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If Chadowe Could Talk. ..

Michael stood at the corner letting
his masculinity engrave an invitation
in the shadows of the street light. A
slight bulge just to the left of his zip-
per was his RSVP to whomever took
note. This was his favorite corner.
He could almost see a neon sign pro-
claiming it as his and warning all
others to stay away. Many shaded
night watchmen had made it clear
to him that business was best at this
corner.

As a teenager, he had been initi-
ated into the fraternity of gay life
that has no entrance requirements
except willingness for sex. Since
then this nineteen year old body had
been touched in every detail, on ev-
ery part, by anxious hands and
drooling mouths many times, There
was no part that was sacred now. For
five, often everynight, years he had
been a member of this perchance
group of young men who made life
miserable for the old ones who could
not pay and competitive for the
other hustlers who were not as well
endowed or experienced as Mike.

A white Chevrolet slowed to turn
the corner and its driver gazed
through thick glasses to make quick
up and down motions with his head
to survey the merchandise that Mi-
chael so prominently displayed. Mi-
chael’s game playing mood that night
forced his eyebrows to furrow his
forehead and give added highlights
to hisalready boyishly chiseled face.
He could look younger than he was
and it was this that baited the trap
for the dirty old men in their slow
moving cars, with their fast moving
eyes and their even quicker moving
hands.

Mike overtly evaluated the bald-
ing, paunchy man in his mind as
“yech.” He had a grading scale for
almost everyone he saw, especially
those who might be a score. There
was ‘“cute” at the top. Then “nice,”
“ok,” “yes,” the undecided “hmm,"”
“no,” “Idon't think so,” and at the
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bottom of the scale, “you’ve got to
be kidding me.”

Mike was not gay, at least he kept
telling himself that. After all, he had
never allowed anal intercourse and
his had never been the aggressive one
in fellatio. He had kissed another
man once, or rather, had been kissed
by, and in his mind there was a def-
inite difference. Still he would often
stop and wonder about his grading
scale. That one category, “cute”
would echo an almost frightening
question in his mind. He quickly ra-
tionalized that some younger boys
with fancy hairdos and exceptionally
feminine characteristics could easily
pass as females. With that reasoning,
Mike returned to the rask at hand,

A long shining yellow Buick slith-
ered by. It was the second time he
had seen that one this night. As was
s0 often the case, the cars themselves
took on personalities regardless of
who was driving. It was as if each
one could talk, could react as a hu-
man, not at the command of the
driver, but on its own computer-like
precision. The Buick looked good
and it fit well into the grading
system.

It was worth a try. Bur Mike al-
ways tried not to be the chaser, or
even overly aggressive, just enough
to let the score know his intentions.
In the first place there was always
the threat of the police and they had
been active in the area recently. As
one of his gay friends had put it,
with a flourish to his veice. “A
regular witch hunt, dearie!”

The fact of an arrest, or even con-

wviction, would not have bothered

Mike if it were not for the mental
torture of being recognized by some-
one¢ he knew. His being respected
and liked was a most important emo-
tion. At times, it strangely would
cause him to do things he could hate
in others. There was a difference in
being labeled a hustler by a queer
and in being stamped as one by the

public, and the police department in
particular, Perhaps in the back of his
mind there was a respect for the po-
licemen in general. He would hate to
be known to one of them.

And it wasn’t just policemen, it
was anyone in a situation where mu-
tual respect was necessary or desired.
He was even careful where he went
when he was wearing these skin tight
levi's. Once he had gone into a gro-
cery store on Broadway to buy a
pack of cigarettes. He struggled to
get the change from his pocket. The
young man at the counter had made
a comment. Mike had run from the
store without the cigarettes or even
a glance back and even now walked
on the opposite side of the street
from the store.

“I hate these queers! That's why
I hustle, to get everything I can from
them, to make them pay for their
way of life.” He told himself this
just as he told himself that he was
“straight.” It was necessary for Mike
to talk to himself about these things,
for he would never discuss them with
anyone else. Even when he was with*
a score he was afraid to tell them
his inner motivation. He was really
unable to explain the real motiva-
tions. He was sensitive to the prob-
lems of those he met, and he really
did not want to make them feel
badly, but he was so at odds with
his own emotions that he had to
seek a facade.

The yellow Buick passed again,
this time with more deliberation.
Mike picked up the signal and began
to walk down the tree columned side
street, darkening from the already
dim sky glowing from the city’s
lights, The buildings made multi-
shutting doors that closed behind
him as though he was being engulfed
in his bed covers at night,

He pulled a comb from his hip
pocket and in a shadow, ran it
through the front of his hair, He was
quite fond of these locks. He would
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tenderly wash them, and do all that
he could to keep them shining and
every hair in place. But his whim-
sical personality would often reveal
itself in front of these light brown
smooth strands. And tonight, as
usual, the comb brought these front
tresses to a cocky, mussed slant
across his forehead. He replaced the
comb and shoved his hands half way,
as far as they would go, into his front
pockets.

His right-hand fingers felt that ob-
ject that so often seemed as though
it were not him, as though it were of
remote control owned by him and at
his command, but not attached. He
stroked it, and brought about
thoughts of previous shadowed
nights not unlike this one. It began
to unfurl and became more promin-
ent as he walked under a street light.
He took a quick look downward and
smiled, “This should bring him
around.”

As expected, the yellow Buick’s
headlights glared their whiteness on
Mike’s light colored pants below his
attractively “v-ed” torso, covered
with a thin yellow shirt. The head
on the driver rotated in a semi-circle
mechanically and the brake lights
scemed to coordinate themselves
with each pull and release of Mike’s
leg muscles. Mike saw the car pick
up speed and knew that he would be
back. He continued walking amongst
the criss-crossed patterns of the
shadows that the leaves of small trees
made on the concrete,

Two lisping, blond haired youths
stood close to each other on the
steps of one of the tall apartment
buildings. Mike was glad he didn't
have to follow their line of conver-
sation. They would each debate how
to tell the other that he was gay,
and it would take quite awhile to
make the point. This was such a
waste of valuable time. He liked his
own procedure, There was never any
doubr.

The one area in which he excelled,
the one area in which he was nota
withdrawn child, was making the
contact. He would simply state his
objective and the rules of the game

and proceed from there. None of
this, ““nice weather we're having,”
stuff. The two boys would probably
still be there when he got back from
the yellow Buick. He smiled.

“Want a ride?” The words came
out as though some anonymous bell
had tolled them from the dark re-
cesses of the car. Mike thought,“Oh,
brother, is this character out of it!™
The flattened face of the man sitting
in the seat, appeared as though it
were a mask being pulled back on
his head by the wisps of lank hair.
His open collared shirt revealed curls
of heavy, dark, coarse looking hair.
How Mike hated hair on anyone’s
chest, especially if he was going to
be close to him throughout the
night.

Mike played the game with a sur-
prised, “Huh?”

“Do you want a ride?"" The driver
said nothing else, just stared at the
objective, Mike's crotch.

With paralytic naivete, Mike an-
swered, "Where to?"

“Oh, just around.”

“I'm looking for money.” Mike
soon tired of the game.

He wasn’t about to let all of that
go into the hands of anyone with-
out at least some compensation,
preferably monetary. Mike kept his
eyes to the ground, waiting for the
man to offer or to ask how much.

*No! Not interested!” The head-
lights went on, the transmission en-
gaged, and the yellow Buick backed
out of the driveway. Mike walked on
down the street.

A brief twinge of hunger led him
away from the lisping boys and away
from this minor defeat. “He was
probably a sadist or something, any-
way!” There hadn't been many
misses like that. More often than
not he found it necessary to make a
choice between scores. And his suc-
cessful marketable virility often en-
croached on his humility as it
ballooned his pride.

Each pair of headlights on this
warm summer night demanded an
evaluation as he walked toward the
red neon lighted restaurant to sink
the woes of this deflating experience

in a greasy pattie of beef and filler.
“A couple,” *“cop,” “cute, but too
young,” “you’ve got to be kidding.”

The little bell tinkled as Mike
pushed open the dirt layered door
with chipped paint, encasing smoke
encrusted glass. He wrapped his legs
around the stem of the half-padded
stool and ordered the mis-named
“burger deluxe.” The thin red slab
of meat sizzled on the grill, his Coke
fizzled in the wide mouth glass and
Mike read the greasy, dirty signs
“WHEATCAKES AND COFFEE—
40¢, T-BONE STEAK — $3.95, WE
ARE NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR
LOSSOFPERSONALPROPERTY."”
“Who cares? Or who, eating here,
has any property worth losing, per-
sonal or not?”

His mind slithered off of this
thought to a very real person stand-
ing outside the big, dirty window of
the restaurant. His grey, thick, but
short, hair matched heavy eyebrows
and a darkened face on top of a long
collared white shirt, neat tie, and
well-tailored brown suit. He looked
ready, but hesitant; at ease, bur un-
sure. Mike could not force his atten-
tion to wander.“What was this guy's
story?”” “A score?” “Looks like
money."

The hamburger, coke and fries
went down between glances from
the corner of his eye at the brown
suited, grey haired, and a flash of
diamond-ringed man who didn't
look casual ar all.

Mike snapped a dollar bill from
his fist, took his change and turned
only to pause. The limping cook
mumbled, “Anything else, buddy?”

Mike stumbled out, “Uh, no.”
But he lied, he wanted to know
what that man had in mind. Who
was he? Why was he standing there?
Was he waiting for Mike?

In Adonis fashion, careful footed,
Mike led his light brown hair into
the restaurant entryway and pulled
the door closed behind him, Perif-
erally he scrutinized the man, Then
the man reached for Mike. Mike
froze.

In quick flashes of remembering,
Mike's thoughts flashed through his



head, “No, this isn’t right! He’s sup-
posed to look — drive by in his car
— be conquered by the hustler. This
is wrong, he'’s not supposed to
attack.”

But the attacker spoke, with a
voice that sounded like he was
pleading to Queen Elizabeth, “*Par-
don my young man. This is most em-
barassing, but I must talk with you
for just a moment. | do hope you'll
not think me odd or something if 1
ask you but one question.” The
words came out in whole tones, each
vowel like a hand reaching and not
letting go. Mike had never heard
anything like it, at least not on the
street. He could not have been more
entranced if the man had waved a
hundred dollar bill at him.

“I saw you sitting there and I
couldn't believe my eyes.” The
voice, in all of its unreality, contin-
ued, as he placed his hand more
firmly on Mike’s arm and tears well-
ed in his eyes, “l was just returning
to my car from getting this paper
and I almost spoke out, ‘Gene.” You
see, you are the exact image of my
son. You see, he was killed last year
and something drives me to still look
for him wherever 1 go. And never,
until just a moment ago, have | ever

found him. Suddenly there he was,
sitting in this restaurant, eating that
hamburger.” He quickly turned his
head away, “No, no, | can’t think
like that — you are not Gene. But,
you are so much like him,"

His head gradually resumed its up-
right position, but the eyelids still
covered the pleading eyes, “Would
you indulge an old man’s fantasies
for just a little while? Can we ralk
for just a few minutes?”

Mike was an engulfed being — as
.though his own long dead mother
had been standing there.

The dignified, grey haired man
waited to see if it would be neces-
sary to provide further imperus.
Mike could think of no reasonable
excuse. ‘I don't know what to say.”
He ran his fingers through the back
of his hair. They walked for about
twao blocks and several questions.

“You know, my son, you even
6

talk like Gene. The way you form
your words, everything about you is
so much like Gene. Your build, even
the way you wear your clothes. |
used to kid him abourt wearing those
casual clothes so much. | used to
tell him that people would think he
came from parents who could not
afford to clothe him properly. 1
knew it was important how people
felt about him. And, yes, I admit, it
was important to me too. I'll ven-
ture that you are much the same
way.”’

The man was right. Mike was
deeply concerned about how people
felt about him. But before he had a
chance to answer, they had reached
the car. *Well, here is my car. I'll be
happy to take you anyplace you
want."”

*I only live a few blocks from
here."”

The man’s pleading, honest man-
ner dismissed any thought of the
shopper syndrome from Mike’s
mind, but he felt he should maintain
at least some semblence of hesitancy,

“Please, just a few more minurtes.”

Mike agreed by putting his hand
on the door handle,

“Thank you, my son, thank you,”
the man expressed as, for the first
time, his eyes left Mike’s face and
darted to the tanned hand on the
door handle.

They sank into the plush sea of
green inside the elegant car and the
monastery silence was broken by
the man, “By the way, my name is
Steve. What's yours, or should I just
call you ‘Gene?"” Mike didn’t care,
He only wanted to know more about
this man, but especially about
‘Gene’ whom he so resembled. Never
had anyone really been honest in
telling him what he was like. And
that was so much a need for him.
Maybe if Steve talked Mike could
discover how he was, what he was,
or who he was . . . something about
him. This was entertainment that he

would love.

“Where do you live?” Steve’s
question pulled Mike from his hid-
ing place near the door — safe from

any encroaching demons that might.

be lurking in the darkened recesses
of the huge car.

Mike’s bright blue eyes caught the
spark of a streetlight. “I, uh, would
really like to hear about ., . " fora
brief, frightening moment, he had
forgotten the son’s name..."‘Gene.”

“Oh, my son, you make me so
happy. Well, why don’t we go to my
apartment?”’

Mike jumped back to reality—"his
apartment! Oh, God, I'm really not
ready for this from him, not now,
not after all he’s said so far.”

s . so you can meet Gene's
mother, Vivian, and his sister,”

Too quickly, Mike replied, “Well,
ok.”

“Yes, I'll show you a picture of

him, and even show you some of his
clothes so you’ll see what I mean by
the identity that you two share.”

Mike offered a mild excuse, I'm
really not dressed to meet anyone.”

“Don’t worry, my son, you'll look
just like he would if he were coming
through the door.”

Steve expertly maneuvered the
long car through the small side
streets and slowed it near a drive-
way that led into a parking area
next to an apartment building, The
building was a rtall and stately man-
sion which Mike imagined had spent
its debut years entertaining wealthy
clientele and important people. Its
large stones seemed to hold up a
world of charm, grace and beauty.
“Come on,” Steve urged. Mike open-
ed the door and the humid air made
the inside of the car almost frigid.

“Wonder what his wife is like? If
she sees me as Gene, perhaps she will
be like a mother to me. I've never
had anything except a professional
mother, at the orphanage. Already
Steve is someone 1 could call ‘Dad.’
But if Gene’s sister is there (1 won-
der how old?) she is likely to be
more skeptical. It won't be as easy
to gain her confidence unless she
sees me as just another boy.” Mike
smiled at the thought. It had always
been easy for him to play on the
emotions of older people, but he let
his looks smooth the way for him
with those of his own age, especially




girls and gays,

“Don’t you think so?”

“Luh, I,er,..”

“You haven't heard a thing I've
said, have you? Now where has your
handsome mind wandered off to?
The building? Yes, it is impressive,
isn't it.”

“Good evening, Mr. Richmond.”
The tall doorman was a Negro; he
could have been from some mis-
placed African tribe dressed in the
gold braided maroon and purple uni-
form. He opened the door. Steve
asked, “Has my wife come in yet?”
The dark eyebrows of the black fore-
head lowered and the doorman an-
swered, ““Your wife? Uh, no sir, not
yet, sir.” The door fell closed be-
hind them,

They walked the length of the
hallway that pierced the open parlor
as their bodies cast short, uninvolved
shadows from the light of the spark-
ling fixtures on the walls and the
brilliant chandelier of the ceiling.

A young man of about Mike's age
stood with his arms folded so as not
to reveal the extra large dark blue
coat he was wearing with the smaller
strands of gold braiding. His legs
were crossed also, concealing the
sagging dark blue trousers, He seem-
ed so out of place standing, undig-
nified, unlaced, against the elevator
door.

“Now, Freddy, is that any way
to greet a paying customer. Come
now, let’s give this place a little
class.”

Steve's kidding brought a smile to
the sharply featured face of the
young Freddy. But he had smiled
before the end of the sentence . . .
right after ‘paying customer.’

Mike entered the small, but ele-
gant, clevator and Freddy brought
the doors closed and the three of
them began to move upward toward
who knew what,

“This young man is going to meet
my wife and Gene’s sister. I think
he resembles Gene very much, al-
most like a twin, Not only in his
looks, he even acts like Gene, and
talks like him."”

Freddy searched Mike for a rea-

son to say something in reply to
Steve. He said nothing.

Mike continued to feel Freddy’s
eyes slip looks out of their corners.
He felt open and almost naked.

The elevator glided to a stop and
the doors slid open to reveal the car-
peted and yellow papered hallway,
lighted with dim, but sparkling, crys-
tal lights attached to the walls,

“Thank you, Freddy.”

“Good night all!” Freddy's com-
ment stung Mike like a bullet
through the back.

The cream colored door an-
nounced itself with a brass door
knob. Steve opened it and reached
inside to, magically, wave on lights,
He motioned for Mike to enter.

“Come in, my son, come in."

The gold carpeting was like car-
mel pudding, sucking each footstep
into every strand of its deep pile.
Soft blue walls peeked out from
behind mahogany bookeases. A bril-
liant white marble rable spanned
across the length of the draped win-
dows and seemed to glow in the
dimness.

Mike remembered cheap hotels
with dark green plaster-spotted
walls, narrow, hard, squeaky beds,
and bare light bulbs hanging from
frayed, black taped cords, He wiped
his mind clear of the memories of
splintered floors and doors with
shafts of white light through jagged
cracks. There had been nicer places
than those, but none to equal this.

“Don’t just stand there, my son.
Make yourself comfortable.”

Mike turned to face Steve and let
his cheekbones and forehead catch
the soft light.

Steve almost lost some of his com-
posure as his eyes traced the hand-
some face, glowingly lighted as
though it were ready to be encased
in a timeless David statue. But he
quickly came back with, “I didn’t
realize the apartment would affect
you like this.”

“Well, it's just so sharp.” Mike’s
words darted like silver flashes from
his eyes as they jumped from arti-
fact to artifact.

“Oh, my son! That's exactly what

Gene said right after we first re-
modeled, ‘Dad, it’s so sharp!’ See,
my son, | told you that you were
like him.”” Then he turned his head
so that a tear glistened, like a silver
jewel, in the corner of his wide eye.

Mike started to sit down on the
couch that strerched far longer than
any he had ever seen.

But Steve's words paralyzed his
muscles in a half-standing position.
“If you feel uncomfortable in those
clothes, as you said earlier . . "’ Mike
had forgotten that he had said that,
and it was this remarkable attention
that forced Mike to continue to be
enthralled by this man called Steve.

Steve continued, with the same
dignity that was so prominent about
this whole thing . . . “Perhaps you
would like to put on some of Gene’s
clothes, And that way Vivian and
Jennifer could see how much you
really are like Gene, when they come
home. They went to a dinner party.
Should be home soon. Wait right
here.”

The muscles suddenly became
flexible enough and Mike sat down.
With his hands clasped together be-
tween his legs, he sat forward on the
couch almost as if he were afraid his
body would crush the soft silky
cover of bright purple. His hair
seemed darker away from the bright-
ness of the lamp, His blue eyes stood
out like sapphires set in a darkly
tanned shield. His collar tugged as
though his chin were being pulled
into the pale colored shirt.

Steve entered the room and his
coat opened to reveal the mono-
grammed pocket on his shirt, ‘SLR.’
In his large dark hands, covered with
contrasting lighter hair, was a tape
measure, Its yellow color and red
numerals matched only Mike’s shirt
and otherwise was a gaudy scream-
ing mistake to this room of
elegance.

“Stand up here a minute.”

His arms guided the thin strip of
paper around Mike’s chest and slip-
ped it to his waist. Mike looked
down to wonder, then to accept the
thought that the man must be mea-
suring to see if Gene's clothes would
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fit. Steve spoke not a word, for that
would have revealed a tremor in his
voice and disclosed his guise, As if
to take mental note of the measure-
ments, Steve paused with the tape
dangling from his fingers pinned near
Mike's navel. Then the end of the
tape met Steve’s other hand and it
was positioned on Mike’s inner leg.
It was appropriate enough, measur-
ing the left side of Mike’s body, be-
low the waist, below even thart.

Steve was on his knees as though
he had been carved out of a hunk of
stone in the floor. Suddenly his right
right hand attached itself to the
back of Mike's leg, and his left hand
no longer positioned the tape mea-
sure, but fumbled with the inner
seams of the boy’s trousers. Almost
with a hunter's taste to bag his
quarry, Steve’s fingers flew to the
snap that held Mike’s light blue
Levis close to his hips, Before Mike
could understand what was happen-
ing, this most dignified of men, the
husband of Vivian, the father of Jen-
nifer and poor deceased Gene, had
unzipped Mike and now his hand
was rushing toward its target. It
wrapped itself around the long thick
object like a boa constrictor trying
in the same vicious contraction to
squeeze out and breathe in life. The
short cut grey hair moved against
the white of Mike’s nakedness and
the right hand had slipped itself un-
der Mike's shirt and brushed across
the valley of his back,

Now it did not matter what the
voice said, “It’s been so long, my
son, it's been so long. I'm sorry that
I couldn't wait until later, but 1
must have you."”

Mike wanted to cry at the disap-
pearance of a dream; he wanted to
laugh at this man’s naked common-
ness; he wanted to tear this dignified
grey hair from its cranial vase; he
wanted to lift up the double chin-
ned head and spit in its face. He
began to harden at the constant fon-
dling and the rushing pressure of
Steve’s mouth, With a sharp jerk he
brought his knee into Steve's chest
and pushed his fingers into Steve’s

face, “You idiot, you bastard, you..”
B

His voice trailed off with an un-
certainty that matched the expres-
sion on Steve’s face. He lay there
with his coat spread like a Batman
cape slicing into one shoulder, slip-
ping off of the other. His awkwardly
crossed legs looked like a war cas-
ualty that no medic could splint.

Steve choked out, “Please, stay.
I'll pay you, I'll pay vou, Please stay
just a little while — come on me, in
me, I'll pay you —a lot . . . please!”

Now it was Mike’s turn to be
silent. He quickly pulled his pants
together and snapped them shut and
pulled his zipper in a finality that
shouted, “NO!" to Steve still squirm-
ing and beginning to cry into the
pudding-like carpeting,

Mike walked slowly, not running
like he thought he would, but slowly
to the cream colored door. He
placed a shaking hand on the brass
knob, turned it and pulled open the
finely finished wooden slab. As
though he were secretly escaping
from a bank vault, he eased himself
into the hallway. He didn't want to
see anyone 5o he found the stairway
hoping especially to avoid Freddy,

As he approached the bottom of
the stairs and walked into the par-
lor, Freddy stood with arms folded
and legs propped against the elevator
door, “Man, vou're fast.”

Mike felt each word fall on him
like a building being toppled by an
angry earthquake, His walk to the
door was like an eternity, as though
he was digesting his last meal before
being ushered into the gas chamber.

The tall Negro doorman opened
the door to the summer air and
Mike, with his head and eyes low-
ered to the ground, found the steps
and the quickest path to the street,

The taller of the two lisping
blonde boys looked over at Mike®s
invitation under the street lamp and
slowly walked into the shadows of
the trees and waited. Mike turned
toward the shadows.

the end
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AYBOY .~ DARRELL

3 L5
On any, bright, sunny day on /ﬂ
\

the Island of Caralina, you may
come across this handsome, smil-
ing young man crusing rhrmlgh

the crystal clear waters of Avalon,
Bay. For it was here that we first
met Darrell and his father on their
boat, and became interested in
this fascinating young man's in-
triguing life style.

Darrell leads the kind of life
most young men his age dream
about. Not only does he live on a
boat, he was even born on a boat!
Having been reared around and
aboard boats and the seafaring
way of life, has given this excep-
tional young man a sense of free-
dom and independence others his
age can only wish for,

Living on the sea has also taught,
him the responsibilities and duties
that go along with that kind of in-
dependence, A serious student,
(he maintains a strong ‘B’ :,]‘.-'L‘T'.lgt_‘l
in school) Darrell voluntarily at-
tends Summer School to broaden
his knowledge of subjects he
hasn't time for during the regular
school year.

“Skipper” of his own boat at
15, Darrell is keenly aware of his
responsibilities to his passengers
and their expectations of him. He
is always concientious in fulfilling
those expectations. ‘1 like to have
as good a time as anyone my age,”
he says, “but when you have pas-
sengers aboard, safery comes first,
Fun and games happen after I
drop anchor!”

Watching him steer his “pride
and joy,’ across the blue Pacific,
with the fresh, salt air blowing
across his bow, we reflected on
his open, sincere attitude and wil-
lingness to please. With such
young men as Darrell at the helm
we can have confidence that the
course navigated by his generation
will be both safe and enjoyable.




63y PARADISE

Gay fun in the sun paradise in Palm
Springs, Dave’s Villa Caprice Coun-
try Club, once a private hacienda,
now one of the oldest historic land-
marks in Palm Springs, offers today’s
discriminating community a charm-
ing desert oasis resort in which to
relax and play in the warm California

sun.

The impressive air-conditioned
Spanish adobe brick Clubhouse
dominates more than five acres of
lovely formal Italian cypress gardens
featuring a torch-lit tiered fountain,
large swimming pool, plus a jacuzzi
therapeutic pool heated to 105; plus
a humidity free sauna. The pool area
is equipped with sun deck chaise
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lounge chairs for the sun lovers, and
also elegant wrought iron umbrella
tables and chairs,

The clubhouse office can also
supply you with all sun tan lotions
and are also the agent for AH MENS
beach wear and all other accessories,
The clubhouse also has available for
you snacks and a hot sandwich bar

aft .




plus almost everything you need,
without ever leaving the Villa.
Sheltered beneath stately rows of
century old Persian date palms,
Dave’s Villa Caprice reflects an early
masculine missionary influence from
old Mexico with its distinctive hand-
hewn wooden beams, and natural
stone fireplace, forged iron chande-
liers, grand piano, library, reading
lounge, checkers, chess, and card ta-
ble. You will also find a comfortable
carpeted color TV lounge of restful
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friendly atmosphere.

Outdoor games include shuffle-
board, ping pong, lawn croquer,
badminton, and volleyball, On the
patio you will find the pool rable
and also a barbecue pit for your
OWn use.

Every cottage is an inviting studio
apartment complete with pullman
kitchenettes by day, and a charm-
ing bedroom by night. Your rooms
open through double French doors
to garden walkways, and the warm,
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crystal desert sky.

The Clubhouse grounds are pro-
tected by electronically controlled
drive through gates, monitored on
closed circuit TV. You can enjoy all
the privacy you desire,

At Dave's Villa Caprice you are
also within walking distance to all
the Gay bars thar are located in this
area. The bars include the Party
Room, Queen’s Attic, Dorothy Ar-
nold’s, and the excellent food of the
Tenderloin steak house. But Dorothy




Arnold’s is a bad scene. Owned by
straight people, rude, and socially
unacceptable to Gay people.

While at Dave's, you will be happy
to note the attention shown you by
General Manager Curt Harper, and
his very attentive staff, also the very
best in the country, the masseur,
Jesse, No matter what your needs
may be you can be sure that Curt’s
staff will do anything in the world
to be sure your stay will be one you
will talk about for years to come,

Many impromptu steak frys and
barbecues, add zest to newly made
friendships at this paradise in the
sun, While all units are very well
cquipped with kitchenettes, the out-
door barbecues, and get together
cookouts are the most fun. Dave's
Villa Caprice Country Club is more
than just a motel or Spa, it is the
only real Gay paradise in the world,
where vou can let your hair down,
and get away from the whole world
in this tropical desert paradise, Be

sure that you make your reserva-
tions in advance at Dave’s, as all
weekends are usually booked at full
capacity, even the weekdays are
jumping. So don’t be disappointed,
phone ahead.

Gayboy
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MAURICE & LA MONTE

While staying at Dave’s Villa Ca-
price during our recent visit to Palm
Springs, we took advantage of the
opportunity to see and enjoy one of
the most entertaining night club per-
formances we have ever encounter-
ed. The show presented at the
Queen’s Attic was done with great
wit, good humor and good taste.
Maurice and La Monte, the comedy
team that kept us laughing into side
aches for more than an hour, were a
genuine pleasure to experience, and
we returned many times to see their
show while they were in Palm
Springs.

It would be easy perhaps to write
Maurice and La Monte off as two
exceptionally funny drag queens.
This, however, would not do justice
to a team that is as professional as
any performers in the entertainment
world, Maurice and La Monte are, in







fact, pantomimists. They perform
their hilarious antics dressed in tux-
edos and without the usual “drag
queen’ necessities of high heels and
uplift bras. An obviously expensive
and well-designed wardrobe of cos-
tumes is used by this devastating
duo during their shows. The cos-
tumes ranged from props for panto-
mimes of Judy Canova, Cass Daly,
and Judy Garland on down to Drac-
ula and many, many others. Nor 1s
the entire show done in pantomime.
Maurice and La Monte, with consu-
mate skill, vary the pace and tempo
of their performance with live com-
edy sketches and routines that kept
us laughing throughout the show.
The type of smooth professional-

Continue on page 46

ism which Maurice and La Monte
display in their nightclub show is
not the kind gained overnight, but
comes from long years of experience,

They have been performing to-
gether for more than twenty years
which gives them the kind of rap-
port necessary for a really great com-
edy team. Maurice and La Monte
were the first female impersonators
to ever appear on stage in Holly-
wood. Over the span of their career
together, they have also performed
in almost every state in the country
along with having appeared with
some of the biggest names in show
business. Names such as Judy Gar-
land, Judy Canova and Cass Daly,
people ot whom they now do panto-
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mercy mary:

Did you hear about the nervous queen
that hijacked a 747 and demanded a
ransom of one million parachutes and
twe dollars!

Two queens were walking down Holly-
wood Blvd. and spied a big German
Shepard lying on a corner licking him-
self, in the way that dogs often do,
“Mercy, Mary!” said one queen, " sure
wish I could do that.”

“Well, go ahead, my dear,” said the
other, “he looks like a friendly dog!”

WESTHEIMER NEWS
1020 Westheimer
Houston, Texas

Magazines, novels, and the
hottest movies in town!
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CATCH ME BEFORE
Z GEY Ta AMARY:

COMPLETE RANGE O

SIZES AND

Beer — Wine — Sandwiches — Snacks

Houston's Friendly Bar
“Home of the Sympathetic
Bartenders”

MARY’S LOUNGE

| 1022 WESTHIEMER, HOUSTON




TRIPPIN WITH TROY

While driving to the Valley Sta-
tion of the Palm Springs Aerial /
Tram, we were impressed and some- /
what awed by the austere beauty of / '
the surrounding desert terraine. En-
circled by mountains that have the
appearance of centuries of patient
sculpturing by the tireless hand of
Nature, the desert lay peaceful and
quiet below.

When we arrived at the Valley Sta-
tion of the Tramway we were struck
by the overwhelming presence of
Mr. San Jacinto when viewed from
such a close proximity. Even though
the Valley Station is located at the
2,600 foot level, it seemed nothing
compared to the 8,500 foot eleva-
rion of the Mountain Station which
was our destination.

Although we were guests for the
tram ride, the posted fare of $3.25
round-trip didn’t seem very expen-
sive, especially for the exciting trip
we were anticipating, There are two
cars on the tramway, cach 80 pas-
senger carriers, moving opposite di-
rections over the eastern slopes of
Mt. San Jacinto, We settled into our
seats and then we were off on our
journey on one of the world’s most
spectacular aerial rides. As the hot
silence of the desert floor receeded
behind us we ascended into the vast
coolness of the crisp mountain air,
Half way through our 2% mile trip to
the Mountain Station we passed the
other car of the Tramway, gliding
gently down to the warm sands we
had just left. Moving ever upward,
with visions of Swiss chalets and Al-
pine gorges in our minds we arrived
at the mountaintop terminus of the /
Aerial Tramway,

As it turned out, we were not to
be disappointed in our Alpine vi- .
sions, for as we stepped from the
tram we were grected by a snow
covered wonderworld of breathtak-
ing beauty. Thinking of the warm &§
dryness which we had left but a few '
minutes earlier, the change seemed &.







