall Law 
School at the University of California in 
Berkeley, are now informing us that you 
can wind up behind bars if you consumm' 
ate a sensuous relationship with a porcu
pine in Florida. You can also land in the 
pokey if you encourage a person under 
twenty-one to masturbate. A t least this 
is the situation in Indiana.

Recently my lover and I attempted to 
purchase some homeowners insurance 
from Allstate (owned by Sears), and we 
were informed that two fees must be paid. 
Instead of charging us one price for the 
total package, Allstate would force us to 
pat at least $70 each since we were two 
single men living under the same roof. A 
married couple would be charged only the 
one price. A ll protest was to no avail. How 
ever, the charming salesman suggested that 
I list my lover as an uncle or some other 
member o f the family. Then everything 
would be proper. We reported the action 
of the salesman to the head office, but, 
naturally, nothing was done. Finally we 
were able to contact a gay insurance man.

This incident simply demonstrates that 
sooner or later a gay couple may run in
to unexpected complications. We always 
assume that legal problems happen to 
other people and not to  ourselves.

Much of the material presented here 
can be useful to  single people of any kind 
in a legal bind. Several tables are provided 
which show what is illegal in other states, 
such as cohabitation and adultery. You 
w ill also discover a generous sample of 
legal forms. A t the beginning of each 
chapter our lawyer friends have been 
clever enough to include "Gobbledly 
Gook Defined" which explains all the 
necessary terms that relate to  your 
problem.

A ll possible situations are covered, 
such as buying a house, moving, the 
death of your partner and how to deal 
w ith attorneys.

A special chapter has been written for 
gay couples, and there you w ill find no- 
nonsense advice on credit and insurance, 
adoptions, and employment.

Sex, Living Together and the Law 
provides a stey-by-step guide to every
day problems, which recognizes the 
dignity and worth of all unmarried peo
ple. Here is one reference book fo r the 
home that may save you some real 
headaches.»

—Frank Howell
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Theater
COWARD OPENS CLOSET

NOEL COWARD IN TWO KEYS 
A.C.T. (Geary Theatre, S.F.)

Review by JAMES ARMSTRONG 
Two Keys is two-thirds of Suite In 

Three Keys, a trilogy unified by the 
setting (a posh suite in a posh Swiss 
hotel), the waiter (Felix, played by 
Joel Parks), and the same three stars 
appearing in eadh play. (In the original, 
a few years back, this was Coward's 
last major w ork—these were Irene Worth, 
L illi Palmer, and Mr. Coward. The direc
to r was the same, Vivian Matalón.)
Further, they are all w rit to  be played 
by middle-aged (at least) actors, and all 
center on characters corrupted to the 
core by wealth and/or success. The first. 
Come Into the Garden Maud, has amus
ing moments and a line or two, but is 
purest cliche and hackword. The second,
A Song a t Twilight, is a minor master
piece of crackling Cowardian w it with 
a display of ensemble acting unmatched 
in these parts since the Lunts were here 
God knows how many years back with 
Durren man's The Visit. Those who see 
it w ill never forget it.

Song is a drawing-room melodrama 
of character, its validity as perfect as 
its intensity. I t  was an actors' feast, and 
with these three sup>erb pros gobbled it 
up and let us have it, right between the 
eyes. The monster in this one is an elder
ly writer of international renown, Hugo 
Latymer, married to a younger, former 
secretary, Hilde (Jessica Tandy). As the 
play opens, Hilde is going to dine with 
an old friend, leaving Hugo to give dinner 
a deux to  C^arlotta, his mistress of 30 
years ago, more or less at her behest.
Why she wants to see him is a mystery. 
Their affair ended acrimoniously, they 
have not communicated since. She has 
been a successful actress and has buried 
three rich husbands, so i t  can't be money 
she wants.

She arrives, a beauty holding age at 
bay in her face though i t  shows in her 
subtly curving spine. A fter some increas
ingly acidulous badinage, it develops she 
has written her memoirs and wants Hugo' 
permission to  print some of his love- 
letters. He refuses: violently, insultingly. 
The quarrel is ghastly. He all but throws

Anne Baxter as Carlotta

her out. She is almost through the door 
(this is stock theatre, but oh how it works! 
when: "Oh, by the w ay.. She has 
other letters, written by Hugo to the 
only person he ever tru ly loved—a male 
secretary he cruelly abandoned, neglect
ed, and let die alone and in want. Curtain.

In the second scene, he summons her 
back, and the sparring continued. What 
does she want? She really doesn't know, 
beyond a vague desire to punish and per
haps make Hugo see what he is. Hilde 
returns, realizes, and joins in. She has 
long known of his homosexuality, even 
of the abandoned lover. Her view of 
Hugo is devastatingly clear and precise, 
but even so, her loyalty is impregnable.
As the play progresses, Hugo's armor of 
heartlessness is riddled and collapses. He 
is made to know his monstrosity, that 
only Hilde likes or respects him, that all 
is his own doing, the handiwork of self
ish fear. The women are alternately at 
hi's throat and at each others'.

It  is a masterfully orchestrated trio  
of wills, egos and motivations, circling 
probing, stabbing. They blaze at one 
another, die down again to attack from 
another quarter. For all the violence of 
many of the exchanges, flaming carnage 
of w it, the acting is based on nuance. 
Everyone has not one but several climaxes 
and it was a joy to perceive how they fed 
and bolstered one another in them, how 
superbly they worked always as a team.

Hume Cronyn & Anne Baxter

God, what theatre!
Tandy, as Hilde, employed a German 

accent and manner of breathless perfec
tion, her projection of strength and com
passion in the face of Hugo's beastliness 
was at times heartbreaking. Cronin's Hugo 
was the realization of a heartless, vicious, 
power-mad success, hag-ridden that his 

secret life "  might destroy his carefully 
achieved reputation. T ill the day he died 
Mr. Coward denied that Hugo was modeled 
on Somerset Maugham.

Despite all this, however, Baxter, as 
Carlotta, walked o ff w ith  this one. Superb
ly made up as a thrice-face-lifted beauty 
of 65, her old-lady spine never straightened 
and she employed her eyes and that low 
voice in a manner inevitably reminiscent 
of Tallulah Bankhead giving a perfor
mance such as Tallulah was never allow
ed to  give in her later years. (Having 
begome a camb-figure, she was laughed 
at; never taken seriously.)

This is an evening not to  be missed.
The more so since the like of it  w ill 
not come to San Francisco again for 
some time. Lucky Los Angeles w ill 
be able to catch it soon at the Hunting- 
ton Hartford Theater.»

James Armstrong is the San Fran
cisco correspondent fo r AFTER DARK  
and has published broadly in several 
national publications.
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The Alost
Dangerous

Homosexuals
by DAN ALLEN

When I tried to  tell my American 
literature class about the prevalence of 
homosexuality in our movies and litera
ture, some members of the class balked.
They claimed they d idn't know what I 
was talking about, and they hinted that 
even I d idn 't know of what I spoke

"A w , shucks," I said, "maybe you're 
right."

Of course they weren't. But life is 
very d ifficu lt for college students today.
So who was I to add the burden of facing 
the idea tha t there is a dangerous homo
sexuality in America that w ill overthrow 
the whole damned country if we don't 
apprehend, lim it, and understand it? Who 
was I indeed?

To see a glamorous version of the homo 
sexuality I speak of, one can look at the 
love affair between Robert Redford and 
Paul Newman as it unfolds on the silver 
screen. Notice its transcending hypocrisy. 
One doesn't have to go all the way back 
to queer relationships between ostensibly 
straight males in Herman Melville and 
James Fenimore Coopter, as Leslie Fiedler 
does.

- Fiedler, with all his misdirected machismo 
did at least admit that Jim says, "Come 
back to the raft, Huck, honey." No other 
critic had ever faced up to that; in their 
male faculty atmospheres they dared not 
rock the boat. As long as they could blow 
each other (literally and metaphorically) 
and blow well-hung male graduate students 
in private and keep wearing the badges of 
wife and family to keep their image of 
maleness secure in Academia, all was well 
w ith the world.

This homosexuality I speak of exists in 
those areas of our life where people of the

same sex congregate and exclude the oppo
site sex. Further, as I've suggested, it is a 
society based on hypocrisy. I t  is the com
pletely male society seen in the business, 
m ilitary, industrial, and education world, a 
society in which honesty of emotions and

sexuality are suspect and feared.
i-

Hypocrisy comes through the impera
tive that all members of these homosex
ual (same-sex) groups act out a gross 
masculinity, which is a distortion of the 
Hemingway code, a code that even Hem
ingway saw was sham. And how Heming
way must have suffered because he felt 
he had to live under the stringent require
ments of that code that does not allow 
humanity to man or to woman. It is 
obvious that he suffered; he did blow 
his brains out, d idn 't he?

Though Patricia Nell Warren's The 
Front Runner threatens to  become the 
guidebook for liberated gays, there is 
this dangerous homosexuality present in 
her book, too. All o f the characters in 
her novel put a premium on masculinity. 
Androgyny? Forget it. (Moreover, the 
book endorses monogamy, still relies on 
the death of gays, and glorifies good old 
American religion.)

New York literary gossip has it that 
Warren lied; she d idn't get the idea for 
her novel from talking w ith a young male 
track star who was gay, but she firs t wrote 
it as a lesbian book. That scared the pants 
o ff her, since it d idn't f i t  in w ith the code. 
So she rewrote, adding a few drops of 
amyl.

Since Warren obviously made her choice,
I wonder whether she can't be recognized 
as what she is, a revisionist sow. However, 
as an older gay male, I have to admit that 
Warren did a lo t for me. She got me to 
running, and also she has set up a mystique 
that makes me have to fight o ff young 
jocks who see me as the coach while they, 
in their wire-rimmed glasses and sweat- 
bands, are acting out Billy Sive.

Marvelous. A ll o f us need some drama 
in our lives, and they can pursue older men 
without guilt feelings about dad complex
es, while I can enjoy being pursued. Yes, 
it's marvelous, but at the same time all of 
us ought to note the travesty we're involved 
in. We're continuing to stay locked in a 
code, masculinity über alles, while running 
around the track of our nervous fantasy 
world. Anyway, who says that young jocks 
turn me on?

There is rampant homosexuality, 
galloping same-sexism, in board rooms,



executive suites, and the cocktail 
lounges of wealthy business males in 
America. An executive I knew who 
worked for a u tility  company in New 
York admitted that the men he worked 
w ith would never allow even token wo
men in their world if they could prevent 
their entry "They leave their wives in 
Scarsdale and Mamaroneck," he said. 
"They don't want them around the 
office. Women? Absurd!"

It is a male world which is, in fact, 
a dangerous homosexual (same-sex) 
world that keeps a new America from 
being born. We cannot go beyond the 
limitations of the fear and trembling 
associated with sex. and we can’t face 
up to a world w ithout man as boss, I 
talk about this as it exists in America, 
for that's where I am, though I suspect 
that things are worse in nearly every 
other country. The men are bosses 
nearly everywhere, aren't they?

Let's go back for a minute to the 
love affair between Newman and Red- 
ford that I mentioned earlier Notice 
how often the two men are crooks 
and how often their being crooks is 
apparently justified since all the rest 
of their environment is populated by 

hoods. It's the Godfather Lie, the

present version of the American Dream— 
it ’s okay for the Mafia to  kill since 
Congress is dishonest. Bullshit. This 
is a tenet of the Establishment-Homo- 
sexual-Pharisaism Code; that mascu
lin ity, dishonesty, avoidance of tender, 
honest motives is the only way to go. 
Bullshit. See how we got into Water
gate, children?

I have seen college professors freak 
out at the suggestion that the gay poems 
among Shakespeare's sonnets are more 
earnest and honest than those written 
to a prostitute. And I have seen the 
same professors do their mating dances 
with their sexy, pantherlike male grad 
students, all of them nearly coming 
when they discuss the erection meta
phors in John Donne. Liars, cheats, 
hypocrite /ecfeors—none of them are 
my doubles, my brothers!

I have spent much too long watchirrg 
students recoil w ith less shock at murder 
in literature than they do in the face of 
literature about gay relationships. Ridi* 
culous.

And this brings us to  the guts o f my 
gripe. I've lived in a world that has been 
called homosexual all o f my adult life, 
and I've only recently become aware 
that homosexual is a misnomer. Homo
sexual is the term for that world o f liarl, 
ail male, who call themselves heterosexu
al: that's the biggest part of their lie, for 
they really hate and fear real women.

I live in a gay world where the gay 
women and men are aware that they 
love and participate in sex with people 
of the same gender. The dangerous homo
sexual world is all that other world that 
keeps a code of sexual role-playing.
Mostly this w orld js run by straight, 
macho men, but straight women who 
can play a helpless, feminine role receive 
the second-largest rewards.

I am not saying that gays are automa
tically above this world; in the same way 
that the worst anti-Semites are Jews, the 
worst anti-gays are gay. Those are the gays 
who have to overact their masculine role 
if they are male or overact their feminine 
role if they are female. Yes, Virginia, 
lesbians can be pigs, too.

Anti-gay gays are the ones who have 
historically betrayed their sisters and 
brothers. When the Symbionese Army

scare was at its crest in San Francisco, 
lesbian bars were overrun with CIA and 
FBI-hired dykes. "They were rich, but 
frig id ," a gay woman tells me.

What I see as the worst aspect of this 
world of Horrendous Homosexuals is the 
dishonesty necessary to continue the act. 
Time after time I keep looking at the 
science building at City College of San 
Francisco, where I teach. From the time 
it was bu ilt in the 30's, our science build
ing has proclaimed, "The Trush Shall Make 
You Free."

Lately I've felt like a Peanuts comic 
strip as I say to the building, "Yes, yes, 
and when will we get at the truth? We 
can't wait any longer."

My theme song lately has come from 
a man I consider almost an archetypical 
Establishment-Homosexual-Pharisaism- 
Code hero, Dotson Rader, who hides in 
a straight guise even as he proclaims that 
he ain't marching anymore. My theme 
song is, " I  A in 't Gonna Lie So Much No 
More, Nowhere, No Time."

Thanks, Dotson, baby, hypocrite 
lecteur, my brother, my pig.

All you folks out there in Homo- 
Phariseeland, what have you got to be 
afraid of? Blouaugh! •

Since the
Referendum
Passed:
June 1976 to November 1976
by FRANK FITCH

BROWN BILL REPEALED
. By'a vote of 3,114,071 t o 3,044,044, the votert of CaHforola 

repealed the  actions o f the Legisaeture and the  governor in paw
ing AB 489 {Brown-SFL The 50,B7% yes vote reinstates as 

; , crimes in California sodomy (P.C. oral copulation íP.íí.
, 288a), and adultery.

The Advocate « ^ 4d Asaemblyperson Willie Brown Jr, and 
Senator Gecrge Mo$««>iia, «dio sutmped the state trying to  

' defeat the referendum, why they diaught we lost. Both point- 
' ; ed to  the divisions within the  gay community, between north 

and soudi, rich and pom , Öemotararts and Repetoltcans, CaB- 
fornians ar«f gays in other states, and so  on, «rtdchwere no t 

' healed in time, Willie said, "Howflvanÿ tim es did I have ö> 
step in to settle f  i ^ t s  between variotd factions and ask them 
to  try  to  work togeth« ' in the ^ tu fe ?  The Coalition o f Con
cerned Christians could not have suc«eded  w ithout help horn . 

' the lack of comm itm ent in your cw im uoity,”  Moscone said.
NO NEWCONBENSUAL
SEX BILL

Oovernor Brown said he 
would not sign another bill 
similar to  A8 489  if it were 
passed and sent to  his deds. 
"The voice of the  people Is 
d ea r,"  he said. ‘

The vote in the state Sen
ate was so close that it wouid 
be impossible to  pass another 
bill in the face of an expected 
veto from the governor.

FEAR AT S.I.R.'s CANDIDATE'S 
NIGHT

Only one candidate for mayor 
of San Francisco, Senator George 
Moscune, eppraied at a recent S.l R 
candidate's night. F it  suiwrvisor, 
only Haivey Milk and Lloyd Tay- 
In t. both declarori gay candidates, 
were präsent

For the first time since 18©4 
S.F polK» officeis were statiori- 
rd  in front o f the 83  Sixth Street 
location TO photograph all those 
who enteied Only twerity five or 
the 300 that were ei^MCtad lan 
th t  gauntlet Of exploding flash- 
buths Several officers shouted 
' fag lover" a t Senetw  Mosoone as 
he emerad the location.

The success of the Coali
tion o f Concerned Christians 
in repealing the Consensual 
Sex Bill <AB 489) in Califor
nia's June Primary election 
has been a disaster for gay wo
men and men throu^iou t the 
United States. The failure of 
^ y  people nat'ionetly to  make 
the referendum battle in Cali
fornia e high priority-even 
more, the failure o f Californ
ia gays to  pu t aside past differ
ences, eschew the apparent 
{oys of attacking one another 
for Imagined or real slights and 
to  join together in the greatest ” ,
test our movement has ever 
faced<-was directly responsi
ble for the tremendous tosses 
we have suffered In just five . 
months.

WASHINGTON, O.C„ ACTIVIST 
KILLED

Noted and longtime activist 
Frederick Kennick was murder 
ed and mutilated during a two- 
hour-long ranvege dirou(^ the  
Office of the Mattachina Society 
of Washington. D.C , by nearly 
100 bladi youihs Police leoords 
indicate that Mr Kennick celled 
in a t  9  04 pm to report vandels 
enieiing the of fire and request 
police assistance Officers arrived 
at the scene at 11 .30 pm. As of 
two days attci the tragerly, police 
driecTivcs report they arc still 
mvestlgating the possibility that 
Mr. Kennick di<M as a result of 
"mutual condMt," a pArase used 
to  desertfae a fight engaged m . 
wiliingly by the participants 
An F.B t spokesperson announc 
ed yesterday that the F 8 I has 
no plonsto  mvestig^te d>« possi- 
bihtV that Mr Kermu,k’s civil 
d ^ t s  wera violated.



NATIONAL MEDIA FEATUftE 
CALIFORNIA VOTE „

At) three i
of the major radio sta 
newspapers surveyed)
ttie country have 9tvei^i '
one treatment to  the 
nia referendum loss, 
of the coverage was a: 
newscaster, who sti 
first test before the vi 

I nation's m ost popul< 
voted to  make hom o 
illegaL" National Ga' 
Force cails to  the 
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THREAT TO LICENSES
Sen. H. L̂  Richardson 

successfully passed a bill in 
the California state Senate 
reinstating "moral turpitude" 
as a reason for denying or 
revoking any state license.
His bill said. "Moral turp»tude 
will be judged to  exist when, 
for example, there is evidence 
that the  applicant or license 
holder is or may be a 
homosexual." , „
' Gay organizations from 
Catifornia to  New York have 
been flooded with calls from ; 
doctors, lawyers, contractors, 
beauticians, real estate sales* 
peoide, C,P.A.'s, and others 
licensed by the  state demand
ing tha t their names and addres
ses b e  stricken from any and ail 
records. The National Gay 
Task Force, based in New York 
City, reports tha t it has lost 

, one-half o f its C<gifornia mem- 
' bership In the last week.

teSR lA N I 
C t ,» T O O Y

Ms,S«»»n Anthony Iw * 
custtdy of her f  lve-yeaf-<dd ;
«onyesw rdayinat^versato f
a ̂ «vloMs tfecision in her fav
or, The |t«lge ht the case deod* 
ed to ravievv the (fterlts of Ws- 
Anthony w » mother in the 
Hght of teoeot avants. The real 
tragadYf accoïdinô l® Anth-,
onv. is the fact that Johnny has
ho other living relatives and will 
have to be placed in an mstitu- 
titen until foster parents can be 
found who arai

IS êâ

J ti

W the fajj ̂

-^ irn m s ia t

NChift, CHABQED W ifi 
CHILD MOLCtTfNG

Elanor Notnl, a  gay womait 
electvd to tho Maivachusmts 
House Of Ri$rÀeh£)^{««Sa 
vear ago, vew Chargad widi 
tl w mol«siatu)n of a «yeftteen 
y«ar-otd 0 t f . Ms. Nsfttft, who 
was etw id tng  6 m e a ^  of ^  
House W h ^  ^ e y a ^ y ^  
aEepètt to  tw y e -fe t^  ptaoe,, 
has baen uneblliJ» f ind a pngle 
oiher mambar w lthngtoteettfv 
to saatng het a i  her dadt on thè 
floor of thè House,

The above stories are fiction. It is my hope that they will 
forever remain fic tion. To prevent some variation on the above 
we must make the referendum battle our number-one priority.

Right now we can start the process of obtaining statements 
against the referendum from non-gay organizations w ith which 
we are affiliated, especially churches. Right now we can support 
the gay organizations that w ill be helping to organize the fight. 
Right now we can send in our names, addresses, and phone 
numbers and list what skills we have that might be useful in a 
campaign: writing, advertising, media relations, organizing 
volunteers, direct-mail campaigning, raising money, calling 
people on the phone, walking a precinct. . .  Everyone has 
something he can contribute. We need every person, every 
mind, every hand to prepare for this showdown. •

yours

Next month in VECTOR*
PHOTO COVERAGE OF GAY FREEDOM DAY PARADE, 1975
FAGGOT IN PARADISE by LEWIS PE ETON: A gay teacher discovers Micronesia and vice-versa.
YOU NEVER FORGET THE FIRST by WALTER FEBICK: Prep school, infatuation, shower follies and first love.
SAN FRANCISCO LOOK TO THE EAST (BAY) by RICK DIVAR: A "C ity "  person discovers Oakland's White Horse Inn 
THRENODY FOR AN OLD QUEEN by H. KARP: Another pile-driving disection of New York's soft underbelly 
PHOTO/INTERVIEW OF BYRON (above) VECTOR’S DISCOVERY by GUY CORRY 
GAY RENO by HUGH MASTERS: Cigarettes and liquor and w ild , wild , w ild,
BAR/BATH/RESTAURANT GUIDES (Newly Revised and up-to-date)
BOOKS/THEATRE/WOMEN/CAMPUS/POLITICS/TRAVEL/HOROSCOPE/CLASSIFIEDS

Send me VECTOR for one year. I enclose $10 for 12 issues.

NAME.

ADDRESS- 
CITY ------- STATE- ZIP.

VECTOR MAGAZINE, 83 Sixth Street, San Francisco, California 94103



W I L D W O O D
R ^ l i C H
/in /IPPRGCIKriOli

' ■ ’Mlf

Now is no t the time to  write about 
Wildwood Ranch. It's Monday morning, 
and the workload is fantastic, and I'm 
just not into it—and my temptation is 
to gaze back at two of the finest days 
I've had in years and rhapsodize. My 
body is a copper/bronze ad for a tan
ning lotion, my head is swimming in 
fantasies of beautiful men, and my cock 
has a most pleasant ache/twinge from 
memories even I can't face yet. But 
deadlines and promises must be met so 
here goes.

Wildwood is a very, very pleasant I ’A 
hour drive from the Golden Gate Bridge 
(or the San Rafael Bridge) up into Sono
ma County and that incredible Russian 
River territory. If you're lucky enough 
to find it upon the first try, you enter a 
paradise that can only exist in California.

Processing in was the epitome of 
simplicity. A naked god said, " I f  you're 
looking for Gerry, he's the one in the 
kitchen w ith the cast on his leg."

I wandered through the main building 
noting the red wood appointments, fish 
pond through the glass double doors, 
fireplace, game area, etc. and found him.

"Oh, h i," he said, "right out this door 
and downstairs is one of the bunk houses. 
There's four beds. Just drop your gear on 
one that's not messed up."

So I was on my own with creepy first- 
day-at-camp feelings. A ll four beds were 
made up so I chose one from the end, 
dropped my flight bag, undressed, pulled 
out a towel (you must bring your own) 
and aimed for the pool trying to keep an 
open/journalist's eye but very much tight 
and defensive. On the way up to the pool 
a very Berkeleyish man smiled a warm 
hello.

I reached the pool (it was 10:45 am) 
in time to hear the crisis of someone's 
coconut oil, which had turned solid in 
the night. Scattered on the deck were

twelve or so men who might be loosely 
described as Valhalla residents the morn
ing after. Each of centerfold material, 
bronzed, languid, masculine, rugged and 
obviously gentle. Several animated con
versations clearly indicated that friend
ships were being renewed from another 
time and most of the groups knew the 
other group. Okay. I w on 't hedge. I 
fe lt I was in an " in "  bar on Poison 
Street inhabited by Market/Castro 
residents and, frankly, I d idn 't like the 
feeling. I paid my social amenities to 
whoever would look at me.

"H i, I'm Richard."
The responses were friendly and 

warm but beyond giving me his first 
name, no invitations to further conver
sation erisued. Gratefully, 1 recognized 
Jim Sterling as the former press person 
fo r K/ss the Sky and I dissolved into a 
conversation with him reference my 
feelings of discomfort. We were thus 
left alone but I d idn't want to be left 
alone. I wanted to meet and rap and 
get into heads. So the thought came 
up,"Sex w ill be better later on if myster
ies are maintained—that must be the 
Wildwood tr ip ,"  It wasn't a good feeling 
—being "appraised" for later on. When 
I could, I communicated this fact to  
Gerry, who was confused because this 
kind of feedback was not the usual at 
Wildwood.

An inner voice said, "S top pushing. 
Relax. Let things happen. Stop wishing 
you were w ith your ex and open up. 
Your vibes are turning people o ff ."  And 
guess what. They did. I have no notes 
to  refer to. (I don't believe in them.)

Who goes to Wildwood? Gerry says 
they are mainly the 94114 residents of 
San Francisco—Market/Castro.

ME: What brings you to Wildwood? ^
HIM: It's a fantastic alternative to

the bars on a weekend. I spend much 
more than $20 on booze and brunches.

ME: My feeling is that, although it 
is an alternative to the bars, it is quite 
apparent that you've brought the bar 
" th in g " with you, and I feel that in 
order to meet most of the guests I have 
to do a bar thing—namely, cruise.

HIM: Relax. You'll see what it's all 
about, and i t ’s not about bars, although 
I fe lt the same thing my first time here.

So I pretended to  relax, but inside I 
was seething and very much wishing I 
was at Bear Wallow talking philosophy 
and gay lib and books and theatre.

After lunch (tuna sandwiches, borscht, 
juice, coffee—simple, excellently prepared 
and informal) the magic started and I 
can't pinpoint why. But it  seemed very 
right to tell host Gerry, " I 'm  having a 
fabulous tim e !"

One by one, quietly, when it had some 
meaning (beyond doing duty) I did meet 
everyone, and between playing Hearts 
by the pool, listening to Turandot on 
Robert's fabulous cassette hookup, and 
beer and other chemical things that make 
us beautiful people, Wildwood had com
pleted its magic. I met Gerry and Ken, 
our hosts, Joe, a graphic artist, his friend 
John, a book publisher, Robert, an accoun
tant, Bud, a data processor, formerly 
long-time member of the San Francisco 
Opera Chorus, Tony, a student chef,
Bret, a grad student at Cal, Bob, a medi
cal insurance person, Ray and Matt, 
Berkeley people, Pat, Gig, David, a speech 
therapist, Wayne, a financier (and found
ing vice president of S.I.R.,) A l, m aitre 'd 
and into psyche trips, Greg, a stained 
glass artist, and Jim who was into metal 
sculpture w ith a one-man show about to 
happen in Bradley's Bar. No pattern.
Just people—beautiful people—attractive 
people—human people—relaxed people-

sexy people—people.
Maximum sleeping quarters are fo r 

fo rty , but Gerry is verv much into 
lim iting weekends to an average of 
twenty-five to th irty . Members, of 
course, get top priority, and weekends 
are almost booked fo r the season until 
late October rain time. During-the-week 
is fa irly open since this is the firs t season 
that Wildwood is open seven days a week 
and the word isn't quite out yet. Gerry 
does no national advertising, and the 
greatest percentage of guests are from 
the Bay Area. Gerry feels he wants to  
keep it this way. Many, many relation
ships have developed at the ranch and 
continued into the c ity , and some have 
turned into "marriages."

Since so many guests are members, 
they feel they have a stake in the opera
tion and the running of Wildwood and 
are often possessive of the experience, 
which runs to helping keep the place 
clean and taking turns "hosting" the 
new arrivals. Occasionally the crazies 
take over. On Memorial Day weekend 
it was decided that the place was in 
need o f a sophisticated first-aid k it.
So an instant "bene fit" was held con
sisting o f taking the most beautiful 
guest and covering him with a mountain 
of whipped cream, dotted w ith fresh 
fru it, cherries, etc. Then for 25 cents 
to look and 50 cents to eat all you wanted 
they raised sufficient funds. It was instant 
and hilarious, as reported.

Adjoining the Olympic pool is a hot 
Jacuzzi pool building which remains 
open all night, complete w ith candles 

, and incense. The area is dotted w ith 
private and house tents hidden in the 
trees. The two bunkhouses each sleep 
eight—one with stacked bunk beds and 
the other with four doubles placed in a 
row. Showers and toilets are all around.



(It does not take a Tolstoy to figure out 
the possibilities for adventure.) Gerry 
sells nothing so the two outdoor refri
gerators are stacked w ith privately owned 
stashes of goodies, from beer (don't bring 
Acme since their containers are not recycle- 
able) to sodas, fru it, nuts and munchies.

The key to Wildwood is freedom to 
indulge in your humanity (lots of sensu
ous massage going on all the tim e—reach
ing out, touching). There is open and 
honest sexuality when the mood strikes 
and after sundown one thinks of a vivid 
Shakespearean idyll. If  you’re at Wild
wood you are beautiful because you feel 
beautiful, inside and out, and if you wish 
to express your beauty w ith another beau
tifu l man (or two) you are free to do so.
But you are never pressured to do any
thing—social, sexual or otherwise. Some 
couples come fo r their private commun 
ion with eachother and nature and are 
respected.

The main "lodge" houses every game 
known to the Emporium, a fireplace, 
books, pillows, music, and a constant 
perking pot of good coffee. The site has 
been blessed by more shooting stars than 
one could th ink possible. One vista is 
campingly signed "Julie Andrews Point" 
and breathtaking in its maiestv.

But we keep coming back to  people, 
and this, after all, is what Wildwood is 
all about. I am not a San Francisco bar 
person—and, while I admire and lust 
after so many of the men who inhabit 
this city, something turns me off, at the 
same time. It is the hard looks, the cold
ness, the self-protective shell that envelops 
men who are beautiful and together 
enough to know their beauty. I see the 
key chains, and the pocket handkerchiefs, 
and the leather jackets, and the jewelry, 
and the scarfs, and the boots, and the 
heels, and I am sure it all means some-

thing beyond simple decoration, but I'm 
not sure, and I'm  not comfortable when 
I'm  not sure. Meeting these same men in 
a naked environment and getting into 
their non-defended heads in a supportive 
situation was fascinating when, during 
the evening meal, several donned their 
"costumes," which then were meaningless 
because I knew who they really were and 
the symbols were just that—symbols.

1 learned that the most beautiful were 
as uncomfortable as I was while hunting 
on Castro or Folsom Streets. Thus, W ild
wood is a form of escape from having to 
be and do certain things. They were as 
interested in digging \f\Xo personhood as 
I was, but how the hell do you get through 
to the person in a dark bar w ith blaring 
music polluting the environment? So 
they reject it (as I do) and head for Sonoma 
and after a I ’/a hour drive arrive in the 
wilderness and open up—yes, flower—into 
exciting, enigmatic, interesting, attractive, 
sexual human beings who are in a position 
to be whatever they wish—tota lly, confluent- 
ly  and I fe lt encased by protective love 
and respect.

Is this what gay brotherhood is about?
Again the fear of the members is that 

Wildwood w ill "go popular" and the trip  
w ill be spoiled. Gerry and Ken are deter
mined not to have this happen, and both 
clientele and. especially, members w ill 
be limited. So the trip  w ill remain as it is.
I am proud and honored and very much 
humbled to have been touched by Wildwood

It's impossible to "drop in ," and, since 
there isn't a phone on the property (Ma 
Bell wants S750 to hook them up and for 
that amount o f money Gerry feels he'd 
rather hire a runner), one must call 
early in the week to make a reserva
tion, and, if it's for the weekend, even 
then it's doubtful one w ill get in.

My concept of being gay and male

in San Francisco is going through a 
flip -flop  of philosophical change. My 
ideas about a gay lifestyle are also in 
painful change. For that I both curse 
and bless Wildwood Ranch.»

—Richard Piro

Located 69 miles north o f the 
Golden Gate Bridge atop the Russian 
River, Wildwood Ranch offers you 
the incredible beauty o f nature and a 
chance to really relax and enjoy life. 
Here you can meet new friends o r get 
closer to someone special. Call or 
write fo r free inspection trip. No ob li
gation, o f course. (415) 864-8446 

1975 RATES:
Your camper o r ten t: $15
Bed in bunkhouse: $18
Tent with mattress: $20
Extra days: $8
Special 1 weekend member
ship, each: $10
Regular Annual member
ship (member & guest) $65

And what can I say to and about 
my "special" who pulled it all together, 
took my hand, and we gathered stars?

J O H N
photos by - 

John David Hough
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WHO
READS

VECTOR?

The V EC TO R  Survey
The editorial staff o f VECTOR would like to 

know what our subscribers and other readers 
feel about our magazine. We include the following 
questionnaire, and urge you to take a personal 
hand in guiding our future direction. We are the 
oldest continuously published gay periodical in 
this country and perhaps the world, and our 
existence and growth depend upon how well we 
address ourselves to the needs and desires of you, 
our readers.

Please try  to answer all parts of the form. In 
rating the regular columns (books, theatre, etc.-) 
judge them over the period you've been acquaint
ed with them, however brief. As fo r fic tion, poe
try , and interviews (feature material), you may 
have liked certain particular stories or articles, 
but not others. Feel free in your final comments 
to expatiate on your opinions of those categories. 
Name names in regard to your favorite authors 
and what they've offered you. They'd be delight
ed to hear your reactions.

We who put out this magazine are each individ
ually of a certain cast of mind, and each of us has 
his own favorite articles. We are not always in 
total agreement about everything we do, and often 
compromise rules the roost. We are changing and 
we believe the changes are all for the better.

We enjoy being Number One. We need your 
individual feedback to remain so.

lam : □ l8-21 0 2 1 - 3 1  0 3 1 .4 1  O ^ l - S !  O ^ l  P'“*

How many people read your copy o f VECTOR?__________________

Do you patronize our advertisers? | Ia LWAYS | ]SOMETIMES | In EVER

VECTOR Covers should be (two w ords):___________________________________

The one thing wrong with VECTOR is: ____________________________________

The reason 1 don't subscribe to VECTOR is:

Centerfolds stiould be more: _____________

Centerfolds should be less: _______________

Centerfolds should be discontinued: Q  YES Q ] NO [^OCCASIONALLY

VECTOR Photography is: O n OT EROTIC ENOUGH Q t OO EROTIC
□  t o o  "A R T Y "  Q J U S T  FINE MOST OF THE TIM E

Featuresare: □ TOO INTELLECTUAL Q n OT INTELLECTUAL ENOUGH
□  j u s t  f in e  m o s t  OF THE TIME

I read VECTOR: Q i N ONE S ITT IN G  D s E V E R A L  SITTINGS □ V A R IE S

Upon receiving VEC TO R  I: □ t h u m b  THROUGH IT A LL Q lM M E D IA T E L Y  TU R N  
TO LOOK AT ALL THE PHOTOS Q S T A R T  ON PAGE ONE



Do you like or resent VECTOR’S inclusion of material from other publications, such as 
GAY NEWS (London), GPU NEWS (Milwaukee) and TH E ADVCK'ATE?

□  l ik e  G h ESENT

Are you annoyed or do you not care when an article is continued to another part of the magazine?

□ a n n o y e d  □ d o n 't  c a r e

Concerning the graphics (Blustrations, pliolos, type styles, layouts, design)

□ p l e a s e d  G sOMETIMES p l e a s e d  G t O R N E D O FF G d O N T  NOTICE

VECTOR is: G G E T T IN G  BETTER G g ETTIN G  WORSE □ H O L D IN G  THE L IN E  G V A R IE S  

The length of the magazine is: G t OO SHORT Q t OO LONG G j UST FINE

The length of the departments (books, theatre, etc.) is: i It OO SHORT G t OO LONG G jUST FIN E

The length of the features is: I |T 0 0  SHORT G t OO LONG I |JUST FINE

I would like to see photos o f men over thirty: G Y E S  Q n O

I would like to see more photos o f ethnic minorities: Q y ES [ |n O

Enjoy very much: Usually
read:

Sometimes Never read/
read: Dislike

ED ITO R IA L
LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
STAR CRUISE
DEAR DON
POLITICS
WOMEN
BOOKS
THEATRE
TR A V E L
W IN IN G  & D IN IN G
EAST OF THE BAY
OUT ON CAMPUS
ENTER TA IN M EN T GUIDE
CLASSIFIEDS
FICTION
POETRY
INTERVIEW S

What one M A IN  thing induces you to purchase/subscribe? (Check only one)

□ c o v e r a g e  o f  b a y  A R EA  EVENTS
□ f ic t io n  
□ in t e r v ie w s  
□ t h e  w h o l e  is s u e

□ c o v e r

□ c e n t e r s p r e a d

□ p h o t o g r a p h y

Are you a subscriber? Q y e S □ n o

What things not presently found in VECTOR would you like to see included in future issues?
□ c in e m a  REVIEW S □ C A R T O O N S
□ m u s ic  (Serious, RockI G p UZZLES & GAMES
□ sports npORNOGRAPHY
□ g o s s ip  a b o u t  V IP 's □ h A R D  CORE W ANT ADS

□ o t h e r  ,

83 Sixth Street, San Francisco, California 94103

Tale
o f

Pin
C hinn

by Damon 
deW inters

O NCE UPON A TIME SO LONG 
ago no one can remember when, 
in a distant land so far away no 
one can remember where, there was a 

great kingdom called Not Here Not Now. 
The people of Not Here Not Now loired 
sports, and they played games ceaselessly. 
Most of their games were war games and 
could have been called Hit And Run or 
Grab And Run—all games of battle. One 
of the games, called Taggedy Faggedy, 
was to find someone who liked bread and 
butter and beat him up or subject him to 
harassment and ridicule. Young men play
ed especially well, for they carried fresh 
bread and butter w ith them wherever they 
went, and they were quick enough to make 
the tag and strong enough to make it stick. 
Those who enjoyed the game most, of 
course, were those who were really inter
ested in bread and butter but could use 
the sport to hide their interest from them
selves. That way they could destroy what 
they wanted but could not accept.

When someone who liked bread and 
butter was badly hurt in the game, most 
people pretended to be sorry, but they 
were not really upset. Some even slyly 
winked and quietly smiled. After all, it 
helped keep the streets clean, and it 
helped the young men develop their man
hood and overcome their adolescent interest 
in bread and butter. Those who could no 
longer enter into the game directly would 
sit in pews and on bleachers shouting 
encouragement to the young men who 
were actively engaged in the battle. So 
nearly anyone could play. Holy Terror had 
thought up the game, and he provided the

guilt. How the young men handled it he 
left pretty much up to them.

Near the southern edge of Not Here Not 
Now lived a little  boy named Tar Baby and 
a man named Far Too Far, who liked bread 
and butter. Far Too Far was very ashamed 
o f his love for bread and butter because 
everyone had told him how bad it was. Still, 
from time to time, he coaxed Tar Baby into 
inviting one of his little  friends over for a 
party, and eventually they got around to 
sharing bread and butter. This made Far 
Too Far feel very guilty; so he and Tar 
Baby played Taggedy Faggedy, like others 
who felt guilty about having this interest. 
Sometimes they hurt the little  friend so 
badly that he died.

Tar Baby wanted to pull away, taut 
the more he struggled to free himself, 
the more tightly he became stuck to Far 
Too Far. One night Tar Baby, trying to 
save one of his little  friends, quarreled 
w ith Far Too Far and killed him. He then 
to ld the magistrates what had happened.

They told everyone. Everyone was shock
ed. The people blamed those who liked 
bread and butter.

"Far Too Far was not like us," said 
those who liked bread and butter; "he 
was sick."

"The people have not been diligent in 
their vigil against sin," said Holy Terror.
That is what he had always said, and now, 
he thought, he had been right all along.
Since Far Too Far was dead, the people 
turned their attention toward Tar Baby.
They took him before a magistrate, who 
found him guilty of helping murder many 
of his little  friends and sentenced him to 
be hurried alive for 600 years.

A great crowd of people followed as he 
was taken out into the desert where he was 
to be buried. On the way they met Pin 
Chinn, who stopped to talk with him.

"You have come to me too late," said 
Tar Baby.

"Why do you even want to listen to 
him?" interrupted the people, still furious 
that he had played Taggedy Faggedy with 
those who may have had no particular inter
est in bread and butter, and thus had revers
ed the order of things.

"By examining our course from the past," 
said Pin Chinn, "we may redirect our path 
toward the future."

Holy Terror pushed his way out from 
among the people to confront Pin Chinn 
directly. "Why d idn 't Tar Baby talk with 
someone?" asked Holy Terror, annoyed by 
the delay. "Why d idn't he reach out for help 
before he became involved in murder?"

"Prejudice isolates those against whom it 
is directed," answered Pin Chinn.

"W ell," said Holy Terror, "w hy did Far 
Too Far kill those he was wont to embrace?"

Pin Chinn looked out past Holy Terror 
at the great multitude; at Tar Baby, his 
hands bound and his feet shackled; at the 
magistrates and the town criers who had 
come from all over the kingdom. He looked 
at the sad and angry parents and the 
frightened children. Finally, he turned to 
Holy Terror and said softly, "You taught 
him to love least what he desired most."

"You who teach hatred,”  continued 
Pin Chinn, "and encourage violence against 
others must expect eventually to  gather 
the consequences." •

Pin Chinn is a copyrighted name and 
may not be used fo r promotion or adver
tising o f any product, service, or establish
ment. From: PIN CHINN and OTHER 
FABLES.
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My first and most lasting impression of Hamburger Mary's is one of a place where 
long-haired blonds, w ith thick-muscled upper arms, dropped in from the Stud or may
be Febe's on the other side of Folsom and down the bend. I'd watch them devour 
their meaty mushroom burgers and be Caressed everywhere by their adoring waiters.
The food is generally good-damned good for the prices. The coffee is at best pretty 
bad. The service is aloofly cordial. No waiter there has ever caressed me. My last 
occasion to stop by, the eggs Mexicali and the walnut pie made a filling and tasty meal, 
but 65 cents for a th in slice of pie seems quite a bit much.

An enduring memory of the place: About two winters ago I was drinking in Cissy's 
Saloon, adjoining Mary's, and seated on, a sofa near the windows was a stunningly 
handsome young man, thoroughly drunk, whose trousers' zipper was undone all the 
way down. He got up and danced w ith his girl. He went through the motions of a 
game at the pool table with her. My eyes were riveted on that protruded patch of 
white underwear, o f which he was unaware.

Not that one doesn't often see more there. Generous disclosures of ass. Lots of 
slits in the Levi's. Midriffs bristly w ith peach fuzz. Guys w ithout shirts slumming 
along the Miracle Mile, bespeaking motorcycles and surfboards. Untrammeled teats 
for those who care about such things. Dykes frequent!

Among the looking-glasses of this Alice's restaurant in No-Wonder Land, its walls 
crazy repositories o f kitsch o f the kitschjest kind, one notices a question: "Have you 
a L ittle  Fairy in your Garden?" Sit at a table. Forget the counter stools (they're very 
uncomfortable). Best go with someone. Look around. You're bound to observe some
thing eminently edible sauntering around before you depart. One further caution: If 
loud and persistent Rock is not to  your liking, your ears w ill be assaulted. The clien
tele appear not to mind. All in all. Hamburger Mary's is a tossup of pluses and minuses. 
Marvelous and dismally funky. But "ours" as only San Franciscans can understand, 
and love and cherish and. . .•



STAYING
OUT

ON CAMPUS

I remember reading, at about the 
age of thirteen or fourteen, a book by 
Jess Steam called The Sixth Man. Ancj 
I remember that afterwards, and for 
the next several years, I spent a lot of 
time counting people o ff, mentally by 
sixes. I figured that out of my high 
school homeroom class ofothirty-five 
there ought to be at least four or five 
others.. .  of "us," I might say now, but 
I d idn 't know that there was an "us" 
at the time. 1 wasn't even sure what 
word to use.

That may be shy I accept speaking
engagements—despite the disapproval
of my lover (now ex—, who worries
about my career), and my colleagues 

1
(who wonder why I'm making such a 
fuss). I do it so that people w ill know 
the words—the right words, and the 
values that go with them, the words 
and the values that I never heard in 
high school and still hear too seldom in 
college.

There are more than ten thousand 
students at Stanford; more than half 
are men (and those who are hetero 
loudly lament the "Stanford ratio"). 
But there are only fo rty  students at 
the Gay Peoples Union. Most of them 
are grad students. So where are the 
others? Should I still go around count
ing by sixes?

Every chance I get I talk to people 
about being gay. Preferably on their 
territo ry, and by their invitation. But

by ANDREW MENDELSON

I'll invite myself if I have to: to  dorms, 
to classes, to the dean of the chapel, to 
peer-counseling groups, to high schools, 
colleges and community religious groups.

So? What do I do then? I'm not all 
gay people; God knows. I'm  not repre
sentative of anything, let alone a kind of 
sexuality. I'm  lucky that I have a fairly 
good sense of my own identity, and that 
I'm uninhibited enough to  speak freely 
about my own experiences.

All I can be is myself—though that's 
important, I th ink, since I've sat in on too 
many speaking engagements where the 
speakers were anything but human. My 
prejudice, I guess; there's a kind of high- 
powered gay consciousness that turns me 
off. Treating the audience as if it has had 
ten years of T-groups, encounter groups, 
Esalen experience, and training with 
Carl Rogers doesn't seem to me the way 
to let an audience know that you're a 
person, one w ith values, feelings, and 
experiences that you probably prize 
(though, if you're honest, you'll admit 
the negative things, too) and that you 
want to share.

Are we so into where we're coming 
from that we forget where our audience 
is coming from? Do we spout dogma 
and forget to listen? And I—am I being 
self-chauvinist, if not gay chauvinist, in 
dealing solely from my own experiences?

Because there are questions that make 
me angry, questions like "When did you 
first know you were gay?" (I often reply

with, "When did.you know you were 
straight?"). Or, "What do you think 
made you straight?"). And particularly 
anyway I don't think it matters—so I 
often counter w ith, "What do you think 
make you straight?"). And particularly 
at Stanford, where the academic mind
set seems rampant, there is a tendency 
fo r the audience to adopt a position of 
intellectual tolerance (Isherwood calls 
it "annihilation by blandness"; i t  used 
to be called wishy-washy liberalism) 
that's very fashionable but that pre
cludes any real communication on an 
emotional level or a level o f values.

So maybe I'm  antagonistic. I go 
through the rap of "When did you know 
you were straight? What do you think 
made you that way? Have you done 
anything about it? And have you told 
your parents?" But I also answer the 
questions. Maybe by the end o f the 
sequence I've made my point that causes 
and categorizations aren't important. 
Does performance determine sexuality? 
It's chic to be bi (at least in NY and SF); 
but why then does one "gay" experience 
make you gay forever? And can't there 
be gay virgins, too, just as there are 
straight ones?

Coming out, after all, isn't a one-time 
experience. There's the first phase, one 
of wondering, that usually ends when 
you admit to  yourself that what you 
feel isn't what you're "supposed" to 
feel; perhaps you even put a word to

what you feel—sometimes technical, 
usually derogatory, seldom cheerful, 
seldom "gay." Phase tw o—coming out 
to  others—usually happens first with 
other gays. In bars, in gay unions, maybe 
in baths and tearooms (but the more 
anonymous the situation the less it's a 
coming out). The coming-out process can 
extend to one's straight friends, too. But 
it usually stops'there; seldom does one 
come out to casual friends, or to people 
who might never be friends.

Yet, these people, who form the vast 
majority of those one sees, are usually 
the ones that need to know most. They 
need to know that gays are students, 
teachers, pre-laws, pre-meds, engineering 
majors, ad infinitum. How are they 
supposed to get beyond the stereotypes 
of television and the movies if we, as 
gays, remain closeted to them?

Every speaking engagement is a pro
cess o f coming out. And of staying out— 
because it's easy to remain anonymous, 
unseen, protected by our gay and straight 
friends (who are precisely the ones who 
don't need to rethink their values; would 
they be our friends if they did?)

Sometimes, though not often, a 
speaking engagement brings someone 
else ou t—someone in the audience, some
one who's been wondering, someone 
who's been waiting fo r another person 
to say the right words. Someone who’s 
never seen another gay person who admits 
publicly to being gay, together (some
times), and happy (relatively), and a 
person. Words on the page don't matter 
much. Dogma and intellectualizing get 
in the way. People are what matter.

That's what scares me—the responsi
b ility  that speaking to others involves; 
to relate to them as people, as indivi
duals, and not as a group with a static 
attitude; to be open to where they're 
coming from; to express my feelings, 
my values, and my reactions, w ithout 
alienating them. A fter all, even curiositv 
—questions like, "B u t . . .  what do you 
c/o?"—can be justified. And they can 
be answered (technically or graphically) 
while at the same time one makes the 
point, which I th ink is important, that 
it's not what you do but what you feel 
that matters.

It frightens me also that gay people 
seem sometimes to be their own exploit
ers. It's not unusual, as members of an 
oppressed group, to be stingy w ith our 
compassion, w ith our ability to under

stand others on a more-than-intellectual 
level. We have our rap; people should 
hear it; and it doesn't matter where they're 
coming from, what their values are. So we 
antagonize, we frighten, we alienate.

And we alienate the closeted gay in 
the audience. Or the closeted bi. Or the 
person who just doesn't know. We fulfill 
all the stereotypes of sexual chauvinism- 
intolerance, onesidedness, hostility. They 
see being gay as being branded, and they 
don’t like the look of the label.

Stereotypes 
exist 

because 
we doni 

discard them
Only when we stop looking at people 

as types and as categories and start rela
ting to them as individuals—even when 
they're in a crowd—can we show that 
sexuality is not a brand but a state of 
mind. One makes of it what one wants— 
from an attitude to a label, from closeted 
to open to political to chauvinist. If  you're 
branded by people you don't know as 
being gay, does it matter? I f  you don't 
interact w ith them, if you never see them— 
except as anonymous faces, p>erhaps, but 
not as people—does their opinion matter?

If it does—if you see the.Jabel as a 
positive value—can you interact w ith them, 
as individuals, in genuine communication, 
not in a chauvinist shouting match o f 
anything-you-can-d'o-l-can-do-better?

Relating to people as individuals means 
restructuring our attitudes towards other 
gays, too. It means relating to the new per 
son at the social meeting not as a "new 
face" (or "new meat,"), but as someone 
who has probably just gone through an 
enormous struggle—it takes years sometimes 
just to  walk through the door—and who is 
possibly confused, probably lonely, and

almost certainly terrified. Coming on w ith 
a heavy rap .lind^ heavy cruise, is h o i reTa- 
ting to this person as a person. It is no t an 
attitude of understanding or compassion.
It is, if  you w ill pardon the expression, 
acting like the kind of person that gives gays 
a bad name,

A friend and I recently set up a group 
designed for closeted and confused gays and 
bisexuals—for those who don't understand 
their sexuality, whatever label they put to 
it, wherever they fall in the continuum of 
straight to gay. Along w ith the few new 
people who showed up—only two, but does 
the number matter?—came one of the 
more notorious cruisers of GPU, appar
ently under the impression that a rap 
group was a great way fo r him to trick 
w ith new people (new bodies, that is— 
certainly not new people).

The action is not typical, granted.
But neither is the attitude unusual. We 
react to  new people—especially if they're 
young and attractive—with particular 
interest. If they're young, good-looking 
and frightened, a heavy cruise generally 
sends them away in panic after their 
first visit. And if they're not young and 
good-looking, they're ignored, and they, 
too, leave after a single visit—not in 
panic, necessarily, but often in despair.
If other gays don't care, how could the 
straights possibly have any compassion?

Stereotypes exist because we don't 
discard them. The wrong words endure 
because we don't have the courage to 
say the right ones—not shouting them, 
necessarily, but saying them firmly, 
quietly, with conviction.

Coming out is not something you do 
and have done with. Coming out is a 
process that continues daily. It entails 
risk. It means responsibility. And it 
requires courage, for the most political 
act is not marching and shouting but 
simply being open—to everyone, not to 
a select few. To be assertive, but not 
antagonistic; firm , but not threatening; 
honest, but not hostile. No one can say 
that it's easy. But it's necessary—or at 
least it is fo r me. I ’m not about to go 
back into the closet. I want to stay out 
and staying out means coming out over 
and over and over again.

So to my parents, to  my friends, to 
my colleagues, to  my ex-lover: I under
stand your concern, I appreciate your 
fears, I need your support. I'm  glad yod 
care. And I'm doing another speaking 
engagement a week from Thursday.«
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Shampoo 
Washes Out

WARREN BEATTY DISCUSSES HIS NEW FILM
by R. MORGAN ELLIS

George loves women, nothing very 
unusual. However, George, in three days, 
makes love to a mother (Lee Grant) and 
her daughter (Carrie Fisher), attends to 
his steady girl friend (Goldie Hawn), and 
resparks a romance w ith an ex (Julie 
Christie), who is theomistress of the 
aforementioned mother's wealthy hus
band (Jack Warden) and best friend of 
his steady girl. Certainly a lethal collec
tion o f amours, but this is not too remark
able for George Suffers (?) from an un
sublimated sex drive.. The one catch 
with George and a cohtmuing joke 
throughout the film  is that George is 
a hairdresser.

Shampoo is a film  that is dividing 
audiences and critics into two factions, 
those who enjoy the film  immensely 
and those who detest the film  immense
ly. In addition to starring as the macho 
hairdresser, Warren Beatty has produced 
and co-authored this picture. It is truly 
Beatty's baby.

Situated in Beverly Hills, S/)ampoo's 
three days of action fall around elec
tion day, 1968. A t this time, the vola
tile circle of..lovers explodes, leaving 
George in the debris of broken relation
ships.

Recently, Warren Beatty was in San 
Francisco to discuss with the press his 
views on Shampoo. Asked about when 
he started working on it, Mr. Beatty 
replied, "I've  been working on it since 
about 1968, actually before that, 1967.
I had always wanted to do a story about 
a compulsive Don Juan, One that didn't 
necessarily say that Don Juanism is a 
manifestation of misogynistic feelings 
or latent homosexuality. A film  that 
didn't.take the old classical Freudian, 
puritanical dogma that hypersexuality 
was symptomatic of hatred."

Questioned why he chose the charac
ter of a hairdresser and if that was to

destroy another myth, Mr. Beatty ans
wered, "M yth about homosexuality of 
hairdressers? I don't think that is a 
myth anymore. I don't think that any
body thinks that hairdressers are gay 
anymore, but maybe back then in '68 
there was more of a feeling that they 
were. Hairdressers are always with women; 
he touches them and if the hairdresser 
loves women, the woman is in a position 
of a certain amount of vulnerability. He 
sees her with her hair down. Also, it 
seems like a nice avenue to certain basic 
narcissism that seems to be prevalent in 
southern California and more specifically

Beverly H ills."
I asked Beatty if he d idn 't think an 

obstetrician would have been equally as 
appropriate. "Obstetrician is not a bad 
idea, which, believe me, was not un
thought of. But a hairdresser offers 
something more unreal about the cos
metics of people, prettifying something."

I asked him why he had not produced 
a film  since the 1967 Bonnie and Clyde. 
"Laziness, indulgence, and I took a long 
time out of movies completely for poli
tical work. There are only a few subjects 
1 feel strongly enough to put that kind 
of energy into. I've been working with

this and then I never felt it  was quite 
right and then it was."

Still perplexed by the 1968 setting 
of the film , I asked if the intent towards 
sexual roles was to show how much our 
society's attitudes have changed.

"1 think whether you call it  intent or 
not, I think it's undeniable that parti
cularly the role of women has changed. 
George is kind of the dumb blond of 
the movie. He is the sex object and I 
th ink that kind of male consciousness 
has not changed an awful lot.

Shamqpo is especially depressing to 
men, because it really shows the women 
using men as sex objects; d ifficu lt for 
us to  take. It also gives an undercurrent 
of something that attacks the nuclear 
family, in a way that is disturbing. No 
one repents in the end. It is d ifficu lt 
for the generation that is now 30, a 
generation that grew up before the 
pill. For the young people it's not so 
tough, they say, 'Yeah, that's what 
happens when you fuck around so 
much."

When George is not dashing o ff on 
his motorcycle to one of his eager loves, 
he is found in the beauty salon. The 
owner of the salon is Norman (Jay

Robinson), who is cast as a screaming 
faggot. Norman and Ricci (Mike Olton), 
who also portrays a faggot, are the only 
other hairdressers w ith substantial roles 
in the,movie. Disturbed by this tired 
image of the homosexual hairdresser, I 
asked, "Because the film  promotes cert
ain views on women's liberation or sexu
al philosophy, plus a definite attitude 
towards politics, there also seems to  be 
a backdoor statement about homosex
uality or the image of a homosexual.
By using the character of a hairdresser, 
it seems the scenes in the shop, w ith 
the focus on Norman and Ricci, support 
the view of the faggot hairdresser. Do 
you see this as a 1968 attitude or a 
present one? It seems you have promul
gated the image of the homosexual 
hairdresser."

" I did?" he replied defensively.
"Y our movie d id ." I answered.
Pause. " I don't know what to  say 

about that. Could be we were a little  
heavy on the character of Ricci and 
Norman , because there were no other 
hairdressers, Maybe you're right, I 
don't know. Sometimes you broaden 
things when you try  to be funny and 
that was the source of a couple of gags.

maybe some cheap gags. We only dealt 
with three hairdressers, one was hetero
sexual and tw o homosexual. "

One cut from Lester saying, "Too 
bad he's a fa iry "  to  a shot of George 
blowdrying a woman's hair while her 
head hovers around his crotch leads 
to  another question. Doesn't this 
sequence play on the stereotyped 
image of a homosexual hairdresser?
In defense Beatty said, " I  would th ir |t 
the two homosexual characters equate 
to my part, since my role is so much 
bigger."

Just like the facile and cheap 
political theme, Mr. Beatty admits to, 
though does not apologize for, the 
cheapness of the homosexual images, 
in the film . Audiences do not see the 
hairdressers as 1968 characters. They 
laugh at the image w ith a 1975 
mentality. The modern view is necess
ary for the joke to work.

Hollywood no longer makes films 
with blacks rolling their eyes. It's time 
they became aware of other minorities.
Ann Weldon, a black actress in the film , 
comes across as straight as possible, 
w ithout making her white. Dare Beatty 
make a joke about her to  evoke Lester's 
views on race?

The intention of the film  is good, but 
the structure falls apart. Unnecessary 
bits, such as the momentary pathos 
evoked by the death of Norman's son 
or the childishly absurd portrayal of a 
politician singing Indian songs, lend no 
perspective to the picture. Our society 
has changed but not as markedly as Mr. 
Beatty thinks or demonstrates.

Shampoo would have been more 
valuable if i t  had been set in 1975 and 
showed us where we are now, rather 
than showing from where we have come. 
But, the best laid plans of. . .•



W h y  be in a gay parade?
by RANDY ALFRED

Randy Alfred, an author-activist now living in Berkeley, California, was involved 
with the planning o f the 1975 San Francisco Gay Freedom Day Parade.

In late June parades were held in 
San Francisco, Los Angeles, New York 
Boston and other cities major and minor 
throughout the United States. These 
are variously designated as the Gay 
Freedom Day Parade, the Gay Pride 
Parade, or the Christopher Street Wlarct|.
The last o f these appellations refers to 
the location o f New York's Stonewall 
Inn, where a spontaneous uprising 
against raiding policemen in June of 
1969 flared into the Concord and Lex
ington o f Gay Liberation. There had been 
important prior events in the gay struggi- 
le against oppression, much as the Boston 
Tea Party preceded the American Revotj- 
tion. But the Stonewall Rebellion is the 
symbolic beginning of the modern gay 
movement, and so each year near the 
end of June we celebrate our unity and 
declare our political strength in large 
gatherings.

Yet, despite the large numbers parti
cipating in these events in the past, many 
gay people still refrain from them. Many 
who should be in the streets merely 
stand on the sidewalks and let the parade 
pass them by. What are their reasons fo r 
doing so, and why should you participate, 
anyway?

When we analyze these reservations 
and motivations, we should be aware of 
three different, but certainly interrelated, 
levels o f impact. First, what will participa
ting do fo r us individually? How will it 
make us feel? Second, what are the effects 
on our community of gay men and women? 
If we feel good about ourselves, we can be 
open and honest w ith, and accepting of 
one another. If we build strong and suppor
tive communities, we can aid in.the person
al liberation of individuals still struggling to 
unlock the doors of their closets. Third, 
what impact do these parades and other 
events have upon straights? How effective 
can they be politically, as public relations? 
Can we project our newfound pride and 
power to further our liberation in terms 
of social acceptance and legislative victor 
ies?

Some people think that gay parades 
are passe. They were in a march or two, 
a few years back, when the idea was new. 
Now it seems like yesterday's fashions, 
and they wouldn't be caught dead in any
thing so terribly dated. This is the kind of 
nonsense responsible for the annual 
articles on the death of Rock and Roll.
The press isn't interested in it anymore; 
so people pretend that it's simply not 
there. But no matter how many times 
it's been buried, it refuses to give up 
and die as directed.

Similarly, some people no longer 
concern themselves with environmental 
issues; it's no longer the rage. Well, i f  . 
ecology is a fad, it's the last fad, frientis. 
And if Gay Liberation and community 
solidarity are just passing fashions, we 
might find out too late that our growing 
public acceptance and recent legislative 
progress may be passing fashions, too.

Now is not the time to assume that 
we have won all that is rightfu lly ours.
A coalition sponsored by right-wing 
Legislators and fundamentalist Christ
ian churches is planning a referendum 
to repeal California's newly enacted 
Consensual Sex Law. This legislation, 
sponsored by Assemblyman Willie Broyvn, 
w ill legalize (as of January 1, 1976) 
private sexual acts between consenting 
adults, gay and straight. A  growing anti- 
Gay backlash now threatens to put this 
repeal measure on next June's Califor
nia primary ballot. Meanwhile, P.T.A. 
groups and others are seeking to exempt 
public employees from the provisions 
of Assemblyman John Foran's AB633 
which would prohibit discrimination in 
employment on the basis of sexual pre
ference.

In New York City last year Intro 2, 
a similar civil rights bill for gays, was 
defeated by an anti-homosexual front 
supported by the city's firemen and the 
Roman Catholic Archdiocese. In Boulder, 
Colorado, gay rights legislation was re
pealed by the voters in an election that 
also recalled council members who had

enacted the law. The much-publicized 
gay marsiages in Colorado have been 
stopped, and the legality of those al
ready performed has been called into 
question. We must struggle and be ever 
vigilant to preserve rights that our ours, 
to  consolidate our victories, and to build 
new ones. Political apathy is easy but 
expensive.

CLOSETS

Clearly, though, many gay people 
don't take part in the parades because 
they are still in the closet. Either they 
have not acknowledged to themselves 
their own gayness, or they are self-aware 
gays who feel they must still hide their 
preferences and their lifestyles from anti
gay friends, families, employers, schools, 
and various institutions. We cannot expept 
the former to march, but their existence 
is itself further reason for the rest of us 
to participate. The more we are visible, 
the more we show that we feel good abobt 
feeling and being gay, and the more we 
show ourselves to be mutually supportive, 
then the more we encourage these sisters 
•and brothers to take that all-important 
step of self-acceptance.

"W ell," says the self-acknowledged but 
still closeted gay, "what if someone I knpw 
sees me?" There's no better place and no 
better time to be seen. You can march 
proudly in the clear light of day among 
thousands or scores of thousands of gay 
persons. The parade can be a liberating 
experience for you personally, and your 
participation should encourage others to 
march and add to the political clout of 
the parade by swelling the ranks of the 
visible gay electorate.

Remember, it's no crime to march. And 
it's not a crime to be gay either, even where 
penal code reform hasn't been enacted. The 
law may regulate your behavior, but it 
can't tell you what to think or who to be. 
It's impossible to arrest the truth. If you’re 
not worried about legalities, but you still 
have close friends or family who don't 
know about your gayness. Gay Pride Week



is the perfect opportunity fo r you to come 
out to them. Bring them to  the next parade 
or demonstration. Why not ask them to 
march w ith you?

NOT DIFFERENT?

There are gay people who see no need 
to march because they do not believe that 
significant differences exist between gays 
and straights. **l*m no different from the 
next guy, except sexually," said an acquain
tance of mine. **Why should I march 
down the street screaming 'Gay is Good' 
when I'm justJike everyone else except 
that I happen to like men. Why be proud?
It's not an important difference."

This argument just w on 't wash. We 
are different. (Thank heaven!) When I 
was just coming out, I had felt other
wise for a while. Gradually, as I have 
become more self-accepting, I've recog
nized that I'm  not just like anyone else, 
except.. .  My perspective, my patterns 
of interaction, my creativity, my entire 
consciousness have always been shaped 
and colored by an apartness or distance 
from  the conventional assumptions of 
everyday heterosexual reality. Gay is 
good. Creative homosexuals have a spec
ial vision of the games straights play, and 
we can often see through a lo t of the 
ideological excrement associated with 
those games.

But we do play our own games, and 
these often include as much (or more) 
sexist objectification and manipulative 
use o f each other as is found in the het- 
ero world. This is the result of oppression. 
And being oppressed fo r our sexuality is 
another way in which we are different 
from straights. This oppression ranges 
from the obvious murders and assaults 
upon us to discrimination in jobs and in 
housing to far more subtle and hence more 
treacherous kinds of abuse.

PSYCHIC VIOLENCE

Psychic violence takes its to ll in nega
tive self-images, which must be overcome 
in our personal liberation and in our com
mon struggle. When gays treat each other 
poorly (as we all too often do), it  is due 
usually to  a lack of self-esteem. This is 
unfortunate, for we already have enough 
to do combatting the continued, day-to-day 
and year-in-and-year-out oppression by

straights who are sometimes evil or some
times well-meaning but dreadfully unen
lightened.

The price of accepting this oppression 
and jto t allowing ourselves to express our 
true and deeply fe lt emotions is a slow- 
killing o f our very beings. "We must 
love one another or die," Auden's ad
vice to all humanity, has special mean
ing for his gay brothers and sisters. When 
we learn to love each other, we must all- 
so teach the world to love along w ith uB.

So we must march because we are 
different. We have a long history and a 
current plenitude of great and creative 
men and women in many fields of hum
an endeavor, and so we are proud. We 
are subject to  political, economic, social, 
and psychological oppression, and so

we are angry. We must show our strength 
and indicate that we won't put up with 
being put down anymore.

Not only w ill this produce positive 
political results, but it  w ill also enhance 
the self-images of each of us and our 
collective awareness as communities. In 
no small measure w ill the presence of a 
strong community o f proud individuals 
bring hope and confidence to gays who 
are still learning not to hide and hate 
themselves.

IMAGES

But what kind o f images are we pro
viding fo r each other and for the straights 
we're trying to influence? A friend's 
mother living in Manhattan's East 80's 
once asked, "Convertibles filled w ith

musclemen in swimsuits; this is a poli
tical statement?" I believe that it is a 
political statement, although perhaps not 
one with which we would all agree. And 
it w ill take a considerable amount of edu
cation both w ith in our own ranks and in 
a political m inistry to  the straight world 
for it ever to be fu lly  understood.

The committees that have been planr*- 
ing these parades have had some disagree
ment on the extent to which these events 
should be "serious" political demonstra
tions reminiscent o f the peace marches 
in the '60s, on the one hand, or on the 
other a campy display of floats, flesh, 
wigs, and glitter. Those who remember 
the early marches, which were decidedly 
more politically conventional, often feel 
that the parades have been taken over by 
the bars and co-opted by the "fashionable 
types." (This charge is interesting, as some 
of the same people who make it also indi
cate that they dislike parades because it's 
all been done before.)

When threats not to participate are 
carried out, contentions such as the above 
soon become self-fulfilling prophecies. 
Withdrawing from a group because it's 
unrepresentative can only increase its 
tendencies in that direction. In cities in 
which bars and baths have in fact "con
tro lled" the parades in recent years it 
was often so only because noncommercial 
community organizations failed to repre
sent themselves in numbers commensur
ate w ith their membership and influence.

If you object to the images of gay life
styles projected by the parades you've 
seen or been in, staying out from now on 
will only serve to ensure that your own 
style w ill not be adequately represented.
If the great gay mass of "just ordinary 
people in ordinary c lo th ing" are not pres
ent to create new images, then all the old 
images will be reinforced.

WOMEN

These stereotypes include the straight 
impression that the only homosexuals 
are men. Gay women have rightfully 
objected to the male domination of most 
"m ixed" organizations, of the parade 
committees specifically, and of the para
des themselves. Many gays, both women 
and men, consider drag queens to be in
sulting and antifeminist. Yet, if gay women 
do not attend parade planning sessions

and thereby force the men to confront 
their own sexism, whether massive or 
residual, the parades will probably remain 
relatively inhospitable environments for 
strong, antisexist, profeminist consciouse- 
ness. If gay women do not participate in 
large numbers in the parades, the myth of 
lesbian invisibility w ill continue.

We may argue that even the presence 
of large numbers of lesbians and o f gay 
businesspersons in coats and ties, gay 
teachers, students, officeworkers, and 
whatever, does not deter the media from 
focusing almost exclusively on the most 
outrageous floats and the most garish 
drag persons. So if we are ourselves made 
uncomfortable by some other individuals 
and groups, and if news coverage and 
even the eyewitness impressions of het- 
eros on hand to watch will be selectively 
filtered to  f i t  only well established preju
dices, why bother to participate at all?
This sets up a Gresham's law o f public 
relations: "Bad" images w ill drive out 
the good.

This is where we must engage in 
political re-education. We must work 
with the media to ensure that their 
coverage of these and other events shall 
be fair and balanced, and that we are 
given the same consideration and treat
ment as racial and ethnic minorities are 
accor'.led. Many gay groups now have 
media committees to further these goals, 
and recent efforts in this direction have 
proven promising.

But first we must set our own house 
in order. Those who are put down for 

. conforming to gay stereotypes may just 
as easily put down their accusers for 
overly conforming to  straight models 
and lifestyles, for being gay Uncle Toms. 
What good is it to make a political state
ment to  straights if each of us cannot do 
so in our own way? Although I personally 
regardithe parade as primarily a political 
march, with secondary celebratory func
tions, it would be no more reasonable nor 
any more just if 1 imposed that view on 
everyone than it would be if the drag per-i 
sons were to insist that everyone must 
parade in drag.

WHAT'S POLITICAL ANYWAY?

1 may have my own values and tastes, 
but it's ludricrous to expect everyone to 
conform to them. Censorship is out of

place in the gay parades or anywhere in a 
free society. I have opposed moves to cen
sor our parade even if it means having to 
risk such lapses of good taste as a float 
representing KY, or a covey of nearly 
naked men cavorting in a colossal can of 
Crisco. Who is to say what is political (and 
thus uncensorable) and what is merely 

obscene"? Radical drag, or genderfuck, is 
clearly a statement about sex roles and is 
purported to be a liberating personal exper
ience as well. (Remember, we are concern
ed w ith the impact of parade participation 
on individuals as well as w ith its public 
effects.) Perhaps the great public show of 
flesh is actually a protest o f the somatopho- 
bia (body fear) of Western civilization. The 
personal is political, and the political is 
personal.

So some of us may regard others in 
our parade as continuing sexual objecti
fication instead of fostering personal 
liberation and interpersonal respect.
Others might object to a closety pre
valence o f straight definition among 
the more conservative in lifestyle. Still 
others w ill find it unpleasant to  share 
space w ith churchly gays inasmuch as 
anti-gay religions have oppressed us for 
so many centuries. Women and men 
may not relish the idea o f marching 
closely together. All variations on the 
theme o f apartheid suggest themselves, 
and all are fundamentally ridiculous.

But at least once a year we should 
be able to  set aside these differences and 
achieve a sense of solidarity and unity. 
Unity is not uniform ity. If we cannot 
allow each other personal freedom, how 
can we expect the straight public and 
straight politicians to do so?

Our diversity is our strength, and it 
is also the essence of our gayness We 
are free spirits, and we must accept, and 
indeed celebrate, each other’s differenc
es. This is our political statement, and it 
is a profound one. Diversity is life, and 
the destruction of diversity is death.

I f  you skipped it this year, come out 
into the streets next June (or the next 
time there is a n / celebration of gay in 
your town) and be part o f the diversity.
Be yourself and get high on our strength 
and our beauty. Most of all, you should 
participate because the day w ill be tru ly  
gay. Join the festival. Its name is life, and 
its face is love. •
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ROBBIE
by H. KARP

"You want to  know what I feel when one of those old men has my 
cock in his mouth? It's simple, man. I feel power. I own them, man. I 
own those old dudes. When they've got their hands all over me, they're 
mine. I'm  in charge. It  feels wonderful."

New York C ity is strange.
Other cities have pimples on them.

L ittle  ones.
San Francisco, outside the Haven 

after the bars close, is grotesque.
And London, in Piccadilly Circus, is 

peculiar. But both these cities, like most 
cities, are fo r the most part placid. Grimy, 
depressing, maybe; but they are not 
covered w ith the pervasive, palpable 
sense o f strangeness that covers New 
York. All o f New York. No corner is 
safe, no tiny enclave is straight, in this 
■town. Everywhere, everywhere you look, 
dreamlike New York stares back.

Christopher Street at 11 pm on Friday 
in the spring. Gorgeous. Like panthers 
the people move, touching, not touching, 
barely touching. The street is high; the 
music so th ick it hangs in the air like a 
canopy.

Eighth Avenue in the Twenties at 
about 4 o'clock in the mopping. The 
leather bars have closed, and strange gangs 
of Puerto Ricans rush up and down, shout
ing at each other in Spanglish, marching 
past the studs who stand on the corners, 
keys wrapped around their hands, menac
ing the moon.

The Port Authority Bus Terminal, 
where it is never night or day, but always 
some harshly fluorescent time in between, 
and the people move like entomological 
specimens about to be trapped in a pre
serving flu id.

And the little  streets under the Brook
lyn Bridge where the people walk slowly 
up and down and do each other in crumbl
ing doorways until the whole little  neigh
borhood smells like sex.

Fantastic place. New York, filled with 
fantastic people.

Once I came out o f my apartment early 
in the morning, the sky s till gray w ith 
edges of pink just starting to  glow, and 
saw, silhouetted against Central Park,

three elegant hookers and a one-legged 
man doing a slow and stately dance.

In the rpiddle o f all this a street 
would have to be something, wouldn't 
it, to be thought of as the strangest 
place o f all.

Fourteenth Street is.
An unusually wide street for New 

York, it cuts, fa t and bleached-looking, 
straight through the Island from the 
decay of the docks on the West Side to 
the slums and housing developments on 
the East Side.

It is jammed w ith stores. Stores filled 
w ith so much merchandise, it spills into 
the sidewalks. On both sides there is a 
panorama of sleazy materials, trashy 
panty hose, ghastly pink plates, Christ
mas decorations, misshapen pots and 
pans, tru ly ugly works o f art.

To make the merchandise even more 
attractive, there are barkers in fron t of 
the stores; screaming, mostly in Spanish, 
about the joys of the shit they're selling, 
the wonders of the paintings of the Sacr
ed Heart of Jesus on black velvet and how 
no hacienda can afford to be w ithout one.

And music, too, each store blaring its 
own, the golden blackness of Marvin 
Gaye blending w ith Salsa. So much music, 
in fact, that often it just gets to be too 
much for the customers and they dance, 
whirling, stomping, shouting, in and out 
o f the plastic shower curtains and the 
velveteen hot pants.

There are bars, too.
And restaurants blowing hot chili 

smells into the air.
And Sabrett carts.
And junkies, either dealing or nodding 

out.
And fantastic bums asleep in the middle 

o f the sidewalks, oozing juices that trickle 
down to the curb; Blood? Piss?

No one on Fourteenth Street knows
No one on Fourteenth Street cares.

Right in the middle o f all this is a 
purple orchid of a place, a place that's 
peculiarly New York. And peculiarly 
Fourteenth Street.

It has an elegant name for what it is, 
reduced to its barest essentials, a whore
house. It's worked like a club, but, as in 
many enterprises o f this sort, the whole 
thing is sort of confused.

You are, I th ink, supposed to pay 
$10 fo r membership to begin w ith and 
then S4 every time you go in, but when 
I got there the woman selling tickets 
said I d idn 't have to  jo in if I d idn't 
want to.

I d idn 't want to.
"Just give me four bucks, honey," 

she said. "Well, wait. Are you going to 
take o ff your clothes?"

"I don't know," I said. "Do you 
have to take o ff your clothes?"

"O h ," she said, "you haven't been 
here before, honey? Well, you'll see."

I paid the four bucks.
You walk into a small room with a 

round bed in the middle. O ff to one 
side is a bar. The bartender, a reasonably 
muscled, fairly good-looking guy, is 
pouring little  glasses of awful red wine.

" It 's  free, man," he says to me.
"Take one. Take tw o ."

He is wearing only a G-string, and I 
stare at his ass as he turns around. He 
catches me looking. "That's not free," 
he says. "See you la ter," he says, smil
ing brilliantly.

It is pretty crowded.
Average age of the crowd is forty, I 

estimate, but there are wild swings at 
bo'th ends. There are two men there, 
grotesquely fat, who are, minimally, 
sixty-five. There is a delicate boy who 
can't be more than eighteen.

I go up to him.
"H i,"  I say.
"H i,"  he replies. He looks uncomfor- 
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table. I feel as if I am doing something 
wrong. Is talking to the other customers 
something not done here? Is this one of 
those places where we are all supposed 
to be invisible to  one another?

I plunge ahead anyway.
"Have you been here before?" I ask 
He smiles warmly. This, apparently, 

is a safe topic. He has sensed I am not 
coming on to him.

"Oh, yes," he says. " I  come here all 
the time. This is one of my favorite 
places in the whole world. They change 
the guys all the time, you know."

I don't know.
" I  mean they have different guys 

every time. Not all o f them. Some of 
them stay. They're really the popular 
ones, I guess. Like Robbie. I like them 
anyway."

"D o you like this place better than
the bars?" I ask.

This is the wrong topic. I have 
stepped outside the delicate line. He 
smiles again, waves vaguely at someone, 
excuses himself.

One of the fat men is staring at me.
"Why don't you take o ff your 

clothes?" he asks. "That would be so 
nice."

" I  don't think so," I say.
"There's still time. If you take them 

o ff now, they'll give you your money 
back."

I look puzzled. So he explains.
"See, if  you take o ff your clothes 

at the door, they let you in free. But 
if you wait until the show begins you 
only get a free pass for next week. Nice 
idea, huh?"

"Why don't you take o ff your 
clothes?"

"Me? The way I look? Listen, they 
let me in free if I promise to keep my 
clothes on ." He bursts into laughter. 
"N o, no, no, only kidding, only kidd-

'k'S-J

ing. I don't like to take my clothes off.
It's because of the way Tm built.
Although there are people who like all 
th is." He grasps a huge roll o f fat on 
his stomach and shakes it at me. "How 
about you?"

"Hun uh," I say.
"Listen, no offense, I understand.

You like the bartender?"
I nod.
"You can have him. During. Or after. 

He's not expensive. You want me to 
arrange it? "

A t that moment, the lights begin to 
blink on and off.

"Oh, shit," the fat man says. "The 
show's going to start. It's too late for 
you to  take o ff your clothes now. We 
better go in ."  We start to move toward 
the next room. "Hey, wait a minute, 
he says to me. "You want to meet me 
after the show?"

I shake my head no.
"N o t for free, not for free. What kind 

of guy do you think I am? How about 
thirty-five dollars? 1 don't mean all night, 
I'm  not cheap, just one time?"

"N o, thanks," I say.
"Come on, i t ' l l  be easy. I'll do all 

the work. I have poppers."
We are being swept on with the 

crowd now.
" I ' l l  see you later," he cries. " I ' l l  

get the bartender, too ." We are in the 
theater now. It's a large lo ft room with 
a circular, very small stage. The seats, 
three rows of them, are arranged in a U 
around the stage, leaving about ten feet 
in front of the stage clear.

As soon as we are seated, the lights 
blink o ff. There are nervous giggles, a 
collective catching of breath. Rustling. 
It reminds me of the Kiddie Matinees 1 
used to go to.

A spotlight appears, and the master 
of ceremonies bounds o iit of one of the
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three arches behind the stage.
"Welcome, welcome, welcome," he 

shouts. "L e t me tell you about the fire 
regulations first. We don't want any 
roasted fairies, do we?" There is a 
comfortable giggle at the word "fairies."
We are all happy, it seems, to be identi
fied. I t  makes us feel closer, grouped.
He tells us about the fire escapes and 
the fire doors and urges us to keep our 
heads.

"N o w ," he says, "now  for the show.
You've never seen anything like this 
before. Unless you've been here before.
Let me tell you, it's spectacular, it's. . . "

"Get on with it, Zelda," someone 
shouts. I recognize the fat man's voice.

"Shut your hole, Ethel," the MC 
says."We'll get on w ith it  in due course.
First, let me tell you that anyone who 
takes his clothes o ff right now gets a 
free pass to next week's show. How 
about it? Who's going to take his clothes off? 
Who's going to show it all, every b it of it? "

Two chubby, nervous types stand up. 
The MC looks excited. "Two beauties," 
he shouts. "Let's give them a little  encour
agement." He begins to clap, and the 
audience joins in raggedly.

The two stand still for a moment, 
bewildered. Then they begin to strip. The 
clapping grows louder. The two seem 
glazed. Finally, nude, they stand there.
One of them has half an erection.

"Beautiful, beautiful," the MC says. 
"Here are your passes."

"Put it back on ," the fat man yells. 
Everyone giggles, including the two 

nude men. They sit down.
"And now—anyone else?" He 

pauses. "And now—nobody else, sure?-- 
now for boys boys boys.Let me tell 
you one thing, men. We want you to 
feel free to participate in this show.
This is the new freedom, men. Use it. 
Touch, babies, touch. OK, here it is.
Boys Boys Boys\"

Diana Ross blasts on: "Touch me in 
the Morning."

We all shift in our seats. Here it is.
Through the curtains comes Boy.
He is tall, about twenty-five. Good 

body. Reasonable face. Curly black hair. 
Mustache. He is dressed in torn blue jeans 
and a loose, long-sleeved shirt. He is 
wearing motorcycle sunglasses.

"Here he is," the MC shouts, unseen 
now, "R obbie !"

The music changes to Rufus. Sexy 
and black. Robbie takes o ff his shirt 
slowly. He seems to be staring at each 
of us, but his eyes are masked in black. 
We can't be sure.

His hands undo his belt. He unbuttons 
the top button of his jeans. Sticks his 
hands inside. Slowly, sensually, he rubs 
his cock.

He unzips, and suddenly his pants are 
off. He is wearing tight cotton Jockey 
shorts. The bulge of his cock is alarming:

He rubs it.
The audience yearns. Slowly, slowly, 

slowly, he pulls down his shorts. They 
are o ff. He stands there for a moment. 
Then he jumps o ff the stage, swaying to 
the music. He moves to the first row, and 
the hands reach out to feel his cock, his 
ass, his stomach. He moves between the 
rows now, everybody touching him, 
slipping sly fingers up his ass, over his 
breasts.

Finally, one man, old, takes Robbie's 
cock in his mouth. Robbie moans, begins 
to thrust. He reaches up and takes o ff his 
sunglasses. Now he is tru ly nude. And we 
see his eyes, fu ll of pleasure.

He thrusts once more and then breaks 
away from the old man's mouth. For a 
second he stands in front of us. Then he 
is gone.

We applaud somewhat shakily.
"Robbie," the MC shouts. "Wasn't he 

something?" We agree.
"He'll be back for the second act. And, 

of course, you'll see him at intermission." 
The audience dissolves in laughter.

The show continues.
There are more boys. Not the same 

as’ Robbie. Some of them unsure of 
themselves, clumsy. Some bored. Some 
ugly. They wear strange costumes; 
chains, streamers, feathers. They all 
walk between the rows, letting them
selves be handled, sucked. One gets 
rimmed, grunting in fake pleasure. The 
audience is excited. They play with 
each other, go down. The two pudgy 
men who stripped earlier jump on the 
stage and suck each other off.

We applaud.
The MC takes o ff his clothes, and he 

and a stripper do each other. In between 
acts there are comedians, some of them 
in drag telling pallid jokes. (If all the 
faggot clerks at Bloomingdale's were 
arrested, the place would be self-service.)

We all roar anyway.
As a finale to the first act, the entire 

company—minus Robbie— does a song 
from "Le t My People Come."

The lights go up. We blink at each 
other. It is strange. We hardly know what 
to do for a moment. A t last, almost in 
one movement, we go back to the bar.
The boys of Boys Boys Boys are all there, 
circulating, letting us feel their bodies.

I overhear bits o f conversation.
"Well, of course, sugar, I'm  available "
" I don't spend the night."
"No, I'm sorry I don't get fucked. I 

fuck."
Robbie is talking, but, obviously, he 

isn't selling. There is a coolness about 
him, a distance. He is a benevolent 
monarch, kind, but set apart.

I come up to him.
"H i,"  1 say. I am obviously no good 

at opening lines.
He nods.
" I enjoyed you ," I say.
" I know," he says, " I saw you."
"Can you always te ll?"
"Almost always. 1 could tell w ith you."
" I 'd  like to talk w ith you," 1 say.
"What about?"
"Oh, about this place."
"What for?"
"Well, I'm interested in this place. You 

know, what you do ."
"That's all I do ," he said. " I ta lk ."
I pause.
" I don't want you to get the wrong 

idea," he says. "T m  not hustling. Shit,
I don't even give it away."

"Oh, that's all righ t," I say. (But Tm 
disappointed. I am.) We arrange to meet 
the following day for lunch. "You buy "  
he said.

We met at a small Italian restaurant 
not the next day (he called to cancel) 
but two days later.

He was dressed as he dressed for the
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show. Same enveloping sunglasses.
" I  don’t know about th is ," he said.

" I  figure you for some kind o f sickie. Am 
I right?"

I told him 1 was a writer, that I was 
interested in writing about him. He 
looked at me blankly. We ate, hardly 
talking at all, talking when we did talk, 
about New York, about Fourteenth Street.

" I  love this street," he said. " I  think 
of it  as the metaphor of my life ."

"The metaphor of your life?" I said. 
"F o r God's sake, what a phrase!"

He laughed. "Oh, shit," he said, " I 
can't do this straight. Let's finish here 
and go to my place and smoke."

He lived in a terrible building fairly 
west on Fourteenth. He had one room, 
totally bare except for a single bed and 
two Mexican chairs. It was scrubbed clean.

"S it on the chair," he said. " I 'm  goinj 
to  lie down. I like to smoke lying down." 

We smoked a jo int in silence.
" I'm  twenty-four," he said. " I come 

from California. Bakersfield. Do you knqw 
it? Well, it's a shit place, hot as hell, dry. 
And so du ll."

"What are you doing here?"
"Well, I don't come from too tight a 

fam ily situation. Nobody really gave a 
damn about anybody else. A fter high 
school, where I was terrible, man, I went 
up to LA. Seemed like a good thing to  do 
at the time. I really wasn't prepared to do 
much, you know."

"So I got there, and I couldn't do any
thing. I stayed at a couple o f crash pads, 
and I found the library and read a lot.
But, you know, I had to do something.
I'd never been into sex. Not any kind up 
to  that point. Girls d idn't really turn me 
o ff either, you know? 1 noticed all the 
hustling, of course. I'm not blind. So I 
thought, why not?"

"The firs t day I tried it I got picked 
up by an older dude in a Mercedes. Incre
dibly beautiful car. He had a house in the 
Hills. Not a fabulous place, but nice, you
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know, better than I was used to. Swimming I 
pool, fu r rugs, all that. Well, 1 was a little 
nervous because I never did anything. I 
never used to even jerk off, right? I d idn't 
seem to need that, or I was waiting for 
what I did need, or something. Anyway, 
it was like magic, man. You know what 
he wanted? He wanted me to undress. 
Slowly. And rub myself. It was fantastic. 
Suddenly I was so turned on I couldn't 
believe it. He wanted me to perform«for 
him. And, man, that was what I'd been 
waiting fo r."

"D id  you do anything else?" I ask.
"Well, at the very end he wanted me 

to stick my cock in his mouth. And 1 
came fo r about ten minutes, it  felt like 
that. Man, it was like a clear bright light 
had been turned on us both. And I felt 
so fu lfilled. Fantastic!"

"What happened next?"
" I  stayed w ith that guy-his name was 

Robert—for about six months. We just 
couldn't get enough of our thing. And he 
started bringing friends around, and I'd 
put on the same show for them. We 
loved it . "

"Then he got a job in England which 
was going to last for about a year; he 
was a movie person. He wanted me to 
stay there or come to England. But, I 
don't know, I d idn 't want to. He bought 
me a ticket to  New York and gave me 
some money. I have his phone number.
If I ever need to. I'll call h im ."

"W hy'd you come to New York?'^
"1 don't know. It seemed the right 

place for me, don't you think?"
"R igh t," I said, "What'd you do then?" 
"Then I found Fourteenth Street.

Man, that's perfection. It's all there. To 
be admired. But i t ’s not real, you know. 
It's not really a destination; It's a stop 
on the way. That’s what I mearit when I 
called it the metaphor for my life. You 
laughed at tha t."

"N o t because it was funny. Just 
because it was unexpected."

"Well, it's true."

"How long have you been here now?" 
"About two years. I found some 

other guys who liked my thing. I worked 
in a bar. Go-go boy. That sucks. Then 
I got this job."

"D o  you like it? "
"L ike  it? This is perfection for me.

It's the best. You want to  know what 
I feel when one of those old men has my 
cock in his mouth? It's simple, man. 1 
feel power. I own them, man. I own 
those old dudes. When they've got 
their hands all over me, they’re mine.
I'm in charge. It feels wonderful."

We paused. He is beautiful stretcheo 
out there on the bed, beautiful and so 
distant.

"D on 't you want something more? 
Don't you want a real bond, a relation
ship?" I ask.

"No, man. This is my job. To be 
admired. To be wanted. I don't know 
where I'll end up. Maybe nowhere. But 
this is where I want to be now. I feed 
on these people."

" I t  can't last," I say.
" I don't need you to tell me tha t," 

he says. " I  know."
We sat fo r a while longer.
" I should go," 1 said.
"G o t everything you need?" he asked.
"N o ,"  I said.
"Well, nobody can have everything, 

man," he said, looking unbelievably 
beautiful.

When 1 was almost out the door, he 
called me. I looked back. His sunglasses 
were o ff. "One more th ing," he said, 
"m y name isn't Robbie."

A couple of weeks after our interview 
I went back to the theater. Clothes on,
1 waited fo r the show to begin.

The first act came and went w ithout 
Robbie.

During the intermission 1 asked the 
fat man, who was there again, what had 
happ>ened to Robbie.

"W ho’s Robbie?" he said.*
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a!so:SEX GARABE' andTATOO-
EXCLUSIVE MIDNIGHT SHOWINGS

MITCHEU BROTHERS' 776-6686
O ^ F A lU R E Z a Z a  Box Office Opens; 10am

Polk-O’Farrell ROCKING CHAIR LOGES

BERKELEY
Camp Grounds, 2329 San Pablo 848-9292 

HAYWARD
Driftwood 581 -2050 W 
Chandelier Lounge 22615 Mission 

581-9310 DL
•T u rf Club 22517 Mission 581-9877

M/1RIN
SAUSALITO

•Sausalito Inn 12 Le Portal 332-0577 R 
The Two Turtles 688 Bridgeway 332-4938 R

SANTA ROSA
Noah's Ark 9117 River Rd 887-9905 

•M onkey Pod 616 Mendocino Ave 546-5070

CORTE MADERA

•  Zelda's &  The Paradise Cove, Paradise 
Shopping Centar(RHBHD) 924-1545

PENINSULA
PALO ALTO
The Gold Mine 3740 El Camino Real

493-2777 BD
Locker Room 1951 E Univ. 322-8005 
The Garden 1960 Univ. no phone

REDWOOD CITY

Bayou 1640 Main 365-9444 DBR 
•Cruiser 2651 El Camino 366-4955 BR

SAN JOSE

The Candy Shop 4340 Moore Pk Ave 4 4 6 2 7 0 0  
Mac's Club 349 S 1st St. 998-9535

SANTA CLARA
•The Tinker's Damn 46  Saratoga 

246-4595 DB 
MONTEREY
The Gilded Cage 420 Tyler 375-6889  

CUPERTINO
The Red Boar 10095 Saich Wy 252-9675 

•The Savoy 29469 Silverado Ave 
255-0195 WRDB

S>4CR>1MENTO
Cruz Inn 922 9th St. 443-9563/447-1300  
Fay's 7436 Fairoaks Blvd 481-9610 W 
Topper 1218 K St. Mall 444-2815 
Atticus 5121 El Camino 481-55595 
Charlie's Place 371-9768 
Underpass 1946 Broadway 457-5867 RD 
Hawaiian Hut 2400 W. Capitol Ave 371-6232 D 
Playpen 2717 El Camino 4969728

BRYTE

Hide & Seek 825 Sunset 371-981 7 DE 
Club Yolo Baths 1531 Sacramento 371-9949

RENO
Club Baths 1030 W 2nd St.
Dave's Westside Motel 3001 W 4th 322-4403  
The Jade Room 214 W. Commercial Row 

(702) 7869841
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Classifieds
FAMOUS UNKNOWN PHOTOGRAPHER; 
(After Dark, Vector, Advocate, Dance Maga
zine, Pacific Sun, etc.) seeking to share dark 
room facilities (yours) for nominal fee. Call: 
m owings best) James: 658-9998.
IHETAL SCULPTURE SHOW: Bradley's 
Corner B ar,' 'Under the Influence' featuring 
erotic sculpting by artist, Jim Sterling. July 14 
thru July-21. Prices from $45 or, .
SLAVE w a n t £ d - 5 6 w n t o w n  F.
Live-in possible with benevolent autociat. 
(5 8 , 6 ’2” , 220). Please write Paul, P.O. Box 
2811, San Francisco 94126. Telephone me 
at (415) 775-4806 anytime.
T R Y  IT  -  Reno's Newest Gay Spottll! 
CAPRICORN V ILLA G E  at 7350 West 4th 
in Reno, Nevada. Tell 'em Jim 8i Joe sent yal

G A Y  BOOKS: Catalog of 585 titles from  
the largest gay bookstore. Send $.25 to 
Lambda Rising, 1724 20 St NW # V , Wash
ington DC 20009

MASSAGE: A relaxing and soothing maSsage. 
Two years experience; call M ilo at 863-2842 
for a 1%—2 hour nonsexual massage.________

CUSTOIVI CABINETS or furniture built to  
fit . I court the unusual & unique inexpensive 
or exotic also carpentry or repairs: 861-6798

REGAL CATERERS for those of distinguished 
taste—kingly cuisine: Call betw. 9-12: 673-0111

MASSEUR: San Francisco (6 '1 ' , 165, 40's) 
$15 in, $20 out. 9th yr. HOW ARD 922-7772

MONEY T IG H T? Free Virgin Islands air 
fare one way Indies House Hotel—For 
information call toll free New York, 212- 
535-9530 other 1 -800-223-5581.

THE NEW S. I. R. OFFICE HOURS 
Mon., Tue., Thurs., Fri., SAM — 5PM 
Wed. SAM -  8PM, Sat. SAM -  1PM 

Sundays the Office is Closed

VA C A TIO N  R ENTAL: 12 acre ranch in 
Santa Cruz Mts. Completely private yet 
close to shopping. Olympic size heated pool. 
Cabana and wet bar. Large chalet type o f a 
house. A .E.K . T V . Lg bedrooms. 2 baths, 4 
people $275. wk. 6 people $300. wk. 2 wk 
min. . t̂vail June 29-July 12. Aug 3-Aug 16. 
Aug 17-Aug 30. Shown by appointment. 
Write Mr. Swan, PO Box 43, Ben Lomond, 
California 95005. Must be seen to believe!

GAY BUSINESSES -  If  you are a plumber, 
physician, carpenter, T V  repairman, whatever, 
and want gay business, contact S.I.R . for a 
listing in our referral service.

EMPLOYERS N E E D E D -S .I.R .’s employment 
referral service has had tremendous success in 
satisfying the needs of employers who have 
contacted us. If  you are an employer or know  
of one who needs qualified employees, contact 
S,I.R . We are discreet! (415) 781-1570

VO LUNTEER NEEDED: A self-help prog- 
ran to help people in need in homophile 
community. Volunteers needed in all areas. 
Call Bill at 431-0535 M on-Fri,9-5.

S.I.R . P R IN TIN G  -  ipOO fliers 5x10inches. 
ONLY $6.60 Bring copy to 83 6th St. or call 
781-1570 Ask tor Nornian.

G A R D EN IN G  A N D  H O U S E C L E A N IN G - 
Call Milo at 863-2842

PORTRAITS: portfolios, and composites. 
Assistance for models seeking publication or 
employment. 285-4696

Do not leave money or identifica
tion  in cars while visiting the baths in 
San Francisco. Roaming gangs of thugs 
have discovered the richness of glove 
compartments and the reluctance o f 
victims to  report these crimes to the 
police. Bath owners are doing ail they 
can and most report failure.

One suggestion is to  ieave your car 
unlocked so that in addition to  having 
to  replace your radio, flashlight, etc., 
you won't have to replace a broken 
door lock or vent window.

TO BUY O R  SELL Houses—Flats—Apartment Houses
HERB WEBB, Agent

626 - 6657____________
COMING SOON: A gay ' Hyatt-Regency" 
Shopping Complex on Clementina Street 
in San Francisco. ------

MET T H A T  SPECIAL G U Y  YET? Let me 
help you find him! Gay Introduction Service 
in San Francisco. Discreet—Sensible fees & 
Personal Interviews. Ages 21-60. Call Dais: 
(4151-771-0438 (David the Matchmater)

TR U C K IN ! W ITH CHUCK! Moving and 
Hauling-Delivery. Call Charles 864-3563

INCOME T A X  RETURNS: Certified PubUc 
Accountant, 788-1140 _____

COUNSELING: Private Professional inter
views for your sexual, personal or occupa
tional concerns. Reasonable rates. Confiden
tial ity preserved. 776-6911
The Political Perspective o f the Lavender &  
Red Union a Gay liberation/Communist 
organization. 75 cents. 5 or more 50 cents, 
6618 Sunset Blvd. Los Angeles Ca 90028

IN T E G R IT Y , Inc., the national organiza
tion of Gay Episcopalians and our friands. 
Membership ($5) includes cost of 10 annual 
issues of IN TE G R IT Y : GAY EPISCOPAL 
FORUM , edited by Louie Crew, 701 Orange 
Street, Fort Valley, GA 31030.

W ANTED: Model s/ph otographers/wfitars 
to share their talent with the oldest con
tinuously published gay periodical in USA. 
Getting published or photographed is not 
a miracle or a mystery but often merely a 
phone call away. Got an idea? Call us here 
781-1570 and we'll rap. Richard.

SAN FRANCISCO MASSEUR: Clean-cut, 
masculine guy delivers total massage to turn 
you on. A guaranteed delight anytime!!! 
Ron: 28, 5 '11", 155 (415) 826-1076

(m a ^ c h o )  n ,  [l . masculus, m a s c u l in e ] a  s t r o n g ,  
v i r i l e  m a n .  a d j .  m a s c u l i n e , v i r i l e ,  a d v e n t u r o u s , e t c .

See America. 
Find a friend

* 7 6
Bars • Ba«hs • Clubs • Hotels • Beaches • Restaurants 
USA • Puerto Rico • Viruin Islands • Guam • Canada

BOB DAMRON ENTERPRISES 
RO. BOX I4-077* SAN FRANCISCO 
CAUFORHIA 04114« (415) 0T0-409T

AVAILABLE AT YOUR FAVORITE LEADING BAR, BATH, BOOKSTORE 

or by Mail Order by sending $5.00 plus 50 cents for postage.
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