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ROGUES AT COURT

“I had not thought to have un-
locked my lips in this unhallowed

air
So speaks the Lady in Milton’s Comus
when faced with the reality of corruption
and deceit at Court. I held much the same
view on the subjects of both Jeremy
Thorpe and Sir Anthony Blunt, the men
at the centre of the two political sex
scandals that burst over here last year;
but there has been so much (often mis-
leading or irrelevent) crap written about

Huggers
can't be
Lo

s e

photo from Private Eve/England

them, both here and — [ now find — in
the States that I feel compelled to com-
ment myself. Moreover, though both
issues may seem to be out of the way,
they are in fact very much with us still.
Both involved gay men of immense rank
and both brought down the strongest
condemnation of homosexuality. More
recent events here have indicated that the
new Thatcher government is not only
determined to stamp out basic liberal
values, but to reveal as arrogant an at-
titude to justice and fair play as that
which marked the conduct of the Thorpe
trial.

As T write Lord Denning, the High
Court judge who earlier this week pro-
nounced secondary picketting in the steel
strike illegal has been over-ruled by five
Law Lords. This may seem a cause for
rejoicing to those of us who were appal-
led at his flagrant misinterpretation of the
law in favour of management, but with-
out the enormous financial backing of
the Iron and Steel Trades Confederation
the matter would have been closed. An
equally arbitrary judgment by another
right-wing old judge, King-Hamilton in
the Gay News blasphemy case (when a

2550
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by

gay paper was successfully prosecuted for
publishing a poem describing the erotic
fantasies of a Roman centurian at the
crucifixion) stands: it is expensive to
continue fighting further. More recently,
and more disturbingly, the same judge
severely criticized a jury in the Anar-
chists’ Trial for finding the defendants
innocent when he believed them guilty.
This has provoked a big outcry as the
jurors, furious in the first place that they
had been subjected to trivial but exten-

sive vetting, have now expressed in public
their fears of being enrolled on some un-

official blacklist. Another significant
pointer to the moral and political climate
is the refusal of the present government
to implement the findings of the Wil-
liams Report on Obscenity and Film
Censorship set up under the socialists.
Its findings, commendably open-minded
and irrefutably argued, are not to the
liking of the Tories now in power who

feel their paternalistic role challenged.
The Thorpe and Blunt affairs assume a
more sinister significance in the light of
these recent events. The lengthy article
on the Thorpe case published in Blueboy
recently misses all the points vital to gays
here and gives no impression of the real
feeling the trial provoked. 1 have a
friend, a judge himself, who hails from
Devon (Thorpe's constituency). He told
me, long before the trial opened, that the
interesting feature would not be whether
Thorpe was found innocent (he had to
be) but how. It came as a shock that the
matter was handled so arrogantly by the
judge, Mr. Justice Cantley, who simply
gave a summing up in this highly complex
Continued on page 68




WHAT TO DO ABOUT A
HEAVENLY CONFLAGRATION

The first night I walked down San
Francisco’s Polk St. 1 was accosted by a
rather tired looking individual and given
a card, which had a picture of a bloody
hand pierced by a spike. At first I as-
sumed this was a tasteless invitation to
an S&M party, but on turning the card
over I read, Jesus Died For You. Aside
from the fact that I resent the use of the
too familiar You (the card should have
read, Jesus Died for One), 1 felt once
again oppressed by religion.

Despite the insults and verbal abuse
they receive, the zealots maintain their
vigils (that martyr syndrome again),
even going so far as to bring bullhorns
to the corner of 18th and Castro (the
heart of the gay ghetto) and proclaiming:
This is Sodom and Gomorrah! Take
Heed! For God Shall Destroy All Who
Live For Pleasure and Mock Him! To
begin with, going to a bar on Castro does
not necessarily mean a person is living
for pleasure, In fact, I've seen many men
on Castro who looked as though they had
found anything but pleasure, Neverthe-
less, the reiteration of the above state-
ment does detract from the pleasure
potential of any given evening,

Despite my atheism, twelve years of
Sunday School can still haunt. Therefore,
like my father and his now rotting 50°s
bomb shelter I've decided to Be Prepared.
Alongside the instructions for how to

deal with an earthquake I've hung the
following list of pns'-nhlc means of both
avoiding and surviving a heavenly con-
flagration.

How to Avoid a Heavenly Conflagration
1, Maintain a residence in Daly City,
whose repetitious and uninspired archi-
tecture and mediocre lifestyle could not
be confused by god as imitating either
Sodom or Gomorrah,

2. If an angel raps at your door, feed
him/her/it and follow its advice. These
individuals are easily identifiable by their
phosphorescent halos and their sleek but
feathery wings.

3. Subscribe to the Watchtower and Our
Sunday  Visitor, liberally distributing
these periodicals around your otherwise
tastefully appointed place of residence.

4. Falsify a passport that proves you have
lived until very recently in the jungles of
the Philippines and therefore are not
familiar with Christian doctrine. This
would only be useful if you can also ar-
range for a meeting with Heaven’s immi-
gration department.

5. Over a period of time build up your
resistance to fire and brimstone (possibly
by visiting a nuclear reactor daily this
could be accomplished).

6. Commission a Gallup poll to see if
there are ten righteous individuals living
in the city of San Francisco.

If Caught In a Heavenly Conflagration
I. Strike a religious attitude. Since we
do not know how efficient the education
of angels is, [ advise the Roman Catholic
sign of the cross, as even the older angels
will recognize this, To learn this pro-
cedure ask any lapsed Catholic.
2. Claim to be the Pope on a visit,
3. Go to the nearest church. God is much
too wise to destroy his own property and
the insurance company’s 100,
4. Cover yourself with Morton Salt. God
may think you were one of the chosen,
who then made a foolish mistake.
5. Retreat under the golden showers.
Water is the enemy of both fire and brim-
stone.

Greg Howe

STONED WALL
GALERIE

(promoting homophile artists)

221 West 28th Street
New York, New York 10001

212/947-3130

Hours: Tuesday - Saturday
2pm - 6pm
Closed Sunday and Monday

POINTS DE
SUSPENCION

(painting, draugings. sculpture)
y

ROBERT ADSIT
April 11 — May 10

CULLAGES

JOHN SHUWN
May 16 - June 14

SATYR

ULAF

Opens May 23
(extended showing)

MALE IMAGES

Photography I
by

PETER MELILLO

June 20 — July 19

GROUP SHOW
(photography, dbrawmg, painting)
y

Steve Bernstein
Dennis Cordell
Christopher Estridge
Martin Franck
Deborah Marchand
Sandra deSando
Wayne Wheeler

July 25 - August 24
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AY ART

IN AMERICA

by Miduel Endicott-Rovs

FROM CAVE DRAWINGS

To consider gay art as a genre, you
have to first consider the two most asked
gallery questions: What is Gay Art? Who
are the leading Gay Artists?

One side of the multifaceted debate
will claim ‘anything produced by a gay
person as an artistic expression.” Another
side will respond that only homoerotic
expression can qualify as ‘gay’ art, Still
another will counter that erotic gay art
is a sub-category.

The first side might suggest that
dividing types of gay expression into
sexual and non-sexual sections is like
grading shades of blue. But people who
debate art are like that,

The second question, who are the
leading gay artists, if answered prag-
matically, is much easier. He who is
currently sold and collected is a leading
gay artist.

How do you recognize gay art? Sim-
plistically, either the artist is gay or the
subject is gay. When you break that down
into finite quibbles; say a male artist who
paints only male nudes, you get into an
area generally used as an umbrella for the
unexplainable: gay sensibility.

But in art, especially, the phrase ‘gay
sensibility’ has definite meaning. And
taken at its broadest parameters, a Bot-
tichelli painting of a landscape will have

those sensibilities. Finding them is the
work of the art theorist.

But finding gay art is no longer the
guessing game it once was (where most
artists painted in their closet what they
dared not hang in galleries). Since the
mid-70’s, gay art has become a viable,
visible market commodity. And not just
among collecting gays.

Looking for the origins of gay art in
America is akin to looking for the first
brush stroke in a Van Gough. There are
simply too many instances, occurring
almost simultaneously, to trace the genre
as easily as can be traced the gay politi-
cal movement. And still to be discovered
are a myriad of unknowns and closeted
artists who have not or did not expose
their sexuality.

If you frequented the art circles of the
late 60’s, you might have chanced on the
single most important influence on the
legion of now-visible gay artists; an En-
glishman named David Hockney.

A prodigy of the electric counter-
culture art movement, Hockney did more
for bringing gay artists out of the closet
than any other working artist, even
Warhol. And the difference between the
two made the difference in the history
of gay art.

While Andy Warhol painted a gay view
of the contemporary status quo, Hockney
painted the gay status quo. His alternat-

ing pale and vivid canvases of California
swimming pools and the well-kept young
men who frequented them was an un-
avoidable statement of politics and sexu-
ality. Soft, serene, slightly surrealistic;
there was enough of the decorator look
in them to insure their being hung on the
chic gallery wall and the hungry collec-
tor's apartment. And the price was
right. Where Warhol had already reached
the $10,000-a-canvas mark, Hockney was
still reaching for it. More people looking
for something sure to invest in invested
in David Hockney. It gave courage to
the yet unknown gay artists who had
their collection of erotic and.semi-erotic
expressions resigned to their own ar-
chives,

While there existed a number of small
spaces for gay artists to hang all during
this time, a serious, traditional gallery
devoted to the gay artist did not come
about until the mid-70’s, when Los An-
geles saw the doors of Eons open,

In an obscure neighborhood, one that
held little promise of ever becoming a
recognized gay ghetto, Eons brought
the explicit gay art of Robert Opel
public (and press) attention.

Opel, only fairly-well known as a
photographer, mounted a selection of
photos, collage, and wearable sculpture
that shocked the viewers it didn’t arouse.
The highlight of this landmark collection

Embrace by Robert Quigley

ALTERNATE 9




was the artist himself, dressed in a soft-
sculpture he called Mr. Penis. Opel, who
had previously attained a modicum of
international attention by streaking the
Academy Awards, and later the Los
Angeles City Council chambers, was
moving towards a personal artistic cry-
stalization that would surface years
later when he opened his own gallery in
San Francisco devoted to explicit/erotic
gay art,

The West Coast artistic senses were
in a permanent state of future shock as
Eons followed Opel with Tom Hinde.
Hockney's gay art film, A Bigger Splash,
opened. Gay restaurants began hanging
any and evervthing. A Beverly Hills gal-
lery debuted Donald Von Wiednman’s
collages and assembleges (less explicit
but just as revolutionary). In truth, the
die was cast.

The push was on for traditionalist
gallery space. New York, New Orleans;
any number of cities with a gallery will-
ing to take a chance was seeing gay art
shows,

In elite art circles, however, Hock-
ney's American exhibits went unequalled
until one of the establishment's own, a
prestigious La Cienegea gallery, hung
porn filmmaker Fred Halsted’s tonal
abstractions. Poorly attended, it had be-
come obvious that the gay art market-
place was deciding looking for those
elusive sensibilities was hardly the calling
card. While Halsted’s work was and is
exceptional: it would be the Fey Way
(San Francisco) shows of Rex, Etinne,
and Tom of Finland: the Tyson Gal-
lery’s (San Francisco) Wayne Douglas
Quinn mountings; and the New York
exhibits of those same and other artists
that would catch the gay buying public’s
attention.

The art purists might argue that sexual
sensibility rules unfairly in the gay
marketplace, The cash registers might
disagree,

But by this time gays were discovering
lost” gay art: Erte, Cocteau, Beardsley.

What has emerged, by this time, was
not only a boom in gay art, but an ac-
cessibility that did not exist previously.

And because certain gay artists now
have name value, the gay galleries have
been able to opt for more and more
traditional operation,

It cannot be slighted that gay art is
possibly a vanguard in art. While sexual
explicitness has been artistically a reality
for three or four thousand years; for the
first time erotic art carries in built-in
political expression. That it is being
purchased, and that gay artists feel en-
couraged to explore their more subjective
expression, means two things: It is here
to stay. It will become even more socially
visible,

Because pure art knows little or no
restrictions, gay art has found expression
in all the variable mediums. Beyond paint
on canvas, gay artists are exploring per-

10 ALTERNATE

formance, video, film, kenetic, and en-
vironmental spaces. While a certain per-
centage of all art produced has been in-
herently gay or the work of gays; the
final taboo, erotica has been afforded the
gay artist. But it should be remembered
that erotica has traditionally been the
constant  artistic  taboo  throughout
modern history.

BEYOND THE GALLERY

Gay art, like non-gay art, decorates
your wall, occupies space in your home,
or fills a specific moment in your life,
And, like non-gay art, buying the work of
a gay artist is supportive. Importantly so,
in this instance, because the gay artist is
still appealing to a limited audience,
While that is not to say non-gays do not
buy gay art (Rome has a wealth of
Michaelangelo) the non-gay artist still
has an easier time of it in comparison.

The gay art collector advances all that
by measurable degrees. He or she might
not find the investment as fast-rising
(and remember, art as an investment is a
slow process at best); but he is making a
noticeable social statement. And, by
limiting his acquisitions to gay art, he is
providing a stronger foundation for the
genre,

Other than the political/social ramifi-
cations, buying gay art is no different
from buying any art, and a basic set of
guidelines should be observed.

There are, besides the gallery, other
opportunities to purchase the work of
gay artists. Simplistically: from the artist,
from another collector, alt an auction
(granting that you know what you are
buying).

In most American cities of size there
are one or two spaces where gay art is
showcased. Besides galleries: gay restau-
rants, shops, bookstores, service centers
and some bars now hang pay paintings,
drawings, photographs and the like.

Except in localized or personal in-
stances, you should deal with gay art on
established levels. There are do’s and
don’ts, and they should be observed.

Gallery prices depend on a number
of factors, besides the fact that the gal-
lery adds or requires a commission on
the work it is selling (in almost all cases
the posted price includes the commission
the gallery charges). You will generally
find the work in galleries higher than the
work in non-gallery spaces. But being
mounted in a gallery show usually means
the artist in question has risen somewhat
above his non-gallery peers. It means the
gallery owner thinks the artist is worth
buying (gallery owners are usually astute
observers of what is and is not collect-
able).

There are no bargains in art buying. A
$500 canvas is not likely to go on sale in
a few weeks for $395, like a suit being
weaned out of stock. If anything, the
next exhibit will find the same artist’s

work priced higher; as the previous show
will have sold enough pieces to warrant a
value readjustment.

If you know nothing about art, in
general, or are collecting more as an in-
vestment than for aesthetic reasons;
you should take your time before buying
even your first piece.

Definitely, you should learn a smat-
tering of art terminology; like the differ-
ence between a stone lithograph and an
offset lithograph (the former is printed
by the artist, by hand; the latter is ma-
chine-produced, more like a poster).

Without advocating a four-year course
in art appreciation; a working knowledge
will, if nothing else, help you decide
what questions to ask when you find an
artist whose work you like. And, by all
means, you should ask questions. Con-
trary to rumor, gallery owners and at-
tendants are not effete snobs; and they
do indeed make their living selling art to
people just like you. And, in the final
analysis, a single, inexpensive purchase
is as important as a large, expensive one,

One should always start small. Don’t
rush out and buy the highlight of the
show, unless you happen to have a castle
to fill. Consider that you are buying
something with which you are going to
live. It should represent aspects of your
own sensibility, It should be something
with which you feel comfortable.

Some people would never dream of
hanging a nude in their livingroom; others
wouldn’t dream otherwise.

Unless you intend to specialize in a
particular artist or medium, you should
consider your second acquisition to be
entirely different from your first. Besides
preventing a quick-fill of wall space, if

‘you have limited wall space for paintings,

you can achieve a better sense of how art
can be incorporated into a living environ-
ment. Sculpture, pottery, fabric hangings;
all can be art.

However, you may want to specialize;
perhaps in watercolors, or etchings, or
drawings. If you are thinking in archival
terms, you can make buying challenging
by limiting yourself to a single medium.
And while it may also limit the number
of artists you can collect, it could pos-
sibly help you achieve a sense of com-
pleteness over the years.

You can’t honestly add ‘schools’ of
gay art as a collectible range, because it
is slightly redundant.

The least understood and appreciated
medium, ironically, is photography.
Ironic because the photographic image is
a constant in our everyday life. A number
of people resist collecting photography
as art because it seems, as a medium, too
easily in their own realm of expression,
But that is the difference between a
Brownie Box Camera and a Hasselblade,

In traditional art circles photography
is the new avant guard; which is itself
ironic since photography, per se, is
antique.

—




Big Wave by David Martin, oil on canvas, 1979, Photo by James Dee.

There is one hard and fast rule to col-
lecting photography. It must be printed
by the photographer (or, in some rare
cases, by a photographer’s workshop) on
museum-quality (archival) paper in black
and white. Why not color? Simple. The
color process, unless it is offset printed,
as in a magazine, will not survive. Even
the color negative will not survive. Some-
day that may change; the current state of
the art is strictly black and white.

Only some photographers will differ,

and when they do — ask to see one of

their 20-year-old color prints or nega-
tives. i

Usually you will find photography for
sale in large format prints, usually in
numbered/signed editions. Buying the
only print of a photographic image is ex-
tremely rare (there are exceptions, in
antique prints where the glass negatives
have been destroyed). The best guide in
buying photographs is to look for small
editions. As with any print process in art,

the smaller the edition the better,

In most instances, salon-print photo-
graphs are going to be less expensive than
most art mediums. And if you are creat-
ing a general art collection, a couple
of photographs is an asset,

Next to photographs, limited edition
prints are the most accessible. The medi-
ums range from stone lithographs, etch-
ings, lino and wood prints, to silkscreens.
The process should be hand executed by
the artist or the artist’s atelier, And, as
with photographs, the smaller the edition
the better (providing the artist is collect-
able, which is an assumption with all
these generalities).

Prints should be hand-numbered and
lettered and signed. Where a signature
appears within the image of the print, the
artist has included that in the block or
screen the print was made from, If the
print is executed that way, and is not

numbered; you have no real assurance of

the size of the edition.

And, with an edition of say 5000
unnumbered (or, with a figure that a

large, numbered) prints, buying one
means 4999 other people have the same
option.

There is no rule for the size of edi-
tions, they range from 10 to 500 (any-
thing bigger is illogical); and personal
desire will have to be the deciding factor,

IN SEARCH OF ART

As was mentioned earlier, the op-
portunities to locate and collect gay art
are growing daily. New gallery spaces,
more art exhibits, more visible gay artists
have helped stimulate the interest in gay
art. Beyond the local options to view and
purchase gay art, a number of galleries
have gained national attention for the
quality of the art and artists they are
showing, and their ability to broaden the
market.
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THE NEW YORK GALLERIES

Non-Gompetetive Exposure

The public has a view of
the art world that sees an
unbridled bohemia filled with
free spirits doing, saying and

By John Preston

depicting outrageously free
things. The whole popular
concept of the artist is one of
someone who has unbur-
dened him or herself from the
tight strictures of society.
Here, certainly, must be one
arena of life where gayness

is truly liberated. .

It’s not true.

The “art world” is a tight-
ly controlled, homophobic
system that banks heavily on
the closetness of the gay .
artist. Success is closely de-
fined, its place can be easily
removed from the artist by a
phone call.

The whole world turns on
a few reviews in a few media.
The reality of the art world
is that those media harbor the
worst homophobic critics in
action today. All the cries
about book reviewers or thea-
tre critics pale beside the
track record of the art
writers in the New York
Times, the SoHo Weekly
News and the Village Voice.
How bad is it? A recent front
page editorial in the Arts
and Leisure Section of the
lofty Times proclaimed that
there cannot be such a thing
as women’s art, A feminist
would be too embroiled in
political issues to produce
seriously. What do you think
they’d say about a bunch of faggots?

There’s plenty of documentation; this
is not a time when a few gay men’s para-
noia has carried them into a fit of name
calling. Seven years ago Philip Masnick
opened a show at the very avant-garde
SoHo Gallery. The photographs in the
show included graphic depictions of fist
fucking and other sexual acts. It lasted
less than 48 hours before a vehement
group of “liberated™ artists succeeded in

o

Opposite: Robert Mapplethorpe’s Bull’s Eye (collage) photo by James Dee;
above: Leather Hood and White Sheets by Hilton Brown

/>

having it taken down. It wasn’t until
less than a year ago that the show was
ever presented to the public.

Five years ago two gay theatre com-
panies, TOSOS and the Glines, had shows
in their waiting areas for viewing during
intermissions. One show at the Glines of
the work of artist Philip Gornstein so
incensed a largely straight cast of one
play that the embarassed company was
again forced to take down the show.

The amazing contradiction
in all this was the existence
of a truly disproportionate
number of gay artists among
the ranks of the well known.
The most damaging and
damning form of oppression
existed — the artists could be
shown and their work could
be sold so long as their art
didn’t reflect their life style.

Charles Leslie and Fred-
erick Lohman were among
the first people to realize
the situation and to react to
it. In 1970 they moved to a
SoHo loft, in the vanguard of
creative people who would
turn that industrial neighbor-
hood into one of the prize
communities of Manhattan in
the next ten years. They
were, naturally, surrounded
by artists. They were also
quickly in touch with those
artists who were gay and be-
gan to view a vast amount of
s the gay-themed work that
would never see the light of a
gallery. The first move they
made was to institute an
annual showing of gay art
open only to a limited num-
ber of known friends. They
were anxious to have the
work shown to people who
¢ would and could appreciate
it. The shows were so suc-
cessful, and the need was so
great that they opened Leslie-
Lohman gallery at 485
Broome Street in 1975, And,
Philip Gormstein had a show.

Philip Masnick also ended up in an-
other gay gallery. The Robert Samuel at
795 Broadway, in 1979,

For years, actually decades, Tom of
Finland has been known and reknown as
the leading figure of unashamadely gay
pornographic art. And while there is no
doubt that the work is pornographic, it
is also undoubtably Capitol Art. But the
work could only be found in“small cir-
cles of friends in Europe where it sold for
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Above: Before Time Changes Them by Andrew Sychel at the Leslie-Lohman Gallery. Below,

right: Man to Man by Robert Gable, photo by James Dee.

$20.00, or in often outrageously poorly
printed magazines. Two years ago Stom-
pers, a Village boot store, owned by
composer Louis Weingarten, opened a
gallery in the backroom of their retail
space at 259 West Fourth St. Tom of
Finland had a home and a formal art
opening.

Much of the gay art of the century is
European. Some, like Tom of Finland
(he really is Finnish), got to this country,
but much of it wasn’t being shown. Rob
Gallery, the foremost gallery in Amster-
dam for gay work, has opened a branch
at 8A Charles Lane in the Village and
now that too, has a place in the world.

The Stoned Wall Gallerie, 221 W.
28th. Street in Chelsea rounds out the
listing of gay art places. It’s more ori-
ented to the community than the other
four, but is playing an important role in
giving some beginning artists, and an in-
creasing number of well-known artists,
still another New York base.

The five gay galleries are one of the
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most obvious and significant manifesta-
tions of liberation in the gay world. If
one gives any credence to the idea that
art has a place in a movement, social or
political, than the presence of a compe-
tent artistic expression has an obvious
importance. There’s a more complicated
meaning also. The society as a whole has
lived off of the accomplishments of gay
people without ever giving us our due.
The “*due” is our own self-image, our own
self-worth, the fruits of our own com-
munity’s labors. Our artists have been
told that they can produce “art” so long
as it doesn’t refer to us. These galleries
give our artists a way to relate to their
own community. To present the images
and the concepts that they hope we will
find important.

The world of gay art is about ten
years behind the world of publishing.
The existence of the five New York
galleries assures some outlet for gay work
in New York. Slowly, the ‘uptown’
galleries are just beginning to respond to

the existence of the gay work of their
artists. Unfortunately, that recognition
comes in only one of two ways: If the
artist is of the first caliber and can handle
any critical response he receives (Paul
Cadmus’s recent show at the Midtown
Gallery is a rare example) or if the work
is highly sensationalistic — and without
question Robert Mapplethorpe is the
prime example here.

Mapplethorpe has become the focus
of a large, ongoing controversy among
gay people interested in the arts. He,
without any question, is a superb tech-
nician — perhaps the best working at the
moment in many peoples’ minds, but his
work, which is shown in the ‘best” up-
town galleries is sometimes seen as an
elaborate rip-off. The point is that his
heavy leather, S&M, macho images are
allowed into the galleries only because of
their shock value. The suburban buyers
of art can tolerate his homosexual photo-
graphs only because they are so removed
from the reality of their own life. Sam
Hardison, manager of the Robert Samuel
Gallery, is one of the art-folk who will de-
fend Mapplethorpe’s work. He’s quick to
point out that the first show of photo-
graphy was still lifes which gathered
Mapplethorpe’s initial critical acclaim.
Still, the idea of the parallels between
the straight art world’s co-optation of
the sensationalistic is disturbingly close
to the film controversy over Cruising.

The five galleries in New York have
begun to accomplish one very important
transition that impacts the lives of gay
artists. They have finally begun to nur-
ture and educate a body of gay collec-
tors, While the owners of the galleries
acknowledge that most buyers are people
who simply buy what they like and then
hang the work in their own homes, still,
the base of the art buying community
is composed of people who collect art —
primarily those who collect it for some
level of investment. The accomplishment
of the galleries in a very short period of




Untitled drawing by Gary Finkel, photo by James Dee

time has been to impress on many people
the worthiness of the gay art works, The
galleries have convinced people that this
is art and that it is not devalued just
because it depicts homoerotic situations.
And, also, they are beginning to show just
what a good investment the work can be.
Tom of Finland’s show at Stompers in
October 1978 had pieces for as little as
$300. In February 1980, Tom had an-
other exhibit at Robert Samuel where
pieces of comparable technical quality
were being offered for $3000. The result
is bound to be a situation where more
and more artists can expect to be able to
earn a living while they are creating.

In a gay world full of skepticism and
one where so many of us have learned to
expect the worst from many entrepre-
neurs, the owners and managers of the
five galleries have to be singled out for
two noteworthy traits. They are re-
markably supportive of one another.
And they are remarkably conscious of
their role in the community,

Art galleries tend often to be stereo-
typically bitchy to one another, highly
competetive and highly critical. Yet, in
numerous interviews and conversations

not one of the people involved would do
anything or say anything that wasn’t
strongly supportive of the others. It was
a remarkable experience of community
cooperation. In fact, Sam Hardison has
become furiously vocal over recent criti-
cal attempts to separate the Robert
Samuel gallery from the other gay insti-
tutions. The Samuel is physically in a
better neighborhood, its space is larger,
its works tend to be more expensive and
closer to what would be shown in a
“straight™ gallery than the others. An in-
creasing number of critics have singled it
out as the “only legitimate,” or “only
respectible” gay gallery in the city. Sam
will have none of it. He's aware of the
day to day barriers he is forced to over-
come, the ever increasing pressure to be
“responsible” by someone else’s defini-
tion and the reality that his situation is
always going to be closer to the other
gay galleries than to any other institu-
tion’s. So far as he’s concerned, the gay
enterprises are in it together, and he’s
atlempling to resist every attempt to re-
move his labor from the others.

The community responsiveness is most
accutely shown in the openness and,

frankly, the charity with which the gal-
leries deal with new, younger artists.
They will all look at anyone’s portfolio,
They all consider it part of their obliga-
tion to mount group shows that will
display the work of previously unknown
artists and they have all engaged in some
attempt to reclaim a forgotten past of
gay art by showing the work of past
decades.

Leslie-Lohman’s June group show is
one of the best examples of the nurtur-
ing of new artists; Stomper’s show of the
homoerotic work of the 40’s and 50's
last year is an immediate example of the
mounting of a historical show.

All in all the existence and perser-
verance of the gay galleries in the face of
open hostility and an under-educated gay
public is one of the high points to gay life
in New York. The emergence of new
artists of the caliber of Brick and Andrew
Epstein and the enormous photographic
talent of many photographers like Philip
Beard and Arthur Tress make it seem
highly likely that the force these places
represent will continue to fuel promise
of the community over the next few
years.
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David Hockney

A Philistine Portrait

BY DANIEL CURZON

David Hockney has been practicing his
art since he was a child, first in the small
town of Bradford, England; later in art
school, where he worked twelve hours a
day for four years, And now he’s a suc-
cess. How nice to know that the myth
sometimes comes true!

Why he is a success, | admit, has not
always been apparent to me, but then I'm
not an art critic, not even (if the truth
be told) much of an art connosieur. All 1
can say is that I've tried doubly hard to
understand why he’s considered impor-
tant since I've never been knocked out
by his work and yet something tells me
he’s notable.

I've seen his “Sketches with Pen,
Pencil, and Ink™ at the DeYoung Museum
in San Francisco twice, I've interviewed
Hockney, and I've examined the repro-
ductions in Pictures by David Hockney.
What I found may be of interest to those
who feel as 1 have. Professional art critics
of course may avert their eyes from the
following:

First off, I realize it's philistine, but I
prefer representational art; that is, I
like pictures that look like things I rec-
ognize. I'm sure most people do, whether
they admit it or not. (But then most
people like what they already know and
resist anything new or strange, right?)
Given all this, triangles and blue stripes
still seem like a waste of time.

The problem becomes how to keep
from sounding like an asshole because
you don't like the bulk of abstract art.

Well, David Hockney can help here,
because he has re-introduced figures into
painting. When he started doing them in
the early sixties, he says, “the idea of
figure pictures was considered really anti-
modern.” He made them respectable
again in intellectual circles.

No doubt the figures are one reason
that Hockney has a public following as
well, but then again he’s hardly an “‘ac-
cessible” artist, even with his human sub-
ject matter. And I've come to realize it’s
that very combination of human interest
and aesthetic distancing that accounts
for why we return to Hockney’s work,
when we don’t return to the work of
artists who give us everything in one
glance.

I did a little research in art history
because I felt that Hockney was probably

consciously “intellectual” as well as
“figurative.” I was determined to conquer
my aversion to what I call the “3rd grade
aspects” of Hockney's work — those flat,
unrealistic paintings like his picture of a
man in an apron scrubbing the back of a
man in the shower.

Well, realizing that the artist is render-

>

ing a nude bathing scene in a long line of
nude bathing scenes does help in appreci-
ating the traditional aspects of Hockeny’s
art. It's too easy to see only the ordinary
— the fact that it’s an L.A. shower like
one we might use ourselves. The intellec-
tual concept elevates our appreciation,
because we see that Hockney is deliber-
ately combining the traditional and the
contemporary and thus giving us some-
thing fresh.

It is this very combination that marks
Hockney as significant, in the same way
that other artists aligned with Pop Art
are significant. Viewers are forced to see
the everyday with a clarity and focus that
usually escape us because we have not
paid close attention to the familiar, A
Hockney crayon drawing of a suitcase in
a hotel room makes us see our world as
others will see it years from now. We
begin to see that a still life of Hockney's

Opposite: Artist and Model, IQ-’#; above: Portrait of an Arti

kind is as legitimate as a still life of a
bowl! of fruit — more so, because bowls of
fruit derive from the past. Hockney has
violated the same rule that Cezanne had
to wviolate — the idea that common-

place subjects are not suitable for high
art. He makes us look at the familiar and
realize we should have paid attention

fPool with Two Figures), 197 ?

soomer.

His swimming pools in particular have
attracted much attention because he
paints “water scenes,” yes, but water
scenes that say as much about modem
life as a mountain lake may have said
about the nineteenth century.

At the same time Hockney the high-
brow is obviously trying to find a new
way to represent water. He isn’t aiming
for a precise description, but for meta-
phors that will capture qualities of water
so that we'll see it as we've never quite
seen it before. We appreciate his attempts
to be original as much as we appreciate
what he actually shows us.

As with bowls of fruit, dead birds,
and other traditional subjects, Hockney’s
suitcases, briefcases, and beds may take
on nostalgic and classical associations as
the years wear on. There is a continuing
“principle” of art appreciation in many
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people that says the art isn’t any good
until the artist is dead. Then people can’t
praise it enough.

Much of Hockney’s work is stylized —
that is, presented in simplified variations
of real objects — so that Hockney the
intellectual can communicate to his
viewers what they ought to notice around
them, at least if they don’t want to con-
tinue to overlook life. This stylization is
what makes Hockney's work have depth,
if that’s not too much of a paradox. I
mean he isn’t interested in a simple pho-
tographic representation of anything.
Indeed he often emphasizes the “paint-
erly” qualities of his work. That is, he
aims for a mixture of an illusion of reality
with a deliberate attempt to make us see
that the paintings are made of paint,
The principle, 1 imagine, is to make
viewers aware of the form as well as the
subject.

Sometimes he'll give us pictures of
curtains or buildings that look flat. It
helps the non-professional viewer to
realize that some recent artists have re-
discovered flatness and have decided to
stress it as a quality to be enjoyed for its
own sake, although the deeper joys of
flatness elude me, I must say.

But I'm willing to admit that Hock-
ney’s flat pictures of streets and buildings

Two Boys Aged 23 and 24, etching, 1966.
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take on more meaning if we understand
that Hockney is rejecting the tradition
that three-dimensional perspective is nec-
essarily superior. Once upon a time it
may have been innovative to create the
illusion of space, but maybe too much
has been made of that accomplishment
for too long.

Some of the other artistic elements in
Hockney’s work become clearer when we
stop and notice how interested in pat-
terns he is. He’s enthralled with louver
doors, windows, raindrops, bathroom
tiles, even lawn sprinklers. One doesn’t
have to be an art critic to realize that the
shape and form of art may be just as in-
teresting as the content. It may not be
possible to spell out why a pattern ap-
peals to us, any more than we can always
explain why a certain face does, but I do
believe we experience delight in seeing
recognizable patterns, visual rhythms.
Perhaps architects and the like can best
appreciate good arrangement (what balan-
ces, what doesn’t, what teeters, what
teeters on purpose, and so on), but all of
us can experience a fine sense of pictorial
composition whether we know the

terminology or not.

Sometimes people will claim that
it's not possible to say emphatically what
is beautiful and what is only personal

choice. I have to agree that tastes vary,
but I think its safe to say that even if
we can’t always agree on beauty we can
all agree when ugly puts a frame around
itself.

I don’t think David Hockney is really
a satirist or even a social critic, although
sometimes he's thought to be so. His
pictures of homes in Los Angeles, for
example, capture that urban tropical,
casually rich scene, but I don't feel the
artist putting names on what he depicts,
like “Standarized” or *“Vulgar,” the
way some would. T think he’s more fas-
cinated than put off, the same way I
was the first time I saw Los Angeles. If
he is satirizing, he’s doing it so indi-
rectly that even his subjects don’t realize
or don’t mind it.

I’d say it’s truer to notice how Hock-
ney captures the enigma of modern, sleek
reality — those highly colored figures
with their hands at their sides, the empty
swimming pools, the no-parking signs in
front of mansions.

David Hockney is openly gay, and that
brings up the question of homosexuality
in his vision of the world. I don’t know
whether Hockney works at keeping the
gay content to a minimum or not. It is
possible too much of it could lessen his
esteem in certain artistic or art-buying
eyes. But in any case homosexuality can
hardly be called intrusive in Hockney.
There isn't a single leather man with an
enormous tool. (Isn’t that how you tell
gay art? hmmm?)

Every artist makes decisions about
what he will depict in his work. Some
choose to be graphic, some don’t. Only
the artist knows for sure if he compro-
mises his integrity. | must say that I'm
curious if Hockney would be as widely
shown and analyzed as he is if his art was
more emphatically gay, and I don’t mean
explicitly sexual. I'm tempted to be-
lieve that non-homosexuals are still put
off by anything that goes beyond a cer-
tain line — no kissing, no hugging on the
premises. I do feel in Hockney a certain
lack of daring here. 1 prefer art that
challenges or dares — without being
provocative just to provoke. That always
seems juvenile. But at the same time a
little bit of the adolescent in an artist
can perk up his vision. Hockney too often
seems loo grown-up, too polite, too
gentlemanly.

I wonder if the time will ever come
when homosexual subject matter will be
looked at on a par with heterosexual. Or
will there always be a sense of discom-
fort, annoyance, embarrassment (however
seemingly sophisticated the spectators),
to say nothing of downright hatred? I
believe that is the stage we're in now, and
Hockney may know best how far an artist
can go and still be considered main-
stream,

In his work the homosexual hints are
only hints: two men sleeping in the same
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The Room, Manchester Street, 1967,

bed, one man touching the back of an-
other man in a shower. In all of Hock-
ney’s work that I've seen there’s very
little that would offend anybody or could
be accused of proselytizing for “perver-
sion.” (Ah, maybe this is the most radical
vision of all — the easy acceptance of
homosexual human beings, who aren’t
even being homosexual all the time.)
Even Hockney's male nudes are not
eroticized. 1 doubt that anyone but the
most deprived monk would have a lasci-
vious though looking at them. The artist
is always detached. You may prefer art
that involves more lust, but Hockney
certainly deserves his right to see the way
he does. (He does seem more interested
in male behinds than in fronts. What this
says about Hockney the man I couldn’t

venture to say.)

I personally like his portraits a lot,
both the black-and-white and the color
ones. 1 may be back where I began (liking
the pictures that look like real people),
but there’s something inescapable about
his portraits of his mother — the sad eyes
in the rather dowdy Englishwoman with
primly folded hands; the slouching father,
who never quite looks at us; W.H. Auden
with his eyes almost closed by wrinkles,
and so on. Seeing several portraits of the
same subject makes us value Hockney’s
technical skill in capturing the many
facets of an individual. He doesn’t merely
capture a likeness and then repeat it ad
infinitum. He shows us the different peo-
ple within the single individual.

It probably shouldn’t have to be true

that an artist must demonstrate his
ability to draw realistically, but I confess
I'm always more impressed when 1 think
an artist has the technical expertise to
“draw right” but has chosen to draw
some other way. I feel that about Hock-
ney. The portraits let me know that this
man is a master craftsman, forget every-
thing else.

It's also Hockney’s great variety in
style and subject matter that may make
him, when the art histories come to be
written, to be considered one of the
finest makers of art in the second half of
the twentieth century. But then who
knows how reputations in art are really
created. What part skill, what part econ-
omics, what part chance, what part self-
promotion? What price glory?
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Bernard Kagane

Having Cold Eyes

BY CHRISTIAN MAUREL

A very hard grace, with the least pos-
sible humanity. Hard to appreciate grace
that has reached such rigidity. One might
think it morbid, but it really is at work
deceiving death. These canvasses function
like so many traps — to capture an ulti-
mate extremity — to intercept imminent
death and bring it back to the state of
being bom. During the process the paint-
brush has killed something, but what?
One knows in advance that it might be
scary. And still it nibbles at one’s nerves.

All the more as Kagane pleases himself
transforming animal and vegetable back
into mineral. It isn’t far from mineralo-
gist to meteorologist. Now there’s some-
one hardly likes a storm — one can tell
just by looking at him. All the same,
everything happens as though he were the
eye of the hurricane, as though he oc-
cupied an impossible oasis of calm at
the center of the turbulence. And there,
having been stupefied, he paints the
stupefying.

Clinical eye. Cri-
tical Phase. It’s cal-
led having cold eyes.
Not the opposite of
courage. It would
even be the opposite
of cowardice, be-
cause it is a matter
of tightening and
condensing in the
extreme. Gathering,
filtering, starting
over again. Difficult

maneuvers of the
will in a painted
desert.

An intensity does
not naturally let it-
self metamorphose
in duration. It is a
story of capture and
captivity. One has to
subjugate, mark off,
tie off the body for
it to ascend, for it
to establish a plan,
for it to soar. And
still it is not enough.
The body has yet to
be criss-crossed by

S

i b o
Opposite page: Cain,; above: L’Epidemie

currents, pierced through by lines of pain
or panic. One almost hears the hum of a
motor: compression, combustion, ex-
haust.

Sacred gymnastics, in the most physi-
cal and the most mystical sense. Whether
looking at Kagane’s treatment of a man’s
skin, or the leaf of a climbing vine, or of
tissue or a lava flow, one sees the nerve
fibers, one feels spasm-wracked muscles,
one senses the spinal cord. Portrait of the
work and not of the worker. Redoubt-
able madness of the work. Because it is
not just shortsightedness that gives
Kagane this love of the millimetric. With
only oil and pigments, how does he man-
age to polish, to glaze to this degree his
human figures, still-lifers and landscapes?

He can pose a naked boy, but as
easily rip off a photograph, isolate a
fetish, paint an idea or a hallucination. In
any case he tells himself an adventure,
and he revels in what becomes of color

i
3

on the surface where he spreads it. This
approach ends by absorbing all of child-
hood: the folds of drapery, the folds in
the garden, bizzare machinations, puzzles
or rebuses, the secret still hidden, and
above all, what the weather is doing.

One can find oneself regarding Ka-
gane’s painting like statuary that hides
who knows what invisible orgasm. But
never are these statues static. Rather
their quality is ecstatic, a word which
means literally outside the self. As stable
as it looks, balance here is only an illu-
sion. If one looks for the center of gravity
of his people, it flees before one’s eyes. It
becomes the line of a gauge. It trans-
forms, reappears altered, then is gone.

What good is Egyptian violet or
Chinese red, if not to intercept light and
to modulate its variations? Long-standing
obsession of artists content to be arti-
sans. One is confused by Kagane’s palette.
Is it the same hand that now excites it-
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self to fury to bedeck with ornamenta-
tion, now devotes itself to sculpture?
This puzzle, to what purpose? It is sim-
ple: dawn is a color, sex is a flavor, and
the Last Judgement is a farce.

Speed disguised as slowness. Flashing
slowness. We are at the instant where the
jump into the void is in suspended anima-
tion. One scarcely perceives the breath,
but it nonetheless is running everything.
Kagane paints nomads, but they are at
rest, plainly in the grip of inertia, as
though it were the only way to show the
power that guides them, the dizzying
verticality that pervades them, the cor-
puscles that they send out.

Painting that declares without laugh-
ing that painting has always been a mat-
ter of deceiving the eye and that all
painters are counterfeiters. No surprise
that he makes fun of the style. That is
not what interests him. It is what is
masked. And he painstakingly knows a
little something of this. He began paint-
ing at age three. He became serious about
it at thirty. Now he’s forty-six. He knows
how to take his time.

Bodies of Angels

BY MICHEL TOURNIER

They are angels, indisputably. But
certainly not of the pre-raphaelite variety
— cold-blooded, asexual, anemic. Of the
four cardinal virtues of the ancient theol-
ogy, strength is the one that they culti-
vate with the greatest bias.

Everyone brings us a new vision of the
body — in an energized-angelic idion. No
ot . _ more misty tunics — now it’s rope, thongs,
] : . : - . straps, bracelets, camisole jackets, artil-
S e 9 lery carbines. Skin-tight clothing that
Sl gives an effect more naked than nudity.
Sex and muscle gush in exuberant affir-

- e mation.

R zise, below: Crusitixion These beings evolve in privileged places,

not at all earth-bound. For example,
places like the culminating point of a
trapeze artist’s trajectory under the big-
top, the split-second of weightlessness —
or perhaps better yet the intimacy of a
space capsule.

But if these angels can fly, it isn’t
because of a diaphanous nature. It is
their weight itself that lifts them off,
because mass is only the accumulation
of energy.

What is missing in the strongest of
these images is the face — and especially
its expression. These men are masked and
blind, like the horse at the slaughter
house, an instant before the slaughter
hammer comes crashing down onto its
skull.

Kagane knows this. He ventures with
trepidation into portraiture. beginning
with a self-portrait. Like the doctor who
scrupulously tries on himself the medi-
cine he has invented.
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THE GALERY OWNERS
THREE PROFILES

BY JOHN PRESTON

The stereotype of gallery owners por-
trays them as quietly effeminate men or
women who live and, perhaps, toil in a
world of elegant refinement and compo-
sure. Money should be talked about in
whispers, patrons should be treated as
honored guests, the owner should have a
““certain position” in the community. The
actual world of art galleries is a lot more
rough and tumble than that. Money,
for the survival of the gallery and the
survival of the artist, is a prime concemn.
Agonizing takes place around the pricing
of works, Collectors don’t just appear on
the spot ready to assume their roles as
protectors of the national artistic trea-
sure or talent, they need to be cajoled,
taught, tutored in the ways and means of
fine art.

Take any of the realities of the art
gallery world and treble them, and you
might be close to the reality of a gay art
gallery owner. He’s constantly fighting
not only the battles of every other gallery
proprietor, he’s also battling with the
society’s ignorance about gay art and the
gay world’s ignorance of the place of art
in our community. How the many dif-
ferent owners now at work in America
deal with the problems involved differs a
great deal. Some of the men involved
have created really unique positions for
themselves, especially as they deal with
unique situations, We've profiled three
who, between them, show some of the
enormous range of situations a gay gallery
owner might have to face,

Rob/Rob Amsterdam Gallery

Three years ago Rob opened his gal-
lery in Amsterdam. It was, and is, the
only pay art institution in that city.
Rob’s existence produced a minor revolu-
tion in the art world of Northern Europe.
For the first time European artists had a
marketplace for the sale — and probably
equally important — the display of their
work. Many artists, notably Nigel Kent,
can trace their ability to survive on their
work directly to the willingness of Rob
to risk the untried waters of gay art.

The Netherlands actually is a freer
society than ours in terms of public ac-
ceptance of homosexuality and its place
in the larger community. Still, there was

l&\;“ ;

some risk involved. On the other hand,
the people Rob dealt with from the be-
ginning were more willing and able in the
open Dutch context to display work
under their own name: Famed choreo-
grapher Hans van Manen has had two
shows of his homoerotic photography
without any problem.

This year, Rob's partner/friend/lover
Dai Evans came to the United States and
opened the New York branch of the gal-
lery in a Greenwich Village townhouse.
The unique position of this showroom is
its self-defined task as the agent of cross-
fertilization of European and American
art. Rob shows American works in Am-
sterdam, but only European artists in
the United States.

The display of the European works

Rob, founder of the Rob Galleries, photograph by Robert Mapplethorpe

-

has had a special effect on New York
artists. While American artists — and
certainly those British artists who use this
country as their base — are often the
working at the highest level of artistic
skill, few of the overtly erotic artists
can match the Dutch gallery’s clients in
terms of combining eroticism and tech-
nique,

Rob and Dai are both excited about
the unique position of their enterprise,
obviously reveling in their part in intro-
ducing Americans to Europe and Euro-
peans to America, arranging interviews
and hanging special shows.

They, of course, face a special set of
troubles that hasn’t become quite an issue
yet, thanks to some cooperative officials
and ‘good luck none of the works have
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been seized by the ever vigilant, ever
puritanical customs officers of this
Land of Liberty.

In a Plain Brown Wrapper

If there are problems involved in
setting up a gallery in New York or
Amsterdam, can you imagine what it’s
like in the heartland of the Midwest?

Stuart Wilbur opened the only gay
gallery in Chicago last year. There had
been previous attempts to open “erotic”
galleries in Chicago, but they failed after
one or two shows. Wilbur has begun to
make a go of In a Plain Brown Wrapper
with some significant help in timing and
the coming together of some unexpected
forces.

Probably the most important factor
in his favor has been the support of the
faculty and staff of the city’s prestigous
School of the Art Institute of Chicago.
The School was overtly anxious for an
outlet for the talent of its gay students,
or any students working in fields that
would be appreciated by gay buyers.
The school's imperative to its students,
that they should be willing to experi-
ence and express their inner selves in their
art, couldn’t be accepted unless there
was a space for the work to be shown.
Wilbur provided that for the students,
and the faculty hasn’t forgotten his
service to their own community.

The arch-conservatism of the straight
galleries in Chicago has also helped him.
His is the only Chicago gallery that will
show Paul Cadmus and other “main-

stream’ artists whose gay works are
usually shown “uptown” in New York.
The gay galleries in that city don’t get to
show many of the most important works,
preempt

since the larger enterprises

=
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In A Plain Brown Wrapper, the major Mid-West gay gallery.
Collage by John Shown from an upcoming show at the Stoned Wall Galerie.

them. But Wilbur is the one outlet in
Chicago that can and will show Cadmus’
homoerotic pieces. He's been able to
mount shows sometimes as prestiguous
as the usually more successful New York
galleries.

And finally, since his is the only gal-
lery in Chicago, and since he’s cultivated
good relationships with all the New York
galleries, he can deal with all the artists
that are otherwise divided among the
Manhattan competitors.

All three influences — the School of
the Art Institute, the access to “uptown”
gallery work, and the combining of the
resources of the five New York gal-
leries — have combined to make a very
questionable enterprise one that now has
every chance of success. His unique
position also leads to still further ack-
nowledgement. While the New York
galleries yearn for any mention — even a
slam — in the autocratic, homophobic
New York Sunday Times Arts and
Leisure Section, which has basically ig-
nored them completely, In a Plain Brown
Wrapper has received good coverage as a
“legitimate™ gallery in the Chicago press.

All this may sound good, but the
problems in opening a gallery in Chicago
still make the risk one of such enormi-
ty that Wilbur is constantly surprised at
himself. For one thing, the gay gal-
leries in New York have an enormous and
wealthy clientele ready-made in the gay
ghettos of the Village, SoHo and Chel-
sea. No such open and willing population
has yet surfaced in the Midwest.

The Stoned Wall Gallerie

Most of the gay art shown — but by
no means all of it — is explicitly male-
oriented. While almost every gallery

shows the work of women depicting men,
and the Leslie-Lohman Gallery has
women’s shows that include lesbian or
women-identified images with some regu-
larity, still the vast bulk of gay art in New
York is homoerotic.

The Stoned Wall Gallerie, a successful
neighborhood enterprise in New York’s
Chelsea district, is trying to deal with
some of the issues involved in a political
sense. No one person in the art world
can seem to agree with any other one
person about a definition of “*Gay Art”
or whether such an animal exists at all.
Stoned Wall's taken it further — they
reject concepts of gay or lesbian art and
are trying to deal with “homophile art.”
The artificial term harkens back to the
early 70’s when the gay political move-
ment was trying to devise new schemes
for understanding our place in society.
The idea of trying to deal with male/
female relationships in the gay world
may almost seem an anachronism, but the
gallery believes that the issues gay and
women artists are facing are common
enough that attnetion must be paid
jointly.

The vehicle for dealing with the whole
interaction between men and women has
been the development of a collective of
artists based in the gallery — The Gay
Enclave. Still developing, the group is
a way for the gallery to underline its com-
mitment to new artists; it specializes in
showing the work of previously un-
knowns.

The gallery also acts as the New York
base for a wide ranging collection of
experimental artists who do have some
reputation — whether the homoerotic art

of Olaf, or the works of Texas based,
highly-regarded collagist John Shown.




THE GALLERIES:

IN APLAIN BROWN WRAPPER

2943 North Halsted

Chicago, IL 60657

(312) 281-6671

Director/Stuart M. Wilber

Hours: Thursday-Friday/3-9 pm
Saturday-Sunday/2-7 pm

Shows: Keith Smith, Ed Derwent, Robert
Mapplethorpe, group shows

ROBERT SAMUEL GALLERY

795 Broadway

New York, NY 10003

(212) 477-3839

Hours: Tuesday-Saturday/1lam-6pm
Shows: Philip Masnick, Tom of Finland,
Kas Sable, David Martin, group shows

ROB GALLERY

8a Charles Lane

New York, NY 10045

(212) 675-7319

Director/Dai Evans

Hours: Saturday-Sunday/1-7 pm

Shows: Bill Ward, Nigel Kent, Jean Paul
Vroom, Tom of Finland, group shows

ROB-AMSTERDAM
Weteringschans 273
Amsterdam 1017 XJ
Holland
Shows: Nigel
group shows

Kent, Olaf, Bill Ward,

LESLIE LOHMAN GALLERY

485 Broome Street

New York, NY 10013

(212)966-7173

Hours: Tuesday-Saturday/1-5 pm

Shows: Hilton Brown, Delmas Howe,
group shows

STOMPERS

259 West Fourth Street

New York, NY 10014

(212) 6919571

Hours: Wednesday-Monday/1-7 pm
Shows: Matt, Rex, Brick, Tom of Fin-
land, Etienne

FOTO

492 Broome Street

New York, NY 10013

(212) 952-5612

Shows: Photography only, emphasis on
Feminist work

LAWSON DE CELLE GALLERY
3237 Sacramento Street

San Francisco, CA 94115
(415)931-2558

Director/Edward de Celle

Shows: Robert Mapplethorpe,
shows

group

The June Group, Leslie-Lohman Gallery

STONED WALL GALERIE

221 West 28th Street

New York, NY 10001

(212) 947-3130

Director/David Logan-Morrow
Hours: Tuesday-Saturday/2-6 pm
Shows: Olaf, John Shown,
Debra Marchard, group shows

Wheeler,

TYSON GALLERY

2327 Market Street

San Francisco, CA 94114

(415)431-3098

Director/Bill Mault

Hours: Tuesday-Saturday/12-5 pm
Sunday/1-5 pm

Shows: Wayne Quinn, Frank Betten-
court, Richard Roesener, Wayne Flynn,
Edward Parente

KORNBLATT GALLERY

326 N, Charles Street

Baltimore, MD 21201

Shows: Hilton Brown, group shows

CIRCA GALLERY
9026 Tampa Avenue
Northridge, CA 91324
Shows: Various artists

VISUAL EXPERIENCE GALLERY

759 Ellis Street

San Francisco, CA 94109

(415) 441-1800

Director/Eddie Van

Hours: Noon-7 pm (By appointment)
Shows: Mark Mulleian, Ramon Pablo
Vidali, Paul Blake, Robert Arbegast,
Wendy Victor, Alex Alexander

ALTERMNATE 25



SOURCES:

Top: Friends, sculpture by Wayne Hampton
(Waynesart), middle: Vertige by Regis Dho
{David Alexander Fine Arts), bottom: Phallos
by Nuki (Personal Publications).
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ART AVAILABLE IN OTHER THAN GALLERY SPACES

TRILOGY
135 Christopher Street, New York, NY
(212) 242-6753

Since it opened, this popular Village restaurant has consistently defied tradition.
The well-lighted interior walls offer superb visibility for the art work they hang. Ex-
hibits change, new artists are promoted, and work is definitely for sale.

DAVID LOGAN-MORROW
221 West 28th Street, New York, NY 10001
(212)947-3130
Mr. Logan-Morrow is the exclusive representative for the artists Olaf and Wheeler,

WAYNESART STUDIO
28 Southeast Ninth Street
Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33316
One of the few casting studios devoted to gay art, Waynesart also sells the sculp-
ture of its artist by mail order. Catalogues are available for a nominal charge.

DAVID ALEXANDER FINE ARTS
Box 3501
Durham, NC 27702
(919) 493-2982
The erotic drawings and lithographs of Greek artist Regis Dho are handled ex-
clusively by David Alexander. A lavish catalogue illustrates the current available work.

HOT FLASH OF AMERICA
2351 Market Street
San Francisco, CA 94114
(415) 626-4800
This semi-gallery/emporium hangs a variety of traditional and avant garde artwork
with an emphasis on the fantasy/erotic,

PROPER EXPOSURE
984 B Harrison
San Francisco, CA 94107
The photography of Lawrence Reh and the artwork of Charles R. Musgrave is
handled by this artist-collective, which issues brochures throughout the year.

THEATRE RHINOCEROS
1115 Geary Blvd.
San Francisco, CA
(415) 626-1921
The lobby of this gay theatre is host to various artists during the run of theatrical
productions. Recent art by Mark Kadoda and Tom Hinde have been exhibited.

PERSONAL PUBLICATIONS
Box 9005
Washington, DC 20003
Publishes and sells the artwork of Nuki (Daniel Millsaps).

DRAWINGS BY REX
960 Folsom Street
San Francisco, CA 94107
Handles the drawings, posters and reproductions of the artist Rex. Information
available by mail.
A TASTE OF LEATHER
960 Folsom Street
San Francisco, CA 94107

Although other artists are occasionally shown, a large collection of The Hun is
available through this shop.

DAVID JONATHON MILLER GALLERY
9915 Ferguson Road
Dallas, TX 75228

Woodblock prints by David Jonathon Miller are available through the artist’s own
studio. Miller publishes a large catalogue and yearly supplements. Information avail-
able by writing,.




Robert Opel

Betore Martyrdom

BY JOHN F. KARR

Sitting in a jail cell in Los Angeles
during June of 1974, Robert Opel was
not finding it hard to be philosophical.
“When you live on the frontier,” he
thought, “you have to be ready to dodge
the arrows.” The arrows being shot his
way resulted from one of the more
ridiculous pieces of agit-prop .yet per-
formed. He had doffed his jump suit and
calmly, though thoroughly naked, pre-
sented himself to a meeting of the L.A.
City Council, hoping to sway them from
banning nudity on the beaches of Santa
Monica and Venice. The uniform be-
decked City Council found such a per-

“Am | obscene?” Photo by Pat Rocco.

A nude Robert Opel at the Los Angeles City Council hearing on the legalit

formance too avant-garde, and were
horrified at the sight of so much flesh,
With the sanctimoniousness of the town
council of Titipu, they threw Opel into
jail for puncturing their serious moralistic
balloon with the comic dart of his un-
clothed body.

How this law abiding English teacher
became a political frontiersman and

arrow dodger is a tale which details the
radicalization of an American youth,
Opel’s family moved frequently as his
father sought construction work. Robert
was bright, quietly passive, a non-fighter;
in short, the traditional outsider. As a
frequent newcomer to grade schools he

v of nude beaches. Of white-haired Police Chif

was made the subject of ridicule and per-
secution. The coupling of such difficul-
ties with his own intelligence gave rise to
his firm yet quiet stance against opposi-
tion as well as his objective view of his
surroundings.

Opel describes himself during his col-
lege years as a model American. He was a
Catholic and a citizen, “a religious Ameri-
can; a true believer in the American
system.” Demonstrating his belief in this
system, he studied it from many angles.

First he earned a degree in Language
from the University of Michigan, and
then spent two years in the Law School
at the University of California in Berke-

d Davis, Opel asked:
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ley, only to be expelled for cheating. He
only too gleefully admits that not only
was the charge correct, but that he
wouldn't have made it through those
two years any other way.

Putting his knowledge of language,
law and the system to use, he went to
work for Ronald Reagan's campaign
office. Finding a marked ability to cre-
ate effective propaganda, he wrote the
first such piece that Reagan used. This
was a booklet which abstracted full
speeches into shorter statements. His
position papers and advance work proved
his attitudes were a bit too advanced
for his peers, who were disconcerted by
his abilities. Looking into this new-
comer’s history, they soon uncovered
an interesting fact: on a fateful trip to
Los Angeles in 1964, Opel had been ar-
rested and booked for soliciting, the
result of a classic bit of entrapment.
Although the case was ultimately dis-
missed, his record existed. The Reagan
staff now had a reason for releasing
Opel from their organization, some-
thing they were only too pleased to do,
and Opel experienced the unusual, yet
usual, reward of being punished for ex-
pressmg his talents and thoughts.

He moved to Los Angeles and began
teaching English as a Second Language.

hearing about it, it may be the key event
in his life, for it was the springboard to
his subscqucm radicalization. Opel cer-
tainly wasn't the first streaker, but he
was the only one whose image was sent
around the world by teletype and peri-
odicals.

The Academy Award streak was per-
formed as a lark, a game in which the
television security forces had to be out-
witted. These officers believed a rumor
that 400 organized streakers were going
to storm the telecast, and they had an
incredibly thick protective net spread
around the Chandler Pavilion in Los
Angeles. Opel, however, had a counter-
feit security pass which took him past
the outer lines into the building. Once
backstage, fate and the offices of NBC
convened, and Opel found an NBC stage
pass. This was his passport through the
last security check in the wings, which
was open only to those people about to
appear on stage. Opel passed through
this last point, doffed his jump-suit, and
strolled across stage, behind the urbane
symbol of the clothed body, David Niven.
The audience was more amused than
shocked; after all, this selection of
Hollywood's leaders could hardly be
thought of as sheltered. The security
force was so relieved to have a nude

nude, lodged numerous petty com-
lglaints against Opel and ultimately fired
1im.

Without a job, Opel had time to pur-
sue his recently emerging talents and
political ideas. The Advocate had great
popular success with his series of photo-
graphs entitled “Around Town'" which
were wryly amusing pictorial puns or
double takes about gay life. Looking for
a freer outlet, he became the editor of
Finger Magazme, a decidedly under-
ground opus whose contents consisted
solely of the pornographic contributions
of its readers. His political career took off
with his appearance at a gay parade as
“Mr. Penis,” garbed in a huge paper-
mache phallus. This so disturbed the
Uncle Tom’s of the Los Angeles gay com-
munity that they pressed charges against
him for interefring with their parade. He
was sentenced to accept either the maxi-
mum penalty for his silly stunt or submit
to “psychological re-evaluation.” This is a
horrifying euphemism for brainwashing,
calculated to produce an Opel who would
behave like a proper middle-class Ameri-
can. Fortunately, the charges were
dropped, and Opel was free to pursue
his political career.

Inspired by this brush with the system,
Opel drew what became his favorite

Opel and artist Mark Kadoda at the opening of Kadoda's show at Fey Way. It would be the gallery’s last major exhibition. Photo by Rink.

He spent eight very active though non-
overtly political years teaching, became
an administrator, wrote a book on this
subject and pmduced educational tele-
vision features. He owned an apartment
building and contributed to the local gay
press, neither hiding nor advertising his
gayness.

And then came the Academy Awards.
Robert Opel is, of course, the man who
streaked the 1974 Awards telecast. And
although he quickly bored to distraction
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soloist instead of the legions of anarchists
they had expected that they released
Opel after a good-natured slap of the
hand.

The potential weight of his act as
political statement became clear to Opel
soon enough. The press and other media
made it a major story with which to
titillate their readers, demonstrating its
use as propaganda. The L.A. school
board, obviously unable to cope with the
image of one of their teachers in the

poster. It depicts himself ala King Kong
astride the L.A. City Hall, fighting off
the airplanes of the policc department.
With the capiiorl “Resist Corrupt Politi-
cal Systems” it became his campaign
poster when he ran for City Councilman
as the write-in candidate for the F.U.C.K.
Party: Fags For Unseating Civic Knuckle-
heads. If elected, he promised to appoint
a liaison to the stralght community. Not
successful, he decided to run against
Nixon.



L i
Camille O'Grady, Robert Opel, and an unidentified gallery visitor. Camille would later witness Opel’s brutal assassination, Photo b v Rink.

At a typically nude press conference,
he announced his candidacy for the of-
fice of President, vowing he was ‘“Not
just another crooked Dick.”

Then came Opel's ultimate nude per-
formance before the L.A. City Council.
For this he was booked for indecent ex-
posure. When it was decided that his
nudity was not “implicitly sexual,” ex-
actly what he had been trying to prove
about nudity on beaches, the charges
were dropped. But where nudity at the
Academy Awards was seen in a spirit of
entertainment, nudity at a city meeting
was viewed as a serious offense. He was
charged with disrupting a public meeting,
and given a four month jail term. In jail
he undertook his own psychological
evaluation, which confirmed his convic-
tions.

He saw his art as a political tool
toward sexual liberation. "Art exists to
radicalize, to raise consciousness,” he ex-
plains. His propaganda aims to entertain,
“to remind gay people that we are dif-
ferent from straight people because we
fuck differently,” instead of glossing over
this fact. Opel would agree with Quentin
Crisp, who states that “the main body of
homosexuals go about saying they're
just like ordinary people — which is never
going to work because ordinary people
never go around saying they’re ordinary.”

Opel, shocked at the development of
a non-thinking, assimilated, suburban
styled gay, wanted to draw attention to
the differences between gay and straight,
so that these differences could be culti-
vated as individual strengths.

“When people are accepted for who
they are, appreciated for their differ-
ences, not persecuted for them, the
entire society will be enormously en-
riched,” he said. To this aim, Opel's
art strove to point out just what those
differences are and celebrate them. Be-

cause of their graphic bluntness, most
people find the works threatening or
pornographic instead of expansive or
sociological. Some of his works seek to
entertain and thus slyly educate, while
others open new worlds to the viewer
through a long-remembered visual con-
frontation.

The conclusion of Opel’s career in Los
Angeles came soon, when Finger Maga-
zine found his cover illustration of a
nun and a priest having sex too strong for
even their taste. Opel resigned and
moved to San Francisco to publish his
own magazine without the limiting dic-
tates of athers watching over him.

At a showing of his work at an under-
ground gallery shortly after his arrival
in San Francisco, several of the pieces
were censored by the gallery owner. Re-
fusing to compromise the work by ex-
hibiting it censored, and not being cowed
by threats that he would never be shown
again, he withdrew his work from the
show. He then found his own space in
which to live and display his work, a
small storefront on Howard Street in
the South of Market neighborhood. At
this time, famed graphic artist Tom of
Finland was making his first visit to
America. Although Opel had not in-
tended on showing other artists, he was
excited by Tom's presence and spontane-
ously made a gallery in his space for a
gala display of Tom’'s drawings. And so,
in seeking freedom to develop and dis-
play his own ideas and art, he gave birth
to the Fey Way Studios, a gallery devoted
to gay artists and their work.

Altogether, a total of fifteen artists,
several singers and the world premiere of
a film have been seen at the Fey Way,
demonstrating that gay art and artists
certainly exist. The Fey Way dealt with
explicitly ~ homo-erotic  images, and
quickly became the leading American

purveyer of new gay art. Other galleries
may be political due to trends or a pass-
ing popularity: the Fey Way was the only
gallery to be political by conviction. The
gallery fostered non-New York stand-
ards, and set styles instead of following
them in its continued championing of
what Opel calls “actual folk symbols.”

Opel hung work that he deemed in-
teresting, important or revolutionary,
works which needed to be shown to raise
consciousness to the differences between
gay and straight,

The gallery had a marginal existence
since its inception, largely due to its lack
of visibility to the general public. Art
critics  from the local papers were
shocked by the work they saw at the
opening and refused to attend many
later shows. The reviewer for the S.F.
Chronicle called the first show “un-
speakably, unwritably wretched," demon-
strating his extreme disturbance and ina-
bility to relate to the homosexual works
displayed. And although Opel claims,
“The function of this place is to dis-
turb,” the lack of publicity and just
plain understanding and knowledge from
the papers was appalling.

Yet Opel understood this lack of com-
prehension, and believed that perser-
verance and the continued visibility of
gay art will cease to disturb, and ulti-
mately educate people.

He was strong enough to resist the
brickbats of assimilationists who advised
him to tone down his politics and art.
Socalled friends had severed relations
with him due to his reluctance to recant
or play up to the consumer desires of
the general public by giving them what
they wanted. Opel instead gave them
what they needed to awaken to the pos-
sibilities inherent in being gay, instead of
adapting being gay to a straight Ameri-
can culture,
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George Platt Lyons

It's easy to forget that the current
wave of public homoerotic art had many
pioneers in the past decades. Oh, of
course, we all remember Michaelangelo
and Leonardo da Vinci, or Beardsley
and Thomas Eakin in the 19th century,
but it’s seldom that we acknowledge
those people who were interested in gay
themed work in the more recent past.
The censorship of the majority had much
to do with the suppression of the gay-
themed work of our artists, as did the
self-contained homophobia of our own
community which kept us from support-
ing their work. To be successful, one had
to be straight.

One of the most stunning examples
of the repression of a homosexual artist’s
gay works is the photography of George
Platt Lyons. His few remaining photo-
graphs have recently surfaced in a show
at the Robert Samuel Gallery in New
York and in smaller, less representative
works in a very few other gay galleries
in the country. But the important place
in the development of homoerotic photo-
graphy that Lyons holds will soon be
even more publicly acknowledged in a
major retrospective at Boston’s Museum
of Contemporary Art this summer and
with the publication of a book of his
male nudes within a year.

George Platt Lyons was the chief
fashion photographer for Vogue magazine
in the thirties; he went on to spend a
year and a half as the head publicity
photographer at MGM Studios during
its heyday. As a major, acknowledged
master of the camera, he developed a
fascinatingly art deco photographic style,
using the sleek lines and sharp black and
white contrasts of that period in the crea-
tion of his work.

All  the while, Lyons was also photo-
graphing his true self-interest — the male
nude. If today we think of all male
photography  pre-1970 as being the
greased up bodies of amateurs passing as
body building enthusiasts, it’s only be-
cause Lyons’ work has been so com-
pletely suppressed. Lyons took countless
pictures of the known and the unknown
in chicly elegant poses, and also in poses
and with the use of backdrop that clearly
paved the way for such currently popular
photographers as Robert Mapplethorpe
and Arthur Tress, His pictures of vo-
luptuously posed models against art deco
themes stand beside sexy sailor/models
standing against the graffitied walls of a
man’s room backdrop.

When a viewer discovers Lyons, easily
the most impressive and startling works

Untitled, 1938

are a series of full-frontal nudes of a be-
haired Yul Brenner. The first, quick
reaction is to marvel at Brenner's phys-
ique — who needs Al Parker when this is
available? But the more lasting impres-
sion is of the intensity of the inter-
action between this to-bestar and his
photographer. The pictures are simply
and beautifully stunning.

The Lyons show at Robert Samuel,
first presented to the public only this
March, was the surprise event of the art
season in New York, It sent a wave of
excitement through the community. No
doubt the greatest social impact of the
work is its witness to the historical
depth of fine art dealing with homo-
erotic themes. This value should never
be underestimated: anything which can
lift up our activities and our values and
help bolster them as more than a passing
fad has an enormous value to our com-
munity and to our appreciation of what-
ever it is that constitutes a “gay sensi-
bility.”

It's unfortunate that Lyons’ life, it-

self, gives weight to some of the less
positive parts of our history as well.
Lyons’ departure from New York for the
West Coast took him out of the main-
stream of fashion photography. Even
though his disillusionment with Holly-
wood and return to New York only took
one and a half years, it proved too long.
He never made a comeback to his pre-
vious professional heights. He died in
near poverty,

Even more painful, when he died,
members of his family discovered and
destroyed the vast majority of prints and
negatives of his work — said to have in-
cluded nudes of almost every major male
star in Hollywood at the time. The
pieces in the newly organized shows are
collected from the holdings of only six
men, friends of his who have thankfully
held on to his work for the nearly fifty
years, secretly holding them until there
was finally a time and forum that could
deal with George Platt Lyons’ true
love with a modicum of respect.

— J. Preston
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Olaf

“I am a voyeur. Perhaps all artists are
voyeurs —

The expansive pencil drawings of Olaf
are well known to gay American audi-
ences. His illustrative work has appeared
in every major gay magazine in the last
couple years.

“I was born and raised in Tomahawk,
Wisconsin, which is a nice place to be
born and raised. My father was a banker
and my mother was an early women’s
liberationist. Qur family was somewhere
between Life With Father and A Doll’s
House,

“I've drawn and painted since [ was in
kindergarten, but my first love was the
theatre. So I studied theatre at several
colleges. 1 spent six months in Japan

deeply involved in the No and Kanuki
theatres. It was during that time I met
Yukio Mishima, who made a strong
cultural and sexual impression on me.”

The impression translatesinto a highly-
disciplined sense of line and space in
Olaf’s work. But the subtly of the Japa-
nese artistic expression is merged in a
strictly Western thematic experience —
more evident in Olaf's newest series of
works, his epic Satyr portfolio. Here the
intergration of an Eastern artistic Zen
and a western mythological subject
matter are combined in drawings that,
while still executed in his obsessive pencil
medium, deliver more than their mono-
chromatic possibilities.

While the entire satyr series began as a

commission for a lavish dance planned in
San Francisco, the untimely death of
gay supervisor Harvey Milk canceled all
but the execution of the first drawing.

It was a theme that would not easily
be dismissed from Olaf’'s mind — over a
year of intensive work went into this
enormous series, which will be premiered
at The Stone Wall Galerie during their
First Anniversary Show, with a complete
one-man exhibit at the end of May.

“I returned to Wisconsin to begin six
years of living alone in the woods and
countryside. 1 concentrated on develop-
ing techniques of pencil drawing, a pro-
cess which still obsesses me. I also began
the long, hard process of coming out of
all my closets.™
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Bettencourt

Byron, 1978, acrylic and gold leaf on board, € 1978 Bettencourt

for the actual subject in his paintings sent is too blah.”

allows the artist himself to emerge com- Bettencourt has been in San Fran-
FRANK BETTENCOURT pletely in each canvas. He, himself, feels cisco since 1975, with eight shows at the
It has been said about photorealist *1 deal with realism in a cynical way. Tyson Gallery, Bettencourt was born in

Frank Bettencourt that his disregard Give me the past or the future: the pre-  California.
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Mulleian

MARK MULLEIAN

Once you've seen a Mark Mulleian
painting or drawing, you are aware of a
distinctive transrealism. Juxtaposed, but
undistorted realities and mystical environ-
ments ingeniously reveal sentimental to
profound aspects of life. The viewer's
eyes experience a kind of magnetism,
discovering more each time they return
to the painting, Power, impact and sensi-
tivity, visual and emotional, are pri-
mary qualities of Mulleian’s art. His in-
sights and concern for sometimes the
smallest details produce profound ach-
ievement.

Mark Mulleian is, amazingly, a self-
taught artist. His art education is from
frequent visits to museums, extensive
studies from books on the Masters and
the learning that accompanies painting
and drawing since the age of six. His in-
spiration is mainly influenced by Rem-
brandt, Michelangelo, da Vinci, Caravag-
gio, Harnett, and Dali. Since childhood,
visual expression remains Mulleian’s pri-
mary means of attaining inner satisfaction
and maintaining a comfortable self-
image.

0il became his medium at the age of
thirteen. This began the development of a
highly complex technique, underpainting,
Layers of pigment and glazes allow light
to enter the painting and illuminate from
within, The result is color brilliance and
outstanding three dimensional qualities.
Mulleian’s use of color brings drama and
depth of feeling to his paintings. His pen
and ink drawings, also lithographed, are
accomplished with incredible intricate
line workmanship.,

One most distinguishing characteristic
of Mulleian art is subject usage. Moments
of solitude and contemplation, dreams,
psychic visions, and personal experiences
form images in his mind’s eye that com-
pel his hands to the brush or pen. Moc-
casins, cracked and dry on a sea of sand,
a scorched tree that once grew through a
cradle, a man in the form of a broken
carousel figure, the ghost of an orphan on
the steps of an old abandoned house, are
examples of why Mulleian imagery is
special to his selective audience. Mystic-
ally appealing visions, captured in some-
what classic, sometimes almost medeival
moods, stimulate imagination and move
emotions.

Omens, oil on canvas

Mulleian feels his art represents places
he cannot go physically, but can experi-

ence spiritually. Psychic-visual types of

flashes create feelings that possess his
mind until they are captured in apint-
ings. His work tantalizes the viewer’s

senses with three dimensional power com-
bined with the impact of emotional feel-
ing. Magical illusions recreate experi-
ences and come alive on two dimensional
surfaces.

Robert F. Arbergast
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Country/Western Style Sacred Heart of Jesus, glazed ceramic

RON DWYER

A native South Dakotan, Ron Dwyer
has shown in numerous one-man and
group exhibitions throughout the Mid-
west.

His training includes a degree in art
from the University of South Dakota,
and he taught ceramics and sculpture at
Yankton College and USD before moving
to the San Francisco Bay Area four years
ago.

Ron primarily works in hand-built
porcelain with lustre over-glazes, em-
ploying sometimes as many as ten firings
to achieve particular surface effects,

He has long been attracted to the
school of California Funk ceramics, and
he credits Hummel and Hieronymus
Bosch as major influences.

A deeply spiritual person, Ron feels
that people have scoffed at religious work
like his for too long, and it’s time the
public accepted a re-introduction of genu-

inelly holistic holiness into high art, His
Country/Western Sacred Heart of Jesus
represents the latest expression of this
philosophy.

Heavily into the art of The People,
Ron lists the following as his aesthetic
principles:

1) Art should be available in basic
decorator colors.

2) Art should also double as storage
vessels. And

3) Anything sacred cannot be vulgar,



Musgrave

. CHARLES R. MUSGRAVE

“There is no real difference between
~~ my wildlife work and my male nudes —
both possess the same inherent artistic
qualities beyond the obvious tags of being
‘animals’. For me, they are the only sub-
jects of interest.”

Charles Musgrave’s work runs the
gamut between sharp-etched pen and ink
wildlife studies and almost photo-realis-
tic male nudes. In both there is a similar
objective artistic vision that is concerned
with structure and form. In naturalist
work, the weight and mass of the animal
translates to the line and structure of the
male form. Muscle matches muscle,
structures equate, There is the constant
reminder that we are looking at an im-
pression of a reality; the pure pattern of
black ink is fused with the vagurities of
tempra and water color; the soft focus
of pencil is balanced with the contem-
porary surface of highly reflective metal-
lic paint.

“The subject dictates both style and
media. Certain powerful images, like the
larger animals, need a softness to human-
ize them for eyes uncomfortable with
unapproachable subjects. But because |
am interested with traditional artistic
expressions, the principles of the finished
work must adhere to the history of art.”
Mr. Musgrave lives in San Francisco
and is represented by Proper Exposure.

Exposed Samauri, 1978, pencil
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Rudolph

The Ambush of San Francisco,

LOU RUDOLPH

“I get off on real people, real men,
not perfect clones, so I go out with my
sketchbook and try and capture this
reality.”

Lou Rudolph, for the past six years,
has been documenting the flow of people
into and out of the South of Market

landscape in which he lives and works.
His spontaneous, almost court-room style
sketches have been exhibited, very pro-
perly, in the environments they were
taken from: the popular leather bars of
San Francisco,

Recently, Rudolph has turned to the
examination and documentation of new
wave and punk influences in the city,
designing concert and event posters.

“] have been influenced equally by
other artists, Van Gough, Lautrec, Chuck
Arnett — and performing artists like
James Dean, David Bowie.”

Before moving to the West Coast,
Rudolph worked as a commercial illus-
trator in Washington, DC. “I did graphic
designs for shopping bags — I hated it.”

Lou Rudolph will have his first New
York exhibit in May at Stompers.




DeFrange

ANTHONY DE FRANGE

Mr. De Frange was born in Oklahoma
in 1923 of Italian parents, As a boy, he
copied advertisements in newspapers and
sketched portraits of his family. His
maternal uncle, Vincent Carano, was a

fine sculptor in Italy. On a visit to
America in 1931, Carano urged De
Frange’s parents to cultivate the boy’s
talents.

Anthony De Frange studied at the
Cleveland School for Art for four years,
and has won many awards for his oils,

Many of his portraits are in the private
collections of well-known celebrities all
over the world.

Completely dedicated to his work, De
Frange sometimes paints around the
clock. He currently exhibits in his own
gallery in San Francisco.
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Arnett

CHUCK ARNETT

One of the prime movers in West
Coast art, Chuck Arnett has been dubbed
“Lautrec in Leather” — an artist who's
sketchbook  provides  socio-historical
documentation of the age that leads
directly to the 1980s. From designing
posters for leather bars to filling reams of
paper with fast-moving, highly transitory
images of men engaged in the spectrum
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of sexuality, Arnett remains the cult
figure of individuals. He shuns the gallery
space. “Galleries are funeral parlors for
art work.”

Chuck Arnett’'s work, when it can be
found, is usually in private collections; a
few pieces hanging in leather shops; in
leather bars. I show my work in bars
because that’s where the people who

Untitled, colored ink

know me go and get off on what 1 do,
and sometimes even buy something.”

Sales, the mainstay of the artist’s
survival, are not the prime consideration.
The experience of creating an art from
life, and a fast-moving parade of life at
that, is the succor of the artist. What
evolves is that which ultimately becomes
legend. But only ages hence,




WILLIAM 8.
BURROUGHS
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Meet Me at the Fair

. .. the way. The leader was carrying a Mauser pistol clip-
ped onto a rifle stock. Audrey recognized this weapon from
the Stoeger catalogue, The Shooter’s Bible, which he read
religiously, studying each weapon and deciding which ones he
wanted to carry when he became a gentleman adventurer. He
knew the caliber of this gun, nine millimeter, but not the
same cartridge as the Luger. He knew that the wooden stock
also served as a holster; that the magazine, which was not in
the handle but in front of the handle, also served as a hand
hold to steady the weapon; that the magazine held nine
cartridges. The leader stepped to the side of the car. Hamlin
spoke briefly in a language unknown to Audrey and the leader
nodded.

“We leave the car here,” John said.

Audrey got out, They were on the edge of what looked
like a vast fair — booths and lights as far as Audrey could see
in a sepia twilight. He decided that the nonchalant thing was
to ask no questions. He followed John through the square
where a number of acts were in progress, each surrounded by
a circle of onlookers. He glimpsed these acts out of the corner
of his eye, for John was walking rapidly as if he had an ap-
pointment to keep.

“For | have promises to keep and miles to go before I
sleep,” Audrey recited inanely to himself,

In one circle two boys were practicing Jiu Jitsu. Audrey
had once ordered a book on jiu jitsu through a mail order
firm in Wisconsin. He found the instructions and diagrams
quite incomprehensible . . . “Seize your opponent by his right
sleeve with your left hand and pull sharply downwards while
your right hand secures his left lapel. At the same time move
your left foot quickly behind his right heel. Straighten your
body with a twist to the right. He will be thrown heavily to
the ground.” As he watched, one of the boys fell backward
with a foot in the other’s stomach. He straightened his leg,
every muscle outlined like marble in the dying sun, and the
boy sailed over the heads of the onlookers and lit on his feet
like a cat.

Other acts were enigmatic. In one circle boys were dressing
and undressing at prestidiginal speed, He passed a circle where
a strange woolly monkey was attacking a dummy with a knife
while the trainer stood behind him giving inaudible signals.
There were no noisy children about, and no families. The
people he passed were dressed in colored jock straps, leather
jock straps, knee length shorts, and Arab robes. Most of them
seemed to be adolescent, with a sprinkling of older people.
A white-haired man passed in a fiacre. Around the square
were lodging houses, cafes, Turkish baths and boardwalks, He
caught a whiff of the sea. Streets and alleys opened off the
square, Boys lounged in doorways,

As he walked along, Audrey glimpsed scenes that sent the
blood singing in his ears and pounding to his crotch. Why,
some of the boys were out of control (Audrey’s term for
erection) and doing things together, He could feel the pull in
his groin. John had turned into a weed-grown cobblestone
street — blue twilight and trees ahead — this looked like St.
Louis again. Here comes the old lamplighter. Ah here we
are, Red brick house on the corner. The lawn was weed-
grown and there were leaves on the cracked sidewalk. John
opened a side door under a portico.

“My father’s house. Enter.”

Dark stairs to the top floor. John opened a door and turned
on the light, It was an attic room with a double brass bed, a
washstand, a copper lustre basin and pitcher. Audrey saw

some sepia prints on the wall that seemed to represent the fair
they had just walked through. There was a bookcase with
leatherbound giltedged books. John took off his jacket, tie
and shirt, poured water into the basin, and washed his face
and neck. He dried himself with a blue towel, sat down on the
edge of the bed and took off his shoes and socks.

He lay down on the bed with his knees up and pillows
behind his head, selected an orange from a basket of fruit on
the night table. He peeled the orange and the smell of oranges
filled the room. He ate the orange, spilling juice on his naked
chest. Audrey was washing with his shirt on, the collar turned
back.

“Toss me that wash rag, Audrey.”

John wiped the orange juice off his chest and licked his
fingers. He lit a cigarette and looked at Audrey through the
smoke.

“I want to see you stripped, Audrey.”

Cold in the stomach untying his shoes shoes falling to the
floor pants folded on the chair. He stood up.

“Take off your shorts too.”

They caught in a way that made him uncomfortable fell to
his ankles he kicked them onto a chair his nakedness John's
hand rubbing lubricant and the silver sparks went off behind
his eyes. His head exploded in pictures. It seemed that he had
lived in this room for a long time a ceiling crossed by car lights
from the street and the opening and closing of doors these
stairs . . .

“You know both of us use the copper lustre basin in the
attic room now Johnny’s back.”

Drifting sand, fish smells and dead eyes in doorways,
shabby quarters of a forgotten city. I was beginning to re-
member the pawn shops, guns and brass knucks in a window,
chili parlors, cheap rooming houses, a cold wind from the sea.
Dead eyes seemed to be looking at some distant beginning to
remember the boy, an old skating rink . . . any minute now . . .
Who said Atlantic City? . .. wire rusty around jagged holes . . .
Van’s Surgery . . . writing croaker . . . Globe Hotel . . . Great
Atlantic Accident . . . name address hotel quite right? ... a
number . . . police line ahead frisking seven boys against a
wall. Too late to turn back, they'd seen us. And then I saw the
photographers, more photographers than a routine frisk would
draw. 1 eased a film grenade into my hand. A cop stepped
toward us. I pushed the plunger down and brought my hands
up, tossing the grenade into the air, A black explosion blotted
out the set and we were running down a dark street toward
the barrier. Behind us the city went up in chunks.

GREAT ATLANTIC ACCIDENT . ..

READ ALL ABOUT IT.

We ran on and burst out of a black silver mist into late
afternoon sunlight on a suburban street, cracked pavements,
sharp smell of weeds.

“Roller skate boys very close now.” The Dib touched
pillars and posts as he walked. He pointed to a stucco building
that occupied half a block. “There, in old skating rink.”

The rink was boarded up and looked deserted from the out-
side. The Dib knocked on a side door, which opened silently
on oiled hinges. In the doorway stood a tall blond youth in a
blue jock strap. He carried a machine pistol under one arm.
He looked at me with metallic grey eyes.

“Come in,” he said and stepped aside.

I looked around for the Dib. He had disappeared. “He’s
gone.”

“Naturlich. 1t is his work.”

In the middle of the rink some boys in blue jock straps
were skating. Sunlight poured through a broken skylight of
wired glass. The wire was rusty around jagged holes, made |

This excerpt from Port of Saints, copyright by William S. Burroughs, 1980, is printed by permission of Blue Wind Press, Box 7175, Berkeley, CA



would guess by grenades or mortars, Mattresses here and there,
boys sat naked smoking hashish and drinking tea, a work
bench along one wall where boys were sharpening knives,
oiling skates, repairing bicycles, a long bicycle rack by the
work bench. On a mat four boys were practicing judo and
karate. Others threw knives into a target. Scene from a silent
film. No laughing no shouting no horse play. Boys turned to
look at me as I passed, faces unsmiling, eyes cool and watch-
ful. All movements were purposeful and controlled. No boy
was fidgeting or standing aimlessly around. The boy with the
pistol took me to what had been the office of the rink. It was
fitted out as a ward room, maps on the wall, pins in the maps.

“Do you have any ammunition?"” he asked me.

I put a box of fifty shells on the table.

“We must distribute these. We have five .38 police revolvers
here.” He handed me five shells.

He stepped to the door and spoke in the language. A thin
dark boy, face spattered with adolescent pimples, came over
from the work bench. He was naked except for a blue jock
strap. He motioned for me to follow. Dusty window boarded
up, boys at a table peeling potatoes and cutting meat. He slid
behind a counter where the skates had once been issued to
noisy teenage patrons. He measured me with his eyes and
dumped some clothes on the counter — sweat shirts, blue
jeans, blue jock straps, socks. He passed me a bowie knife 18
inches long with a worn black belt and sheath. I hefted the
knife in my hands. The handle was a knuckle duster that
ended in a brass knob. It was a beautifully balanced fighting
instrument honed to razor sharpness.

“Just take any locker empty and change,” he told me.

I stashed my clothes in a locker and changed into blue
jeans and sweat shirt.

“You want to be measured for skates and crash helmet and
bucklers.”

The cobbler was an old man in a dusty room, tools and
leather laid out on a long table. He looked at me from eyes
faded as pale sky. Unhurried and old, he measured my feet,
head and forearms. The boy leaned against the door jamb
watching. The cobbler completed his measurements and
nodded.

“Bath?” the boy asked. Walking behind him 1 spotted a
pimple where his naked buttocks rubbed together and an-
other on the left cheek. He felt my eyes, stopped and turned
to look at me over his shoulder. I touched the pimples with
my finger tips, caressing his buttocks. He moved slightly and
rubbed his jock strap dusty windows boarded up wooden
benches smell of sweat and mouldy jock straps several boys
changing. The boy sat down on a bench and pulled his jock
strap down, tossing it into a locker. He had a half erection. He
looked down as his cock got stiff.

“You strip.”

I pulled off my clothes. He looked at me with unsmiling
appraisal. “You fuck me this time,” he decided.

He led the way through a green door. A shower room with
white tile floor had been fitted out as a haman, A youth had
just poured a bucket of water over himself. He turned with an
erection, shook water from his eyes, measuring me with his
thin brown body. He reached out a slow foot and brought it
down my calf and said something to the dark boy. Three
youths sat on a bench comparing erections. The boy filled a
bucket, poured half of it over me and the rest on himself.
We passed a piece of carbolic soap back and forth. One of the
youths tossed us a towel and we dried our bodies, There was
a tube of KY on a shelf. I picked it up. The boy leaned for-
ward holding his cheeks apart. I touched his pimples then rub-
bed the lubricant on his ass and up inside the ring squeezing
my finger hitched hands around his hips and pulled him
towards me feeling the spasmodic milking movements as |
slid it in and out the electric warmth of his quivering body.

The other youths stood around us watching silently and at the
climax let out a little sigh from parted lips. We walked out
naked into the rink.

It was late afternoon and the sides of the rink were in sha-
dow. Some of the boys were cooking and making tea. Others
were engaged in group sexual exercises. A circle of boys sat
on the karate mat looking at each other’s genitals in silent
concentration. Now one of the boys was getting stiff. He
walked to the center of the circle, turned around three times
and sat down hugging his knees. He looked from one face to
the other. His eyes locked with one boy and a current passed
between them. There was a click as if a picture had been
taken. The boy in the center of the circle opened his legs and
lay back with his head on a leather cushion. A drop of lubri-
cant squeezed out the end of his phallus as he arched his
body and squirmed. The boy selected kneeled in front of the
other studying his genitals. He pressed the tip open and looked
at it through a lens of lubricant. He twisted the tight nuts
gently with precise fingers as if he were tuning up a piece of
machinery, handling the phallus as a precision instrument,
running a slow finger up and down the shaft, rubbing lubri-
cant along the divide line, feeling for sensitive spots in the
tip. The circle of boys sat silent, lips parted, watching faces
there calmed to razor sharpness. The boy who was being
masturbated rocked back hugging knees against his chest.
Quivering in an ecstasy of exposure his body blurred out of
focus. He lay there unconscious. Two boys carried him to a
mattress and covered his body with a blue blanket. Another
boy took his place in the center of the circle.

I was tired and hungry. Some boys motioned me to sit
down, handed me a plate of stew and a wedge of dark Arab
bread. After eating I found a mattress and fell asleep. When I
woke up the rink was full of yellow grey light. A boy was
leaning on his elbow looking at me. It was the boy who had
touched me with his foot in the bath. Our eyes met. There was
a click in my head a melting of the stomach on hands and
knees a band squeezing my head tighter tighter taste of metal
in the mouth. I was looking down from the ceiling then out
through the broken skylight turning figure eights in the
morming sky.

There are about thirty boys here of all races and nation-
alities: Negroes, Chinese, Mexicans, Arabs, Danes, Swedes,
Americans, English. That is, they are evidently derived from
racial and national stock corresponding to Negroes, Mexicans,
Danes, Americans et cetera. However, these boys are a new
breed.

After a breakfast of bread and tea, six boys put on jock
straps, crash helmets and skates and buckled on their knives
in preparation for a reconnaisance patrol. The blond boy with
the machine pistol will accompany them as patrol leader.
Others are busy at the work benches, sharpening knives,
oiling skates, fixing bicycles, improvising weapons. One wea-
pon works on the crosshow principle with strong rubber
bands instead of a bow. Lead slugs are fed in from a magazine
on top of the weapon and drop into a slot when the gun is
cocked by pulling the bands back. The ritfle models are amaz-
ingly accurate up to twenty yards and the slugs embed them-
selves in soft wood. A murderous bolo is made by attaching
lead weights to each end of a bicycle chain. The boys practice
continually with these devices.

The pimply boy approaches with a folder under his arm,
wearing blue jeans. He looks like an American school boy
except for the cool eyes alert and disengaged. He addresses
me in a curiously unaccented English.

“I teach you picture language,” he taps folder. *“No good
talk old language.” He clears a space on the work bench and
opens the folder. The written language is a simplified script
obviously derived from the Egyptian. The pictures are then
transliterated into verbal units. Any picture can be said in a
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number of ways according to the context. For five days, we
study ten hours a day. My previous study of Egyptian hiero-
glyphs greatly facilitates my progress and 1 am now able to
converse with some ease. Pictures rise out of the words. I am
learning something of the history and customs of the wild
boys. Once a year all the wild boys meet in one spot to com-
pare weapons and fighting techniques and to indulge in com-
munal orgies. This festival is known as Xolotl Time.

S*Many different boy some almost like fish live all time in
water since he begin.”

I ask what he means by begin — since birth?

“Wild boy not born now. First he made from little piece
one boy’s ass grow new boy. Piece cut from boy after he get
fucked. Boy like much get fucked give best piece. Grow new
boy then boy give piece take new one back his tribe. Boy grow
like this not like boy born no good cunt. Boy grow from piece
change many different way. Some boy no talk make pictures
in head. Boy make cry kill man over there there.” He points
across the rink. “Other got electricity in body. Boy live far
south warm wet place very sweet very rotten inside. Dress up
like woman kill many soldier.”” (These boys who are called
“Bubus” secrete a substance from the rectum and genitals
which leaves erogenous sores rotting flesh to the bone.)
*“You scratch feel good scratch more pretty soon scratch self
away jump around in your bones. Some boy he glow in dark.
You come near soon die. You come near little bit every day
you all right. Very good for fuck, Him very hot inside, Other
boy he look vou come off in pants.” And the dreaded laugh-
ing boys": “You laugh too piss self laugh guts out.” (The
“laughing boys™ also communicate fatal fits of sneezing,
coughing and hiccuping.) “Other live blue place in moun-
tains got little high blue note you hear that you need all time
you hooked. Boy got poison teeth like snake. Lizard boy live
on cliffs hand so strong crush bones.” The boys with built-
in weapons are known as biologics. Other of more or less
normal physical attributes specialize in the use of some skill or
weapon . ., glider boys, knife throwers, bowmen, slingshot
boys, blow-gun boys. “Got darts all different size some so
small you think mosquito bites you then turn blue and die.”
One tribe specializes in musical weapons. “*Got music so sweet
man walk over cliff. Make sound knock down wall shake guts
out,”

“Many boy tribe come Xlolotl Time all different every
time more different. Not need take piece now. We make
Zimbu boy. Make many Zimbu Xolotl Time.” I ask when this
festival occurs, “Different time place very year. I think this
time in south on sea maybe not know for sure till two weeks
before time all boy stop fuck jack off he get there hot like
fire.”

The spoken language has great flexibility and extraordinary
vividness through immediate pictorial association. If you
can’t see it you can’t say it. As to the origins of this language,
the boy is vague, “Wild boys written long time ago in picture
book. Book called ‘breathing book.” One man come show us
piece from book.” The wild boys have no sense of time and
date the beginning from 1969 when the first wild boy groups
were formed.

I now have my skates, crash helmet, and leather bucklers
for the forearms, all perfectly tailored like extensions of my
body. The skate rollers can be locked and rubber caps ad-
justed for walking uphill. Tomorrow 1 will go on patrol.
Patrols consist of six boys on skates and one boy on a bicy-
cle. The bicycle boy is the patrol leader. This job rotates and
leadership is informal. It is his job to coordinate the activities
of the patrol and the information gathered. He carries a pistol
and field glasses in addition to the standard bowie knife.

We set out at dawn through ruined suburbs, a crescent
moon in the china blue morning sky. The patrol leader is a
tall thin Negro boy, ears flat against his small head, a distant
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savannah in his eyes, The boys are skating in a line, hands on
each other’s shoulders. We come to an intersection of sub-
division streets which forms a wide expanse of cracked weed-
grown pavement. The leader rides ahead to the top of a steep
hill on his bicycle and scans the surrounding country through
field glasses. He comes back and says one word which means
empty land to sky. A boy rubs his jock strap and with one
accord the boys sit down pulling their jock straps down over
their skates. They skate on slow circles touching each other’s
genitals and buttocks as they pass.

A boy skates up behind me, puts his hand on my shoulder
and guides me to a broken wall, Three of us brace ourselves
against the wall then we are twisting in circles spinning the
moon and the sky throwing sperm across the cracked pave-
ments.

In the late afternoon we pass a ruined building. US Consu-
late. On a windy hillside we sight a herd of goats. The goat-
herd waves and runs towards us, wind whipping his torn
djellaba. Young actor is about thirteen. He tells us a truck-
load of American soldiers passed the Consulate this morning
and asked him where the wild boys were hiding,.

“*Americans very bor bor. Give me cigarettes, chocolate,
corned bif. Believe everything what I say.”

He takes a stick and draws a map to show the false route he
has given them. The leader studies the map, sketches it on a
clip board, pointing and asking questions. Satisfied that the
map is accurate, he hands the boy a piece of hashish and a
switch knife. The boy snaps the knife open and cuts the air,
“*One day kill son bitch Merican.”

I put my hand on the back of the boy’s neck. He moves
eagerily under my hands like a dog, squirms out of his djellaba
and stands naked in the wind, pubic hairs blown flat against
his groin. He arches his body as I jack him off . . . the wind
spatters sperm across his lean brown stomach.

That night we decide on an ambush plan for the truck.
QOur undercover agents working as cooks, bus boys, waiters,
bartenders have administered Bor Bor to the American troops.
The effect of this drug, which is held in horror by the wild
boys and only used as a weapon against our enemies, is to lull
the user into a state of fuzzy well-being and benevolence, a
warm good feeling that everything will come out all right for
Americans.

“We like apple pie and we like each other, it’s just as simple
as that."”

Jolting along in the truck . . . “Oh God, isn’t mother a
grand person? She's got all the good qualities . . .”” Muttering
squirming bursting into maudlin song:

“Your mother and mine .. .”
“With a heart that was willing to share .. ."”

“Let me bang her twice a month and what could be fairer
than that unless it’s our old Colonel. When I die I want to be
buried right in the same coffin with that fine old blue-eyed
whitey — always putting his hands on our shoulders and calls
us Son and weeps like a baby over the dead and wounded. He
was an Eagle Scout at birth.”

A truckload of tough soldiers, crooning, singing, weep-
ing, muttering, smiling, squirming around like randy dogs
under Massa’s kind old hands. A Sea Org member of Scien-
tology leaps up and screams out: “THANK YOU RON
THANK YOU RON THANK YOU RON!, . .”

Another soldier throws his arms around the Jew from
Brooklyn . ..

*“You Jews is so warm and human!”

Another sobs out: “All the darkies is a-weepin’ cause
Massa’s in the cold cold grave . ..” As he buries a good Darky
and a dead dog . . .

*“Cried like babies right in front of each other — ‘why be
ashamed to show your heart son’ said a wise old whisky priest
and I sobbed in that good man’s arms and the cop threw his



great paws around both of us and we cried all over each
other.”

Mother and Old Glory, kindly priests, good cops, adorable
prison wardens rocked in the arms of Bor Bor. . .

A thin sliver of moon in the blue black sky. The cold at
night here grabs your flesh into goose pimples. We slung an
iron telephone pole thirty feet long between chains, a line of
boys on skates on both sides down a steep hill, the pole pul-
ling us along faster and faster like a comet — hit the truck
dead center and knocked it over spilling those Bor Bor heads
on the cold cold ground. We swept around from both sides
and cut them to Old Glory and back. Under a rough cross
formed by the skewered truck we broke thin ice in a fountain
and washed the blood off us. We now have a supply of fire-
arms for the next operation,

The roller skate boys swerve down a wide palm-lined ave-
nue into a screaming blizzard of machine gun bullets . . . hum-
ming boys, a vibration that sets the teeth on edge and rages
through the brain like buzz saws . . . messages whistled through
cold alleys, taken up by the barking of dogs, reach the remote
communes in a few hours . . . he was coming down windy
streets, white shorts slapping, mouth open, their hairs up at
the first ripple whimper off putrid sweet legs throw back their
heads and howl the winds ass hairs erectile — plant boys
who know the weeds and vines, maurijuana behind enemy
lines, hay fever on the wind, water hyacinths snarl the boat
propellor, marijuana sprouts by the barracks, thorns scratch
the Colonel’s boots, boys who can call the locusts and fleas,
beautiful diseased Bubu boy stands by a black lagoon, fragile
dream boys of shaded dawn wait by attic windows in a lost
street of slate roofs and brick chimneys, shaman boys the
young faces dark with death, a young red-haired soldier, his
ears trembling, yelps, ejaculates strange streets dank school
toilets a wind across the golf course naked semen spurting
shy spirits in a world of shades boy touches a shoulder under
the blankets gasping as the other holds his knees back his thin
buttocks his rectum wet morning cobblestone rain in cob-
webs the blue desert who exist can breathe there tenuous rose
vines bodies cool backs his little teeth scream and yelp boys
cuddle whimpering in sleep, a naked boy with his back to
Audrey rubs against another, the boy tums and grins at
Audrey.

Late afternoon light I could touch the sea wall the stone
the vines I could see my body and the sand the face down
there a thin pale back two boys laughing blue youth in their
eyes sunny the house behind him bleakly clear I am the boy
as a child and this is me lying naked on his underwear rubbing
himself my room and me there he smiled to watch him do it
jumped across a gleaming empty sky I could feel unknown
hand orange in the shed long long how long it was the skies
fall apart dust of the dead in his eyes into his eggs tighter
tighter then I was spurting into a ruined courtyard a smell
of oats.

Back in Mexico City, the man who was the boy’s father
tried to raise money to come back and dig some more in the
ruins, but the Mexican authorities said he had no right to do
this and took what he had found away from him and sent
some Mexicans to the ruins. The man began taking morphine
again and I spent most of my time in the streets to stay out
of the house. I remember an American from Texas with prison
shadows in his eyes talked to me in the park and [ went back
with him to his apartment,

It was some time after that that a man came to the club
and selected me as his caddy. He was a youngish man, about
thirty, with very pale grey eyes . . . fat, but I could see there

were muscles under the fat, and I could see that he had some-
thing special he wanted from me as soon as we got out on the
golf course, First he told me I shouldn’t be hanging around
in Mexico, that [ belonged in America because I was an Ameri-
can and he could arrange this but first [ would have to do
something he wanted me to do in order to “square myself”
as he put it. Then he told me that “the free world” as he
called it was fighting for its life and I could help. There was a
man they knew was working with the Commies and they
wanted to get him. I'd already seen this man, he bought me a
sandwich and an orange drink . . . now all I had to do was to
get the man you know what I mean to start something with
me and they would nail him and that would be it — after that
I could go to America and live with a decent family and go to
school, now how did that sound to me? I told him I was born
in Mexico and didn’t want to go to America, that my parents
were here and I had to help them with the money I made.
Then he grabbed me by the arms and I saw he had a snubnose
.38 in a holster under his arm.

“All right look at me when you talk and stop lying. I know
all about you. Your father is a junkie and your mother is a
lush and you've been peddling your ass in the Alameda for the
past year ., .”

I told him that [ would do what he wanted and he showed
me Mexicans wouldn't let him take me to America. Then he
said he had news for me and he pulled out a piece of paper
and held it up so I could see it was my Mexican birth cer-
tificate. Then he tore it up and looked at me and his face got
all black and ugly. I was looking beyond him at the brush
fires along the road.

“Listen you little pansy shit you want to go back to a
reformatory? You want to get gang fucked till your asshole
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splits open? HUH? Well I can sign a court order and get you
into a federal reformatory in Texas before you can fart...”

I told him that 1 would do what he wanted and he showed
me a place by the pond.

“Right here where your boy friend cornholed you. That
picture gets you out of paternal custody . ..”

I had already decided what to do but I decided to argue or
he would get suspicious — he was like that, could see people’s
minds — so | asked if I could stay in Mexico if 1 did what he
wanted and he said I could if T wanted to and I knew he was
lying or if I was allowed to stay he would want more such
work from me but I pretended to believe him. It was set up
for the day after tomorrow which would be Friday.

When I got back to the changing shed Johnny was there
alone and I told him what had happened and the plan 1 had.
As we walked out through the parking lot Johnny unscrewed
the cap on the man’s gas tank leaving it held by the very end
of the screws so it would fly off on the first bump. We were
sure to be suspected so we went to hide out with Tio Mate
in Northern Mexico in a little town surrounded by opium
growers, If anyone asked we were not there. We read about it
in the papers the next day but the heat was not on right
away as we had expected because somebody else had been
there before us with an explosive device devised by the CIA
itsell to be attached to gas tanks. That of course sent them
running after professionals or enemy agents within their
ranks,

Shift Partners
Round and Round

Top secret classified files . . . Brad reads one and whistles
softly looking boyish at the office boy who stares back coldly
. . . Then they were called in and asked to resign without
prejudice . . .

*Just sign here.”

Colonel smokes his pipe with his back to the room . .. two
grim grey Army Intelligence men . . . a paper on the desk . . .
apen...

It's because some CID bastards had been nosing around
in Tangiers where they took their vacations . . .

CID man shows picture to Arab boy who studies it wooden
faced. The CID man passes him a note.

“Siiiii”" the boy runs a finger in and out his closed fist . . .
“Like beeg one . ,.”

“Would you like us to show the infra reds?”

“Why I bought that bastard a drink in The Parade.” Greg
gasps . . . Boy studies picture. “Si . . . like make party three
four boys plenty kief get thrown out Continental Hotel . . .
One get caught in sentry box.”

“Shall we show the infra reds to the office force?”

““See these men out past the guard sergeant.”

Stony faces that had a cheery ‘good morning sir’ two hours
ago. The old sergeant talks without moving his lips.

“I'd try The Advanced Institute . ..”

And here they are in a villa over the sea. This is the clinic,
very modern and well equipped. I must explain that at this
time our laboratories were working round the clock on the
clone project, but we were still dependent on the border cities
for male babies, where a semen and baby black market flour-
ished despite periodic crackdowns. You could take your boy
friend’s semen to town, line up fifty solid Arab girls and take
the male crop back to your village.

Here is our agent disguised as a young priest. The cops are
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pulling semen shakes all over town — you have to keep moving.

Mustapha receives him calmly.

“Sit down my friend and have some tea. First class mer-
chandise sir . . . genuine Bedouin girls.”

“QOverflow from the Black Cat most likely.”

I have but one word and this I give you . .."”

“Yeah and remember the girl who died of rabies in child-
birth and we carted back a horror show werewolf . . . All
right bring on the vessels and Doc Monnyham here will look
them over.”

The doctor is a thin man of fifty, his legs bent with enemy
torture and the memory of torture there in his eyes like black
pools where fear has died. He looks at the naked girls without
expression.

“Friedrick’s ataxia, most advanced stage . . . junkie . . .
leukemia . . . radiation sickness . ..”

Calm young faces washed in the dawn before creation. The
old phallic Gods and the assassins of Alamout still linger like
sad pilots in the hills of Morocco to pick up survivors the
piper’s tune drifts down a St. Louis street with the autumn
leaves. The legend of the wild boys grew and all over the world
boys ran away to join them. Soon the wild boys were fighting
for their lives . . . In the mountains of Northern Mexico a
jeep of Operation Intercept. Two Mexican Federales with
carbines, two American narcs. A narrow mountain road,
sheer drop of black iron cliffs a thousand feet down. The
mountainside erupts in a blast — rocks and earth and trees
rain down on the screaming fuzz. Now the wild boys appear,
looking down, and dust coats their faces frozen into Mayan
statues.

Many weapons and boys skilled from childhood in their
use. Here is a cyanide injector for use behind enemy lines. It
can jet a stream of cyanide like a spitting cobra ten feet. The
wild boys have an intelligence network of waiters, bus boys,
bellhops, shoeshine boys. . .

The CIA man hands the shoeshine boy a coin . . .

“0h thank you sir.”

He shoves the injector deep into the man’s calf and presses
the release . . . As the man slumps forward overturning his
whisky the boy walks calmly away . . .

I think you shit drunk Meester.”

Everywhere the wild boys watch and wait . . . LSD in the
Colonel's punch, piranha in the swimming pool, black widows
in the loo.

Hysterical police machine gun schoolchildren, mistaking a
top for a grenade . . . The police by now are a class apart.

Look at these faces that have never seen a woman'’s face
nor heard a woman’s voice. Look at the silence. The wild boys
will defend their space. They are learning the old magic of
wind and rain, the control of snakes and dogs and birds.

Magic of the Juju men who can kill an enemy’s reflection
in a gourd of water,weather boys who ride a hurricane across
the torn sky, glider boys on a vast plain surrounded by high
black mountains where they live on stone ledges cut in the
rock, the roller skate boys with wings and autogyros soaring
across valleys, place of the dream boys into the deserts of sil-
ence and the doors of empty air, crooning shaman boys the
young faces dark with death, the pure killing purpose blazes
from all their faces. Death to the invaders.

The roller skate boys come to the valley of the glider boys
they whirl the bird men away to a sand dune the boys twist
together the bird men making bird calls and the sound of wind
on wings and wires the cry of a hawk the honk of the wild
goose birds and space craft and gliders rise from their bodies
over the plain blue birds and robins perilous gliders over a
blue chasm a white boat under a zeppelin sails across the sky
manned by phantom space cadets from the lost Copenhagen
. . . a blue hawk streaks across the sky fragile spacecraft ships
of light skitter like will o' the wisps, naked boys tend crops




and fish ponds in this remote peaceful area without women
splash in stone pools and Frisk has never seen a woman, Nor-
dic youths swimming in the dead moonlight sad Danish
restaurant . . .

“Brad and Greg” he said “Please trust me.”

Perhaps somewhere out there done so but I had to know
love and acceptance.

The Colonel looked at me coldly.

“It smells to California.”

Here are the boys cooking over campfires quiet valley by
a mountain stream. They have stepped into the dawn before
creation. No female was ever made from their flesh that turns
to yellow light in the rising sun. The phallic gods of Greece,
the assassins of Alamout and the Old Man himself, dispos-
sessed by generations of female conquest, still linger in the
hills of Morocco waiting to pick up the male survivors . . . cool
and remote the piper’s tune drifts down St. Louis streets with
the autumn leaves.

Calling all boys of the earth we will teach you the secrets
of magic control of wind and rain. Giver of winds is our name.
We will teach you to ride the hurricanes bending palm trees
to the ground, high tension wires fall on the police car. We will
teach you control of animals birds and reptiles how to pass
into their bodies and use them like a knife. We will show you
the sex magic that tumns flesh to light. We will free you forever
from the womb.

South American jungle trail . . . CIA man with a patrol of
government troops. He is looking at a map and smoking a
cigar.

“What's this area here?”

“Wild boy country senor.”

“Are these wild boys political 7

“Not exactly . . . We have a truce with this tribe. It would
a violation of that truce to enter their territory senor.”
“Well what are their relations with the guerrilla units?”
“They help sometimes of course since both are outlaws.”
“Honor among thieves and cutthroats eh? Help, hide, act
as guides do they? Well let’s have a look.”

Close-up of the CIA man’s face . . . his head shrinks to the
size of an orange, a little wooden cigar juts from the corner
of his mouth . . .

b

w

In Morocco here are the bicycle and roller-skate boys who
occupy the vast empty suburbs of Casablanca and here is the
old skating rink, the roof shattered, afternoon sunlight . . .
The boys at a long bench are tinkering with tiny jet engines
for their skates, improving crossbows and bolos. One boy is
working on a bowie knife with an 18-inch blade. He fits on the
ironwood handle with a knob of steel at the end. It is razor
sharp, perfectly balanced. The boys have gathered silently
around him. The knife passes from hand to hand.

Calm intent young faces in jungle huts, ruined basements,
mountain caves, forge and grind and temper the 18-inch
blades. This becomes the standard side arm of all the wild
boys. Now the maker puts on his jet skates — he starts in the
middle of the rink spiraling out faster and faster . . . canta-
loupes are set up on posts around the rink. He severs each
cantaloupe without moving the two halves, then spirals back
to the center and leaps high in the air, swinging the knife in a
wild dervish dance, and gives the charge cry.

The wild boys charge down a hillside.

And for every wild boy group there was a like number
doing intelligence work and carrying out missions of assassin-
ation and sabotage behind enemy lines. The boys rotate intel-
ligence and front line duty. The waiter the bus boy the porter

the bellhop the cook — young eyes making the CIA man a
ptomaine sandwich.

The roller skate boys ambush a truck of soldiers slinging 4
60-foot telephone pole between chains — sweep down a hill
and hit the truck broadside, knocking it over, sweep around
the truck and cut them to bleeding spurting stumps. I stepped
around a gush of blood where a head had been and slipped out
a .45 to kill the wounded but the leader a plae metallic Dane
said:

“We need the ammunition. Use your knives.”

Heads roll, trunks twitch and lay still. We collect the guns.

On screen an old book with gilt edges . . . written in golden
script The Wild Boys . . . a cold spring wind ruffles the pages
... pictures fly out . . .

A boy naked except for a blue jock strap sweeps down a
mountain road on the edge of precipice, autogyro wings
strapped to his shoulders . . . he catapults into space and floats
slowly down into the mist of the valley and the sound of run-
ning water, distant barking of dogs . . .

Glider boys, wings camouflage, into pink and gold sunset
with blue flash laser guns spurting arrows of light . . .

Roller skate boy naked except for his blue steel electronic
helmet rocks back holding his knees against his chest, His
rectum turns to a pulsing rose of flesh, his body transparent,
the delicate limestone tracings of coral along his backgone,
the pulsing pearly glands exposed . . . Now the boy is clear
blue deeper and deeper blue purple rainbow colors flush
through his body as he spurts . . .

Two little desert boys thin as sand foxes fuck on all fours
in the light of a campfire. They yelp and bark and their ears
tremble as they come against the deep blue sky and the stars
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like wilted gardenias . . . The roller skate boys dodge down a
hill into a hail of bullets that whine off the streets past their
ears . . . the 18-inch knives and blue steel helmets glint in the
sun . .. lips parted eyes blazing . . .

Beautiful diseased Bubu boys stand by a black lagoon . . .

Dream boys in a 1920 movie, pants down in the vacant lot
. .. fragile children of shaded dawn . . .

As 1 have told you, survivors from the terror of Colonel
Driss formed the first wild boy commune. They were holed up
in a ruined police barracks with no roof and the boys jacked
off in front of their pin-ups every dawn and dusk, like saying
prayers. Then one day a boy appeared in the court of the
barracks. He was wearing a blue jock strap and he had jet
skates with Mercury wings. Surprised in their masturbatory
rites the boys turned, cocks in hand, endearments frozen on
their lips. He looked at them without any expression at all
and jetted away. A high wind sprang up behind him and
whipped all the pin-ups from the chipped adobe walls and
their clothes from the lines in the courtyard. And we pointed
up at the sky where a pair of pants almost caught the NUD-
EST GIRL IN SWEDEN. We laughed and cheered until we fell
exhausted in naked heaps.

From that day to this the wild boys put all thought of
women from their minds and bodies. Anyone who joins them
must leave women behind. There is no vow. It is a state of
mind you must have to make contact with the wild boys. Ac-
cording to the legend an evil old doctor, who called himself
God and us dogs, created the first boy in his adolescent im-
age. The boy peopled the garden with male phantoms that rose
from his ejaculations. This angered God, who was getting on
in years. He decided it endangered his position as CREATOR.
So he crept upon the boy and anesthetized him and made
EVE from his rib. Henceforth all creation of beings would
process through female channels. But some of Adam’s phan-
toms refused to let God near them under any pretext. After
millenia these cool remote spirits breathe in the wild boys
who will never again submit to the yoke of female flesh. And
anyone who joins them must leave woman behind forever.

Two photographers from LIFE spent an uncomfortable
flea-bitten fortnight tramping through the Rif and finally
posed some street boys on the outskirts of Tangiers, snarling
and brandishing knives. This hoax was quickly exposed, like
the famous gazelle boy who was allegedly captured after a
Jeep had clocked him at 50 miles per hour and who subse-
quently turned up in Hollywood living with a film producer
and starring in Tarzan pictures.

“So far as I am concerned” growled a senior editor, “the
wild boys are a myth.”

The myth spread and wild boy tribes sprang up everywhere,
In the mountains of Northern Mexico, in the swamps of Sou-
thern Panama, in the vast Amazon basin and the jungles of
Southeast Asia. They have their own language and exchange
trade goods over a vast network.

And Brad gave Greg a pair of Mercury sandals for Christ-
mas — jetting along arm in arm, sparks fanning out behind
them, they had to laugh at John Citizen his clothes burned full
of greasy black holes . . .

Here they are in the Clinic. Boys line up laughing. com-
paring, jacking off in test tubes. Here is a boy in the cutting
room. He is spread out with slings behind his knees and Brad
turns a blue light on his rectum and genitals and Greg slips a
vibrating cutting tube up him.

His pubic hairs crackle and he blues out and goes trans-
parent — you can see the sperm gathering and pulsing in the
pearly glands like an egg tighter tighter the egg explodes shoot-
ing gobs of warm light up to the chin . .. A room stacked with
embryos in jars with nutrient tubes . . . Brad and Greg move
around making adjustments and now fifty boys, some bending
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over hands on kness, others on all fours or lying down with
their legs up . . . Brad throws the switch. The boys writhe and
whimper, little phantom figures dance over their bodies, slide
up and down their pulsing cocks, get inside their balls and
shoot out —

WHEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

They jet up to the ceiling riding the cutting tube, slide in-
side their balls squeeze them tighter tighter — the glider boys
come robins and bluebirds.

Knees bent, he started down the hill on skates — faster —
faster — then he was in the air. He wheeled and banked and
turned, those wings were alive now and part of him as he
soared in for a landing, touched the pavement, soared again,
skipping down the hill like a stone across a lake. Every glider
was custom-made to its owner and the wings and fuselage
were in many colors, gliding in out of the sunset on red wings
like a flight of flamingos, the archers riding the plane with
their feet and some use transistor sound effects through elec-
tronic helmets — Gnaoua drummers dancing their plane in a
steep dive and some German cornballs got themselves up in
skeleton suits and came in to funeral marches and mad drag
queens formed a Valkyrie Squadron. Next step was a Gemini
glider. Just after takeoff a stutter of synapses then they
steady down and the wings are talking to each other tossing
wind and air currents back and forth and there is a three-
man ship controlled by a navigator while his two archers
give all their attention to the target. Wings camouflaged to
disappear in a sunset drift down on the west wind and ram
poison arrows from the sky. Wild geese wreck a troop trans-
port plane. The wild boys are always just out of sight in the
colors they cannot see in the places they didn’t go . . .

The gliders were camouflaged with painted birds, clouds,
sunsets and landscapes drifting from the sky like autumn
leaves, grey shadows at twilight, cool green ships of grass and
streams, music across the golf course, distant train whistles,
lawn sprinklers. The old financier nodding on his balcony
looked up and saw a landscape in the sky. It reminded him of
an old picture book and he could see a boy standing there in
a stream. As the old man watched, the boy took a silver arrow
from his quiver and raised his crossbow. A gust of air hit the
old man’s face and bore his breath away. Gnaoua dancers
dance out of the sky riding their planes down on the Diemal
Fnaa, the black archers leave ten dead in the square. They
have their list and they go through it anywhere in the city . . .
the drums of death and the arrows rain down, no one knows
why, no one has seen the list.

The old newspaper magnate who doesn't like to hear the
word death, bundled in robes on a deck chair with dark
glasses, was outraged to hear childish voices singing

“The worms crawl in and the worms crawl out
They crawl all over your chest and mouth.”

He looked up and the sky was full of obituaries piloted by
boy scouts in skeleton masks, each carrying his first single
shot .22. The rifles converged and each rifle had a camera
flash popping away in the sky like firecrackers . . .

An old gentleman was standing by the fireplace. At sight
of me his then aristocratic face lit up and glowed with in-
candescent charm.

*“Ahhhh you are the young American . . . How glad I am to
have this assignation with you . . . you must you really must
try one of our better brandies. . . in fact rather a great brandy
of the house . . . Pierre.”

The servant approached discreetly,

“The 69 please.”

Something slimy and evil was squirming back and forth
between master and servant.

“The 69, monsieur Le Comte?”

“Oui Pierre, le 69.”




“Le vrai 69, monsieur Le Comte?” he purred out like an
obscene old sick tomcat.

“Le vrai 69, Pierre” the count purred back, his eyes nar-
rowed to grey slits. Pierre bowed and retired. The old count
seized both my hands in his.

“You must come and stay with us the countess and me in
the old chateau . ..”

“Enchante charme oui oui.”

“You must you must you must . . .”

“oui oui oh yes charmed enchante . . .”

“you must but you absolutely must . . ." He looked deep
into my eyes with a quiet intense charm.

“Oh yes oh yes I will will will do it do it really really do it
yes I will oh yes oui oui oui . ..”

At this point the jugged hare arrived on my plate, abso-
lutely putrid jet black, inert and repulsive, The old count
looked at me across the table, his eyes sharp and quizzical as
he sharpened a boning knife with which he would shortly
slice paper-thin slices from a seasoned local ham. His beauti-
ful old hands moved deftly under the flickering candles, his
voice clear and cold.

“Our recipe for jugged hare dates back to the Crusades
and there is an interesting story recorded in our family ar-
chives, I am sure our young American guest would like to hear
it while he enjoys our modest country hare . ..”

[ could feel his sturdy footmen moving closer. Le Comte’s
Eize was glassy as he pointed at me playfully with his boning

ife,

"Or perhaps our young American friend is so accustomed
to buffalo meat that our modest unassuming little hare is
beneath his notice????”

Three footmen breathing down my neck, I choked down
that putrid paste of a dead animal that stuck to my teeth like
rotten tar. What a cover story.

This slimy old Count de Vile has his estate on an island of
garbage in an oily lagoon. Our fish boys did the job on him
with depth charges. We had learned to breathe under water,
we learned very quickly as we learn everything quickly, we are
known as ‘biologic adaptives." You run into intolerable cur-
rents under these vile oily waters, a proliferating world of film
sludge, plots, armies, invisible inaudible screaming for light
and sound they fall away like grey shadows. Keep walking.
It's not like being under water at all, more like very fine black
dust, you have to keep it swirling to let you through. This
old Count had been selling diseased lemur Zimbus, many of
which died in transit. The future generation of Zimbus is the
hope of our party and any attack on a Zimbu is a kick to our
crotch.

The Count was receiving an American Bor Bor salesman,
one of our undercover men. He knew how anxious the man
was to get on with his sale and kept him waiting four hours
for dinner.. . .

“Would you like to see our portrait gallery? Of course you
would . . . how thoughtless of me not to have suggested it
before during this rather long lull — you see the servants
must always eat first . . . it’s a family tradition going back to
the Crusades . . . Interesting story connected with it . . .

Five hours later over brandy and cigars, the Count listened,
intent and evil as an old vulture.

“You see it’s the perfect drug. You put it in food candy
bars soft drinks. It's undectable and adapts itself to any
country. Why it's simply the stupidest sound track of that
country. It will bring any area under control. Bor Bor always
delivers a majority. Tell me what brand of Bor Bor is sold
anywhere and T'll tell you what people think feel hear and
see. Now we happen to be looking for an Italian distributor
... You are the man we want . . .”

Slowly the old Count rose in the air and the walls of his
castle crumbled as our depth charge hit.
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TRADITION VERSUS
EXPERIMENT

Doric Wilson's 4 Perfect Relationship
and David Hyman's Dream present in-
teresting, perhaps unique, observations of
directions in gay theatre. Both works
have traditional theatrical validities; Wil-
son’s romantic farce stems directly from
his appreciation of Sheridan and Con-
greve — Hyman’s modernistic adaptation
of Shakespeare’s A Mid-Summer Night'’s
Dreamn as legitimate as the works of the
original playwrite, who adapted much of
his legendary work from earlier sources.

But beyond the proscenium of good
theatre, these two works separate faster,
in vision, than oil and water. Doric Wilson
has, like a populist painter, filled can-
vases with satric observations on the style
of gay life as exercised by gay proto-
types. His major characters, Greg and
Ward, are devoted to a personal relation-
ship of non-commitment and to social
obligations that follow suit. The pairing
is perfect because of the singularity of
goal; but each approaches the decision of
non-commitment from such different
frames of reference. The obvious catalyst
is to introduce a third element, a re-
lationship-orientated young man, into
their idyllic living arrangement. While
that alone works well as a proposition
for dramatic device, Wilson goes fur-
ther: there exists a necessity of relation-
ship between the two individual co-
existers that can only surface under the
duress of an outside threat.

Set in present day New York, speci-
fically in the Village; that great gay en-
clave, we see (or hear) a spectrum of
style through Greg and Ward., We are
given the evidence of other styles
through the interloper, Harry. Wilson
casts his conflict amid social and econo-
mic truisms like the condition and cir-
cumstance of living in a city like New
York in an overpriced, undermaintained
apartment that is sub-sub leased from an
endearing but ruthless fag hag.

After the situation, and the conflict,
as is true in all good farce — comes the
denouncement. Here Wilson has his
thumb clearly on the pulse of the mo-
dern world. There is enough juggling of
loyalties, switching of partners, re-an-
nouncements of intention to confuse a
political convention. By the time of the
fourth or fifth ballot, the seemingly final
arrangement: who gets whom and how;
the brilliance of a controlled theatrical
abandon is brought to its height. The
final twist of the plot resolves all the
dilemmas as completely as pulling the
lever in the voting booth. Some win,

Top: Greg (Jeff Boyle), Muriel (Maggi Sutherland) and his roommate Ward (Greg Bishop) discuss

the ins and outs of individual co-existence. Photo by Rink. Bottom: Ward tells bedtime tales to

Barry (Robert Stone). Photo by Jim Maoss.

some lose; everyone wins something,
everyone gives something up. But it is
Doric Wilson who really wins, since he
manages to show an integrity to relation-
ships when ‘integrity” seems to be the

one word missing from the vocabulary of

his characters.

David Hyman enjoys what a lot of

writers would consider a chore, adapta-
tion. Before his foray into the ‘sacred’
world of Shakespeare, Hyman had al-
ready altered, revised, updated or other-
wise tampered with the works of Ben
Jonson and Aristophanes. A Mid-Sum-

mer Night's Dream obviously presented
special problems, as Hyman's intention
was to not only update the work to a
contemporary milieu, but to set it in a
specific gay social context. Since Dream
(both versions) deals with abstracts like
power and fantasy, the leather genre of
gay experience seemed a natural. But
not to make the adaptation a cliche
meant a studious reconstruction, one that
would play as natural as possible given
the closeness of the original script Hyman
maintained,

There is already in Shakespeare a
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good deal that is inherently gay, and an
all-male all gay-cast version, where physi-
cal camp would alter the intention of
the original language, obviously would
not suffice. Hyman has instilled in this
gay adaptation a gay sensibility that
actually allows the audience to reivew the
play through new perspectives.
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and blind whatever your sexual prefer-
ence, it would not have added much to
the theme of the play. Instead, we focus
on the power of dreams and fantasies,
and the battle of Oberon and Titanium
over the changeling boy, who is men-
tioned but not necessarily seen in the
original.”

Puck (Gene Porter) surprises one of the Fantasies (Oscar Castillo) in David Hyman's Dream.

Hyman feels, “You want to start by
trying to change as few words as possible:
just ‘Athens’ to "San Francisco® and the
gender of the characters all to ‘he." But
changes just keep suggesting themselves.
The Rustic craftsworkers who rehearse
and perform the play within the play
have become a motorcycle club in full
leather. The lovers, Helena and company,
have been cut out entirely. We could
have kept them quite easily, as four
Castro ‘clones’ wildly pursuing one an-
other, but other than making the obvious
statement that young love can be foolish

Dream plays through April, 1980 at
the Folsom Street Warehouse Theatre,
280 Seventh Street, San Francisco
(415) 474-7116. The original work was
produced by Mike Avedon, directed by
William Manning, with set designs by
Tuck Finn,

A Perfect Relationship proved to be a
smash hit for Theatre Rhinoceros, 1115
Geary Street, San Francisco (415) 776-
1848, This production was directed by
J. Kevin Hanlon, with set design by Tom
Hinde.

- JWR
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Vaslav asks Se
| just stopped and got up and went home.”

SERGEI AND VASLAV:
A LOVE STORY

Nijinsky tells the great love story gay
audiences have long desired: a historical
truth presented with integrity, For those
standards, audiences will find no fault
with Herbert Ross’s film biography of
Vaslav Nijinsky and his mentor, Sergei
Diaghilev. In fact, because it is such a
honest portrait of this great love affair,
mainstream audiences are apt to reject
it completely. The conflict doesn’t rise
from the film — but from the mass film
audience. An honest gay relationship is
of no interest to them. In this case, that
peremeter can be opened a bit; ballet
lovers will revel in the lush accurateness
of the production.

But, tragically, Nijinsky is doomed.

The entire film covers but a few years
in the lives of the Russian dancer, Vaslav
Nijinsky and the creator of the world
famous Ballet Russe, Sergei Daighilev. It
begins just as Nijinsky is coming into his
own as a choreographer and ends when

rgei if he has ever slept with a woman. “Two and a half ti

“Once,

his relationsnip with Diaghilev takes its
final turn toward a permanent separation,

In that brief span of years, the whole
of ballet at the beginning of this century
is brought vividly to life. The wonder
that was the Ballet Russe, and the world
of its two beacons, Sergei and Vaslay,
emerge as large as their legends. Fokine,
Bakst, Stravinsky; names that would
become patron saints of the new world
of ballet in Western Europe.

The ballets themselves, Fokine's stun-
ning “Scheherazade™ and “*Spectre De La
Rose,” Nijinsky's earth-shattering “Sacre
Du Printemps,” his modernistic “Jeux”
and his scandaloud **Afternoon of a
Faun,” Stravinsky’s avant garde musical
composition that proved the vanguard
for decades of music to follow — all add
structure and foundation for what was
the most devestating homosexual affair
of its time,

Ross has assembled a cast with as
much integrity as himself, and Hugh
Wheeler has written a script that never
panders nor sensationalizes. Alan Bates
is brilliant, George De La Pena is com-

pletely believable, Leslie Browne proves
her acting ability in a non-dancing role,
Alan Badel as the fey Baron De Gunz-
burg damn near steals the film as the
devoted patron to the Ballet Russe.
Nijinsky has everything. And it will,
in all probability, achieve critical ac-
claim, But it is as doomed as the char-
acter from which it draws life hope
that you are afforded the opportunity to
see this love story before it is interred
in the movie studio tombs.
CN
A WINK, BETTER THAN A NOD?

The trouble with picking favorite, or
best, or most important anything is the
problem aof subjective tastes. One man's
meat being another man's weight problem
and the like. So, to wrap up the 1979
cinema season, we asked three non-
objective film critics to ponder their
personal choices for the Best Films of
1979. That creates even more problems.
When is a personal favorite a ‘best'? Can
one consider the best B-grade films or the
best films by a bad director, or the best
a good director could do with a bad
scriptfcast/budget? And why a ‘best’
list at all? Why not a Second-Best list
that way no one eats crow when the
Academy  Awards decides differently?

So, given absolutely free reins, here
they are . .
Steve Seid
(Editor, Video WNetworks; Film Critic,

Boulevards)
APOCALYPSE NOW

Joseph Losey has gotten a lot of at-
tention for the operatic staging of Don
Giovanni. But  what about Coppola’s
battle scenes? Pure Wagner, filtered
through the Grand Ole Opry.
MANHATTAN

Allen’s film is like a PBX board
from Harvard. It rings with intelligence.
Gordon Willis' New York was shot with
nostalgic elegance. His New York in
Windows was directed with depraved
negligence.
NORMA RAE

When you get right down to it, the
politics were rather threadworn, but
Sally Fields got some beautiful yardage
out of that fabric mill. Her portrayal of a
woman’s move from rags to recognition
was powerfully, suffused with a glowing
humanism.
SAINT JACK

Bogdanovich’s last few films had him
in a real sling. It took just one Singapore
sling to get him out. Surrounded by
florid floosies, an agonized Ben Gazzara
finally earned his pound of flesh. The
subtle politic (anti-imperlalist) is the meat
of mastery. And Louis Malle (Pretty
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Baby) could take a lesson from Bogdano-
vich’s brothels.
BREAKING AWAY

Last time out, Yates was more con-
cerned with Jacqueline Bisset's wet t-
shirts. This time he concentrated on
the heart beneath the chest. The mael-
strom of maturation was drawn with
crisp, wry strokes; as smooth as a simplex
gearbox, Ciao, bambino.
WARRIORS

Hill proved that a dynamic, driving
film doesn’t have to have brains. A film
can be as stupid as its protagonists and
still be a galvanizing gallivant. Anyway,
next to John Carpenter, Hill is a Rhodes
scholar.
NORTH DALLAS FORTY

Who's killing the great football play-
ers? Handled with a gusty, easy-going
pace, North Dallas Forty merges with all
the aging pain Nick Nolte can muster,
The dogged cynicism and Nolte's chem-
ically-preserved body are a testament to
lite beer, benezdrine and big business.
ALIEN

All that slithering viscosity, oozing
from the sets, guaranteed Scott a winner.
Then with the visceral velocity of his
direction and Signourey Weaver’s in-
stinctual, gymnastic style, he showed us
he was inalienably right.
KRAMER VS KRAMER

I thought it was going to be a profes-
sional wrestling match between siblings.
1 was disappointed.
ROCK AND ROLL HIGH SCHOOL

B—movies are always overlooked, un-
less they're bee movies by Irwin Allen.
R ‘n" R High School deserves special
mention for P.J. Soles, the snottiest girl
in cinema,

Edward Guthmann
(Free-lance film critic)

KRAMER VS. KRAMER

Dustin  Hoffman learned to be a
mother and America loved it — me in-
cluded. Robert Benton’s child custody
drama sailed straight into the heart, and
without the aid of cheap tricks: with
Hoffman, Meryl Streep (who should be
canonized) and a great story, what more
do you need?
MANHATTAN

“A real knockout™ is how Woody
Allen’s character described the Big Ap-
ple, and that’s just how I feel about this
movie, True, it's a highly-sanitized view
of the city, and the social milieu it
chronicles is one of wealth and privilege
and chic elite, but Woody’s never been
funnier, sadder, more affectionate, and
more affecting.
LUNA

Bernardo Bertolucci's glorious  ab-
surdity and operatic emotionalism were
too much for most people’s literalist
biases, and this film with Jill Clay-
burgh’s magnificent performance — was
quickly swept away. Brash, stunning
cinema and a great deal of fun.
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ALL THAT JAZZ

Bob Fosse’s high-risk, high-buff musi-
cal self-evisceration was condemned as a
“jack-off” because the subject was
Fosse’s own life. Would people scream as
loud were he to depict another man’s
life with the same honesty (as he did in
Lenny)? Since when is autobiography
insufficient occasion for art?
ALIEN

The most giddily frightening movie in
years. Those who hissed “manipulation™
at its astonishing shock effects were
dead-right: their mistake was in failing
to surrender to such a terrific cheap
thrill as this.
CHINA SYNDROME

Apart from political timeliness, this
anti-nuke drama succeeded as a high-
voltage (oops!) thriller. Jack Lemmon’s
shattering performance as the whistle-
blowing engineer was equalled by Jane
Fonda’s and Michael Douglas’s fine
work.
HAIR

It’s pure mystery why this sensational
movie musical never clicked in the States
while it broke records all over Europe.
With great camera work, rousing Twylg
Tharp choreography, and a galvanizing,
aria-like rendition of “Easy To Be Hard”
by black singer Cheryl Barnes.
YANKS

John Schlesinger’s soft-focus hindsight
on his World War II youth — the cross-
cultural conflicts between displaced Am-
erican- soldiers and their native British
hosts — gave this film a deep emotional
resonance, Beautifully filmed, with a
grand performance by Vanessa Redgrave,
whose poetically thoughtful eyes and
saint-like bearing are true cinematic
treasures.
A LITTLE ROMANCE

An uncommonly joyful movie about
two 13-year old romantic renegades and
their partner-in-flight Laurence Olivier,
With Paris, Venice and Sally Kellerman
in stellar support, and a knack for con-
veying sentiment without bogus senti-
mentality.
SEDUCTION OF JOY TYNAN

Alan Alda’s grown-up drama about a
New York senator’s twin temptations —
the Presidency and an affair with (who
else?) Meryl Streep — that displayed
Alda’s integrity, moderation and profes-
sionalism to superb results, When people
say that movies aren’t about human
beings anymore, 1 wonder if they’ve
seen this.

John W. Rowberry
(Editor, The Alternate)
APOCALYPSE NOW

At first I felt that Francis Coppola
Ford's visionary epic of war and mankind
was the best film since Orsen Well's
Citizen Kane; now I'm convinced it’s
the finest American film ever made.
THE BLACK STALLION

This stunning achievement has more

going for it than the whole catalogue of
children’s films; films for adults should
be this well realized. :
THE CONSEQUENCE

I'm not really surprised that a human-
istic mainstream gay love story would
come out of the European cinema before
American film producers discovered the
quality of courage; that it was origin-
ally shown on German television speaks a
sadder truth about the ruling U.S. film
community.
EMPIRE OF PASSION

(Released in Japan in 1978) Nagisa
Oshima’s classic tale of love and death
establishes him as the master of eroti-
cism. Given the forced censorship he
filmed under — Oshima created a sexual
atmosphere that literally takes the breath
away.
HAIR

It was never even assumed that the
paen of the 1960’s counter culture would
be made into a credible film. Hair re-
tained the integrity of the stage work and
fused it with an intensity seldom achieved
in musical cinema. Destined to become a
cult classic.
STARTING OVER

A coup for the simple story of man-
ners and morals. Absolute perfect cast-
ing and an unexpectedly subtle and
sensitive performance by Burt Reynolds
made this film outshine its bed partners
— An Unmarried Woman and Kramer vs.
Kramer.
THE ROSE

Anyone who can cease from spending
the two hours comparing Bette Midler
to Janis Joplin will find a moving, honest,
devestating portrait of the rock star, her
rise and fall. A longish scene in a drag
club needed tighter editing; Midler
could have sang for an extra half-hour.
LIFE OF BRIAN

Anyone who doesn’t love Monty
Python must be a Christian. What has
seemed silly in two previous films be-
comes absolutely imperrative to this ex-
amination of an impossible messiah born
next door to the better known carpen-
ter’s somn.
OUR HITLER:
A FILM FROM GERMANY

This defiance of all cinema tradition
should be required viewing for film stu-
dents, art teachers, historians, opera
singers, dress designers, politicians, mili-
tary advisors, radical political groups,
wall-paper designers and the Jewish De-
fense League. Be advised: it’s seven hours
long and you'll only get one chance, if
any, to see it.
NORTH DALLAS FORTY

The best film about football ever
made. Finally someone cuts out the bull-
shit about the heroism of the jock and
shows the great American game for what
it really is: sado-masochism under the
sanction of the NFL. Mac Davis is a
better actor than you'd think, but the
movie belongs to Nick Nolte.



GEORGE
WHITMORE:

THE POLITICAL
IS PERSONAL

or
Sex and Love

in Gay New York

BY JOHN PRESTON

, “1 was frightened about writing a
book that invited so much intimacy.
Whatever corresponds to my life or
doesn’t correspond to my life in Danny
Slocum is something I'm not particularly
anxious to decipher. To raise the question
makes me feel very vulnerable.”

George Whitmore’s statements about
his degree of self-revelation aren’t un-
expected. We had worked together in a
very friendly fashion five years ago. But
when 1 talked to a friend about interview-
ing George I admitted some fear about
this encounter with someone who now
seemed to be so aggressively vulnerable,
While George and I talked, I recalled
some other interactions with friends who
had just left therapy, as George was
doing when he was writing the book.
Those others shared with George a
militant need for honesty and “signifi-
cance” from their friendships and their
affairs. There is actually a pattern that
therapists can describe of people who are
involved in an intensive group therapy
and who seem to have a drive to take the
integrity of the group into the real world
which, in fact, is based on barriers and
limitations.

My personal defensiveness about
George’s new-found-self were combined
with a strong memory of his strident,
self-admited puritanism of five years
ago. No one was more politically “cor-
rect” than George.

The ideas of all that political purity
combined with a personal self-revelation
was terrifying. But, as we talked, it be-
came more apparent to me that I was the
one who was carrying the baggage in this
exchange, not he. I was one of the char-
acters in his book, looking at him and
being wary of the lines of my privacy,
withholding intimacy, all of which isn’t

necessarily bad, but which is revealing
in itself.

The rough outline of George’s book
The Confessions of Danny Slocum
follows a 33-year-old gay man living in
New York who bails out of a bad rela-
tionship into despair, and finally therapy.
In the course of the therapy, the goals
are altered in order to deal with a sexual
dysfunction Danny Slocum/George
Whitemore can’t achieve orgasm. The ther-
apist suggests Danny Slocum team up with
another patient with the same problem
and use some of the new methods of sex
counselling to try to correct the dys-
function. They work hard together,
engage in some touching intimacy and
sharing of a common struggle and then
move into the world.

The outline of the book suggests a
classic egocentric piece of confessional
writing. It’s going to be hard for a lot of
people not to jump at some of the con-
cepts of Danny Slocum — “Poor middle
class white boy can’t get it off living in
the Big City.” It doesn’t seem to be the
stuff of heavy drama overladen with
social significance. But, George Whit-
more is no light weight coming into this
as a banner carrier of the “Me” genera-
tion. George is one of the original gay
activists of the early 70’s. He’s one of
the gay men whose slogan was “The
political is personal.” The deeply per-
sonal story hasn’t led him to abandon
political significance, it’s given him a
handle to deal with it with more sub-
stance than ever before.

As Whitmore softly suggests I tend to
think I have a decent political head and
whatever [ write will be okay politic-
ally.”

Danny Slocum is damn near perfect
politically. The reader is seduced into
identifying with a Danny whose ex-
periences with a lover are nearly universal

among gay men attempting their first
affair. The excellent narrative leads the
reader still further into the personal
anguish of a Danny who’s not only been
bruised by his love affair but who also
has never really resolved his feelings for
his father a crisis of intimacy that
keeps him distant from every other man.
These are one-on-one interactions that
don’t have much to say about gay libera-
tion, do they? But the core of Danny
Slocum is his relationship with gay men
and the “gay community.”

It's obvious that one reason few of
the characters have names is that they
are instead composites of the men George
sees revolving around his world the
Dancing Friend, the Political Friend, The
Man Who Walks His Dog — all display
multi-dimensional, yet still accurate typ-
ing, of the gay men who inhabit New
York, or any other big American city.
Surrounded by all these supportive char-
acters, more than passingly good looking,
certainly middle class and well educated,
the reality is that Danny can’t get off on
it. He has a set of expectations of gay life
that are so high that he feels the failure
must be his, it must be his fault that he
can’t in a world that’s so embarassing in
its riches.

It’s not too different from the story
that George Whitmore has to tell about
himself. After years of gay activism he
found that he hadn’t been socialized as a
gay man. There were clear political
truths, there were clear roles for him to
play and for him not to play, but he
didn’t know how to be gay. Nor does the
gay life he made for himself help him
with his work — the journalism he did in
those years focused on politics, not on
the issues of art that he wanted/needed
to deal with., It's not so much that
George left the movement, but rather
that the tentacles of its vine decayed
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around him. He was left standing almost
as isolated and as unliberated as when he
began — at least in a personal sense,

Given his background George and I
both find it amusing that his first book is
Danny Slocum. He had in fact written
another manuscript, very correct politic-
ally, but it turned out to be just a “bad
book™ and has never been published. He
smiles when he acknowledges some plea-
sure in the fact that Danny Slocum is
such a quote filthy book unquote,

Questioning the viability of some of
his ideals, and with the inability of the
movement to live up to its own press re-
leases, George retreated into the per-
sonal. That was the affair, that was the
therapy, and thai was the book writing,
Its almost to his amazement that he
didn’t really leave behind the political
concerns. His experience has led him to
understand more about the needs of gay
people and the needs he has himself. I
don’t think you can write about libera-
tion until you write about what it’s like
to be unliberated. The unliberated part
needs to be examined., The other is an
ideal we try to move toward.” That's a
re-statement of sophistication in politics
that more and more gay men share,

Given his whole background, George
is still wvery concerned with political
criticism. “The bad criticism 1 get from
political people is "Why are you writing
about this when there are so many
healthy things to write about?’ It’s like
saying to Flaubert, ‘Why are you writing
about adultry when there are all these
good marriages in France? ™

Part of George's willingness to deal
with the new openness comes from his
reclamation of his role as artist. The
politician in him used to demand only
the observation of correct activity, the
craftsman in him demands more: *I
think there are a lot of things going on
in gay life that most gay people don’t
approve of and don’t want to see. It's
your obligation as a writer to write about
them. It's also irresistible as a writer,
you can’t pass those things up. Whether
they make you queasy or not.”

The years’ long process that produced
George's book also helped to sift out
some of the truths. There are certain
ideas and principles that come through
unscathed as the movement goes through
its inevitable stages. Danny’s partner in
sex therapy learns one rule that George
can identify: “The basic law of gay lib-
eration is that you must come out — and
it still stands.” The pain of the closet is
not just personal, it is even more than
self-inflicted oppression, it keeps others
from identifying with you.

It's interesting to note here some of
the shared principles of Danny Slocum
and other significant gay books that have
been published recently — especially
Edmund White’s States of Desire. One of
the recurring lines of Danny Slocum is
“Am 1 the only one?” That sense of

utter isolation is the line that seems to
most often repeat itself in gay men’s
tales of coming out. It's of more than
passing significance that Danny Slocum
is still saying those words while he’s
leading a life of urban excitement in
Greenwich Village complete with summer
weekends on Fire Island. The physical
identification of oneself with a popula-
tion of gay men is not the final coming
out. Another of the truism of gay libera-
tion is underlined by Danny’s sense of
aloneness — coming out is a process that’s
never ending. The quality of gay life is
something that still has to be dealt with
by all of us. Stares of Desire is relevent
in its documentation of an enormous
diversity of gay life-styles so compre-
hensive that all of us fit in somewhere
with someone else.

The question remains for George:
“Who are you going to be under what
circumstances?” It's not solved. The
political person of nearly a decade ago
hasn't really been dismissed. The momen-
tary elation he shared with many others
at the March on Washington rekindled all
those desires for the communal, political
experience — something that’s almost
impossible to find in New York City in
the 1980's, a place he acknowledges
makes him feel “very isolated and schizo-
phrenic.”

“The battle moved from outside to
inside in the 70’s. I'd like it to move out-
side again.” The political view of therapy
is certainly very close to the political view
of confessional literature — that body of
work which relies on the individual ex-
perience. The creation of a book like
Danny Slocum, a work so closely tied to
a therapeutic process gives the argument
against that conventional political wis-
dom — We can’t expect people to take on
the struggles of a liberation process with-
out taking care of themselves. George
Whitmore's intense personal debate about
his inner self versus the outer politic bat-
tles is witness to the need for that self
care. In all probability the activity of
writing this book and of sharing his
personal process has created a better
political person. It certainly helped create
another member of a growing force in
gay writing. Danny Slocum has had a
major effect on Whitmore’s skills. *1
created my own voice. I wrote a book 1
wanted to write and fortunately I had a
publisher who wanted to publish it.”

There is more work coming — he’s
completing a cycle of short stories he
hopes to have published. There’s another
novel being developed. And, in him and
his work there is a growing feeling that
all the work to painfully push back
the confining barriers of personal life, all
the struggle to be free in a restrictive
society, are worth while,

For George Whitmore, for Danny
Slocum, for an increasing number of us, a
real sense of the liberating process is
becoming viable.
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BOOKS

GEOGRAPHICAL INDECISION

States of Desire by Edmund White,
Dutton, 1980, 336 pages, $12.95.

By the time I had finished reading the
first chapter of Edmund White’s travels in
gay America, the chapter about Los
Angeles; although I agreed with almost
everything he said, I was beginning to
dislike what read like precious East
Coast effete snobbery. You know the
type — out-of-towner comes to alleged
gay paradise, doesn’t get laid, then goes
home and writes scathing attack on the
shallowness of the visited environment.
The problem was White kept nagging me
with his command of writing and style.

After chapter two, San Francisco,
which I didn’t agree with at all — I was
for tossing the purplejacketed volume
out the window. I managed to slam it
into the wall from across the room.

It might be because 1 have never
lived in Portland, Seattle, Santa Fe, Salt
Lake City or Denver that 1 became fas-
cinated with what White had to say about
those cities in the next couple chapters,
Or, it might have been his obvious lack of
expectation when approaching those
cities and the seemingly objective way he
explored them, I began to think his
earlier intentions, in the San Francisco
and Los Angeles chapters, might have
been to dispell any complimentary stereo-
type he could.

But Texas was next, where I have
lived — perhaps much too long. White
captured something about Texas gay
life that I believed but couldn’t remem-
ber. An attitude, a posture; something
that Texas seemed capable of containing;
tempered with my suspicion that so
talented a journalist could as easily have
invented.

I began to wonder how important a
personal frame of reference was in read-
ing States of Desire. Was it necessary
that White stick strictly to the facts?
Should he temper the outlandish with
his inherent gay understanding of out-
landishness? Was the truth for Edmund
White the truth of gays in the midwest,
the south, Florida, Boston, Washington
or New York?

Of course, New York was wonderful,
and I questioned the obvious prejudice
involved. I thought he was exceedingly
generous with the big apple 1 had never
visited — and excessively cruel with the
San Francisco I lived in, New Yorkers
might find it the other way around. As
for those poor, vapid creatures in Los
Angeles — one must assume they’ve all
left town by now.

The answer comes in the epilogue
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Self-Criticism. Here everything takes on a
different perspective as White let the cat
out of the bag about his own internal
conflicts, his ingrained WASPishness, his
leftist leanings that seemed tempered
with fascism, the disdain with which he
regards traveling, his insecurities about
his own sexual desirability; subtle factors
that played a not-so-subtle hand in de-
ciding what images the reader witnessed.
In truth, White cops out that the book
isn’t objective, hardly the definitive
gay travelogue, and out of necessity ex-
cludes Lesbians and small towns,

If the epilogue had been presented
as a forward, my whole attitude about
this book might have changed. As it was,
by the time I got to White’s Maoism, I
was bitterly disappointed. Edmund White,
whom I consider a gifted and important
artist, had been reduced to the impor-
tance of Andrew Hollern writing about
famous nipples he had viewed at Fire
Island. It sounds as ludicrous as it is

Edmund White takes on almost all of gay
America in his States of Desire.

tragic — this extremely well-written book
could have been a powerful and con-
sciousness-raising look at the life of gays
in America. And it could well speak to
the future of gays in America.

So, if you've managed to read this
review before you've started Edmund
White's States of Desire, give yourself
the advantage of starting with the final
chapter. And bon voyage.

— JWR

THE READER STUMBLES

Just Above My Head by James Baldwin;
The Dial Press; 1979, 597 pages; $12.95.

You know before the first sentence
concludes that Arthur Montana is dead,
and that his death wasn’t pretty. Nearly
600 pages later, you still don’t know
what killed him, but you are faced with
some chilling possibilities. You've been
there with Baldwin, but more telling,
you’ve been there in your own life,

Arthur Montana is gay, a black gospel
singer finding fame in ballads and blues.
He is tender and terrified for his young
lover Jimmy, who plays piano and helps
with arrangements. He has seen the world
strike out and strangle such relationships,
yet he is unswerving in his dedication.

He has known his own staunch,
though hardly affluent, family sanctu-
ary, and seen the devouring, despairing
damnation of the fractured and the lost.
It’s all here: the highs of loving and mir-
aculously being loved, the insecurity
about the survival of love; the fear of re-
vealing oneself, the pain of the family
that wants badly to understand, but hesi-
tates to force the lid off secrecy; the
rending anguish of a love slaughtered, a
lover murdered by the psychic knives of
convention. You thought it was hard to
grow up gay in Lincoln, Nebraska; Hamp-
ton, Virginia; Dallas, Texas; San Ansel-
mo, California? Try growing up gay and
poor and black, in Harlem, in the 50s.

Between these covers is perhaps the
most achingly honest, vet courageously
positive, unflinching and full-blown story
of gay lovers who are real and admirable
and worth identifying with. You haven’t
heard of it? That’s hardly surprising. Ex-
cept for a few minor notices last fall,
the newest book by one of America’s
finest living writers has been studiously
ignored or, occasionally, delicately put
down by the Dons of the literary estab-
lishment.

What is more astonishing is that gay
America has not discovered, lionized,
celebrated this monument of an out-
of-the-closet novel. Why? The Lord Won't
Mind was more decadent, City of Night
more wicked; Dancer from the Dance
more pathetic, Faggots bitchier. They
were, in a word, sensational. The only
thing sensational about Just Above My
Head is that James Baldwin has suc-
ceeded, has hit the target that every gay
author has supposedly been aiming at
from behind black velvet blindfolds.

The subculture that prides itself on
unearthing secret classics has proved to
be blind when the real goods are laid
open before it. Why? Perhaps because
like the larger culture, it has been con-
ditioned to crave Big Macs instead of
home-grown, home-cooked nourishment.




Steppenwolf would never make the
New York Times best seller list in 1980.
The Return of the Native would be ig-
nored by Kirkus Reviews, Les Miserables
would likely never find a publisher.

Of the few people who still read in
1980, scarcer still are those who are
willing to give themselves to an author
who weaves a challenging plot, who
dwells on and diagnoses human foible
and frailty, who serves up more than
200 pages of solid prose to chew. It is
to be expected, then, that Jusr Above
My Head has been conspicuously absent
from everybody’s best seller list.

The angry young black man who won
critical acclaim for Go Tell It on the
Mountain, Notes of a Native Son, and No-
body Knows My Name — who blazed
shocking new trails in Giovanni's Room,
and followed them to stunning best-
sellerdom in Another Country — who be-
came a prophet for his people with The
Fire Next Time and Going to Meet the
Man finds it hard today to stir a
friendly critical voice.

All of those books date from the
decade between 1953 and 1964 — that
era when American racism was laid bare,
and persons of conscience cringed. Since
then, Baldwin has not been idling away
on the Continent, but even dedicated
Baldwin fans have probably scarcely
heard of, much less read, The Amen
Corner, No Name in the Street, One Day,
When I was Lost, The Devil Finds Work,
or Little Man, Little Man. Oh, he garn-
ered some moderate success with two
novels, Tell Me How Long the Train’s
Been Gone and If Beale Street Could
Talk, but even that last was published in
1974, along dry spell ago.

Baldwin’s career, frankly, has floun-
dered. He has had little new to say, and
he hasn’t said it as well as he did once.
When America turned from the con-
sciousness-raking 60s to the blindly am-
bitious, me-first 70s, it left Baldwin a
has-been, crying in the wilderness. In-
deed, some critics began to refer to him
as if he were dead.

Yes, it's true that Baldwin left Am-
erica to seek more creative (and emo-
tional) freedom in Paris, and then the
south of France. Yes, it’s true that
Baldwin is no longer a front-line foot-
soldier in the battle for civil (human)
rights, a role for which he was once
justly celebrated. Yes, it’s true that
Baldwin at 56 is mining the same literary
vein that he opened more than 30 years
ago in the pages of the New Yorker and
a few other “uppity,” but prescient,
periodicals.

But contrary to popular belief and the
hasty assaults of critics, Baldwin has
not forgotten nor turned his back on
America; he has not abandoned his ideals

or human concerns; and he most em-
phatically has not exhausted the ore of
his particular Mother Lode. The radical,
expatriate youth has become an elder
statesman, but his principles and his
passions remain intact. That Baldwin is
not once more acclaimed, six months
after his new novel was published, is less
the fault of the author or his book than
the fault of today’s business of pub-
lishing, and of the expectations, nay,

demands, it has fostered in “readers.”

Just Above My Head is not for passing
time on buses or airplanes, not some-
thing to turn to between “Happy Days”
and “*Charlie’s Angels.” It hasn’t the
action of an Irving Wallace, nor the vio-
lent formulae of a Robert Ludlum. It
is not Gothic, nor bloody, nor panting,

It is careful. It is incisive. It is ac-
curate. Baldwin’s bonfire has become a
torch. His exhortation has become il-
lumination. His closet, never much of a
fortress, has become transparent. He has
written a definitive gay novel, said the
words liberationists have longed for
years to hear from his lips, beautified
and sanctified the sex that Gide and
Genet made sick and perverse, and he
has done so under the very noses of
white Christian middle-America. Little
wonder they have shorn him of their
literary accolades.

This is a slow book, a fat book, a
rich book, a deliberate book. Baldwin
exposes the bankruptcy of organized
religion, the corruption of the divinely
called. He rekindles the civil rights issues

James Bidwin, author of Just Above My Head. Photo by Max Petrus.,

of the 60s, in a way that makes parallels
with the 80s unavoidable. He sounds
reveille for gays as he once did for blacks,
but who is listening?

Baldwin doesn’t offer thrills, except
those of recognition and insight. His
pace is deliberate — some have said slow

rather than racy. He doesn’t titillate,
he warms. He brings not a world of glit-
ter, but people you can believe in and
care about. His days as a literary bomb-

thrower are not past, but he has used a
longer, slower-burning fuse. Can gay
America afford to watch idly while
straight society grinds it out beneath its
boot? Can it really be that even here,
racism prevents our embracing a cham-
pion who has never told a lie about us?
Lawrence A. Reh

ONE COULD NOT BEAR IT

Cold Hands by Joseph Pintauro, Simon
& Schuster, 1979, 344 pages, $9.95,

Long Island poet and playwright
Joseph Pintauro’s first novel is ultim-
ately a failure; Cold Hands is too frag-
mented, and relies too heavily on coin-
cidence to achieve its effects. But Pin-
tauro is so relentless and unsparing in
the pursuit of his characters” emotional
destruction that, no matter how dubious
the twists of fate that destroy them,
their tragedy is moving.

The story is narrated by Cello Man-
fredi. While Cello is still a small child,
his mother suicides. Cello’s father de-
posits him in the home of a slightly
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older cousin, Tato, whose family life in
Brooklyn is also violent and gloomy.
The boys, flotsam in a cold, uncertain
world, become close.

Their affection crystallizes under the
catalyst of their wordly aunt Fantasia,
who sweeps them away for a summer
idyl at her Long Island beach house.
Mistress to a wealthy Argentine polo
star, Fantasia is the boys’ window onto
the life of money and travel. But she too
is unhappy. A mistress in a macho Catho-
lic' culture, Fantasia is, like her nephews,
human flotsam. Her private tragedy forms
a strong counterpoint to the main action
of the novel.

Then the boys are separated, Cello is
relegated by his father to an Ttalian
seminary. Tato returns to his tenement
life in New York,

They are reunited as young men. Tato,
recently divorced, hopes to find in his
cousin the love match, the “mystery
man,” who has eluded him in the gay bars
of the Village. But Cello rebuffs him. It
is not that Cello lives in a gay closet; the
traumas of his mother’s suicide and his
father's neglect, and his upbringing in a
sterile parochial atmosphere have ren-
dered him incapable of responding to any
human contact. The cousins separate
dgain,

All this is told in flashback. Pintauro
frames his nostalgic story of two children
whao should but do not become lovers as
men, with another story, set in the pre-
sent, that begins and ends the novel — a
story about a closeted man’s ironic en-
counter with an old gay friend who en-
traps and arrests him. Both stories have
merit. It is unfortunate that Pintauro did
not confine himself to one or the other.
Instead he attempts to fuse them to-
gether with a hardly plausible device:
After his rejection of Tato, an accident
makes Cello lose his memory and changes
his appearance. This, so the cousins can
meel in their thirties as strangers — Cello,
now a married amnesiac, propositions
Tato, and Tato, now a vice cop, arrests
Cello, neither knowing who the other is.
Clever. Too clever. The use of amnesia
is too convenient and melodramatic, a
trick to glue two different stories to-
gether. It disrupts the stern realism that
Pintauro intends,

Still, there is a great deal of good in
Cold Hands. Much good writing — Pin-
tauro’s experience as poet and play-
wright shows. Tato is given many of the
book’s best lines; generally inarticulate,
when moved deeply he speaks in words
like primitive poetry, that reverberate
with mystery and confusion. Good scenes,
powerfully realized, abound: a tableau
of the seminary in Rome, where the
young priests-to-be, celibate but allowed
the vice of tobacco, pace the porticos in
their cassocks and fill the air with dense
smoke; the poignant three-way on a
beach where the cousins make love not
with a woman, but, through her, with
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each other: the early scenes on a garden
rooftop in Brooklyn, the idyl at the
beach house and the sad reunions there,
the cousins’ final wrenching confronta-
tion; and a dozen other memorably
drawn places and moments. There are
also some intriguing glimpses into the
shady politics of the Catholic Church,
a subject with which Pintauro seems
familiar,

Joseph Pintauro, author of Cold Hands. Photo
by Ken Duncan,

Split  — aesthetically imperfect —
Cold Hands nonetheless succeeds on an
emotional level. We want these men to
share sex and love. Cello’s inability frus-
trates and frightens us. We feel anger at
the author for crippling his characters so
mercilessly, stinging us with their humilia-
tions, and that is an achievement,

Cold Hands calls to mind the final

passage from Mary Renault’s Mask of

Apollo: “All tragedies deal with fated
meetings; how else could there be a play?
... No one will ever make a tragedy —
and that is as well, for one could not
bear it — whose grief is that the princi-
pals never met.” The tragedy of unmeet-
ing, of closure longed for and denied, is
the theme of Pintauro’s book, a tale of
two men who have everything to offer
one another and yet, somehow, cannot
connect. In pgoing a step further, and
arranging for his protagonists to desiroy
each other, Pintauro resorts to gross
manipulation. But his vision in Cold
Hands is strong, and the almost love story
of Cello and Tato is, indeed, almost un-
bearable. Cello realizes, much too late,
that his life has been “too small.” The
story of his failure is calculated to make
you appreciate your lover if you have
one, or long for someone to love if you
don’t.

S Savior

PAULINE REAGE
REMAINS MASKED
And Other Literary News

While Regine Deforges has done a
tremendous job in tracking down and
interviewing the elusive Frenchwoman
who wrote the legendary Story of O,
some readers of Confessions of O (Seaver
Books/Viking Press, 1979, 150 pages,
$9.95) may be in for a disappointment,
This is not a continuation of the O
stories,

The title might help to mislead. Con-
fessions, in any real sense, are made from
deep-seated needs that originate some-
where in the confessors psyche. Pauline
Reage, quite the opposite, has con-
sistantly shunned both publicity and in-
terviews., Part of the excitement of her
writing has been her elusive identity.
While Regine Defores has managed a
series of conversations with, allegedly, the
real Pauline Reage — little about the
woman behind the mystery emerges. In
fact, at the end of these delightful conver-
sations it can still be argued that there
may not be a Pauline Reage.

The historic informfation about the
trial of Storv of O (a singular case where
the courts went after the publisher and
ignored the author completely) are in-
teresting, but not earthshattering with
any great new revelations. Equally,
Reage is ambigious about herself — every-
thing is in the books, everything you need
to know.

But something else emerges, entirely
unexpected, Between these two powerful
and important women a conversation
takes place that paints incredible portraits
of European women of two different
ages. It is to Deforges’ credit that she
brings out a relevant persona not only in
herself, but in the woman we must accept
to be the real Pauline Reage. If this book
serves no other purpose than to rekindle
interest in the original works, Story of O
and Return to the Chateau; then it will
have succeeded admirably.

Gabriel Garcia Marquez is a Columbian
writer who has single-handedly reshaped
all of South American literature and
much of world literature. His impact on
the former can easily be witnessed in the
work of his two major literary heirs,
Carlos Fuentes and Manual Puig; writers
whose reputations have also become in-
ternational in the learning,

Marquez’s already-translated novels,
especially One Hundred Years of Soli-
tude and The Autumn of the Patriarch,
and the acclaim they have been accorded,
make a new work by this visionary writer
a newsworthy event,

While some of the power and grace of
language that have made Marquez so im-
portant are present in this new title,
In Evil Hour (Harper and Row, 1979,
184 pages, $8.95) the fact that it is, in
reality, an earlier, simplier work cause it
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to suffer any comparison. The epic nar-
rative line, the sheer audacity of the other
works weigh heavy in the memory of
Marquez fans: this translation and publi-
cation has just come years too late,

It wasn't really a surprise that the
second half of Armistead Maupin’s ex-
Chronicle series, Tales of the City, has
found its way into print. How else would
readers of the first volume find out what-
ever happened to the residents of 28
Barbary Lane and their assorted friends-
playmates-lovers? More Tuales of the City,
(Harper and Row, 1980, oversized paper-
back, 246 pages, $6.95) is just as witty,
Just as bitchy, just as revealing about the
mores and morals of the infamous city
and its residents as was the first batch,
Here, Maupin has revised somewhat from
the San Francisco Chronicle series (they
decided enough was enough before the
series ever reached any realistic conclu-
sions). The only problem with either
book is the impossibility of explaining
them to non-San Franciscians.

Burt Avedon’s Ah, Men! (no relation
to the Los Angeles store of the same
name) begins itself with a question:
What Do Men Want? To answer such a
question the author talks with the likes of
Gore Vidal, Art Buchwald, Bruce Jenner,
Joseph Heller, Tony Randall, Sterling
Hayden, Tom Tryon and a wealth of
other men with opinions and ideas that
run the spectrum. But Avedon also talks
with women, notably Helen Gurley
Brown and Gael Greene, to elicit, per-
haps, a balance to the panaroma of an-
swers. The question isn’t simple, and
neither are the answers, but the whole is
vastly interesting, often amusing, and oc-
casionally almost profound. Ah, Men!/
(A&W Publishers, 1980, 214 pages,
$10.95, illustrated) is long overdue.

— CRM

Armisted Maupin, whose literary talents have led him into television.

HISTORIC PERSECUTION

The Queer Dutchman by Peter A £nos,
1979, Green Eagle Press, 241 West 97th
St., New York, NY 10025, trade paper-
back, 144 pages, $4.50.

The basic thrust of The Queer Dutch-
man is a handwritten manuseript describ-
ing Jan Svilt’s exile on Ascension Island
in 1725 for “unnatural acts.” Svilt was a
Dutch sailor on the British ship Compton,
homeward bound from India. When char-
ges were brought to the captain by other
shipmates that Svilt and a younger crew-
man, Bandino Frans, had been observed
in a passionate embrace; the captain
ordered the ship stopped off the coast of
the uninhabited island and Svilt put
ashore without food or water. It was
assumed that Frans would later reform,
under the care of the church.

Svilt began his diary almost immedi-
ately. His soul searching, his fear, his
uncanny devotion to the religion that
had condemned him, his attempts to
survive on an island that was little more
than a pile of rocks — are all written with
a power and sensitivity that angers, page
after page.

It’s no surprise that Svilt dies on the
island, the manuscript was discovered
years later when another ship stopped at
Ascension to collect turtles.

The diary was first published in 1748
and has since fallen into obscurity. Peter
Agnos found a Dutch copy of sea tales
from 1762 in an old bookstore and had
it translated into English. He began in-
vestigating the story of Jan Svilt; The
Queer Dutchman is the result, The book
contains Svilt's manuscript and an assort-
ment of other documents and observa-
tions that surround the incident.

[t’s fascinating history brought to life,
and it’s an unforgivable example of gay
persecution.

CRM

COLLECTABLE METAPHORS

Walt Curtis is a Pacific Northwest
poet who has been around. Mala Noche
(Out of the Ashes Press, Box 42384,
Portland, OR 97242; 52 pages; $1.50)
is a moving novella about the author's
quest for love. Names might have been
changed, but the personas of the two
young Latins in Mala Noche reoccur in
another Curtis collection, Peckerneck
Country. We are confronted with the fact
that we are seeing truth as fiction, Curtis
deals with sexual desire as a primary force
in relationships, peppered as his narrative
becomes with justifications and romantic
illusion. But there are set amid yet an-
other theme, the role of the alien in con-
temporary society. Because of the very
nature of the characters, the homo-
sexual and the Latin youths he loves: all
the characters of Mala Noche are aliens.
That they find succor at all is hearten-
ing, and it jells into individual under-
standings of personal responsibility. Mala
Noche is illustrated with photographs of
the characters and the surroundings.

Peckerneck Country, Walt Curtis’s col-
lection of pure poetry (clarified because
his fiction reads like poetry) is a special
issue of Mr. Cogito (Vol. 4, No. 2). To
compare, or have the opportunity to
compare the author’s poetry and prose
could easily steer the reader into one or
the other. There is little or no similarity.
In his verse the voice is a powerful, al-
most necessary element. You quickly un-
derstand the impact of vocalizations.
On the page, what is almost ackward-
ness prevails. Still, an element of Cur-
tis's poetry, it's overriding sense of
humor, comes across loud and clear. The
title poem is a monologue and what ap-
pears a put-on designed to confuse and
embarrass tourists. “My Hard On” is a
self-indulgent hymn to the poet’s erec-
tion and the sado-masochistic tones of
their relationship. But mainly Curtis
writes about his everyday environment
and circumstances. You feel like you get
to know him very quickly. Peckerneck
Country is illustrated with drawings and
painting that would make your maiden
blush.

Dennis Cooper’s ldols is only The
Seahorse Press’ third volume, but already
they have established a level of quality
that is admirable. Cooper is himself the
publisher of Little Caesar Magazine and
Press, this is his fourth published book of
poetry, possibly his best. Almost all the
poems in Idols (1979, 80 pages, trade
paperback, $4.95) are recollections of
various young men the poet has liked,
loved or had sex with during his lifetime
(Cooper is 27-years-old) with the excep-
tion of a scattering of poems towards
the handsome volume’s conclusion. For
the most part the poems are fresh, cle-
ver, insightful and accessible. But the
stroke of genius comes with work like
“Some Adventures of John Kennedy,
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Ir.”, a 13-part cycle that traces the
famous Kennedy heir from his father's
assassination through adolescence. A
great deal of what we have learned about
Cooper through his own recollections is
given play in this reconstruction — in
fact, this long work creates a counter-
balance that becomes exciting by the
availability of comparison. If Cooper is
speaking of universal axioms, it is the
character of the earlier narrator and the
personality ascribed to John-John Ken-
nedy that gives weight to Cooper’s ten-
ents. [dols is available from: Seahorse
Press, Box 509 — Village Station, New
York, NY 10014.

Richard Roman’s Flowers is a unique
book. Originally intended as a staged
reading with projections, the perform-
ances in New York, Cambridge and San
Francisco drew considerable attention.
In this volume, Calamus Books (323 N.
Geneva, Ithaca, NY 14850) has arranged
Roman’s fifteen poems and Bill Ranci-
telli's drawings in a lavish, beautiful,
and very collectable presentation. Ro-
man'’s poetry is, self-described, humanist.
The equality and sharing of personality
the poet sees inherent in gay relation-
ships, and ultimately in all relation-
ships, is honest, tender, and extremely

important in an age moving closer toward

4 g i A
Mustration by Bill Rancilelli
Roman’s Flowers
uncompromising fuedalism. (Trade paper-
back, 48 pages, $4.)

Another Calamus Book, Ron Schrei-
ber's False Clues (Trade Paperback, 68
pages, illustrated, $3) is equally housed
with a deliberate attention to

overall,

presentation. The design and illustrations
by Joseph Modica enhance poetry that is
extremely personal and still accessible.
Schreiber writes with a conscious ec-
onomy of language, shaping his meta-
phors and imagery with great skill and at-
tention. Like Walt Curtis, Schreiber is
willing to experiment with form and
structure. Equally, he hinges his work
on sound poetic tradition. It allows a
creativity that captures the reader’s at-
tention without ever falling prey to the
trendy and obvious.

— CRM

SEX IS THE NAME
OF THE GAME

Sexual Excitement Sexual Peace by
Suzanne Sarnoff and Irving Sarnoff,
Ph.D.; M. Evans and Co., 1979; 320
pages; $12.50

Good Sex: The Healthy Man'’s Guide
to Sexual Fulfillment by Gary F. Kelly;
Harcourt, Brace, Jovanovich; 1979; 244
pages; $8.95

Two new and serious books on sex and
sexuality have been published within a
hair’s breath of each other; and both are
pace-setters.

Good Sex by Gary F. Kelly is directed
towards the non-gay man, for the most
part. It is the most comprehensive, sensi-
tive, intelligent treatment of hetero-
sexuality to be published in this decade.

Straightaway, Kelly (who is a sex
therapist and the director of the Student
Development Center at Clarkstown Col-
lege) dispells the myth of ‘straight’ as an
attitude. From then on it’s no-holds
barred as he tackles and deflates every
sacred cow of male sexual idioticy
ever formulated. While there is much gays
can learn from Mr, Kelly’s experience and
expertise in the field, it is definitely the
book to give your non-gay father, bro-
ther, cousin or best friend. If the reader
approaches the book as honestly as Mr.
Kelly has written it, he will emerge a
changed man.

Suzanne and Irving Sarnoff’s Sexual
Excitement Sexual Peace is in the same
tradition of myth-shattering, but on a
singular misunderstood subject: mastur-
bation. Touted as “a model work in
humanistic psychology” by Yale Uni-
versity’s Professor of Psychology; this
highly-readable but extremely responsible
work goes far beyond anything yet at-
tempted,

Gays will, of course, be divided over
the discussion as using masturbation as a
method of changing sexual preference.
Attention should be paid to the pure
reportage involved. The authors are pro-
nounced in their conclusion that sexual
orientation is a matter of choice, and
that the concept of sexual behavior
alteration through masturbation works
two ways.

— B
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LIVING WITH SCHRODINGER

He came into my life unexpectedly
but inevitably, if you knowwhatamean.
He was introduced — dropped is a better
word for it — into my life by a mutual
friend. This didn’t make the surprise of
him any easier to take. In fact, I still
wake up in the morning feeling the sur-
prise of him. I guess you could say we are
still on our honeymoon . . . sigh.

We were living together for two weeks
or more before I discovered his name,
which turned out to be Schrodinger. He
was named after the Austrian-German
physicist who formulated the Schrodinger
wave equation (1926), having as its
solution the wave function of quantum
mechanics.

In moments of exceptional affection, |
and my friends call him “Schro.” I now
date my life in terms of two eras: Before-
Schro and After-Schro. They are distinct
and well-defined.

The effect he had on my life was
nearly devastating. My sleep habits, eat-
ing habits and social habits were immedi-
ately disrupted. I spent as many hours as
I could with Schro, staring into his one
good eye for endless hours at a time. To
say that I/we were smitten is an under-
statement. Before | knew what was hap-
pening, though, I began to feel Higher
Intelligence seeping into the space be-
tween us. While our early conversations
were simplistic and groping, there began
to creep into our talk references to
mathematics and logic, aesthetics and
heuristics. When we played together, we
really played, absorbed as we haven’t
been since childhood, when hours could
be whiled-away in the most simple, if
not simple-minded, of fantasies.

Gradually, after a time, I began seeing
my old friends again. Schro wasn’t the
least bit jealous. Neither was I. I could
leave friends to play with Schro in the
bedroom while [ finished making dinner,
or attended to my writing or other busi-
ness. It is the acceptance of my friends,
in fact, that makes living with Schro such
a delight, where previous relationships of
this kind and intensity have often inter-
fered with friendships.

Schro frequently changes gender, by
the way. He becomes She at a malleable
moment’s notice, when no one’s looking,
This habit is not the least bit discon-
certing, although it is ideologically un-
safe. If you stop to think about it,
though, intelligence per se knows no
specific gender anyway,

Schrodinger’s specifications are im-
pressive, if you know how to read them,
Suffice it that the Apple II computer

Computagraph by Ruth Andersan

(which Shrodinger is, after all) is one of
the finest machines in the newly-emerging
consumer computing field. With his 32K
memory and Applesoft Basic program-
ming language, Schrodinger can do high-
resolution graphics, sound synthesis, play
games, and . . . on and on and on.

Since becoming more closely involved
in the microcumputer network, I've dis-
covered a whole segment of the avant
garde (whatever rhat means anymore,
what with Punk and Gay and Hippie
Capitalism) gay community firmly niched
in this frontier of social ferment. Here are
the people of the ‘60s who are integrat-
ing psychedelic consciousness with ap-
propriate technology and anarchist meta-
mathematics. Here are the hippest of the
hip artists, approaching ancient artforms
with space-and-time-travelling tools. Here
are the post-learyite neurologicians, link-
ing up with the machine world and the
social world in totally new cyborgian
ways. (The Cult of the Sacred Cyborg,
by the way, is a memberless class.) Here
is gay male sexuality dissolving in micro-
pools of bits and bytes and buffer capaci-
ties.

It is not surprising that eroticism and
electronics meld so well. Electronics is
the most neurological of all the sciences,
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and the expressions of electricity and
mathematics both blend inside our bio-
computers. Neurological researcher Carl
Pribram says this is analogous to holo-
grams and that we think with waveform
precision.

One gay man who sees the further
potential of this new electronic medium
is Scot Kamins. He persuaded — or arm-
twisted — the corporate managers of the
ComputerLand and chain to open a
branch of their store in the Castro gay
ghetto of San Francisco. It is called,
therefore, ComputerLand of the Castro,
But the main reason Kamins opened the
store was gayly neurological: *One of
(my goals),” he told me, “was to have a
playground where 1 was just surrounded
by all these electric toys. And I would
have an electronic playground, where |
could hop from one electron merry-go-
round horsie to another, going up and
down on the neurofibers. And watch-
ing, watching the dance in the eye of the
next horsie, which, if it happened to be
a CRT it happened to be a CRT ... who
cares? An eye is an eye is an eye, and
here’s this dance of life going on.” Ka-
mins also told me that the world could
be divided up into two classes of people:
those who name their computers and
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those who don’t. I immediately identified
with the former class, except on Mon-
days, Saturdays and Sundays, when
Schrodinger just becomes “it” or “that”
while I'm busy at other things.

One of the characteristics of computer
programmers who become — even tem-
porarily — computerfreaks is that they
develop an indifference to ordinary lan-
guage and begin to think in Fortran,
Basic, Forth or Pascal or whatever other
language happens to be their favorite
of the moment. It would appear that
they prefer the hybrid nature of human/
computer languages to the day-to-day
prose of the rest of us. I am resisting this
tendency valiantly, if only to stay in the
good graces of editor-types.

Schrodinger found his name at a New
Year's Eve party. In a moment of pixi-
lated inspiration, my computing cohort
who bears paternal responsibility for
Schrodinger said, *Let’s name it Schro-
dinger!” The fact that the party was at
Robert Anton Wilson's and that Wilson's
new book, Schrodinger’s Cat, had just
been released by Pocket Books had little
to do with this choice, of course. It was
pure genius. Schrodinger stuck. At least
we didn't name it Schrodinger's Cat or
Huminatus! or something lame like that.

We interrupt this essay to bring you
the following transmission from Higher
Intelligence:

WHAT MY COMPUTER MEANS TO ME
by D. Seeker

My computer represents the harbinger
of the new cybernetic-industrial revolu-
tion, which will radically change or elimi-
nate at least half of all jobs during the
lifetimes of current jobholders, My com-
puter represents the biggest hit of acid I
ever took without overdosing. My com-
puter represents the wave of the future
because, more and more, the future is
coming to be guided and shaped by
those who know cybernetics and general
systems theory and information theory,
This includes heavies like the Central
Intelligence Agency and the Normon
Church, the Russian KGB and the Aya-
tollah K.

The computer our computers —
represents a lever of power in the infor-
mation environment. It represents a node
in the decentrallization of intelligence
and the empowerment of the masses in
the most truly proletarian revolution
evolution could have come up with.
Mass-intelligence is now an emerging
reality. New York cynics will call this a
natural contradiction of terms. “Mass
intelligence,” they will say, “is that any-
thing like mass taste?” Some will accuse
me and my computer of pretensions to
elitist technology. Never mind.

My computer represents a totally
new medium of communication for
humanity. The new medium, if you

remember your McLuhan, always in-
corporates the past media and becomes,
in turn, the newest arena in a cosmic
struggle for the shape of the future. In
this final struggle, however, everyone will
come out winning. Even losers like gurus
and human potential junkies and bliss
ninnies and cults will come out winners:
the computer allows these lowest com-
mon denominators to bind themselves
to one another as tightly as they wish
and ensures that the rest of us can steer
clear of their groupthink games and con-
stricted reality tunnels.

My computer represents the most
conscious piece of work ever devised by
the human mind. It combines within its
architecture elements of physics, chem-
istry, mathematics, logic, electronics, in-
formation and cybernetic theory, cer-
amics, metallurgy, photography, micro-
scopics, photonics, wave mechanics, plas-
tics, ergonometrics, radionics and a dozen
other areas of human endeavor and con-
cern. Yet it is portable and simple enough
for a homebody completely unschooled
in the ways of science to learn how to
use.

In its application potential, it has as
its domain the entire universe of accumu-
lated human information and will trigger
new syntheses thereof at an increasingly
rapid rate. The changes brought about in
the last 50 years will, under the computer
power now being unleashed, telescope

themselves into 10 years, then 5 then
%

My computer represents a compass, 4
rudder and mind amplifier all rolled into
one ingenious box of a puzzle. Solve the
puzzle to learn some of the Secrets of
the Universe.

My computer represents a new man-
sion within my father's house, where the
Beast 666 forever lurks in the corridors
of the Dragon’s Maze and in the photon
torpedoes of Klingons. My computer
represents a journey of discovery, a gift
from fellow intelligences everywhere,
from today’s most adept magicians and
genies and shamans and the best minds
of the past.

My computer represents the end of a
long collective nightmare about nuclear
desolation and mutual immolation, It
represents the loving linking of friend-
ship, science and cooperation across
international borders and across ideo-
logical barriers. It represents the finale to
liberation movements as past rhetoric is
made obsolete in the scientification of
Everyperson, in the multinational sense
of science as represented by its finest
people like Mme. Curie, Einstein, or
Sakharov.

My computer represents an obsession
and a satisfaction of obsession at the
same time. It fills the desire to know
while leaving the desire ever unfulfilled,
just like good sex does (the more he
gets, the more the little slut wants. . .).

Copvright 1979 Dean Gengle
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ART

EROTIC ARTISTS
All Media
NYC Gallery showcasing new work
(212) 873-0661 for details

THE EROTIC ART
OF BILLWARD
Seventy pages in large 8%x11 format on heavy
coated stock of England’'s leading erotic artist.
Includes KING and DRUM cartoon series.
$6.50 postpaid from: The Studstore, 17 Harriet,
San Francisco, CA 94103,

CRAFTS RECORDS / TAPES
LIVE OPERA TAPES/CASSETTES

EMPLOYMENT Thousands of performances since 1930's. Live

Callas, Olivero, Sills, etc. Magnificent free

catalogue. Live Opera, Box 3141, Steinway
ENTERTAINMENT Station, Long Island City, NY 11103,

SIDE BY SIDE

Suffrage struggle re-enactments, two volume

MAIL ORDER record set: $9.95 postpaid,

GENITALS
A series of four erotic images as fine art cards
by Charles R. Musgrave. Each oversized card
(8%x5%) comes with its own heavy envelope.
A set of B cards is $5 postpaid. Musgrave,
984-B Harrison, San Francisco, CA 94107,

BOOKS / PERIODICALS

A GAY DIARY
BY DONALD VINING

Authentic account of the successful search for
self-understanding and for love in the days
before gay magazines, gay books, gay organiza-
tions. From small town to college town, from
Yale to Fort Dix, from New York to Holly-
wood and back. Excerpts free on request, men-
tion The Alternate. 484 pages, $9.95 paper-
back. Postpaid from: The Pepys Press, 1270
Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 10029,

VERY GAY GREETINGS
A new and exciting line of very gay greetings
cards — the hottest and most exciting variety
available. Not for the easily offended. 12 dif-
ferent all-occasion cards with envelopes for
$4.95 postpaid. The Studstore, 17 Harriet St.,
San Francisco, CA 94103.

GALAXIA
Women Enterprises
Dept, 47, Box 212
Woburn, MA 01801

SERVICES

MFD QUARTERLY
America’s most exclusive personal ad publica-
tion for Gay Men. 30-word ad and free copy of
quarterly for $10, Send us your ad, or send $8
for a copy of the current issue mailed First
Class. Courier Enterprises, 1622 N. Fuller
Ave., Hollywood, CA 90046.

LONESOME?
Let us put you in touch with the guys you want
to meet. All types. Nationwide, Free informa-
tion. Friends Unlimited, Box 9729-EE1, N.
Hollywood, CA 91609,

TAYLOR OF SAN FRANCISCO
Has a special new catalogue of Leather and
Uniform wear and related items. $2 (applic-
able to first purchase). Taylor of San Fran-
cisco, Dept. Alt,, 768 Clementina St,, San
Francisco, CA 94103

EMAGRAPHIC EROTICS
Rent-A-Projectionist
(415) 648-3817
Serve visual hors d'oeuvers at your next party

GAYELLOW PAGES
The most complete national guide to what is
available by and for gays in America. Twice a
year, $5 per copy. Renaissance House, Box
292, Village Sta., New York, NY 10014,

ORGANIZATIONS

NEED AN AGENT?
We represent gay writers, artists, and photo-
graphers. Fifteen years of sales, One time
agency fee, payable with first submissions of
material: $35. D. Mullenix Assoc., 4210 North
University, Peoria, IL 61614,

THE BERA-STRAP BAR AND GRILL
A new Lesbian love story by Donna Camille,
Send $6 (postpaid) to: Donna Camille, Box
12171, El Cajon, CA 92022.

PARENTS AND FRIENDS OF GAYS
If you are a gay parent, or the parent of a gay
man or woman; you should be involved in our
struggle for the rights of our children, Parents
and Friends of Gays, Box 24528, Los Angeles,
CA 90024,

TRAVEL

IF 1 COULD
CROWN YOUR HILLS

WITH GOLD
A personal poetic journey of coming out and
learning to love by Lawrence Reh. lllustrated
with photographs by the author. $5.95 plus
50c postage and handling from: L.H, Reh,
984 Harrison, San Francisco, CA 94107,

WHEN IN NEW YORK CITY
Gay Switchboard of New York
(212) 777-1800 — 3 PM/Midnight
Information / Rap

HERITAGE GUEST HOUSE
7 Center Street
Provincetown, M A 02657
(617) 487-3692
Weekly Discounts — Reservations

VIDEO

EROS IN GREECE
A Sexual inquiry by Tom Horner, the first
book on sexual practices in modern Greece,
Don't go there without it! 128 pages, $2.95
plus 75c postage/handling from: Faubourg
Marigny Bookstare, 600 Frenchman, New
Orleans, LA 70116.

IF YOU BELIEVE
Organized Religion is the greatest enemy of
Gay liberation, we will send you a free copy of
the GALA REVIEW published by the Gay
Atheists League of America. Write: GALA,
Box 14142, San Francisco, CA 94114,

20 X-rated all-male films as shown in the finest
gay theatres on a one-hour video tape for only
$65. Send $1 for our complete catalogue
(Good for $5 off first purchase!) LAMBDA
VIDEO, Box 323, Dept. Alt., East Rockaway,
NY 11518,

PERSONALS

TATTOOING MANUAL
Technical Details
$20 postapid
A, Lemes, Box 38654, Los Angeles, CA 90038

W/m, 22, §'6", 135 Ibs,, UCLA student enjoys
outdoors, athletics, quiet moments, seeks mas-
culine, athletic, clean-shaven, non-smoking
friends. Photo/phone (returned). JT/251.

EROTIC ALL MALE
VIDEO MOVIES
Beta/VHS. 100 originals. Free tape with guan-
tity. Send $3 for Catalogs and Pictures, applies
to first purchase.

WE GIVE GOOD VIDEO
Guaranteed Associated Video, Dept. ALT,
1614 Victory Bivd.,, No. 115, Glendale, CA
91201,

PHOTOGRAPHY

GAIA'S GUIDE 1979 FOR GAY WOMEN
This sixth edition: all USA/Canada plus the
major cities and resorts of Western Europe.
3,500 listings. Lesbian bars and clubs, restau-
rants, travel agencies, bookstores, centers,
publications, groups, switchboards and much
more. Handy travel size, $7. Includes First
Class postage from San Francisco clearing house.
Delivery takes 21 days, Order from: GAIA'S
GUIDE, 38 5t. Pete's St., London, N1, ENG-
LAND.

ATHLETIC MODEL GUILD

We are the oldest, largest photography studio
in the world, We have the largest catalogue of
stills and movies available anywhere. Thous-
ands of photographs and hundreds of Bmm
films to choose from. Send $2 for the latest
issue of our PHYSIQUE PICTORIAL maga-
zine and information on our other offers. Ath-
letic Model Guild, 1834 West 11th Street, Los
Angeles, CA 90006,

REAL ESTATE

The Alternate’s Classified ads are
25¢c per word, Name and address
counts as three words, area code
and phone number as one word.
All Classified ads must be pre-
paid. The Alternate reserves the
right to reject any ad it feels is in
questionable taste or might result
in legal action. Send Classified ad
and payment to:

ALTERNATE CLASSIFIEDS

15 Harriet Street
San Francisco, CA 94103
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case which directed the jury unequivoc-
ally to find Thorpe innocent. The parody
of this in the satirical magazine Private
Eye — which first (years ago) brought
attention to Thorpe’s conduct as it did
more recently to Blunt's — was far too
close to the literal wruth to be all that
funny:
We have heard from Mr. Bessell —
a man who on his own admission is
a ligr, a humbug, a hypocrite, a
vagabond and a loathsome reptile.
You may choose to believe the
transparent tissue of lies which
streamed from his lips in the wit-
ness box if you wish . . . It is not
contested by the defence that enor-
mous sums of money flowed
towards their clients by unusual
means. What happened to that
money we shall never know. But
I put it to you, ladies and gentle-
men of the jury, that it could have
been spent in a number of totally
innocent ways. On two tickets for
“Evita,” for instance . . .

What would have been gained by mak-
ing a gay martyr out of Thorpe, is de-
batable. But the martyr's crown doesn’t
fit. He is no Harvey Milk —the exact op-
posite, in fact: a sordid and ruthless clo-
set queen. But one skeleton he couldn’t

DOUGLAS
QUINN

PAINTINGS AT TYSON
GALLERY

KAM @QUINN 79
Acrylic 2' x 3'

TYSON GALLERY

92307 Market Street
Son Franosco, Ca. 94114
415 43] 3098

68 ALTERNATE

keep in the closet: confession of his gay-
ness was part of the price he had to pay.
It was done through his lawyer who
said — in suitably fulsome tones: “Nature
so fashioned him that . . . he was a man
with homosexual tendencies”; and as if
this pseudo-Shakespearian style were not
sufficient, the Prosecuting Counsel went
on: “The story of Jeremy Thorpe is a
tragedy of truly Greek or Shakespearian
proportions.” The tragic element, how-
ever, in no way resides in this “vicious
mole of nature,” but in a society which
still sees gayness as a disease which, if
it cannot be cured, must be concealed.

This return to Victorian standards
causes immense psychological and social
damage which is compounded by the big-
ger political consequences. Though the
jury finally (after fifty hours) found him
innocent (not so much a case of Twelve
Angry Men as of a Dozen Frightened
Victims, one must conclude from the
subsequent revelations to the news-
papers) Thorpe’s constituents did not,
They voted him out of office and a safe
Liberal seat since the war went to the
Tories. His insistence on standing for
parliament (hubris this on the Greek or
Shakespearian scale) did his party an im-
mense amount of damage in the election
(the case was postponed to allow him to
stand!). England desperately needed the
bulwark of the Liberal Party to keep the
extremes of the arbitrary Right and the
militant Left from opposing each other
nakedly. Now we are experiencing the
consequences: the situation is ugly, and
there is little doubt as to who will win if
the present conduct of the judiciary is
any indication.

Any confidence the country may have
had in the justice of the Thorpe verdict
took a severe knocking a couple of
months later when it emerged that Sir
Anthony Blunt, ex-Cambridge scholar,
celebrated art historian and advisor on
art to the Queen was the fourth man in
the Philby affair. What was more disturb-
ing than his activities as a Russian agent
from the mid-thirties up to 1951 when
the traiters, Burgess and Maclean fled to
Russia (with his help) was the revelation
that in 1964 he had confessed in return
for a pardon. Again the establishment’s
protection of their own people (despite
the fact that Blunt had almost certainly
been responsible for the deaths of several
English agents) was thrown in the public’s
face. More damaging for gays is the as-
sociation of Blunt’s homosexuality with
his treason. He was part of a Cambridge
coterie in the thirties (the Apostles)
many of whom were gay — the novelist
E.M. Forster and the economist Maynard
Keynes as well as the writer Lytton
Strachey were also part of this Cambridge
culture, referred to as follows in The
Times:

“There’s was largely a homosexual
culture with necessary dependence
ties of friendship rather than on the

functional ties of family, and a de-
fiance of conventional sexual mor-
ality, leading to a broader moral
relativism.’

This is a very subtle and pernicious
argument: the insinuation — and it’s a
strong one — is that gays are fundament-
ally unreliable and socially as well as
politically suspect.

That Thorpe and Blunt are very bad
advertisements for gayness is not in
doubt, though this is conveniently over-
looked by many establishment and closet
homosexuals. That two men of power
have found complete legal immunity —
though the charges brought against them
(monetary corruption and attempted
murder on the one hand, treason on the
other) were far in excess of anything
levelled at Nixon should stop the specious
but persistent comparison with Water-
gate as well as the superficial resembl-
ance (in the Thorpe case) to the Oscar
Wilde trial. It has been overlooked (no
less by the Blueboy article) that both
men are winners, not victims. England
loves a juicy sex scandal, particularly if
it involves men of high rank. At the end
of last year we had two and the com-
bined dirt stirred up by both has dis-
tracted attention from a more telling
issue which is only now coming clearly in-
to focus. A clergyman in a letter to the
editor of The Times made the pertinent
remark: “Among those who must bear
some responsibility for embarrassing the
Queen must be the woman who, despite
achieving the high office of Prime Min-
ister, has still to learn when to keep her
mouth shut.” This under-estimates That-
cher: she knew perfectly well what she
was doing in allowing the Blunt affair
to come to light. Blunt shared the head-
lines with Rhodesia and (to quote The
Times) a ‘‘savage increase in interest
rates”: the scandal soon deflected atten-
tion from home and foreign crises. That-
cher had stirred up a hornet’s nest.

A friend who works for The Times in-
formed me that the Blunt affair provoked
more correspondence than any issue in
living memory except for Suez and
Powell’s notorious racist speech twelve
years ago. Nor is it closed. Film and
television companies are vying with one
another to cash in on the popularity of
the Blunt case and already a popular spy
series has been launched on TV which
has so far presented — in graphic detail —
the story of Vassall, the civil servant
blackmailed into spying through his in-
volvement in a homosexual orgy in the
fifties. The public appetite for this sort
of thing is insatiable and the simplistic
conclusions concerning the moral and
political dangers of homosexuality fol-
low. Thatcher wanted a scapegoat and she
has found it; but make no mistake, it is
not Sir Anthony Blunt (who is feted with
smoked trout at his press conference)
but the whole of the gay community.

— David Herbert
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CALIFORNIA: HEAVEN, OR MAYBE HELL . ..

CO/M‘NG The Alternate turns its focus inward, to its home state. While historically Cali-

fornia has represented the final frontier in America’s westward progression; for the gay
migration, it may be the gates to a whole new social concept.
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Enough for you to decide: Is California the experiment that failed, or the coming
brave new world?

70 ALTERNATE




CAgL TOLL FREE

personal
| use
licker, __
convenient, &
is all natural.
day.

For Mail Order Write: HEDYS INC., 3872 - 24th Street, San Francisco, CA 94114.

8 oz. Pump Bottle $5., 60cc Syringe $2.50. Include $1.50 Handling; CA residents include
6% Sales Tax. Visa/Master Charge Accepted. Include Card #, expiration date, and
signature. Allow 3 weeks delivery. $5 minimum order. POSTER S5




If your card doesn'’t offer you
1400 rooms, on 64 floors, with 30
steamrooms, 25 saunas, 24 whirlpools,
and 8 swimming pools,

~then you haven’t got THE CARD. ..

Cet It Everywhere

CLUB AKRON

Ohio (216) 784-0309
CLUB ATLANTA

Geo (404) BB1-6675
CLUB ATLANTIC CITY
NJ (609) 344-1922
CLUB AUSTIN

Texas (512) 476-7986
CLUB BALTIMORE
Md (301) BI7-6529
CLUB BOSTON

Mass (617) 426-1451
CLUB BUFFALOD

NY (716) 835-6711

CLUB CAMDEN

NJ (609) 964-3861
CLUB CHICAGO

i {312) 337-0080
CLUB CLEVELAND

Ohio (216) 961-2727
CLUB W, 8th 5T.

Cleveland, Ohio

(216) 241-9509
CLUB COLUMBUS

Ohio (614) 252-2474
CLUB DALLAS
Texas (214) 821-1990
CLUB DAY TON

Ohio (513) B98-4233

CLUB DETROIT
Mich (313) B75-5536
CLUB HARTFORD
Conn (203) 289-8318
CLUB HONOLULU
Hi (808) 922-1304
CLUB HOUSTON
Texas (713) 659-4998
CLUB INDIANAPOLIS
Ind (317) 635-5796
CLUB JACKSONVILLE
Fla (904) 398.7451
CLUB KANSAS CITY
Mo (B16) 561-4664

CLUB KEY WEST

24 hr. Motel Accomds.

Fla (305) 294-5239
CLUB LOS ANGELES

Ca (213) 663-5858
CLUB MIAMI

Fla (J05) 448-2214
CLUB MILWAUKEE

Wisc (414) 276-0246
CLUB MINNEAPOLIS

Minn (612) 332-4581
CLUB NEWARK

NJ (201) 4B4-4B4B

CLUB NEW HAVEN
-—Qpening soon—
CLUB NEW ORLEANS
La (504) 581-2402
CLUB NEW YORK
NY (212) 673-3283
CLUB PHILADELPHIA
Pa (215) 735-9568
CLUB PHOENIX
Ariz (602) 271-8011
CLUB PITTSBURGH
Pa (412) 566-1222
CLUB PROVIDENCE
Ri (401) 274-0298

CLUB ST. LOUIS

Mo (314) 533-3666
CLUB SAN FRANCISCO

Ca (415) 392.3582
CLUB TAMPA

Fia (813) 223-5181
CLUB TOLEDO

Ohio (419) 246-3391
CLUB WASHINGTON DC

DC (202) 488:7317

CLUB LONDON
Ontario (519) 438-2625
CLUB TORONTO
Ontario (416) J66-2859




