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Including Round Trip A ir  from West Coast

Ours is a Caribbean cruise with two important differences;
1) We fly you to the warm heart of the Caribbean.
2) Our Caribbean includes five exotic islands plus South America.

Now. compare these other great features:

AIR: Round tripTIA jet from Oakland/ Los Angeles with in-flight meals.

SHIP: The elegant SS AMERIKANIS* is your home. Luxurious 
staterooms with air conditioning and private facilities, gourmet meals 
daily. European staff, wide variety of activities and entertainment 
aboard ship.

6 PORTS OF CALL: Fly direct to San Juan, Puerto Rico (sightseeing 
and lunch upon arrival on us): cruise to Curasao in the Dutch Antilles: 
LaGuaira, the port city of Caracas. Venezuela, in South America: 
Grenada, with its lovely beaches and fragrance of spice in the air; 
Guadeloupe, a delightful, old-world. French island: SI. Thomas, the 
celebrated Free Port in the American Virgin Islands.

DEPARTURES: Jet departures every Friday evening from Ocfober 24 
1975, to April 2,1976.

PLAN NOW. THESE CRUISES ARE ALWAYS A SELL-OUT.

' Prices are per person, double occupancy. The 
SS Amerikanis is registered in Greece. TIA is a 
US Certificated Supplemental Air Carrier.

1829 POLK & JACKSON 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA. 94109 

(415) 928-2500
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E V E N  ON A N  A l  L N IG H  T H ID E

IT 'S  THE LA ST TH IN G  TO COME Oh f

V\'ork i declaim ed as t iio  fines t iia irp ioco . 
Over f id lf the ijusiness every in o n ilr  is 
renew al w ith  sa tis fied  custom ers.

P L O P l I i L IK E  TO  GO  W IT H  TH E  BE ST .

F o r free liro c lu ire  and in fo rm .it io n

Phone: (^U5 ) 341 f>&22



Editorial
As we go to  press, it appears that the so-called Coalition of Christian 

Citizens has failed in its efforts to  overturn the Brown Consensual Sex Bill 
by referendum on the June 1976 California ballot. If the attempt does not 
fail outright to  get the required 312,404 signatures on the initial count, it 
w ill almost assuredly fail when the slim margin it may enjoy is eaten away 
by the signature validation process which must fo llow.

There will be much speculation on what happened. The efforts o f the 
Concerned Voters of California and its public relations firm  of Winner, 
Wagner and As^ciates made it clear that the petition process would be 
monitored unm ircifu lly  and that the efforts against the measure would be 
unparalleled if i t  did qualify. Others challenged the tax-exempt status of 
churches using their official structure and financial resources in blatant 
support of the referendum. In the final analysis, it  may well prove that 
a great number of Christians simply had a better perception of the true 
meaning of their religion than did an isolated backward m inority of their 
leadership.

A t any rate, the message to the state legislature should be loud and 
clear. The people of California have vindicated their elected representa
tives. Let those representatives now get on with the proper business of ■ 
enacting AB633, the Foran Bill prohibiting discrimination in employment, 
and with other legislation so vital to  gay people.
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S.l.ñ . is now eleven years old and the 
largest active homosexual organization in  
the United States. S.I.R. is dedicated to 
giving freedom to die homosexual male 
and female, freedom from guilt, harass
ment, and social justice.
"Believing in  our democratic heritage and 
that ethical values are self-determined and 
lim ited on ly by every person's right to 
decide his own, we organize for: the 
reaffirming o f individual pride and dig
n ity  regardless o f  orientation; the elimina
tion o f  the public stigma attached to 
human self-expression; the accomplishing 
o f  effective changes in unjust laws con
cerning private relationships among con
senting adults; the giving o f real and sub
stantial aid to members in  difficulties; the 
promoting o f better physical, mental and 
emotional health; the creating o f a sense 
o f comm unity; and die establishing o f an 
attractive social atmosphere and 
friends. "

—Preamble, S.I.R . Constitution
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POETRY by ROBERT G. BOYLAN: Upon Seeing Hearts and Minds
THE G A N G -G R E E N IN G  O F  G A Y  P R ID E  by J. KERRY KAMMER: While aware of 
and excited by the celebration (partying) aspects of San Francisco's 1975 massive Gay Day demons
tration, Kammer asks uncomfortable questions concerning more serious approaches to the broad- 
casting of our message.
EIGHTY YEARS TOO LATE by SHEl LA MASTHOFF ; A stunning combination of the 
sentencing speech concluding the trial of Oscar Wilde and the California Consensual Sex Bill.
LOOK TO THE EAST! by RICK D IVAR : Fed up with the similarity of big city bars, 
explorer Divar ventured east and shares his discovery of an "alternative" bar.
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A personality profile of JACK W R AN G LER, star o f Special Friends, a new play in town.

RIVER RUN b y STEPHAN RIXNER: Exclusively gay river rafting? YesI A  new approach 
to being human and gay and discovering the tranquility and ecstasy o f our still-unspoiled nature 
without paying a year's salary for it. A new "alterrtative" to the bar scenes.

FAGGOT IN PARADISE by LEWIS PELTON: A gay teacher accepting a two-year contract 
to teach in Micronesia discovers that his resolve to remain celibate was precipitious,
OUT OF THE CLOSET! INTO THE PEW! by FRANK HOWELL: A brief background 
on Harvey Chinn, chief protagonist of the Coalition of Concerned Christians who are determined 
to undermine the recently enacted California Consensual Sex Bill before it becomes law.
BYRON, A Nice Guy to  Know by GUY CORRY: Photographer/Writer Cory shares one 
of his friends as VECTOR'S discovery of August.
GAY TEACHERS by ROSE SKYTTA; Brief profiles of two San Francisco educators who 
spearheaded the recent Board ruling to eliminate sexual orientation as a form of employment 
discrimination against gays.
RUNNING FREE by DAN TROMP: Lavender U's sponsored Golden Gate Bridge race
allows youngster Trom p to come out proud of his gayness and even more proud to proclaim it. 
THRENODY FOR AN OLD QUEEN by H. KARP: A moving account of a relationship 
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W hat does S.I.R. need most to promote its projects? 
Nbu are right. Money.
W hat is S.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 $30.00 once a year.

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.

A one 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.
m MB ■ m mmm m ■ -̂ mm ■ •  mmm w ■ ^b  ■ «hm ■ •  ^mm m ■ m

APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP IN S.I.R. ANGELS

Society fo r Individual Rights 
83 Sixth Street
San Francisco, California 94103

Enclosed please find:
G $30.00 one year S.I.R. Angels Membership 
n $ 3 .0 0  OR® month membership 
Q  Any amount toward S.I.R. Angels

NAME.

STREET. 

CITY___ .STATE. .Z IP .
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.Subscribe!
I Yewly»15.00 6 MbiMhs*$7.00 I 3 Montlw$3.S0 
' BncloMd $
I  Name -

. / f e a n t a m o f t
las« RiAaav t ra m  -  ««a pRucitco tft itt

_ for ■ Sijfcecrip0on(B)

* AddroM----------—
1 Zip
..AR SP m N 61-.S w Fr.ncN c«y»tnort w IdrtytM d gufnjw ggjggr

GAY MALE QUARTERLY

FagRag
P.O. Box 331, Kenmore Station 
Boston, Mass. 02215

CAUFORKIA

SCENE
SAMPLE ISSUE: $1.00

ONE YEAR: $8.50 (10 Issues)

P. O. Box 26032 
Lob Angatet, CBlIfomi« 90026

Hail Poetry!

I wish to  express my appreciation 
to  Vector fo r introducing to me the 
wonderful work of Scott Faversham 
and H. Karp. As a sometime dabbler in 
poetry, sometimes when I read a certain 
poem, I th ink I'd  give anything to have 
written it. That's how I fe lt about "Mem
ories of a Small Tow m " — reminiscent 
of E. A. Robinson and Winesburg, Ohio. 
Karp is superb. How justly and mordant- 
ly he dissects the Homomanhattanesis 
in "Summer ou t o f the Bitch C ity"!
His story "R obbie" was so observant of 
every slightest detail, as much as it 
maintained the grand flow  o f the Boys 
Boys Boys show and its evanescent star 
attraction. I hope Karp is contemplating 
writing a novel. I've also liked very much 
many other short stories in Vector.

Robbie La Graine 
San Francisco, Calif.

More intellectual erections

I do not apologize fo r asking for more

erectile photos. These are a powerful 
expression and are common emotion. An 
article on the current legislation on fron t
al male nudes and the current reason why 
erections are verboten in Vector would 
be very interesting. I could also stand a 
more intellectual approach, but I do not 
wish you to commit/?ar/-/irar/ by narrow
ing your readership.

Name Withheld 
Boston, Mass.

I'm  20 and gay

I'm 20 and gay and don 't know where 
to  go to  meet people because I'm not old 
enough fo r bars. I have just recently been 
walking around. If you could give me any 
advice it would be greatly appreciated. I 
live with my parents so if there is any 
response please send it to  a friend of mine.

Name Withheld 
San Francisco, Ca.

We are currently preparing an under
twenty-one "gu ide" to San Francisco and

w ill rush i t  into p rin t in response to sever
al simitar requests. —Editor

The other Valencia

I have read your announce o f work. I 
am actually in Spain; have the title  of 
advocate and other things, but my préfèr
ent hobby is to write, and I have written 
for some years in any Spanish magazines 
of theatre, films, books, music, etc. But 
I want to have the USA nationality and 
for this reason, go to USA. In Spain the 
gay scene non exist and the life is some 
estupid. If  you have any appropriate 
employment for me, please write. I am 
twenty-three years ago.

Au rebano Sebastian Martinez 
Valencia, Spain

Not a news service

We note with interest that your June 
issue carries a reprint of an article that 
originally appeared in our publication, 
GPU NEWS.

We have no objections to  reprints of



our work, but respectfully ask that in 
the future if you reprint from our publi
cation that you be sure to include our 
fu ll address. Many people who have seen 
our articles reprinted in almost every gay 
publication simply assumed that GPU 
NEWS is a commercial news service like 
Liberation News Service etc.

We therefore must request that credit 
read as follows; Reprinted from GPU 
NEWS. p.o. box 90530, Milwaukee, Wi. 
53202.

Eldon E. Murray 
Editor, GPU News 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

Companionship in Columbia

I want to congratulate you fo r the 
finest magazine you are producing which 
certainly fills the gap in companionship 
we Columbian gays suffer so much of.

Gilberto Navarro 
Columbia

To the Board o f Education

A t five minutes to seven last Tuesday 
evening — 1 did not know about the 
homosexual communitys* attempt to 
secure teaching positions.

A t three minutes to seven—I realized 
the problem.

As a parent — I protest!
I protest the hiring of abnormal tea

chers. Abnormal teachers produce ab
normal students.

The group here tonight label them
selves as "G ay."

The group in the film  label themselv
es as "Gay."

It is inconceivable that anyone — who 
identifies themselves as being members 
of such a group—could be qualified to 
teach in a public school.

There are f i ts . . .  
missfits. . .

counterfits.. .
Our children deserve the very finest 

teaching instruction we can provide.
Our children deserve the very finest 

individuals to be their teachers.
The nation that has the schools, has 

the future.
• There are fits. . .

missfits. . .
counterfits... .

Viva la difference
I have never before written in to bad- 

mouth one of your articles, but I must 
tell you that 1 was really disappointed 
in Vector's jumping on the bandwagon 
just like the Advocate and others, in 
printing such a glowing report on Michael 
Kearns and his book. The Happy Hustler.
It is too bad that all the time spent w rit
ing, reading, and reviewing such low 
material could not have been spent on a 
much more benefiting work or recrea
tion. (Sometimes I wonder if reviewers 
have actually read what they are reviewing!

May I point to Ruben Vasquez's 
article in the same issue ("Interracial 
Relationships: Nine Sore Points") as 
an example o f something only half as 
well written as Martin's interview, but 
a hundred times better. I suppose the 
opportunity to get this interview was 
viewed as a really hot thing fo r Vector.
But just because an item is "h o t"  doesn't 
mean it is good! And if Vector w ill 
strive to  continue recognizing the d iffe r
ence, that's what w ill keep it the best 
gay publication.

J.J.
Hollywood, Ca.

No ontknoiM mo
;#Klrtr' Ricow«nittU>iiiiPH ptmri< : Ctttt -Ott 

♦  Fraski Organic Ü d iR ts  ~ •
fà l,."NATU«£'S QWM hair  CARI" 

11AM ilM K . Monday thru Saturday, 
i  {415) 421 -1W * 209 Post St . #1202 
| i .. f! SAN FRANCISKÎO 94108

Mrs. Marjorie D. Martin 
San Francisco, Calif.

Le L c n iin c
Serving A uthentic  French Cuisine

2742  - 1 7 th  S t r e e t  a t  F lo r id a

presents

every Sunday from 3-6 
LIVE BAND & DANCING

Larry Vincent & Howard Rayness
At the Piano Bar every night except Wednesday

no parking problems

ii.

Films
EIGER SANCTION/NOT ENOUGH

by R. MORGAN ELLIS

In keeping w ith  its tradition, the 
movie industry continues to  turn out 
a plethora of expensive but mindless 
productions. Two recent fiascos. The 
Eiger Sanction and Jacqueline Susan's 
Once Is Not Enough, allowed my brain 
to  wander a b it. Neither film  offers 
very much to occupy one's gray matter. 
In these films, the portrayal o f gay 
characters in major roles revealed to 
me a touchstone, which homosexual
ity , or any image of a m inority, can 
provide to  moviegoers. Because o f the 
th in thematic development, my mean
dering mind became aware o f an inter
esting correlation between representa
tion of minorities and the general real
istic quality of a film .

Interestingly, Not Enough makes an 
admirable, though superficial, attempt 
to present a realistic lesbian relation
ship. Unlike Enough, Sanction blatantly

Alexis Smith (right), continues her clandestine lesbian affa ir w ith Melina Mecouri

personifies the fag joke. These charac- 
characterizations of gays point the way 
in which to  measure the producers' and 
their movies' level o f consciousness.

ComPng as no great surprise. Enough, 
as a film , retains most of the trash of 
the book. Not until watching this cine-

each \Ne
Buy— Sell—  Trade

$ 1 5 8 8
John’s Girls 
Pretty Girl 
Playmate 
Color Climax 
Lasse Braun 
Danish Film

Green Door Book/

matographic version o f True Confess
ions did I appreciate what made this 
author so commercially successful. Her 
talent lay in the fact she could take a 
fantasy, be it a sexual one or the mater
ialistic ' American dream," and blend it 
w ith the everyday tacky reality of life.

The late Ms. Susan holds a record for 
writing three consecutive best-seller 
novels. This achievement indicates the 
level o f American taste-not literary value.

Consider the plot of this film . Return
ing from Switzerland, January Wayne 
(trashy name), after recuperating from 
a motorcycle accident caused by her 
fr ig id ity , receives a great shock. Her 
father (whom she lives a b it too much), 
Mike Wayne (K irk Douglas), a no-long
er-successful movie producer, has re
married. His choice turns out to  be no
thing less than the fifth-wealthiest wo-

Movies
Books
Mags.

ORGW11C 
f(\C€ LIFT

REMOVES WRINKLES

NEW WAY TO LOOK YOUTHFUL

109-6Ih St., at Mission San Francisco 391-2133
MODERATE COST

CALL MISS DAVIS at 564-2018



LAUREL
PARK

Swimming 
Picnic Grounds 
Camping

45 MILES FROM SAN FRANCISCO 
RESERVATIONS ONLY

(408) 867-6644 
16531 Stevens Canyon Rd. 
Cupertino. Ca. 95014

Downtown (4 b/ks from 
Air/ine Terminal)

No charge for double 
occupancy.

Lobby, color TV, room service. 
Rates begin at $8 per day.

Sai FfMdMO. CA 
416-1214000

man in the world (dream), Deidre Gran- 
er (Alexis Smith). Obviously, Mike hustl
ed himself (trash, plus a little  fantasy) 
so that he could maintain a lifestyle 
to which January, whom he loves a 
b it too much (more trash), is accustom
ed. Why did Dee marry Mike, when 
she knew his motives? For social reas
ons. She needed an escort (sad trash, 
but true) and, as it turns out, a smoke
screen. Yes, a screen to cover her 
homophilic relationship w ith Karla 
(Melina Mercouri), a reclusive star 
(trash). To top all o f this garbage off, 
Karla manages to swing w ith Dee's 
playboy cousin (dream and trash), 
played by George Hamilton (trash).

Near the end of Enough, Mike 
asks Dee for a divorce (trashy real
ity ). A t this time he lets it  be known 
his knowledge of Dee's homosexual 
relationship with Karla. Dee notes,
" I  detect no shock in your voice." 
He answers simply, "Nor reproach." 
This meager exchange epitomizes the 
dreams o f acceptance most gay peo
ple harbor.

/MaSFEFSNO

in tíífu á x , aímospíu^re.

S W W 0 6 K -S U M M m E  W). 
OFF STEVENS CREEK. BLVD-

m ‘ 2S L ^ S

Neither Ms. Smith nor Ms Mer
couri acts like a bull dyke or flaunts 
vibrating dildoes. Not much about 
their relationship is delved into, but 
that holds true for all the characters 
in this picture.

Since everything in The Eiger 
Sancf/o/7—emotions, women, situa
tions, and photography—is too beau
tifu l, too plastic, or too macho, 
Cassidy's role in it cannot be taken 
too seriously. The gay agent of the 
plot symbolizes the macho world's 
fears o f the gay world. Just like 
killing a Commie for Christ, East- 
wood "sanctions" (an agent's polite 
term fo r murder) Cassidy. This k ill
ing represents a cheansing of the 
macho world.

Macho values still govern a major 
portion of our society. However, 
with liberation movements shaking 
the oppressors' world, films such as 
this neither threaten nor insult a 
liberated person. One can only des
pair at the antiquated, low-minded 
chauvinism of Mr. Eastwood and of 
this film .

Snxi
6 6 th  St. and Telegraph Ave. 

O akland  
652 3820

iki

Wining & Dining
IT’S THE LITHIUM

In planning Festival attending at any 
o f the several options (Bayreuth, Salz
burg, Ashland, San Diego, Edinburgh, etc.) 
one thinks primarily about MONEY. To 
travel there is one thing but to be fed 
and lodged is quite another in terms of 
a pinched pocketbook.

Instead o f raving on about Ashland 
Oregon's Shakespeare Festival let me 
cite one typical price experience. In the 
only (not the best but the on ly one open 
in the early morning) breakfast eatery 
in Ashland—Hamlet’s Roost (honest!).

SISTERS
Subscribe to the original lesbian- 
feminist monthly publication— 
SISTERS. Enclose $5 for a year's 
subscription (11 issues). For Can
ada & overseas, $7.50
1005 Market St. Suite 402, SF. Ca. 94103

San Francisco Clinic 
250 Fourth Street 

Venereal Disease Examination

Free — Confidential
Mon., Thurs. 9:30 - 6:00 

Tues., Wed., Fri. 8:00 - 4:00
Telephone: 558-3804

Vust a step o ff  
the Miracle MUe"

tw o eggs any style, toast, and all the 
coffee you can drink costs all o f $1.
That, in a nutshell, is what eating costs 
are all about. The town supports the 
festival; locals are not there to rip o ff 
the helpless, hungry tourists a la all the 
other "festivals" in the land (except at 
Disneyland, which is also reasonable.)
We found it  not so much a gourmet 
place as simple, hearty, good food sensi
bly priced.

Our hotel—The Mark A ntony— (hon
est!) is the only tall building in town 
(nine floors), and a double is $10 a night, 
single $8—all w ith private baths. The 
Columbia, on the same block (and w ith 
in walking distance o f everything includ
ing the theaters) is slightly cheaper and 
on the clean/funk side. Our room in the 
Antony was on the ninth floor, w ith two 
walls of glass panes overlooking the in
credibly beautiful Cascade Mountains as 
well as the theaters. Courteous, clean, 
efficient, warm, friendly, and cheap
en impossible dream but true.

The most interesting eatery in town 
is the Rare Earth, serving Mexican vege
tarian specialties, mixed bean salads, avo
cado cheese melts, superb home-ground 
coffees, iced red zinger teas, and charm.

SefUACK^ tAc

com
OPCRAm
VENDING

MACHINES

C ig a r e t t e

M a c h i n e s

P o o l

T a Ü s s

M u s i c

LEASE  PLAN O P T IO N A L

A. & A. VENDORS
11 Pearl St. a Saa Francisco

776-0371

We didn 't so much "d ine " there as "hang 
o u t"  and eat often when the mood struck.

Outside o f town, about three miles, is -  
another vegetarian place called Mum's 
Cottage, serving individually prepared 
wok magic numbers in which each vege
table (including the minced ginger and 
garlic) was individually prepared per 
diner. Only twenty-two seats and some
what of a wait while your feast was being 
prepared, but for $2.25 (the asparagus 
wok special) you got the freshest o f vege
tables w ith a perfect brown rice, followed 
by a slice of fresh peach pie and filtered 
wonderful coffee. Very mellow people, 
a " fa m ily " who had met in the Far East, 
decided they could bring the same peace 
and centering to the States and make a 
living at the same time. No smoking, 
naturally, which is a bummer.

There are no Doggie Diners or McDon
alds in Ashland (thank God), but there 
is a Taco Time place just around the bend. 
No one sees it, though, except the students 
from  Southern Oregon University just up 
the street.

For the big spenders there is a very 
French place we couldn't afford but heard 
excellent reports, a pizza place, and a few 
steak and ale charmers.

THE BAR SCENE

And that's just what it  is, the bar scene. 
It's a b it wierd and it's called Cook's Re
ception Bar. Patrons consist of many of 
the cast and crew from the theaters, the 
local gays in from Medford, and hungry-

H AVI NG A PARTY?
LET

LEONARD'S TAPL
Supply Your Music 

A ll the Most Popular 
and Some Standard Hits 

on One Reel to Reel Tape 
Call Between 8 :30-10 :30  A.M. 

or A fter 5:30 P.M.
For Rental Rates 

And Further Information

776-1376 <J>



eyed tourists like us. But there is a quite 
marvelous coming-together where a smile 
precedes everything and w ith in minutes, 
if  you're open, you're in a large fam ily of 
happy people. Ice crusted frozen glass 
mugs of light or dark draft beer cost a 
mere th irty  cents, glasses of same twenty 
cents. The phonograph features a broad 
range of music and often frantic dancing 
happens in the aisles, which seems to be 
cool. If there's a party anywhere in town, 
you 'll hear about it  at Cooks and probably 
be invited.

You're free in Ashland to  be yourself— 
maybe it's the lithium in the public foun
tains (fizzy, awful-tasting sulfurish stuff) 
but we're told you can get o ff on it if you 
drink enough.

What an incredible place to  take a few 
days o ff to see. The element o f refreshment, 
relaxation, and sheer dramatic fu lfillm ent 
is equal to two months doing the European 
Festivals for a zillion francs. And it's all 
up there, just over the California State line. 
Take a lover or a friend and do make 
hotel reservations in advance as well 
as tickets to  the plays.

—Ambrose
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Music
ERIC BENTLEY /  MICHAEL COHEN

by SPACE WHITMAN

ERIC BENTLEY sings THE QUEEN 
o f41nd  STREET and other songs 
by JACQUES PRE VERT and JOSEPH 
KOSMA
Folkways Records Album No. FG8581 
17 W. 60th St., N.Y.C., U.S.A.

A unique tr io  of men. There is no
thing "gay" about these men. Most of 
these songs were written in Europe 
during the '30s and '40s and have that 
subtle hinted-at homosexuality of the 
"divine decadence." Knowing the in
side story of the gay meaning these 
thoughtful songs unfold even more 
pleasure in the lyrics. The music is 
broken and disjointed in an almost 
Brechtian way and fo r all the world 
sounds like a black humored version 
of Tom Lehrer.

One song, which is specifically titled 
on the cover, is "The Queen of 42nd
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PRINTING CHAIN
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Ask fo r Doyle Barfield

Street." This selection could very easily 
be trashed by gay radicals who dismiss 
the queen stereotype as improfjer for 
the gay male, but this song should not 
be abandoned so quickly. It's a good 
number, with a catchy tune, easy-to- 
sing lyrics, and just a touch of melan
choly. But more importantly, i t  is 
defiant. This number denies the put-

down of being a tight-pants, blue-eye- 
shadowed " fa iry "  and reaffirms itself.
( If the reaffirming sounds weak today,
I think that in its day it was considered 
overly bold.)

Another piece that comes to mind is 
"Cafe au La it." A sensitive, short para
graph tells o f a man who apparently has 
to ld another man something despicable. 
(Perhaps all he said was, " I  love yo u "— 
we never know.) The lyrics watch the 
offended man prepare his coffee, drink 
it, and, w ithout saying a word, leave. 
How often this has happened to me be
cause I did not rightly guess the sexual
ity  of the one I admired.

Mr. Bentley says in the last piece of 
the album that he d idn 't choose what 
he knew we wanted to hear but rather 
found the "howls sung by the dong in 
the pount." He gives us a reality of a pat 
and not yet lost gay life, and beautifully 
sung at that. It is a collection of painful

-r
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songs and tunes that smile because they 
are hurt. They are best heard w ith a glass 
of wine, a quiet, foggy afternoon and 
a lover.

MICHAEL COHEN sings WHAT DID  
YOU EXPECT?
Folkways Records Album No. FG8582

I d idn 't like this record. I read the 
whole introduction and all the lyrics, 
even the inane paragraph on the fron t 
of the record ("Songs sensitively and 
honestly dealing w ith the experiences 
of being gay, written and sung by this 
brilliant young artist") and was perfectly 
w illing to swallow all of this in the hopes 
of seeing an upfront gay artist getting 
the exposure and enlightening the gener
al public with good taste and good artis
tic  endeavours. However, reality got in 
the way again. What ever makes an apt 
songwriter th ink he can sing? Michael 
Cohen has a nice voice, but if  I were 
directing a musical, he would hardly 
be cast above a walkon silent one.

The lyrics are a step above the usual 
poetry of late years and better than the 
pieces found in the college l it  class pub
lication. Michael should keep going. He

I Gay Menss Radio 
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MICHAEL
COHEN

does have a potential that I am still very 
interested in watching develop but jump
ing on this gay bandwagon he fell out 
of the artistic nest before he was ready.
(I also have strong fears of any poet or 
lyricist who writes about death. I t  is a 
subject high school students are lament
ing over, and few others have the matur
ity not to  be equally trite  about.)

When he sticks to that which is fam il
iar to  him, good things do happen. The 
songs of his memories of first being 
aware o f being gay ("O rion ") struck 
some anxiety-filled notes in me, too. I 
also liked "The Last Angry Young Man,"

a view of coming out that was true for 
my experience. However, straight peo
ple have been filling  the air w ith  enough 
"He done me wrong," and do we have 
to do it also to prove we’re just like 
them?

Most of the songs in this album are 
stronger and more beautiful than what 
they're smothering the gay bars w ith 
now. All Cohen needs is an equal talent 
as his partner who can sing his works. 
And I th ink Mr. Cohen w ill be a valuable 
addition to  our growing volumes of up
fron t gay life  troubadors.
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Theater
OREGON SHAKESPEARE FESTIVAL

Photo/Hank Kranziar
Since the Oregon Shakespeare Festival 

has been doing its number for a mere forty  
years, one can forgive it its perfection, for 
this theatre experience is, indeed, flawless 
and should serve as a beacon for all classical 
repertory groups in the realm of earthi

The theatrical banquet served up this sea
son boggles the brain with its diversity of 
styles, all within an artistic philosophy that 
has kept people coming to the festival regular
ly year after year after year.

The biggie this season was A ll’s Well That 
Ends Well, directed brilliantly by "guest direc
to r"  Jon Jory. I Last season there were 135 days 
of no rain. Okay. I t  did just happen to pour 
icy rain midway through our performance, and, 
while a few did flee to the refund desk, most 
of the audience remained melted in their freez
ing seats to cheer this incredible production 
which began with costumes of simply unbelie
vable quality and style and ended with jeans, 
sneakers, torn underwear, and more than a 
few dangerous slips on the rain-slicked stage 
floor. No matter! ChristI No matter.

The reigning star of this and some other 
productions is the ever-amazing le Clanche du 
Rand, who in spite of her vast experience still 
manages to convey the wonder of each discov
ery within a script. She has mastered the craft 
of sharing with an audience each moment to  
a point where one must remind oneself that 
ha is hearing Elizabethan English and not 
contemporary speech. It  was rumored that 
Angus Bomar, founder of the Festival, expres
sed the thought that this is the finest production 
jewel in a crown that has literally hundreds of 
other precious stones. We credited his rumor.

Second in line is the indoor production of 
the enigmatic W inter’s Tale, which, in spite of 
too, too much blurred diction, energy for the 
sake of energy, and director Audrey Stanley's 
hip use of lights, costumes, and program rhe
toric to "help" us get the point, still shone— 
again that word—brilliantly. Audiences consis
tently stand and cheer at the completion of 
this stunning interpretation of a very difficult

late Shakespeare play. Artd again le Clanche du 
Rand took space, took tim e, and sent shivers 
up and down spines with the marvels of her 
art. It seems unfair to point out any single 
performer, since the entire festival is one of 
ensemble work—from the director of Informa
tion and Education (the press lady), who does 
an absolutely terrific Lady Capulet (Margaret 
Rubin), to the director of Romeo, who graces 
most of the other productions as a superb actor 
of the second-rank noblemen (James Edmond
son), to the carpenters who dance in the Ren
aissance consort, to  the stagehands who do 
just about everything else. There isn't a soul 
connected with this theater that is not actively 
involved in every facet o f production, and the 
results are evident in the seamlessness of the 
experience,

Henzy V I,  Part One was a shocker, best 
described by the middle-aged lady who upon 
the final curtain call turned to whoever seemed
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receptive and shrieked, "That was terrific!
Wasn't that terrific?!" It  was.

History plays are another thing, and one 
does expect much pageantry and little under
standing between Essex and Sussex, Bedford 
and W a r^ c k  and Salisbury and Gloucester, 

etc., but the Ashland “ thing" is clarity, and, 
if you couldn't maneuver the intricacies of 
this one, you simply weren't listening.

Shakespeare here dealt w ith pure English 
propaganda in "getting” the French. Joan 
of Arc is portrayed as a witch, with horri
fying creatures in Satanic drag underlying 
visually the British justification for burning 
her as a deamon. Joan is a difficult historical 
personality, and we found Will Huddleston's 
use of the character stunning in originality 
attd perfect within context. She never quite 
fitted into the play but always remained 
around and above the flow . She disturbed 
on several levels. It  was absolutely r ig h t-  
played perfect—and what genius to come up 
with the production concepti As du Rand 
impressed with her leading ladies, so Randi 
Douglas stamped her art on several character 
rolls including Joan, Nurse and the Countess 
Rossillon.

Romeo and Juliet didn't work for us but 
is hard to  fault. 1 asked several people whether 
they were moved by the show, and they reluc
tantly admitted that they hadn't and it was 
a wholly ritualistic retelling of the story rath
er than a poignant raliving. After the murder 
of Mercutio (the best Marcutio I have ever 
seen, Denis Arndt) by Tybalt (played by 
superactor and swordsman Eric Booth Miller), 
the lights went out of the show and we simply 
moved step by step to the end. Director Ed* 
mondson (about whose skills I felt the same 
lack in last season's Tw elfth Night) tends to 
make all performers (especially the younger 
ones) puppets to his strings and individual 
personalities are not allowed to shine through 
his interpretations, giving a feeling that every 
portrayal is being done by the same person.
Thus we were watching basically an interpre
tation grounded within the limits of one per
son’s abilities. There are a few foundational 
lines (" . . .  my only love sprung from my only 
hate.") which were carelessly allowed to be 
thrown away eliminating key pivots to the 
unleasing of audience emotions. The meet
ing o f Romeo and Juliet was muddled and 
far, far from poignant—again appearing as a 
deliberate attempt to —"Look, Ma, no hands,’'  
The best moments remained in the skilled 
hands of Michael Kevin Moore's Lord Capulet 
and his wife, Margaret Rubin. Along with 
Eric Booth Miller's Tybalt, they provided the 
only excitement in the ball scene.

The failure of this production is both a 
blessing and a pity. Those who came to Oregon 
looking forward only to Romeo went away 
with the realization that there it much gold



irt the less femiliar Shakespeare oeuvre.
Long Day’s Journey Into Night is like two 

hours of losing at chess and is bone-numbingly 
depressing, which, in spite of the excellence of 
the cast and the direction, doesn't exactly 
titilate your summer afternoon in the Cascade 
Mountains. I feel this is an actor/director’s 
ballgame and remains in the repertory for this 
reason alone. It begins in pain and ends in 
unresolved agony. A real downer. Be careful.
We missed Charlie’s Aunt, to the moans of the 
company who are very proud of the production.

What is the Ashland experience all about?
It's all about two shows a day until September 
21 (with no understudies in townl. Every 
evening a Shakespeare in the theater which is 
a reproduction of the original Fortune Theatre 
(and if you haven't seen Shakespeare done as 
he meant it to be done—you're in for such a 
treatl) and every afternoon a matinee in the 
charming and theatrically perfect Angus Bo- 
mar indoor theater. It's an entire town living 
on or off the festival. It's miles and miles of 
tailored parks and wilderness with a broad 
spectrum of humans in Festival attendance- 
retired railroaders, young kids, hippies, hatted 
and gloved Methodists, gays, macho rednecks 
and senior citizens, to mention a few, scanning 
tha program notes for the next production. It's 
everyone smiling. It's the Renaissance dancers 
and singers performing for an hour before each 
night's production for the joy of the strollers 
and cruisers just before show time.

In short, there is no other theatre experience 
on earth (especially the dreadful Stratford^jn 
Avon over there) that offers the complete 
totality of Elizabethan drama that Ashland 
seems to do so effortlessly. It's another w o rld -  
just 6'A hours of fantasy scenery from San Fran
cisco. It's pure. It's simple. It's inexpensive. It's 
amazingly complicated, and, most of all, it s fun.

W ARNING! You'll feel a little stupid doing 
this, but, as you enter the theater at 7:45 pm, 
the sun is shining and it may be hot. An hour- 
and-a-half later you will bless me for saying 
that youYnust bring your warmest, down-filled 
ski parka, your sleeping bag to wrap up in, 
gloves (definitely), and maybe even a scarf for 
your head. It gets damned cold, and the shows 
are blessedly performed without intermission 
(perfection!), and let the lady with the backless 
afternoon dress and shawl sneer. Flie thee to 
Ashland. Reservations are a must, —Richard Piio
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Books
CAMP FROM MR. CLEAN

JOY! A Homosexual's Search fo r 
Fulfillment
by Pat Boone (Correspondence with 
Barbara Evans)
Creation House, 1973, $3.95

My first "crush" occurred when 1 
was in seventh grade. Unfortunately 
for me, the object of my affection was 
the son of a fundamentalist minister.
This led to several messy conflicts over 
the years.

Let us call the other boy Joe. I loved 
Joe more than anyone else in my lim it
ed universe o f 6,(X)0 (the population of 
our town). I worshiped him from  afar 
and knew our relationship was conceiv
ed in a cultural deadend. Joe's father 
eventually learned about my yearnings.
A furious storm erupted, which climax
ed in my standing up at a midweek pray

er meeting and verbally puncturing the 
entire congregation at Joe's Nazarene 
Church. I was seventeen by that time.

Because of this incident I have al
ways possessed a low point of tolerance 
fo r anything connected w ith those who 
believe they have been "saved."

It therefore requires a monumental 
quantity o f self-control to  review a 
precious little  opus such as this Jcy !

Pat Boone, the Mr. Clean of the 
middle-class teen set, offers us his 
correspondence w ith an ex-lesbian who 
repented and left her lover of several 
years. Perhaps this is well and good fo r 
her. Maybe she w ill be happier as a 
straight person. Maybe! But the mistake 
is always made of assuming that what 
worked fo r one is also best for another.

The succession o f letters between Mr. 
Boone and Miss Evans attempts to show

the gradual change through the years as 
she renounces her wicked ways.

One can't expect Pulitzer Prize prose 
in a tome such as Joy! (which Bible book 
stores are gleefully pushing these days), 
but I've always resented writing that is 
filled w ith an overabundance of italics 
and exclamation points so numerous 
they nearly drive one's eyes o ff the page. 
Mr. Boone has that much in common 
w ith other zealots who attempt to con
vert you. He’s always desperately afraid 
we w ill forget that Christ loves us. Per
haps this is why I'm so fond of Quakers. 
Their quiet confidence is based on the 
sure knowledge that we got the point 
the firs t time.

Mr. Clean provides moments of un
intentional humor and camp. Witness 
the following:

‘T t is not a sin to be tempted! Satan will
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never completely leave you alone; but when 
he comes against you as he has lately, iust 
get out chapters 7 and 8 of Romans and read 
them to him OUT LOUD. I'm  seriousi

A dear friend of mine sometimes gets up 
in the middle of the night, when he is really 
being tempted, and feels himself starting to 
slip. He will get out his Bible and turn to 
many passages that flatly say that a child of 
God is victorious over S atan,. .

He'll pace back and forth in his living room 
in his pajamas with his open Bible, reading 
passage after passage, and saying things like,

"How do you like this, Mr. Devil?" T ry  
this one on, S atan !''' Have you had enough? ,
No? Then listen to TH IS !"  |

And on it goes until he feels that he has 
achieved the victory, and that Satan has left 
him alone. .

Wouldn't it  be fascinating to read a 
collection o f letters exchanged between 
the Rev. Troy Perry and Pat Boone? No 
winner could possibly emerge from such a 
match, but Troy could make Pat step lively!

To those of you who cannot tolerate 
a moment o f uncertainty in life, I comm
end Joy! to  you. The use o f the mind 
and the imagination w ill no longer be 
necessary. A ll avenues to any possible 
adventures in life w ill be closed. Who 
needs to search when you have all the 
answers? Even God would be puzzled 
by such a prospect. —Frank Howell
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Star Cruise
THRILLS & SURPRISES

by JEFF

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 -Ian . 15 
Jan. 16—Feb. 13 
Feb. 14-M ar. 15 
Mar. 16—Apr. 14 
Apr. 15-M ay. 15 
May. 16 -Jun . 16 
Jun. 17-JuU 17 
JuL 18-Aug. 17 
Aug. 18-Sep. 17 
Sep. 18-O ct. 18 
Oct. 19-Nov. 17 
Nov. 18-D ec. 16

Sagittarius
Capricorn
Aquarius
Pices
Aries
Taurus
Gemini
Cancer
Leo
Virgo
Libra
Scorpio

Mutable.
Cardinal
Fixed
Mutable
Cardinal
Fixed
Mutable
Cardinal
Fixed
Mutable
Cardinal
Fixed

harmony, and if to these is added devoted loyalty, 
your partners in love or friendship find themselves 
hooked for awhile. You can be a slave to beauty.
But your greatest asset is an ability to communi
cate to others beauty and charm with a rococo 
style. Being a self-indulgent sensualist yourself, you| 
have a unique talent for turning on the sensuality 
of others. Your arsenal includes artistic command 
of color and form , delightful music, a skill for 
blending palate-pleasing flavors and textures, and a 
ready willingness to please others’ experimental 
libido. You are excellently qualified for successful 
relationships because you know how to give. But 

I the depth of your emotional sensitivity is both a 
strength and a weakness. Nothing in life is simple

Life is full of the unexpected, that's what 
keeps it interesting for some of us. The planet 
Uranus is usually in the forefront when life's 
surprises spring upon us. I f  strong in the natal 
chart Uranus can add a great deal of excitement 
to  the life. It lends to the character the elements 
of independence and individuality. All that is new 
and unusual or in any way different appeals to 
the person strongly influenced by Uranus. Yqu  
Aquarians know wbat I mean, for Uranus rules 
your constellation. It's from Uranus that you 
get your marvelous inventive abilities, your 
independent spirit, and your constant seeking 
after the new, the unusual, and the thrilling.

When Uranus is transiting the zodiacal posi
tion of the natal Sun, the native's first thought 
is to look for greener pastures. Old friends, old 
haunts or possessions suddenly seem just that, 
old, and no longer interesting. Tried and true 
seems tired and blue. New faces and new kicks 
are in order. Since August 1974 Uranus has been 
in the constellation Libra. Instead of sitting 
around primping and preening and sweetly accep
ting all those compliments you Librans have been 
feeling the urge for someone or something new 
and a little more exciting. Librans especially, but 
to a lesser extent all of you in the Cardinal Group, 
can expect to be bored to distraction with the 
comnxjnplace for the next few years. Now is the 
time for Librans to strike out into new fields of 
endeavor and to try out those new ideas, however 
unusual they may appear. You have a chance to 
develop new skills and to cultivate more interestinj 
and exciting attachments.

power. What you have to do is learn to shut 
up, calm down and enjoy it!

The planet Saturn entered the constella
tion Cancer on July 3 1 ,197 5 . For all Cancer 
natives the next two-and-one-half years will 
be ones of frustration, inhibition, and feelings 
of lack of perfect success. You are beginning 
a period in your lives when your greatest gain 
will come from releasing all that is dead weight 
around you. Most of your time will be devoted 
to maintaining hard won position, holding on
to cherished friends and possessions, and cop
ing with emotional depression and physical ills. 
You will have to try much harder for small 
gains. But recognize that even though they 
are small, at least they are gains. Investigation 
of self and personal image will prove profitable. 
You will see with clear reality what you truly 
are, especially in the eyes of your close friends. 
Personal renovation and improvement should 
be your goals this year.

to you especially how you FEEL about things or 
people. Your most difficult task is to recognize that 
love can end and that sometimes you have to let go.I 
Read below about your fellow Cancer natives. Theyj 
have a slightly different attitude toward life. You 
could learn from their less emotional approach.
1975 offers a similar trip for all Cancer natives.

AUGUST 5 -  AUGUST 17

BIRTHDAY PEOPLE

AUGUST 1 -  AUGUST 4
Your Sun is in the middle degrees of the cons- 

tallation Cancer. You are the deeply emotional, 
very romantic "Moon-Child." You can be charm 
ing but sometimes a little too sweet. There seems 
to be an air of confusion about you which is part 
of your charm. Important to you is gentleness and

Your Sun is irt the last degrees of the 
constellation Cancer. Emotion and feeling to 

'you, though deeply experienced, are aspects 
of life that are meaningless if you cannot graphi
cally express them to others. You seek to pub
licize that which you feel; to communicate 
with vivid emotional color. Your ability to 
psych out what others want and need makes 
you an excellent politician. You have the 
charismatic ability to develop wide public 
appeal. Newspaprer reporting, writing or teach
ing, or any form of popular artistic communi
cation would be excellent fields for you. Your 
ability to articulate and convey verbally the 
character and personality quirks of others is 
frightening. Y ou are chatty and can evert be 
catty. Gossip could become a way of life for 
you. You are a delightful clown, forever youth
ful and fun loving. But a ninety-year-old teen
age image can wear thin eventually. You can 
mature, but maturity seems to be one of the 
few qualities you have difficulty expressing. 
Your emotionality is rapid and sometimes 
dangerous, but only to yourself. You are 
swept off your feet by love, but lack staying

AUGUST 18 -  AUGUST 31
Your Sun is in the early degrees of the 

constellation Leo. Your chief attribute is 
energy, both emotional and physical. Stamina, 
drive, ambition and magnetic charisma add up 
to an achiever. Your self-sustaining pride is a 
wall over which you have difficulty climbing— 
and the world never makes it. You are seldom 
aware of mistakes you make and certainly 
never bother to excuse yourself. You feel you 
are a naturally ordained leader. Your abilities 
of leadership are difficult to ignore. Excessive 
pride is of course the main stumbling block to 
interpersonal relationships. If your loved ones 
recognize your natural load in a romantic situa
tion and can cater to your pride they are in for 
a long and possibly rewarding relatidnship. You 
have much warmth and are never hesitant 
in expressing love and affection to the ^
acceptable person. You demand loyalty and 
find it difficult to forgive its lack. For those 
who can be loyal and who can return your 
tremendous emotional fervor, you can be 
a most generous lover.

1975 shows much opportunity for your 
romantic pursuits. Your needs and drives 
will be very strong this year, so much so 
that true satisfaction may be difficult. There 
are indications of not only greater desire on 
your part but also of increased personal 
attractiveness. But you could miss a good 
bet by seeking more quality in your part
ners than anyone should expect—even a 
randy Leo. Recognition of true worth in 
a prospective partner rather than holding 
out for an ideal could pay great romantic 
dividends in 1975.

Natal, secondary progressions, compata- 
b il i ly  charts-solar and lunar returns (month
ly and yearly) $20 each charL Contact Jeff, 
972 Bush #55, San Francisco 94109o r  call 
eves 885-4578. G ift Certificates Available.

ili



East Bay
GAY DAY

by MICHAEL NOVICK

The third annual East Bay Gay Day 
Festival was held under sunny skies on 
Sunday, June 22, in Berkeley, at Emma 
Willard/Ho Chi Minh Park. Warren 
Widener, the city's black mayor, had 
issued a proclamation identifying the 
date, which commenced the week of 
activities marking the Stonewall Rebellion 
in New York City, as Gay Pride Day.

During the course of the day 300 to 
400 people, both lesbians and gay males, 
gathered in the park. Sponsored princi
pally by the Pacific Center (formerly 
East Bay Gay), the event drew partici
pants from a number of East Bay organi
zations, including MCC and the Gay 
Men's Raps. The day was loosely struc
tured, with gay craftspeople displaying 
their wares, including jewelry and a 
lesbian collectives' silk-screened tee 
shirts. Musicians and pantomime actors 
provided entertainment.

.. One of the highlights of the day was 
a booth and display prepared by the 
Solidarity Committee of Bay Area Gay 
Liberation (BAGL), which featured 
panels on lesbian oppression and libera
tion, on gay Third World people, on the 
hidden history of the gay movement, and 
on gay workers and prisoners, as well 
as on the new gay culture of liberation.

Pacific Center, which convened the 
over all event and provided refreshments, 
is a funded mental health and commun
ity  services project. Its offices are located 
on San Pablo Avenue, in Berkeley, above 
the popular gay restaurant, Campgrounds. 
Pacific Center provides a full-range of 
counseling, rap groups, and switchboard 
referral type of services. Many of its 
activities are listed in the Lavender U 
catalogue, and it also cosponsors bisexual 
rap groups w ith the Berkeley Men's 
Center. You can call Pacific Center at 
841-6224 for a schedule of activities and

other information or to volunteer your 
own services.

Another issue that remains of concern 
to gays in the Bay Area and especially 
the East Bay, is the Coors Beer Boycott. 
It begins to rankle like a thorn. The 
Beer Drivers Local, Teamsters 888, has 
been locked out o f East Bay routes by 
Coors distributors and replaced by scabs, 
because Coors refuses to accept the driv
ers’ affirmative-action hiring program. 
The union has gotten gay drivers on 
other routes and is now trying to  place 
a lesbian.

Boycott
CTORS!
In San Francijsco only a handful of 

bars are still carrying Coors, but very 
few o f the East Bay bars are honoring 
the boycott. We should get together 
and help this progressive local win its 
strike because the contract is clearly 
in our interest. They have gone to bat 
fo r us, pushing for the passage in the 
state Legislature of the Foran Bill to 
guarantee gay employment rights. Coors 
is available in the East Bay through the 
Richmond distributor, who has a union 
contract. If you want more information 
contact Andy Cirkelis of the Coors Boy
co tt Committee at 450 Harrison Street 
in San Francisco (495-3580) or Michael 
o f the Oakland Gay Men's Political 
Action Group (654-1578).»
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photography
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HELPING STOP AGGRESSION

★ HELPING ORING AN END TO 
TERROR IN SOOTH VIETNAM

HELPING ACHIEVE A lOST, 
HONORARLE AND LASTING PEACE

After Seeing 
Hearts and Minds

by ROBERT G. BOYLAN

Dedicated to Daniel Ellsberg, Ho Chi Minh, the Vietnam Veterans against the War. 
the draft resisters. Senators Wayne Morse and J. W. Fulbright, the people o f Vietnam 
living or dead who struggled fo r their independence and unification during five o f 
our Presidential Administrations. '

We were misted and lied to, and 
from  Tet to Tat the war 
dragged on, our leaders wishing not 
to  win and yet not end 
the slaughtering. We let ourselves 
sheeplike be guided through 
a labyrinth o f dominoes 
and fictive incidents.
We sent our youths across the world, 
gave them carte blanche to  k ill, 
furnished them every tool they'd need, 
watched on TV  each night 
the sick show that we underwrote.
For years we heroized
barbaric bandits o f the air
dropping their tons of death.
suave bombardiers who never heard
the moans o f sufferers
far down beneath their opened flaps
and miles behind their tails.

Like blubber peeled by flensers' hooks, 
napalm-fried strips of skin 
slôughed from  the backs o f naked kids 
scurrying down strafed roads.
Legless and armless boys and girls, 
bewildered innocents, 
crouched in a land of waiting graves, 
coffins in hundred lots.
I mponderable harms we wrought 
who listened to the lies 
and all the liars and turned o ff 
pleas fo r a chance fo r peace.
Where did our heroes spend their leaves? 
In Saigon's harlots’ beds, 
playing, as i f  w ith counter fru it 
or festival balloons,
w ith hickied, flopping teats. Then where 
are those who have returned?
Clumsily mobile or in chairs, 
surgical substitutes

attached below their knees or groins 
so they might walk and w ith 
discomfiture make love if  wife 
or girlfriend doesn't mind.
Remade w ith plastic here and there,
in hospital or out,
prideless perhaps in mind or heart
fo r having done as told,
cheated of trium ph and discharged
w ith medals they won't wear.
We wince in shame because o f them, 
because tru th  surfaces, 
because they served an unjust cause, 
but ours if all the guilt.
W ith angry gut reactions and 
hoots at hypocrisy, 
young persons render judgment on 
their elders' last mad fling, 
having before their eyes the crimes 
o f that condemned crusade.



The Gang^Greening 
of Gaiy Pride
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J. Kerry Kammer is representative o f 
the new breed o f young homosexuals 
who were s till in elementary school ou t 
there in sleepy America while the coura
geous firs t bloody steps were being taken 
in  breaking the crusts o f  a country uni
fied in their stand against gay liberation. 
Many o f the drag persons he speaks o f  
with such contempt were in those fron t 
lines, risking their lives so that in 1975 
we could enjoy a po litica l demonstration 
o f gay solidarity as big as any other po li
tical gathering in this city's history.

We feel his perspective o f the state o f 
affairs is typical o f  the thousands o f angry 
young gays who pour in to our c ity  and 
deserve a forum both as a warning to 
those who feel ne have come far enough 
to relax and as a banner for others who 
w ill no t rest u n til we have assumed our 
righ tfu l place in society—all o f it.

VECTOR welcomes alternative view
points on this and a ll topics o f interest 
to the gay community. —Editor

by J. KERRY KAMMER

It was a killer afternoon for the Gay Freedom Day Parade; sunny and blue and the 
breeze bountifu lly benign—a rare day in June for this constantly off-season city of 
San Francisco. There seemed to be a feeling of greater awareness this year about what 
was happening; even the tourists out to drum up some Sunday brunch could be seen 
standing outside of Macy's pointing down O’Farrell saying, "Is  this where they're 
coming down?" as hundreds of young men and women moved past them in couples 
and clusters and columns toward the parade site at Pine and Montgomery Streets.

The crowd had gathered and was singing and mingling and carrying on for at least 
half an-hour before a police siren would give the go-ahead. Save eight or ten percent 
of the thousands of marchers—who would have to  be classified as outrageous drag, dog- 
legging the gamut from bejeweled empresses to general genderfucks (moustache and 
house dress sorts of combinations) to  fu ll leather regalia—it would be d ifficu lt to dis
tinguish the gay crowd from any other comparably enormous gathering o f mostly 
youngish people. Not to give the impression that older gays weren't represented, but 
they were in no great abundance. Very few older women marched in the parade and 
although the same could be said of men over fo rty , they certainly squeezed in like 
cracks in the cement at the curb.

A hugely homogeneous and harmonious group, there was a solidarity in evidence, 
a kind of kinship so perfect and smooth at some points during the day it was down
right religious. A small marching band toward the fron t behind a purple-bannered 
"Lesbian Sisters Unite" assemblage played joyous little  dixieland ditties on two vio
lins, a trombone, clarinet and french horn, the crowd shrieking along joyously all the 
way. And unlike most any old gathering of however many tens o f thousand o f people 
(prolice estimated 10,000 marchers and 72,000 onlookers), there were virtually no bad 
trips in evidence, even on the sidewalks which was not necessarily the case five or six 
years ago at gay demonstrations where curbside hostility was the rule rather than the 
exception. Of course these days the crowds just shut up and pay their attention, know
ing fu ll well that the Gay Day Parade is the best show in town, more eyefood than the 
Chinese New Year pageant and incoming astronauts put together, not seeming to 
really care whether or not Gay is Good, but realizing that That's Entertainment, and 
cheap at nothing for a curbside seat.

Everyone—gay, straight and slightly crooked—was quickly infected w ith the glee 
seeping down the street like leaking laughing gas, an outdoor opiate for which any 
breather was eligible. And they're just going to have to reasses that stereotype about 
who has rhythm in this.world because when you find yourself in the thick of 10,000 
marching gay-crazed brothers and sisters, a complex compound o f devastating diver
sities stewing in sweet solidarity, get ready for some dancing in the streets and up a 
few walls, too.

I was at the front o f the parade near the band which was unofficially designated as 
the space "norm al" marchers could take without the stigmatization of all the drag and 
pomposity and royalty and giant phallus floats which generally led the parade in years 
past. Flanked on either side by the Wild West Side Chapter of Lesbian Widows and a 
"Gay Men, Fathers, and Fathering" group with beaming little  children on their gay 
shoulders (fatherhood being a side of life few gay men have a slap at), it was like 
being part of a family again—a somewhat displaced one—but homey nonetheless.



But the drags, a generally outgoing 
and mobile group, d idn't just hang out 
in the back unless they were affiliated 
w ith some organization and tied to  its 
float. Random drags were dispersed 
throughout the crowd: a Brownie- 
Scout drag w ith a moustache and a 
box of animal crackers fo r a purse, a 
man in sailor drag with a live parrot 
perched on his bare shoulder, roller- 
derby drags in numbered uniforms and 
matching crash helmets, a majorette 
drag with a lethal tw irl, several Playboy 
Bunny drags, ballerina drags doing the 
splits down the street, and one man with 
shocking pink toreador pants, silver 
wedgies, and plastic fru it pinned in his 
also pink hair and up one leg, and car
loads of empressy gown-dragged lovelies 
clustered together in Cadillac converti
bles (in harems for whom?),pudgy and 
pink and powdered, like ladies of leisure 
on a Rubens canvas, cracked paint and 
alL Some marchers incorporated the 
popular bicentennial theme into their 
drag, sequins o f red, silver and blue cov
ering their arms and faces and matching 
balloons tied into their hair (the balloons 
would be symbolically liberated at the 
end in front o f City Hall, giving custody 
to  the heavens).

There are literally many different hats 
worn by the gay community at such a

gathering (mostly by men, as they are 
the gay gender most often associated 
with "drag" and cross-dressing, although 
I did see a dyke in a fedora): hard hats, 
fire hats, knitted caps, huge tiaras, head- 
bands, sweatbands, rubber bands, and 
heavy black rhinestone-ridden veils. 
Everything except a trio  of heads swaddl
ed in to ile t paper-that was last year's 
parade. But they were all there in hordes— 
bubble-blowing, glitter-throw ing-in cons
tant testimony of celebration, hardly any
one content just to  march along, all hav
ing their own little  story to demonstrate 
for the crowd. I ran into some old street- 
mates, Charles and Christopher, and 
weren't they just the bee's sleeze! Chris
topher is a Berkeley-based genderfuck 
from a while back, and looking to be the 
thorn o f plenty in his black leather-spik
ed pilo t's cap and lipsticks. His is the 
politics of confrontation, and he means 
his cross-dressings to  be taken very ser
iously. Charles, a sometimes schooltea
cher, in matching black afro wig, fish
net stockings, studded dog collar, spike 
heels, lashes, leather jacket, and abbre
viated body stocking, would stop every 
twenty feet or so, wield his whip, and 
crack at the pavement, thrilling w ithout

fail every brain-damaged seven-year-old, 
fire hydrant, and trash container along 
the street.

A wonderful thing about the parade 
was the collective public primal scream
ing that runs in ruffles through the 
crowd like a frosted flag on a cake. And 
how fabulous it feels to hold up tra ffic  
marching in a gay parade, perhaps as 
politically provocative a show of soli
darity against /fa // as any!

A march complete w ith tambourines 
and songs of Solomon (among others) 
in random snatches and football cheer
ing, too ( " . .  .gimmie a G. . .  gimmie an 
A. .") , and roller-derby tactics along 
the curbs. There were more photogra
phers in the crowd than children under 
twelve, of whom there were hundreds. 
And probably almost as many Afgans- 
in-waiting as lesbians in attendance if 
the tru th  be known, A great majority 
of the women there seemed to be asso
ciated w ith involved political organiza
tions; not many appeared to be there 
free-lance marching or "stag," as many 
of the men were wont to  do. There had 
allegedly been some e ffo rt made to 
attract gay women in greater numbers 
to the parade this year, and it did seem 
that there were some more than last 
year. The lesbians in the parade were 
wearing more clothing than the men, 
and if their placards were any indica
tion, gay women seem to  find a good 
deal less humor in their oppression

(although the verbless declaration 
"Petaluma Dykes" on a banner drew 
a chuckle here and there). They are less 
frenzied in their celebration of Gay 
Pride, less demonstrative about their 
personal fantasies, and would seem to 
be more concerned w ith the political 
implications o f their homosexuality 
than many gay men, who too often 
regard it,as carte-blanche license for 
total irresponsibility.

I can't really blame the gay women 
for staying away from some of these 
junior high Show-and-Tell tactics that 
many of the bars and local politicians 
exploit the occasion o f the parade for. 
I'm  easily as trashy as anyone on the 
block, but even I found the Folsom 
Prison Bar floa t, which consisted of 
three men feeling one another up on

Photo/Lou Berry

top of a truck (one man in a rhine
stone dog collar and leash sucking on 
another man's boot in slobbering servi
tude), in rather dubious taste for a mid
day matinee in the Civic Center. I can 
see how women might not go overboard 
fo r it. And I don 't know how seriously 
I would take a political candidate, eith
er, who fe lt the need to  drape pretty 
boys in Harvey M ilk tee shirts across 
the hood of his car; that might lead me 
to  believe that a person who was runn
ing as a gay candidate had somewhat 
misplaced priorities.

Obviously this Grand Duchess sort 
of drag must be a fe lt need o f some kind; 
it's too foolish and frivolous to pass as 
fashion in these severe times. And the 
fervency with which all this is embraced 
is embarrassingly real. There was an arti

"THERE WAS A SOLIDARITY IN 
EVIDENCE. A KIND OF KINSHIP 
SO PERFECT AND SMOOTH AT 
SOME POINTS DURING THE DAY 
IT WAS DOWNRIGHT RELIGIOUS.'

cle in last summer's gay issue of the Bay 
Guardian called "Judy Garland Died fo r 
Our Sins" and, Lawd-Have-Mercy, did 
she ever—several times. (There was a 
Wizard of Oz float, too, and when are 
we going to get over "Over the Rainbow" 
and grow ap a little?) Granted, gay 
solidarity is by definition rooted to a 
large extent in our diversity. But should 
this diversity have to  extend itself to  fea
ture every sorry little  fantasy some lonely 
person has of waving to adoring crowds 
from a car?

God knows, we're all entitled to  
our own drag, be it red handkerchiefs in
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whichever pocket or mini-skirts or Arrow 
shirts or leather codpieces and fishnet 
stockings, Polk Street finery or basic 
Montgomery Street business drag. But I 
get enormously annoyed when these 
powdered and ' t it le d " persons purpot 
to  represent the gay community at large, 
which is exactly how they come o ff in 
parades of this sort. They sparkle and 
shimmy in their sequins the most and 
throw their baby mums the farthese; so 
of course they're going to catch the eyes 
of the people on the curbs and the news 
cameras. But we're certainly quick enough 
to  jump on the Media when the drag 
queens and grand duchesses show up at 
the lighter side of the 11 o'clock news. 
Isn't that the tendency, though, o f the 
press to  report the "bad" news in great 
detail and ignore the often noble, if 
typical, behavior of the representative 
majority of "norm al" people. And, any
way, why should the gay community 
expect any different treatment from the 
press than anyone else?

The drag queens prinking and preen
ing for the cameras are the Stepin Fet- 
chits of the Gay Movement, and during 
the course of the parade—after the eighth 
or tenth entourage of bejeweled, bored, 
and bewhiskered powdered-pink persons 
puff by on their float or their feet-one 
is tempted to shout, "O ut of the streets 
and back into the closets!" Of course, 
one doesn't. It  is currently considered 
rude and sexist to be gay and resent 
transvestites and cross-dressers, as they 
are just making their political statements, 
casting their ballots for a free America to 
hear them tell it. But even in a voting

booth there is such a thing as a curtain 
to pull closed occasionally.

When the first of the paraders reach
ed the end of the line—City Hall—folks 
hung out some. But by the time the tail 
end of the sixteen-block-long parade 
pulled in, people had begun to  disperse 
en masse, many heading for the celebra
tion in Golden Gate Park's Marx Mea
dow to fo llow  immediately. For those 
who remained in the Civic Center, the 
main attraction seemed to be A Scene 
in the reflection pool by the trees. Sever
al men had stripped and were cavorting 
in the pond to  the leering cheers of the 
crowd. "Suck it, baby," several yelled 
to a cock-ringed young stud approaching 
a middle-aged man on the side of the 
pool who was being worked on by a 
young woman, a Coors in one hand and 
his cock in the other, as literally hundreds 
of cameras clicked. Finally, when it 
seemed as if the crowd was getting rest
less watching several wet naked men 
watching each other and shivering in 
two feet of d irty  water, the woman 
joined in, flinging her sopping under- 
things to the crowd. She and the studsy 
fag kissed and splashed some; then a pre
sumably straight man came in to grab at 
the woman while the fag she was kissing, 
having lost interest, was trying to  pull 
on her damp and discarded pantyhose 
under the water. When the straight man 
started in assuming basically the same 
liberties the fag had taken, the woman 
was across the pond like a Jaws victim. 
The middle-aged man pulled himself up 
to  get dressed, and a man w ith a camera 
asked for his autograph, which he was
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given w ith the reminder; "Send me a 
copy of the p ic tu re .. .Did you get one 
of me over there jacking o ff? " This half- 
hour incident was, incidentally, one of 
the bigger crowd draws o f the day.

What a wonderful accomplishment 
that homosexual men managed to fondle 
each other's genitals right there in the 
cultural center of the city in fu ll view 
of the cops stationed on the balcony of 
City Hall, bystanders bravely screaming 
dares across the street fo r the police to 
come over and do something about it.
How perfectly revolutionary! What a 
major milestone in the anus of gay his- 
tory! Had the crowds been even more 
encouraging, they might have just fondl
ed their way along Van Ness or fucked 
like spaniels on the library lawn.

What is it w ith this macho dogshit 
sexual exhibitionism that so many gay 
men seem to have to work through time 
and time again? And—despite efforts to 
curtail the sorts of phalluses on wheels, 
which passed as floats in 1974—sex 
seemed to be the all-too-apparent theme 
of the parade (again) this year. If not 
flesh fo r its own sake, the ridicule of 
the imposed sex roles and their atten
dant lim itations by the cavorting drag 
queens fo r the most part made clear 
where the priorities were. Is sex what 
being gay all comes down to? What about
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the homo half of homosexual, or is that 
just rhetorical deadweight?

Several friends I gave a ride to Gol
den Gate Park to spoke rather disparag
ingly of the Parade. In celebration of 
what?—they wanted to  know—of the 
demonstration of which major organs?
But gays can and do almost demonstrate 
solidarity in the face of diversity, no 
mean accomplishment in itself, though 
the dividing line between sex and poli
tics remains Crisco-clear (which is to 
say, a greasy smudge). Some fags see 
Gay Liberation strictly as the politics 
of confrontation, genderfucking their 
wares every which way; others, the 
majority probably, see it mainly as an 
issue of civil rights, having no enormous
ly sexual overtones. But, as is the case 
with drag and un-drag—sex catches the 
eye quicker than civics, whatever your 
politics.

Finally made i t  over to the park to 
the Gay Freedom Day Fair, where Sweet 
Chariot and several other bands were 
making their musical contributions to 
the day. There were food and some 
booths promoting everything from a 
stop-smoking program to pound cake 
for a quarter a slice to V.D. informa
tion. Dancing, gay on the green, pine- 
conses as frequent as cowpies in a 
barnyard—all was going swimmingly 
until there was a lull in the music and 
the speakers began speaking including 
a black gay activist and a representative

for Transsexual Liberation. Then Frank 
Fitch of the Alice B. Toklas Memorial 
Club came onstage to talk about media 
coverage of gay events such as the par
ade and how negative and sparse it 
generally was, and he suggested that 
gays d idn 't care enough about political 
issues concerning even themselves, that 
too many of them were just out fo r the 
good time to be had. And, brother, you 
said it, he was right. As soon as the first 
speaker stepped out, the milling around 
began and general restlessness and rude
ness prevailed until they started dishing 
the Disco again. Large groups broke away 
from the crowd the speakers were attemp
ting to address—some to  go play in the 
woods, one bunch to watch a person 
balance silver goblets on his head while 
he tap-danced, and others stood around 
in groups debating which bars would be 
the hottest to  h it on a night like this.

Of course, Fitch was perfectly right. 
You can always pull together a good- 
sized crowd for a gay parade or demon
stration (read; demonstrate, exhibit) 
in this city. Homosexuals, especially 
men, are always big on having a gay, 
grand tim e—in celebration of anything 
from Academy Award night to  Good

Friday. It's no accident that Halloween, 
the big day fo r role-play, is the major 
religious holiday on the gay calendar.

Is the fogged-in homosexual commun
ity of San Francisco too pretty for poli
tics? Are gays so unoppressed in this 
city? It takes more than a tw irling par
ade baton to drum up self-respect, and 
certainly there's more to  liberation than 
celebration and screaming in the streets. 
What happened to the enormously en
lightening and successful Stanford Gay 
Pride Week Conference that Whitman- 
Radclyffe sponsored in Palo A lto  last 
year? Or was that just a one-shot deal? 
How about a sequel from somewhere, 
even conceivably on a national level.

Anyway, the whole concept of Gay 
Pride Week is about as ludicrous and 
ultimately underhanded as the U.N.'s 
declaration of this an International 
Woman's Year, as if  to say, when your 
week (or year) runs its course, please go 
back where you came from  and we'll 
see you around next cycle. Gay Is Good 
is real reinforcing to chant in a parade 
and, like Black Is Beautiful, makes for 
a fab bumper sticker. But the gay move
ment nees to look to new altitudes, not 
old platitudes, to get it  o ff the ground. •
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May 8, 1975
The California Legislature passed 

Assembly Bill No. 489 and sent i t  on 
to Governor Edmund G. Brown, Jr., for 
signature.

May 25, 1895
A  judge in London, England, spoke 

these words to  the prisoner in the dock:
"The crime of which you have been 

convicted is so bad that one has to put 
stern restraint upon one's self to  prevent 
one's self from describing, in language 
which I would rather not use, the senti
ments which must rise to  the breast of 
every man o f honour who has heard the 
details o f these two terrible tria ls."

Assembly Bill No. 489 repealed the 
state's 100-year-old sex laws.

"Tha t the jury have arrived at a cor
rect verdict in this case I cannot persuade 
myself to  entertain the shadow o f a doubt; 
and I hope, at all events, that those who 
sometimes imagine that a judge is half
hearted in the cause of decency and 
morality because he takes care no preju
dice shall enter into the case, may see 
that that is consistent at least w ith the 
utmost of indignation at the horrible 
charges brought home to  you."

The measure legalized all heterosexual 
and homosexual acts between consenting 
adults.

" I t  is o f no use fo r me to  address you. 
People who can do these things must be 
dead to all sense of shame, and one can
not hope to produce any effect upon them. 
I t  is the worst case I have ever tried. That 
you have been the centre o f extensive 
corruption of the most hideous kind 
among men it is impossible to  doubt."

Bill No. 489 also repealed seldom-en
forced prohibitions against specific pri
vate acts by married couples.

" I shall, under such circumstances, be 
expected to  pass the severest sentence 
that the law allows. In m y judgement i t  
is totally inadequate fo r such a case as 
th is ." (The italics are the writer's.)

The Assembly endorsement o f the 
sex b ill was 45—26.

"This is no t a b ill fo r or on behalf o f 
homosexuals," Assemblyman John M ill
er, an Oakland Democrat, argued. " I t  is 
merely a b ill that says ADULTS IN  
PRIVATE  should not have to  worry about 
the law."

The condemned appeared dazed. He > 
tried to speak, but the judge ignored him, 
motioning to  the warders to remove the 
prisoner. With a despairing look around, 
he was hustled o ff, amidst jeers.

May 12,1975
Governor Brown signed Bill No. 489 in
to  law.

Mr. Justice Wills continued; "The 
sentence of the Court is that you be 
imprisoned and kept to  hard labour fo r 
two years."

May 25,1895—evening
Newspaper placards throughout Lon

don proclaimed;
WILDE GUILTY!

An opponent. Assemblyman Mike 
Antonovich, a Glendale Republican, 
complained that the b ill "condones a 
perversion, a sickness, and says it  is 
legal."
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LOOK TO THE EAST!
EAST OF THE BAY, THAT IS 

CHECK OUT THE WHITE HORSE

by RICK DIVAR

IL

Hidden for some twenty years be
neath the San Francisco sparkle, this 
littie  hamlet has in its own rights cul
tured a glow of its own.

As a San Franciscan myself, I fe lt 
the need to look elsewhere fo r a new 
and different night life. I was always 
under the impression the only thing 
the East had to offer was perhaps the 
End-Up or occasionally the Boot Camp 
or Ramrod. The countless other spots 
have since become overcrowded, loud, 
and just simply too serious.

Then, as if out o f nowhere, I came 
across i t—it was as if I had found the 
oasis hidden from the hustle and bus
tle of the sometimes too wild gay capi
ta l—San Francisco.

The jp o t I'm referring to is the 
White Horse Inn in Oakland/Berkeley, 
Some o f you may say, "Y uck, I've been 
there. It was aw fu l." But I say look 
again, San Francisco, Just as all things 
change, so has the White Horse. The 
transformation is a little  less than in
credible! It's not San Francisco, how
ever, so if that's what you're looking 
for, forget it. But, if you've been crav
ing a change w ith a combination of 
San Francisco music and dancing, plus 
a mixture o f new faces and a warm and 
friendly atmosphere, with an attractive 
staff, then the "new " White Horse is 
fo r you. In fact. I'd  go as far as to  say 
it has the most attractive staff I've ever 
seen anywhere in any bar.

You must not get me wrong. I love 
San Francisco bars, but there are times 
when one needs a change and the White 
Horse offers the most pleasant change 
I've had in a very long time.

When one enters the White Horse, 
automatically the old San Francisco 
defenses are shed. A smile returns to 
your face and you realize it's still possi
ble to  enter a bar and simply relax.

What about action? Well, if  action 
is what you're looking for, you can't 
go wrong on a traditionally "h o t"  F ri
day night. The front room blasts of 
the Beach Boys and other early '60s

Chris o f the White Horse Inn Photo/Rick Jarrett

sounds, so appropriate fo r the campus 
atmosphere. Behind the bar are Chris 
and Matt, who bop and wiggle in track 
suits, shaking to a rhythm that, regard
less of who's in the bar. one can't help 
but want to  be a part of their action.

Chris looks every b it as hot as Burt 
Reynolds and with a lo t more to  offer. 
And M att looks like a cross between 
Robert Bedford and Troy Donahue- 
together they keep the action right 
up until the last few minutes of closing 
and then some. I'm sure.

Serving you on the floor is Edward. 
This guy is a hunk and a half. Usually 
wearing as little  as possible and wow, 
what a body! I have it on good word 
that he has taken such honors as Mr.
Fun Buns, Mr. Windjammer, Mr. Ren
dezvous and Mr. End-Up and who knows 
how many more? And, not to be for

gotten is the glamourous Ms. Ruth, the 
owner. She adds the necessary charm 
that any bar could use.

And if dancing is really your interest, 
like so many o f us. The White Horse 
also offers dancing in the back room.
It's like stepping out of an old English 
pub into a new world o f only the best 
sounds in disco music.

So I say, next time there is some
thing missing in your night-life action'., 
try  a change o f pace like I did and go 
to where the disappointment isn't but 
where the a'ction and atmosphere is— 
The White Horse Inn! •

VECTOR welcomes reactions from  
readers concerning any aspect o f the 
gay lifestyle. Sharing each other’s ups 
and downs is the very best kind o f gut 
writing. —Editor
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Jack Wrangler may be seen in the starring 
role of Denis in the world premiere of Dean 
Goodman's play, Spec/a/ Friends, opening at 
the Showcase Theatre in San Francisco on 
July 24, 1975 for a limited run.

PARADOX
by DOUGLAS DEAN

The thing about him is, he's a paradox. When you firs t meet him he comes on 
strong. You're struck by his warmth and his friendliness, and you wonder-is he per
haps just a bitoi«rsolicitous?

Then you get to know him and you discover that his enthusiasm is genuine. But 
you find out there are other sides to his nature, too. He's a multi-faceted person, 
really—alternately cheerful and concerned, happy and irritable, sensual and lethargic.
A human being whose moods are like the sands, shifting and ever changing.

I first met Jack Wrangler in mid-July of '75. Previously I'd seen him in a Glendale 
theatre production of The Subject Was Roses and I knew he'd been a sensation in a 
male revue at the Paris Theatre in Hollywood. On a tr ip  to  Los Angeles I was in tro
duced to Jack by the editor of What Love Demands, a new collection of my short 
stories scheduled fo r publication late this summer. The editor informed me that Jack 
had been selected as cover boy fo r the book and would also have a four page center 
layout in it.

" I 'd  really like to meet h im ," I said. (In my mind, 1 was recreating the image I 
carried of him from The Subject Was Roses and also his erotic dance in the Chuck

Roy revue.) - o c -
We were still casting fo r the production of my play Special Friends in San Francis:-

CO. Months of searching had failed to  produce the right actor fo r the part of Denis, a 
go-go boy and ex-hustler. The man selected to play this part had to  be convincing as 
a boy of the streets, a kid who had really done it a ll—yet at the same time he had to 
be warm and appealing, he had to have an air of innocense about him. Audiences 
would have to love him and take him to  their hearts. Physical appeal would be quite 
essential, but the man fo r the part must also be skillfu l enough as a performer to  run 
the gamut of emotions, from  broad comedy to moments of despair and anger and 
high poignancy. A body would not be enough. The role needed an actor.

Although he hadn't yet signed the contract. Jack was scheduled to  leave almost 
immediately to  do a film  in the Bahamas. He also had an offer to  do a revue in New 
York. He to ld me this when he came to  read fo r me in my hotel room in Hollywood.

He hadn't read half a page of dialogue before my heart began to  sink. "I've  found 
h im ," I thought, "b u t I can't have him. He's right. He's righ t-and  he's going o ff to 
the Bahamas to make all that money and I can't have him fo r Special Friends\

Two days later we talked on the phone. He and his manager had discussed all the 
angles. There were certain things about the film  in the Bahamas he wasn t  happy 
about. He d idn 't really want to go to New York. Maybe the individual attention he 
would get from his performance as Denis in Special Friends would, in the long run, 
be more beneficial to  his career than the other offers he was considering.

Excited, we sat up t i l l  4 A.M. talking about the part and the play-and all o f the 
possibilities for both o f us in our association. In another tw o days he was in San 
Francisco, attending a press conference at the Holiday Inn and geared fo r his first 
rehearsals fo r Special Friends.

What is i t  about him which makes him so endearing? The warmth is real, to  begin 
w ith; it's nothing forced or simulated—and yes, he has an animal allure about him, a 
sensuality, plus a wide-eyed little  boy quality at times. He projects the feeling that 
he's completely masculine in his attitudes, yet there is a yearning in him, a need for 
protection, a desperate desire to be loved and held close. Raw sensuality exudes from 
him and so do affection and generosity. He wants very much to  please.

‘There's a lo t of Denis in my own personality," Jack to ld  me. " I  discover more 
similarities between us every day. Denis wants to  hang loose and be happy, and so do 
1 .. . I'm  not all that ambitious about my career. Sure, I want success. I'd like to make 
it  in show business. But it's the everyday little  things that f i l l  me w ith contentm ent- 
my work-outs at the gym, conversations w ith my friends—it's these things that make 
life worthwhile."

A touch, a smile. He gives these things to you, from his heart, and he makes you 
happy. He's a sex machine, all right, but he's also a man w ith class. •







River Run
THE ECSTASY OF AN A LL  GAY RIVER RUNNING EXPERIENCE 

by STEPHAN RIXNER

To other boaters on the South Fork 
of the American River in the foothills 
of the Sierras, the four paddle boats, 
shooting the exhilarating rapids and 
floating easelessly down the tranquil 
stretches o f awesomely beautiful smooth 
water, looked just like any other boats 
on the river. Like any number of river- 
runing boats on the weekend o f May 
31st, the four paddle boats were carry
ing a diverse group—businessmen, pro
fessionals, students and working men, 
ranging in age from their early 20's to 
their 40's. But there were two differen
ces between these boats and the others 
on the river that weekend. First of all 
the boats were chartered under the aus
pices of the American River Touring 
Association's White Water School as a 
total educational experience "guided" 
by the natural rhythm of the river and 
by the spontaneous energies o f staff and 
participants alike. And, secondly, the

trip  was organized as a viable social 
alternative fo r gay people to the bar 
scene.

Larry Kratzer and David Roinski of 
San Francisco have been working with 
the American River Touring Association, 
the world's largest river-running organi
zation, to open the incredible experien
ces of wilderness adventures to gay peo
ple. The combination has been unques
tionably successful for the f i f ty  or so 
gays who have taken advantage o f the 
program so far. ARTA, which is a non
profit organization, is dedicated to turn
ing people on to the exciting and tranquil 
joys of river touring while teaching the 
need for preserving man's natural heri
tage of beautiful waterways. In line with 
these goals, they run the American White 
Water School to sponsor White Water 
Workshops and the River Classroom. 
Working through Lavendar U, San Fran
cisco's aav free university, Larry and

David took advantage of the River Class
room program's incredibly inexpensive 
rates (less than half the cost of most 
commercial trips) to organize several 
social-educational trips for gay people 
this spring and summer. The trips have 
been real cooperative efforts w ith every
one manning a paddle and taking part in 
the total outdoors experiences involved 
in camping. Everyone learns the skills of 
safe, efficient, ecologically-sound river 
running. But the skills and techniques 
ARTA seeks to impart are merely a 
starting point. The trips are geared to 
convey a feeling fo r the country through 
which they run. The stage is set fo r a 
free and natural progression of events 
w ithin a framework of specific curricula 
designed to teach the techniques and 
procedures fo r exciting yet cautious 
river touring. There is a constant ele
ment of challenge through every phase 
—success built upon success aimed at

Photos by American River Touring Association

discovering a heightened sense of well
being, w ith the river, w ith the other peo
ple, and w ithin oneself.

It certainly is a change from the types 
of experiences available in The Stud or 
Cabaret bars. One participant in the 
May 31st tr ip  said, "Even a place like 
the Rainbow (Cattle Company) bar, 
which is a lo t more together than most 
gay bars, and where you don't get the 
feeling you're a side of beef in a butcher 
shop. . . well, even the Rainbow is The 
City, w ith all the vibes o f The C ity ."
David, an artist's model, photographer 
and moving-man, feels that alcohol has 
played too important a role as a social 
mixer fo r gay people and that bars can 
be synthetic. He and Larry both feel 
that activities like river trips are a more 
natural way for gay people to come 
together and relate. A ll the participants 
of the trips seem to agree and a late- 
summer tr ip  planned on Idaho's Main 
Salmon River promises to be even more 
successful than the firs t two on the 
American River.

ARTA, of course, runs trips all over 
the world, from a gentle Huck Finn Raft 
excursion down the Sacramento River to 
action-packed adventures on the Colorado

the Stanislaus, the Rio Grande, and on 
rivers in such exotic places as Peru, Ethio
pia and Brazil (the headwaters of the 
Amazon, no less). On these trips you 
find people—gay and non-gay alike—who 
have one thing in common; a desire to 
absorb the to ta lity  o f exquisite experien
ces of river adventures. But the idea of 
an all-gay tr ip  is something special. Larry, 
a theater technician and performing arts 
teacher, fe lt that an all-gay tr ip  would 
facilitate the'forging of an efficient team 
to share a deep and meaningful experience. 
'The  more you feel at ease w ith each- 
other, the better it  works o u t."  As it 
turned out, the group developed a per
fect rapport w ith ARTA boatpersons, 
Barbara and Steve Dupuis. "Boatmen 
are tuned into a nice state just by their 
occupation of being on the river. They 
were super w arm .. . there was a lo t of 
acceptance and mutual respect," accord
ing to Larry, who was unsure in itia lly o f 
how it would work out w ith non-gay 
boatmen. As far as ARTA Operations 
Director, Bill Center, was concerned, 
it was "a joy to come upon people who 
have a real sensitivity and awareness of 
themselves and their surroundings and 
are willing to express th a t."  B ill feels

that these trips are helping break down 
stupid stereotypes on both sides which 
portray "river people as macho he-men" 
and gay men as "s itting at home play
ing w ith dolls."

Participants fe lt that getting out of 
the cruisy, forced context of bars and 
relating to  fellow gays on a non-sexist 
basis was a consciousness-raising exper
ience in itself. One first-time river-runner 
said, " I like dancing in the bars, but 
they're fu ll of smoke and weird vibes.
So many people are out looking for 
quick sex or are reacting to that. I just 
have a lo t of trouble meeting other gay 
people as people. That's what the week
end was—a chance to do a thing with 
my brothers. It was so far o u t—working 
as a team with other gay people and not 
having to deal w ith sexual issues. Every
one was out for fun and that's what we 
had—good, clean fun, if you 'll pardon 
the expression. I got in to people in a 
natural way. It just made a lo t of sense 
and fe lt real good."

For further information regarding 
ARTA's river-running trips, fo r groups 
and individuals, call 415/465-9355 or 
write ARTA, 1016 Jackson St., Oak
land, California, 94607.*
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There were many factors that led 
me to apply for a teaching job in Micro
nesia that summer. For one thing, my 
job as a science teacher had been cancel
ed (the administrators on the Minnea
polis school board had decided that 
inner-city kids couldn't learn science), 
and my prospects fo r another position 
in that city looked dim. Seventy-one 
had been a bad year for me, dragging 
me through a series of abortive affairs 
w ith neurotic people, and I finally 
decided I was due fo r a change of scene.

Why Micronesia, and just what is 
Micronesia anyway? What it is, is hun

dreds of tin y  islands scattered over a 
large area in the western Pacific. The 
islands were dominated firs t by the 
Spanish (disregarding that they had 
already been inhabited by the Micro- 
nesians—small, brown-skinned people 
of apparently southeast Asian origin), 
then by the Germans, and then by the 
Japanese. The Americans have held 
sway since the Second World War, 
though we supposedly only administer 
them as a trust territory fo r the United 
Nations.

I had been to Micronesia in the 
Peace Corps five years earlier, teaching

ESL in the Palau Islands. So I knew 
pretty much what to expect environ
mentally and culturally. I suppose it 
was that experience that got me the 
job: teaching high school math at Pon- 
ape Island Central School (PICS). Still 
I was flabbergasted to hear I'd been 
accepted and soon had split town for 
the West Coast, leaving in the lurch all 
my creditors and any other unrequited 
persons who might still have been look
ing fo r me. I had no visions of Ponape 
being any sort o f gay paradise; my vir
ginal Peace Corps experience offered 
rrte no clues. I guess I was just in such
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an escapist frame of mind that I de
cided my sex life would have to work 
itself out with whatever or whoever 
existed there. Which is about what 
happened.

PONAPE

" . . .  certainly the present situation 
poses some decided challenges."

Ponape (say it like canape) sits like 
a Caesar salad in its blue China plate o f 
a lagoon on the tropic sea. On nice days, 
tha t is; on stormy days, and there are 
doozies, the plane can't land, for there's 
nothing to be seen. Ponape is purportedly 
the rainiest inhabited spot in the world. 
(More than 300 inches a year!). This 
makes the hum idity downright steamy. 
The interior is covered w ith such im
penetrable Henri Rousseauesque jungle 
that all the settlements are around the 
edge of the San Francisco-sized island 
and are reachable only by water.

I knew all that before I arrived, but 
still I looked forward to  the experience 
as an adventure. No sooner had I got 
settled in the main town of Kolonia 
than the resident Americans began f i l l 
ing me in on the disappointments and 
dangers of fraternizing w ith the natives. 
They were secretive and untrustworthy, 
they said. And watch out when they 
get drunk I Most Americans seemed to 
have little  to  worry about, however, 
living as they did in rather isolated area 
o f government housing and associating 
w ith only those Micronesians who had 
a U.S. education and high-placed govern
ment jobs themselves.

These Americans seemed nice enough 
to  me, however, regarding me as some
what of a novelty w ith my rather freaky 
appearance and hip argot. But I was 
getting hornier and hornier, and I knew 
that associations w ith them were not 
going to lead to any sex adventures.

TOD

"Though / played innocent, / sup
pose the tru th  was that /  seduced h im .'

Then ,1 met Tod, an American jou r
nalism teacher at PICS. There was no
thing obvious in his speech or maner- 
isms, yet I knew in that private way 
gays do that he was gay. When he in
vited me over for a drink one night

after a movie, it seemed, after the de
privation I'd been experiencing, like 
my golden opportunity. He lived in an 
old funky quonset hut among the palms, 
which had once been the Japanese 
officers' club during the war. It  sum
moned up colorful visions that night 
as I lay in bed listening to the breeze 
rustling through the palm leaves.

What Tod had failed to tell me was 
that he had a Ponapean lover, an intense 
young man who apparently kept a bitter 
vigil out in the bushes all night, and then 
had a big gory scene w ith Tod after I 
had le ft the next day. Orens (Tod's 
lover) would never speak to me after 
that and went through so many changes 
when I came around that I seldom did 
anymore.

Capricious as he could be, I liked Tod; 
he was w itty  and widely traveled. And 
how he could maintain appearances at 
school through some o f the violent 
drunken battles he had with Orens, wear
ing shades to school to try  to hide the 
bruises, was a marvel to  me. We had a 
rapport out of dire necessity, being the 
only other person fo r each other avail
able to  whom a good deal of our thoughts 
and experiences could be expressed. His 
view o f sex and the Ponapean man had 
a great influence on me; the optimism in 
it kept me going fo r quite some time.

His experiences had convinced him 
that Ponapean men were bisexual in an 
unconscious way. They might deny that 
they liked having sex with other men, and 
yet a great many o f them regularly got 
in to it anyway, being drunk or other
wise high enough that all inhibitions 
temporarily vaporized. Get yourself 
under a blanket w ith  a Ponapean, he 
asserted, and a little  forwardness will 
go a long way!

I admit I had a few such impromptu 
experiences, but what usually occurred 
was a studied tr ip  directed toward me.

SINDEN

'7 don't even m ind getting used i f  /  
indeed get something out o f i t . "

I met Sinden on the street one day. 
There was something desperate yet 
rather appealing to me about him. He 
had a waif-like quality that I'm sure he

worked on in coming on to  Americans, 
for it induced me to invite him to stay 
with me. He was from Pingelap atoll, 
one of the many atolls in the surround
ing waters, and like many Pingelapese 
he was somewhat runty in appearance. 
But he was nice, a link to the local peo
ple that I was glad to have, and he did 
useful things around the place, such as 
give me hand jobs regularly. He said he 
liked doing it, though he was evidently 
not interested in reciprocation.

What he was really doing, I came to 
realize, was hustling. He wasn't the firs t 
kid to give me th pitch: I 'l l be like your 
adopted son, I really love you. I'll give 
you what you need. Opportunistic young 
guys knew fu ll well the vulnerable posi
tion of gay Americans who happened to 
be there, that they would most likely be 
glad to pay in one way or another fo r 
sex and attention, A  guy could set him
self up quite well if he got and kept his 
act together. Trouble was, too many 
such guys there had a passion fo r booze, 
and once they were blasted, as they al
most invariably would come to  be if 
they had the opportunity, their personae 
could easily disintegrate into bitterness 
and rancor.

Siden and I had it out one night, over 
some money he wanted fo r something, 
and as he walked out he told me he was 
going to  his uncle, who was a police o ffi
cer, and tell him how I'd been contribu
ting to his delinquency (he was 18) by 
getting him drunk and making him beat 
be off. Two days later I was called into 
the office of the educational administra
tor and was told of rumors that were 
circulating about lewd relations I was 
having w ith a teen-aged boy. My hastily 
conjured reply was that there were so 
many guys who came around my place 
drunk and wanting more booze that I 
wouldn't be surprised at any rumors 
that disgruntled guys I turned away 
might start. Lord knows there were 
enough o f them; rumors and guys.

That settled that well enough, though 
by that time I'd become convinced I had 
to leave at the end o f the school term, 
rather than stick out a second year as 
per my contract. I could see that my 
needs were liable to  catch me up even-

tually in a scandal—or drive me a little 
nuts through deprivation—either one.

MARKIE

" A t  least I should provide some k ind  
o f an attraction fo r guys looking fo r new  
adventure and a steady source o f satis
faction. "

Markie had the biggest, baddest bike 
in town. He was the local stud, dragging 
the main drag w ith his o l' lady, an ex- 
Peace Corps woman, or any o f the num
erous local women behind him, clutching 
him around the waist. He had a marvel
ous smile, which was all I really hoped to 
get from  him, feeling sure his handsome, 
sleek body was beyond the reach of 
any man.

Wasn't I surprised, then, when he 
came around one night alone! He'd been 
prartying at the beach that day, he said, 
and did I mind if he took a shower? Not 
at all, said I, nonchalantly lying on my 
waterbed and reading a book. Then after 
a few minutes from  the bathroom came, 
"W ow, I really got a sunburn at the 
beach today, d idn 't I? " And there he 
stood nude in the doorway with an 
impish smile, demonstrating a lithe ex
panse of cocoa-brown back that showed 
no evidence of a burn. Oh, Markie, you 
tempjt me to believe that wish dreams 
really can come true!

We got it on royally, albeit somewhat 
onesidedly, then and a few times there
after besides. Markie declared that he 
dug sex regardless of whether it was 
w ith a man or a woman, which was a 
pretty radical statement fo r a Ponap>ean 
even i f  many tacitly  would have agreed 
w ith him. But he had his reputation to  
th ink about. By that time I had become 
notorious among the local demimonde, 
and Markie was afraid someone would 
see his bike parked in fro n t of my place 
too  often. Therefore he never came 
around again except w ith a couple of 
drinking buddies, and the specialness 
went out of our friendship.

KAD ALIN O

You were the one who was to blame, 
Kadalino Damarlane.
Across your life  there's casta strain, 
Kadalino Damarlane,
O f phony friends and ro tgut drinks.

O f degenerate acts; your body stinks! 
You k il l  your pain and pickle your brain, 
Kadalino Damarlane.

Kadalino was the school badass.
None o f the teachers liked him because 
he was such a sarcastic loudmouth. He 
was also tall, good-looking, and devil
ishly bright. If he hadn't been such a 
lush, he might have sent me through 
profound changes; but that was the 
only capacity in which I knew him, 
since he wasn't a student of mine. One 
night some pixilated PICS students 
gave me a ride home from a movie, and, 
as I plopped down in the back seat, 
who should be sitting there but Kadal
ino, who proceeded to  put his arm 
around me and feel me up, saying, with 
a wickedly enticing grin, why didn 't we 
go to my place, have some drinks, and 
get it on?

One night not too long afterward we 
did get it on, and he turned out to be 
more uninhibited than I thought any

Ponap>ean could be. Did he know what 
he was doing, I wondered, as he thrust 
his brown ass up in the air like a cat in 
heat? Did he put out fo r his "friends," 
or was he acting on some diabolical urge, 
conscious or unconscious, to  make me 
wish I were in friendlier territory? Sloppy 
as he might act, there was always a sar
donic g lin t in his eye and a tw ist to  his 
smile to tell me that he knew the predica
ment I was in, and once he had tried me 
out fo r himself I could just stuff it for 
all he cared.

True to  form , Kadalino stopped com
ing around alone once I started turning 
him away and whatever guys he was run
ning w ith at'the moment along w ith him. 
I never had been that free with passing 
out drinks, especially to  teen-agers^ but 
sex and booze had come so much to 
represent means and end, or end and 
means, to  local guys or me, respectively, 
that I had fallen into an unfortunate 
pattern. Finally I started getting really



Out of the Closet! Into the Pew!
WHO'S BEHIND THE COALITION OF CONCERNED CHRISTIANS? by FRANK HOWELL

tight about liquor, I was leaving soon 
anyway, and the precipituous dropoff 
o f visitors came as a relief.

HERLINO

" I 'm  really p re tty  soft-hearted (weak- 
willed?) when i t  comes down to i t . "

One guy d idn 't stop coming around, 
though. Herlino, normally a pleasant, 
bright, sensitive person, could get pig- 
headedly belligerent when drunk. A 
senior at PICS, he had walked on cam
pus juiced one day howling like a mad
man and brandishing a knife, and con
sequently he had been expelled—a dis
turbing phenomenon I saw happen sev
eral times while I was there. I hadn't 
met him , though, until he came around 
innocently enough one night late in the 
school year. We became friends and sex 
partners, seeing through a typhoon to 
gether, and then one night in the midst 
of blowing me (once the "oohs" and 
"ahs" had begun to sound really im 
passioned, I suspect), he popped the 
biggie: Would I take him back to the 
States w ith me?

I went limp. Oh God, I thought; now 
I've really gotten the words. But Her
lino could carry it o ff. He needed a 
chance, he pleaded, to  be able to  f in 
ish school, to  get into a profession, to  
make something of himself. I could see 
that he might never get o ff that island 
any other way, and he did have poten
tia l. When I told him what San Fran
cisco was like, he assured me that he 
had nothing against gay people (he was 
having less and less against me as time 
went on, too, as it began to come out 
that he really preferred women). He 
was eager and quick to learn things, 
though, and we had some good talks 
about living in the United States.

In other words, he had snowed me.
I had some motives of my own, how
ever, in agreeing to  bring him back. If 
I were able to  do him a big favor in his 
life, it might help me to  feel that my 
experience there had been validated, 
that I wasn't Just another selfish, greedy 
American tripping o ff into the sunset. 
Besides, i t  seemed almost the thing to 
do. Tod and Orens had le ft together 
fo r Hong Kong, and another teacher

was leaving w ith a classmate of Her- 
lino's whom he had adopted. There 
was a big crowd of relatives at the air
port to see the two of us o ff, w ith leis 
and kisses and all, and, though it  was a 
big bite to have to  pay two fares back 
(where 1 could have returned for free 
if I'd stayed for another year), it was 
providing me w ith a wide-eyed travel
ing companion and, hopefully, a loyal 
roommate.

Poor Herlino d idn't last long in San 
Francisco. He was twenty-one and had 
a sophistication for island living, but 
that was no preparation fo r life in any 
city, let alone one where so many peo
ple were so open in their preference for 
members o f their own sex. I was going 
through too much culture shock of my 
own, besides struggling to  find a job 
and pick up the pieces from  an affair 
with a guy "tha t should have lasted 
years," to be able to  be of much help 
to him. Finally a kindly middle-aged 
man gave Herlino bus fare to  Eugene, 
Oregon, where his sister was in college, 
and after one card I never heard from 
him again. He could have been deported 
for all I know.

Obviously it  was a mistake to  bring 
him but I couldn't have convinced him 
or myself it  would turn out that way. 
Yet I have to admit to  a secret, fiendish 
glee I got out o f watching him flop and 
gulp like a fish out o f water. The tables 
were turned; now he was the one who 
would have to compromise himself in

order to live in the situation. That he 
chose not to was a relief for me.

EPILOGUE

"There are places where one can 
live an openly gay life  w ithout becom
ing an object o f ridicule, and I'm  deter
mined from now on to stay in such 
places. "

So ended my trip  through the torrid 
zone. To be fair to the Ponapeans, I met 
there and became friends w ith a number 
who appeared to be rather together in 
the face of the American presence. I 
fe lt successful as a teacher and had quite 
a few conscientious students. Being gay 
and horny, though, I le ft myself wide 
open to experience the effects of the 
glaringly double standard of living 
wrought by American colonialism and 
capitalism. Go to any resort area in a 
poor country—Acapulco, Puerto Vall- 
arta, Mallorca, or wherever—and you'll 
find plenty of young men (and women) 
attempting to  get picked up by rich 
Americans.

Yet I fe lt I uncovered, fo r my own 
edification anyway, an at least ambi
valent attitude toward gay sex on the 
part of men who were racially and 
culturally quite different from white 
Americans. Micronesian men are not 
afraid to  touch each other; they hold 
hands, embrace, and even dance toge
ther sometimes, though they don't 
think o f it as an expression o f homo
sexuality. Before the coming of the 
Christian missionaries, who worked 
their guilt and fear tr ip  there as they 
did in many other places, the people 
might not even have felt there was 
anything "queer" about sex between 
men, or women. But that's only my 
conjecture.

I'm left to  ponder what my exper
ience might have been if I had gone 
back to  the Palau Islands or some 
other cultural area instead, in my 
newly turned-out condition. Unsatis
fying in the end as my experience in 
Ponape was. I'll probably never find 
myself in such ripe circumstances 
again. Ingenuous abandon and horniness 
can make things happen that otherwise 
would no t—and in some cases should 
not. •

The name Harvey Chinn is probably 
not familiar to most gays in California, 
but during the next twelve months this 
unfamiliarity w ill be remedied. What 
Brother Chinn thinks and does w ill 
affect the destiny of many Californians 
who fail to heed the missionary position. 
The Rev. Harvey N. Chinn recently has 
become chairman of the Coalition of 
Concerned Christians, that zealous band 
o f pious church people who are deter
mined to dictate how your private life 
w ill be conducted. The coalition feels 
threatened by Assemblyman Willie L. 
Brown's recent sexual freedom legisla
tion going into law on January 1, 1776.

Harvey has served as pastor of the 
Faith United Methodist Church in 
Sacramerrto for the past seventeen years.
He undoubtedly believes the Lord knew 
what He was doing when He placed the 
good reverend near the Legislature. This 
enables Chinn to  dabble in other matters 
of passionate, but private concern, such 
as marijuana, gambling, and pornography.

I first encountered the reality of Mr. 
Chinn's pious activities when my lover 
and 1 helped organize a local chapter of 
the United Methodist Gay Caucus. We 
had finally left Metropolitan Community 
Church and decided to rejoin our boy
hood faith. We began reading United 
Methodist Reporter and came across a 
series of anti-gay articies by-guess who.

In his writings the good reverend dis
cussed the psychiatric and biblical aspects 
of homosexuality w ith sly disdain and 
concluded w ith a warning that accepting 
homosexuals into the Methodist Church 
would virtually herald the beginning of 
the final California apocalypse. His "re 
search" constituted a joke on the entire 
scientific tradition.

Chinn apparently knew nothing of 
Evelyn Hooker, George Weinberg, Mark 
Freedman, or the Institute fo r Sex Re
search in Indiana. Dr. Charles Socarides, 
who earns his bread and butter by treat
ing "s ick" gays, was naturally underlined 
in red. The cards were carefully chosen
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and stacked accordingly.

I immediately wrote an opposing arti
cle, but Methodist Reporter refused to 
print it, saying I represented an "u n o ffi
cial'' Methodist group. We suddenly real
ized as gays that God was about to provide 
us w ith a new battlefield. Harvey Chinn 
needed some hot competition. We set 
to work recruiting gay Methodists or 
straights, speaking at churches, and or
ganizing a newsletter.

We offer the story of the Methodist 
Caucus only as an example; for several 
other denominations have spawned Gay 
Caucus movements.

We must-each ask ourselves, "How 
can we successfully challenge Harvey 
"Oliver Cromwell" Chinn and his in flu 
ential soldiers of intolerance? Of course, 
a number of gays will donate money and 
write letters to public officials. These 
tasks have their place, but we in the 
Methodist Caucus feel that fighting 
Bible-belters on their own ground mer
its significant consideration. The Coun
cil on Religion and the Homosexual and 
the Metropolitan Community Church 
have hacked a rugged path through the 
wilderness, but we think many gays can 
discover a whole new challenge by return 
ing to the faiths they were raised in or 
simply to any church that appeals to 
them and, after that, by joining the 
appropriate Gay Caucus.

When we've fu lly  examined the whole 
question of anti-gay bias, we discover the 
core issue is a religious one. It is rooted 
in the exhausted antisexual stance o f a 
twisted version of the love o f Christ.
Whenever conservative legislators in 
Sacramento denounce us, they do not 
reach for a psychiatric textbook or the 
law codes, but for the Bible (usually a 
fundamentalist version). If we can pull 
the scriptural rug out from under them, 
the Coalition of Concerned Christians 
would find itself mired in quicksand and 
all its other arguments would fall like a 
house of cards.

Our particular group has attacked the 
problem in several ways. We arrange pub
lic forums at Methodist churches; we 
recently sponsored a booth at an annual 
church conference in Stockton, where we 
put up a sign saying, "Homophobic Treat
ment Center." (Sometimes we need to 
put straights on the defensive for a change!) 
We have told our story by offering such 
literature as the scholarly discussion guide 
by Boyce Hinman, The Bible and Homo
sexuality (published by S.I.R.). On other 
occasions we have attended church 
services wearing badges that proclaim, 
"United Methodist Gay Caucus." We 
talk w ith people after the service dur
ing the coffee hour.

Remember, while we are resting on 
our apathy, Harvey Chinn and company 
w ill be working around the clock. As 
usual we seem to lie in the position of 
the underdog. But let us recall recent 
political history in the Golden state 
e.g., a group known as the Clean 
Amendment crowd (anti-pornography). 
They thought the cat was in the bag.
A ll concerned predicted an easy victory. 
The California Library Association was 
standing by w ith a court suit. The big 
money was on the side of the rednecks.
We all recall the outcome o f that elec
tion. Now the Clean Amendment Mob 
is back again fo r another try . Let us 
adopt a new battle cry. "O ut of the 
Closets and into the Pews!"«



BYRON
a nice guy to know

Photography by GUY CORRY

Byron is possibly one of the nicest 
people I've run into in a long while. He 
is a curious (and it seems a rare) blend 
o f good looks, good head, good a tt i
tude and good/great outlook.

This combination makes him one 
of those "nice to know " guys that 
most o f us are turned on to.

By profession he's a hair dresser.
"Some hairdressers like to be called 
hair 'stylists' cause i t  sounds better, 
but it really doesn't make a difference 
to me. It's what you do and how you 
do it that counts."

One o f his greatest pleasures is in 
"helping people make as much o f 
themselves as they can. When you look 
good, you feel good. That's what I try  
to convey to  my customers."

A t twenty-seven, after being raised 
in the Bay Area and spending the last 
five years in the City, Byron feels that 
he knows himself well, what he wants, 
where he's been and where he's going.

He looks at his work as more than 
just a job. " It 's  like an art; you have 
to know what you're doing, and what 
will 'w o rk ' for the customer. I like to 
take time to get to know my people 
and then try  to suggest ways to improve 
their appearance."

Looking into the future, "there are 
lots o f fields to branch o ff into; make
up and teaching are two that come to 
mind, o ff hand."

This Scorpio, Leo, Aquarian loves 
the out o f doors; swims a lo t every 
chance he gets. " I love to go hiking up 
around Mt. Tam by myself. It gives me 
time to get into my own head. It's 
very comfortable."

Spending time w ith Byron, rapping, 
shooting at Lands End, getting a hair
cut, whatever, is super comfortable.

Everyone should know a B yro n .*



“When you look good, 
you feel good.”

Gav Teachers

Hank Wilson has been teaching 
and coaching swimming since the age 
o f sixteen. He's been teaching in pub
lic school since 1968, fo r the last two 
years in San Francisco. He works now 
at St. John's Educational Threshold 
Center, a federally funded tutoring  
pro ject in  the Mission District.

COMING OUT IN THE CLASSROOM 
Photos and Interview by ROSE SKYTTA

Four people were instrumental in organizing Bay Area Gay Liberation's (BAGL) 
massive political action on behalf o f the anti-discrimination legislation. Two tea
chers, Ron Lanza and Hank Wilson express some o f their views.

HANK; I recently taught a high 
school class in which 1 told them 1 
was a faggot. They were making gay 
put-down jokes, so one day, quite 
spontaneously, I said I ’d had enough. 
Since racist comments weren’t  accep
table neither were anti-gay comments 
because I was—quote—a faggot. They 
were shocked. Their initial reaction 
was they hadn’t  intended to offend me 
or gay people w ith their comments.
For the next three classes they would 
hardly speak to  me. The students I ’d 
had the best rapport w ith were very 
uptight. I figured there was peer press
ure against them if they kept relating 
to me. Gradually it worked back to 
normal.

We've gone through a lot of trauma 
in our lives and because of that we 
have a lo t of empathy.

There w ill still be many barriers to 
gay teachers coming out. We feel it  
would be ’’suicidal" for a gay teacher 
anywhere but in San Francisco to 
come out. But the message must go 
out to every gay teacher in the state 
that if they’re harrassed they’ll get 
support. Anybody that has employ
ment problems, no matter what field, 
if  they’re gay, come to BAGL and 
they w ill take up their cause, just as 
they took up the teachers’ cause.

Ron Lama has been teaching for 
nine years at Ignatio Valley High School 
in Concord, an upper middle-class sub
urb in the East Bay. A year ago Ron 
came out at school. He wasn't fired. He 
says he was "ready to take some time 
o f f  then ," but, on the recommendation 
o f  his lawyer, stayed another year to 
set a precedent. A week before this 
interview he turned in his resignation.

RON: The last weekend before I 
came out I went up to the Presidio 
with my dog and I thought about run
ning away to  Canada. I really did! I 
to ld all my friends I was going to  do it.

I thought it  would take the whole 
hour to tell the kids what was happen
ing. Twelve minutes fla t! And it was all 
over! I walked out the door and I burst 
into tears—tye release of tension, the 
feeling that what I was doing was right.

A fter class I was surrounded by this 
ring o f students—thanking me and say
ing, "What can we do? Anything?" It 
was super! I t  was well worth it. You 
never forget it.

Many kids came out to  me this year 
in writing, saying, " I 'm  a lesbian woman,’’ 
or, " I ’m a gay man." Others formed a 
gay support group w ith gay and non-gay 
students. In high school! One of the 
leading lights of that was a fifteen year- 
old lesbian woman who announced, 
when we had some gay speakers at school, 
that she was gay.

I t  was a little  awkward with my gay 
colleagues. They seemed to  th ink I was 
making value judgements o f them. I 
wasn’t.

Some o f the gay people I know, be
cause of their sensitivity to the kids and 
their real dedication to  their work, are 
the best teachers, the most successful 
teachers. I t ’s a shame they shouldn’t  be 
positive role models to  gay teenagers.

A ll that bullshit students have heard 
about gay people and-suddenly someone 
they deal w ith every day, know, and 
respect, is gay. It ’s no longer just the 
stereotype swishy queen on Market Street. 
They see the diversity of our commun
ity  quite clearly.

In social studies discussing Third 
World oppression, I ’d ta lk  about Blacks, 
Indians, Chicanes and wouldn’t put in 
anything about gays. The students 
might get wise.

I one thing I wouldn’t do. I would 
not change pronouns—put in she fo r 
he, for.the benefit of Monday morn
ing bullshit in the department. There 
was a man I deeply loved with whom 
I lived most of the time I was teaching. 
The idea of changing it to, "She and 
1 had a good tim e," was out of the 
question.*

ii I



Running Free
LAVENDER U's ANNUAL GOLDEN GATE RACE 

by DAN TROMP 
Photographed by JAMES MOSS

One of my most meaningful and satisfying achievements occured on June 29, 
1975, during Gay Pride Week. I competed in the annual Golden Gate Run. Parci- 
dpeting in the three-mile race sponsored by Lavender U. were gay men and women.
I turned out along with the other contestants to take part and to  take pride in being 
gay. Placing third, I still felt like a winner! By running, I was publicly announcing 
and celebrating my gay sexuality. But it wasn't always that way. . .

From my earliest recollections of 
childhood up until the time I was five 
years old, I had the unusual, overpower
ing urge fo r other males—to  work w ith 
them, to play with them, to  make love 
to them. I never really appeared d iffe r
ent, though, from any o f the other boys 
my age, who in an e ffo rt to  discover 
their masculine roles were also strongly 
identifying w ith older men. My motives, 
however, were somewhat different from 
those of the other boys. It wasn't long 
before I found out that these motives 
were completely unacceptable w ithin 
American society. Unless I was willing 
to  be labeled a "queer" or a "faggot," 
and w illing to deal w ith all o f the in
justice that went along w ith that, I reali
zed that I had to keep my feelings hidd
en in the back of the closet.

Today, thirteen years later, gay p>eo- 
pie are standing up fo r their rights, not 
only as citizens but also as human beings.
The old labels are being discarded and 
replaced by the term "gay." Homosex
uals have chosen this word for themselves, 
to  represent the type o f lifestyle they 
enjoy. I am one of these people. Now I 
am standing up, too! Hurray fo r gay; it 
lets me run free. Hurray fo r gay; it lets 
me be me.

For years I was a victim of the values 
and norms o f my family and those of
society. Mine was a classic case of the 
young male who secretly suspected he 
had homosexual tendencies but just 
couldn't fess up to them. The problem 
was worsened by the fact that no one 
was willing to accept me as gay, either. 
And so the tendencies remained just

that—a secret. In the school locker room 
or the bathhouse at the beach, I would 
inconspicuously "cruise" all the naked 
men and boys. A ll the while I would 
fantasize wild erotic scenes. But not 
once did I dare try  anything, and this 
always left me steaming with frustration.

I t  was only in the bathroom at home 
or in my bed at night that 1 could even 
begin to realize some release from this 
tension that was mounting. I would 
spend great time and effort translating 
my sexual fantasies into words and 
pictures. Then I would act them out 
alone and masturbate to them. Usually 
I came up w ith some of the hottest 
pornography that anyone could devise; 
but after a while I became bored with 
fantasy and my frustration multiplied.
I needed a way out. It was then that 1 
took to heart the title  of a song I had 
heard many times before, "A in 't No
thing Like the Real Thing, Baby." So, 
in the spirit o f Marvin Gaye and Tammy 
Terrell, I took the plunge.

After eleven years of hiding my true 
feelings and playing the false masculine 
role that society doled out to  me, I

decided I could foo l myself no longer.
1 was prepared to  accept one of those 
degrading labels given to people like 
myself, along w ith the discrimination 
1 thought inevitable. I soon found, much 
to my surprise, that discrimination and 
name-calling are not the case, necessar
ily, at least not in San Francisco where 
I live. The homosexuals have renamed 
themselves gay and are proud o f it.

Increasingly it  seems that everywhere 
I go, everyone I speak with, and every
thing I observe indicates that gay peo
ple are finally being accepted for them
selves. For once I feel I can express my 
true feelings and desires toward other 
men w ithout the fear of being scorned 
or punished. For once I can be publicly 
affectionate w ith other men and not 
worry about what other people might 
do or say. Here in San Francisco we 
are known as the neighborhood gay 
boys just out doing our thing: parading, 
rallying, running in races across the 
Golden Gate Bridge.

Hurray for gay; i t  makes me proud. 
Hurray fo r gay, I shout out loud .*



bv H. KARP

MET DAN IN THE SUBWAY.
It was spring, and the subways 
were doing their in-between trip , 

slowly losing the clamminess of winter, 
not yet into the heavy, oppressive heat 
of New York summer. They were some
where in between. As I was. Between 
jobs, between lovers, between friends,
I seemed to  exist in the spaces between 
minutes, in the cracks between days.

I ranged the city, mostly at night, 
mostly in the Village, staring at attrac
tive people, hoping the people I stared 
at would stare back, terrified at the 
same time that they would.

I was unequipped that spring to deal 
w ith love or w ith hate. I was suited 
only to indifference.

And getting plenty of it.
Standing at bars, stoned, I would 

melt into the music and the beer, 
closed into myself, walled in self-pity 
and self-hatred until, fina lly, unable 
even to bear myself, I would leave fo r 
other bars or the streets.

I lived then in Brooklyn Heights, 
and I liked, as much as I was capable 
of liking anything, to  walk along the 
long dark promenade above the river, 
a walk that stretched from one end of 
the Heights almost to  the other. A walk 
that was much used by predators.

whose sizzling looks heated the air 
around them and their victims.

Lower Manhattan shone in fron t of 
that walk, like a giant MGM backdrop 
of NEW YORK!, a cluster o f jeweled 
hypnotic lights, and the people who 
walked along the promenade glimmer
ed in the dark, the light colors of their 
spring clothes reflecting the glow of 
the buildings.

It was a good place fo r me that 
spring to  feel alone, lost, sad, yearning, 
stupid.

One night after a hitch in the bars, 
rrrare stoned than usual (I always had 
money for grass and beer, but I spent 
hours in the A&P or Bohack's, search
ing for the cheapest possible things to  
eat, sometimes stealing unappetizing 
ham steaks or dried-out-looking chick
en breasts), I went into the strange
ness of the subways to go home to 
Brooklyn Heights and the walk along 
the promenade. I t  was late and the train 
was very empty; there were only three 
or four of us in the car, sitting uncom
fortably under the harsh lights.

One of them I noticed.
He was a little  man (not much m ort 

than five feet five inches ta ll), dressed 
bizarrely in a denim cowboy suit ou t
lined in rhinestones—an incredibly tigh t

suit that hugged every curve and ripple 
o f his body.

He wore a black Beatles' cap, and 
his face was like an apple that has been 
left in the sun too long; red and covered 
w ith wrinkles so deep they are almost 
puckers.

He sat opposite me, humming.
■I sat in my vacantly withdrawn way, 

ready to travel in silence to  my dark 
walk.

Suddenly he crossed the aisle and 
sat beside me.

"Goodness," he said, "you look un
happy." He laughed.

"Goodness had nothing to  do w ith 
it, right?" he said. "Y ou 're  just coming 
home from  an orgy, right? And you met 
this divine number, and you exchanged 
names, and now you've got to  wait un til 
Tuesday to  call him, and you're desper
ate, right?"

I stared at him. The rush o f words 
and assumptions shocked me.

"M y name's Dan," he said. "That 
means valiant. Ballsy. Good name fo r 
me, don 't you think? What's yours?"

I to ld him.
"W ell," he said, "a ren 't you lucky? 

That name happens, just happens, to be 
based on Harold, and Harold happens to  
mean conqueror. And have you got thd 
right name, my dear, because you have 
conquered me entirely. Completely. I 
am yours, tou t. What do you th ink o f 
that?"

There was a pause while he looked 
at me expectantly.

"Stoned, aren't you?" he said.
"Can't open your mouth to  express 
your pleasure. Boy. are you stoned. Haye 
I surprised you? You d idn 't th ink I, old 
as the hills, ancient, fa t little  me, would 
know a stoned person when he saw one, 
did you? Well, what do you th ink this 
suit is? Think I go to  the office like 
this? Huh-uh. I am the Midnight Cow
boy, my dear, up to  date, w ith it ,  even 
if  I am a hundred and fifty-five  years 
o ld ."

We sat in silence. We'd passed Fulton 
Street; there was only the long tunnel 
to Brooklyn to endure.

"Want to  come home w ith me?" he 
asked.

shook my head.
"Well, I certainly am insulted," he 

said. "D o n 't you find me attractive?"
I was silent.
He shook his head. "M y God," he 

said, "you haven’t  even got the energy 
to lie. You could have said all sorts of 
things. I am very easy to  lie to . You 
could have pretended to be straight. I 
would have bought that. You know, 
you could have said something abou t. 
having to  get home to the wife and kids. 
Now, don't get me wrong, you wouldn't 
have fooled me, not me, but I would 
have been graceful about it . "

We were silent again.
"What stop do you get o ff? "
"C lark Street," I said.
"W eill That's good luck. That's my 

stop, to o ."  He looked at me. "We can 
get o ff together."

We did, and we walked together on 
the promenade.

He was different during our walk. 
Quieter, softer. The roving cruisers 
stared at us in disbelief.

"Look  at them ," he said. "You're 
over fo rty , they th ink you should die.
Or disappear. Just do anything so you 
don't intrude on them ." He smiled.
" It 's  really amazing to me," he said,
"how  unkind gay people are to each 
other. I mean you'd th ink we'd be 
bound to  each other, wouldn't you? , 
That we'd be even kinder to  each othW? 
Let me tell you a story. I come from a 
little  town in Oregon, not more than a 
thousand people. So you know what 
my life would be like in a town like 
that, right? I was always what they 
called a sissy. Well, that's what I was.
I wasn't any good at the things the 
other kids were good at. So I was pretfy 
lonely. Oh, my mother was good about 
it; she said, 'Never m ind' and shit like 
that, and my father really d idn 't give á 
good goddamn about me or anything 
else. When I was in high school, I met 
a boy called Tom, and it was like a g ift 
from  God. He was my friend. My friend. 
I'd  never had anything like that before.
I guess—I know—what it really was, was 
that I was in love w ith him. But I d idn't 
know that then. Innocent. My god, I 
was innocent.

Anyway, we were friends fo r about 
six months and I lived for him. I really 
did. I d idn 't th ink  about anything else.
Just Tom. Then one day he said he had 
something special to  show me. Anything 
he had to show me, I wanted to  see. He 
took me to  an old barn that had been 
deserted. And you know what, there 
were three other guys there. They sa id - 
all o f them, Tom, too—that I had to 
blow them. I d idn’t  even know what 
they were talking about. I mean, specif
ically. I just knew that Tom had done 
this to me. I just stood there. So shock
ed. I couldn't believe this. I couldn't 
believe that Tom, my friend, was doing 
this. Well, they beat the shit out of me, 
and then they fucked me. A ll o f them.
It hurt like hell."

"What did you do?" I asked.
"Sounds like a d irty  book, doesn't 

it? The only thing was I hated it. Not 
only because it  hurt. Because of him.
That he could do such a thing to me.
Well, anyway, wait. There's an end to 
this story. As soon as I got out o f high 
school, really only three days after, I 
got on a bus and I came to  New York.

Of course. I'd been doing some 
thinking. And I knew, sort o f, what I 
was. I mean, attracted to  men. But it  
took a long time before I did anything. 
With a first experience like mine, could 
-you blame me? A couple o f years later 
I was in Bob's—oh, a marvelous bar, you 
would have loved it,  fu ll o f marvelous 
people—and who walks in? Tom, you 
know, my friend from Oregon."

"That's strange,”  I said 
"Strange. Strange. You don 't know 

how strange. And you know what I 
felt? I fe lt all the old love. Just as strong 
as ever. Longing. Oh. Strange."

"What happened?"
" I  left. Quickly. I just went home 

and went to  bed, my dear. Just went 
home and went to  bed. He was gay.
That's what astounded me. He was 
gay, and yet he did that thing to  me.
He set me up. Who knows why? May
be because he was scared o f himself 
and what he was. Maybe be had to prove 
something. I don't know ." ^

"And you still loved him?"
"That's not strange. I don't give up
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love. God knows, nobody should. And 
I never seem to learn."

We stood for a moment at the rail
ing, looking out over the black water, 
listening to the fog horns cut through 
the night.

"You are a sad case, aren't you?" 
he said.

I said nothing.
"Come home w ith me," he said.
" I can 't," I said.
" I am not offering to suck your cock," 

he said. " I  am offering you friendship."
His house was on a quiet, black street.

We could hear our footsteps as we ap
proached it. There was a dogwood tree 
in front, almost ready to  bloom.

I slept really well that night fo r the 
first time in months. A fter that, I saw 
Dan often. He had me to dinner, in tro 
duced me to friends of his. Slowly I 
built up a circle of people again. I 
stopped wandering the streets and went 
to people's houses again. I made love 
again, hesitantly.

When my money had almost run out, 
he got me a part-time job helping in his 
office. We sat often at night on the prom
enade in the still, soft air and talked.

Spring ripened and became summer.
The day of my birthday, he called 

me.
" I  want you to come by tonight, and 

I want you to be prompt for once," he 
;aid. "D o  you understand? Well, say 
something."

"What's so special about tonight?" I 
said.

"You will see, my dear. Dress in 
something sexy, too, please; no baggy 
jeans if you don't m ind."

When I arrived, he had another guest. 
"This is Joseph," he said. "T h a t,"  

he said, pointing to the table, "is your 
dinner. There is champagne in the re
frigerator. There is a cake there, too. 

"What is this?" I asked. "What in
God's name is going on?" -----

" It 's  all right," Joseph said.
"O f course, it's all right," Dan said. 

" I'm  going out. I w ill be back tomorrow. 
"This is incredible," I said.
"You are incredible," Dan said. "Be 

nappy, my dear," He left.

" I can't believe this," I said to  Joseph 
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" I  don 't know what's got into him ."
"Happy birthday," Joseph said.
We made love later. He was incredibly 

voluptuous; I sank into his body w ith 
the kind o f sharp delight I had thought I 
would never feel again.

hen we awoke in the morning, 
Dan was standing by the bed. 

"Breakfast is ready," he said.
He leaned down to kiss me. "Happy 

b irthday," he said.
I cried.
"Do you good," he said.
My life changed after that.
1 got a job, a rather good one, began 

to  dress better, eat better.
I made friends. Somehow I saw Dan 

less often, although we still spoke on the 
telephone.

met someone I thought I loved and 
brought him to see Dan.

They were stiff together, and Dan be
came a little  malicious. Afterward my 
new friend and I had an argument about 
Dan.

"What can you see in that old queen?" 
my friend asked me.

"He's been wonderful to  me," I said 
I was weak, of course, and afraid I 

would lose him if I d idn 't do everything 
he wanted, mirror all his attitudes. While 
we were together, 1 d idn 't see or call Dan. 
and when Dan called me, I was evasive 
about seeing him.

Six months later my friend was gone. 
And I had grown a little  afraid of seeing 
Dan again. Guilty, I was ashamed of my
self. 1 d idn 't call him.

We met again on the subway.
"W ell," he said. "W ell."
"Hello, Dan," I said.
"Have you eaten dinner?" he asked.
"N o ,"  I said.
"Come and eat w ith  me," he said.

"O r do you have to be somewhere?"
Dan had changed, too.
" I 'm  getting tired ," he said. "I've been 

living so long, it seems. And nothing ever 
changes."

"What do you mean?" I said. But I 
thought about the story he had told me

the firs t night on the promenade. And 
because 1 felt guilty, I was enraged.

"We are all flyspecks, my dear," he 
said. "Insignificant. We mean nothing to 
one another. There's no way to get 
through to  each other. We're insignificant."

"That's ridiculous," I said.
"I've  spent my life trying to  believe 

in the power of love," he said, "and it's 
all bullshit."

We were uncomfortable w ith each 
other, and I le ft as soon as I could.

My life got better.
I got a lover, but I d idn 't take^im  to 

see Dan.
I saw Dan once on the street, but he 

was hurrying in the other direction and 
I d idn 't hurry to catch up w ith him.

I left New York and went to live in 
California.

On Polk Street one night I saw Joseph. 
We talked fo r a while, and Dan's name 
came up.

"D id n 't you hear about him?" Joseph 
said.

"N o ,"  I said, afraid.
"He killed himself. Jesus, i t  was awful. 

They d idn 't find him for a couple of days.

Well, now, Dan, you have your revenge, 
although you would never have wanted it.

I th ink o f you a lot.
I wish I hadn't been what I was. I 

wish, fo r you at least, that 1 could have 
been a better person.

I wish I could have reached beyond
the bizarreness, beyond the rhinestone- 
studded suits, beyond the clumsiness of 
your body, and touched you just once.

I wish I hadn't been one more disap
pointment, one more proof that there 
was no power in love.

I apologize.
1 miss you, Dan.«
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forget
t h e

by WALTER FEBICK ia fe

JWAS NINE WHEN MY PARENTS

got divorced. It wasn't until I was 
fourteen that my mother remarried 

and I was packed o ff to  prep school. I got 
along well there, but I never had any real 
close friends. Any commitment beyond 
the casual conversations and play of every
day life was unknown to me. Only the feel
ing existed, growing inside me, that some
thing was wanting, something was c ry ing - 
waiting to be discovered.

One thing is certain. I d idn 't pick him. 
He picked me. Maybe 1 revealed more 
about myself than I was aware existed. I 
was sixteen by then, when John came after

me. I'd known him fo r two years as a 
familiar face at the school, a handsome 
casual acquaintance who sometimes figur
ed in my dreams in often disturbing ways.

It almost seemed as if I were waiting for 
him that warm spring day when he walked 
into my room, sat on the bed, smiled at me, 
and asked me what's new. We talked fo r a 
while about the school, how we hated it 
and couldn't wait to  graduate.

"Sometimes 1 go into the c ity ,"  he 
confided.

"Really?" I said, tru ly  impressed.
" I have a motorcycle."
"The school doesn't allow motorcycles!'
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" I  have one," he said proudly. " I  keep it 
in a friend's garage a few blocks from  here. 
Want to  go fo r a ride?"

"Sure!"
That was the beginning.
Pembroke Prep School and Junior 

College was situated at the top of the hill

overlooking the small township of Pembroke, 
a quiet suburban village nestled in the moun
tains of upper New York State. From the 
top of this h ill we zoomed down the tw ist
ing, winding curves of Pembroke Road, past 
the small shops and buildings in the center 
of the town, over the railroad tracks, out 
onto the highway.
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The wind blew through my hair (who 
cared if I got killed w ithout a helmet?), 
and it fe lt good to be alive and free as the 
changing countryside flashed by. I looked 
down at the ground fly ing beneath me.
There is something very liberating about 
traveling very speedily over the earth on a 
motorcycle on a clear spring day. Especially | 
when it's your first time and all your senses 
are alive and your mind tells you you 
can go anywhere, do anything, because 
you're free. It's this illusion of action 
and potency that makes all the danger 
and even the possibility o f death worth
while. In fact, that's almost an essential 
element of the excitement.

"You don't have to be afraid to  hold 
me tigh t," John said. "There's nothing 
sissy about it. I don 't want to  lose you."

f t / l i S  arms closed tighter around his 
s m a l l*  waist as we curved the top  of a 
marvelously steep h ill and descended 
sw iftly do'.vn toward an old wooden 
bridge, John's motorcycle moving like 
a sleek black panther over the ancient 
rickety boards, shining as it caught the 
light o f the late afternoon sun on its 
well-polished chrome. I looked down 
again to  see the twisted waters o f the 
creek below us as it  bubbled its way into 
the distance.

Trees and weeds seemed to run into 
a greenish blur as we flew ahead, past 
clusters o f suburban cottages, toward 
the tw inkling lights of Brockton, where 
we skidded to  a halt in fron t o f Jimmy's 
Pizza Palace on Walnut Street.

"Let's get something to eat," John 
said matter-of-factly, descending from 
the bike and walking toward the smell 
o f the pizza.

My first flush o f delirium now trans
lated itself in to a kind o f nervous ener
gy, which I recognized instantly: Lust. 
John was a handsome male animal—a 
mix o f beautiful muscle and sinew that 
made me burn w ith the shame o f desire.

I'd known I was gay since I was four
teen and began masturbating to  fantas
ies of men and boys I'd seen on the 
street, in movies, on television, in photo

graphs—anywhere I could find the visual 
images of male magnificence that ignited 
my imagination. The trouble was I d idn 't 
know there was a word fo r what I was. I 
had the peculiar notion I was totally uni
que, that no other person in the world 
shared my strange tastes. Men were 
supposed to like women, and I was a 
man.

Later words like "faggot, queer, and 
cocksucker" crept into the vocabulary 
o f the boys at school. Learning what 
the words meant made me more shamed 
than ever. I knew my dark secret could 
never be discussed with anyone, not 
w ithout the risk of ridicule and condem
nation. I prayed that time would change 
me, that someday I would have a girl
friend, and that I would love and desire 
her, finally proving to the world and to 
myself that I really was a man. But I 
had no real interest in girls. Their fem in
ity  held no sexual allure.

I held fantasies in my head about 
three boys at the school. John was one 
o f them. This difference in myself was 
a part of my nature I perceived as some
thing base and degenerate, something to 
hide from people. The beauty of my 
masturbatory dreams was always erased 
by the enormous rush of humiliation and 
self-hatred that overwhelmed me after 
every secret orgasm. Each time I vowed 
never to  repeat the shameful practice, 
only later to give in to a rising tide of 
sexuality w ith in me.

My self-consciousness about my homo
sexuality was manifested in various un
comfortable ways. I found it d ifficu lt to  
share corppany at a urinal in the men's 
room. I hated to get undressed while 
my roommate, a quiet, dull sort of 
fellow, was in the room. Most of all I 
hated the dorm itory showers. This led 
me to take showers extremely late at 
night, when I supposed everyone else 
was asleep. The combination of privacy 
and the sensual feeling that a good hot 
shower can sometimes provide—that 
plus hormones that were now raging all 
out of control—often led to a state of 
excited arousal that only masturbation 
could cure, at least temporarily.

For a period of several nights I had 
attempted to fight the temptation. I 
believed that if I continued masturba
ting I would go to  hell. But, if my soul 
was whispering a message of its immor
tal danger, my body was screaming an 
altogether different sort of message.

I fina lly gave in to  that call late one 
night. I closed my eyes, recalled the. 
sparkling visions of male beauty I loved, 
and touched my rigid swollen sex, aching 
for release. Within seconds I was coming, 
shooting forth a rich cream onto the blue 
tiled floor.

"That was quite a performance."
I opened my eyes to see a muscular, 

towel-draped body standing in thé steamy 
mist. It was John. He cast me a wry grin.
I fe lt my face flush crimson. I d idn't 
know what to say.

"N o  need to get embarrassed. We 
all do it. Only some o f us don't admit 
it . "  He unfastened his towel, and i t  fell 
from his waist, revealing the shocking 
white skin beneath the border o f his 
dark tan. Again I fe lt my breath go out 
of me as I caught sight of the th ick pub
ic hairs that crept around the base of 
the proud unashamed phallus.

He walked toward me. I quickly 
averted my eyes and reached fo r a towel. 
I began drying myself as fast as I could, 
heavy with guilt and wanting only to 
leave the scene of my exposed embarras- 
ment.

I heard the water from the shower 
nozzle splash behind me. Desperately 
I fought the mad desire to turn around 
and take another look. I imagined his 
eyes were upon me. What if he were the 
same way? No, I couldn't take the risk. 
It was to o .. .  And how could I even 
th ink o f such a thing? I t  was a perver
sity I had to conquer. Otherwise it 
would ruin me. My soul belonged to 
God. God would never forgive me if I 
gave it to  the Devil.

And yet, back in the dark stillness 
of my room, in the warm comfort of 
my bed, the yearning would rise up 
again, and I would remember the athle
tic  symmetry of his body, the bright 
good-looking face, grinning at me, with

those eyes, those knowing gray eyes, 
catching me at my most naked moment. 
Again I replayed those sweet seconds 
o f eternity in slow motion when the 
towel dropF>ed away and I viewed him 
in all his natural perfection. Desire was 
like a fever racing through my body, 
feeding itself on the vision that stunned, 
appalled, and ultimately hypnotized me 
w ith its beauty.

S i /  now I knew I was fighting a losing 
battle. There was no more denying what 
I was. Only the period of adjustment 
remained, a time I d idn 't doubt would 
most likely take the rest o f my life. The 
possibility o f facing eternity in hell 
alarmed me greatly. But if my suffering 
took the form  o f love was it  really so 
sinful? Was God really the sw ift and 
vengeful author o f damnation I'd always 
pictured Him to  be? Suddenly the 
world around me began to crumble and 
then take shape again, as I began to  ques
tion everything that had ever been taught 
to  me. Gradually an awareness crept in
to  me—a knowledge that my outlook on 
life had been te rrib ly  adolescent and my 
sophistication rather primitive.

New thoughts and emotions flooded 
my mind, all keyed into the same pers
pective: acceprtance o f myself as a homo
sexual. Intellectually the thought o f be
ing gay the rest o f my life was easier to  
handle than those times when certain 
pessions o f self-pity were arroused. Vis
ions of the years ahead would haunt me 
—lonely years as a separate man, divided 
from society by my secret life.

Yet, if  I was to  be honest w ith my
self, there was no denying my nature.
If conflict and frustration were to  be a 
part o f my life, I vowed they would 
have no place in the sexual arena. I 
knew what I wanted. A ll that remained 
was fo r someone to  bring me out. So, 
when John walked into my room that 
day, I was ready fo r him.

Still, there was some fear. Fear of 
commitment, o f making a decision that 
meant no turning back. John represented 
some area of the unknown, which mysti
fied me while it  held me in terror. More 
than anything, I th ink, I was afraid o f 
myself.

Seeing him sitting on the bed, listen
ing to him talk, I shivered at the secret 
meaning behind the seemingly casual

words, and my pulse quickened as I 
fe lt his eyes study me—those eyes that 
knew so much and that I d idn 't dare 
look at, dreading what my own eyes 
would reveal.

"What do you th ink of the school?" 
John asked me, taking a large bite out 
of the pizza.

" It 's  okay, I guess."
" I  think it  stinks."
" I  really like Mr. Barrett, the English 

professor."
"Everybody at that school is third- 

rate. I t  really sucks."
"You're lucky, though. You have a 

bike. But you'd better be careful they 
don 't find out at school."

"The only other person that knows 
about it  besides you is Raymond, my 
roommate, and Howard, the guy whose 
garage I keep it in. —He would never te ll."

"Who's Howard?"
"You never met Howard? He hangs 

around different places around town. He's 
pretty old. I mean he must be in his th ir
ties. And he's queer."

"H ow  do you know him?"
"Through some of the older guys at 

school. I th ink some of them let him blow 
them. I would never do that, though, I 
just know him as a friend. He's really not 
a bad type of guy, for a queer."

"I've never known any queers."
"Really? Maybe I'll introduce you to 

Howard."
We finished eating the pizza, stood 

up, and walked outside again. Hopping 
onto the bike and adjusting his helmet 
and glasses, he turned to me and said,
" I  really like yqu, Michael. From now 
on we're really going to  be good friends."

We're going to be better than friends,
I thought to myself, feeling the warmth 
o f his closeness as we raced back to the 
school. The bike surged forward, and, 
feeling its power, I fe lt dizzy as the 
pwtency of its life took me w ith it.

It was late when we got back. John 
to ld  me Raymond, his roommate, had 
gone home to see his fam ily fo r the 
weekend, and he invited me to his room 
to  ta lk. I sat down on the chair by his 
desk while he went to  search his closet 
fo r something.

"D o you like wine?" he asked.
"Sometimes."
" I  have some here. You want to share 

a bottle with me?"
"O kay."

The bottle found, he poured some of 
the wine into pap>er cups and handed me 
one. "You like to read a lot, don't you?" 
he said, noticing my interest in his books.

"Yes."
" I  like that. I like quiet, thoughtful 

kinds of p>eople. I don 't know about you, 
but most o f the guys around this place 
strike me as real assholes."

" I  th ink I know what you mean."
"And the worst p>art is there aren't 

any girls here. And the girls in town are 
such dogs. Doesn't that bother you?"

" I don 't think about it  very much 
really. I just study mostly."

"And read books?" He grinned.
"Yes."
"D id you ever read Peyton Place?"
"N o ,"  I lied.
"You can borrow it  if  you want to. 

It's really good. Parts o f it  got me so 
hot I had to  go down to the john and 
beat myself o ff a couple of times be
fore I could go back to  it ."

nodded. We drank some more, 
talked about books we'd read, and fin 
ally he suggested that since it was so 
late I could stay and sleep in Raymond's 
empty bed. The lateness of the hour was 
really a sorry pretext, since my room 
was only on the next floor, but the wine 
seemed to  put a charming haze over 
everything. I realized that the next move 
was mine, that I had to  give him some 
kind of go-ahead signal if we were ever 
to  make i t  together.

"D id  you ever sleep with your bro
ther?" I asked."

"O nly when we were very young."
"Me and my brother used to sleep 

together all the tim e ," I lied. I d idn 't 
even have a brother. But that was really 
beside the point. "Can I sleep w ith you 
as i f  you were my brother?"

"O kay," he said, and from the way 
he said it  I knew it  really would be okay.

The lights went out, and we undressec 
down to  our briefs. I caught the sight of 
the bare outline'of his body made lumin
ous by the moonlight from the large 
window. Trembling, I crawled under
neath the warm quilted blanket w ith 
him, almost ecstatic and yet trying to 
keep my breathing in check. For a few 
moments I lay perfectly still, afraid to 
make any move, still afraid of any rejec
tion or heated accusation even the most
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accidental of touching might cause. As 
much as I wanted to, I couldn't make 
the firs t move. I had gone this far, and 
now I couldn't go any further, I looked 
up at the dark purple sky through the 
window and saw a round silvery moon 
emerge through thin, wispy clouds. For 
a moment I thought it smiled at me.

John turned around and said, "You'rr 
awake, aren't you?"

"Yes."
" I  th ink I know why."
Gently he placed his lips on mine and 

kissed me. I was shocked, amazed, con
fused, and very excited. My heart was 
beating out o f my chest as he embraced 
me. 1 fe lt love for the first time in my 
life coming close to me, so that I could 
touch the velvety fingers of its beauty, 
and feel ite breathing upon mine, mur
muring a rich and heavenly message.

" I  love you ," I heard myself say.
" I  love you, too ," he answered.
The next morning I awoke w ith a 

smile on my face, intoxicated by a life 
holding the promise of something far 
more bright and beautiful than I d ever 
before dreamed. Sunlight was streaming 
through the window, and I blinked my 
eyes as its brilliance washed over me. 
OuUide nature seemed blanketed in a 
sea of irridescent grandeur. I looked at 
John, peacefully asleep, his darkly tan
ned body against the white sheet, look
ing like some kind of magnificent, incre
dible animal caught frozen forever in a 
photograph.

In a few moments he awoke, coming 
to  life, rubbing his dark, th ickly lashed 
eyes, and blinking at me.

"Are you sorry?" I asked him.
"No, Are you?"
"N o ."
He smiled and came at me, pulling 

me down to  the bed, laughing. "Let's 
do it again!"

"O kay!"

Europe together the following year 
when we graduated.

Toward the end of the summer 1 
went up to  Provincetown and stayed 
w ith him fo r a week. He looked health
ier and more tan and handsome than 
ever, and I remember walking down the 
streets among all the tourists and feeling 
very proud of him.

"Is  it  my imagination or are a lo t of 
guys around here looking at you? I 
asked him.

" It 's  you imagination. They're really 
looking at you ."

"A re they gay?"
"Yes, they're gay all right. They 

swarm around here from all over."
"Y ou  must get a lo t o f offers."

over us, then flew out toward a flaming 
orange horizon. How nice to  be like 
them, 1 thought. To have the freedom 
that flying brings, w ithout any real care 
or worry fo r the future.

In

T Jie  pattern of our lives changed 
very much after that night. Raymond and 
1 switched roommates, and I moved in 
w ith John. For a time we were insepara
ble. When summer came and he had to 
return to Boston and I had to go to  New 
Jersey, we wrote each other almost daily. 
He found a job in a restaurant in Pro
vincetown, and I got a job in a super
market. We both worked w ith the idea 
of saving up enough money to go to

"I've  had rny share. But I'd  never go 
w ith any of them. They're not like Mich
ael. They're loud and feminine and pro
miscuous."

"Really?" You seem to be well ac
quainted."

"What do you mean?"
"N oth ing ."
Later that night, walking along the 

beach, he said, "Do you love me enough 
to stay with me forever?"

"Yes, of course! Do you?"
"Sometimes I th ink so, and then I'm 

not so sure."
"Maybe you shouldn't th ink about it 

that way."
"H ow  should I th ink about it? "
"Just don't th ink about it  at all. Let's 

just try  to  be happy and have a good time
" I  know. But we're so young, Michael. 

Sometimes I feel like I don't know any
th ing ."

I smiled. "There's still plenty of time 
to  learn."

His words troubled me, but I refused 
to let him see how deeply they had hurt. 
I looked up as a flock of seagulls circled

September we shared a room again 
in the dorm itory. I was happier than I'd 
ever been before, and yet sad, too, sens
ing subtle changes in John. It was nothing 
I could be sure of-sometimes I wondered 
whether it  was only my paranoid illu- 
sions-but 1 simply couldn't lose the 
feeling something wasn't right anymore.

In small ways we grew distant from  
each other, and, lacking.the knowledge 
or experience to bridge the silence with 
words, I le ft my fears unvoiced. Most 
of the day we attended different classes.
It was only at night, together in the 
room, when he came to me, that we 
became close in love-making.

Lying next to him after it  was over,
1 watched him look away, light a cigar
ette, and stare distractedly out the 
window. "You're very far away. What 
are you thinking?" I asked.

"I've been seeing this g irl," he said 
slowly. " I  like her very much. I'd  like 
to ask her o u t."

"1 don't know why, but I'm not 
surprised. Maybe I can find someone 
who'll want to  change rooms w ith me. 
Then I'll be out of your way."

" I don't want you to  leave, Michael!
I love you."

" I  don 't understand. How could you 
love me when you're interested in girls?"

"D on 't you see? It has to be this way. 
We have to  break away from each other 
eventually. In a few more months we'll 
be graduating."

"What about our plans for after 
graduation?"

He shook his head. "Michael, we'll 
always be friends. A t least I hope we 
w ill. But we just can't keep going the 
way we've been going."

"Why not?"
"Because we're men, damn it! We're 

not faggots! "
"Really? What do you call the stuff 

we do in bed together every night?"
" It 's  just messing around, that's all. 

it's just a stage we're going through. It 
doesn't mean anything."

" I t  meant something to me."
" I 'm  sorry, Michael. I know this is

hurting you, and it's hurting me to say 
it, but it's better like this. I'm  thinking 
of your happiness, too. A fter all, you 
don't want to end up a miserable old 
faggot someday, do you?"

" I 'd  never be miserable as long as I 
could be w ith you ."

"N o, Michael, It's no good. It would 
never work out. It  wouldn't be normal.
It's a perverse life. Believe me, I saw 
plenty of old broken-down faggots up 
in Provincetown. And plenty o f young 
ones, too. But they're all the same. They 
all drink too much and parade up and 
down the streets like prostitutes. And 
the way some o f them acted! Just like 
women! I t  turned my stomach. I don't 
want ever to see you becoming like that.
It's not normal for a man to act that w ay."

"Normal? What's normal? Sometimes 
I don't think anything is norm al."

" I t 's  normal for a guy to act like a 
man and date girls and maybe someday 
fall in love w ith one and get married and 
raise a family. That's the way nature 
meant it to  be."

" I f  nature meant us never to  have 
sex, then how come we can do it?"

"There's a lo t of things in nature 
that are possible. That doesn't mean 
they're righ t."

"How could it be wrong when we 
love each other?"

"There are different types o f love.
Men love each other as friends. The 
other love—the love that goes deeper— 
that was meant for a man w ith a wom
an. That's why God created Adam and 
Eve. And that's why he destroyed the 
Sodomites."

"Christ, you sound like a candidate 
for the m in is try !"

" I  know all this must be kind of 
hard for you to take. But someday you'll 
thank me for this. I just hope we can 
still be friends."

" I  don't want to  be your friend! I 
want to be your lover!"

" I 'm  sorry."
"Tell me, did you ever really love me?" 
"Yes, of course. As a friend loves a 

friend."
"What about the love we make in 

bed every night? You can't tell me you 
don't enjoy it. In fact, you're the one 
who usually initiates it. You can't tell 
me that doesn't count fo r anything." 

"That's not love. That's just sex."
"Oh, I see. I never knew you felt 

that way."



A San Francisco Tradition 
Dinners Nightly 

i Saturday & Sunday Brunch 
1 lam to 3:30 pm

CLUB (7 ^  
DORI
GOURMET DINING AT 
REASONABLE PRICES

427 Presidio Avenue 
San Francisco, California 
931-5896

" I'm  sorry if this is hurting you, 
Michael."

" I  know. 1 understand. You're doing 
what you feel is right. But do you know 
what hurts most of all? It's  knowing 
how messed up you are. You talk about 
love, but you don't even know what love 
is. If you knew any better, you'd know 
you loved me! But you can't face that. 
You're really ashamed of what you feel 
fo r me because you can see how preju
diced other people are against it  and 
you're not w illing to handle that pressure. 
So don't feel sorry for me. Feel sorry

for yourself, John. A t least I know what 
I am. You don't even know that much!"

" I  might have expected you to  react 
like this. Do you still want to  be friends?"

"N o, John. We'll never be friends.
Lovers, yes. But never friends!"

That was the end o f it. I still loved 
him, o f course, but there d idn 't seem to 
be much I could do about it. Soon after 
that he acquired a girlfriend and began 
spending a lo t of time with her. There 
were times when I fe lt him wanting to 
come back to  me, when he seemed to be 
hinting that he might be partial to  enjoy
ing my body. But always I got the feeling 
he thought of what we did together as a 
weakness, and tha t a part o f him  hated 
himself fo r it.

In January I found another roommate 
and moved out. I t  was d ifficu lt leaving 
him. I kept hoping he'd ask me to  change 
my mind, ask me to  stay, but he rrever 
did. For a while I thought that hia'd begin 
to  miss me, that eventually he'd realize 
how much love there had been between 
us. I thought o f all kinds o f speeches I 
could make, telling him how I thought 
he was really the one who was ruining 
his life, how he was really just lying to 
himself, telling himself he was straight, 
and how it  d idn 't matter how anybody 
else fe lt about it. But something stopped 
me every time I tried to gather up the 
nerve to go see him.

Now a terrible thing happened between 
us. Whenever we ran into each other 
around the school, we'd say Hi, sometimes 
even talk fo r a few moments, but there 
remained a great tension beneath jthe 
words. Sometimes when he saw me and 
he thought I hadn't seen him he'd vralk 
away, trying to  avoid me.

Occasionally I caught sight of him 
w ith  his girlfriend. They seemed happy 
enough, but i t  appeared to me it wasn't 
a completely spontaneous type of happi
ness. More like the appearance of strained 
good cheer when people are trying too 
hard to please each other. O f course, 
that could be just a jealous ex-lover's 
impression.

If I thought that time was going to 
change him, that eventually he'd grow 
up, I was wrong. There was no question 
in my mind that he was gay. Someday 
he w ill have to  face that. I hope when 
he does i t  w on 't be too d ifficu lt. I still 
love him, and I know I probably always 
w ill. He was the first, and they say you 
never forget the first.«

Entertainment
BATHS/ BARS/RESTAURANTS

•V e c to r  o n  E —E ntertainm ent D—Dancing 8 —B runch, Sunday W ~W om en R —R eitau ram  L —Lunches Change raquam must be in writing 
and addressed to The Editor.

S.F. BATHS
•Sutro Bath House, 312 Valencia 861-9111 

Baths, 3244 21 st (at Mission) 285-3000 
Castro Rock 582 Castro 621-9963  
Club. 132 Turk 775-5511 

•Dave's 100 Broadway 362-6669  
Finnish 1834 Divisadero 921-0306  
Folsom Street Barracks 1145 Folsom 
Jack's 1143 Post 673-1919 
Ritch St 330 Ritch 392-3582 
San Francisco 229 Ellis 775-8013  
South of the Slot Hotel 979 Folsom St 

543-3276/495-9828  
•  The Tubs, 1016 Folsom 863-4430

B4Y ARE A  BATHS
BERKELEY

•Mayan Health Club, 2107 4th St. 845-8992  
PALO ALTO
Bachelor's Quarters 1934 Univ, 325-7575  

•Goldon Door Sauna. 1205 Bayshore 325-9121 
REDWOOD CITY

•Fred's Health Club 1718 Broadway 365-9303

S m  FR/4NCISCO
DOWNTOWN

•  Blue & Gold, 136 Turk (E )(D ) 
Bo-Jangles, Larkin & Ellis (D)

673-2040
771-9545

Where in the World 
. does Vector go? ^
• Paris *

London 
Stuttgart 

Am sterdam  
Newcastle on Tyne 

Lomas de Bella Vista 
Le O iateau de Ste. Q o ix  

Bangkok • Sussex - Nagoya

Vector Magazine is sent to 
all the above cities. For 
worldwide exposure, go 

VECTOR

Ganweay, 841 Larkin 885-4441
Homey Owl, 741 O'Farrell 885-9511

•H o b  Nob, 700 Geary IE) 673«361
•K o kp it, 301 Turk 775-3260

LaCave, 1469 Sutter (D) (W) 775-2060
Landmark, 45  TurkIDKBM RME) 474-4331

•  Nickelodeon, 141 Mason (D ) 775-3898
Rad Lantern, 180 Golden Gate(E)673-6195 
Rendezvous, 567 Sutter ID ) 781-3949 
Roadrunner Club, 499 O'Farrell 441-9623

•  Roval Palace, 335 Jones(B)ID)(E)IR)
474-1067

Score I I ,  147 Mason ID ) 776-6696
•  Sutter'S M ill, 226 Bush (L) (R ) 397-0121

The Dude, 9 90  Post 673-7406
Totie’s, 743 Larkin 673-6820
Trapp, 72 Eddy 362-3838

•  Turf Club, 76 Sixth (E) 861-9223
Windjammer, 645 Geary (E) (D ) 441-8330

VALENCIA -  CASTRO -  MARKET

Badlands,4121-18th (BXR) 626-3230
Castro Cabana, 599 Cestro IR ) 626-2504 
Castro Cafe, 484 Castro IR ) 621-2125

aCorner Grocery Bar, 4049-18thlR)863-9463  
Coffee Don's, 22nd 8i ValencialR)824-4770 
Eagle Creek Saloon, 1884 Market 863-3323  
Elephant Walk, 500  CastrolDIB) 863-4202  
Fanny's,4230-18th IR ) 621-5770

aFickle Fox, 842 ValencialR)lB)IE)
826-3373

eHom bre, 2348 M arketlR )lB )IL ) 626-1163  
Kelly's Saloon, 3489-20th |E) 285-0086
LaCucaracha, 2500 MdrketlBIIR) 863-1990  
Los Cazos, 525 Castro IR ) 626-7193
Midnight Sun, 506 Castro 861-4186

eMindshaft, 2150 Market ID ) 626-2544 
a M in t, 1942 M arketlB )IR )IE) 861-8373
•  Mistake, 3988-18th 861-1310
a Naked Grape,ID) 18) 2097 Market863-7226

Neon Chicken,, 4063-18th IR) 18) 8 6 3 0 4 8 4  
a Nothing Special, 469  Castro 626-6876 
e Pendulum, 4146-18th 363-4441

Phone Booth, 1398 S.VanNess 648-4683i
•  Purple Pickle, 2223 Market IR )IB )IE I

621-0441
Rainbow Canle C o., 199 Valencia IL )

861-9652
Rear End, ISth & Market 861-1266
Scott's, 10 Sanchez (W) 864-9534'

•  Toad Hall, 482 Castro 864-9797
Truck Stop, Church 8i MarketIR) 861-1266  
Twin Peaks, 17th 8i Castro 864-9470'

v r / v
RESTAURANT X  

MEXICAN CUISINE

^/'>v

>Z' / .

'K>:

ENTERTAINMENT!
Now featuring the Mnsational 

VALENCIA and her trio  
Thurs/Fri/Sat — 8-12 

Sunday - 1 - 5

DINNERS SERVED 
FROM 5:30 P J ^ .- 11:00 P.M.

BAR OPEN FROM 4:00  VM. - 2:00 AM. 

CLOSED MONDAYS

• i r /  i

RESERVATIONS 
863-1990 or 863-1991

2500 MARKET STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO. CALIFORNIA 94114 • t *



One o< the most famous bars in the West 
end still one of the best

420 Tyler St 
Monterey, 

Calif.

SOCIETY FOR 
IND IV ID U A L RIGHTS

Avoid trouble with the law. Do 
not cruise public parks or mens’ 
rooms.

I f  you get in trouble, call us fo r 
referral to lawyers committed 
to fighting oppressive laws fo r 
responsible fees.

781-1570
day or night

301TÜR1C ST. SiVM-FRANCISCO.Wy-3260

NORTH BEACH AREA

*Brigh\onVxVres's,*^0 Pacific (R) 781-9947
•Cabaret/AfterDark,936^Mont9omerv^^^^

•  Jackson’s, 2237 PowelKRHB) (E) 362-2696  
Katie’s Opera Bar, 1441 Grant 986-9551

•  Savoy Tivoli, 1438 Grant (R) 3 6 2 ^ ^
Wild Side West, 720 Broadway(W)391-0460

Results o f the VECTOR SURVEY 
are now being tabulated and w ill be 
revealed in the September Issue. 
There's still time to  be counted.

AROUND TOWN
•  Club Dori, 427 Presidio (RHB) 9 3 1 -^ 9 6
•  Lion Divisadero & Sacramento 567-6565
•  Peg’s Place, 4737 Gearv(D)(B)(W1668-5O50 

Petri’s Caboara’s, 161 California (B )(R)
421-9154

Pier 54, China Basin Rd.(L) <R)398-7846

AFTER HOURS

The Shed, 2275 Market (D)
The Sack, 1044 Post (D) ocJ 'fo eZ
Truck Stop, Church & Market(R) 361-1266  
Wagon, 2 7 8 -1 1 th  626-1692

OAKLAND

•  B a n k  C lu b ,  2 6 4 -1 4 th
•  B e rry ’ s, 3 5 2 -1 4 th  8 3 2 -9 1 1 6 .

Club C a rn a t io n ,  1 2 0 0 -1 3 th  (BHW) >
532-9425

Grandma’s House, 135-12th
4 4 4 -9 9 6 6

Hans', 316-14th (RHBHD) 893-6280  
Lancer’s, 3255 Lakeshore *^ *'^ '3 2 ^ 2 4 2

• R e v o l ,  3 9 2 4  Telegraph 6 5 2 -7 1 4 4
•White Horse, 6 5 4 7  Telegraph (Dl _

652-3820

FOLSOM STREET AREA

Ambush, 1351 Harrison 
BootCamp, 1010 Bryant 
Cissy’s Saloon, 1590 Folsom 
End-Up, 4 01-6th (D)
Febe’s, 1501 Folsom 
527 Club, 527 Bryant (RHBHL)

•  Folsom Prison, 1898 Folsom 
Hamburger Mary’S, 1582 Folsom (R)

6 26 -0 / 0 /

No Name,1347 Folsom
•  LeDomino, 17th & Florida (R H B )IE )

864-9349
626-0444
626-5767
495-9550
621-9450
397-2452
861-2811

•  Ramrod, 1225 Folsom
•  Round-Up, 6th & Folsom 

Stud, 1535 Folsom (D)

626-3095.
621-9196
621-9628
863-2980

HAIGHT AREA

•  Bradley’s Corner,'900 Cole (B)
•  Lucky Club, 1801 Haight 

Maude’s Study, 937 Cole (W)

664-7766
387-4644
731-6119

POLK STREET
•  Buzzby’s, 1436 Polk (D)
•C loud 7 ,2 3 6 0  Polk
•  Early Bird. 1723 Polk 

Gordon’s Saloon, 1750 Polk 
Grub Stake I I ,  1525 Pine (R)

•House of Harmony, 1312 Polk
•  New Bell, 1203 Polk (E)
•  ’N Touch, 1548 Polk (D)

On the Q .T ., 1695 Polk (R)
•  Phoenix, 1035 Post (R)

Polk Gulch, P o lk a  Post 
*P S. 1121 Polk (RHBHE) 
Yacht Club, 2155 Polk (RHB)

474-4246
474-9696
776-4162
775-4152
673-8268
928-2350
775-6905
441-8413
885-1114
441.8418
885-2991
441-7798
4418381

“For the devout hedonist,
I recommend the Mayan Baths.’

— Bacchus

The nMYdn Baths I"’'Berke ley, Ca. 
845-8992

DTights#2
Get your BALLS at D 'Lights # 2

Retail Showroom
COME IN AND SEE OUR MANY D'LIGHTS 
2335 MARKET STREET -  (415) 863 0362

Custom Fixtures — Widest Selection o f  Light Bulbs in  S.F. 
Halo Traclites -  Lamp Parts & Repairs

BERKELEY
Camp Grounds, 2329 San Pablo 848-9292

HAYWARD
Driftwood 581-2050 W 
Chandelier Lounge 22615 Mission 

58U 9310 DL
•T u rf Club 22517 Mission 581-9877

M/1RIN
SAUSALITO

•Sausalito Inn 12 Le Portal 332857 7  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 Center(RHBMD) 924-1545

PENINSULA
PALO ALTO
The Gold Mine 3740 El Camino Real

493-2777 BO
Locker Room 1951 E Univ. 32 2 8 0 0 5  
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 Aye 446-2700 
Mac’s Club 349 S 1st St. 9 9 8 8 5 3 5

SANTA CLARA
•T h e  Tinker’s Damn 46  Saratoga 

24&4595 DB 
MONTEREY
The Gilded Cage 420 Tyler 375-‘B889

CUPERTINO
The Red Boar 10095 Saich Wy 2 5 2 8 6 7 5

•The Savoy 29469 Silverado Ave 
2568195  WRDB

S/4CR>4MENTO
Cruz Inn 922 9th St. 443-9563/447-1300  
Fay’s 7436 Fairoaks Blvd 481-9610 W 
Topper 1218 K St. Mall 444-2815  
Atticus5121 El Camino 48 1 8 5 5 9 5  
Charlie’s Place 371-9768  
Underpass 1946 Broadway 457-5867 RO 
Hawaiian Hut 2400 W. Capitol Ave 37 1823 2  D 
Playpen 2717 El Camino 498-9728

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) 786-9841



Classifieds
$1.00 per 42-character line. For deadline infornwtion, call (415) 781-1570. A ll ads must be prepaid.

SLAVE W ANTED-DO W NTO W N S. F. 
Live-in possible with benevolent autocrat. 
(58 , 6 ’2” , 220). Please write Paul, P.O. Box 
2811, San Francisco 94126. Telephone me 
at (415) 775-4806 anytime.

Wanted: Housekeeper needed to do light 
housecleaning and prepare meals for young 
businessman. Must be honest & dependable. 
Reply; Box 4594, Walnut Creek, Ca. 94956.

Piano Lessons: University trained teacher. 
Beginners, Intermediate, Advanced. Call in 
Oakland, Max,at 654-6501.

G 40 PLUS CLUB a group for older gay men 
in which to grow, socialize & assist in forms 
of social service. For further details write to 
G40 Plus Club, Box 6741, SF, Ca. 94942.

Plan Vacations Now: Rustic ocean cabin, 
near Bodega Bay, 70 miles from SF. Over
looks beachi Weakends; $50 for 2, $60 for 
4. Weeks: $100 for 2, $120 for 4 . Call Jim, 
922-7270, leave address 8i number.

G A Y  BOOKS: Catalogue of 585 titles from 
the largest gay bookstore. Send 25 cents to 
Lambda Rising, 1724 20 St. NW H'J, Wash
ington DC 20009.

Building/Remodeling: Shingling, Minor elect. 
& Plumbing. Experienced-Reasonable. I'm  
JACK -  TR Y MEI Call 658-6576

VD  SCORE: Gonorrhea so far this year- 
8995 (reported) cases: Syphilis, 1024. The 
public ciinics are free & mellow. Go now!

MONEY TIG 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.

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

Non-Sexist Professional Counseling: We are 
happy to announce many new and exciting 
Counseling Programs for Gay and Bi-Sexual 
men and women. Private Sessions—Couples- 
Groups. Sliding fee schedule. Our Profess
ionals are covered by a progressive Code of 
Ethics. A copy is given to all clients. We tie 
together psychotherapy and education in a 
warm and friendly humanistic setting. For 
Appt. CALL: 839-9825-We Serve San Fran- 
cisco-The East Bay-Los Angeles-Chicago, III.

Private Parlies; Bartending, Excellent Ref. 
Call Robert at 221-0737.

VO LU N TEER  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 .

IN T E G R IT Y , Inc., the national organiza
tion of Gay Episcopalians and our friends. 
Membership ($51 includes cost of 10 annual 
issues o f IN TE G R IT Y : G A Y EPISCOPAL 
FO R U M , edited by Louie Crew, 701 Orange 
Street, Fort Valley, GA 31030.

THE NEW S. I. R. OFFICE HOURS 
Mon., Tue.. Thurs., Fri., 9AM — 5PM 
Wed. 9AM -  8PM, Sat. 9AM -  1PM 

Sundays the Office is Closed

FAM OUS UNKNOW N PHOTOGRAPHER: 
(After Dark, Vector, Advocate, Dance Maga
zine, Pacific Sun, etc.) seeking to share dark 
room facilities (yours) for nominal foe. Call: 
(mornings best) James: 658-9998.'

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

WANTED: Model s/photographers/writers 
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.

CO M IN G  SOON: A gay ' Hyatt-Regency" 
Shopping Complex on Clementina Street 
in San Francisco.

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

T R U C K IN ' W ITH CHUCKI Moving and 
Hauling-Delivery. Call Charles 864-3563

TO BUY OR SELL  
Houses—Flats—Apartment Houses

HERB WEBB, Agent
626 - 6657___________________

EMPLOYERS N E E D E D -S .l.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 .W eare  discreet! (415) 781-1570

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

SAN FRANCISCO MASSEUR: Clean-cut, 
masculine guy delivers total massage to turn 
you on. A guaranteed delight anytime!II 
Ron: 28, 5 '1 1", 155 (415) 826-1076

The U S. Treasury has a system  
for scaring the daylights out of burglars. 

Nowyou can have one,too. J  ^

B u rg la r  A la rm s  an d  F ire  A la rm s  
fo r H o m es a n d  B u sin esses

70 OAK GROVE /  SAN FRANCISCO, CA. 94107 / PHONE 552-0522 (EMERGENCY 362-3355)

We have made a special purchase of over 50,000 lbs. of solid hard
wood tables and compatible chairs which we are offering at 40-609? 

off retail—4 days only! Master Charge and BankAmericard.

Bentwoods
Walnut, Natural. Black and Colors

Butcher Blocks
Maple. Oak. Mahogany and Walnut

Contemporary Classics
Chrom e. Cane, Leather, Marble, Slate and Cast Iron

BffllERY STREET FURNiïURE FAIRE
1 109 Battery Street near U nion. San Francisco 397-507.3  

Sale on August 1 . 2 ,  3. and 4 - Sale Hours: 9  to 9 
Dealers and Decorators W elcome



THE GAY COMMUNITY

D

Join in SJ.R.’s 11th anniversary
Photo o f July Cover M an, "John" by JO H N  D A V ID  H O U G H

Q  I'd like to join S.l.R. Put me down as a voting member. I enclose $ --------------------- fo r
□  l year ($20) □ o  months (SIO) months ($5) □ L ife ($ 1 5 0 )
This includes subscriptions to both VECTOR and THE INSIDER.

□  l enclose $10 for a one year (12 issues) subscription to VECTOR, QNew | [Renewai
□  Here is my donation to S.I.R. to help support the activities.

NAME ____

STREET __

C IT Y ______

TELEPHONE

__ STATE

ZIP —

THE SOCIETY FOR IN D IV ID UAL RIGHTS / 83 6th Street /  San Francisco, California 94103
F O R E IG N : Canada & Pan America 2nd class sealed, add $ 2 . A ll others 1st class, sealed add $ 1 2 , 2nd class, sealed, add $ 3 .


