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THE END OF THE WORLD by Luca Signorelli (Umbrian School)

One day he was a married man with a family...
The nax)f’ day he was plunged into the half-world of

ality. How did it happen? ‘It can happen
?om::’;::c . .Y.” says the author of this book, and

tells how — and why...







2 g1

L

'-"I-‘

i
%]

¥




wiSDOM HOUSE — THE TIMELY BOOKS

ALL the SAD
YOUNG MEN

ANONYMOUS

The tragedy of the man forced to live
in the twilight world of homosexuality.

To tell, vividly and in detail, how one
man-the author—previously happily married
and the father of two children, found
himself drawn to this tragic twilight world.
In other words, it is "The Sling and the
Arrow” told graphically, told WHY it
happens as well as how it happens.

WISDOM HOUSE INC.
520 Fifth Avenue
New York 36, N. Y.
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ALL the SAD YOUNG MEN f

CHAPTER ONE
e A WISDOM HOU |
Copyright 196 2 4 BOOK | I awakened slowly to the sounds of the East

WISDOM HOUSE INc. River traffic sixteen floors below. I stretched my
body luxuriantly between the cool sheets. I remem-

f"lrig.h" reserved bered a feeling of complete relaxation and of being
f::,.: d:.:g the rights 3 at peace with myself . . . for the first time In years.
or pnﬁfiunl::c;‘:l:i:;;unk In my semiconscious state, I knew I was happy,

; physically and mentally. The blessed relief that
comes from tension, and barriers, suddenly let
down. Even before I was half awake I knew that
suddenly a new life had begun for me. I felt reborn,

new. and excitingly young.
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e WISDOM HOUSE BOOKS

are fimely books and
represent fiction and

non-fiction titles to | At first I was afraid to open my eyes. I turned
inform and entertain _ my head to look at my bed companion. I was afraid
our readers. i that it might not be real . . . That this had all been
PRINTED in th 1 a glorious dream and that there would be an empty
UNITED s.l.'z“'; i place in the bed beside me. Unrumpled sheets and

OF AMERICA the cold smooth pillow undented and untouched by

the lean young body that I had loved so passion-
ately, But there was the tousled, sleepy head, with
its face toward me, that I had kissed so passion-
ately during the night.

I was not alone. The thrill of knowing that love
was still with me almost made my heart jump from
my body. A love that knew no limitations—a love
that had come to me in all its glories with a chal-
lenge that could only make our love stronger be-
cause we had to fight the world together with its

narrow moral confines.
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I seemed to be riding on the crest of New pa
sions, newly explored and beautiful pla =

heart had never been before. Sudden]
the meaning of levitation such as Yo
experience. Love, the most beautiful 1o
ever have, had come into my arms
heart, and expressed itself in greate

ces that my
y I realized
B1S claim ¢,
Ve one could
) E]ﬂimEd my

r ab
than I could ever have believed possible. Undance

Love is a strange thing. Love every glance
word, every movement, speaks Ulﬂ}' to Yo
sound of love’s voice when it speaks the mos
ary of words can send you to the heights of

" eV&l‘y
U. The
t ordin.

=
or the depths of despair. And love had com s

at last.

After all these years of searc
—I didn’t know what—, h
didn’t dare, hope for, prayin
a whole man, not just the s
happened at last! The shell
a man, acted like a man but

e to me

hing for something
oping for something I
g that I would become
hell of one ., . . 1¢ had

of this man looked like

_ was empty, insecy
and ignorant of what he reall -

love had entered my life the

Although it was a love I t
accept, one that society fro
Joked about, or talked abou

that was me . .

_ . filled to overflowing, .
cause of this great love, a love has filled
such happiness, and is so

me that I want to share m

Yy was. But now that
shell had been filled.
hought I could never
wned upon, and people
t behind closed doors—

. . and be-

me with
completely natural to

y delirium, '
well-being with all the world. N YA

I sighed deeply and reached

war'mth of my love’s body.
desire and all the beauty

out to feel the
{ am at once filled with
1t represents to me. [
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move closer and take Love into my arms and i_t 18
suddenly awakened with passion, the same as mine.
SQuddenly we are both alive with the awareness of
being one on some asteral plane. We seemed to be
one piece of flesh moulded together by a sculp-

tor’s hand.

Love’s kiss, though still sleepy, became one of
fire that seems to seer our flesh from naked toe to
the top of our skulls. Suddenly we are so close that
it seems we are moulded together with the heat of

our passion and we will never become separate bod-
ies again. I don’t care. Here in Love's arms I wan_,t
to stay forever. I don’t want to be freed fr?m this
mold that seems to make us one. But the climax of
passion is spent so suddenly and with SUC!’I fﬂrt“{e
that the world seems to stop spinning on 1ts axis
and our two bodies are hurled into space of beauti-
ful lights, unearthly music that pounds in our ears.
We are together with such force that we hurt one
another with the pain of our love. But we dare not
let it go. For the time in space we are with one an-
other desperately—as if we were the only ones left
in the world and apartness would certainly send us
both to a crashing death, back to earth, only to be
smashed to bits by life’s reality.

Suddenly, our senses relax and we are released
slowly and gently back onto the familiar bed of
white sheets and the crumpled pillows—a place A
from where, just moments before we had been +:ele- £
vated, to a misty colorful, unreal and beautiful
world . . . a world that belonged to just the two of
us

élﬁle my love turned and reached for a cigar-

'''
:::::::
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ette on the bedside table.
“Want one?”

“Not right now, Baby”. I answered drowsily,

I was too content to stir, and only wanted to feast
my eyes on the perfect symmetry of the beauty
lying beside me. I wanted to remember every line
curve, hollow, or musele on my Love's body, I hﬂve’
never tired of looking at perfection. And
connoisseur of art would say that my Love i
fect thing of beauty.

My Love took a deep draw on the cigarette and
then passed it over to me in spite of the fact that 1

All the Sad Young Men 9

As I heard Gerry splashing around in the bath-
room like a young seal, I had to laugh at myself.
Lots of middle-aged authors and business men sleep
with their secretaries, but I wondered just how
many of those secretaries were male.

My eyes traveled to the large bureau at the end
of the room, and there in a Morocco bound frame,
was the picture of my own son taken when he WB;B
fifteen. Billy was a good kid . . . Although I haven't

een him for five years. _

: He's twenty now. My God! I thought. .Wha't in
hell would he think of his father in this situation?

had refused the offer of one. Love, propped up on
one elbow, looked deep into my eyes. I marveled
at the dark blue of these eyes and the dark laghes
that fringed them which were so startingly long
and curled upwards. The blond body was tanned as
if it had been dipped lightly in gold. I saw the look
of love and respect in those eyes for me. I felt truly
humble that Love had come to me in such a beauti-

ful completeness.
“We've got a big day ahead of us.” Love said.
“I know.” I sighed deeply, hating to come back
to reality and the business of the day ahead.
“Gerry,” why don’t you go ahead and shave first
- . . I suggested, then I turned my back on him and
said “leave me in my dream world for a while.
Don’t forget we're having lunch with my publisher

Gerry, my love, is only twenty-four.—

suits are packed up and ready.”

My Love, Gerry, laughed and, Jjumped athletic-

ally from the bed and stood and gave me a sharp
salute, saying, “0. K. boss.”

4
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CHAPTER TWO

Strange—I have no feeling of guilt about my

All the Sad Young Men 11

took one look at my lanky farm frame. Body and
fresh dumb- face, a writing career was out of the
question. She was going to make me the biggest

star in pictures.
I was the star that never rose. My star got on a

love for f}erry. I wouldn’t like Billy to know of X
my devotion my passsion for Gerry. But, then wh horizon and stayed there dimly for a few short
knows how Billy, himself will turn out? His mﬂ years. Clea lost interest and made other discoveries
has been a strange one from the very beginnin S but she kept me around as a sort of house decora- e
He’s been surrounded by kookoo artists, SCqutorg- tion. In the meantime I tried to write, but no one v:-'
writers, actors, the would be’s, and the has-h ’ took me seriously. Little Billy was born and I Ey
;fmtheh theatrical and artistic world all hjsETjI;:’ vuwei ther; ancti th_?e :lhatfl W}?is Eﬂgllg to bemif}ﬁ .’;;}-"_-Q
y has probably understood all ' a writer of note, 1if only IOor nim. ea was sl %3
ahoitt: what P jzst beginning :ﬂ I;;S;]g’aum;‘e going on, and she probably will forge ahead forever.
: ) S - : - : -
life. His mother, talented : She certainly is not without talent. Clea is the :
» beautiful, has always personification of the ageless glamour screen queen. B

had l?er lovers around the house, male or female.
Our life, his mother’s and mine had been miserable
from the start. I was a green hick from the country

I thought to myself as I heard Gerry singing in
the bath-room that it’s a good thing Clea didn’t
see him first or I would never had the chance of

having him as the perfect secretary, because Clea ;
would have had him in front of the cameras so fast .
that poor Gerry would never have known what
happened to him.

Gerry came out of the shower, wrapped In a
towel, looking like a young Adonis.

“0. K. boss. Up and at’em. Times’ a wastin’, Our
suits are back from the cleaners and you have a
meeting with that theatre group at eleven o’clock.
There are some letters that you have to get out
today. “There are a few bills that ought to be
paid too. I’ll write out the checks if you'll sign

them.” _
Gerry was all efficiency now . . . and all man.

That’s the one thing that attracted me to him

. « . fell madly in love with a glamorous woman
who was a movie star. She made me her leadingIr
man In my first picture. It was a flop — I was
a floP. The only good thing that came out of that
marriage was Billy — God bless him. And I hope
to hell that I never let him down.

I could hear Gerry singing in the shower. He’ll
never make the Met, I laughed to myself, God
gave him everything but a sense of pitch and
rhythm, but he sure sings with a hell of a lot of
enthusiasm. It was really quite terrible, but I
loved it. Thinking back over my career, which has
been a spotty one, up until now, I had gone to
Hollywood originally to become a writer, not an
actor. But when Clea saw me, Billy’s mother, and
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when I first met him. How, I wondered hagd an

young man so handsome, not have been picked u}r

and thrown to the wolves of Hollywood thp

theatre, or television. I asked Gerry this, unc:a :

and he just gave me his big laugh and sajd. ‘I

know I have no talent and I haven’t any ambi;:ion

to be anything but just what I am. A damp

Efﬁ_cient all around man’s man.” And that’s what

e 1s.

With Gerry giving his final orders to me he left
my room and I could hear him whistling as he
went down the hall to his own room.

As I got out of bed and went to the shower I
c_nuld envision what Gerry was up to now. He was
ripping up his bed, putting some cigarette butts in
an ash tray, scattering some newspapers on the
floor so that when Mrs. Mulligan arrived at nine
sharp it would look as if he had slept in his room.

“Or.u- Mrs. Mulligan,” as we fondly called her, is

a sprightly gray-bird of a woman with a strength
of an Ox, the wit of the Irish and as reliable as
the rock of Gibralta. She made no bones about the
fact f.hat Gerry was the favorite man in her life.
l\fothmg was too good for him. I knew that by the
time I had finished my shower and shave I would
sr_nell the good aroma of coffee coming from the
kitchen, and the gay, bright banter that always
went on every morning between “our Mrs. Mulli-
gan” and my Gerry.

It's a happy house we have — the large livi
room and dinette that looks over the I'iVEI'gEK]tJETII(;E
o.nto a terrace is delightful on sunny mornings. Be-
sides our two bedrooms, I have a small den and

All the Sad Young Men 13

office where 1 work. Knock wood, I just sold a
best selling novel to a picture company. Things
could not be better for me right now. The biggest
thing about this achievement, in my mind, is the
pleasure it will give Billy. To know his father 1s
a success on his own — in his own field — It was
a triumph over Clea. I was my own man now and
not a shadow of a star. Now the theatre group 18
dickering with me to do an adaptation of another
novel for a musical. All this may seem very un-
important to the story, but the fact that I have
finally become recognized in the field that I chose
to be successful, takes away the deep feeling 1
had for so many years of rejection. Rejection 1n
my case, I'm sure, is the main factor in my latent
homosexuality. We all try to reason things out,
go to psychiatrists, talk with people we know, but
no one ever knows the real reason for homosex-
quality as is confronts us personally.

I suppose that all the time I have had a homo-
sexual urge, sometimes under the guise of wanting
to be accepted, wanting to be admired for my
talent or recognized for my capabilities. Through
the ages man’s admiration for man has always
been accepted. A man wants to be brave for man,
in war. A man wants to be successful so that he will
be looked up to by other men in his community.
Man is homogeneous in the fact that he likes to
join clubs and associate with other men; much 1n
the same way that has often been said that

women dress for women.”
In my young days in Hollywood, there wasn’t

anybody or anything that I couldn’t get, if 1
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en

wanted it. Men didn’t appeal to me jp
way, but under the influence of alcohg] ﬁa
occassions on gay parties I allowed an lj'ntn

Sexy al
SEVera]

take place which I now know that I Enjoyzgacy to
m

All the Sad Young Men

15

e Bty e 1 24 o s cuneriR THRES
. aiter the eng i __'“,E__.'a

?;Ef;r as an actor, the bl'E&k_ up of my ma:;-fia?y Gerry and I? We're a good team. People like and
] ever COHS}dEI‘ the possibility that T ¢, respect us. Gerry is so un-obvious. He’s so courte-
be an actual ?Ct“’e homosexual. Might ous, he has beautiful manners, he is a good dancer
Now I realize that for years I had been f; his and a bright conversationalist I like him so why
it, gnd.it wasn’'t until I left California andg “u shouldn’t everybody else. That’s my worry. i:g:i
to live in New York that I even let myselt a:::sm 2 The fear of losing him sometimes make me shud- B
that fact that I preferred men to women oy der with fear. i;{
' L

Gerry makes my work easier, in fact he even
makes it a joy. Loving him and having him close to
me most of the twenty-four hours of the day has
improved my work, my health and my sanity. . «
but there is always the difference of years . .. and
how can I hold on to someone with all this charm

and talent and physical attractiveness? That’s what

makes the gay world so sad.

I think now is the time to bring in the women 1in
our lives. Dorothy and Fay, they are our two side-
kicks. They both have finally learned the score
about Gerry and me. In fact it has helped our re-
lationship and they like our companionship and the
courtship we can pay them. Both girls are in their
early thirties and are handsomely incomed by ali-
mony and don’t want to make any false or foolish
mistake by falling in love with a penniless hand-
some bum.

Both girls like their men when and where they
want them and they don’t want to be caught with

their so called lovely alimonies down. At first, Fay

Once a man has crossed over t
fallen in love with another man his W}Leulz (:I‘z‘z;i i
pattern is set into a new orbit. There is alwa3,rsc|'tnl:1m1
fear Ehat one loves one more than the other The
fear of losing your lover to another . . . perhz;ps n
the same way in which you had taken him awam
from someone else, by being more successful eveﬁ
more handsome and clever. I, at forty-five stifl Co
sider myself a slim, attractive, handsome élever a:?d-
successful man. Even with this knov:r]edge the
Eiread, and the fear, of the homosexual growin’g old
1s always the stab in the wound. Age is the one
thing that frightens the homosexual most. Youth is
Fhe power and glory of the half-world, as they call
it. But, if this is the half world, then this happiness
I now have—never give me the whole world. It
:fhould be too much to endure, any more hﬂppil;ess
mz:hlt hEve at f_;hig present writing would be too
i ;ﬂ ear.dWﬂl it lasfﬁ? Can it last? I only pray
and that it will. This is a sad gay world.
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rrific crush on Gerry and even though

2 hated her for it, I couldyp’

was dfsturb;;i b_l?s 1;. ;ggutiful svelte brunette, 3:;}:
blame her- 3}’0 - and a figure that stops traffic.

: omen, they liked to be shown off a¢

Tl v e Il e ST
Adonis-like appearance they alwqys attract attep.
tion wherever we would go. One night, when thingg
got a little hot and heavy and the martinis haq
heen flowing too much, Fay declared her attractign
and love for Gerry. I’ll never forget how embar.
rassed, almost to death, I was, or, how happy and
proud, when Gerry told Fay, flatly, that he was in
Jove with me. I think it was the happiest moment
in my life. That a man so handsome, and so young,
would pronounce his love for another man in front
of a woman in love with him was a thing of courage
that I can never forget. Fay got over it of course
and now seems to understand and is still our Ccm:
stant companion.

Now it is time that I mention Dorothy, whese
wit and humor are as bright and cold as the
diamonds she wears around her beautiful neclk,
She’s a red head, but only her hair-dresser knows
for sure. She’s as greedy green as the huge emerald
she flashes on her petal like fingers, but a friend

she is. In fact Dorothy is in every sense the beau-
tiful dumb broad who has made good and is going
to stay that way. Dorothy is about as dumb as
the huge alimony she has been collecting for years
and as tantalizing as Cleopatra might have been

in her hey day. In fact if it weren’t for Gerry I

could, I would, have madly fallen in love with her

had a te

All the Sad Young Men 17

and married her and settled down in a half normal
sense. Dorothy and I had our romantic period. It
was shortly after I had first come to New York.
We had made the bed scene quite successfully but
neither of us had seemed quite satisfied by it. This
happened shortly after I had met Gerry but I had ¢
had no romantic or physical contact with him at 5
that time. It was Dorothy who said one morning é
as she rolled over in bed and kissed me warmly,
“You know, Wally, you really don’t give a damn for Wih!
women, do you?”’ I was shocked, I protested seri- S
ously that she was wrong . . . but a woman knows.
She laughed as she got out of my arms and
said, “Let’s face it, darling — we’re not for each
other but we’re for each other all the way.”
Heretofore in this document I have not identified
myself with a name, so shall we just call me Wally,
only because I can’t think of any name I dislike
more intensely then Wally — So I shall be —
Wallace Richards. And this author, in spite of
his egotism and opinions does not like himself at

all.
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CHAPTER FOUR

Dorothy preened her proud body in front of ma

and said, Wally, you know, you and Gerry Were
made for each other. So why not make the scene?”

I was shocked of course and thought that she gtj
was a little drunk from the night before,

There is something brittle and bright, and ter.
ribly amusing about ultra-sophisticated women
like Dorothy. Once they understand a thing ang
they know that man is not for them they do not

lose interest, nor do they try to conquer them any
more, but seem to become more devoted and much
more loyal as a friend, more protective than ever
before. Dorothy is always a constant source of
amusement to me. In fact I don’t really know
how I could live my life without her . . . her friend-
ghip, her humor, and her love. Dorothy has a dog,
a tiny, nasty little poodle whose hair somehow
seems to be tinted the same color as hers. The
poodle’s name is Rapier . . . and rightly so. Nothing
is safe when Rapier is around. A leg, an arm, a
chair . . . anything goes with Rapier. One noon in
the middle of August, probably the hottest day
of the year, Dorothy leaped from my bed and
ran naked to the windows on the terrace and ex-
claimed, “For heaven’s sake it's snowing!” I, too,
hazily stumbled from my bed to see what in the
hell she was talking about, I saw what she meant
when I saw that Rapier had ripped one of the

All the Sad Young Men 19

eider down pillows on the terrace lounges where
we had spent most of the night . . . until the sun
came up and it was too hot to stay out of doors.
A gentle breeze had come up and the feathers were
flying all over the terrace. It truly looked like a
snow storm and Rapier seemed to be the only one
in the apartment who had been satisfied. With a
couple of Bloody-Marys served with a couple of
scowls from Mrs. Mulligan, Dorothy began to rea-
lize that it was still August, that she was still di-
vorced, that she was still unhappy, and that she-:
still couldn’t have me. So she turned me over to
Gerry and that is when our love affair started.
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CHAPTER FIVE

<s that [ now feel so secure In with

l]asted oVver three and a half years. A
. has fect in a homosexual’s love

r-E]ﬂh:DnE:ai tz deed almost 2 record breaker.
life, is trui. _ t.hl'ﬂugh Dorothy that I first

ACEMII-:-? I“;hﬂ has become my beloved. I had
1131 Eﬂtwn ED::-};ntth’ on the West Coast, anc- e g
n

liked each other :mmensely from the start. We
fell into a little romance, more laughs than sex as
week-end guests of mutual friends in Palm Beach.
When I decided to mOVe to New York from Cali-
fornia to oversee the prﬂducti‘an of my play on
Broadway, Dorothy was the first person whom I

called. We had become 2a gossip column item, and
a noted couple at theatre openings and in cafe
society. _

I was to escort Dorothy to one of those highly

publicized, sophisticated society Balls.“
As I lay in bed, listening to the familiar sounds

of Gerry getting dressed in his room, our meeting
tor the first time at the Oak Room in the Plaza

Hotel, seemed only a day or so ago for cocktails

with Dorothy’s friend. Fay, a well known playwrite
and his young assistant, who turned out to be
Gerry, it was hard for me to believe that it had

all happened, and come about only three and a

half years ago.
I could recall in vivid detail almost everything

All the Sad Young Men 21

that happened the night of the society ball.

I was Dorothy’s prize catch of the season. She
wore me like an ornament all around New York.
My first novel had just been published the year
before — praised and awarded. My f{irst play on
Broadway had turned out to be a huge success.
I was happily basking in the spot-light of success.
I was the man of the year, and Dorothy was play-
ing it to the hilt.

The night of the ball Dorothy picked me up at
my apartment, as is her usual procedure. Dorothy
is one woman who can not stand waiting for any-
one, or for anything to happen . . . she has to

- push it on ahead herself. She is as quickly enter-

tained, as she is bored. I, as usual, had not quite
finished dressing when Dorothy had arrived at the
apartment. She yelled into my bedroom, a quick
“hurry up call” and I could hear her rattling ice
and bottles around in the bar in the living room.
She mixed a Martini for herself and walked boldly
into my dressing room and handed me one “on-the:
rocks.”” She just said “hurry up,” we're meeting
friends at the Oak Room before going on to that
damned society drag ball”, and left me standing
with my shorts on, glass in hand and left the room.
I could hear Dorothy padding around the apart-
ment, opening drawers, moving ash-trays, and talk-

ing to herself, all accompanied to the sound of the
tinkling of the ice in her glass.

I recalled pleasantly, the weeks that Dorothy
had been kept busy, amused, and not bored, by
helping me to find this pent house apartment in
which I had been so happy. Her taste was excellent
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'n helping M€ to select furniture, colors and
11 -

eSSOnes. I cou : k

;1;};1!'1’1“ :
my dressing room complaj

hurst back 1nto

“This damn apart ik

dash about .+ 7 She eyed me suspiciously aq

struggled wit
d;il;l!-l]gn you, “rﬂ”}f.” She plilt down l?er Marﬁni on
the chest of drawers and tied my tie perfect]y.

«Tust a little 1‘15}--bit5}’-df”m” she kept pesterin
me wickedly. “ Like wearing red socks with youf
dinner suit — or may be, a bright plaid cumber.
hund with a tie to match?”

“No red socks and no plaids”, I laughed back

“hut lots of dash, Dotty.” ’

“T don’t think so, Wally,” she said as she gaye
my tie a final twist, and a jerk into place. “You’re
one of those squares that write out all your ip.
hibitions, daring, and surpressed desires into your
books and plays. I'm afraid you're just beautify]
and dull — ",

“Thanks a lot, you spoiled bitch,” I flung back
at her. “In other words, you’re telling me I'm a
lousy lover!”

“I didn’t say that, darling,” she tossed back at
me over her bare shoulders as she left the little
room.

‘fI just mean that you are so over intense and
serious about your damned love-making that I'm
sure You just feel it’s your manly d
love to me.” et
: I followed her, with my jacket in hand, into the
ving room. Dorothy was standing, glamorous and

All the Sad Yﬂung .
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Id hear her now pacing thrﬂl.Igh :1::
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decorative by the little bar. She was making more

Martinis.
“You just don’t have any imagination in your

bedroom exercises, Wally,” she laughed lightly as
she offered me the pale amber filled glass. I took
a sip and said, “Well, 1f you’d like to skip the ball
tonight to strip down naked. I'd be egrateful to the
highpriestess of sex tricks to give me a few free

lessons.”
Dorothy shrugged her shoulders, sipped on her

drink, and walked out onto the terrace. She stood
watching the lights of the city while I shpped
into my jacket, “You’re a coward, Dorothy,” |
said joining her. “You like what I give you, the
way I give it to you . . . and the way I ration 1t
out to you, don’t you?”

Dorothy turned to me, put her glass down on a
table, and reached up and gave me a warm and
playful kiss.

“You are without a doubt, the most egonomical
male son of a bitch I've ever come in contact with
... but I love you.”

This was the usual, the norm, for conversation
between the two of us. It was always this way.
She complained a little, we drank a little, she tied
my tie a little too tight, and we usually left the
apartment a little too tight.

Our conversation in the taxi, on our way to the
Plaza Hotel to meet her friends was light banter.
After we had arrived at the hotel, and Dorothy
swept into the Oak Room, the most masculine
room in New York City, in spite of the fact that

it was a popular meeting place for the more chic,
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set, Dnrnti’(ly,hstaﬂe
samer, (wha
Egﬂnmnus diamonds,
and swan-like
gayest and most
drivers. Dorothy
that night. She

racted atten :
that attra Durﬂth}’ was a CEIEbI’lty of her own

focus upon her. her own fashion. She was a noteq

. d 1n .. a
@akmlgnﬂ; te society. She was always exciting anq

re
figu us. Dorothy was one of those women whq

r
Ef:;];wﬂys Engggﬁ’d to someone who was currently

top This seasoll I was it. And I, too, un-
; cognizable as a current suc-

hﬂd a trick of EHtEI'il'lg a rO’OIn
tion, and make everyone’s eyes

on
blushingly say, was I¢

ce;;rt it funny, all of a sudden I had become an

excfilm star who had made good as a literary

genius? In the first place I was never a star, ang,

i the second place, I am not a genius. I just

write about people and things as I see them, anq

there you are — . That’s genius???? Not really,
it’s actually reporting on people and telling the
people all about themselves more or less. My type
of writing makes people recognize themselves in
another character other than their own. If enough
people transplant themselves and their good quali-
ties into your more interesting fictional characters,
they like themselves and their good qualities into
your more interesting fictional characters, they
like themselves, so naturally they like you, and
they make you a genius and a success.

That night Dorothy and I were hailed from

ultra feminine in her S?Etha 5
- it was she was wearing) ang
plazing around her proyuq
neck, would have made even the
offeminate of men look like truck
was almost ridiculously beautify
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every side of the room to join this party or that.
But Dorothy had planned to meet Fay who was
spending the evening with Syd Thompson, last
year’s successful playwrite. Syd had had two
flops 1n two seasons and was now tottering on the
pedestal of success. As we pushed through the
room 1t was not hard for me to be the center of

attraction, with my success, and with Dorothy and
her diamonds.

This was my Don Juan period, I guess. On both
coasts I had been sleeping, and making the scene
with every success starved, publicity starved, star-
let, divorcee, fortune huntress, women of name —

“any name” . .. I was really pushing the loverboy
act, and I loved it, but in name only. Alone, I was

starved for love and affection. Nothing any woman
could do seemed to stem my unknown hunger for
love, or to sate and complete my deepest unknown
desires. I thought the unknown quantity, the in-
completeness of my need for affection, was all
slanted towards my son, but I too soon found out
that this was not true. My completeness as a
person came with my love for Gerry.

When I took the apartment in Sutton Place, the
room that is now Gerry’s was to have been for my
son Billy, when, and if, he ever came to visit me.
My heart ached for my boy so much, I wanted
him with me but he was always off to camps, sailing
trips, traveling with school-mates, or pnvate
schools, that when I was in California I hardly
ever saw him. For nearly four years I have waited
for him to come and share this home I have made

for him in New York: but Clea (his mother),
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always very sweetly, and now jealously, continu-
ously had plans for our son that kept him from me.

Billy had always been my baby. Clea never had
the time, or the inclination, to be a mother in the
true sense of the word. Billy had been born at the
height of her career. It was the old story of a self-
indulgent woman who worshipped her own success

more than anything else in the world. Up until
now a child of Billy’s age, she thought, would make
her seem older and less attractive to her public.

Billy had been pushed around for years by Clea
and her vanity.

Now that I was finally able to do something
about the boy because of my financial success,
Qlea finally discovered her son, and now, Billy
didn’t seem so important to me as he had in the
DHSt.lNﬂw that Gerry has come into my life — is

room, that had been empty, now
Ty, and I could never imagine my
S0n as part of my household, or even as a close
thing in my life. How that meeting, through Doro-
thy, of Gerry Hart and me that night in the Oak
Room had changed my life! That night, as Dorothy
and I.ﬂd‘v’ﬂnted toward Fay’s table, I saw Gerry for
ﬂ.]e first time. Fay and Gerry were sitting on
either side of Svd Thompson, the playwrite I
had most admired, and who also by Faye's com-
Eiﬁsnd_, had t{?ken his place with the fickle public.
eve %ﬂung Iriend, Gerry, was listening intently tO
t.holl;} h\:;’md’ old Syd was saying . . . at least, 1
Wﬂrsii to rn:fself, he still has someone left who
wha wr. 2t his feet, and the young man Gerry;

s the Worshipper, was also one of the most

R R R AR T A RN
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handsome males I had ever seen. b

When Dorothy and I finally got through the
crowd to join Fay and her two companions, they
too had by now had their quota of Martinis. Fay
was in a gay, pixie mood, Syd was in a mood for
criticising the theatre, and Gerry, who seemed the
most sober of them all was just soaking up every
witticism, every word that the great Syd Thomp-
son spoke. They were not in evening dress as they
were not going to the ball

I was introduced to Gerry and Syd. Gerry Ford B
turned out to be Syd Thompson’s assistant.

I realized immediately, that I was more than
attractive to the handsome young man, and I knew
that the young man was attractive to me. When our
€yes and hands met in the introduction. I could
feel there was almost an electric current between
us. I could also sense that our meeting was being |
closely observed, for what it was, by Syd Thomp-
S0n, and suddenly I knew that this young man,

1 Ssome way, belonged to Syd in more than a
business

0N, was an old “aunty”. It never dawned on me
th-'ilt this man of brittle wit, a master at portraying
fEhne_ teminine characters which were always so
E;ﬂlgnnent In his plays, stemmed from the fact
Chzraim man was filled with all these feminine
S €nistics himself. Now that I felt this bond
e mﬁflsti?d between-ynung Ford and the playwrite,
Thnmm S €ye conjured up scene after scene in
Tt nlzlsinns Successful plays and motion pictures

Y a woman could have had the insight to
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write or to observe. | Wﬂﬁflllt ;ﬁ;:ﬁilupfnwr::h;ﬁg :_ happens to old u_unty, !:he ‘beau_ti{}ﬂ gay boy who
that Thompson walﬁ ﬂl Dhe o d’isguised Wha{ suddenly finds himself in his thirties, then forties,
amazed that how C E‘-’El';' {hese onrs in the pubiid fﬁt}es,‘and on anf:l on and on. As tl:lE young boys
he really was through & while in their prime and most desirable time of
eve. h Lo dh life sing,” Nobody wants you when you're old and
; brought TP BATD Oy gay.” How many of these young, gay, giddy-girly-

[ was suddenly ; :
in truth, was doing the boys — realize that nine tenths of them are sing-

picion that perhaps 1, ted f

same as Thompson. Thompson was nou or 3_1- ing about their own future? I remembered how

= ve having a beautiful woman on uis arm in I suddenly felt cold and shuddered with a chill at

pufjlir: __ and so was L .Tomght _he h?d the raven ; the thought of it. Thompson noticed and re-

haired, glorious Fay Brighton with him as camo- | marked, “Somebody walked over your grave,
Wally.” [ tried to shake it off and laughed weakly

flage for Gerry Ford who was his lover as well as
as 1 looked into Gerry's bright cyes then turned

his associate. _ | |
All of a sudden, I remember having felt a great to Syd and said, “I certainly hope to hell not!”
I remember thinking at that time how thankiful

«orrow and pity for Syd Thompson. Without
continued success and an abundance of money to I was that what destined to happen to Syd Thomp-
son would never happen to me. I remember of

" spend, without the glamor of being important on
¥ the theatre scene, he, a man in his handsome fifties, bravely telling myself, at that moment, that
" was destined to lose his young lover and associate. whether I continued to be a success or not, suf-
Homosexuality belongs to youth. Homosexuality fered, or palpitated by a chance physical attraction
is the same as a beautiful girl who has no particu- to another male, I was not “queer.” I might have
lar talents or business sense and has to make good : homosexual tendencies and stray from the beaten
before she starts to fade or else she 1s marked for heterosexual path now and then, just for kicks,
an average middle-class marriage or whoredom. If but I would never allow (I remember thinking) a
she can be kept extravagantly, with trust funds tinge of homosexuality to take over and control my
and securities, by a wealthy older man, while the life — that, I declared to myself could never hap-
bloom of youth is still working in her favor she pen to me. Little did I realize just how much I
has made the best of her assets — youth and was fighting what was really destined to happen.
beauty. I remember realizing that the male deviate, I thought I loved women too much. Look at the
romantic and amusing sex life I was having with

young and old, have the same identical problem.
beautiful, wonderful Dorothy. No boy, or man

Handsome young men have no trouble in getting
could ever take her place of what was between us.

a sponsor, or a rich daddy to take care of them ~
while they are still young and desirable — but what Dorothy, as well as the many glamorous women in

bl s L
| -.'.. " [ 8
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olieved, at that mome
my life befoes L ;rebeSCinﬂtiﬂn and appeal ?:;

. the world. Still I knew I wqq
me than any M2% ©. 0o s company. To listen
tones in his voice when he to]q
Jelighted me in f Sltfﬂlz‘ge YAy

; trying not to 100K only g

I‘remem_bﬂl' t‘;lﬂjszl;;}fgﬂ ffour. Gerry seemed ’:3 ;

him dur;ngwhifh my whole being was being drawn,

?ii::maer q feeling — almost a deep pain Pf

.+ because I had to share these moments in

anguis resence with the others. I had never in

Giiirrl':.s’f S filt <uch an attraction for anyone human

E]e:ng: :5 [ had felt for this boy Whﬂn} 1 Pad only

gl - et only clasped hands_ and Sﬂld', How do

: Juu dD?”- [t was a shattering expe€rience even

: fhough [ knew it was only a momental.'y attraction

" .nd I would overcome it. reasoned it to be just

one of those rare physical attraction things that
<ometimes happen. It can happen in a brief second
when passing someone 0On the street, seeing a face
0 o car that is passing by. I tried to tell myself
that this was the same type of fleeting thing.

I remember the conversation amongst the four
of us as being light and bright. Both Dorothy and
T 5 Fay had on, what I call their “funny hats” that

s evening, and everything they said seemed to set
i the whole group into a sort of hysterical laughter.
I remember of being conscious of laughing too en-
thusiastically to very mundane and unfunny re-

marks out of my guilt feeling for my attraction to
Gerry Ford.

Even that mistaken laughter seemed to catch on

to the mﬂSCUIﬁinE
stories that night

All the Sad Young Men 31

.and be funny to everyone. There was an hilarious
tension among us that only I could explain had I |
been asked; everyone felt it about them, but only ‘“ |
Gerry and I knew what it really was. The more 1 |
tried to fight down what I consider my warped ..
emotions for this boy, the more the tension and et
hysterics seemed to mount among us — or had I =
been imagining all of that? Was I the only one who
was aware of what was happening between Gerry
and myself? No, I was not. Every time I had a o
chance to look at Gerry I found his eyes were 5-
already pouring into mine. His eyes seemed to
hold a very knowing look. It was very disturbing
and the excitement of this mental contact was
making me more dizzy than the dry Martinis that

I seemed to be swilling down in unusually great
numbers.

At one point during this brief episode, Syd
caught Gerry’s eyes glued to mine for an instant
and he sardonically said directly to me,” You can
look and admire, Wally, but you mustn’t touch.”
Syd smiled evily at me and said, “The goods have
already been purchased.”

I suffered for Gerry when he heard Syd say
this to me. Gerry turned a deep red for a moment.
Fay saved the S$ituation by asking,” What was
that sage remark, Syd? I didn’t get it!”

“Never mind, Fay darling,” Syd answered plea-
santly as he kept his cold blue eyes on mine. “It’s
something real girls should not know about! You
are real girls, aren’t you?”

“Are you cracking up or something, Syd?” she
flashed back, half in anger, “You left me in outer
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rsts of laughter, the clatter of dishes,
avy and sickening sweet in a
he aroma of many spiced per-
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anale v O orothy had - P X _ %
}I felt tha' S gﬂg Itlfi?: Euttingyanil hc::tght death if I didn’t get qut of there 1mme:dmtely. 1 j |
the meaning Of heareu a}t;' gRER e m:::E | could feel the penetrating force gf (ierry s, as :E?l
: vas W e ’ ing int ack as we inche
f;mi:n:;fn;q ‘ﬂf the sparks that had been fly ing | i;rggtgihs tiiezlz:srz}nguﬁaii?;ytﬂwards the door.
an consCiou: : |
hetween GerTy and me. 1 remembzr of thlIllg happy, {}_ The din of many conversations, all unrelated in
for Dorothy and me to Jeave for iy Home. the clank of ice cubes against their glass
i
i

that it was time

the ball and reme
Jeave the €

mber the feeling of sadness that
lectric presence of Gerry Ford.

sides, wild bu
the smoke hanging he

ad to ; |
;I&:i we left 1 kissed Fa:_,' lightly on the cheek and cloud over the room, t
<hook hands briefly with Syd Thompson, telling } tumes and colognes hanging listlessly in the air al-
him of what a pleasure it had been to finally meet ost made me panic. . . in fact I did.
I had so much admired. T only “Dorothy,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm,

“T've got to get out of here right now.”
” she

[ dared not touch his hand again, I don’t know “Oh, Darling! Just one more minute . . .,
& | what might have happened at the moment had protested warningly, “Jean is sitting over at the
& there been any physical contact between us. corner table and she has spotted us. We've got to
" [ remember I stumbled awkwardly over another a0 over, especially you, and gu

patron’s chair upon leaving the table. “Are you both ruined! I'm sorry, Wally, but you know that,
drunk, Wally?” Dorothy asked in wonder. and now that I've seen her and waved to her it

“T think I am, a little,” I answered. would be public suicide to ignore the bitch!”
“Well, we'll get out of this smoky room, get Dorothy took my hand and started to pull me
lots of air in a taxi on our way to the Waldorf.” over toward Jean Hays, the most vicious and

Dorothy‘ seemed to have the situation in hand and powerful lady gossip columnist, table. I remember I
was feeling very good indeed. balked. stood stock still and refused to budge an

We waded our way through people who were . ¢ch in her direction. I thought I was going to faint

standing three and four deep at the bar. Dorothy if T didn’t get out of that room immediately, and
seemed to know every one of them as well as away from that searing feeling of Gerry's eyes

everyone in the room. It seemed to me she stopped burning on the back of my neck.
to say a few words with each of them and I was be- “Come on, Wally,” Dorothy tugged at me.

ginning to think the room was going to suddenly “Don’t be a fool . . . It will only take a minute and

surround and envelop me in a cobra like embrace— we'll be safe from her barbs for a whole week . . .”
I stood firm, refusing to move toward the column-

and I would die a slow horrible claustophobic _;
poe ‘st’s table. Miss Hayes must have noticed my refus-

gave Gerry a quick glance and a nod good-bye . . .
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e . r presence, in fact I kn_uw she dj d.
Eu-«-.::: :nf tﬁlzfierfts and things she F-‘I:lnted about

> ; < well as Dﬂmthy after that evening.

mt“{‘::,ﬂh.r" Dorﬂth}' E."E{.‘lﬂmed, “You do look Sick,
sy z ;'white s a sheet. Get on out of here and
e ir, grab and hold a cab, and I'll try ¢,
h;:*rr highness that you are just plain
She'll say it anyway SO I might just ag

explain 10

drunk . . .

ll beat her to it.”
“i)arnthv gave me a little shove toward the exit

and wiggled her lovely fanny thrgggh the jumbleq
iables to pay hommage to the vicious presence of
¥ Jean Hayes.

I remember standing still for a moment as the
room seemed to wheel around me, with my eye on
the door, my escape to air, my escape from Jean
Hayes, I still had to turn back and look once more

inio the eves to Gerry before I went any further, I
knew before I turned back to his table that his
eyes would be looking directly into mine . . . they
were, but so were the cold, frightened eyes of Syd
Thompson. It was only a moment’s glance, but
what I saw in that fraction of a second both thrilled
me and froze my heart with a sense of foreboding,
of fear and sadness. . .

Syd’s eyes had a hopeless pleading look in them,
also there was the look in those eyes of a knowledge
that he knew what was going to happen — what
would inevitably happen. There was also a look of
understanding and a sensing of the situation at

hand, along with the bitterness of it all. I knew
that there was a recognition in Syd’s eyes that
éven at my age, in comparison to his, my youth,
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guccess and money, had won out again over age. ;ﬂ
As usual, and as expected, though no queen ever &}*
dares to admit it to himself, until it comes piling 1m
down upon him like a ton of bricks, youth is the e
power and the glory of this sad gay world. ':
In that brief look into Syd’s sad eyes I felt like %
an executioner. I felt as if I had actually passed i
the death sentence on his creative life as well as ‘
his love life. I wished to God that it had not A%
happened, but it had. It was over and done with L
without anyone saying a word. In that one glance "‘;,_j
two men’s lives were undergoing a complete change. ,_7-'_
I knew from the look in Gerry’s dark blue eyes
that somehow our life and love together was just
beginning. My head swam in circles until 1 got i
out and onto the curb into the cool night air. The
doorman produced and held a taxi for me until b
Dorothy appeared, flushed and furious — I hardly
remember hearing what she was saying, all I was
conscious of was that somehow, somewhere and E
soon Gerry would be with me — mine. I had no I
idea how our next meeting would come about, -
but I knew it would. I couldn’t erase his face from ¢
my mind’s eye. I remember that I had devoured '
so many features and characteristics about the boy

in that short meeting that I suddenly felt I knew 5

him intimately already.
“That Hayes bitch!” Dorothy was saying as the ¢

taxi carried us down Fifth Avenue toward 48th

Street where we turned left over to Park Avenue

and drive up under the bright canopy of the

Waldorf Astoria. “She’s really going to blast hell

out of you in tomorrow morning’s column . . .

want to bet?”
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CHAPTER SIX

I can remember hearing Dorothy as if she wag
itting near to me. But T

: er place, not sl
::.j;u;l;ﬂ;zer (_'I:;EI'I'}I’S strong hands ﬂl'ld hlE brﬂﬂd
finger nails, in MYy mind’s €ye, a3 hef lifted his Mar-
< full, sensuous, but vitally masculine
¢ T were still sitting opposite
him in the Oak Room. [ remembered his teeth,
when he smiled, Were perfectly shaped big teeth,
square and strong. There was the faint indication of
g i.a dimple in his chin . . . 1 remember I wiped my
.-,; Jddamp f{}rEhEﬂd with my hﬂl’ldk&l'i‘hiﬁf. His presence
fwas S0 much more real to me than that of the beau-
" tiful and desirable woman, who was carrying on a

bitter monologue to herself. Dorothy's words came
through to me as fog rises from the ground. I was

too completely immersed within myself, and with
the boy I had but briefly met less than an hour

ago, to be aware of anything else.
“There she sat,” Dorothy went on, “like a spider

in the center of her web, flanked by that closet
queen-dj]leifante artistic-husband of her’s plus a
couple of simpering post-debs of about ten years
ago. There fchey were hanging onto every word she
:Elts ?ut as if she were some oracle or something
e give n 1 RE
ik f:’ s me a royal pain in my royal you-know-
I recalled at that mom
» :
greet us at the tabl A e
e and how our eyes met straight

mouth, as clearly as i

L - af " i - J
Y T R DT TN
1 .‘__' - :"..'._-- Ll .” . -

- e T ?l._l,.. .__ ‘

.'.i-:_|.L"'_ .

r . - Al gl - % rEe -
"t:;"‘:gté_ :'l'-r':';'l.}.d‘:"- = s ._"T.q: = s e e RO P LS . i

ke T

[
I Bl W

37

Allt
he same height. I rem?mbered Sl
g from his broad QathE:

WE muﬂt be ﬂf t
'8 ell-tailnred jacket hun

d tapered down toas
ot flowed down

houlders to his ankles . . .

o Dorothy and shake

from my mind.

dame won’t be after
slight you gave her tonight,”
panted on, “why that blood sucking
I bitch wouldn’t care if you were dying

with beri-beri, you still must recogn-

e, kiss her hand, tell the ugly
t her reviews

ts from his S
trying to listen t

Dorothy
printer‘s n
in front of her

her and pay homag
ooks beautiful, rave abou

as if they were written by a divine
<he is a genius and is guided by the
om above. How 1n hell do women get
+ makes her tick? . . . Can’t she look
d see that she is one of the most un-
women of our times and has a

like neck and a pin head? . . .

1ze
thing she 1
and her column

hand, and that
Great Power fr
that way? Wha
in the mirror an
fortunate looking
long scrawny giraffe
jeez!”

Neck ...head ... could see how Gerry’s hand-

some blond head, hair cropped short and curly had
been placed in perfect proportion on his strong,
muscular neck. What was Dorothy saying? 1 tried
to focus my attention on her as I was amazed at
how much of Gerry I had unconsciously absorbed
of him in such a short time. The traffic was slow
and we hit every light down Fifth Avenue. All 1
wanted to do was to jump out of that cab and leave
Dorothy mumbling half drunk to herself, catch an-
other cab and run back to the Oak Room . . . and

*
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;Est the right age to enter the theatre. 1 thuuﬁht
of how young Gerry Ford must _be., m::tt more than
91 I assumed, but with the saphlstlcat.mn of a man
of my age. It was another poignant fmger p?mted
at the power and the importance of youth in the
world of arts, as well as science and business. Yﬂl:lth
was beauty and beauty was youth. It was a thlpg
that anyone over 25 years of age was becoming 1n-
creasingly, frighteningly aware of . . . especially a
homosexual. “She’s nothing but an old bag any-
way! Jean’s been making the Broadway openings
since I was a Copa girl in the late 30’s and she still
claims to be only 29 years old . . . wow! She left
her 20’s in the 40’s, she’s not kidding ME” Dorothy
started to arrange her skirt, removed a mirror from

her jeweled purse and scrutinized her face in it.
“Old Jean’s a smart one, though, you have to
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denly turned to me and ﬂske;i :iln; dream world.

tion which snapped me out °%, ay?”’
“How is the damn thi:iug’;lﬁgi Tri:;e};ed, “but
“Oh, slow, honey, bu ’
she’s got a long wait to choP me down on that pro.
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All of a sudden e o push the physical
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't planned to hit the boards
. 50 everyone is taking

image of Gerry out 0
“The production 1SN

for three seasons yet . -

lenty of time with it."
p Thﬁt was true: this was to be the most fantastic

musical ever produced in the history of the
theatre. There was already more money available
for this show than there was for Lincoln Center

Everyone connected with the project was working
on a two to three year basis. The reason for such
extravagance was the forth-coming World’s Fair
and the millions of people it would bring to New
York from all over the world. Already a whole city
block had been torn down to build the theatre just
for this production. The theme of the show was the
history of the Seven Arts and a lot of sex thrown
in. It was a good thing in its way. Thousands of
people were being given employment and already
scenic designers were working on sets, designers
were working on costumes using materials that
were not even manufactured as yet, four directors
were already huddled together working with a

F
.:' ‘I':f
i
T i o
i f
W _I" .

a0t i g ey which ncludd  blck
BN bef::;re 2 zZe 1 at if the World’s
bits by war, I would be aive:li;d sl
L : y man the rest of
my life if I never wrote another word. It was an un.
realistic and unheard of project, but everyone felt
that if war didn’t stop us the show could run ten
years in its own theatre as one of the world’s ereat-
est entertainment attractions. But still my thought
could not get away from young Gerry Ford. I re-
called how I had gone to a rehearsal of one of the
six choreographers who were already at work on
dance routines with a few lead dancers. I noticed
how young the dancing boys and girls were. Then I
realized that in three year’s time they would be at
just the right age to enter the theatre. I thought
of how young Gerry Ford must be, not more than
21 I assumed, but with the sophistication of a man
of my age. It was another poignant finger pointed
at the power and the importance of youth in the
world of arts, as well as science and business. Youth
was beauty and beauty was youth. It was a thing
that anyone over 25 years of age was becoming in-
creasingly, frighteningly aware of . . . especially a
homosexual. “She’s nothing but an old bag any-
way! Jean’s been making the Broadway openings
since I was a Copa girl in the late 30’s and she still
claims to be only 29 years old . . . wow! She left
her 20’s in the 40’s, she’s not kidding ME" Dorothy
started to arrange her skirt, removed a mirror from
her jeweled purse and scrutinized her face in 1it.
“Old Jean’s a smart one, though, you have to
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A smart one . . . smart:
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a smart fellow Gerry F ord in the business and

d
had already been cnﬂﬂecwh Broadway and Holly.
creative side of several 5’""’: 4 a good head on him
wood productions. GerrY “° =, = attach himself t,

he had been smart enok k with them. He was,

! and stic ;
Pei;:_;le of ;rzﬁi;ﬂ;:d ¢ a young genius . . . some.
In his way,

- ing to have doubts about the
how I was begl —an before I even really kney
handsome }’nunfven then trying to flg'ht off, this
him . . . %-ngening attraction by tryllng to rele.
pﬂwerf_ul T;fm anently to my subconscious.
gaffs ;1:‘;{“‘:; s every moves she makes. She’s ca.

B art chess player . .. jezz!”
Clliﬂiéﬁeg{lfef ?}:Tuddering when she said this, ang
I thought to myself whether or not Gerry Ford
might not be of the same ca.lculatmg, shrewd chegs
player with other people lives, careers and emo-
tions, as Dorothy claimed Jean Hayes to be, ]
didn’t like to think of him as cold and insensitive,
or even one driven by ambition . . . but, if he was,
he was smarter than most of us had been at his age
He couldn’t be that way, I protested to myself ouf
of desire, he projects too much warmth, loyalty,
and masculinity to merely be a climber on the
frailities of others to further his own interests.
The taxi slowed down and we arrived under the
bright lights of the Waldorf Astoria canopy.

“Well, we’re here, Wally-dolly, Dorothy an-

rt. »d thinking what
At 21 or so he
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nounced. “Smile your prettiest, the fans, the photo-
graphers are all ready and hoping to ruin any
pretty face of any celebrity they can.”

When we stopped and the doorman opened the
door, the cab driver turned back to Dorothy while
I was paying him and said, “You sure got it in for
that Hayes dame, ain’t you?” he laughed.

“How can you say that, cabbie!” Dorothy snap-
ped back, “she’s my dearest friend, I just adore
her.”

She gave the cabbie a playful pat on the cheek
and the doorman took her arm and helped her out
into the blaze of lights and the fans and autograph
hunters who were held back by the red roped began
to oh and ah at Dorothy’s glamorous appearance.
I crawled awkwardly out of the cab and took her
arm and proceeded to the hotel entrance. We got
the whole treatment. Flash bulbs blinded us and
we both smiled falsely as we made the few steps to

the entrance. . .

“She’s going to marry him.” I heard someone
say ... “Wow, is he handsome,” someone else stage
whispered loudly. There were other remarks, more
pictures taken before we were allowed to enter into
the lobby and on to the great ball.

Handsome? yes, I thought to myself as we passed
through the mob. Gerry Ford is one of the most
handsome young men I have ever seen.

“You see, darling,” Dorothy murmured in my
ear, “the public and the gossips already have us
engaged to be married,” She giggled joyously,
“Mrs. Wally Richards,” she mused. “Not bad at

that if T were sure you could keep on making lots

g e -
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I remember I wondered ﬂ.je

. co .
thy had something terribly emwa . Dorothy wouy]4
and both thought the ;"'1;:55 than she already hag
never marry anyone “’: ; etﬂemeft,’ plus Bf hyg,
received in a divorc I'd be a foo] ¢,

gﬂidr 3
monthly alimony:- A;STOVE is not worth sacrifj,

BT SNy e -iﬂr Ilzfne. Unless the man 1s richg,
ing an income like ¢t lots and lots and lots gy

than I am, . .. and I 8¢ and I'm sure, like a Do,

tuff 1n writiﬂg;’ : st
iii c::l;jti}ljcate, he won't live too long I’d neyg

12
ke the chance . - - 1°d be a fool . . . jeez!
taDimthy was fEﬂlaIe aH the way tl'l:l:'{:)f'[_lghI‘|r but Ehe

had a vault for a heart. I wondered if Gerry Was

. . « well, what ;
as mercenary as sht.a was well, what i
vea " Twant him, 1 admitted to myself, againg

my own better judgement. The boy hac! gotten t,
me and had in a few minutes wormed himself int,
m}’i‘}}:zﬁantom of Gerry Ford had penetrated into
my subconscious and there was nothing f?r me to
do about it but wait for our next meeting. The
thought of our next meeting, and the mysterioys
and strange way in which it would happen, als
gave me a feeling of excitement. Those few brief
minutes basking in his presence had completely
hypnotized my emotional and physical being I
knew I was living in a half dream-world of unreality
dispair, hopefulness . . . but I was bound te this boy
as tightly as if someone had taken a rope 'alfd
bound the two of us together. Was it the Martinis,

uld come from it? Had my
homosexual tendencies been suddenly released

from bondage and come to the top like heavy
cream turns to butter in a churn . . had I, in this
brief span of time crossed over the border of
normalcy and sanity into the half-world which 1
had always fought against, taking homosexual

experiences lightly, just for kicks and just for the
moment, never believing that these extra-curric-

ular sex bouts with the gay world could ever en-
velop and hold me; or was it Jjust my writer’s
Imagination that was having a fling my literary
mind coming forward with a weird and fascinating
new plot, letting one brief physical attraction build

itself into an exaggerated and Imaginative web in
which I placed myself in the center.

Would the night air, the promised gaiety of the
Charity Ball, new faces and new surroundings, the
glamour of being with Dorothy, and the comfort I
had in her outgoing casual love for me erase this
madness from my being . . . or was I not facing the
truth. Did I really desire this handsome youth as
passionately as I now felt, or was it all a lopsided
illusion . . . a phantasy . . . No matter how I rea-
soned with myself I could not quiet my desire for
the boy’s presence, or obliterate him from my con-
scious or subconscious self. Thoughts of him came
in great sickening waves that also held great happi-
ness for me along with its torturing pain. This
whole evening had taken on the aura of a great

. mystery story, it had all the elements of the almost
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CHAPTER SEVEN

The Ball turned out to be another flesh pot of
perfume, smoke and the clinking of ice cubes and
the popping of champagne corks. The whole scene
in the Ballroom seemed unreal. Tt was another con-
glomeration of false fronts, eyelashes, bosoms and

causes. These people who had gathered together
for some charity or other at $100 per person had

no interest in the chairty, or the money spent.

Each and every one of them would have dropped

that much cash or more just spending an evening

club-hopping from one local East Side upholstered
sewer to another. It was not for a charitable cause

that they were here . . . it was to see and to be seen
by others like themselves, the climbers, the curious,
the would-be’s and the has-been’s. Tt was a social
debauch. A Meyer Davis orchestra attempted to
play over and drown out the gushing bauble of
voices from those in attendance, but to no avail. It
was the usual scene. The very young tried to dance
to the society beat but the soon became uninter-
ested and one couple after another disappeared to
the several bars placed around the great ballroom
to drink as much of their share of the $100 paid
for their attendance. Then, soon bored with the free
booze, they would disappear with their free load
to haunt even more crowded, expensive and uncom-
fortable nightspots. But they, like the stern hang-

~ ers on, had made their point. Their names would or
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would not be in the society columns of tomorT®

newspapers, some will be phutographed e in
too, but the main thing was that everyor ized by
room had made the point of being recos™

of society who make its even stra

ont. unreal and unim-

acceptance into a lost, decad
portant world. There 1s no re
The old family names of honor an
had to bow to money and the strang

it in their hands as power tﬂt_iﬂ
accept some new and undesira

in order to exist and not peris

called society.

This night 1 was ‘
great wave of homosexuality than ever before, and

to the homosexual’s acceptance in todays social
world and in all walks of life. Among the guests |
noticed many handsome and youthful young mep
of fashion escorting and paying court to elderly
ladies of some social standing, but of definite
wealth. I watched these gay boys avidly. They
fascinated me in their foppish dress, their tight fit-
ted trousers and skimpy short dinner jackets. |
watched them gossip, giggle and simper with their
lady sponsors while they eyed openly every at-
tractive man in the room. I was given the straight-
on look. then the lowered lash which was the nvit-
ation look by two out of five of the men in the
room, but my thoughts were still filled with the

d distinction have

ble people of wealth

vision of Gerry Ford, he seemed to be with me
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the press and had bowed to those 5nger policies of

al society left today,

h in this last class

more sensitive and aware to the

er the ;
fully gt?wne o Whu:n he Jeweled and beauti-
was slightly shocked at the;
seemingly open approach. How Co

obvious invitation for a later meet; '

other in such public light . . . Ieef;zfd“?ttl{:;f zn
gusting, but fascinating. I was receiving my sh;ﬂ-
of attention from the gay set . . . | wondered if?
were somehow obviously marked as g possible tar-
get by these deviates. Had men been attracted to
me all along and I was unaware of it, or had my re-
cognizing my desire for Gerry Ford brought out
something in my personality that made these men
and boys feel that I was available . . . one of them?
Pushing through the crowd with Dorothy—so
glamorous, sexy and feminine, I wondered how

they dared to take the chance to be so obvious as

they were. I had been in the company of homosex-

- uals, but did not haunt their hide outs still T felt

that I was marked. All my homosexual experiences
had mostly been experimental, non-emotional, or

: ",- the result of too much to drink and too little to
~ lose.

Dorothy and I managed to be seen by the right

- people, shook hands and made nonsensical sallies
- to faces that seemed faintly familiar and to names
- that were vaguely recognizable from somewhere or
- someplace. The huge ballroom was jammed packed.
~ Because of the crowd and Dorothy, and my mental
- fascination with Gerry, I did not respond to any of

the obvious invitations. I remained smiling

everywhere. i : ;
_;_.H;-H_-pleasa.ntly until my facial muscles ached. They

I was suddenly acutely aware of the flirtation ﬂ;.,
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inter- = T suddenly recognize(
would just get the message that T W2° nﬁz:ased ~ signer. I had met him ‘:f}; iiﬁ; t1he far_ned dress de.-
ested and would saunter smoothly it oo Al Partieg ip Califor-

: e some other male i.:f- Pia. He was a pretty, aging little man a.
into another crowded group Whi . of them seemed . ing the crest of popularity that Year for his dac:
had taken their fancy . . - -n:t their way of mak. - ing some of the new Princess’s gowns. o
hurt or disappointed, it was Jwt}th another of their * cess and her puppet prince were sitti
ing a gentlemanly C“"tiie their sex desire and  hox along with Elsa and a very rich wi
own kind who would s - newspaper dynasty. They were the honored
need. 1 been through this same thing be. ~ of the ball, and éveryone had come to geq thgel:r?sts
I suppose I ha 7 Hollywood. I remember the - well as each other. I remember being amused at tf,z

ﬂr“eS . = s - " - »
f.:zlre at l.f.lrit: I;n'uate showing of films in dark prg. - ridiculousness of it all. The ladjes present were at
'I'.l ;t?;:feri;ﬂmj by some eager director, producer or  loss at to whether to curtsy to the new Papermache
je 4

riter but the whole proceedure tno]:: ofl anew = princess, kiss her hand or just how ang gush gid.
:le*l.ninﬁg}tiﬂ madness tonight. Before tonight. T haq ~ dily. I somehow had the illusion that most of the

heen the master of the situaFion, I could ta-ke it men present just curtsied.

lichtly and playfully ar{d toss it laughingly aside. T =~ Avril suddenly recognized me and made his way
could be remote, passsive or agreealztle + « « 1t had = through the crowd to my side,
never meant anything to me. But tonight I realizeq “Hello, Wally,” he greeted me as if we were long
the change that had come over me all of a sudden, ~ lost friends. “I've been meaning to look you up and
My desire for Gerry and for him only, turned the - congratulate you on your great success.” His once
blank faces into the face of Gerry. I knew I had to pretty, round pink face was now lined and etched
get out of there immediately. by time and degeneracy. I had no idea how old he

“Let’s jump this joint, Dorothy,” I whisperedin- ~ must be, but he had been a favorite in the theatri-
to her diamond-encrushed ear, “I’ve had it.” - cal and social world for years.

“Right, Wally-dolly,” Dorothy agreed eagerly as - "By the way, that is my gown the Princess is

she turned to another group to exchange greetings, _.,__j.f - wearing,” he gushed, “isn’t she divine.”

“I'm starved! We’'ll make a break for P.J’s ina = I Iookec? up at the familiar, plain face of the new
moment.” . princess sitting in the box in all her glory and all I

Satisfied that I was not going to fight Dorothy in could see of ﬂ"le go0wn was a splattering of sequins
getting out of this farcical charity ball I relaxed, I =~ ©Ver white satin over her well publicized breasts.

remember we were standing with a group of people = “Lovely, lovely,” I replied politely.

who all looked alike, talked and gestured like I was suddenly amused within myself as I re-

everyone else in the great room. In the blur of faces ;;Egi;nembered the stories I had heard how Avril e

.
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look up to the royal box where th : t. help, Ea}
serenely, elegant in Avril’s gown anfl Prlneess Ellt |
pleasure Avril must have derived b kknmf"ing t}i1t |
he had swished around gaily in her g}::} 10Wing thai
had had a chance to wear it. At leath}? before She |
queen for a day before her royal hi“gh’ € haq beep
herself grandly to her social subjects n]?srseexmsed
’ membel_ |

I laughed out loud for the first time that e
VEning.

Dorothy turned to me with a mock shockeg
€Xpreg.

sion on her face.
“Are you really enjoyi
Jjoymg yourself at ’
askded“me. Then she turned back to her ;arzt? she
sald, “That’s great, just as I'm ready to mal;\p Tllld
e the

grand exit to the comfortable confines of 5 Thi
Irqd |

Au:?}r}ue bar . . . this one wakes up s
ave you seen any good shows lately?”

IEW 4 7
hy yes, Avril, I’ve seen everything on Broad

way this season.”
‘I‘I mjan, good shows.”
suddenly realized of
| what show h
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rez;g”tc;.helt;ad all seemed so long ago anxga? (I;Efir.
S .mindor%; and the show he referred to vi 03 :
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Thank goodness Dorothy then turned and
to make way for the nearest exit.

d my arm
be «“Let’s all get out of here together,

e all made our point now.” He looked at me
wfath eyes that were hungry with desire, and the
Er;]dness of one who has made a conquest. How dis- X
app{}intEd Avril was going to be.
«Good,” Dorothy agreed, “let’s eat, I'm starv-
'!'.l'
< in a tizzy. He looked around the room
tically stamped his little foot In

leg-

madly. He prac

impatience. :
«yWhere’s that man-hungry model of mine?” He

yes to the ceiling in disgust. “I have to
ke a hawk,” he complained, “she’s wear-
hat cost me $750 and she’s apt

to run off to hed with the first man who asks her
.. she has no sense at all. She’s the type who goes
off with the bus boy instead of the maitre’d.”

He went whirling off into a sea of black ties and
white shirts, looking for his expensive gown.
“T hope to hell he doesn’t rip it off the poor oirl,

when he finds her,” Dorothy quipped.
«1]] meet you at the 50th Street entrance”,

Avril sang back to us, “please wait”, his eyes met
mine pleadingly. I don’t remember if I reacted to
his look or not. I definitely did not want to see him
again. Meeting him had brought back only too
clearly the memory of that show he reminded me
of, and that experience together with the ever-pre-
sent thought I had n mind of Gerry caused me
oreat confusion in trying to separate my dream
world from reality. Dorothy and 1 pushed and

threw his e

watch her i
ing a little number t
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ity to-
shoved our way through the mass of huma® oL ‘would ciert_amly have been the vict
e aha it a - canabalistic orgy. He woy)g i bll'n of an all out
That eveni;'lg et the inte apibEDE ?[f Wpa:dt ::; ~ both the faggots as well ag {}, SEKE;T; iex;lm;red :3}?
B ever alo™™ " = on the prowl for a real nm Tt
present realizations that I had n 1 was in the ®  {hankful I was that an. I remember how

self to experience before. Mthﬂugzsif [ was hold. S

midst of hundreds of people, it Was d my life @ : PR
ing up a mirror and looking at myself a;:au Iyrea]? ¢ baps Syf] v Playmg i Shrt. ] wondered, had Syq
the . ~ at one time 1n the glory of his conquest of Gergy

, While pressing the guests attending
By ¥, o8 UCEQ‘SE - - . .
% zed T was a young forty-two years old, s ful, ~ made the mistake of escorting the beautify! young

rich and considered by most, a handsomeé MAat. Up * man to one of these fiascos only to find himself be

until now I had never thought much g:boutflt but ~ ing pushed aside by these man-eating vultures anti
my physique had remained trim and slim, after a]] - find himself in the danger of having his prize
I had played tennis and swum for tw?nty-some snatched away from him .. . I knew I would never
vears. In my mental mirror I still had to find a grey expose Gerry to the masses at large if he were mine

] hair on my head, my skin was bronze and flrm, I R
was in possession of good white teeth—all mine, a]]

in all T was in damn good condition and I realized

that physically T was a standout among men of my
own age in New York City. :

Few people could guess my true age and only |

those who traced me back to my early motion pic-
ture career as an actor, and my marriage to Clea,
who was ageless, could possibly guess my age ...
and then they usually added another ten years to =
the actual age, claiming I was either a pheno-
menon or the result of clever facial surgery. When
these stories about my eternal youth came back to
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tery. I thanked God for my blessings. g
I thought to myself, if I, in middle age, receive

so much attention from the gay, queer, faggots and
queens in the social set that night, a beautiful

voung man such as Gerry would have been eaten =
alive among them. Had Gerry been present he
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CHAPTER EIGHT

n back a few years to the

: : -+ had reminded me. 1 couldyy
e i bk Ther i e, he whole thing iy
and bright coming up f:_-nm t el e Tl?pths in
which I had been hiding 1t f:ﬂr O m}:g.t € Whole
affair flashed through my mind in what must hay,

[ was suddenly take

been only a split second. I .rememllaer how [ haq
been sitting in a Sunset Strip bar in Los Angelpg

drinking with other out of wnr]:: actors from Jat,
afternoon until about 7:30. I did not want ¢, g0
home to Clea. There was no place for me in the
midst of the people she had lately surroundeq her.
selt with. I remember how I was perfectly conten.
ted to remain seated at the bar until unconscigyg,
That is when little Avril entered the picture. He
had come into the bar and siddled up next tq me.
He was a pleasant and witty conversationalist,

After a few rounds of drinks with him he wgg

becoming more and more personal with his hands
and his conversation. He suddenly asked me jf I §

would like to see something different that night,

“It’s a show like you’ve never seen before” he 8%hat would leave his friends and co-workers breath-

said. “It’s really something one should experience
at least once in a life time.”

All the Sad Young Men

we drove through the c]
bou.

Avril was not on the make for me
He had a story to tell me and he told 1t well. T re-
member of sitting fascinated, gazing up into the
sky while he told me in the greatest detail about a
very famous European motion picture director
whose homosexual quirk was as odd and strange as
any I had ever heard of. This famous director was
a man who was respected for his work in the n-
dustry. He was always seen at social functions with
a beautiful woman, usually the star of his pictures,
on his arm. He lived alone high in the Hollywood
hills in a villa built like a fortress. He never enter.
tained at home, but gave big and lavish parties in
various hotels or restaurants. This great man of

ear, fresh air toward Mali-

particularly.

~motion pictures was considered more or less as a

hermit-like genius. No one knew, or seemed to be
interested in his personal life. But he had one, one

~ less and shocked had they known what it was. Had
- his personal life ever been discovered it would have

‘I was drunk and curious and was becoming

bored and had the attitude of “what the hell, any-
thing goes”’.

“The show is at 8:30,” Avril said, “but first I .'"-;,g;i_:'-j__this. The director was a homosexual who never

want to brief you on how this whole thing came

destroyed him, and the world would have lost the

~ touch of his genius forever.

o
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As Avril told the story it went something like

practiced his devious desires in or around Holly-
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wood. Any activity In
ied on far away from the PIY™
His one great pleasure was to si
Monica’s famed Muscle Beac
some young men flex th?l
their bodies on trampolines,
each other! But one day the d
who was so perfectly formed,
looking man, that the direr::
winds and made contact wit
In his conversation with

All the Sad Young Me,

e
ing eyes of HGHYWQOd. %
¢ for hours at Santa r
h and watch the hang. =
r muscles and exercigg E.
barbells, and with
irector saw a youth &
a blond Adonis-like
tor threw caution to the =
h the blond young map k
the golden boy, the direc. =

L]

tor learned that the youth, thel} about twenty
was seeking a career in pictures, this, of course, wag
the famous director’s first hold on the boy. The |
director told the young Adonis that he would be =
his discovery. He suggested that the young map
come home with him to his villa high in the Holly. =
wood hills. The young man, knowing the power

and fame of the director, and knowing full wel]

that the proposition was and what was to be ex-

pected of him, went along with the director after
all, the young man thought, he had given his body

to so many to enjoy who could do nothing for him
that by tying up with the director, this was sure
to be the big break in the pictures the easy way ...

the big way.

The young blond god was happy to leave the
muscle building gay boys of the beach behind and
felt honored to be picked out by this famous man.

Avril had received the details of the meeting, and
his life with the director, from the boy long after
the affair had ended. I remembered the wierd tale
in sequence as it had happened and my brief part

. Allthe Sad Young Men

rtment he cary. 14 -
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The affair betwee_n the director anq the beauti-
ful youne faan Poutisted .and thrived, and their re-
Jationship was SO perfect in the eyes of the director
that he soon became obsessed by the boy and his
beauty. Soon the boy came to live in the director's
house, on the understanding that the director
would coach him for acting, modulate his voice,
teach him manners and sm::igl graces and to be his
protege. The boy came willingly and was happy
with the arrangement. The director soon realized
that the boy was blessed without too many brains,
absolutely no talent, and the only thing in which
he excelled was In the various se:{.acts he performed
with enthusiasm and his moronic ple?sure in the
beauty of his own body and t‘he a.doratlon of having
<omeone who would worship him. Two servants
were employed in the hillside villa. A cook and
2 maid came early in the morning and cooked and
cleaned the house for the day. The two servants
had access to every room in the house except the
one the director shared with his young lover. The
young man never showed himself to the servants.
He explained that the forbidden room was his study e
where he worked, and that the room was never to
be entered or disturbed. This among Hollywood

servants seemed a mild idiosyncracy compared to 2
some of the oddities and strange requests of other ‘:’,.
so-called geniuses. In this room the young lover i
closeted himself until the servants left, so as far as
anyone knew the great director lived in lone ele-

gance and splendor.
The director became obsessed by the blond

b e '-r.-'u.-- g ir
e T e s S pa L
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young man’s perfect golden beauty: Tan without -

™
"_.—
b

: 0 5

physical specimen of his d:S_Cﬂferfh; walls of the 3*‘*?

knowing became a prisoner With " % 1 pi0s ang -

Vi“ﬂ. ThE bﬂy I'UHIHEd t.hE' gﬂl‘ 'c::n. ThE direc. -3
swimming pool in his naturad e

tor explained to the boy that he shoul A

: After a while the

) ﬂtivES-
of nature’s true representd et Hovide and 1ol

’ - ' e :
boy’s clothing disappear th, white Grecian tunics

patron replaced n rare occasions such ag

)
These were to be worlh = .
dinner, or if 1t was raining Or cold. The directoy

brainwashed his beautiful specimen into believing
that he should wear the tunics and learn to drape
them in perfection as if he knew of no other cloth.

o
5

le 3:‘-!':-

DT

N

e Ll

ng.

The director also wore tunics and togas around
the house. The boy was told that he could not he
seen or venture into the outside world until the
great picture in which he was going to star was 3
ready and prepared to shoot. The young animal ~
believed every word of it and lived in a world in
which he was a great motion picture star. The
director told the young man that the picture was 12
going to be the greatest picture ever made. The
director, along with writing out scenes and dialogue
for the youngman to work on occassionally, also
furnished a large patio with every known apparatus =

known for muscle building. The young man loveld S

the high trapezes, the trampoline, barbells and vari-

i

3 !?': |

& or refused his protector’s advances and 1oy
- Soon the young god was returning kiss for kiss, act

61

used by the director at any tim ¥ to be taken and

: e :
The director became so Wﬂl‘Shipfulnf day or night,

: : of {
he treated him like a young goq. Hehzdl:;iidthhqt
18

beauty, l'.1e could never take his eyes from the bo
His passion was msatiable and the boy never tiri‘l

emaking.

for act, everything his master lavished on him.
Now, instead of being just the recipient of the
director’s passions, the boy became active in the
sex acts and returned equally the man’s affection
and passion.

This idyll of perversion continued on for three
years. The boy became more physically, muscular-
ly perfect to the eye as his brain stayed immature

~ and childlike. His desire for sex and his need for

more and more praise of his physical beauty only
delighted the jaded senses of the director more and
more. While the golden boy went on childlike in
developing a body already too perfect, played naked
in the pool and gardens, and occasionally tried to
memorize a few lines for the movie, the director, liv-

3 - ing in complete exile of happiness and sexual satis-

faction, was busy making and turning out the fin-

est motion pictures of his career. The director’s

twisted mind was satisfied to perfection, and after
a day at the studio he was anxious to go home to

~ his beautiful, protege and bask in the beauty of

out other equipment. The director would watch the _-.;j._':f-:.f-' its perfectly trained acts performed as willingly as

~ a trained dog.

boy perform hour after hour, day after day_whi{e
the crazed director lounged on the sidelines in his

One day, on a hot August afternoon, the whole

tunic and watched admired and desired his musc- ~ Private wierd world of the director began to topple
unic ana wa

il B e S, e o D L I e TR BN
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and shatter without his knowing i
b.oy had_ been given strict instrufti;t e golde
side their bedroom on the day that“fhtu Stay inrl
came to mow lawns and clip hedges HE EardEnE;
the my:th that his career as a star p;, - bEHE"«’Ed
bfafure it began if any outsider, no matﬂtzld be Ovep
h.lm. Any outsider could expose the faci o, “aw
?recjorhwas grooming a new star and th ot the
leved that the mystery and illusion of h?sb;y be.
agni.

ficence would be destroyed.
On the particular Thursday in August, th b
» e 0
y

stayed within the confines '

; : of his quarters :

gardener’s day. The gardener usually Cé;ris It wag

and left the place before noon. The boy Wait;dearly
rest-

lessly in the room. He felt like a caged animal,
. He

Er

h{_)urs passed but there was only th
:E::;l 1;1 the trees. Finally, in de};per{;t?zz?jncg :]}11[
. 0 tthe day, the boy decided that the garden:
o not come that day. It was 11:00 and if thr
‘igeft iner had been there, he thought, he would have
garden}; rnowdanywrfly. Listening for sounds of thz
S Gu:s:;n fhearmg none, he stepped nude and
P iﬂ t;he room onto a terrace and stood
iy e tonb he high noon sun. There was still
Figit Ie eard. -He ran freely around a high
g H[e:l :igafnd Iil:lrgeself into 1thf-.z cool blue of
rwater the len
f;i dtoh;‘,sheblshallow end. When he surizl:egf ailc?
el orclld heac! from the water, to his
s, , and later joy, he saw the figure of
, young man standing in the grass atothz

T T e W e TS R
s Bl
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n at him. The young
ing. The

ly over the perfect muscular
hare shoulders, biceps

Eyes 'S nECk:
andE pleasure OVEr the dark
to his tiny muscular

his €Y d
) S0 owTIl )
e .. were glued to his

lked unashamedly up

B ‘he pool and out of the water and
tth' Ear the silent dark young man. Their eyes
BIOCeE The dark youns an’s eyes moved slow-
! f the young blond’s body.

fection O
in the water with me,” the blond boy

” the dark boy an-

body blond young boy W4

of t

the blond god needlessly

swered.
't, either,”
how himself all the

“«1 haven
caid as he backed away to S
more to the stranger.

boy answered, as he unbut-

«QK,’ the darker
d dropped them around his

toned his jeans an
hare feet.

Both young men, the light and the dark, stood

d gloried in the other’s per-

d the dark muscular one

before one another an
fection. Without a wor
to the pool and swam its
d watching him 1n

made a shallow dive n
length. The blond one stoo
d fascination. He saw that the
kness as it rose now and

wonder, delight an
stranger’s rugged dar
kick up behind him

r
|
|
| then from the white foam to
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as he stroked strongly and expertly to the deep

end of the pool. The flesh whe
worn very brief trunks was cream
boy came up out
cowned his head
boy stood still, and stat
the other end of the poo

The dark boy, the go
raised out of the water, stirred

building and growing within
boy who was watching him so intently.
boy saw the invitation in the eyes of
god and he dove into the pool and swam

under water to the stranger.
The kiss seemed a beautiful thing between the

two young men, they seemed to naturally meld 1"
sether with the youth, the passion they felt for
each other. Without saying a word the two bea¥
tiful young men were out of the pool an
passionately in each other’s arms, in the ho
beside the pool. Their passion OVel, they S )
side by side in the hot sunlight. When at lﬂd
thrill of finding one another SO perfect ha kel
sided, the two boys lay on the grass a7 iy
as intimately together as two life-long fﬂe;e + ther?
From the moment the two young M€ = . pjec
had not been one sSe€nse of emt?arrﬂssnzsntwo beiflg
tion. It was merely youth serving you b’ ed it

tiful bodies that met as stranger -
desire for each other. siC
Their conversation

they themselves were.
common ordinary names th

t gra®

was as Simple

exChange m

d lyné

t111 1ay
t_hE i

re he must have |
color. The dark

of the water, and his dark curls
like a Grecian god. The blond |
ye-like in his perfection, at |
1. Their eyes met and held.
d-like head and shoulders |
the desire that was |

the blond golden |
The .blond |

the dark
the length |

on had be
that day and that js whjfnt}fz:;
the mower or the clank of the
ne learned that his handsome
s the son of some migrant fruit
WE;]S not sure, exactly, in which
4 el.ad been born. He had never
0oling and was one of seven un-

to dig out crah grass
hgd been no noise of
clippers. The dark 0
b!ond companion wa
pickers., The blond

state of the union h
had any forma]

derfed and unde

a traffic |j
ght

baCk ﬂf thE ca

of the beach,

a es '
fn;;];ﬂle new Wﬂr]dﬂft;hti b{}dy bUIIdEI‘S This was
2 S €asily and € Young man. He made
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him . . . all he had to do was relax and hold still

for the odd men who adored his Ph}’ﬂifml perfectir{n
and craved satisfaction of their desires from his

youth and virility. This all came easily to him from ;
this beginning. The young blond Adonis immedi-
ately found himself in great demand among the

rich faggots and slightly ageing queers who would
feed him, take their pleasure of his youthful body

and pay him. He lived a glorious life of a pagan, he
spent all day on the beach exercising, showing off |
and glorying in the admiration he received from |
the onlookers. This is all these two young aminals |

needed to know of one another. Suddenly, in the
midst of their staccato-like conversation they

would once again be carried away with their desire |

and animal passion for each other

I remember how sharply and clearly this evening

with Avril had come back to me while pushing and

plunging my way out of the crowded ballroom.

Why. I wondered to myself, had the particula’

strange evening come back to my mind in S

completeness. Had I, perhaps, been s his

this wierd set-up between the director ;ﬂf &
0 T

beautiful young protege, that it had some
made

: At t had
only captured my imagination bu 1 Jared |

whole thing desirable to me, would I, !
the way I was feeling about my own hand him
young man, Gerry, like to have imprisone vivid
within the privacy of my own walls? Th: [ sd
memory of that night with Avril, and wha meet
later, mixed with the emotional crisis of MY

ing Gerry tonight, was utter madness , yide

! . m)
My mind whirled back again briefly t0

ch |
o intrigued PY

W |

fortified outselves with a couple of drinks. Avril
noted that it was about time for us to g0 -tn ::
Hollywood hills and see the show. I did not knuwe
whaﬁt to expect, I only know that the story which
'AVI'II‘ tol.d well, had intrigued me and sent my
1m§g_mat10n soaring. While we were drinking and
waiting out the time to attend what I now knew
woul_d be some kind of an Orgy or a sex rite, Avril
Fontxnued on with the story which held me i;'; fasc-
Ination. It seemed, Avril said, that the two young
lovers managed to meet for at least a few hours
every day after that first romantic meeting. The
dfark one, who worked for his father on the grounds
iﬂ:}l‘.her est:at'es, would come to the villa when his
o w?s finished. The blond boy had devised a
g a]D some sort to let his young lover know if he
oo hc;ne. H]S. c]ayg were usually spent in solitude,
e S meeting .Wlth h:g new lover had come into
7 C_Et,h anﬁd h_ls evenings and weekends were
handsg: his director-lover and discoverer. The
i e dark vyouth Fntered the villa gardens
v ﬂ? tshec-ret space 1n the high hedges at the
oEva s o ti'prcfperty. He would immediately re-
i Spen: ih Ing, and t}‘wn together the two young
N eir hours In ;::raradise. nude and un-
ASlbhis €y would swim in the pool like playful
Vit bar!beleg on 'the trape‘ze together, work out
A s ts}; practice tumbling on the trampoline,
iing anifh ok and :Ellways ending in the worship
Gty v er’s bnd:e_s and the thrill of being to-

: €y never tired of exercising together.



L L B 5
wed, Tt e T = .-Fh'T..H & F. e 5
o R o B et e

it P_— b . = T ::'.‘.,-.1'. .
o e Tl AT e i A e A LA

68 All the Sad Young Men

After great physical exertion they would end up

holding one another tightly on the trampoline or |

.
!
¥

F'

'

|

lounges, or sometimes on the grass with the hot sun |

beating down upon their bodies, or in the cool |

shade underneath the tropical plants and bushes. l’
They never tired of the excitement t_hey experi-
enced in exploring one another’s bOfiIES passion- |
ately, until they reached an explosive, dynamic f
climax. |
The two boys played together with the abondon-
ment of two young tiger cubs playing in the freet' .?
dom of their jungle. They were almost a SIIE'HH |
team. There seemed no point in their talking Wlth ‘
one another very much. A look, a glance‘ or a tf:lllil{r |
seemed all they needed to communicate th?d |
thoughts, ideas and desired together. They plafwn .'
at sex as innocently — in their eyes — ﬂ; el
children play together with the sur[‘ at the _f-; 3 f
They practiced, invented and 1:4,-:~q;;er1.msznti:*E_—‘fiilh1they |
devious ways in the practice of sex in whic e
would enjoy greater fulfillment of their pass! |
desire for one another. : to M |
Avril continued telling this fantastic stﬂflfn 1 the |
as we drove in the darkening t*m.-s.rilig_ht to ﬂttf ‘o €5 |
show at the villa. I inquired of Avril of “{h; 20ing®" |
pect and why I had not heard of these we}iére averd |
on before, especially in Hnllywqﬂd W ~ticed PY |
known vice, degeneracy and oddity ETE%’ prﬂf“ci
human beings was known and dlscuSS;ie il AV
ally everyone. As we drove up to t y
told me how this whole thing had Cﬂms
seemed that one day, after the be’ ;
' : together for
spending their afternoons
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time, the director arrived at the v

early one afternoon. He went im
room and because it wa

his clothing and put o
togas. Then he went in
he went through the roo
and relaxed. He entere
the plate glass wall

1lla unexpectedly
mediately to his
s hot, stripped himself of
n one of his cool, flowing
search of his love idol. As
ms of the villa he felt cool
d the large living room with
that led onto the terrace where

which his young mu
director could not
too beautiful to

desire onto a coy

tor felt himself growing passionate with desire to

| h of them. He was not filled with
anger or Jealousy in finding his prisoner with an-

= oted that the dark young god was
Excl_?rfectly formed as his blond protege. At that
'“INg moment the director did not wonder or
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It seemed that

liquor and

to his guests.

- Were Sufficient]y

Ching the

. The directo

Whe
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beautify]
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A

these sex evenings would include as
out t

o where or five members of the half-world of

| bjection to be-
hoys seemed to have no o tion

Theﬂ t;;?ted,yﬂs they both enjoyed bfamg in tl?e

ing eXE . ¢ which the director had rigged up in

hich made their young and splendid

. . seem almost ethereal to the onlooker. The
g = guests were explained to the two boys as

en who were the- m_ost powerful anfi influential
people in the movie 1ndus_try, by their nude per-
formance and their allowing these personages-to
enjoy Sex with them, they would be furthering
their careers, the boys were tnldi,, SE
Avril and I arrived at the dimly lit villa a little
past the set time of 8:30. The great heavy wood
door was opened to us by our host, the director who
was wearing his white tunic and was already half
inebriated and seemed almost drugged by the antic-
ipation of what was to come. Avril and I were led
into a small room. I could guess that Avril, who
had been there before, was already becoming ex-
cited and stimulated by what he knew we were go-
ing to experience. I, too, was feeling a sense of
anticipation. When we had put on the tunics we left
the small room and walked down a dark hallway
and into a large candle-lit livingroom. There was
soft music playing from somewhere, the unidentifi-
able faces of two other tunic clad figures were loll-
ing on great sofas and ottomans facing the huge
glass window which had now been opened, making
the patio and the livingroom one. Our host gestured
vaguely for us to be seated and brought us great
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glasses of some liqui X *

and heady. No c:r?e 1'?1 T}iztﬁi v "t
other. There was 2 tension anr:; h
fht’;‘ air. The patio was dark and
waiting breathlessly and fearful]
happen. After a while our glasse
our host. Whatever the drink w =

very potent as an aphrodisiac Agai
. 1

an

Y a pale
tturned on and flooded the patio ancb;h:E
IEmm;;uzﬂnme stood motionless and stat ere_ >
WO young men. It was had to realiz i,

were alj
e alive and not statues or figments

light ..

n the

e th
& that the;j

Eif;stm imagiPations. Suddenly they heg of One’s
igher and higher into the blue night h,?-,]; to Jumyp,
) .

;'ijng into the air doing
ul perfection. At the end of thijs per
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that had dwelled dark
I could half sense

: ! A
. : ith the same emotion.
ﬂ'nd avr e fllle-.d 5 lently watched the

grange 41 light. B
odies 11 the blﬂﬁ di 11, though still unbelieving

tched throug y on the trapeze let go of the

d bo
eyes a° i blﬂ’?‘he actions so perfectly performed

.nging bar- watching. Avril sat up to watch

excited gl tu0Rs dark boy began to
 Suddenly the da 3;1 g_f 5
' ssion, It seemed as 1I O

breathe heavy WItP o ballet instead of an act of
In a moment the host and the other
guests Were part of the ballet. 1 too, ‘somewhat
Jrunkenly, found myself entangled. This moment
of madness did not last long. F:veryone had sp_ent
themselves of their passion quickly, as the drink
.nd the beautiful weird performance of the boys
had aroused every participant to a quick climax.

When everyone had quieted down, the blue
lights were turned off and the music came on with
brichter tunes and louder. One by one in the dark-
ness the participants in this orgy went back into
the living room where we put on our robes again.
There in the candlelight, relaxed and satisfied, the
men in the room began to converse and identify
themselves to one another. I remember how sur-
prised I had been upon discovering that two of the
men were “respectable married men with children,”
one a producer and one a director. The third young
man was one of our top box office draws and had

just returned from his honeymoon in Europe after

] wa

perversian.
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marrving : n
ying one of the SexiIst EME?;

host Ireturned to the room wearp;
carrying a large tray of sandw?rjing s
opened the bar and we were a]] ,'HC 'es and
selves any drink we preferred'*”lted
aphrodisiac drink we had been 5‘ Apparentl Oy
was no longer needed. I mixed mErvEd up
water and went back to my plac yself a g tch
two boys who had performed ;“Dnt e
pated in the sex acts with us ¢ doi:
the patio wearing their whit:; i::]l?c*s F

te ced I
ance they looked like two Roman senat
dalors w -
alkm

from out of the '
past into the pres
sent, The
_ y SEEme

tunic
fruj¢

Oy,
anqg

th: ,:ETETI)EF [ was at loss as to what to
i g fnan put me at ease by
About the weather, the motion ni
inquiring as to what my s
fI remembered him as bei
ul boys I had ever seen. There was on]
y

wrong with the |
_ | )lond :
spark of ntelligence ; go_d,

1 l.‘"r;- i
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ball had brought

. - n'

l thtlfxese memories. Had 1 sornehw.:
he handsome€ blond gndi, for my
: in my subconscious, a'nd
e rfection

'« blondness and physical pe
meet Avril at the
aldorf that night
lieved that Dorothy and

he frantic, frus-
emaciated

mories that his

ional trauma

ijencing on my OWI. The

time was like a thorn in
think 1 felt fear, I think I feared most
lamboyant and dedicated homosexual,

to lose by being open and obvious
about his perversion, just might, for old time’s sake,
or to gain attention to himself, let slip a hint di-
rected to Dorothy that he had been on a sex binge
with me a few years past and plant the idea n
Dorothy’s mind that she was setting second’s with
me. Old queens love to flaunt their conquests be-
fore others . . . real or imaginative, their perverted
and exaggerated egos find strange and cruel ways
of being satisfied and placated.

While Dorothy and I were standing in the clear
night air waiting for the doorman to hail us a cab
my mind recalled the strange ending that quietly
and tragically happened to the galas that had

0 the sense O
was already exper
Avril at this

added t

that 1
presence of

my Side. |
that Avril, al
with nothing
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All the §
taken : ad 'y
had | place at the villa. It see 2 Men
ad become more crazed emed that Hh s ung _
living male objects d’ artwlth Exhibitine dfrecto | Allt (ence where he had put oo his jeans
mere and more in the parti ﬂnd dethtedg .hlg twr | wrhﬂle in the detﬂgethﬂr Wlth his blﬂnd fl'lﬁﬂd, Stlu
sessions. His guest list ICipation of = l'nﬂaneln E nd shirt,_an . . the two bronze gods had escaped
U'f male dE u]tlple Be: wEﬂring hlst nl;; Dld alopy Elnd they returnEd to
L idark OF 4 Muscle Beach, never to return
director again

Viateg grey . t
to B M e

3 onica @
:: to see the demented

larger audiences, and m
evenings of mad ore freque
blond }’Dungn;?::(jlne:i ta:: Ing Place.ngiewefe th 3 a
strange aphrﬂdieiac Eﬂnad '{'egun to dri::l:ght the & 0 the ﬂnﬂ!w::eksl ter the director W
keeper, sat talking freel ‘-"-'Oethn prepared bﬂf the § Only 2 f,e"."rn oom, by the morning maid. She had
the orgies, and let sl; v 1n his tunic after y h-lﬂ ".; in s h'*'il iim s{tti“g on a sofa, In 2 white tunic,
that he had been Iivinp t? one of the part; One of ] digceve;e S i he low table beside Con
three years and was bg with the famed dlreretlpants half fnt e e staring e eingly towar 1 the
fert'h coming preductmemg groomed to s tarc or fq and hlfsﬂlelil with gymnasium equipment shining
Erem washed by the drj]r of his spectacle ma,:ln the ¥ batlithr ;0 the morning <un. The police closed his
: ;en eeecerning his futurECtOr had the young =20 ;fe as death due tO natural causes, heart attack.
daikmevIE’e name and hisepf;arrteer, that he had I’:;an cThere was nothing to be found in the houseé to ‘S}'IOW
fided .’;’Dung lover. The man t‘ In 1t, even from hlzt that anyone other than the director, ihed visited
i hiifl}k the whole thing as Z fvhﬂm he had CDI: there OF lived there The only unexplemed note of
pictuf-e Y and‘ told the young mJOke, he laughed it | mystery about the death ef the dlreetol: was the
alread In which he supposed hﬂn that the motion great number of white tunics found hangmng i the
CDHHE(iiln Dreduetion and that he‘ was to star was ] little dressing room e-ff t}me }}all. It_wae concluded
e wa;n with the production i1s director had no : by those who knew jmm in his pubhe life, and. had
oreat inte?f'unmd’ but having 1 at all. The young 1 not been nitiated nto the ldead director’s 1NnNer
ot T CDulﬁenee, did the mesto reel er.notiuns or circle in his palace of perversion, that the man was
lver do. He walked Overﬂtmlnehstic thing | a genius and apparently had beer} a Eaeetlc on }eedy
the doas Whitlm a silent message .w] t[l]] his handsome '- building whe hefl reerely carried h}e exe}'elslng.
side by side ff tuniced young fhons his eyes, and -'__ al‘eng'mth his dr_mkmg, to the break{ng pemt. So,
disappeared ],OT the livingroom_ ac walked silently | his deethiwas briefly mourned and his genius pro-
e oo n he.darkness an(’i ross the terrace. | perly praised and then, as a puff of smoke appears
Y material thing that never came beckr on the horizon and as quickly disappears, he was
L the directoy eve;‘ : as quickly forgotten. The two boys? They Were
| both soon rediscovered again, but this time by 2
d agent who had a penchant

vie scout an
n and re-chris-

queer mo
g up young handsome me
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tening them with tri :
‘ Cky ancd
:{:;m:ght them nto immediate ;?ttf-‘hy Nameg
:iﬁent thrust his handsome g¢ €ntion ., ; thay
clients on the Hollywood scen e o e
heity. As fate would have ite - @ blage uscuhr
s y d
e, e s e o b
Eo-starrmg in their own telev.%’ trapeey,
S;ET e;' of meeting the blond Dflﬂn Serieg
I'ty o g ,
in the e?m Sf' long ago, and he ]ooke:t
i yve without any sign of "€ Strgj h
f e ﬁefore, and I'm sure I was 'Ever a2yl o
hai:‘e_h ths}tl had all seemed the sa:n:tto
! tnészl?fsmnment at the villa. He W:'Sh
i ung an_d he was playing it Stra'nﬂw living
succes o :Jhe guidance of his agentlght to the
success now, because h '
tions, bei ' = Wansed Lo kgl |
himself ei?.g admired and not having tikmg oo
i i.r IIS acting was as smooth and t}}mk for
pired as the trained animal he w slick angq
as . b
» « Dut

1s dark lover
another Hollywood fablj‘e;[ had become stars .

1‘?' , min{]r - + . . .
I - J -,S Clark ’l.: }I D . . 1
1 Erl

: s1Ve me a bow] 5
sigh “ 3 of
4 nei »)
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which one could relax and

reserve one was forced to
rybody stared at

they entered the room, quickly
acknowledging them, and for-
d back to their own pri-
sations. Thank God there was no table
J.’s, and anyone who did so was

ved and soon felt i+ and either left
table to sulk alone and

¢ the day. Eve

ew comer as

every 1l
zing them,

catagor!
getting the
vate convel
hﬂpplng at P

very poorly recel

the restaurant or went to a
anwanted. 1 liked the clubby atmosphere of the

place but most of all I liked the unwritten rule
that had been established there of ‘recognize me
.. but leave me alone! When we arrived at P. J.’s
+ was jammed packed and Dorothy led the way,
again pushing and shoving our way through a mass
of humanity. When we finally got through the bar
and to the little middle room W€ were recognized
by the maitre d’ who upon recognizing Dorothy
shrugged his shoulders hopelessly telling us most
eloquently that there wasn't a table to be had in o
the large back room. Dorothy, not taking no for an i k
answer, charged with me behind her, up to the i
entrance of the back room, kissed the maitre d’

-...,_.'.:i-l :
e
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briefly on the che
walked into the dim room.

darling . . .’ she
swept the room fo

by and she reach
arm, ‘Get me a double sco

then she added, looking at me,
bring them to whatever
we chose to sit with .. 2

“Right away . . .

All the Sad Young Men

ek as she passed him, and we

«“There has to be someone who adores me,
said confidentially as her eyes
r an acquaintance. A waiter went
ed out and grabbed him by the
tch on the rocks, honey,
“Make 1t two and

table some fortunate peop]e

«“yes, Miss Brighton,” the waiter beamed,

already waving her arm in the aUr

Dorothy was
knew, sitting at a

as she recognized someone she
table in the middle of the room.

“Luck just has 1t, Wally, that we
and it looks to me a

do know s0m¢
g if they were

one here . . .
about to leave, ¢’mon.”
Dorothy led the way as W€
crowd to the center of the room.
I was moving slowly along behi
could not see whom W€ were 1O pounce

) ung
Dorothy greeted them gaily and as tWO yo

stood up to grab extra chair T8
I saw that the man facing me Was = ) into mlpﬂ*

eyes were looking
They seemed to hold a €
for something to come
olazed from drinking. Althoush ot if
booze myself, 1 felt a great dlsﬂppotive dark'llﬂq.th.
Gerry -ntroduced us 1O the attrac

young man sharing his i
out hearing his name We a

pushed through th°

E':il' sma g}
g for th ﬂl'd' h!

All the Sad Young Men
- 81
In a ti ' :
i ftllgrl:]t I:;ittle circle. Gerry, without taking his
in a flash, hi ne, put a cigarette in his mouth, and
lighted itl fos E?mpamm whipped out a match and
this guestur; olfméttceir;iﬁnw;mhm e
his e was receiving, and
T eieiiie;?_Ed to say to me, “Even I havegsnme-
B putts' 1p at my feet.” The bastard, he knew
& it lﬂg me on. All of a sudden I felt a wawe
Fisio:. rre for him. Hl_e was being brutal to me
Ry eason. Our drinks arrived, and while
Atk allgaa:e orders to the waiter to repeat the
s 1. Oll:ﬂd :and then bring us chili Gerry sat
B Dayingahs‘ ed in the attention his young friend
patiently for 1;1- I gulped my drink and waited im-
to feel ) e next one. I was really beginning
dbsen “urnd th*ill?tc&r now. 'I"he room seemed to quiet
Come throughetzﬂnvefsatlon at the table seemed to
B s 1 me in heavy layers of cotton.
“Well. i thYE and Syc.i?” Dorothy asked.
Gerry T e usual night out for those two,”
Went on tq Eth lightly. “Faye found a friend and
er voices and other rooms without
lovingly into e as”usual . . . and tucked him
N S
anﬂgan(;[e d}fPestEd_ that boy at that moment. His
a8 if the 1} 1s selfishness seemed to show itself off
true ge)f Iq;::i had.lﬂsened the ties he kept on his
iﬁme SontL *;d him for flaunting another hand-
hought of h €lore my eyes. I raged within as 1
lloweq ; Ow this boy had probably | .
T is lover, Syd. to y 'most m,‘qﬁ’rljﬁ
DREERs e T get so drunk to be rid of
g 1n order to keep a date, pre-




nature to me before I fell into the bonda hig i
e e

he could hold me . . . T sudd

desirable male had fled.
Our second drink arriv

and his companion signaled the waite
r?

as he passed my chair,
said. T did not answer hi ;

been saved at the last m

of my imaginati
My Imagination wag really like, T |
Ford, like all fagps: o2

ter by nature , . In spite
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e beauty, I believed Gerry Ford to

Ford much, do you

sked when the two boys had gone.

; don’t,” 1 answered positively.
im— : thing about

dly know him there’s something abou

«put, I 1% y hat it is, it’s something in his

029
o donr like Gerry :

. “T know what you mean,
he’s so damn sure of

“maybe that is 1t . . . he’s

«yes,” 1 answered, &
. then one

cold and cruel at times . .

calculating,

feels in him 2 complete turn about of warmth and

understanding . . for some strange feeling,
I had never met him or Syd,” 1

Dorothy, I wish
confided foolishly to Dorothy. “T feel there is some

evil undercurrent running beneath Syd and Gerry.
There is something very sad about Syd’s fading
olory, and Gerry's ruthless command of the whole
situation. Gerry seems able to let the paths fall
like chips where they may, step over them, kick
them aside, or leave them unnoticed behind him
to be ground into the earth by others who follow
in his path.”” I paused, Dorothy seemed to be
listening but said nothing. ‘“No, Dorothy, I'm
afraid I don’t like young men like Gerry Ford: o

“Well, Wally,” Dorothy answered drily, ‘“you’re
just not queer enough to fall in love with a man,”
she stated plainly.

I was shocked at her frank statement . . . did
she suspect me of being bi-sexual, or on the verge

 or what? I was stunned by her analogy, and
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I was more determined than ever tq =% A d B
' show p ile.” w much Dorothy knew an jett

that night that I was man, all man, Oroth,, 08 WE - mazed at h:ubject that had never been &

“Syd and Gerry have been an jte

Wally. Syd practically robbed M for Yea f' dersto % hetween us . 11 live 3
he took Gerry on, but in Spitetl:)ef ;ﬁadle wh:{ 4 ;I;ntinnﬂd Ej.ff l:an you be SO naive -ar}?d };tll_lfl ]{.;;'eﬂl]!;
against such a relationship, it seems to hgq the oddgs | «Wallys world you float, around 1n: Ha =
out wonderfully for both of them. Gerr Ve Workeq |  the Crﬂzﬁl’mth know 1N the arts are quee Tar )

a foundation for a wonderful career Sumls bullding . men ‘”E e looked at me directly and sald: you re
the theatre. And Syd? He has had love eWhere j §  or nobs hS only man left, my dear, and 1 ve often
panionship from the boy for a few }’Ear;nd com. aboul t;hnw long y{}u’u stay that way . . . ;

the respect and the pleasure of gmgm'He has
teaa;hmg, and loving, a boy who in marir;g 0
probably represents to him the el
i son he could Nevey
“But, that boy?” I protested, “has no |
respect for Syd? Isn’t that throwing t
crap in Syd’s face to take him h
. ome d
put him to I:fed and then go out on the t?ﬁnk o
:rhl;tﬂ?s of ‘hlS nwr} age . . . or does Syd re:l';:h
going on. I think i : e
oo g hink its hateful and disgust.
“But he’s young,’” '
| 8, Dorothy patientl '
:1{: me as if I were a child, “Syd is old %:;;Dlﬂlneg
hafi :?Snii on seriously, “Gerry is young Sid -h.a
ay . . . they have hoth h | :
ad
ea’ch other, they have both served o e e

wnnderﬂthy!,, I protested, “you don’t thi¥1k s 4%
times and the pressure, darling,” she
«it’s because of women that more
.nd more men h!ave turn.ed to their own sex for the

ed of love, understanding an_d a satisfaction. Wo-
nmeen want to be man’'s equa_l in every walk of life
and business, and women have succeeded to the
point where they have taken over almost comp-
letely everything.
man, can understand how the aggressive females
have pushed men together in clubs, society and
oventually sex relationships, because they have to
-dentify themselves with each other and to prove
to one another that they still are men.”

I was amazed at Dorothy’s deduction.

“About the only thing a woman can’t do,”
Dorothy added on a bright note, “is grow a beard.”
And with that remark as her finale, she out-
stretched her arms to encompass the room and
said, “Did you ever see so many beards and

moustaches in your life?”

I looked around and saw that it was true and
estimated that at least one out of five men were

I, as a completely feminine wo- .
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te moustaches.

] beards or elabar? i
BP?%IL ng,tt'z?;:i a beard, darling,’ Duroth%r] :alzl;ou
8| knﬂ;w you’re a man alright.," she 1!f:lug ed,
don’t have to prove a thing with me. s

0;1 laughed delightedly at the gorgeo e
She looked like a cottoncandy drearrfl,ﬂnd i
turned loose she had the vocabulary o

u

* IVer. . : |

' ., No
. oine the anticipation of having an all oat;t{,] I;s
holts be d sex bout with Dorothy_: ra
i finished her bowl of chili 1 [_el o
N 5:5 l::n the hair, caveman-like fashion, e
dmgg'mg e;f gmﬂke and hamburgeF grease . 'I'Jang-
{itrl:: iiv;gr Avril and his exptim;wee C;I;n:gl,tﬂ o
' ' verous model slither f
11:%:12 nA}::ilcic:; beathless with zhgee
finding us where we said we woul ﬁm;}g :
of thinking sadly, of how many tie i
id they would meet the poor lit o ;
fiaelgignated spot wl'}nli'le tl:ieyg;:;lrii S
f town . . . this sad, :
EZ:L ihe model breathed at al{).ﬂi :
a chair listlessly like a rag,

hank hair, and I'm sure that she K .

: n

word, she just sat qmet:iytblf}:ﬂs o

face and drank whatever ]r_lnp : :

Avril’s little hands fle*:ﬂ' ilman d talked 8o
air while he gushed, gossipe€

t.ﬂ_]kﬁd .« 0o . 4 1 ﬂner
HHEI never thought I'd find this

. I :
nd dﬂmtlli’; iﬂlked |

8
1) ﬂﬂdding s L

i.
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wrinkled, pretty little face toward the model, “but
there she was . .

' standing over by the elevators,”
he_ threw his eyes to the ceiling in disgust, “any-
thing with a unifo

rm on for this one . . oh, by the

way, the silent one’s name 1s Lelanie Schwartz, or
something,”

couldn’t help being fascinated by this lifeless-l;'ke
Creature Avril

. had brought with him. She looked
like a blown u

P cover girl on Harper’s or Vogue
that had been placed on our chair by some gay

Prankster.

Avril was all excited, “I just saw that beauty
leave here, you know, that living doll that Syd
Thnmpsnn thinks

" he holds in captivity? Well, did
b_e éver have g trick-for-the-night hanging on his
1§ arm! Really, the two of them were too, too

ady little eyes flashed to mine

» “those two together I’d like to see,”
aughter trilled }

m : 1ugh and he directed to
‘; -+ ““eh, Wally9» ‘

ks ‘]:ldden]y Avril had brought Gerry Ford’s image
Yo my mianS eye .

Plowe on

.. I hated him for it. Avril

Unmerc;j : . -
OF at Jeggy = cifully and unendingly telling us,

‘“ ©, everythi idn’t 0 hear.
Poor o1q g ything I didn’t want to hear

she’s gyp, vd, I really feel sorry for him, those
beq a bitch, byt she’s going to lose that
W LY sooner :

an she th

way up. His
and he's going to fly Syd’s
e a lifetime membership to the
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“Wrinkle bar,”

1s that?”
“Oh, you know, darling,”
.« . loving to be the center of
several spots around town t
queen and dowager set. A]] ¢
have passed their prime .
most of their money with i
wrinkle bars and talk aho
past and present, tell one a
they still look, and bolster
hopeless as an AA meetin

0Se their he,
t, Congregate
Ut the.ir Cﬂnquea

nother how wo
up their €gos . .

uty
In

How disgusting, I thou ht, thi

pfan to a man like Syd Thfmpso}::s. ff?lélftn:}:rer

hlg. boy Gerry out for the night with a y::)u o
whfle n!d Syd slept painlessly in a i::lrunkeznng o
wﬁhﬂe his lover was slowly setting the sce Stup{?r
bit exit from Syd’s life. T
“Oh, that Gerry Ford is a clev 2 :
wagged his head. “He knows where il;e’: c;:;,in e
that’s for sure. That boy has been brain piika'nd
Syd f:ur years. I think he drinks too much mys::llfg
jngc;zllg; %}Ea; fy‘;i":'nﬂt around, but his big holci

: 1S conversatio Ini
to make me nauseouys. Why didn’t tﬂe‘:laj fl:)z?l;]l;?j

up, but on he went, unmercifully, “Why, Syd

wouldn’t believe that hj '
Rt 2 S precious boy would even

hap.

y i A 5.

R T e T T T T I

, [
= §, e g, XY 2
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b he gad Young Men A
° ”
to us€ them. : _,,*f'r;"#

very We 1 hﬂwhut ap! Shut up! you faggot, my mind a e
ghut ' ¢ound that 1 was vacillating in my
EICI'EﬂmEd' f Gerry Fﬂrd. At DHE mDmEnt I Wﬂnt tO :j‘:l.é
thuughtSP perfﬂﬂt in every way, then thE:. next
pelieve h;mvas putting him down and :stampl_ng on
mﬂment ‘ring to believe all the horrible things 1
him - - bt;i him, but 1 found that if anyone else ﬁ
could 2 Dh-ng uﬁcgmplimentary about young Mr. n*
said anytnl the first one to come to his defense. 1t
r'as x . {:ﬁ

Ford, i for me to condem him . . . but no g

4,

et
GRS

- e :-1"":_‘I-

d the right to. Mentally I fought
thing that Avril was saying, Gerry cou?d not
thése things that old decadent -A\fl’ll was
soesting. 1 told myself with oreat cnnv}ct1qn that
Su“gl was just an old queen who was flghtlng off
}?:ngm exile into the membership of the wrinkle
b;r he had so far been able through money and
prominence been able to evade . . . how I wished I
could shove him into his place at the l?ar now. I had g}t
to get away from him and his death-like model 3}1: :
set Dorothy to bed and prove my manhood wit E |

:

;

¢

o . b :Ih d %
g B ol
. S i
"l I_ ﬁgk.,_,'.r*!"q It

her before it was too late. The whole evening had
been centered on sex, male sex, and I could feel my
mind. with the help of the alcohol T had consumed,
the memories of the past surging wildly to the top
a1l building up a frightening desire for sex expres- __
sion within me with another male . . . Gerry, Gerry, s
Gerry . . . please, make 1t Gerry. The way 1 was {
feeling I felt I could take off with any average good ]
looking young man. I had to get Dnr(?thy h{{me 1
and to bed to satisfy my mounting Passmn, believ-
ing that having satisfied myself with her, these :
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dark and evil sex pattern
_ S runnj -
brain would be released and T dis

: I
normalcy and sanity once again Woulq ret
“Dorothy has a bad he :
saying, “"and we have tg ]

Dorothy started to obi
ject
she saw that I was half wa 25

adache,” 1 &

cused ourselves and pus

street. I remember the look of disay Mg the

Avril’s face as we left. He h
“Later? Here . . .97 o

{:;ND, Avril . . . not tonight, or an
... I answered unemotionally,
“Let’s walk to my place,”
The walk was alright with me.
out in the night and give my braj
Dorothy lived in duplex splendor

Place. Tt was not too ]
needed it badly, Arm inogfmawtﬂlk i
down Third Avenue,
Aftr:ar we had walked about t
€Ven 1 my inebriated
made quite g picture,
selves at that time of nj
:veils and blazing diamo
Ing too erect and conge

Dorothy gy

In
we both
started Iefsurely

wo blocks T realizeq

or rather spectacle of our.
ght. Dorothy in her flowing
nds, and me, probably wa]k.
entrating on a straight line,

y;
lnm}
'.ll-nhJ

eave hmedja;?f’ nl)’ﬂelf

gges
I was happy tnte&

N Some air,

state, that we must havel
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toward the River and Beekman Place.
was new at the apartment house

. ch Dorothy lilved, and I remember, vaguely,

. iting him up to her apartment for a
hy 1;: ught he was rather attractive too, but
Jt derman played his role straight and

od to get us into the e]fev?ltor and up to Dor-

man{!g loor without further incident.
othy S ftl?; weaved and dropped her small evening
i times while searching for her apart-

¢ keys. ‘‘Seems I’'m suddenly taken drunk!”
fost iggled as we finally found the key and stum-
STEdgtimugh the door into the livingroom.
bE:‘I'” fix us a little nightcap,” she said as she
<taggered over to the bar. I started to remove my
clothing while her back was to me. I had only one
thing in my mind and that was to give Dorothy in
hed a night she would never forget, thus proving
my masculinity to myself and erasing any doubts
D::;mt.hy might have about me. By the time Doro-
thy returned with the drinks, I was standing strip-
ped naked down to my socks in the center of the
livingroom. Dorothy took one look as me and
started to laugh hysterically, “Oh, Wally . . . no!”
she cried. “You look so funny . . . its better with
your shoes off!”

[ didn’t see anything so funny about me in the
nude, as I had always been rather vain about my
body. Ignoring her laughter, I went over and took
her roughly in my arms and we fell together in an

embrace on a large sofa. The two drinks she had
made had spilled over us. They were cold and
tasted sweet as I licked the beverage from between

f -
vl
" . F 1 - !
- i " L "
. ; Ll
w - k- | BN
P

drink-
the youns

3
E.
&
b
'E‘:

1:.

{

|

g
-
t
g
¥

2 L3
e
F
e
o
1
¥
b
i;
=
2
IE--"
et
1 ;"4
) 1
(=
a3
;-'- |
e
e



92
A.H fhe S
% Young

Dorothy’s lovely breasts, My h Me
body S0 well known to me andan"“_iﬂ €Xplore
gajther in a soul-kiss Doroth bice : Ry
with passion and pushing herSYIfWas
to my body with desire . eth*
seemer:i to be burning With-f.ire l; .
my hair in passion, then she ex i 2
bed hold of me she cried with ;;E;Ed' s

gave me a smothered feel;

Ing of bein
semi{?ne whom I had no desire for Eg) -
réaching one climax after another .an; i

: W1

curves and the fyj] ;
kissed and sucked pass?;nded breasts I had just

denly desired the long

93

oft and open lips. 30y
rs so that I could A
ulled .+ from the outer space S0
o : basiae reatl:lltﬂrer. I dreaded meeting ;;
her wild Pﬂ.ssmznd suddenly Dorothy’s face became *%
oft 1ipS: 27 * "] threw myself roughly upon fiis
ng lips with a sudden mad WY
: Jesire. Dorothy was suddenly aroused P!
T point again, and as long as my
+eld the image O Gerry Ford my passiPn was
: Dorothy was becoming re-
rel:vﬂ":l1 ;%h d'esirE, the vision I held of Gerry faded
fiewe T withdrew myself as quickly as I could
“Tts no good, baby—I can’t
h note tonight—too much
“But you're alright, aren’t

r too S

ed her waitl

ay an S0
e explaming,

that mad hig
» then I added
you, darling?”’ :
Dorothy sighed deeply and continued to caress
her long and graceful fingers.

h, Wally,” she said in a voice that

“You're too muc
was weak and far away. “I've never . . . you've

never . . . well, 1 don’t think I could take much
more of you tonight, darling . . . that was the great-

]qu.lﬂl';

agt s
I filled with pride that I had been able to give

Dorothy such complete satisfaction even though 1
had been unable to do the same for myself, but 1
had proved I was a man . . . at least to Dorothy.

I slipped off the couch after untangling her arms
from me, and walked nude over to the bar to mix us
the nightcap we did ‘not have. Finally Dorothy
went to the bedroom and returned in a filmy neg- b
ligee’ under which her lovely body was in complete i
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sight, only softly enca i

: sed in t

1al. On her way through the l? : Vﬂluminnus

my shorts off the arm of g ¢ "IN8Toom g}, Tate

the bar and handed them to hair ang cam:gpiukﬁti
\

I slipped into m = :
y shorts s

Dorothy was looking all sgf?lc; fdﬂnded her 4 drj
. Tk

beautifully flushed from our Inve;nd her skin

sobered up considerably and T cou i She l:i.i

of romance shining in her eyes. Thld See the light

she might begin taking me seri
511“'31021@1:.]5;r

e the w
my senses were madly craving ?;I% M‘V b“d}'
€ claim

ed

and satisfied b
. y a male. T felt

SOr SOrr

herr};sasa]fff.haél pulled a dirty trick };nf{;]r Dﬂruthy,

S talienh and companion but Sudiir' I loveq

We smoked Ea :1' 485 JoverEen again revﬂ?séz -

X 1garette and X
i : nd I fi e,
dressed again and left the ﬂpar;:f:;f my drink
as quick]

y

rude. At
Ing and passionately 5
S 1 wanted to be away fro :

what had taken place bz

as I could witho '
ut be '
door Dorothy kissed mell;f B

could hardly endure it g

her and the
m
tween us, oy
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e warmth and
a paSSiﬂnﬂtE

ik

need
elt the ut of my systerm. '
of women O L § or enjoy sex with any Wo-

ever be thrl As I walked across

. 1d ever again.
the WOT little woozy when I

- ¢ I was Still a .
Sftr’;iird Avenue. 1 debated with myself

to take a taxi home or walk up the

d to walk up Third Avenue. 1 re-
d that the faggots had taken

but I had never been sO con-
. ht The whole evening had
o of revelation to me, an evening of mixed
and confusion, one of soul-searching and
in an act of fornication which had

fied and filled with dark unnatural

desires. The Avenue seemed alive with men who
were cruising for a bedfellow for the night. I re-
member that someone had jokingly said that they
were going to re-name Third Avenue to Queens
Boulevard. There were el with searching eyes
strolling languidly up and down the sidewalk. Many
of them stopped and leaned on light posts or step-
ped out of doorways in order to look you over more
closely to see if you were worth their effort of try-
ing to make contact with you. Most of the younger
boys wore the same costume of black leather jack-
ots. trousers so tight that they looked as if they
had been poured into them. They were the bolder
ones. They would walk past you and mumble under
their breath, “Hey how about it, hey? . . . any way

L]

. T decide
I having hear

desires aui™

left me unsatis

- lf 5 M‘I- i il s
£ L "I =il
ra ...f"-" E ] -
r-\..- 1”4- - "I"l-"r = i =l []
e s Tl -
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All the §q > : ount Men : o
vou like it, hey.” [ remember of }, Oung Me, Al W,Sad of yout ba:fﬂl‘e n néy d:gg}:rl;f;
these were whore-boys and they v €Ing g ¢ he imPY s fleeting desirable an that age
wares to the highest bidder ang the'-"ﬁ Selling thh?t of tth . such @ o]. Youth never behe‘c’esk at age
the danger of the buyer being rD“EdEI‘e Wag ﬂlwaell‘ ; Yf{“g, e ﬂndt Cr};,outh stands up and mocC Sel and
of value he had on him, but onl tor E'Verythxya - %ﬂvertﬂke 16 t has already begun to P; that
chased boy had completed, hie bujs]i :?fter theiy D:l“g o mirTor ﬂ;]ae edges. Youth does not rea lfleknow
heard that one was always left S ;.TSS dea], | hag ::ﬂ ok arﬂﬂ{ld_tﬂne day older . . - l?ut the age Sty
as far as sex frustration was rm'::-nnr:«atrr;r ;tEl tis ed § pvery day L ing minute is ticking away n.ﬂ O
not only end up black and blye bft » but he May hat every pass ts toll of what is left of life. ;
blackmail. Most of the male hooker 2 targey for | youth but tﬂku;gas <o wild with desire that I wante
were lovers, but would go out angd pisc.']?“ he Streey f ~ That nlgh;f ;ctive to be attracted to mé, to love
EI.'S to support themselves, If fhESE g up CUStom_ _ Sﬂmeﬂnﬁ attr brief span of time, to d.l'alr% me d}'}f
discovered that their pickup lovers v = Somehgy, me for oY 2 that was rising to the bursting POt
lic eye or held a particular position ;fs In th? pub. F  of that yolcano then leave me spent and Exhausfted
i which the exposure of hom Prominen. inside mfeacteie.ss and nameless back into the night

hich they had come and keeping their

SSrlgp  from ¥ long with the darkness of dispair.

S a A
g :' Seiri:*?ed to walk casually up the avenue, but I felt

I gl =t
g i

Gt t e
:ﬂﬂfkmal] usually pays the price they demzf] ;helr e panic inside me, a combination of grf:'at i
thar:uin} cases, they are so fearful at being exm’ or a Sti:::ipﬂ t:on for what might happen to me. I realize I
i/ d?qr:; havedc?mmltted suicide, and others h:ig | ?Sa.t [ was as guilty of cruising the men and boys i 1
: sappeared from the city, fri : | ' .r h as they were cruising me. i

b : i : » Iriends, fami] assing as much as y o
ﬁthtffuzt;]e}f E:VS)]Ufm 1:I‘n another part of the cogn?:yd ?;;g myself meeting vacant eyes jix;d featurelte;: B
‘ as teeling “the call of the wild’” av 4 ds. but all I could see was &
wa : e wild , es every few yards, DU ; ! =
i ;Eiv;lgl desperately to make some contact “T:g | I;:::::e of Gerry Ford. I realize that if 1 were g{}u}g to ; _
fms“'ﬁﬁﬂna EIT;h ThOT II could find relief for my §  allow myself to be picked up by Onehﬂf A :lilg;

’ S learful of bej : -' : h to be with someon
hands of emg placed in th . hantoms 1t would nave : ,
uals "%"?m a;i’ of these young half-crazed homose:: Eras so completely physically diffelfent in every ‘:ﬁ i’
would be saferretﬂn the prowl. The older queens . from Gerry that I could not possibly lde'ntlfyd _ |
o, Who]go to bed with, but, if T was al with the boy who had crept into my bramn B.Ic';dlil;
with youth Therz ?t“x;fay’ ! wanted to share myself |  sisted on remaining there nc; matter “éhizé r; b

; as agaj ! o 8 was goo y
verio bl o o Soatho 1 dE destroy, bis {mage-s o 'arist’sgcnuch. I knew 1

I h _
ad never been made SO conscilous ’ and right, for a good psychi
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98 Men |
All the ung bar .
Sﬂd uhﬂEM Hl'hgs g & if 1 was leaning {?I'l -fl hﬂ.d
was hopelessly lost in my des; en A olid even w felt as if I i
that I realized L or the ethinE ** ) ss, 1 someho curity of
e LAk S reauzed I'had croggeg OVer thae 3> by to $07° |ding @ gy reality and the se fort- !
that divided the bi-sexual from th at thip . 4 ho hed from re or less comio |
. : € hom hhﬁ an detac living MmO
had found that night in my sex exp. U?GKUHLI hecom® 1 1 had been
Dorothy, that women repulsed me IP $331un With ihe q,v,',rﬂfl ' to opetthe door afld go
they ah:.rayf; had repulsed me and I haq Eﬂnde‘red if qbly 11 4 1 Was al:!mld a young man standing In
kept rejecting the idea that I preferreq nsﬂlﬂug]}, JHS;E har, 1 notice + building. He was long HT{d
that I hupg onto relatu}nsmpg with wnm;?fn’ ang into tﬂdﬂ ws of the .nﬂ}é that his trousers were skin
my great inborn sense of midd]e class mﬂl‘ali:m of § the Sﬂf frame. I nﬂtlcfhinkjng how vulgar __such a
afra_id to face the tmth_abuut myself. Now ti anq | s!ﬂgt I rememl:tel‘ ck me that he wore it as an
realized that I was eémotionally an sexually t.at | - tig lay Was and it Sthu looked at his face and-sai_v
lated by men I shocked myself by realiy; 1My . disp tisement. Then e. There was the 1nvi-
h d f 1 ng that ﬂdvEf ndSDmE fac $ 1
ad come so far 1ntzn the world of thusexual- P ot it was 8 ha dark eyes that were slightly e
without any lHlf]‘lEdlatE experience wit it, th&;t}irf, ] fﬂtiﬂﬂ in his eys,r . He had high cheekbones and o
ki could/ngthein the arms of my Imaginary lover | tilted at e 1mmE.::,u.th. His delicately arched nose i
and the one I desired, Ger » I would give release ' B g full sensuous m arance of being oriental, but his ;;
to myself in the arms of any male . . . T had Crosse 3 gave him the-appﬂs coffee and cream color. Helwas {T _f
over, I had fought it desperately, but there wagq o B untanned skin wa d T stood transfixed briefly )
turning back now. I was on the prow] for a man | exciting to lnﬂlic at a ﬂ;
out in the open and on a notorious avenue gs mucl; E  and stared at him. ain and we silently made con- "%
as those who were so bold, open and above hogrqg | Our eyes met ag The tall boy moved on up 5
about what they were searching with one another.

for, while T was | tact

l0us as they .. ¥ Third

Avenue with the animal grace of a panther.
fear and inexperience. " 1 declared myself all kinds

of a fool to do what I
d the bar door but let

hold back only by

ai,rﬂ;ﬁf"‘;ﬁw?i : 3 *I. iy
i T

“These thoughts clashed and clamored Inside my . was doing, and T half c:ipeneseu e p
fll'i;kt hIEﬂﬁ.a {: remembered how relieved I was to see § it swing back and found my up the street,

apprﬂa{-hing PJ Clﬂl‘k’s ﬂgain_ The .' tized state fﬂ“OWlng the YUIII]?-EI man ' s couldn’t
seemed to give me some ¢ I felt as if I were sleep walking . . rey on Third

sort. of sense of Secunity. T stood at the old fash. § be me, I told myself, stalking m}if[; block before

loned colored glags ooy and was about t . Avenue. The boy was less than ha

bar and drow 0 enter the |

P A

: ' to

S7 _ : { a lighted wmdmhf .

1 myself in its noise and brightness, §  me. He stopped in front of store. He waited |

and to feel some human contgct even with " I ook at a display in an antique AN b
gers. I was desperate ; T AGU G Rowan

| the win
" My need to attach myself . for me. I stepped up to

¥ [}
. i T T
B il P e -
& i e, B T+il




100

AH H!e Sﬂd Yﬂ'ﬂng M
few feet apart from him. o
“Nice night,” he said softly. Hig vns:
: v
and musical. OlCe wag

“Thirst making, isn’t YO ST eplied p
All of a sudden I felt struck dum}p, )

know what to say, 1t seemed my
mouth and for a mom

within me until I thou

dEeD

€s) tantly

o Leeass
hEEl"t Was idldn

boy’s sueded boots on y

legs to his hand that held a cig
the hands '

bacco.

“There’s a bar on the next block,”

“There is no sign outside and 1t’s
but you can’t miss it be

always playing very loud.”
He was silent for a mo
slight laugh in his voice,
live right above the bar a
hear the juke box at all.

he saiq

_very dark
cause the juke box is

ment then added, With g
“I ought to know . I

nd I've gotten so dm.:l’t

silence and 1
he remained

antique store
I stepped away from
p the avenue. It had

hat he would meet

waited for him to lead the way but
standing transfixed in front of the
window. After a few moments
the boy and started walking u

suddenly dawned upon me t
me 1n the bar.

I was
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sionately together.
kissing 55 Hnﬂth?nl:aﬂsrﬁng and although
Nd hEﬂV}’I started to walk faster
When I got to the corner
IEIL on an old iron fence that
darkened sunken pliace tha.t t11131:;1(;,3
s all;e old brick buildmg: I lig
basement of t]d look back to see if my ?'nm;lg
i et me. I saw him standing 1n t z
fﬂl%mv;nfnt o.f the window where I d};a
A that another man Wwas stan ng
Sl ber having a feeling t‘t}at I ha
e rem:'I:cted. I thought of r}mnmg away,
; upijrajxld escaping from this rendeiwouz
gy Castill able to think clearly, but wa
gk wai r a few moments by some sa::tra‘;d:n:mngL
diSthtEdd if movement that came from t}}ed are
£he Eﬂunf tshe basement yard below and behin n-; J
depths : fhnught it was rats or a cat rummagi i
Aty arbage can lined down there agamie
i a‘\?5u’g}1ile I listened I heard, from tha‘t st?1 s
3 Wﬂui{ darkness below the muffled r:*ry of nute !
e dalnheard another voice warning ‘shhh, ?c;h::
i ust a minute now . . . there . . .1 e
s -d]uf human passionate moans of p ea i
thﬂ Smfm m the filth of that darkness. I pamchnle
g msed the street quietly . . . had the m‘; 08
SR e mad., or had my eyes only been oo
i EUE ned t,n what life around me w?s.d b;
Bll'll}::i a:r?al:andnned sex, was beirﬁa pra{;?ie i
ks and open cellars.
rﬂﬁTﬂl gla:goiwgalziced back to see _that m:n:{;n:ii
:11;2: {;md left the antique store window

d and leane
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AH ﬁze Sﬂd Y

the j ' .
e Juke box. It was Impossible tsn{_‘il Illlgh Colorg of
ow

men and boys ha :
The place Jas P:nf-;?‘:ded Into that small a
beer, urine, and cigar t: ed with the odor Ofspace_
As soon as I st ette smoke, Stalg
if my entra epped through the door I
e n}febhad stopped time for 5 ¢ felt ag
came to a halli-:l autb 9 conversaticn and I:W s
empty bar stool my appearance. There 1;: Ehen
Chditina Ly near me and I felt al] eyes as an
e tis I. went over and sat on itln the
my Dresenge Th ¢ Juse boxikept blasting aw.:v Onb"
my order fo;- @ bartender, eyeing me cold] AL
. a scotch on the rocks. The Cog’ took
: ' Versa-

relief when the d y rectly to
. ark young m '
thy an came d
rnei asilf ilalmlng me ‘for his own, Immen::lilateltyl hte
no se 1n € room climbed to high feverish p';':h
h ]
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o Sod YOUTE i

u -
3 laced 1t hefore him.
you drink?” 1 asked the young man

.mouth,” he answered.

don!t?!l -
o out the door just turn to the
t door is mine . . . up the stairs

e door will be open

r.iOh — they

«When Yyou g
: d the nex
right 27 = Lack the hall. Th

traight
anc 8 11 hear the drums. . .

-t and y'DU.’ ' .k
; bll-le downed his soda water quickly and 1 sensed
than saw him, leave from behind me

him, rather
and go out the door.

0
:lwhile before I could summon courage enough to
leave the bar and join the dark young man with
the cotton-mouth where the drums played upstairs.

I finally finished my drink and it seemed that
every eye in the bar was on me as I went out the
door. Once out in the clear night air again, I
hesitated about entering that dark doorway and
climbing the stairs to meet the dark stranger. I

telt a moment of panic and almost fled from the
scene, but my curiosity and my

stairs, where at the top I hear
of bongo drums coming from t
the roard of the hall.

As 1 approached
of the drum became lou

pagan desires led

me numbly through the doorway and up the dirty
d the faint beating

he half open door at

the doorway slowly, the sound
der and seemed to pulsate
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104 All the Soq v

and pound through my half dqry
I could see a pale blye light glowin
behind the open door. I :
as I was about to turn and an
down to the street the dﬂorn:;,a;{eiergy Way ack
silhouetted against the blue lightg inﬂnd there
stood the slim figure of the young ... ‘D€ Tooy.
just left the bar. T Who hag

: . 4 Toom thgt
lighted with only one dark blue bulp, He
the door quietly behind me. I stood stil]
tried to bring the room into fo

‘ cus; 1t was g y
without furniture except for a la

| . I's€ mattresg Cov.
ered with a clean white sheet that glowed hupm‘m-;,113

in the pale blue light and was placed in the Ceénter
of the room flat on the floor. There was 1 Sweet
smell in the air which I recognized as marijuang

I also saw the orange eye of a portable record
player placed on the floor at the far corner of the

room. The bongo drum records that were playing
on 1t could not completely drown out the blare of

the juke box which was playing loudly in the bar
beneath us.

The slim young man sto
quietly. I studied his dark b
body of a dancer I though
was wide of shoulder, full ch
His hips were tiny and his long legs and arms
seemed beautifully muscular

there an arm’s distance from '

od and held my hand
ody closely. It was the
t, a tribal dancer. He
ested and long waisted.

eyes and
e hen I opened my

ms P oF ; I}dc:uld <ee the beautiful body
drd elf awa

] ¢ t0 minE.
t in passion nex
drew I E,i;fet’:h;’fi uDI;l Jowly and I watched the
bOYFPe:

ed in the
Then theess of his lean body as he mov

f in a dream. I was wild with desire
if 1In

ight a8 1uld 1ot stand his teasing me any
] co

i : happened to me with
porothy; o “;E boil. He stopped abruptly atf;l
made MY SE: mattress leaving me aigne: & E:
rolled of ssion. He stood up and from some
height of my PH lighted a cigarette. The mateh

1 and
s Eekfsglllie{rcl his face which was handsome and
flame 115

atched him inhale deeply
i isztlifa?fé tIh;?:nld and lock the s;x;}::;ke
i th}? ?tguntil it seemed he would l:aurst.:.Lh 1e2
A Ll thold the smoke no long?r he e adee 1—
h? mult and seemed to collapse his chesi;.l un =
V{GleTt yv <houlders for a moment. T anank
gt d up and took a deep breath an ‘1' :
Stm]ghten’iie e and held the cigarette to my "lié
dﬂ‘ﬁl;hbaﬁsel deep and hold 1t as long as you can,
= ' if T had been hypno-
t : c?i?)yashli]: iz‘zes(;'lecde.mle ia:hlaled the weed-sweet
1se

' it there
lling smoke in my lungs and held 1t
smelll

iiiii
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106 All theSﬂd Yﬂuﬂg he ad Yﬂung i gelf, or to berate
until my sense began to soar. T e Mep, Al - disgust fo : mgll : ,knew' was that
did so it seemed my body had pe aled and o I enersy i what I had dﬂt n and 1 slipped off the
space. He held the marijuana tq mf’:L}n to rige int, m}’SEl[ fﬂ; was full of cotlo A1l refrigerator at the Nl
this time I inhaled eagerly and held 1133 48ain anq my o and went 10 2 51;1 d not seen before. 1 A
my lungs longer. I was in a blue 3 he SMoke n mattrESS he TO that I. g as filled with bottles ‘“E
world of phantasy. The room Seﬂmegd Wonde end of . and saW that 1t wof. them and poured LP
with many lights other than the bl ‘0 be fille ﬂpenﬂd lsﬂda' 1 ﬂpenec_l S i my parched mouth. .

el f club Kling liquid In" r. T turned toward L

ﬂ -
its col . yre on the be at me and holding

rh;rrg;hn; of thIe fb?ngﬂ drums seemed tq be aJsian
part of me. I felt a complete senge Vin | figu :
of . d the ; tl
so much so that I felt T could flo Iffaxatmn I.hwrnd he was looking dlreileﬂ another bottle of s
the room on my own. My sexual tz-r.EWu;a fa Bt ars hand oub Lo IEE R He drained the bottle B
mediate release seemed to fade away Sog gl o and handed it to s 1led me down next to e
felt that T was two persons. One who wasmEhow’ ! Sﬂiﬂmth his othE}' ha:}d b er The thrill I had
veing made love to, and the other lookx:?zym i{]m again. 1 recoilec 1o hg:ob'ody next to mine
watching the OWn i ‘e On MIne, ‘ i .
< scene on the white sheet, T wanteq relt of his 1335;“ the faint daylight filled me lw1th
_not of him. I

was gone an : f 4 e
thln 0 myse ; &
disgust and ]lﬂa awai’ from there immediately. 1
5 tion but at the

wanted to DF m jec
oty him to feel my rejec :
didutt EHEE pulled myself quickly from him

.t chance I
first started to dress.

sensuous and full of desire. I felt as i
. _ . if I
watching a ritual and that I was being ma:;eer:

iuman s:iacrifice. When I could stand it no longer
IL seemed as if the room were filled with ’ d stood up- 1 ' ly as
and there was a great roar in my he::llth fireworks ,:m“;' have t0 €0« « s I explained breathigesi
It seemed a beautiful and ' shorts.

: pagan act [ pulled on my . : d and
SL{ddenIy It was over and we both f@]l{:fr.;;.t:;l IS,E' IThe boy stood up withou sayﬂ;i iu‘:t:nnther
heights at the same time and with sexual desire: stepped over to 2 Fhet z.md bgofcgand I watched
fulfilled, I lay drugged in g dream sleep. We must stick of marijuana. He llghted ] stz s
have: slept for a long time for when I awakened . fascination as he m}?aled eereystepped silent-
I ra'lsed my head and saw that a faint light was leased the smoke from his lungz- ot the cigarette
coming through the edges of the heavily draped : ly over to where 1 Stmd. a;; if]haled the smoke
window. I managed to get up on one elbow and | to my lips and 1 autltmnatu.’:iI E}’ «miled at me and

and held 1t 1 my lungs. drag and when I'd

look at my still sleeni :
. pmg companion. | s

! i saying nothing he took another L

exhaled he put the marijuana back to my

delicately carved handsome face, T had no time or
| -
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I was suddenly aware that th

miSSing_ I

side, and the Juke box

stood listening i
to myself when I l‘ealizeg ;flllf;ntly, then

I1]
the juke b aughed

109

lothes. [ was th
qs MY dark dinner jacket and black

; range as 1t would have

ot 10002 Sitn bfight daylight.
at the sleeping and still body of
sion for this silent
i seemed 1o understand his need
or anything that would keep him
| world of reality that waited for

. 1o these rooms. 1 suddenly felt and uqder-
outsice and others like him, for the night.

was a small one. He was accepted as
.ok, or queer In that dirty little bar
He was one of them. I opened my
wallet and ook out a $50.00 bill and placed it
inside the refrigerator on the shelf where the few
hottles of soda were left.

[ was happy I could do this for him, for I
realized what he had done for me in my time of
greatest frustration without asking for anything
returned . . . not even my name.

[ gave one last look at that young dark body
<tretched out, doped and exhausted on the rumpled
sex-warmed sheet and left him sleeping soundly
.1 his dream world with his blue lights and his
pounding drums. I would be only a vague memory
to him when he awakened and 1 had a feeling of
sadness for him as 1 looked around the barren
room only to know that another stranger’s body

ankful 1t was

a
downstairs:

would lie on that mattress beside him tonight.
t is for all of us who lhve

e no hope of ever finding
at has ensnared and 1m-

What a sad, gay world 1
1 the half-world and hav
a way out of the web th

prisoned us.
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hea :
barrni;lz izk;ebﬂlx moaning low in the g,
took my Same. lwent Into the darke‘ di .
without a word place at the bar. Th Interior and
, placed e ba
front of me. I gl a Scotch over th rtendey
room. 0n13; afgt anced around the alrea de rocks in
opened the do er a brief moment why Crowdeq
g or and t_hey had seen th fn I hag
i AT .er]fd their sanctity had athlt was |
Apparently Iehazyie‘;’zre in gay bantel.inegy a:l”-‘f-‘n
since : aCCEpted aln,
Lo Tﬁa Sliaipeaiince with the azogml ‘3’]5 them
down on as the only one who - Vs P
me. Also, I s;enl; ;"Hmng on the side wall E’l:'::a}:"“EIB
dri;king liquor ffﬂmtzlz e :nl}’ one whoe :vl;:
and bovs SR ass. All th :
tht]e, z fe‘i:'ver; ;nnklng beer straig}eltﬂifer men
It seemed str ad poured their beer into om the
had not seat calnge and I had wondered ol
ed themselves comfortably af ?}‘T téley
e bar.

One b
y one the boys came up to me and stood

111

that beer cost a dollar a

a a5 MY Scotch.

bﬂttle, as mucﬂbnut three of them, had come up to
b When 1 had not re-

looked at them,

in the foggy back bar,
tly left me. When I saw the fourth
rd me 1 studied him

s well dressed In a dark suit and
_His face had good features and

cut. He seemed as out of place
that I did. He stood

“Care for a drink?”

: d
e heir advances

had quie :
they an advancing towa

sely. :
Y irt and 01€

0 .
1 asked the boy 1n the mirTor.
“Yes, thank you . . - - Scotch on the Rocks.”

“No beer?”’
«No need now,”’ he smiled back at me in the

mirror.
7 1 smiled In return, although I hadn’t

he was talking about.
in s ~«“Are you ready

a clue as 10 what
ready and

We drank our

to blow this joint?”

left the bar together. |
Once outside that airless room 1 breathed deeply

of the night air. 1 felt weak as a cat. “Let’s eat
somewhere,” 1 invited. “I'm starved. . + <

«That's a good idea . .
1d you like to 80 in that

agreeably.
drag?’ he as tone of voice.

we

till in evenl
d. “I don’t know . .

forgotten that I was S
tten that 1. . s

looked rather bedraggle
stammered. “1 had forgo
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d realized that I had

I looked down at myself an
ing clothes that
kil |
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How about my apartment?
ously, “"You can order somethi
!rﬁn_l the corner delicatessen.” o

“Good,” I answered qui 1
I had not been fnrced‘ ujkg;,-l Wn.rf .
piaf'e. He stepped to the curh o0 Hm
taxi that came our way.

In the taxi I had a better

thy
e t
and haile pt'-h:) my

out jewelry. His white c

‘ ufl
pensive small links of good HHE&SD
er spoke well and with a slight
His profile against the window

: wa
;&Iean. I re§hzed that here was no yousn Mrong and
aggot. This man was in his early thirtis:nd g1ddy

and to all eyes of the world, except the é&digniﬁed
Y Worlq,

was an upstanding
; young executi
gzra]h behatflor. I relaxed in his c(:;;a‘:lf Nnormaj
Em}pz~z~d:::urt ride up to the east sixties. J"Ir‘l-ldmmg
o pfthat thﬁi address he had given and g
He ;ajd fhcar I;I front of a handsome bmw:;i got
: e cab and we ent et
b . ered thE‘ f
uilding. He unlocked a beautiful heavyoyer %

which was heavily fretted with de:::or.'sli;i#.srglﬂss ol

iron, and stepped into a carpeted entr:n?::f’ught

There

was an elegant crystal chandelier above usg
ht for us to see our
the next floor where
of a high carved doorway

which glowed with enough ligh
Way up a curved stairway to t
we stopped in front

Jarge Yo d a huge old fashioned bathroom
cret passion.” He led me over to a
pened it and invited me to inspect
throom. The tub was the size of a

. hu e bﬂ'. ;
his DU he walls and floor were of pink marble.

all pool. T e
;rn: one corner under a special light was a group

.cal plants and on the center of the marble

of tropl :
foor was a large white fur rug. The room was very

otic and exciting.
«’]1 Tun a tub for you,” he said calmly.” While

you disrobe and get into this.” He held a black
silk robe up to me, turned on the water in the tub.
«you’ll find shaving things in this cabinet. . . .
and please use the stall shower over here,” he
- dicated a glass door in the wall. “It will take
the tub some time to fill up and in the meantime
1’1l order some food for us. Please join me in the
living room. I'll be waiting for you . .. Mr. Rich-

32

113
en

(he qad yourd M
v |ocked and stepped in and turned on
hich he Lrjrhj:whiﬂh turned on several soft lamps
4 light Hw':: hig ceilinged drawing room. =
? “the hue® » 1 commented as I gazed
i - iﬁ{:{:ﬂt ; , . 822

”Mfsjﬁ?he oM. Fverything was in perfect taste
!11"'1*‘-"'“my nasculine. : e
and v .« you,” MY host answered graciously. A %0

“'I’hT}‘]iH o it, all of it,”’ his hands swept the jﬁ
“And wiycept for a small kitchenette in g

ex

ards. . . .
He knew me! Who was he, and how did he know

me? 1 wanted to follow him into the other room
and find these things out, but my mind was con-

fused with exhaustion, drink and suffering from

pangs of hunger. I quickly removed my clothes and
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Authes 115
ad y ng Men
entered the luxurious Oung X Sad You
the :
wat-EI' over my bﬂdy, hoihz:‘? wher I r All i i brought me, unfolded his well
agamn. I felt I had log cold

the glass s and stood up allowing his black robe

0
und oy ed 1€8 tood posing in front of me as my
and stepped : I finjg @ fﬂﬂfﬂall back. He S «1 had a feeling that you
Snee oue. mto Jhe marh] o OWsg; ¥ amined BIm- d I
revitalized. On the marb] € roo ""'Blng gyes % to the scene of your rape an n-

w.ﬂ-uld retu I'Tl

d make the most of it. You
mong t . o be there ai . 19 '
over rocks waiting for me € showe lajg see - * ° }’n e and sauntered out of the bathroom, i

his Eyesz me over his shoulder, “by the way, I

th .
prepared myself for sha tents. It tasteq g?) Blagg ying éve dollar bill out of your wallet to pay the $
my host walked in. H 7e. The door Opene i tﬂﬂ.k o boy when he comes with the sandwiches.” '
0B e tioal i ei € Was wearing , black ang delivery q a leather riding crop from an ornate brass
Is everything ga] Eho.;:’e he had laid out fq Silk He hft-en the wall and carried it into the living
himself on a glownﬁ-ot bhe asked ag he s:al';lee. hoo Erith him as he closed the door behind him.

n m :
marble basin, ench placed beside thg w%hat the hell was this one all about? I asked
“Fine,” I answered as

.s I rinsed my face and toweled it. .I didn’t
dig him at all . . . and what i:} the devil was I
dgting here anyway. 1 had stupidly followed him
into this trap of some Kkind. T‘rue,‘I was now
strangely aroused and interested in him. More out
i of curiosity than desire. Ii-]Ie l‘wa(si 'agparfrgl;rnya
ni Whacked o of means, if the way he lived indicate -
;EE?TEE;E‘;?IEI c:if H}y day old beard fr‘«'}lg 2:; . i;]:s: He seemed intelligent and educated, and
Ing you?” 2% TR haeam 10 recal €Ver meet. | very sure of himself. He knew "whu [ was and was
| | not afraid that 1 was aware of 1it. Th_e whole setup
was full of mystery and intrigue. This roman bath :
bit was at least different. I wgndeir wigtkthe r;exi; f
' Revor Ad ' ~ as his particular kick was.
o e ok oft with i - Tltjgceﬁd?h;? (tih;l}i;e tub l;as hardly one-quarter
i filled. It would be some time bef{;re ;t ;m;ruelldazg
¥ ; S " ' ' it reat soft to
a cigarette which he tl;(}okui; that’s all.” He hgl?ted , filled. 1 Flrled my bGd‘i :;lt)}el ?'1 eg et
on th rom a brass container slipped into the blac ! 5
1 the marble counte [ emptied the remains of my drink and desire

I
cover myself. reached for 4 towe]

“Don’t bother.” he fli

: pped. “I’ve gee

to see of your masculine beauty. Fin?s}?usg n?ed
avi

an'fi by that time the food will be here. o
You know me,” I stated as '
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: haq .
HD&m_n hlm to heH " d fOI'CEd 1t fro vlﬂl{)n of
out of m ' T I screameg to & Y Ming
field and ‘}’ way! I'm fine now Ieén)’self_ “St,
: : Ind my happine,gg mth(; me play thy
your evil presence” , . 7 fal s ut th ik
to myself that | didn’t n hat 1 . € of

expferience before me. I
.atnmcus fcfr it to revea] itself to me
't was this young devi] had in min'd. Bl

through, I was read '
_ : y for it. An thi
n:.und‘ off the sickness I felt wgenH}g

We‘ both settled on g
and sipped our drinks,

“The sandwiches should be here very

large comfortable couch

EOE% ;ui}king gentleman informed me T
at’s good,” I » '
shave and answered. “Thank you for the

shower, I feel like a

exhaust one ¥ it ‘blus roony experience can
laughed back at +. Most pleasurably, however.”

Oh,” I replied In surprise. “You have been

117
g MEH
gad Youn : Ay
Al the _bove the bar t00?” My question did
boy ;

‘t t, . b hlITl- & ‘
Tillr:,:ttbsma to dlSt;:nes,” he answere"d. I find 11}:‘l .rim
B yes, rﬂ_ﬂs iefy satisfyling once 11}?”& great while
orgy that 1 frst time on the WEE:‘.i. : :
was it S -+ was a whole night of firsts . . .

Il';l!!

mean?’’ :
«what do I}:euan that what'I plan for you tonight

home cleansed and iree of any guilts

will send you

i mlgl&i?ea; ei'f*l:u; meant that by inviting. me .to

o d shower and then later cavort with him
e : I’;tﬂman bath would wash away what I had
i tlmd_c:.in+t:-' these last hours, 1 doubted it XK soap
beflnwaterncould never cleanse my perversion from
% and besides T had enjoyed my sexual expres-
:;; completely. It wasn’t something that 1 wanted

the world to see . . . but it was something that I
knew that I could never give up now that I had

into it of my own accord
ed up to my neck Into 1
Etepir was it my coveting of Gerry Ford that had

ht it all to a head. . '
br?;g sat together In easy conversation upt;{l atrl:[el
food arrived. My host made us another 'd:ns o
transferred the turkey and ham s:and;nc e o
fine plates of fragile china, s_upphe:il ez:iynuecl ;
napkins and we ate with relish and €O

very pleasant conversation.

I noticed that my youns
nered host seemed to en)oy
his black silk draped body as

»

and pleasantly man-
exposing as much of
possible, whenever
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possible. He seemed to mana
fully and apparently derived .
ton and joy in giving medg?:;%lu“l ﬂﬂg‘hm
bmi_y every now and then. These Studieqd . Mudy
exhibitionism came when reaching for ﬂ"‘_‘“h

or a hght, another portion of Sandwichﬂh?lgamtte
or just in taking another more cnmfnrta};l 18 drink,
on the couch. Although he seemed mﬂnle poﬂitiﬁn
in all other respects, there was a bjt of t}l'-. Entfugh
tious girl iIn him when he would brief] ¢ flirty.
himself to me. He would avidly watch my ye. Po%
to his nudity. I didn’t get this kick of htﬂctlun
besides 1t didn’t bother me and I was hunm anq
a wolf and my host seemed in a t&lkativegry o
for the time being. “You haven’t been turn;}oud
long have vou?”’ he asked me. 0

“Turned on? What do you mean . . .2”

“GAY! A swinger! Oh, hell Wally . . . you kne
what I mean . . . turned on to the fact you 1i|:
boys, secretly always have . . . but all of a sudden
you've been turned on to the fact that you realize
you always will . . . and there’s no turning back
... 18n’t that right?

“Yes.. I'm afraid you're right.”’

“But how did you know?” I asked because I
really wanted to know what there was that hag
suddenly given me away.

“Know?” he rallied. “Even Jean Hayes knows!”
“What?"” I raged unbelievingly back at my in-

former.

“Here,” he tossed me that morning’s paper

turmed to the HAYES column. ‘Read it yourself.
. .. It's vague. - but it’s there!”

b

W el
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d read the portion

sely for me to read.

tl P . » UI' 0*‘ : .
( took M hderlined F;“rpplnwait“ thinks he 18

ﬂt. hi ndsome pﬂputhe R plﬂy-uctipg
at notorious beautiful dia-
wealthy playgirl of cale
that when he leaves his
nt he strolls home via Third

ey ¢ night he didn’t even get

3 [ll'ld las
. the world . . o 1 gasped disbelieving . . .
«How 11 © ¥

i u
Are yoU he answered me calmly.

: d jumped on him as
o rage! 1 stood an _
rtegltitnﬂg for my abuse. I pummeled his face
1 struck back but seemed

only to seratch my shoulders mlgh his
d bring blood to the syrface. He bit hir?ne

d in several places as 1 contmued.to beat : .
?uf‘inally gave up striking him when 1t dawned on

' ted.
t a beating was what l}:& wan
mi‘gﬁat the hell is with you?”’ 1 demanded as 1
d trying to kill him. _
St{‘?lp?uve }';t!” he breathed pasamnatgly ilsl hgl :;Eg
toward my shoulders and started to lick elike :
from my shallow wounds. He went at me

dog goes after a bone. 5 ‘
mﬂ‘fi’mgsfrry, daddy, I'm sorry . - - he kept moan

* blood. :
ing as he kissed away _TYI e pushedl s

«“Wait a minute . .

I sta

nails an
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did vou You i All t},ES d oy

E i R ust said n
Ims : : e
r qul you up a little you did, . Me,
E'Hlﬂﬂded* I‘lght? d]d &tI

't
Yo

The moaning and s
down and sobbed

I fﬁ‘lt’ com R
dcﬁ‘ﬂ on his pathetic fﬂeels Queernegg whEn

HEIP me into the bﬂti‘j s Il

I h;j}?ed him up from the couch
en we entered the |

the trﬂpicaj Iﬂﬂnts room ﬂnly the I;

were burning softly. T

took o
n a sever
- - 'E Elega
r nce.
unmﬂg ﬂnd was dra]n]'n The

W o
S Ay e -
(I O oy ' J
i - B e e
LTS P s, e Y e

oy - N —
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e 59 |
e cOnsclous of where 1 was
roman type bath

relaxed daze,
austed on the great couch.

d offered me a cold drink.
hile. Both to our own
to break the silence and

think you owe me an explanation about some

en the conversation. “Such as

HI
things, dared op
why you have not told me your name, although
and why you blithely told me

ne of Jean Hayes spies?”’
to say that confession is good
] Wally Richards

that you were O

«well, they seem
he soul, and maybe in you. . . .

soul. . .
He seemed very sincere in wanting to talk to

me about himsel. I felt relaxed and at perfect ease
with him and in a mood to listen to someone
else’s problems instead of chasing my OWD around
in a maze-like brain.

«you are really a very brave man or a very trust-
ing or stupid man, Wally,” he started. “In the

first place how could

picked up by a guy on
over half a hundred gossip
out who you were in a minu

5

y fags who could find
te if they had wanted
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lable, or looking, Sy
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All the
Sad Yﬂ'a Sﬂd Yﬂﬂﬂ
yqu are auvatl

eﬂf, it 3?2
e was explaining to

to, slip off to a + .
mﬂrljuana 10OSS hﬂuse s

1th h.

» Jf a guy comes

spend eighteen or so hours with h; Im
him dopeg ang § 7. 50 m
ru )

vour mind? Then return, i
the same bar and si » In the ga oy :
“More? “rha?ddts)ltyz};ere asking fﬂTiclﬁtheatEf [ was faSCIHE: ged him to go on
RN mean ‘sit the, ;re?" e &0 I_ Eﬂci’ the bar and orders a highball, such
“You were doing the signal <; and as) n and 5“_:3 Elt means he :s looking for a piece of
demanded. gnat sit, weren’t as yo di ’kiCk S and will pay for ' e 9 1
‘;'V hai; the hell is the signal sjt?” you?” pe trade{];; dat.hat I had left a bill in the boy’s Te-
You lucky bastard!” : e’ hank god!
belief at me. “First you :feslhﬁok his heaq e [rifeliﬂ?rv;l;; you Elecided to talk to me and buy
}I;’;ik ltl)}lJ some rough trade tl;](;lzy that yoy, di(f,?‘ eisd;'i“k’ -+ meant that you wanted to be with
E'Verifth own you to bits, but hav:mld Yot ﬂnlt rﬂE' ¢ also hade you pay for the ?ocd which, was
= blazgn y?iu have, then get a runr.-. ﬂ;lled Y613 fﬁi | unneCESSHW . but part of our silent agreement.
e t}? eq you lfor STy oWn’ on yoy [ was thrilled when you picked me, I;Tut until
Calag e signal sit . . .’ I pursu;fh.! : ] thought you knew what you were doing. Now
S ,Oijou went through all the trick hlm.t  you had sat ~nd ordered a beer and drank from
o o Pro,_ he told me. “Didn’t S as if yo the hottle 1t would havie meant something else,”’
¥ those little queens weren’ YyOou wondey and he explained N detail the varymng signals used.
Nt resting the;, «It's amazing!” I stammered. “Now tell me
tanding against the wall?”
ke contact

about the boys S

«Well, some of t
heir fellow sisters
detail too.

hem are there to ma
only.” These signals he

Amazing, but the most
ach took on a

saucy little butts on

, those

why th | empty b

ey all drank beer instead O?rﬁzmu Is, angd
or wheh

1t's the same price . . .?”
with t
E.xplﬂined in

I had been aware of it
wasn’t in an analytical ;r;;l; e end there, but |

;!ul::]ibeen hungry, hung over a{:liirjil:)npi; }; the time, commonplace drinking gestures €

“Well. Mr. R: rom marj- meaning, showed what each little queer wanted e

» Mr. Richards, for your inf _ with the others, from being paid for his services —

ormation, there 1 prime objective, to participation in an Orgy = the &

last resort when things look dull. 5.

fascinating. 1 wanted |

1s a regular code am
order b ong faggots in
sit dowie;egaeiause 1t lasts longer, fii; EETS- The?
the way they fe they are cruising. It's S-::uf:y ? il
wear a flower ar flowers in the island s
over the left ear it meansS‘yH you
ou are

taken . .
- Or spoken for. If you wear it
over the

New knowledge 1S always

my host to tell me more.
«YVou are the most vulnerable target for black-
known . . » he shook his

mail that I have ever
head in wonder. “You were saved by some sort of
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unwritten law among queens.”

“What was it?” I asked. “What did I

“You apparently were picked up by Frdn s
Mr. Big boy,” he told me wisely, “Your Edd_}_’: the
pal and sex artist just happens to own h;lfarl]uana
bar, and when Freddie has a trick meet hi Of that
own bar it means hands off, no “Dnsengem I hjg
framing the guy. It’s an unwritten s and p,

pansy follow it or they end up with theiarnﬁ the
€ads

bashed in, barred from the premises and th,
to a part of the street where the pickingsg ijn
so good. Once barred by Fredricka, the Qu;: Sk
the avenue, a little turncoat faggot hag to be;: .
of his hide, and he is only able to cruise for trare
above 57th street and below 50th. The areaa{.ie
between is run by Freddy and if you have beén
barred and caught cruising that ripe rich terrin
tory .. . sister, watch out. ;
“But why was I selected . . . protected?”
“Because Fredricka knows who you are ang re-
spects you,” he answered me. ‘“That jigaboo queen
knows more socialites and celebrities than Jean
Hayes! He keeps their secrets and they make jt
worth his while.”
“This being an active homosexual seems to he
a full time job .. .” I laughed nervously. “I don’t
know if I'm ready for it . . . yet, I know I am
now . . . and what can I do about it? It leaves g
many ends untied, doesn’t it. It’s a terrible thing
to live life through as one being hunted and
haunted. .. .”

““That’s why it is called the half-world. . . .”
“How did Jean Hayes know I wasn’t home last

Mep,
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2" <" he answered wisely. “After z_dl the
all’ know that her husban_ld swings a
queet u}’ie bays them very ?ve!l for information.
ttle and anes doesn’t admit it, she knows 'all

h <band’s extra-marital goings-on with
i hates us. Once Jean has an ink-

d she ;
ize of importance, such as you, might
Emﬁnht fantastic . . . youre a dead pigeon.”
-x. TNE 4o
trip

» 1 said with finality on the subject of me.

«0. K. st you? Who are you and why did
«“Now, T‘mﬁ'- I'm not young and pretty.”

you FI*% tession time?” he laughed sardonicly.

i Z .« Henry Williamson the third. I'm the

«My nam Wwilliamson of Williamson, Williamson

oest
}rﬂgnt};?illiamsm- How’s that for openers?” he
an

d. :
Ial}gl;jlew of the firm of which he spoke. One of

st respected law firms in New York City.
thﬁgre you duly impressed?’’ he went on. “We don’t
wsually defend faggots who get into trouble, but
if you ever do need a lawyer call my father . . .
he's also one of the boys . . . you can always find
him at the wrinkle bar. I understand he pays well
for what he gets!”

“Do you mean to tell me that your own father
is gay”"

“As a three dollar bill . . .” Henry Willilamson
the third answered me bitterly as he picked up
the leather riding crop from the floor and began
to flag it hard against his thigh. “I ran into him
at a vay party when I was in college. He damn

near picked me up in the darkened room he was

her
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ards. I want
hurt me!”

a c_'nged animal.
It’s not a very

at me as if it

away '
1V from this twiste

s, ou see th

0o my face and

able to anger y
Jean Hayes lie

on familv
e | VvV gatl}
never discussed 1t bf:

has been _ -ge that T

He slashed w;']

1
,

dijy at his
1 Ilke OJdEr

anted t

IS riding crop
shook it at me

g man
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ns and hatred

f all their passio
. have

[ reach my climax . .

Iﬂe ¥ )
for release | yen and weary after this outl?urst.
i sat 1t alongside him as

mY was
pry %27 drink and
dress. 1 was saddened

goan hathroom to
b cay world which had exposed

of this

2.

elf t0 ™M .. is a monster that must be fed
ravenous and 18 never
constant search for

letion of himself which he can never find.
com} o to procreate the species and this is

n was mac ‘
he ONe thing that they cannot do, and is the rea-
t the deviate’s great promiscuity, and con-

owl for new conquests in love affairs and
gearch for <oxual and emotional expression. When
accepts the life of a homosexual and enters
fe of the half-world, he has entered a life
ms him to a life of fear, guilt, and social

stant PT

hto the
which doo

limitations.
A homosexual lives a life and a half. He must live

the life of a normal person, without exposure of
what he really is, in order to hold a position in the
world that will clothe and feed his being, plus the
rigors and agony that his homosexual life demands
of him to satisfy his mner self that must be kept
1 darkest secret from a cruel and critical society
that will not understand, accept or condone that
a third sex, the homosexual, exists in this fast
paced and harried world of today. Even statistics
show that a homosexual’s life span is shorter than
that of a heterosexual, which may be of some com-
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t All the Saq Yoy, ne Sad young M rly cautious of my

,.. pensation for the hfe-and-a-half th “"'h 4 pidden and ovem;any_ Dorothy had
g to live Y are fo actions in her C{:he paper was out and
i To a man who hgag Played gy nd : 10y | me the aftel‘ﬂm%ﬂ'w could she? I was
o an area so sensitive as homusemaht :fn“EEa 3 4 -116 answeriﬁver in a marijuana den

# years, fooling myself that | Was b;- B dig 0 the arms of a d Avenue, and that n}ght
4% that I could take it or leaye it: Semn%xua], ang ay bar on Thir ficial wounds licked mn a
g the idea that I would neyep Cross gyey tE'WHEIf on having MY supel;me of society’s elite and
5 line into active homosexyg] Practices, bﬁ' Ordg, | oman bath lzytown'

F % by my mental and physical Perversijon intge Five, table men abou

3 : where I would have tq be consta tly on - a Worlg ¢

1 wearing a mask of serene m Sculine p, 3;13_11&1-(1

P the everyday world to hide the m, ster ¢, lttlf to |

growing inside me, The Mmonster . | Omosexa Vag |

i now free and unleashed within m Hality

ai 1 My realization, at middle age, thay I wagp,

¥ lessly ensnared by the release ang expr,:_,leOnDe

my homosexuality, came as a fearfu] ang sickenl_:'f

thing to me By my acceptance of the fact that

] I was now ordained to live in ¢

I was living life on a tightrope. It seems
that I have had to weigh and measure every
- - €Very movement, activity and event, sin
night of the Bal] . . the lost blue da

ce the
Y with the

chistic twist. There was Dorothy to handle with
kid gloves, Even though she had put the Hayeg'
slur on me down to just evi bitchery . . . T felt
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

When 1 finally returned to my apart
conscious for the first time of my guilt
my behavior of the last twenty-four
sure that the doorman who opened my
me, and greeted me as pleasantly ag 4
of my transgressions. I imagined that
boy had read the Jean Hayes coly
standing just a little too erect and
wall, as if protecting himself from

decided to make a wild passionate p
the way up to my apartment.

My apartment even seemed to mock
entered it. Everything about the pla
order. 1 felt out of place in the room’s quiet
malcy. I felt dirty and soiled in comparison tgntir‘
neatness of the place. It was as if the whole aparte
{nent were mocking me and telling me that he :
In these rooms I would be safe . . . these walls r‘;
normalcy would protect me and keep my secrec;,

I remember that I went into my dressing room
and tore off my clothes with a fury that made me
want to burn them I showered again, although
already watersoaked after my experience with
Henry Williamson the third! T serubbed myself

almost raw with a stiff brush, I scrubbed with the
hopeless thought that I could remove the past
hours of depravity and degeneracy from my body

as well as from my memory. But the sickening

me 1n case I
ass at him o

me when

131
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8

goxuality and its pleasures and
ﬁnwll_ﬁfl:::i:[:;nvy in};.hﬂ air that 1 breathed.
)88, H:Ifﬂ bed with every nerve alive. 1 finally
[ retiret 'Icci*i“g pills and they put me in a
. gome sqleep until the telephone rang and

e from some far off place where I was
. me torture n 117.1}’_519913-

suﬂer‘ng.,s?rhis is Hank Williamson. . . .

Nk'? Who . . .?” the voice on the other end
SR s full of life and vitality.

0 .
“Henry
“Oh o A RS

23

th the whip. . ..
» was all I could answer. How could

.. voung man be so flippant, brash and honest . ..
th{?IYknow what you are probably thinking about
at this moment,” he went on seriously. “But,

L ant to show you the other side of me which 1s
IuTte pleasant and not so frightening. Please join
: lunch and I promise not to embarrass you

o fok 1 : : "

by dropping a pin or breaking my wrist. . . .
«Why, I don’t know . . . Hank,” I hesitated

weakly.

«well I insist,” he broke in with finality. “This
.« no day for you to be alone and wallow in _5elf
incrimination. Believe me . . . I know, and besides
I owe it to you after last night's lavish spread

which I picked your pockets for . i
“Really,” I pleaded. “I had better get myself

to work ... I don’t know, I feel terrible. . . .”
“Good! We'll have a good strong pick-up and
face life straight in the face,” his _voice lowered
a note, “Wally, I know what I’'m doing. Come o?t
and face it with me. I promise you that you will
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o Lo embarrassed
0 believe that you C;a;fl .Z‘
45,

you've see e
n th
€ others in

Do
you know where it jg9*

“I’'ve heard .
street?” bkl e answered

HI’H be there 22 .

“I have a table
you at the bar . .
Cﬂmmg, 1t will

I hope.”
[ put the :
. recewver b o/
a cigarette . , . and srica};l-:ndlt‘s cradle ang
e

' a
. whoheT

why they would turn to

All the gad Youné Men i

BT THE Hank Williamson of the so-
Perversl? " ns and «till considered one of the most
ciety €° 5 s in New vork. I crawled out of
5 ade my Way to the shower again (I
bed Seginﬂi“g to feel like a frogman; I was in the
- <o much in the last hours). I felt a bit better
water . 1last night’s pick-up now that I knew

d shave I pulled myself to-
enough to fix myself a mild Scotch and
o ater an fortified myself with it and dialed
DnrﬂthY’S number. She was not to be disturbed,
her maid informed me. 1 was thankful for that
and 1 asked the maid to inquire of her muistress,
if she would be free for dnner that evening, and
that 1 was going out for lunch and would call her
later. This done, 1 felt some of my spirit . . . or
the Seotch’s . . - start to revive. I tried not to put
any importance on the fact that I was taking a
drink before hreakfast . . . a practice and habit I
had not previously acquired. 1 didn’t let it upset
me, although [ secretly wondered if this could
hecome an every morning thing 1 would resort to,
to calm my nerves and my conscience. [ knew too,
that the rate of alcoholics was very high among
I could faintly see the reason
drink to dim the hopeless-
r if they were not loved
what did the future hold

homosexuals, and

ness of their lives, fo
tenderly by someone . .

for them?
nd whirled back to my love

As 1 dressed my mi
' ith a cold fear

image of Gerry Ford. ‘
that I had been pu ing him to the back of my

e CaT T T L, L = £ ] i - PO e -
e akneney NS TASS AR ITTR Sl SRR
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mind for the lagt ¢y,
&

bUt n
my first
abpeared in my mrf;izx

Nty.
ed m
§ eye .

) ertisin r'e per
H g and .

z}lmes close together. No
e w L] L] L] L] 1
ould go for a serious

was a sort of
el
account set. egant

old, were

= e P
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tted Hank sitting at the bar and
9 sses at me. He stood up and

o lose this place or I would have

didﬂlt; by the grey ﬂannEI set . - Anne
matl®™ % aled the bartender and a Scotch

ced beside his drink for me.
» 1 toasted him with my glass.
d Jooked around the roomfull of men
1 §iPPEC 1 to be enjoying themselves. Under my
ho Seemqgid’ jokingly I hoped, ‘“Are you doing a

brE-: 6309 H‘&nk?”
- he laughed. “This is what 1

ted you to see. This :s the select and elegant
& he gay world gathered together in dignity
raderie. Here, ‘n these expensive con-
anes, NO one dares to accuse them of being queer.
They ar¢€ just here with tl‘}eir amours, lovers and
c[,fr;?;?f.‘i, hecause the food is good, and also their
1it. They all have expense accounts, and for
most of them this is the high point of the day . ..
their camping orounds for making dates for to-
night, or having a little flirtation before catching
the six-filteen to Connecticut where the innocent
little wife will be waiting for him mn a station wagon
full of kids, while she smiles through her guilt

about her alternoon spent with the handsome
young golf-pro at the country club, and never
suspects that hubby has been playing kneesies

with a handsome young junior executive, or office
boy, from some agency down the street.” Hank

laughed gaily. He was having a good time showing
me the ‘facts of life’ as he called them.
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was well dressed, perfectly ma
very masculine in his actions
could point at him .

fnered, ang ;Est. He
and attitude 1, -
L but then, n ;

. f
dressed business women placed as pmpesw elegantly

room, could . . . or dared to point , grﬂund the
“Closet Queens,” Hank -called them l?ggr SR
breath. I was amazed and fascinateq :"tir his
clientele of the room. I noticed and nﬂdld the
several men I knew in the theatrica] buSinEd to
wondered if they, with their male companioiss. I
lunch guests, were as surprised to see me Wit.hs o
male escort, as I was them. ny
“Everything is so casual,” I comm .
“Are all these men gay ...? i Ay
“I'd say that eight out of nine are, Wally,” he
assured me. “The square men that fall intq here
think it is real Men’s Club, and they like the g,
mosphere and come often. The women are in the
business some way or other, advertising, fashion o
what have you. They either like it because they
know they won’t be bothered . . . or they stumbleq
in and dumbly case the joint for a man. Of course
they never get the message that they are in g
regal hotbed of Homos, but they take their good
manners and brief glances in their direction as

possible flirtations. Hank paused and with his hand

0 on .0 One’
genteel atmosphere of men, with = © I thi.

L T e s P Wt THE o o, o o e Sy - _ .

S e i
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' d his hand
i ey te he briefly wave .
: f ar:.rtixﬂle room, ‘“You must admit,
ek «yYou have never seen a finer
1 ... young or old.” Hank
] be-
< nd whispered to me from
mﬂkmg nervﬂ‘:ﬂli;had raised to his lips, “Even
.. gver there looking dignified, pompous,
8
= R I was too embar-
d squ? . >ht ahead of me. 1 wa bar
2 ?;::eg -1 the direction Hank had indi-
ra .ﬁ% his hand. I felt sorry for Hank. 1

ped Wk concentrated on my drink.

rema e::l Sllifn;t a:r:harrass you, Wally,” he said
t""We run into each other frequently. He
| through with flying colors.'The old
brﬂzens-u robably stop at our table with a fe-:;v
pinh eni}arks of recognition . . . and bully his

f what would otherwise be ‘touchy’ situa-

tion- inning to feel my drinks and I was glad

: : . k sug-

he waiter came to take our order Han :
Whireldt hti'le London Broil, which was alright with
if: but he also ordered another drink for both of

he same time. <
. :1 may get up and do a dance, Hank. . . .” I told

' &3 : nine to feel like it is cock-
him lightly. “I'm beginning ,
t;il time all over the world. . . . I’'m not used tg

this much to drink without some _fc:od in ff : .(;u

“I'm glad you are tiddly . . . 1t's goo cr:-3 3:; i
:n time of crisis. Aren’t you glad you cam i
and took a look 1n the world around you mn :
lieved to see that you are no

oht? Aren’t you re
ZIgune, and that there 1s a decent sort of way to




meet your problem . . . out j e
others of your kind?” He pPaused
“I don’t mean my kind of
hesitated again and I turnpe y
I could see the sincerity wr?ttaeﬁdﬂiﬂﬂkeg at hin,

“Forgive me for last night, WaH;r o |

n thE Ope
: then addE:i]’ Wlth
Sicknesg, Wall Sadly,

simply. “It was madness on m " he Stal;,e
_ : Y part : d
tc;: what I did. I like you, and ] W:Etsubject You
friend . . . I promise it will never happe ynu.f“r a
never.”’ DEN agaiy: il

“Let’s forget it ever happened * I tri
: ) tr
him. Then I added, most sincerely i i)

at myself for saying it . . . but I k:;eand SUIDrigeq

“I want us to be friends Hank. I it.
; . 1 sud

stand you and like you very much. ” °1y under.

_A look of such gratitude and

his face that I felt as if I had giv

helping hand at a time of or
great need. w

both happy and relaxed in our newly fEWere

friendship. ki

Drinks and lunch arrived and we fell int
conve_rsation together that was easy and natuT- ;i
We discussed the theatre, politics, Hollywood a&d.
mutual friends whom we had discovered that :
both knew. Hank knew Dorothy slightly and :e
asked me how I was going to handle that situatione
I tol::i him that I hoped that I could continue m |
relationship with Dorothy just as it had alwa .
been. Hank shook his head sadly, “I'm afrabi;j

D?rothy i§ too sensitive and too wise for that,” he
sa.Id knowingly. “Soon you will give yourself“;wa

with her, and she will suddenly know. Will shz
understand you or hate you, Wally? How much

relief came into
en a little boy 1

T P R

Sad Young Men .

n to her . . . do you know?”
Jo yOU  know, Hank . . . I really don’t know.
«] don ay have deeper feelings for me than I
porothy n: up until the night before last I thought
realiZe bl;ways been just pals together, but then,
we had_ a happened between us . . . an awful thing
sgmetl?,m% stopped talking for a moment as I
reallys ¢ of how I had fooled Dorothy with my fake
t_huu_gh tor her, when I was actually consumed
.+ desire for a boy I had met, but fleetingly,
wil , few hours before. Hank waited for me to
nnl};inu& «gomething happened, Hank, that led
con to believe she was everything I wanted in a
l::;nan . it was a cruel thing to do to her when
} couldn’t have cared less about her for the mo-
ment, and was thinking only of a boy I had just

. It was freakish, but I think she may now

»)

met . -
really care for me. . ..

Hank had no answer for me. We both ate our
lunch for a while, in silence.

I had noticed the waiters bringing telephones
to the tables.

“T must call Dorothy ... Do you think it is
alright to call from here?” 1 asked Hank, doubt-
fully.

‘“Perfectly safe, my friend,” he beamed slyly.
“You are having lunch with your new lawyer and
East Coast representative, Henry Williamson, the
third.”

I looked at him in amazement. Was this a form
of blackmail . . . or was he a wizard. I had been
advised by my west coast legal representative to
make a choice of some good firm to handle my
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eastern affairs. They had suggeste
York law firms, and it sudden] S
that the firm of all these Williamson’s had

among those listed. I looked at Hank
heartily. “You scoundrel , . 17 | accu:?j ll?}“ghﬁd
Im gaf.

You were out gunning for me all the time
“Well, maybe so, in a way,” he confesse;j
1t was accidental that you turned up in thatjd'
bar. I hadn’t planned it that way, and besl_l‘(ligy
being tight and yearning for some activity Ildes
cided to throw caution to the winds and S;e ife-
could make the scene with you . . . and also i
could see that you were like a lamb going to ’its
slaughter with that bunch of rough trade ang male
whores ready to spring on you . . .” he laughe(
to himself. “In spite of what happened with us
I think I might have also done you a favor
buddy ...” :

So, the firm of Williamson, Williamson and Wil-
liamson became my legal representatives, and I’ve
never had finer representation . . . or a more de-
voted and sincere friend than Hank.

I decided to call Dorothy immediately from the
table. I flagged down a waiter and ordered a phone,
I was relieved that I was able to call her and tell
her truthfully that I was having lunch with my

new lawyer. Dorothy was just awake when I
reached her. She approved of my choice of lawyers

Hbut

b i - L o

her UP "5 usua

drain F’f
thing 11
and beau

table. Dorothy . . .” I managed to mumble,

and hung up t

from now
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hat evening and I promised to pick

for dinner t she didn’t arrive at my apartment

1. We laughed and when I was just
i dbye to her, Hank’s fEli-JhEI' StDPpEd .by
ing 8% +h Gerry Ford following behind him.
l .1to Gerry’s face and I felt myself
I was never so taken back by any-
e. There he stood In all his youth

and real, right in front of our

ngd up
color.
my lif
ty, alve

1 (11}1{(3, '
3 he telephone receiver.

«wally, this is my father, and head of the firm
now takes every legal breath with you
on,” Hank introduced us informally.

«How do you do, Mr. Richards,” the elderly,

whitehaired and handsome Mr. Williamson the
second, said pleasantly as we shook hands. “It’s

a pleasure to meet you, and I’m proud to have
you with us. You are one of our most exciting

young writers of today. I have enjoyed your work

very much.” : ‘

In my surprise state of mind at coming face to
face with Gerry Ford so unexpectedly, I hardly
heard the elderly Williamson at all. I did manage
to thank him for his compliments and heard him
introduce Gerry Ford. e

“Mr. Ford, you know my son, 1 believe,” they
did. “And this is Mr. Richards, a fine writer as

- 23
you know and a new client of ours. . . .

a‘nd tOlC: me to tell Hank not to ‘take up all my Gerry extended his strong tanned h_and toward
time ... I was beginning to read a double meaning mine and we shook hands. The physical contact
into everything that was said. We made our date | with him was as if someone had knocked the breath
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of surprise on my fa

| & I |
ring last night . Sl

2 .but you were

0
e OF @partmen,

dnswerin ?

¥y

from
, but instead [ he o

saymg, “You must call me agam: . - oop

I was out, . . ”

“Iwill...” he answered
- . smoot
straight in the eye, “ . later . . ’I’ﬂ
mz hand and it dropped to the table.
Well,” spoke Hank’s gay and attra

I believe my son has already attac

ctive father,
to you as his persona] clie

hed himsge]t

| nt. .. which i
certain papers are signed it el

advisors in California. Go
He gave hig friend

I will contact your lega]
odbye, gentlemen. T

— e i g
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and €0 't believe -+ was my father who upset you,

I 2 Hank asked gently.
was it wal yt’s 'that HOY « v confessed. It was
£ £ 1

tell someone of my preoccupation with his
o 10 Jo T told Hank of our brief meeting
o young man had upset me, and that
D“qble to get him completely out of my mind,
[ was EH:J“h [ had gone to bed with both Fredricka
{t}hbHﬂnk and, alas, poor Dorothy . . . I
1dn't erase Gerry from my mind . . . I was half
muged with thoughts of him.
Cr?sEvE“ seeing him with other men, that young
an at P.J.’s the night before last, when he should
?{WB heen taking care of old drunken Syd Thomp-
<on, and NOW today with your father, here . . .I
stili desire him even though I know he is no

evel t_
ﬂﬂd wil

y

good. . - - : :
1 know how these things can be,” Hank said

understandingly. “Unrequited and imaginary love
can be plain hell . . . T know, but about one thing
vou are wrong. Mr. Ford is not one of my dear
old father’s tricks.” I looked at him briefly to see
if my new friend, and lawyer was telling me the
truth . . . or had just started to protect me, pro-
fessionally. I could see he was being honest. “We
handle Syd Thompson,” Hank continued. “And
as far as I know, that was a real business lunch
with the old man and Gerry Ford.”

“I wonder,” I said, almost to myself. “I wonder
what that young man is all about . . ."

“Well, Wally,” Hank tried to reassure me, “‘As
far as I know, Gerry Ford shoots straight with
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everybody . . . including Syd Thompson, 1
of what you are thinking, Gerry Ford js -non ipite
Cheat

and if he does play on the side . .
business knows of it. A cup of
a friend now and then . . . Ea w;:f;i a drink With
Ford wasn’t born just when Syd met hipy Y
you discovered him! He’s bound tq Lk
other than the one we know of at the py ok life
... Haven’t YOU?” Prosent time
“Yes, but . . .” I started to
would not let me interrupt him.

“Look, fella! our firm represents the m

protest, but Hank

an T
SON! . . . Mr. Ford, also represents Thi]OMP-
and damn well too . . . I’'ve made a play for thg Sl::::f::n’r
y

myself and he has passed off my advance
he had no idea of what I was all about! I sug
that you go home and prepare yourself i

: for hi
call, my friend . . . because that boy h 3
o y has eyes for

S as if

J the Sad Young Men 2

Al

CHAPTER TWELVE

As 1 lolled lazily in the bed that Gerry had just

_d listened to him moving about the apart-
left, tﬂ 1 recalled that it was just a little over three
ment, that I had left Henry at the ‘Brass Door,’

ago : :
giiiriad come back to this apartment to wait for

Gerry Ford’s telephone call.

How long ago that seemed to me now, now that
{ had shared my life with him in near perfect
harmony and love for all this time.

1 wonder why, on this particular morning, I
should let my mind wander back into past events
like a person who 1s drowning and whose whole life
flashes in three minutes? Kaleidoscopic, with ever
changing patterns and colors, my introduction, and
adoption of my life in the homosexual world had
been pictured clearly and in detail on the movie
screen of my mind.

I remember how sure Henry Williamson was con-
vinced that Gerry would call me. I could feel,
anew, the doubts I had nourished that he would
not. I could still hear him say to me, as he left
our table with Henry’s father, ‘I will . . .” then
adding subtly, ‘later. ...’

I could see myself as I was that afternoon three
years ago. I had returned to this apartment
wrapped in cloak of emotional fear and apprehen-
sion. I was praying that he would call, and in a
strange way, hoping that he wouldn’t. Just seeing

- -I-l.'-".'?l
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him at lunch, briefly, had un
r : ne
i e e e
actually nevl I];‘lg A2 Y, o one anﬂth’ ; OrTieq,
this E.'rt;flt antz:;‘ f E'ld o TR Th:r‘ s .
us that‘ Il didn'?ght&mng Communicatire st
cope with it 1 _Understand, and felt On betwear.
; tl 1 1t 1n his presence, or awa helplﬁ‘fss to
Pl
as if I were n ?DI’S. ; Pﬂced the rooms < hiber
watedoni bl 10 EKDECtII:Jg anything to hrESﬂEle}’
Catmal y telephone which seemed t 4Ppen. |
rom its place on my desk. It Igﬂkedotstare at me
0

mad thing that was about ready to scre me like g
am B.t me

It rang!
In spite of myself, a
) nd the calm I
had hee
n

selling myself on how to answer the phon H
e if it

did ring, I dashed to the i
‘ i e 1mstrum
1t bei;::.re it could ring a second tirir;_t I;t?d hﬂnswered
}};)zund ing so loudly that I was sure thatyit eart wag
ard over the phone. (Telltale heart could be
I could think of.) e Yagiall
“Hello . 7 1 answ
; R ered.
if I had been running. + knew I soundedias
“This is Gerry Ford . . .”
Hﬁtes, I know. Nice of you to call.”
I'm close by . . .” :
l‘:}’nuld you like to stop up for a drink .. .?”
“I’Esijl only have a short time . . .” e
e expecting you . ., .” L L
ment number and hung up -+ gave him the anges

What
a stunted and staccato conversation that

had
been. In a state of numbness went to th
e i

kitche '
n and removed ice cubes from the refrigerator

|
|
|
;
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o more than fin-
e apart-

there he stood. He gave
y seemed to know,
m to let him enter.
1 suddenly felt, with him in it,
an alive an '

had entered 1t, it had
hich some furniture

rry actually in the
and not just a figment of my

.+ groom 10
e that haunted me €Ver since I had seen
I felt happy and relaxed. All tension had gone

t by his very nearness.
d strangely ill at ease.

This puzzled me, as he had always been the one
d to have the <ituation in hand, the whip

hand, and had been so flippant and disarming 1n

our brief meetings.
Qeeing him on my OWn

men” do'{)r and
EnEd the which I alI'EEld

see
uddenly Until Gerry

to : :
plac® <eries of rooms 1n W
but, with Ge

him, ‘
from me Jus
Gerry seemed tense an

territory gave me a sense

of power and relaxation. I suddenly felt like myself

again, I was on my own home ground now and I felt
like playing the gracious host to my attractive
guest. 1 decided that now I could show the young
man that he could no longer upset me, and that
his being here for a drink was merely a pleasant and

de in my busy day . . - nothing more.

casual interlu
I switched on the record-

“Drink?” 1 offered, as

stacked Hi-F1.
“Yes, thank you. Scotch on the rocks, please.”
The strains of soft music filled the room gently.
“Please sit down.”
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y. Somehow I knew that Gerry

“No thank you. I'll stand.” he
: ) ans . : happ -
That’s odd, I _thOUght s mix‘:;r:ﬁ stlfqy‘ thﬂlled Znintefe d my life, and whatever it was
Gerr.y was standing at the great R de drinke pord ha holding him back from loving me now,
looking out over the east river. 0TS ang that W& work itself out. Our love was meant

I walked over to him and hand '

& - - ] . » Ed hlm ] - -i."
Nice view, isn’t it?” I broke the silence bhls Crinike b to be and d overwhelming gratitude that my s
“The Sunshine Biscuit si €lween y, ssionate an ' SRy

! uit sign and the fiftyn; S pa had been returned. In my exultation I felt I E‘ﬁg

street bridge seem ‘to never tire of looking atnlntE love heen part of a miracle. '5;»-3
Gerry put his drink down on 1 table ang tumE. had 5 happiness I called Dorothy immediately. I E;ﬁ
e o T loved the world. My high spirits were ]

to me agd}{without speaking he pulled me into hj
arms and ki ' 5
£ ;h?y_ ssed me passionately, then released me

“I'm sorry . . . but I had to know,” he ga;
roughly. “There is something about you that teald
me to bits everytime I think of you, and [ thinkagi
you too much.”

“I feel the same thing, Gerr 5 '
“It’s frightening, isn’t itg” Gien i

“More than that,” he weighed his words care-
fully. “Is it a good thing? It’s so powerful, magne-
tic. I feel helpless, and that is not good. I've always
wanted to be master of myself . . . and I always
have been, up until I met you.” He turned and
walked toward the door, “Goodbye. I shouldn’t be
here, and I must not see you again . . . I'm sorry. .”
He opened the door and left the apartment.

how X .
would some 1 was raised to delirious heights of

1oveﬁi:§r;nd Dorothy said she had never heard me
Ci-;d ;:- young and gay. Gay? She didn’t know
o gay I felt. Although I didn’t know how, when
or where, Gerry would come to me. I felt happiness
.1 my deep belief that he would. Whatever this

wer was that exercised itself between us, I knew

po
.+ was stronger than any man-made force, and
knowing that our love was meant to be, nothing

could destroy it, or keep it from us.

I was like a man suddenly reprieved from a death
sentence that night. I wanted to live life to the hilt,
and if I couldn’t have Gerry in my arms that night,
I would give my overabundance of love to Dorothy.

Strange, how complete and satisfying my sex life
was with Dorothy now that all doubt of Gerry’s
love and passion for me had been removed.

| I didn’t hear from Gerry Ford for almost a
month. I knew that he had some problem to work

t out, but everytime the telephone rang I hoped that
i the voice on the wire would be his . . . although I

strange mood he was in. I was shaken and sickened | knew that I wouldn’t hear from him |:mtil e Wi
by our strange meeting, and the emotional impact 1~ free from whatever it was that kept him from me. b,
of it. I was left in a daze, confused, but strangely | I was seeing more and more of Henry William-

“Gerry!” I called to him desperately. “Gerry
don’t leave! Don’t leave me now that I know . . ”
But he had left as quickly as he had come, and I
knew there was no point in following him in the
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son. Hank had turned out to b o
for me and I learned, thrnughe :XESI

spect his judgement and go g] .
thinking almost cnmpleteli, AF;_E Elth s Way o
me that strange visit I decided to co E;n-y l.md Paiq
Hank‘ seemed to be waiting for milde ‘1 Han)
the subject of Gerry. He was ready @ bring up
talk about the boy. and aNXioyg to

“I've been wanting to tg ‘
Gerry,” he said sincerely. "Gle];rym}::s it
and I know what it is.” he paused f B
“His problem is Syd Thompson.”

“I don’t understand . . .”

“Well, Wally. Gerry is a sj
person. Syd is on his 1;:ay dﬂw:clif’sa;leitgemtw
old and as quiet as it’s kept, he is a thElesgn,] s
lic. Few people know this about Syd anz c%l?'
througl;l Cilerlrér’sh efforts and loyalty to S;:d thatlf]:
can still ho 1S head u ' :
o p, for brief periods, iy

“I had no idea, Hank . . .”

“Gerry knows how much Syd has done for hj
and what a genius Syd is. Gerry knows better thun
anyone the break he has had in having Syd Thcm;]an
son for a patron. True, Gerry was Syd’s lover 5;;
flrs_t, but age and alcohol have long since take
th'ElI‘ toll. All Syd’s lovemaking is in his sodde::
mind. He has given Gerry a terrible time for the
past several years. He has been brutal and almost
{nsanely jealous of the boy . . . and for no reason. If
ft hadn’t been for Gerry Ford taking hold of Wi]&t
is left of the Thompson enterprises and properties,

Old Syd would have been Just another has been

] tﬂ rE-

Hb(}ut
obler,
el mﬂmﬂntj
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y now. Gerry has saved

; ' the
lic exposure for being
PR tes. Syd Thompson

or on the needle. . .
hooked and he has

Syd 18 hopelessly

da habit.” .
rad f.:b;:r both Syd, the genius, and

d quietly suffered through all of

h
i f love and loyalty to a man

Gerry,
for dity out O
orbidity * L
who b » 1 shuddered. And poor Gerry,

(P0:e 1% ) broad shoulders,” Hank went on.
y s got br :
ot this because the firm has worked hand

L 11
«] know & th Gerry; who could have walked out

in hand W! d no one would have been the

: verything an
1E‘F,.,nr};}f:rEl:u-:wt:zaluae Gerry wanted to be sure that old

gyd would be solvent and financially secure before
he committed him to a private asylum, for care. . .

and probably forever. . .” ‘ |
I felt sick. “What a horrible ending to a brilhant

career . . . what destruction of one of the theatre’s
all time greats.” All of a sudden I saw what had
happened to the magic touch of Syd Thompson . .-
he had slowly let his unhappiness in his lot of life
take over.

“He hated his homosexuality,” Hank seemed to
have read my mind. “Syd was a creator of life, wis-
dom and beauty in the theatre. The knowledge
that he could never create a life, to father a child,

actually killed him. Gerry was his son, he wanted

to give him everything of himself and his vast
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knowledge of life and the theatre,” g
and caught my eye. “He even wanted t,
his name. Yes, Syd wanted to adopt the El;ve hin
had made all the plans and Provisions ¢, Oy. Ha
through, but Gerry refused to let him Carry it
with it. Gerry seemed to belieye that jf hgﬂb&head
Syd’s adopted son, it would put a blight ; ec%e
relationship. His love and respect for Syq T{lhthﬂlr
son will go on before him to the old man’s Omp.
I have never known such devotion . » erave
I began to see why Gerry could not accept
love, or give his to me. I admired and loveq hﬂ
all the more for his devotion to the sick olq
and his determination to keep Syd from
public disgrace or his name dishonored.

“Syd will be put away in less than tWo weekg »
Hank told me sadly.‘ ‘He will not live very ]Qng:n

“What will happen to Gerry?”

“Gerry is Syd’s sole heir. He will inherit every.
thing that’s left. There will be no money, cash that
1, but he will be in possession of all Syd’s Wl'itings,
plays and screenrights. Someday them may he
worth something . . .”

“I see . . .” I answered sadly. We were both
silent for a time.

“Wally,” Hanks said solemnly. “Gerry gave me
a message for you this afternoon.”

I remained silent and waited.

“After Syd is hospitalized Gerry is going away
somewhere. He wouldn’t tell me where. He has
been through hell and he wants to be alone. He
told me to tell you that when he feels he can come
back, and if you still want him . .. he is coming

Man,

being 4
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: t be-
t. I waited a moment b
be? understand and that I'll

d, and I'll be
(ore Iiﬁng tor him . . » I understan
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The time of waiting for Gerry to come
me seemed unending, but actually it wagq o
few weeks. Syd passed away suddenly ang qujgt a
in the hospital and the world never knew th,y }11};
was his own executioner. I waited to heap R e
Gerry or to have him just appear at the apﬂrtmel?;
door in his casual way . . . and he did.

I could see that Gerry had lost weight and was
saddened deeply. He walked into the apartment A
evening two weeks after Syd had passed away ap 4
walked right into my arms. He held me tightly and
his body wracked with sobs. Neither of us had any.
thing to say. I showed him Billy’s room and turned

home &

e e o a
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: ' f an act that
describe, or think o _
ge wﬂbfr t::ssinn, isn’t it? But truly, that 1s the
d be o P ‘be it. Pleasant. 1 was relaxed

descrl _
ay 1 CHIILY:EH with her. I was at ease with

her beauty and her companionship . .
because 1 was waiting for the time

Gerry would come out of his depression and
st live a new life with me.

start 1O ning I was having coffee at my desk in
One m{;n d was going through stacks of papers
the _deﬂfﬂr a contract that had been mailed directly
I””kmginsteﬂd of to Hank. I had managed to spill
meﬂf the coffee all over the desk and the papers,
Sﬂmethe place was a mess. Gerry walked into the

though he was accustomed to doing so

v day. He'looked around the mess I had made
evetﬁ’e place and with a pleasant tone of voice he
of «1 think it’s about time I took over . . .

pllthe >°

gtrall

shglll

nly W
znd enjoyeC

enjoyed
all easy

and
room a5

said,

't you?”’
dOF explained what I was looking for and he asked

me to finish my coffee on the terrace and he would
join me there later. He was matter og fact and
rather stern. I could see that he was ‘Stl].l unc_ler a
strain. I noticed that he was dressed 1n a busm'ess
suit and a coat and tie. I felt like a sloppy version
of a movie writer in my crumpled robe and un-
chaven face. I played along with his wishes, and
without asking him how he felt, or any chit chat at
all, I removed myself and my coffee from the room.
From that morning on, and without a word about
it, Gerry was my second hand. In a matter of_ a f'e':v
hours he had everything catalogued anf:l in it's
place. He knew more about what I was supposed

and toothbrush and left him to himself.

For two days he did not leave his room. The
housekeeper, “our” Mrs. Mulligan, tried to tempt
him with food. I attempted to carry on with my
work and my social life. I knew that he would want
it that way.

I told Dorothy that Gerry was at my place and
that he was mourning Syd’s death, and that he had
come to me on his own. Dorothy was cooperative,
helpful and tried to understand something which
was strange and foreign to her. We continued to
sleep together and be lovers.

During this waiting period I found making love
to Dorothy very pleasant. Pleasant! That’s a

P — By TR | ‘Il'_",l"-.u"\‘.:" = s
oo AT A MR R DR SO i

down one of the twin beds for him, provided a robe
1
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to be doing in one week than I had known jj
year. Appointments were made and kept undey
;z’ufdﬂnCE. He had a knack of arranging my woy
dav so that it seemed tireless. For a month he
in 'Billy’s room and we never let down the ha
As far as our relationship was concerned, g
was true, Gerry and I were friends, not lov
was the boss and he was my employee.
Strange that there should be no tension between
us with this arrangement. I must confess that T had
some very frustrated hours when I longed for his
love, but I knew that I would have to let Gerry
come to me, when he was free of the ties that bound
him to the past, and he needed and wanted my
love, and he could give himself to me without gyjj;
or remorse.
Faye began joining Dorothy and Gerry and me
more and more frequently. Dorothy had told me
that Faye was getting foo attached to Gerry, I had
wondered what she meant, exactly. Then, the night
Faye proclaimed her love for Gerry, and Gerry
looked directly at me and said, ‘I’m in love with
Wally,” the atmosphere cleared.

Only the night before, Dorothy had informed me
that she knew I didn’t care for her as a woman.
The whole situation was nerve-making and embar-
rassing, but somehow, with ultra-sophistication, we
managed to get through it together without too
many bones broken.

Little did Dorothy or Faye know that they had
forced an issue to a head. In spite of what the girls
thought, Gerry and I had never been together. In
all this time there had only been one kiss between

kin g
slept
ITier,
nd jt
ers, T

a
hig
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hat night Gerry came to me in all his youth
us- rll;eauty- I held him reverently and with all the
and . my heart I have ever felt for anyone in this
love

wn%lsi-s morning, I realize that I have had three

. of happiness. More happiness, lost than I
year | elieved possible. But I sense a feeling of doom
evilr disaster pending about me. How will this
22 42 In a few minutes I will join Gerry for break-

fast on the terrace. I will be happy to be with him.
[ live from day to day with his love as I know how

fleeting my love span in the homosexual sense can

be.
[ am three years older than I was when I met

Gerry. He is three years older too, but wise and
clever and able to step out into the theatrical world
on his own. Gerry doesn’t need me. He is independ-
ent of me. I am beginning to realize that he only
stays with me because he loves me, perhaps out of

sense of loyalty.

I am beginning to fear that devil, age . . . T am
beginning to wonder if I can hold this young hand-
some man. I have started to worry when he is away
from the apartment too long on an errand. I accuse
him of being bored with me, when he has said
nothing to make me think so. My own guilt is rising
slowly. I fear for what my son will think of me if
he ever finds out. I worry that Billy might hate me
and turn into something sick like Henry. I am
fighting my own happiness when I let my imagina-
tion run on like this . .. I’m afraid that this won-
derful thing that has happened to me will not last.

I’'m in love, as no one has ever loved, but I live
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in fear that it cannot last. No love can
a fierce intensity of desire and not burn
Is my passion for my lover unnatural and p
tense than he
short death and me with it? It's a sad Gay
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