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“BUT WHY do you call it an asedos diary?” asks 13-year-old Luc.

“Because in it | have written all about you and, among others, and it
hasn’'t gone up in smoke and flames,” replies thh@uCasimir Dukahz,
whose polarity in the sexual alphabet is the “I'bofys rather than the “O”

of females.

Luc is the Number One Boy, but among the otloemg, handsome, males
Casimir meets (and takes to bed) are: the youngste would permit
himself to be loved only when he was “asleep”;ldeewho wanted to
become a mother; the youth who was betrayed byda,; the kid with
the foam-rubber crotch; the circumcised lad whavwgaesecond foreskin;
the prostitute boy constructed of plasticene atekldn the pursuit of these
not-too-elusive loves, Casimir finds himself inicalous, obscene,
sometimes dire situations - he is variously in jailatrine, a whore’s
bedroom, a Protectory for Vicious Boys, a skid-footel, a wet bed, a Boy
Scout Troop, a playground, and a toilet booth,ame a few. He suffers
blackmail, mayhem, rejection, overcharging, cuckal¢dcompetition,

police brutality, and violent opposition from anilsi@vViloms and constituted



authority. But he endures all because the rewagdeiat; we leave the hero-
villain immersed deep in the love affair of hisear Casimir is naive,
easily imposed upon, generous with effort and mosg@ypathy and advice.
He will shock you at first, and after reading abbigterotic adventures,

some may condemn him - but many others will beetgcenvious!

Thefirst book by a writer who has been too busy living winatvrites
about - to write about it' Now he wants to sharegersonal bliss with a

discerning few - the fewer the better, competitt@mg what it is!

Thefirst book to introduce the humanely necessary elemesexfal

responsibility into erotica.

Thefirst fictional work to demonstrate conclusively thaydove can and

should be fun - not sordid, self-condemning or ddarg.

Thefirst fictional work to prove that Dr. Albert Ellis, wherote, “Boys
are lousy lovers,” was about as wrong as an igripbaased and

presumptuous heterosexual can be.

Thefirst erotica that has its share of the usual fourdletterds, but is also

guaranteed to improve your vocabulary.

Thefirst book-length fictional work to explore a subject alinhas

suffered a ban of silence for nearly two thousasaly.

Thefirst fictional work to defy the publishers’ and censbigoted edicts

that boy-love must be portrayed with an unhappyatdeast a neutral -



ending.

Thefirst book to introduce humor as a consistent featueratica.

Thefirst fictional work on boy-love since tHgatyriconwhich treats
openly of the subject, by one who knows it andlha&sl it - not by
reporters or others who at best have only textbbelrsay or second-hand

knowledge.

Thefirst book which may change the sexual habits of at keasillion

heterosexual males all over the world!
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To LUC

(Prime T-bone in a hamburger world)

"But why do you call it an &ggos diary?" asks Luc.

"Because in it | have written all about you ane, among others, and it
hasn't gone up in smoke and flame."

"Are you some kind of creep from outer spacsamething?" the boy
moans, clutching his hair. "If anybody reads ituYiaggo to prison and I'll go
to reform school!"

"I'll explain that it's farcical satire if noarical farce," | reassure him, "a
bathotic dramaturgical of petulant pubertal vilimooed by pricaresque
hero . . . then everybody can read it!"
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AN OPEN LETTER

To: The Supreme Court of the United States,
Washington, D. C.

Gentlemen:

You have left the door open . . .

And | have walked in.



THE ASBESTOS
DIARY



AMOUR NEEDS A NEO-DEFINITION

. . . Assuming you have bought this book and seeRet your money's
worth, you will read it at least in part thus inuntarily becoming a captive
audience; when (or if) you finish it you will prablg conclude there is
much to be said for capital punishment with patécueference to the
author—though here | want emphatically to state th&s polemic isa
posteriori rather thana priori autobiographical. 1 will attempt in the
following pages to put into perspective a relagvehknown area of human
activity which has been affrightedly neglected ornographic and popular
literature though not in classical . . . the neaghsillicit love of a boy by
an adult male. This so-called unspeakably immationship has existed
sub rosaand sotto vocesince there were boys, hence it deserves passing
attention in the modern idiom. In the neo-hip didl@a man who for any of a
multitude of reasons finds certain masculine teg@iads sexually desirable
Is called a 'boy-sexual’; he is classified with theneral group of
homosexuals but is definitely more akin to the twgexual male in
appearance and psychic constitution, though hepersor to the average
heterosexual in that he generally practices the rEomean principles of
truth and tenderness, plus a humane sexual re$jldgsiThe true
boysexual is a madman—make no mistake about that-hibus a benign
uncertifiable madness symptomised by a gullible aoticism and an
impractical sentimentality. He 130t a sex-maniac, child-rapist or molester
of very young children. He never employs force miance except in self-
defence, if then. He does not initiate child exiaton, and has a necessary

regard for the public sensibilities that many hesecould well emulate. He



AMOUR NEEDS A NEO-DEFINITION

strives to preserve the family institution—or atyaate the institution of
heterosexual intercourse, for without it he isméitely undone. Far less a
threat to your pubescent son than the automobilemotorcycle, the
boysexual ordinarily concerns himself with juniargtiers or lads who are
otherwise delinquent or adventurous youths who@alsily find far less
wholesome contacts. Thenodus operandi of the boy-lover will be
developed hereinafter . . . now let us marsthe boy. Contrary to
the widely accepted misconception, the fatchee is no such thing as a
good boy—normal, healthy, virile lads are, if not bad, thengood in
varying degree and if you have a nubile youngsteknow of one who is
100% simon-pure good then that kid is either a esmety artful deceiver or
he sorely needs the ministrations of doctor angbsychiatrist, not to
mention that he is probably an insufferably boringittle prude. Puberty,
which is asine qua noro the boysexual, occurs in young males from ages
12 to 17, usually 13 or 14, and some time befotgepoence most lads have
already indulged in sex play alone or with age-mateolder and younger
persons of both sexes. Scarcely a generation atg ajfew boys of 14 and
even 13 were earning their own living, were peledent of adult
supervision, and sex-outlets (usually female pnatgts) were available to
them; at present, principally to avoid a glut ie tabor market but also due
to a far too protracted educational cpss, adolescents have been
forced into a dependent and artificial child-statasil they are 20 or older,
with markedly deleterious results. Conversely, ibshrstates boys can, with

or without permission of the court, marry at the afj 14 (for the obvious



AMOUR NEEDS A NEO-DEFINITION

reason, ordinarily, of legalizing the position gbr@gnant girlfriend). Taking
into account the immediate foregoing, you couldithout too much
straining credulity regard this Diary then e tase-history of one man's
sexual relations with youthful workingmen angung husbands or
husbands-shortly-to-be, actually @n posse Finally, do not assume |
wish to proselytize any man to my way of thinkingmode of life—the

competition is too cutthroat fierce as it is!



GAVIN—at 16

(September 1964)

... That part of the male which cannot tell aidi@ot duplicated in the too
often feigning female's duplicitous body (Oh shpt clitoris, you're just a
penis-envying spoil-sport!), and candid sexual eisi readily apparent in
man or boy but who can tell what is in, what goesmothat Fascist flytrap

some women have between their raddled thighs?

... A gay widow is Mrs. Catterwalhée Harridan. She is young, generous
and salacious, | am sorry to relate, as she aratel rivals for the hand
of elusive Gavin who has saturnalian curlBjexrot face and a statued
grace fit for classical museums though if he wed ione, Venus de Milo
would sprout arms to strangle him out of sheem®striority-complex. And
while Mrs. C. and | contend like Portia and Shyldok that blood-infused
bone of contention dependent from the lad's temolemtfork, Gavin can't
make up his alternating current mind between usone day he likes me at
night, the next night he prefers her by day andaveea trio of such mixed-
up kids that sometimes | have the vivid vertigineaasation of standing on
my head with my feet in the fish-tank. And as is habit when | feed on
boys who share their virilia with females, | reglyadose Gavin with
massive oral amounts of Flagyl so neither he—ndaylricochet will

contract urethritis or prostatitis from the merridaw's probably proliferant



GAVIN - AT 16

trichomonas vaginaliparasites (ignorant, stupid, careless male heteros,
look to yourselves!). And late one night when Gaignscheduled to be
rumpticooing Mrs. C, he comes snivelling into mydbend I, asking no
guestions, reach thankfully for hfascinum fascination but he winces
away displaying a mound of gauze wherechrgly-cane | trust still is
in residence. And between lamentations he groagshi& is through with
Mrs. C. and it is mine, all mine, as soon as itlhe@—and on asking him
what he, she or they have gone, went and donejviudgds that he had
inserted himself into the widow's capacious twaheawhat more violently
than usual, owing to his knees having slipped anshén sheets, and as a
result he has gashed the hell out of his JackerBiix on her dislodged and

free-floating stainless steel pessary!



CAROLUS—at 14

(May 1957)

... Alean and whippy lad is Carolus, handsome mevaflag snapping in the
wind. He can give you a high research in depthfasiioned buggery-ride
that has you counting your fingers on your toesgartilely he can delight
neither man, woman nor himself for at age 10 heiwamediably kicked in

his tiny budding sprout by a contemplative carteoShodding myself with
metal-toed boots, | hunted down that iniquitousieguetermined to mete
out to him Carolus' fate . . . but it was all a teaef time for the poor

deprived animal is already a gelding!



GOGO—at 3 weeks

(June 1948)

. . . There were 20 positions of love, accordinghe ancient Etruscans;
borrowing from Asia, the classical Greeks countéi and a German
soldaten-tantesavant, writing from a Munich madhouse, insistsr¢hare

69. These figures all presume heterosexual inteseoaf course, subject to
the limitations imposed by vertebrate anatomy which unnaturally poses
the paraphrase question: How many positions feasibluld be achieved

with, say, a gutta-percha boy?

... In the little rose-covered bungholow next deesides Mr. Nehemiah
Snoony whose reputation is a wool shirt that hdsreained a summertime
of moths. He did a stretch in the local snoozeemsbly for impairing a

whore's morals, but us in the In-Group know helyealas bugged for

highway mopery and throwing stones at airplanesides, it wasn't a whore
but a youth and morals didn't enter into it, beifgst a slight

misunderstanding with reference to centsible dellamong Snoony's more
heinous offenses, doubtless the most remarkablariect while he was
working at Goodyear and was fired for attemptingrmuggle out two truck
tires in his vest-pockets—which though impossilsiestill highly probable.

Now Nehemiah, as he doesn't like to be calleds isay-gone as | am if not
more so, but he is so stingily, economically, pamsiously penurious that
he is a national hero in Scotland where they hageted a statue to him

absentia and to avoid paying the stiff tariff for live ladNehemiah went



GOGO - AT 3 WEEKS

and constructed himself an artificial one out adgpicene and latex which
he has named Gogo Comecome Snoony—a rather touahstgnce of
father-surrogate paternalism, though the neighboersunder the impression
the ersatz boy is a visiting grandnephew from Bwtzt, Pa., for he is as
real an imitation 14-year-old as you could wants beown wavy hair, skin
you love to fondle, a self-lubricating asshole anbuilt-in permanent rail-
on which spurts warm milk at the psychological maine. . also he is full
of hot air which Snoony pumps into him at requinetgrvals to keep the lad
at proper pressure. And | lie on my often lonelyudo in the endless
unamorous night, hearing Snoony rutting and rigtiggunting and
groaning, wheezing and whiffling on Gogo until lt@aly begin to envy
him and am seriously considering commissioning tonfabricate for me
Gogo's twin brother. But lately | see Nehemiah &axng a lugubrious puss,
jowls almost to shoulders chapfallen, and hearmgnere copulative noises
in my restless unslumbered hours, | inquire is YGogo enjoying the best
of health. And Snoony hurls to the ground the pienp he is carrying and
sourly snarls it is none of my business entirely the sad fact is Gogo has

developed an incurable chronic slow leak!



TINKER—at 15

(June 1956)

. .. Like liquid Stardust and distilled moonliglhipys are an acquired taste
wherein an exquisitely precise adjustment of buchallow, lingual
stalagmite and palatal stalactite is mandatory,taacheart necessarily must
be coronarilypueroccluded—the cardiac blood plasma pumping left or
sinisterrather than oscillantlgexter-sinisteas in less erotismic organisms.
Boy-lovers are not remarkable for their longevity .. indeed, because of
their youthful élan vital even beyond eighty, most who have passed away

can be said to have 'died young'"

... Tinker is a stinker but | admire to toy withmhion lilac'd nights and
honeysuckle days for he has me wholly in the pdimi® hand and is ever
making a fist. He has dark houri eyes, mouth &t satrage to decency and
a silky torso tapering to satin inner thighs antve®y genitals —emporium
of wet dry goods, specializing in boys'-wear; yleere should be a law
against open-legged Satyr lads like him for hiselost victims ever

frantically founder themselves on his rock of Setd? or become moral
shipwrecks on the reef between his Charybdis-Budt Scylla-Tox. Proudly

he boasts that he has seduced his own father, whkiecinderstandable
enough for Tinker is far more handsome than hishemtwho thinks

Hygiene is a salutation and imparts a piscine s$tetac everything she
touches, having the horrendipitous capacity to meate 24 days out of the

month. The Compleat Liberal Democrat is this ladHe affirms to



TINKER - AT 15

everyone . . . whom hath his butterscotch bum d@adhisa'd stamen not
hospitalitied? and there are times when | havettdf Fampax up his
accommodating over-invaded ravine (which alreadyldalo with some
strategic hemstitching) to prevent his pater's ome otherhombre's
spermatic goo from seeping onto my contour sheets. for the boy
sometimes admits birds too large for his nest. /B! | can look into the
wild oat seeds of Time and safely prophesy a batfenthis too ravish'd
groom of lustfulness, and will willingly wager dtfi of Dr. Brown's Anal
Unguent that ten years from now Tinker will be ertla physical disaster
carrying his asshole over his arm, his prepuceredt into torn flesh lace
curtain and his glans meatus gaping like a dyingle/h.. or he will be prim,
proper, pompous Baptist deacon renowned far ané ¥ad his incendiary
speeches before the National Purity League, thatidide is the justifiable

killing of homos!



O TEMPORA! O MORES! O BULLSHIT!

(August 1963)

. Immorality and a stiff prison sentence begiith a philanthropic
gesture! In the sovereign state of Minnesota régemtman was sentenced
to ten years' confinement at hard labor for teaglari4-year-old boy how
to masturbate. (You state legislators, judge andfyrconcerned: please, at
your convenience, when you have a minute—Drop Deaddl fervently |
hope that poor guy never reads or hears of theodtative pronouncements
of many modern, advanced, enlightened psychiatripsychologists,
doctors, pediatricianst al, that a boy of 14 who has not instinctively or
from his age-mates learned how to play with himgeliacking in normal

aggressiveness and enterprise and can be consstereivhat retarded!



MRS. FORTHBWOYNER

(January 1950)

.. . Even the gods when judged by history are liyspualged wrong! In all
Olympus fastidious Zeus found no goddess worthyowé so he wisely

raped a boy from Earth.

. . .Dominant-gened, overbearing, almost ballbeafifrs. Forthbwoyner
(D.A.R, W.C.T.U.,, S.O0.B.—Female Division) thinks rheabbity-meek
husband is a model of moral rectitude because skierrfinds lipstick on
his shirt nor long silky blonde, brunette or redthéairs on his coat. But tell
me please, dear Mrs. Forthbwoyner, what is thattstwarse blond pubic

hair doing in your husband's mustache?



BILLY—at 16

(August 1961)

. . . Boy-love is an exclusive institution whiclhr fobvious reasons has been
forced to operate largely underground but it fleshas today even more
strongly than it did nearly twenty-five centuriegoawhen it was accorded
an honorable status. The indignant or curious beteay speculate why
there is such fascination in this type ofmo&onal attachment: to
simplify, why love boys when such an overabundaoicenattached girls
and women exists? One very essential reason isuhite the female who
Is physically and psychically limited only to take,lad can both take and
give . . . give a sense of rejuvenesaddjt vu, you have been there before
with a thrill of remembered bliss recognizing irs lyoung form that which
was once yours. What mature man has not with Bgighed: "Ah, to be a
boy again!" You can't go back, of course, but yan borrow an illusion so
powerfully valid it at times overwhelms reality. ifou are sufficiently
receptive, a lad will share with you the springtiofenis boyhood and by a
sort of osmosis graft upon your age his exhilagamith, which will take
root and grow and thrive. For boy and man are aniatd allies; the lad's
bodily geography is the man's own, his native |lavigereas the female is a
strange foreign country in which the male knowghesi the language nor
the customs nor the topography, too oftenteremg with forged
passport and inadequate luggage and always progeathis own risk. In
Wuthering Heights poor passion-deranged Cathy cried: amh

Heathcliffe!" but she was female so hers was s&asam of illusion . . .



BILLY - AT 16

with how much more authenticity may not a man affir"l amthis lad! |
am him in like mind and flesh and spirit, in resutest hopes, dreams,

ambitions, great expectations!" The boy ideed father of the man!

.. . Billy has a piquant Renoir face and a bodst tlvould have brought
home the thousand ships that Trojan Helen launcheds a junior-hustler
who is good in the better sense, being immoralnmdral, unmoral and
amoral . . . also kind to his mother to whom hensuover most of his
earnings, considerate of animals, law-abiding wihelmes not conflict with
his sexual freedom, though somewhat inclined te lus head around girls.
Highly intelligent, he does not believe homos audtg by definition nor
that homosexuality is any more a disease than geasjuand he declares
fervently that | am his best friend by which he med am free with my
money and ever ready with ice cubes to cool offftequent hot water he
finds himself in. Billy has a quaint habit of sneggwhen his melting-crisis
approaches, which is a superbly convenient sexaahiwg-system for he
has so inexhaustible but unpredictable a semenatinan he sometimes
melts just when | think he can be no more than wagrmp; and this
afternoon, dispensing with the preamble to the d@monstitution and
nestling in the warm happy valley of his thighganm chinning myself on his
horizontal bar and effortlessly lifting both hisrballs with one little finger
when he inquires: "Duke, why do you like boys?" @tads call me 'Duke'

in recognition of my nobility of character, | canlp presume.) And | lie
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there slowly fletcherizing Billy's manna, trying specificate the general
desirability of boys over girls as | experientiakigow it—from once upon a
time | had a girl to now upon a boy | have a timeg after suitable judicial
reflection | reply: "I like boys because they amd girls; also boys are sugar
and spice and all things nice, with a puppy-doaisas an added coming
attraction!" Billy objects: "You got like the sexswitched there, ain't you?"
and | tell him it must be obvious even to him tbhatys are more lovable
than girls for females are monotonously concaveath sides, whereas lads
are excitingly concave on one side and convex erother thus making for
much more varied and intriguing sex play. Billy ath have a very strong
point there and allows me to administer a severd@ng with my cat-o'-
nine-tails tongue to his horizontal bar which gralu becomes vertical
while he adjures me to go easy on him and makeotheslast for he wants
to have something left when he takes his new gitl& out tonight in her
father's Volkswagen, as he thinks she is the typpe @an be talked out of It
if he plays his fingers right. | caution him to bareful, make certain she's
willing, wear a dependable rubber (but Billy scommdoms as deadening
sensation), be gentle if it's her first time, eted so forth but | doubt if the
boy hears all or any of it for he is building upagrodigious sneeze. Then
he borrows an extra $5, promising to tell me tomarhow he made out on
his date. That evening | am just ready to retirth\ilsie Dinsmorgbook)
when Randall, an ex-boy of mine now 19, falls iopsffied-drunk and |

sober him enough to drive him home and smuggleihtianhis bedroom
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window, returning to find Billy on my doorstep look as if he has in
succession passed through fire, flood, revolutioh @ violent labor dispute.
A couple shots of Old Panther Piss revives himlaateans his hard young
shoulder against my flabby ageing one, blubberired he took Linda to a
dance and later in Lovers Lane she says Yes! amddiowd into the back
seat of the Volkswagen where he soon locates tlkerraizable entrance
which becomes more ample still as he rubs it withfingers, then with his
member which though long is extremely slender witemall pointy glans
like the tip of a menthol-inhaler. And he poises ieapon at the opening
but perhaps because of their cramped position kethengled wrong for
when he drives in, it is not into her vagina but past a certainly
dumbfounded clitoris into the urethra, andhen Linda begins to
scream Billy pulls out covered with blood and urimgbbles. And while
gratefully | reflect that there but for the gracedauncomplicated sexual
mechanism of boys go |, Billy relates that he draweda to the nearest
hospital where she is wheeled into the emergenogirand her parents
notified, and shortly an interne takes him aside lareaks the bad news that
the girl's urethral canal is ruptured, with pertaas of the bladder wall;
and as Linda's irate father with suspicious buigene pocket shows up at
the hospital's front door, Billy ducks out side daand homes to me.
Resignedly | phone my lawyer, acquaint him with sledid details, ask him
to get over to the hospital and do the necesshgn tlig out pajamas for
Billy who thankfully clutches my hand, says hedpay me ten times over

and asks dolefully: "Duke, why do I like girls!"



MISSUS MARASMUS

(June 1963)

... I'min the Safeway A & Piggly-Wiggly cruisirfgr boyfingers but they
have only flat, tasteless ladyfingers so | settlesome coconut mcnamaras
which are real kissy to nibble on when in a defemsmood, a dozen
crumbly mcgeorge-bungles and a pound of butteryh-dleaks, peachy for
those occasions that find you at a complete losen™rs. Marasmus, who
has the personality of a Senatress McCarthy andppearance of the south
end of a skunk headed north, runs me down withuggernaut wire basket
on wheels. When | have collected myself excepbfoe gristled bit forever
lost in a barrel of kosher pigs'-feet, Mrs. M. patarlet-nailed claw on my
arm saying I'm just the person to give her soméybaeeded advice; and it
seems this bitch is apprehensive because Mr. Nbnd of playing with
their 3-year-old son for an hour or two every emgnand Mrs. M., fearing
this sort of 'uninhibited free-association will sauthe child to become
homosexual', wants to know what | think she shalddabout it. | look at
her and consider for one satisfying moment operihng packaged-fish
freezer behind her, shoving her into it, closing lild and cementing it over
. but I nod my head pontifically and reply etizedrally that
unquestionably her alarm is well-founded and shetrkaep her diabolical
husband away from the boy by court injunction oadlg weapon or any
other fair or foul means so the poor kid will havéghting chance to grow
up happily hetero like the rest of us. But! | sofdynadd, thumping her on

the left sagging mammary with a huge tin of pickheairing-lungs, if in the
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future they should be blessed with a girl childtlsbe is not to touch the tot
but at the moment of birth should turn her oveMtio Marasmus to cuddle,
nurse and care for. . . because if Mrs. M. so nagchdandles the little girl
on her bony knee that child will be in extreme dangf becoming a bull-

dike lesbian!



LUC—at 13

(January 1965)

. . . Luc (rhymes with Luck—Ilast name unknown besahe refuses to
divulge it) is five feet tall, weighs 98 pounds argdthe politest, most
insulting boy | have ever encountered. He delilsdyamangles 'Casimir
Dukahz' into disrespectful '‘Cashmere Duckass' Hdtesses me as 'Sir', a
reflexive observance of etiquette that has ineedslicbeen beaten into him
at a tender age by a sadistic foster parent. | baepted Luc (unofficially)
thus breaking my own rule of the unnecessity ofifbgiya bull-calf when
cream's so cheap, but this bull-calf is purebredvarything | prize and |
overlook no tie to bind his destiny to mine. He eato me with fading
chain-marks on wrists and ankles and back lattisstt healing welts,
fugitive from some neanderthal-Gothic Deep Soutlgatory, for his was
an unhappy childhood that out-Twisted Oliver .the hand that rules the
cradle rocks the world! The boy's exceptional glmmks have brought him
only humiliation and mistreatment and he has a ¢@inion of both man-
and womankind: his stepfather used him as substtife during the aware
mother's disabling illness, chained and horsewldgpe when he violently
resisted, then 'rented' him to a wealthy bisexoahsman whereby the lad
lost his anterior virginity and ran away when hewnadmirer's wife proved
even more brutal than his stepfather. Luc declaresself three-quarters
poor white and one-quarter Comanche Indian: isrdabof the first, proud
of the latter. Which has contributed more to hierde falcon beauty is

debatable: Indian undoubtedly are his primitivigtistincts and his golden
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skin like reflected fireglow, but the poor whiteshiaeen volatilized into pure
aristocrat in the young arrogance of natural swpgyi Sometimes the
Fates are kind, though always tricky: wheabdly, shivering Luc first
knocked at my back door one morning in early Janaaking if | had any
work he could do for something to eat, still g@hgrossed in compiling a
highly implausible Declaration of Estimated Incomeport | proffered a
hasty five bucks and a too-small fur-lined jacketmne and was about to
direct him to the Juvenile Home or Children's Aidctety . . . then he
looked up and for a suffocating minute | forgot timherent reflex of

breathing, that which attracts me to lads shinikg b flame in this one.
Dumbstruck | fall back as he enters neither boldsiy, and retina blurred
with the afterimage of that arresting countenamcerepare a meal which
he devours with the restrained ferocity of a walbdable-manners trained.
He thanks me in low husky drawl with the deserseduitur "You're not a

very good cook, are you, sir!" and asks wher&eép the snow-shovel,
my walks being still uncleared after the night'site fall. And while he

warmer clad removes snow | drive downtown in maniatfic-light color-

blindness and buy a boy's entire wardrobe, sizgerdy guessed and
complete except for pajamas— nightgowns | alreaalyeh(so much more
convenient in bed and in bath) custom-made oofies stuff sheer as
smoke, years waiting for the right recipient. Apper the kid's blue-green
eyes between improbable eyelashes fasten sontrerhe as he asks if I'm
married, do | live alone, and several other dwagc questions revealing

an awareness, a hard practical knowledge thati:gwdging me. | cannot
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determine whether my answers satisfy or @oid | show him the
clothes | have bought, throwing them into the scédeweigh in my favor as
striving to mask the glitter m my eyes | casuallggest that if he has no
other plans | would appreciate his staying awkolenelp out around the
house. | am given an unfathomable look as silémlpicks out dungarees,
work-shirt, underwear, shoes, socks, and headhé bathroom, refusing
with sudden flush that lends his beauty imperioasmay offer to scrub his
back or aid in cleansing other personable persof#sts is there / hair
there?); returns redolent of Ivory and reserve,ghtyi brush-subduing
lustrous brown hair which has dared to curl; wasctedevision as covertly |
dwell on the calm inviolate purity of his profileftering mute prayers to
some sympathetic deity to let me share the settdiounusual youngster.
Later | lead him to the spare bedroom, hand hinhtargear which elicits a
fractional insolent laugh, indicate key on insidedoor and again he casts
me a glance whose significance | am unable to gfdses ignorance
wonder or does experience confirm?), then he shtugs away and begins
to undress. In my own room aloneness seems to assimape and
substance, the bed in its monastic order mocks mdetfgere is dust under
the love-seat! Knowing sleep is impossible | cortelihe Revenue report,
my disordered state rendering me incapable of figdsion or even
ambiguity, then | try to read Mary McCarthyffie Gropebut it only puts
ideas into my head and impelled by a force | camesist | am driven back
to the other room, unlocked door admits me, flaardwwving my furtiveness

does not creak as | steal up to the boy's sledping, breathe in his exhaled
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breath sweet and warm as new milk. He has tosseé atankets in the
heated room and my palsied fingers draw down theetshease up
nightgown while rockets of lust arc and trajecttrough me: there is / hair
there! — coronet for the slim precocious boyheatbuched by symbolic
castrative circumcision, cushioned on distendechrted hives tirelessly
storing nectar for some lucky bee. But this foa be@es not sting the bloom
that may afford it honey and | only press lips tlgho the pulse in his
ankle, cover him and creep away, senses dizziedhbyglow of his
comeliness and feeling disquietingly that | haverbebserved. A hot bath,
five brandies and too many sleeping-pills bludgeoa into half-drowse
abruptly broken by calloused hand on my arm andumg voice that seems
to be . . . is saying surely the most redundantd&/@ver spoken: "Move
over, sir—or don't you want me!" Positive | am dn#ag or dead and
heaven-sent | gaze spellbound as he tears offdriggs, thrusts it beneath
pillow, climbs in beside me and resigned contempsu@yes burning into
mine grits out that he knows the score ansteely phrases details how
he knows, also knows what | am, what | want .nd prepared to sing for
his supper, for the clothes | have bought him, fier® himself to me.
When hardly believing my ears | hesitate herprets it for another
reason, caustically demanding if | think he hassaeake and demonstrating
with comprehensive thoroughness that he hashareiclap nor syphilis
nor any other of the liabilities of venery. And tlgh passion gnaws at me
like famished fox | am reluctant to add to the gmdiies his beauty has

already provoked and I tell him | want nothing Beainwilling to give, that
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the clothes are his without obligation and in thermmg | will take him to
the Children's Aid and its more respectafaleilities. Averting my eyes,
afraid to look at him lest my good resolutions weakl get up and bed
down in the room he has vacated, bury my face enpiiow which still
retains the fresh fragrance of his hair and ponlerugh the remainder of
the night the total folly of sacrifices on the altd honor. And arise at gray
dawn, pack yesterday's purchases into two largeases, start breakfast
and go up to arouse my odd guest . . . who simgty greets me with
trusting smiles of such childlike innocence thant partially consoled for
having pursued dull integrity's course rather thdmat of amorous
expediency. Face blush-suffused the incalculablk palls me close,
murmurs halting apology for previous evening's wehrafervently declares
he was mistaken about me and will be glad to stalpag as | want him;
then he flings back sheet to reveal deshlas kindled him into
bright beacon and whispers so hotly into my ear urgent need that |
dissolve into primordial blob of yearning, convulsly clasp the eager little
body and while his hands stir then agitate agamgthead | take his
surpassing gift, oblivious to breakfast smokily chray on the stove. In
bliss-stupor'd after-interval he looks down at mghwhe anxious query:
"Was it all right? Did you like it?" Fitting wordsnfinding | can only nod,
lover-sigh, beam like combusting sun . . . andisgizhe hem of his
nightshirt the boy does it for me as grinning helsad'Wipe your mouth,

sir!"



ROLF—at 13

(August 1946)

. . . An inexplicable conundrum that's been puzglme into conniptions
riddles like this: if the maximum sentence foolation of the Mann Act is
five years, what would your (my) minimum senteneeifoyou (1) violated
the Boy Act?

If lads were holidays young-eyed Rolf is Rbu of July, Christmas,
Decoration Day, Thanksgiving, and Passover—I ayd®&gd Though he
cannot yet cream, his body is rich cream-ivoryertaid with dusting of
gold, muted afterglow of his tumbled blond cuHe is the Boy Next Door
and we have established an amicable arrangemeheflmves money and |
love him. | never see his Daddy which is probahlgtjas well but |
encounter rather too much of his Mommy who is fat Babst forty, a hard-
shell Budweiser Baptist who usually is attired @ tight housedresses so
that she resembles a large cow in a small pinaidrere is a certain vague
dignity about her, however—that of a faded queeradathroom throne,
perhaps, as she sits ever and anon on her back ptagng Schlitzly into
infinitudes of nothingness and drinking High Life ia low manner. Rolf
regularly stops in on his way to the beach or figmavishing in his little
blue swimsuit with red suspenders which | st@explore the secret
hollows of his excitant body, take out a couple ghrwarm gemmed

items, bite them to determine they aren't countesfed upon eager
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invitation tongudrappe the expansible one until Rolf clutches my
shoulders and gaspingly sags against me in dryasspagMasturbation
discovered Rolf when he was 8 and made him ¥, obut since meeting
me he very rarely stimulates himself—he saydikes my way better!)
Then we play cards. He gets lucre if | lose anetl lirief, shy, tantalizing
candy kisses (salt-water taffy) if he loses bair old maid unbussed for
charming Rolf cheats! | behold cards impossiblyitee to and from his
small hands . . . he sits on Kings, palms Acesxitlagy caches, nudges
Knaves under knees, thrusts Queens between hissthigd tucks odd cards
into his hair; and after Rolf has gone | find thesteboards so pungently
redolent of his private parts that | take the paxked and wet-deck them.
But there's ever a fly in the lute, a rift in thetanent—this evening Rolf's
mother Rupperts over like a storm in a beer caakeh a Schaefer'd fist in
my face and yells that she's aware of what's goimdpetween me and her
son! Faintly | cast about for nonexistent smellsaits, sit shakily down
though I've neglected to pull up a chair, and | genze, extemporize,
distemporize, desperately pleading insanity ancerofilacative platitudes
too cringing to mention. But even when | press @r A demijohn of
imported Pilsener she refuses to listen and departRheingold rage,
hopping with fury and yeastily shouting she woulther see her son dead

than associate with a man who plays cards!



KURT—at 16

(March 1960

. . . You, there! You with thehatoyanteyes and come-with-me grin and
razorcut blond hair—why did you refuse the old markhow him: he's
clean, healthy, pays well and just because his s)@afehke a little is no
reason to put him down. Anyway, how come you tsbearticular all of a
sudden? You're no kept boy but only a common gavaeiety hustler who
Dun and Bradstreet would rate D-5, if that. Youlcehowling sucksess . . .
I've heard all about you: | know that Johnny-jumgp-af yours sure ain't
gold-plated and they tell me you're not so pazazbhead for half the time
your balls are on a hangdown strike and kids farengpddy-up-whoa than
you charge less. You're not so much, nothing spatial—but the old man
thinks you are, he sees all heaven shining fronm gaty little belly-button!
So go after him and give him a piece or I'll spread word all over
Scoresville just how much of that pants-bulgingtcnoof yours is you . . .

and how much is falsie foam rubber!



ECCE PUER!

(May 1959)

. . . Boysexual symbols, images, fantasies araralind us, breaking and
entering the proprieties, subtly subverting thewar@ to aware . . . here the
stodgy bored hetero banker, glumly reading the \Bt#et Journal while his
handmade Italian shoes receive a high gloss, siydaetices the comely
shoeshine-boy! There the much-wedded / more-digbbesiness tycoon on
golf course is shocked into excited recognitiort thia 16-year-old caddy is
infinitely more desirable than 18 birdies! Incrddib Impossible? Then
hark: year after year for quite a few years now,rttost popular calendar art
in the land is not puppies, kittens, horses noewo#nimals; nor landscapes
nor seascapes; nor bathing beauties, half-nude Injalenude September
Morns . . . nor even dainty little dirndled giri®Now sit down and brace
yourself! Like a drink of water?) The most poputatendar art from north

to south, from east to west is uniformed Boy Sdouts



LUC—at 13

(January 1965)

.. .Adiller, a dollar, a ten o'clock scholar . . . yosed to come at any time
but now you come too soofilhough Luc naturally is smart as a flagellant's
whip, his formal education has been woefully negldcand in my search
for a fitting establishment of learning | considg&tbée Browning School for
Boys but they had too long a waiting-list. Sttd?'s Semenary (notorious
for their semenars on togetherness in the albeget had been
recommended to me as well as Dr. Pimmel's Aogder Select Young
Gentlemen; also there is Public School No. 68t fwo blocks down and
four blocks over from where we live . . . but athacked too much of the
degagé After careful investigation | finally chose a ymie day school
where the faculty is above reproach (homo teacluers bit much even for
me: unsporting, like shooting fish in a barrel!'dahough it's impossible to
morally screen the student-body, | have awmfce in Luc’s ability to
take care of himself among his age-peers, and aso thankful he s
largely unaware of and/or modest about thegomf his beauty or like
Alcibiades he would seduce everyone and everytt8ogiow the boy is the
sedulous seeker after knowledge while | take pasitgate course in
anthropological perversity, burning the midnigiitto study him with the
painstaking assiduity of old-time counterfeiteeproducing $1000 bill
on steel plate, and have come to know mostsofrfoods and nuances of
behavior though on occasion he still throws meafdotal loss, being a lad

impossible completely to classify. And soon | arteab recognize the
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sometimes concealed, more often obvious signsctwhindicate he is
approaching heat for Luc is high-blooded ahdould safely swear on
a stack of dirty incunabula that if there is angthadult about him it is his
spermaries which 1 trust are unionized for theyehaad a deal of overtime
lately and deserve recompense. And at the monmepnt reserved and
zealous scholar and his probably vibrant yweower have been deep
in algebra but he has tossed his pencil asidegyes darken, he tugs at
brown forelock, begins to pass pink tongue overeuplp—all elegiac
symptoms that my little love is slipping into a @istate of extreme rut,
triggered by the cleverly engineered and exceedingjh-proteined supper
we ate at an aphrodisiac Cyprian cafe and whichnoemced with Oysters
Rockefeller (John D., not Nelson), progressed thhowysterspaté to
oysters on the half-shell with desserhaifitres fraise de la cremeprandial
commission | hoped would promote postprandi@missio nocturnein
accelerandp the urgently delightful consequences of whidham now
not insensitive to myself. And sighing glystl stretch arms widely
declaring | am atrifle fatigued, been a halal, let's us go to bed; but of
course ineluctable Luc registers false reluctasags: "Gee, sir, | have all
this homework to finish!" | remind him he can danthis first study-period
at school in the morning, adding brightly that admight's sleep will do us
both no harm; and though | can see he warsts dad he is jittering in
his chair, the little faker staccatos his eyebratsme and moralizes:
"Wouldn't it be nice, sir, to go to bed for oncedgust sleep!” And to

demonstrate how uneager he is, he piaks pencil and writes
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one word which is doubtless an uncomptitag/ reference to me,
then hurls pencil across room and gets up, revgatirmy smug gaze that
he has already kicked off shoes and socks thougietssts in his pretense
of indifference, turning to consult the dictionawy its stand (looking for
synonym of S.0.B., no doubt); and this 13-yearanid the wondrous sum
of his parts maddening me with mathematicahomania, | bestial up
to him from behind, slip unsteady hand between thighs to cup the
obverse magnet. Thunderbrowed he twists aroundnibutfingers close
firmly about his throbbing self-starter and neeugd he stands within the
compass of my other arm as | bend and tangle l@kgyes with mine in a
caress which he sullenly tries to evade then takés closing eyes and
slowly opening mouth. My lips dart up to press @uing eyelids, return to
his mouth which grows wet under deepening embradeha sighs, moans,
tries to bite, to spit, to escape then suddenlgxed against me, says
stifledly: "If you don't let go of me, sir, I'm gag to lose my load!" My hand
beats hasty retreat to neutral corner and brazerdglently the boy yawns
in my face as | kiss his hot curled tongue; paspiamch-drunk | follow him
up the stairs, his light silent footsteps echoingoniight, and ruefully |
muse that if his meltingly pink little heels areurm, are mine then so

irreproachably square?



GOGO RENASCENT

(September 1948)

. . . Nature never forgives anything: today's l@uecomes tomorrow's
cancer; Nature counterfeited is Nature outraged lerdrevenge is swift.
Finding himself inconsolable after Gogo's deceasemf inverted
asphyxiation, Mr. Snoony— at small expense to hifmiset with a loan
from the Reconstruction Finance Corporation—hasgiakingly rebuilt his
inamoratq and to keep up his payments to the Governmeimaethrown
the boy open to the public for a reasonable changkin no time at all there
is a long line of men and three women stretchirggn Snoony's cottage
past my house and down to the bus-stop thre&®laway. Curiosity and a
hard-on impel me to pay a courtesy call on thebgitated lad and | find he
IS now triple-ply spot-welded, has been fitted wiféntian-blue eyes and
sooty eyelashes, also has crinkly pubic hair an@xransible butt which
will tightly take on all-sized comers; there isaddition a detachable device
in the rectum which can be emptied of the day'sipa&l deposits and a
trap that prevents regurgitation when Gogoyisd on his back. And
there is general rejoicing that once again yougetrgood old-fashioned $2
nooky even if it is with a rubberized boy, for heitogives you so strong an
illusion of banging the real McCoy that you discoyeurself talking to him
and saying things like: "How did a nice clean-coly bike you ever get
started on a filthy business like this?" or "Tuweo now, baby, and if I'm
too heavy, let me know and we'll do it another Wajhere are still a few

minor gremlins which need to be ironed out, hosveas for example you
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have to keep a stranglehold on Gogo or he will sgaeeout from under you
and go floating about the room, and one time jgst had got to the E in
Ejaculation he somehow thwirped away from me aner athasing him for

ten minutes | had to climb on the bureau and put down from the

ceiling; and there are a couple air pockets hecethare so when you are
lying on the lad's reverse indulging in vulcanizidcombombulation, he
has a distressing tendency to fart like a constgbatule but of course they
are odorless so perhaps | am being unduly captiBus.Snoony really

should change the boy's milk more often becausestiifé | extracted was

definitely butter, though the constant manipulatadrthe churn, as it were,
makes this understandable. Discounting these s$ighttcomings, Gogo is
about as satisfactory a piece of tail as you wiltl fanywhere, undoubtedly
the biggest value for the money since anal intesmwas invented, but it
hardly needs my telling you that Gogo is so gooasheo good to last, and
how it happens is that some dissatisfied custonmer possibly was allergic
to latex finked to the Amalgamated Whores' Unioan(lale Auxiliary) and

they set the fuzz on Snoony. But did they arresto8g for toral murpitude

and running an elasticized peg-house? They did Tbév hustled poor
naked innocent Gogo, infamy dribbling from bothinmdte apertures, off to
the police-station where they don't allow the bdesed lad to phone a
lawyer (even if he could) but forthwith charge hivith indecent exposure,

vagrancy, antiphysical soliciting and immoral img@ration of a boy!



AVE ATQUE VALE!

(August 1954)

. Last week, by some confusion of interplanetayzygy | made
appointments with two 14-year-old recidivist lads fthree o'clock this
afternoon and though very young males generallyp keates with
gaucherie'dlack of time-consciousness—either hours early aysdate—
these two endearing esoterics arrive at my abadaltsineously. By some
wanton hustler instinct each knows the other ismefitively up to no good.
Bristling at each other like strange dogs or fighticocks, hackles risen,
sweet sullen mouths spewing obscenities, soon dneytrading blows and
while | usually abhor violence in all its forms, ajling at the sight even of
two butterflies fisticuffing, yet the spectacle af pair of cadenza lads
combatting over insignif me warms my heart cockksugh too well |
realize that their altercation really concerns gbrdoney. Ringsided at this
gladiatorial fray | sit in my bow window box seaiger to toss my glove,
scarf or dainty lace snotrag to the victor for whionave already set out soft
bandages, sharp iodine; prepared stronger musitgdenavine—not overly
caring which is winner for onganachefaced boy is blond and though slow
on the trigger, gushes Golconda-ly; the other ik,ddellenic-bodied and
quick on the draw but emits very scantily. And las imayhem progresses |
note the youths are evenly matched and suddenliz wegak double
haymakers they knock each other out and are lymigsédly on my front
lawn and some nosy neighbor summons the fuzz wstonjow silly up in

their hysterical squad car, and they radio formbwalance which belatedly



AVE ATQUE VALE!

limps to the scene and takes the now consciouteginog kids away . . .
and |, as unobnoxious a by-sitter as ever speettarsport am hauled off
to jail for inciting to riot, running a disorderlffront of the) house, and

conducting an outdoor boxing exhibition in a zomesidential area without

a license!



TINKER—at 15

(July 1956)

—ONh, never absolutely never ever on Sunday!

—What?!

—Well, once in a century of Sundays, maybe.

—What?! ?!

—Well, hardly ever on Sunday—really just a gasver from Saturday

night.

—All right already! On Sunday yet—even in the afi@on! . . . Luvverly
love-luv, which always hits below the belt in undpay low blow, is no
respecter of clock or calendar— but which day o theek is so Eros-

equinoctial as that day of the week when it happens

. .. Tinker has no more tact than a fox in a hease— he knows | try to be
moral on Sundays when lowly | humble to High Churmdazzled by altar's
prism'd candelabra, gilded lilies and gemmous psetes; no end
impressed by the summer-sabled parishioners andnigga at the
temerarious choirboys frigging their hot cassockhemaled cockahoops
behind havocking hymn-books. And | put fin in cclien-plate, sing
allelulias with grovelling fervor, sit through hailong sermon meditating
wistfully on sins | wish | had committed. But whereturn home Tinker is
there on my doorstep leering with Satanic deriseren God unknowing

what anarchy today is aching his brain; and heqates me through my own



TINKER - at 15

front door, devours breast and legs of my chickenet, says he has a rich
cream sauce that would improve the tapioca puddiingin he pushes me
into bed from which our garments fly mell-pell, #ke-helter, Tinker stating
he has a yen to play the husband with me as alppesgay-out way-in kick.
Not untaken with the idea of the boy's little sgan within my gates, |
assume the indicated position though | do not expeg seismographic
titillation for, let's face it, Tinker though spefutly talented is not hugely
endowed—he would win no prizes at the Ladies' Aah&it. Still, his hell-
paved intentions are good and he KY's himself, leimonto me, falls off,
regains his seat and solemn with concentration g@imut trying to get
into the bull's-eye, caustically recommending itransference of his own
shortcomings that | employ alum or get a reliniafy.jFinally | have to put
it in for him, dislocating my arm but experienciagslight anal tickle as
might be caused by an ant fluttering its eyelasties) it slips out again and
once more | must play the guide, semi-fracturing attyer arm but at last
pommel fully enters saddle and with shrill stalliomes of unreined rapture,
unbridled bliss, the young cowboy spurs against misunt. For five
shockwave minutes Tinker humps, huffs and heavasnging his largely-
unfelt little cork home as if | were an unstable gmam of doubtful
champagne— and to flatter his boyish vanity | prdteo fizz with
fermented frenzy while watching in the mirror agdlke room the rise and
fall of his hard rosy rump like shapely bark ontarm-tossed sea. And
slowly the boy's breath accelerates its tempo agany shoulder, he begins

to chew lovingly on my left ear, his arms tighteab-hug—then from some
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pastiche memoir of YMCA First Aid Course or Boy Scout Marhuar
mother's mnemonic knee he pauses in his wild statjoride to tenderly

inquire: "Am | hurting you, dear?"



COMMENT MOLTO VOCE!

... If you are a hetero and the female is your kign | fully comprehend,
sincerely sympathise and wish you good luck, goedpkappy hunting and
may your manhood never be pierced by vaginal orthuak stray
masturbatory hairpin. But | suppose it is too muxkexpect you to display
even a modicum of the same understanding tolerforceny kind who—
through the ages, and in the so-called Christiamtes—have variously

been:

scorned
hounded
ridiculed
reproached
insulted
denigrated
aspersioned
vilified
shunned
degraded
humiliated
maligned
misrepresented
hated
despised

abhorred



blackmailed
extorted
ostracized
penalized
jailed
prisoned
penitentiaried
dungeoned
branded
betrayed
exiled
disgraced
ruined
scourged
whipped
tortured
hanged
boiled in oil
buried alive

drawn-and-quartered. . .

among other expressions of disesteem. And if yow @i that totally
condemnatory persuasion and regard all the homdsexbout exception
as abysmal monsters or abyssed beasts at besglthdrave to say to you,

sir or madam, is: Intercourse you, please!



HAVEN—at 15

(April 1964)

. . This entire benighted evening has servedetuce me from the
comparatively elevated status of underdog to thhatoavering cur! First |
turned on the TV and suffered through an eon ahimtching . . . there was
adept Wyndonbird, rich Wadybird, watusi Wyndabifd,ggy Wucibird
midst a Potomac cuckoo-chorus | couldn't make beaktail of. Then
Haven dropped around,cierubinowith lapis lazuli eyes who might be B.
Bardot's kid brother and if he has any morals hesdd hit you over the
head with them; but politically he is always andremely Right, being a
Junior Minuteman, and when he has stripped downstutti-frutti nippled
cache-sexebut before | can recline him on my new bum-beigecale
sheets, he wears out rayotiqueBrooklyn-Persian rug pacing up and down
raving and ranting about ex-laxity in high placesl alullskuggery in low
ones. Now | take little interest in politics thoughiry to be democratic
under a Republican administration and effacinglyscoiet under a
Democratic one but confidentially I am a fanaticyBorat which | don't
have to tell you is condemned as more subversiahgerous to apple pie,
Mom and male pubescents than a Marxist John Biréret when at length
| do persuade Haven to supinate on the Wamsut@ivies me accusatory
hugs, House Unamerican Activities kisses, thenhFdimendmently turns
over and permits peppery perjury-permeated pedicatrolls back and

opens his thighs with a guilt by association sigid you know | rarely
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complain—for when all's said and done, lads arekdattle and that's part
of their appeal—»but it's disconcerting and highhflattering to have Haven
in the middle of a profuse ejaculation leap outryf fevered embrace and

look under the bed for Communists!



THAT WAS THE MAN THAT WAS

(May 1964)

.. . Somebody wrote (I would identify him but tbely Bartlett | can find
around here is a pearfasy is the descent into Hedlhich though true
doesn't impress me as being an intoxicatinglyiantiremark . . . easy is the
descent into anything that's beneath you wheth®raitvolcano crater or
Main Street two inches below the curb. Now it besw chancy if not
impossible for most of us to ascend into Heaveamlall for situating the
Divine Regions Down Below so you can practicallyf fato them, while
Hell would be raised up On High so you must toitl aweat up all those
figurative steps to reach it. And to instance h@syeit is for a Respectable
Citizen to tumble from Do-Good Heights to No-Goodpins, allow me to
cite the case of the Gentle Ravisher. He was agtbacked young fellow
with a narrow mustache and a wide personality wihded out in life as an
ordinary run-of-the-mill Rapist, a vocation he todk by instinct,
predilection or inherited propensity as naturaléy/lasser mortals become
Brush Salesmen or Embezzlers, but he brought a&dexjrdelicacy and tact
to the process that was unheard-of heretofore;elverrresorted to force or
violence, his humane method being to approach alterfrom behind,
firmly grasping her by the shoulders and pulling backward gently but
with authority while driving his right shoe intoahback of her left knee,
thereby rendering his fortunate subject breathfesgpine and positionally
receptive to his ministrations . . . though thereravthose insensitive

exceptions who insisted on resisting him until tbegame aware of the
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advantage of his Hard Sell. And soon he was brongay to lasses with
stopped-up maidenheads thereby transforming frigfiés into twitchy-
twat tomatoes fit and eager for marriage or thea&kacquaintance; and

he bestowed veneried revelation on sour wrinkladl mhids, enlivening
their insect existence and causing them to feeldigep-dipped-in barrels of
happy honey, forever after to look under bed onrmkshower-curtain with
palpitant anticipation rather than foreboding dremad he relieved vaginal
frustrations and menstrual traffic jams of widowshappy wives and other
mittelschmerz'd maids inciting them to join the ranks of prossy
unprofessionals. In short he was on the whole araesdinary Benefactor
of Femalekind, happy as the day is long though sdmé pooped out
around sundown. Then he fell into Bad Company saghs to be found
around any YMCA or YWCA and gradually he abandohexitherapeutic
rapacity, substituting therefor such low practices Kissing, Petting,
Cuddling, Smooching which as everyone knows onbjitexyou to no good
purpose and produce tension, neurosis, subliméisoand Freud knows
what all else. But this misguided young man wasirsétis Wickedness so
that eventually from a Benevolent Rapist he degerdrinto Malevolent
Teaser, an Arouser to the Brink but no farther twadl was not the end of his
Saga of Degradation . . . finally losing all sermdeMoral Restraint and
Ethical Integrity he plummeted to the very Nadir\dfe Diabolicism and
now has become Shameless Unashamed Practitionethadf Utterly
Abominable Bestialism known as | WANT TO HOLD YOWRND!



LUC—at 13

(January 1965)

. .. Never love a stranger: if you met him two otes ago he is no stranger,
and never ever love an Indian-blooded lad for Hegue you living-color
nightmares (Oh, how that blood-red gore shows uf@aturing scalping-
knives, flung spears, sudden savage attacks inigt, Custer's Last Stand
(poor fellow!), massacres, tepee-treachery andvasens about the whole
affair entirely. Yet always ever love and cherishladian-blooded lad for
his aborigine passion will pale all other boys twstynghost-smoke of the
consuming fire. Because Luc is proud of his Comanstrain (he has
reason: the Comanches were adept in war, defeausm the fierce
Apaches) | sought a fitting tribal cognomen for lamd since he is so ever-
ready bar-nothing stud, stallion, mare and colpsimy . . . albeit mulish
during the equine equinox when he bucks at the iowf mare, | call him
'Little Horse' which he finds recaptures in parimsoof the vanished
customs if not the greatness of his forebears; itlsomore dignified than
'Sitting Pretty Ass' or 'Standing Papoose' which ate true-to-life, very
apt. And this Saturday afternoon we have been dgieg the specific
politics of love so strenuously that my young brawel Lo-the-poor-Indian-
lover are collapsed in each other's arms, slumgeunmtil the boy's rude
thumb in my eye awakens me. Entranced anew withygugbic cubic inch
of the little chieftain | reach for his stiff cal@hto smoke once more the
pipe-of-piece but he paralyzes my Adam's apple vindmd-edge blow,

sneezes in my pain-gaped mouth, says he has t@ateeg and directs me



LUC - at 13

to carry him to the bathroom. Impressed by his tpwid-world politeness

| pick him up, stagger across threshold, depasit on john-john, sit on
bathtub rim admiring the Boucher-wanton quality ¢fis unique
youngster—fleshly embodiment of all my hopes, drganongings;
encarnalization of perfect juvenikerotica Overpowered, | slip my hand
between his thighs to fondle frontal mechanisms @wavsily he bends to
cover my mouth with lip-twisting kiss, wets my fieig, invites me to the
regal honor of making it with him on the throne kadten febrilely | attempt
so to do he interposes quick femoral barrier, degidbed is a more
comfortable frame of reference . . . that is, ifdwer goes back there for he
tires more quicklyn that designed for rest article of furniture tra of it,
he tells me severely. Anxiously | say: "Are you mgisquare on me, Little
Horse? From your pot of gold can't you see our 'tovainbow? We're
swinging on it—we're way-out!" Reasonably Luc askdut will we ever
get back?", reaches for the roll that's never dallp yonder, changes his
hurricane-mind, stands and presents posterior td'Wipe me, please, sir!"
he requests—demands, leaning against my fragmeobngus while my
tingling fingers tangle in pink fluff, tear off, deend to hyphenate the tight
assterisk and gently blot the lad's lewd littleciosis letter O . . . ah,
tenderly! oh, for tissue of young summer clouds eyghet-down! And take
away crumpled parchment still freshly unspottedstaimed, yet | cleanse
again lest some little something somewhere has loeenlooked, with
identical result and pantomiming his thanks Lucntbs his nose at me!

Intent on intenser joys | gather him up to sipdleged chrism from his
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porcelain armpits, puerile Pierian springs of rApocrine wine, then nip
nearer nipple into hard rose-point; rubbing hisnaaiating boysex moist-
hotly against my belly he says with no warninglat"&ir, a new family just

moved in down the street and they have a girl abguage named Angela .
.." and suddenly my skull fractures from having thie ceiling and from
some forebodingcul-de-sacin my brain, my tortured larynx croaks:
"Girl . . . moved in . .. so what!" Little Horsewers my mouth with his,
drips slow sweet spit-kiss between my lips, thesttme with loving arms
and murmurs into my shrinking ear: "Would it be QWth you, sir, if

tomorrow afternoon | asked Angela to come over laadplay with me?"



UNWEPT, UNHONORED AND UNHUNG

(November 1961)

. . . All who have been victims of that insufferallttle hermaphrodite
Cupid and his badly aimed curare-tipped arrows ¥ibw the Bitching
Hour when the expected one comes but can't commeoog often fails to
arrive at the promised time and you wait for hoween days, afraid to
leave the house lest he late show up or phonevhile you sicken, die, are
coffined, buried and read your own obituary! Myelsit experience of this
subhuman torture is with Taffy whom | met last riigh Times Square,
falling at once into his pubescent trap so supegdthwas the potential
promise of his juvenile impudicity and genital imdesty, and | urged him
to come home with me then but he pleaded impodanés though making
a firm date for the morrow at two. Now it is sewaard Taffy has just tardied
in, is stuffing himself with sandwiches, cupcake=®l a&oca-cola which |
have produced confident he will stuff me in returrbut he bends curdled
eye on me saying | have got him all wrong for he haigid sexual code
and dips his wick in girls exclusively, adding Isehurt and mortified that |
should have taken him for a hustler as retail meandrsing is his racket and
the reason for his calling on me. | inquire whatpussibly could have to
sell that is one-tenth so precious as his own padires and the boy replies
by pulling from a dozen pockets all manner of dabashery, knick-knacks,
bric-a-brac and assorted portable items still IbgarMacy, Gimbel,
Bloomingdale price-tags, and he asseverates thatamall way he is an

odds-and-ends liberator from the better departrsimes and is prepared to
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give me a special rate on anything here that takgegancy, and glumly |
realize that though Taffy is not a Welshman, Tadha thief! | tell him | am
oversupplied at the moment with such articles aadstiggests that if |
would like to fence for him we would soon have therld by the tail as he
Is ambitious and aspires to work up to bigger thilkge liberating color-TV
consoles and baby-grand pianos. When | declineohges me into paying
$1 for a 50¢ tie, gathers up his loot and leaved;wahile | am wrapping the
tie to return it anonymously to Macy's | sourlyleet that too often do |
play the role of Him Who Gets Nothing for Somathi which leads to
further Society-vs-Self analysis and soon | am heigig to feel definitely
discriminated against, aside from the omnipreserit-homo American
ethos. Now certainly it must be obvious even torttast prejudiced that |
have contributed far more toward halting the popomaexplosion than
most heteros, and while innumerable stuffed shinth their eye on the
dollar or for publicity have been loudly intermingbloing everything under
the sun to combat juvenile delinquency except ggttnto direct contact
with a juvie deling, | have been right in thereealating the situation by
giving insecure, diffusioned, affection-starveddgdome with dangerously
low threshold of stress and low tolerance of fratshin) a little tender loving
care and understanding. And if | have drained ugirttroublesome Id-fluid
which otherwise might harmfully be expended in rapeegnancies,
abortions and possible deaths from same, in rdtinave by my generous
fees to these boys prevented an untold amountrsegnatching, mugging

and petty thievery . . . not to mention that whédaderly | detained
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youngsters in my bed they obviously could not becaummitting vandalism
and other misdemeanor mischief. And when | consideat an affirmatively
activist public benefactor | am—compound sublimatifather-confessor,
comforting mother's knee, kindly uncle, doting aentsmall-loan bank,
legal aid society, first aid station and advicdhe-lovelorn bosom for
incipient and confirmed incorrigibles . . . wheadd up all my good works |
don't know what holds me back from going down tty Eall, pounding on

the Mayor's door and demanding the keys to the City



DONAL—at 13

(May 1963)

... Seduction is always a two-way street: seyuatiractive lads invariably
seduce you before you ever contemplate even th& Imaschanics of
likewise. Under duress | would have to admit thiadve never encompassed
an unwilling boy's sexual 'ruin'—most have longcsiraccomplished that
either by their own hot little hands or with thersgtimes over-enthusiastic
cooperation of their peers of both genders. If peareknew the sexual
proclivities of the innocent-faced playmates of yguohnny or little Susie,
they would probably turn with a sigh of relief toet boysexual ... he pays
his way, at least, and by that much lessens thenstn the usually burdened
family budget. It is the wise father or mother wdaesn't inquire too closely
where Johnny got that long-pestered-for $6.95 falbtielmet or the new
tires, saddle-cover, headlight and three-toned larris bike— they can
be reasonably sure he didn't work for them and aspossibly

inconsequential side benefit: his sheets will lsacer!

. . . Too rarely will you stumble across, fall ovéall for a hyperborean
youngster who regards sin as so much trifling dimtler his fingernails,
thinks chastity is a disease and is sex-ready mgthing. Such a one is
cherubim-cheeked Donal—my Spring, Spring's lilacar bed's strange
sheet-stains! He has a slight nervous stammer ewymerhaps by his
authoritarian, disciplinarian father who like Gdlde Retz has his own ideas

on how to combat juvenile delinquency even beforeanifests itself,
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which in present case hurts Sonny considerably rtiae Pappy. During
last summer vacation Donal and a neighbor boy padrnine delights of
fellatio-pedicatiodown by the bank of some old millstream so my awes
respective to lallygagging are received with eagesurprise, especially
sincel pay! Donal lives just around the corner so oftendhallies away an
after-school hour with me and today, breathlessgmainstrating the
Aristotelian postulate that what goes up must cafie(except in outer
space and pre-pubescents) the boy's slender bauprt like straining
bow, twanging hot searching darts against my paliitde Robin Hood
stealing from himself to give to me! And when | bagntirely emptied his
still-shivered quiver of stray arrowheads or otlefiriant impedimenta,
Donal's delight is to eat crackers and raspbemnyifabed, | pleasuring him
in this sticky conceit for no other fare so spegedédplenishes his young
reservoir to again overflowing (aphrodisiasts, pateas been applied for!).
On my bare hairless chest he lines up crackersdtzen or so, busily digs
knife into jar. "Next time get Crosse and Blackyefie admonishes, "it's r-
r-raspberrier!" | mental-note this appetitive inption while he spreads each
crisp square with algemetrically equal amount, wiaife on pillowcase
(mine, not his) and feeds me one cracker while dresemes five, though
occasionally inclining his head to smear a peciss lon my mouth and
blow crumbs in my face. And saving best for lastvaa after cabbage,
cake after bread—he jam-anoints his quickening lebckwith some
difficulty places it between two crackers, gigglyndrings it to my lips and

says: "Dessert c-c-coming up!"



CAVE CANEM ET AL!

(September 1955)

. . . Boy-love is increasing by leaps and boundgeUnited States today
due largely to our overcivilized matriarchalcgety with its extreme

protectiveness of the female. Boy-love is frequeatprotest against women
and the rights they have usurped or arrogated emsklves, and if the
average intelligent man has the courage to considée quickly will be

able to discern the superiority of boys over wormasrnsexual partners. No
guestion of marriage is involved with lads, thugywhcan't sue you for
breach of promise or alimony, or divorce you fomtad cruelty or whatever
to claim huge financial settlements or communitpparty; boys cannot
become pregnant, they are amatorily available edagyof the month and
they are restful to be with because they arendvier demanding to be told
how beautiful they are or that you love them. Ofirs@, an occasional lad
will blackmail, mayhem or murder you—but girlfriem@nd wives often do
the same and their favorite method of homicide slcav and agonizing

death by poison! You pays your money and you tgkes choice.

... One of the most erroneous and falsely assuenpteces of propaganda
that has been knocking around for centuries iotdoromide that a man's
best friend is his dog whereas certain philosophErgnoscentand gone
alumni of our best prisons know that a boy is a 'méwest etc. The
arguments to sustain this truism are too numerowsltiuce but | will cite

the more obvious, such as that any youngster oace lmousebroken knows
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enough to go to the toilet by himself; if you taken walking he does not
embarrass you in front of old ladies and ladyliletiemen by raising his
leg and peeing on tree or lamppost, or pooping\adl the sidewalk nor will

he try to copulate with every female that stroNs bor do youths require a
license, leash or muzzle and you do not need tshbficomb his hair, de-
flea or bathe him (except in a fun way), nor spewy, Imecessarily; also boys
have been herding sheep a hell of a lot longer #mgncanine besides being
able to thrill ewes to boot, which makes for stren¢gambs and sweeter
chops—or so | am perhaps unreliably informed. Aondcapsulize my

argument can you imagine going to bed with an astlenChihuahua or a

smeary-eyed Pekingese?



LUC—at 13

(January 1965)

. . .If 69 conjures up a pixilant portrait in ounnds . . .does 96 limn a
lovers' quarrel? When in a moment of pique genitpllecocious Little

Horse calls me a Big Prick | hail it as graciousnpiiment as he already
outranks me by just the teensiest bit in the spgrgoods department—nhis
homerun bat is major league and softballs are nst bast night |

summoned him to a summit conference and with axpitape-measure
sought to gauge his gilded glans and fanfaronab@sencies but after a
session of sweet sensuous centimetering | camstturading conclusion

that what by day is a bombastic six inches, by tigimerely half a foot!



PRO BONO SAPCIETY

(October 1963)

.. .Having had an increasingly overwhelming sesfdde absolute unfitness
of things this past week, which last night camancexpressible head when
| dreamt | was chosen Father of the Year by the &ned Mothers of
America, Unlimited, this morning | packed my haihetions and emotional
deterioration and planed down to Washington, Dd@termined to right
some glaring wrongs; stopping first at the Departimef Defence but
McNamara's Band was nor hide nor hair there, spddsover to the
Department of State where | was greeted by a mvtietwat-envying toots
whose wrists limped all over the place, and | pt ihis manicured dainties
my strategical survey outlining how the U.S. cosé&ttle the hogmagundy
obtaining in Vietham by simple expedient of (a)liogl home all Americans
there and hiring the Viet Cong to do our fightingr, (b) sending Messrs.
Rusk and McNamara out there who alone would sooh gouend to
hostilities just by confusing the enemy to deathel | went over to the
House that is not a Home of Representatives, pless¢he Master-at-Arms
a short Bill of Particulars setting forth my cogeetisons why teen-aged
boys should be declared legal and legitimate sgzetdy he flings my
document into an In-Out receptacle so carelesklyolw at once he is just
another bureaucrat which is an object that takespgre and gets paid
regular, so | slip him a sawbuck and he whisks @yep out of In-Out into
a container which looks remarkably like an reime wastebasket but is
labelled in foot-high red letters: CONFIDENTIALT-OP SECRET! -
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HIGH PRIORITY! -EYES ONLY! — RESTRICTED! — NO
SMOKING!!!! And | depart not entirely satisfied drhence to the Internal
Revenue Bureau where | explain | would like to d#dhe expenses | have
incurred entertaining stripped striplings whgo far this year amounts to
exactly $4,987.67 and which | consider to be lyueebusiness expense
like depreciation or amortization, but | am givertls short shrift that | find
myself out in the street minus hat and gloveswibich indignity | wire my
mouthpiece to sue the Internal Revenue Bureauveryecent they've got.
Then | speed to the White House to see Lyndontisuémpty except for two
waltzing white mice in the Red Room and | spot tights burning in the
women's crapper on the second floor but do noteraisstink about it
because the Prez is still a bit Billie Sol Estesypy. Now | get lost but
finally locate the office of what's-his-name. .etMassachusetts Senator
from New York? ... oh yes: Jimmy Roosevelt, anclivéer to his secretary
my Aid to Politicians Bill which comprises the thetical practicality that
everybody kindergarten age and older should bewvatloto vote, with a
rider recommending that licensed dogs should &lsoaccorded the same
privilege, casting their ballot by the simple mearisstepping on a fish-
smelling lever for the Democratic ticket, beef-thagd lever for
Republicans and so on, for why not admit it?—if plecare animals (and
they are) then dogs must be human! And | return enhdeeling | have
muchly promoted Life, Liberty and the Pursuit ofpipéness, but tonight
when | go out to dinner | am followed by two wetbgmed, college-type

young men, and later when | am picking up my prophabttonless laundry
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| spy two other individuals who seem to have meeurglrveillance and
they also bear the unmistakable stamp of officiaddevhich nonplusses me
for nowhere in Washington did | give my right name®en donning false
mustache to obfuscate my identity—evidently allhto avail and plainly |

have underestimated the cleverness of the Centraa of Unintelligence.
Or it may just be that these diffident, discreetf-sffacing watchdogs who
presently hound my trail are from the Federal Burehlnvestigation. But

ha! ha! ...who's afraid of the F.B.I.!

(((F am!)))



PARRIS—at 14

(June 1958)

. . . In Paris, capital of dirty postcards and Brench method, rears the
Eiffel Tower—a monolithic erection which surely s the dreams of old
maids apologizing their way across Europe becausgre Americans and
have dollars to spend. | too occasionally makereldd domestic trips on
shady shenanigans and like to havieravura boy along for the assuasive
amenities, pursuant to which in Chicago my mortidand eye did frame
the fearful symmetry of Parris—no Parisian but casea four-figure tax
refund in his no-shirt, knee-jeans and blue sneak#&h orange laces. He is
a refugeeragazzofrom Arkansas, looks and smells like a Deliciouplap
and his stem, flourishing like well-fertilized gredvay tree, is not to be
sneezed at either. And at the end of each daytegguve ambiguous into
hotel / motel where | sign him in as my son / nepheward / stepson,
conjecturing how the desk clerk would react if hdally registered: C.
Dukahz and pickup / junior-hustler / boy-whorgarcon prostitué . . but
the caravanseried clerical looks to be the type wioald not be above
tapping on my door about two in the morning andsphring that if | was
quite through with the lad, could he borrow him fioe rest of the night! so
| cling to my usual cloak of discretion. And duriogr first observance of
the puberty rites of pagan boy-worship, young Baroves to be a supernal
Master Four or Five Times mattresswise, but asliv@pets into paroxysm
he utters several blissful screams of such pierdmgnsity as to make

tombstones topple and mausoleums crumble as tignanat dead pop from
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their graves in posthumous protest. The first nigam with the boy we
fortunately are assigned an isolated motel-cabahthe only fish, flesh or
fowl he startles is a stupid owl in a tree outside window whose speech-
record is stuck in the zany interrogation: WHOO? @@®? but with so
authoritatively fuzzlike tone and accent that akdm swallow the wrong
way and am nearly cut off in my prime, and forthwitrealize that Parris
will be suicide to make love to in any densely ibited locale for his
ecstatic spasmic yelps sound hideously as if | @sufely sawing him in
half with a glass-cutter. Seeking to softpedallasty clamor into lullaby, |
consider gagging him but that does not seem a riman even aesthetic
gesture so | take the next day off and attemputdimate the boy's cries
into vocalizing more socially acceptable; and after or seven nocturne
rehearsals which leave me Whee-ly cloud-nined aadis?limply deep-
sixed, his tent-peg folding up like the Ay-rab asiléntly stealing away into
pubic petulance, | am gratified to note that the Imow is sufficiently
housebroken so when the orgasm overwhelms him kenttodeafeningly
scream or even raise his voice but instead softlistles the first four bars

of 'Comin' Through the Rye.’



CENCIO—at 13

(May 1948)

... I don't expect you tgive it to me, Cencio, but neither will you sell nor
rent nor even let me look, though you are old ehataginvite me to lunch
at your little cafe. What are you saving it for..some girl? Well, it's yours,
pudent young firebrand, you can do what you plegite it; but don't be
like your brother who preserved it inviolate focertain maid whose virtue
was strictlysotto voce . . did he tell you? He gave it to her in a hiiogy
hammock one moonset night and she gifted him imurmetwith the

strangulated clap and a paternity-suit!



ROY—at 14

(August 1948)

.. . Boys can give you a lien on Heaven, an eaglgé view of Olympus, a
taste of Elysium; they can also give you the semsadf sitting on the
crater-edge of an erupting volcano—and push yoa ititWooing a lad
usually puts you right up there with the Attic godden it doesn't cast you
right down there among the little creeping thinigattget stepped on—but
faint heart ne'er won fair boy, or a dark one eitiRoy is half-and-half, a
dark / light blond with an abecedarian face thauMichave made Hadrian
jilt Antinolis, and an abracadabra body that seamsosasly to sighOrgy,
where art thou?Years ago Roy's mother ran off with a sanitary-mapk
tycoon, and his ineffectual intellectual fathearsaddled egghead professor
devoting a sabbatical spell to inditing polemicplgporting to prove that
not Marx but Freud will bring to its knees the VgatWorld if Einstein will
have left them anything to work on. In the throésis inspired or asinine
creativity, Roy's pater sometimes has to be rendridehas a son, so sorely
does he neglect him—and this is where | step imobreach. The first time
| call on the lad | bring him blue posies to malkis azure eyes, hoping the
unusual nature of my offering will throw him off laace and onto my
perspirant bosom, but all he does is sneeze thametéour corners of the
room, wheezing that | have started up his hayfagain— and he blames
me! Contrite, | take him to a movie which eventsate beCamille who
turns up her toes in th@éénouementvhich upsets Roy, tipping him into

melancholic mood—and he blames me! Remorsefukd tam to ball-game
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where line drive over centerfield hurtles into gtatand, the ball lightly
grazing the boy's antic locks—and he blames maiit®d, | invite him for
a spin and we visit scenic points far and wide giouovers Lane is closed
in the public interest and Lovers Leap has a newfod station donated by
a funeral parlor, but Roy feels disinclined to laweto leap, being carsick—
and he blames me! Atoneful, | bring him importedi$tan chocolates and
he pigs down most of a two-pound box, brings itaggin with additions—
and he blames me! Conscience-stricken, | treattbienday at the beach, he
swallows a half-mouthful of ocean learning to swimrd he blames me! So
finally |1 tell Roy there doesn't seem to be muchnpan continuing our
unrhapsodical unrelation for everything | do is mgoHe replies succinctly:
"Stick around, man; you've made me get used to"yBut | am misplaying
all 88 notes on passion's keyboard because | aahieve closerapport
with this halcyon lad, wondering why it is threm#és easier to get a girl on
her back than a boy ... of course the latter iseenmqualitudinous article, as
Is attested by the fact that sex-crimes involvingdare punished far more
severely than same with girls, pregnancy-quotieeventheless. At last
desperately | decide to cast equivocation to wreatevind will carry it
away and seize opportunity and Roy by their sevieoahs so that night,
spurred if not inspired by the soft mimetic monadynolting mockingbirds
and while his father is two-fingered typing in ngsnote study, | cautious up
a rickety rose-trellis to the boy's window, scratghhands and face on
mordacious thorns and shredding the front of a 100 For lack of other

implements | am forced to gnaw through the screiéim my teeth and



ROY - AT 14

fingernails, yet keep moonbeam-silent not to aldh@a sleeping beauty
within and | trickle into the room, to his bed omigh his dulciana'd limbs
repose clothed only in blue-white starlight ancerfdper shadows. | press
cheek against his warm belly, sift calorific breafinough cluster'd pubic
fronds, intussuscept a certain integral part artd suctorial emphasis exert
maximum impact . . . and just as his fuse blow$ witectrodynamic shock,
Roy awakes. And he is so ecstasied by this nowtlumnisual attention that
at once he demands a repeat, then a re-repeatemadde | didn't thusly
ravish him on the morning or afternoon or eveningight of the day | first

met him, furiously he blames me!



CARR—at 16

(September 1961)

. ... Your moment of truth is my egregious falsethokabels never tell the
whole story and to win is hoping not to lose toorsa weep for days that
sometime were, and weep still more for weeping:r'€asleek feline
disgraces in my bed must have made countless thdsigaourn that they
could not share him with me; then an unaccountabfe in time-space
caused the lad to fall for a frump twice his agd homelier than cold pork
gravy . .. but she has a Thunderbird. Now | haweimmful memories, Carr

has the Thunderbird and she has a tiger in hef tank



LUC—at 13

(January 1965)

"Sir, what does it taste like?"
gasps the still-convulsed boy.
"Like pepper and smoke and infanticide,"

| blissfully reply—after a while.



JASON—at 14

(October 1946)

. .. It's the night when black cats ride rumble witch-driven broomstick,
bats hallowe'en the orange moon and basilisk bpysver WPA privies and
| would be doing the same if | didn't have a datthwason of thdorun-
velvet eyes and mad brain so steeped in wizardrgevds my senses like
eggs. He fancies himself a magician, can produaghéeed rabbits and
furred birds out oberetsand prestidigitates borrowed quarters (which he
never returns) from behind my ear. Also mysticatiherworldly is his
decorative no-conscience: one can easily imagimeimithe Garden of Eden
stealing apple from serpent, eating it, temptinge Envith the core and
cuckolding Adam behind the nearest tamarind trasold swears | am his
only love even though | find occasional lipstickesars on his shorts which
he blandly explains away as red paint or cherry. papvays go to bed with
him feeling a sense of vague disquiet but it sassipates as he presses his
slim Sodoma body against mine and thrusts his drague so deep in my
left ear | hear echoes of nonexistent sounds, drehwpre-coitum ravenous
| begin to lick his hard young shoulder and breamst belly until his boyish
desire shapes itself into cute acute angle, heblaek with a flourish of
laughter in two sardonic scale notes while | tram&rto pulsant vibrancy
his firm philosopher's stones and metamorphose frard to soft the wand
of this enchanting sorcerer's apprentice. And tatigravity riding his brow
he carefully adjusts bed-lamp to shine fully on twd medallion of St.

Sebastian he always wears around his neck and wkiclow dangles in
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front of my eyes, directing me to concentrate aanidl he will demonstrate a
new magic trick; but quickly | realize he is attemg to hypnotize me for
he swings the shining object slowly back and fowhile he softly
singsongs: "You're tired, Duke ... so tired . eawy . . . sleepy . . . sleepier .
. . Sleepiest!" Curious to discover just what hapso | feign overpowering
drowsiness and blink, yawn then close my eyes aginbto respire in the
deep regular rhythm of slumber. After a minute daspes my right eyelid
up, | remembering to move my eyes far back in tlssickets in the
appearance of trance and evidently presenting seeatic a picture of the
slaughter-ready lamb that the boy feels he canpsiiGolden Fleece on me.
Now his urgent whisper reveals his intention for bhiers in muted
repetition: "Duke, when you wake up you will giveerall your money . . .
when you wake, give me your money . . . when wajee money . . .
money . . . money!" Then | hear sharp snap of fisgand recognizing my
cue my eyes fly open, | stare dazedly about, sipupmy hand on the wide-
eyed, breathlessly expectant boy's knee and sagofi\) dear lad, until my

next relief check arrives day after tomorrow—can yend me $5!"



DONAL—at 13

(May 1963)

.. . Earlier this year | had a cat, a stray | patkip whom | named Bessemer
for his steel-gray coat and to call a spayed aexgppdne had been altered by
his previous owner, perhaps therefore bestowinghermore affection than
these animals usually display. Now for months | Hedn sumptuously
feeding this false feline, buying him catnip miagratching-posts and
comfy cushions for his carcass . . . but from theaute he laid eyes on
Donal he was forever lost to me! Whenever the bmye over Bessemer
sought to monopolize him, spitting and clawing a 1 so much as
approached loving hand to the lad until | had tothea cat outside while we
made love and then theyeurfool would peer through window and yowl,
causing Donal to blush and say: "Don't do anythmogv—the cat's 1-1-
looking!" But everything finally was resolved toetlsatisfaction of almost
all parties concerned: Bessemer has taken up pemhaesidence with the
boy who has long wanted a pet, though | have tastomm myself once
again to having the emboldened mice sample my itagarheese before |
do!

. . . Shortly before noon today nutbrown, chestrafrant Donal comes to
me downcast, mournful-eyed and dolefully related thhile batting flies (I

use a fly-swatter, myself) he has broken Mr. Keparlor window and if he
tells his father he will get an overkill beating, would | mind putting in the

fix with sourpuss Klein and he, Donal, will fix nug tonight? | assent
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promptly for | would bail bewitching Donal out ofragxtically any
contretempexcept taking a new lover. And the lad gives méigh-octane
a kiss so promiseful of subsequésndressehat it de-elasticizes my boxer
shorts which collapse about my thighs, then heretskiss him in a place
which is neither here nor there and goes home rohlul visit apoplectic
Mr. Klein, already painfully prostrate with prostaplacate him with $5 and
the glorious vapidity that 'Boys will be boys', thpause for a moment in
compassion for Mr. K. is so superfluously marriedtthe is afraid to smoke
in the house or read the tabloid newspaper he,likissavoirdupois wife
being one of those Fascist females who convince gfothe admirable
efficacy of bathtub-murders—and while eventually. Mr might summon
up the guts to dispose of her thus, he is hardbngtenough to get her into
the tub. | return home and that evening fall asleswing an exciting
drama on TV, and am awakened by termites or eaattepior anticipation
to find the shades tightly, discreetly drawn anding Donal sitting in an
armchair eyebrow-deep in the latest Batman and rRobmic, pants and
shorts expediently removed. Gibbering with drowsst Il knee over to him,
pluck a bit of lint from his restive pricklet, theoy muttering that it
shouldn't be dirty ‘cause he washed it g-g-goodjakre he came over and
| reply I trust he has not laundered away all tatural flavor, slithering my
desire-damp hands up his smooth warm flanks asthdd let me cup his
culpable butt, throws his legs over my shouldersé-amrns a page.
Starving man before banquet | taste this, savdr thiable at the other then

settle down to a neat bit of tenderloin which ltke loaves and the fishes,
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multiplies—and Donal turns a page. And so voradiouso | gnhaw-

masticate-rend that too suddenly, against all did&ws | am eating dairy
products with my meat while the boy explosivelyhsiggrips my neck hard
with his thighs—and turns two pages at once. psitt the choice marrow,
imbibe the last heeltap, then reluctantly prepace de-ingest—but
wondrously the boy keeps me there, turns a pagesaysl "Go on and take

s-s-seconds, Duke, 'cause | busted another window!"



MR. ANSTRUTHER

(August 1950)

... Virtue will always triumph simply because megople just don't have
the requisite imagination, resourcefulness, darggertise, metabolism,
endurance or fiscal wherewithal to be wicked ouereatended period of
time. Exception: bachelor Mr. Anstruther who at d&es not look a day
over 80 and seems to be held together with stiteghas outlived all his
relatives and there is nary a doubt that he isisnsecond childhood as
almost every night finds him with some shunammitg'® thumb in his
mouth; but senile or not, Mr. A. is wise enoughdalize that at his age cold
virtue becomes irrelevant if not downright painfahd instead of sitting at
home in fireside rocking chair gibbering at the &pes of age, sickness,
death; recalling fearful memories of loves lostmmver found; dwelling
sadly on friends gone or proved false; moroselydgoimg glowing life-
promises never redeemed—he chooses to grow oldradesilly,
paradisaically spending his twilight years not mwing unrewarding roses
but in 'raising'manquéjuvie delings whose feral fragrance is like a sinot
the arm and on whom the evening-dawn dew is maoseednible, more
copiously absorbable. While other men of his vietdgave long been
moldering skeletons in the cold coffined earth, Krand his cane can be
seen skipping about in event frescomeat market in town—where the
merchants are their own merchandise and they sfuergpending money.
With the youthful verve and animation of a man is firime, Mr. A. devotes

the day to inspecting, fingering, debating, rejggtiselecting some panacea
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piece of boy-flesh, and the junior-hustlers alkelikim—especially th@aif

and apple-cheeked farmboys, fresh meat appreribdbe game, and all vie
to attract his attention, pulling their snug jeawen tighter fore-and-aft and
hand-exciting themselves to show what they've fgotMr. A. may be old

but his money is young, he is generous with it tx@s no lad unduly. Yet
he is not content with just any youngster, is ict faettishly hard to please,
for he carries in his wallet a studio-portrait oflarkly handsome 14-year-
old and the youth he finally picks up will be asgar to the pictured boy as
Is practicable. | assumed the worn, frayed photyita be the likeness of
an old flame of Mr. A's and, desire waiting on meyndhat he seeks the
faultless substance reflective of the perfect shadout one day in a
moment of confidence Mr. A. tells me that the paittis of himself in his

teens so | conclude that he aspires to recaptwewn boyhood in the
person of a replica'd lad—or it may be that hegmein unique and proxied

fashion to make love to himself!



PIERS—at 12

(August 1960)

. . . Some Bachelor of Philosophy observed thatriadée body inspires
Humility while the female body stirs only Lust.l i§o along with that three
steps forward and two steps back, reflecting thates modern mankind
generally scorns to be Humble, Lust then is theaBa&nd all-End for the
majority. But most men's Fish is not some men's tMgaas horrible
example, embrace Humility while Lust sits down, ntron the air

conditioning . . . and waits!

. . . Piers is a paradise lad who could charm #iatpff unpainted walls
with his almost mathematical beauty—only calipeyald gauge the smooth
round of cheek and brow, the soft sensuous outlii¢ss body. He clings
to a perdurable innocence so Edenic that he atthfully believes in Santa
Claus, Easter Bunny, elves, leprechauns, gobliesewiolves, Mom, fairies
and the desirability of salutary habits over sojitaices. | address only a
kind of nasal veneration to Piers for he kisses neither does he irrumate
nor copulate nor erotically cooperate—but he vatl you smell him. From
cowlick to tiptoe he gives off a natural scent litkee incense trees of old
Cathay or bruised hyacinth petals dusted with nesws... an unmistakable
fragrance one could track through midnight roontmneoaken groves and
dusky byways in the slip stream of fond memory. &tedt bud and the
chafing serpent beneath it, | used to walk withr$ia the remoter reaches

of Riverside Park, sun and leafshade dapplingdmdér limbs anépatant
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face, but we were never alone: bees followed hiskisg a more exotic
honey, butterflies hovered, hummingbirds circledidiy rutting bitches and
their busy-tongued escorts licked his shoes, ndzziefly . . . and soon we
were an odor-adorant parade, a procession of sniffeis regrettable that
so seductive a lad is not seducible but perhapshis very virginity that
exhales this enthralling fragrance, this pueril®rodf sanctity. Retiring to
the limbo of unlove | finally had to relinquish IPRsdrusting that the addition
of a few years will subtract a few inhibitions bprtesently his incense,
worthy of cathedrals, so incensed me that | cowldomger trust my hands
not to take molestive liberties and the culminastaw that broke my back
was when | took him to a movie, afterward goindawatory where locked
in a booth the boy in his schooled phrase did 'Nermbwo' while | in
adjacent cubicle, nostrils aflare, gloated: Ah,r&idittle bouquet, piquant
nosegay, now you are one with crude humanity, nowwill stink like the
rest of us! And with olfactory sense honed keedaaxk the Ripper scalpels,
| heard the repetitive 'plop' of a healthy defematiand then paper
vigorously applied but as he flushed | scottissaddustrate tear from my
eye because do you know, would you believe ..shissmells as sweet as

he does!



DONAL—at 13

(August 1963)

. . . Donal, my Pied Piper boy who leads this rad®nthe nose with his
sweet-noted flute, is in trouble again . . . hithém doesn't understand him
and has whupped him for something he didn't do goobably did, for
Donal's statements are highly biased in this afsacomes to me, winc-
ingly drops pants to show me his latest discipynsecars and | give him
sympathy though tea he will not take, bathe hi®mramropped redly-hot
tight bottom with cold witch hazel and warm kissese or both of which
seem to help for soon the boy gingerly can sit doshe is also supper-
less for his sins | heat up the remainder of my ewening meal of ham and
sweet potatoes which he gratefully wolfs down, hnggme hamly and
bussing me sweet-spudly. After losing three 15¢e&mof checkers | read to
him from a book of beatnik fairy tales where prisges shave, princes
crochet, dragons faint and only the wicked quees tha courage of her
(his) convictions. Then | bring out the new Batnaand Robin comic which
Donal in turn reads to me until the shattering noddation: "Duke, you
know something? | think Batman is g-g-getting irRobin!" Promptly |
propagandize: "I wouldn't be at all surprised foeyt both look to be
intelligent types!" The boy dog-ears the book thafiglly, coughs, sneezes,
blows his nose and shy-blush-fully says: "I dontahrtrying it when my b-
b-butt heals, Duke ... if you don't mind and yowwwant to!" Hastily | fit
together the jigsaw pieces of my out-of-mind andnmix: "At your service,

dear boy!" And while we divide (not equally) twoayts of iced chocolate-
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milk Donal gives me a stern lecture on the triadgbhave to endure from
their heavy-handed male parents, and he exprelsesope that if | ever
have a son | will not b-b-beat his ass for somegliia never did! Gravely |
reply that | know far better ways of handling latien beating them, at
which Donal grins reminiscently, kicks me fondly the ankle and on our
way to bed, clutching crackers and raspberry jamifters, he declares: "I
wish you were my f-f-father!"™ And of course, so do. . . incest

notwithstanding!



GREER—at 15

(May 1962)

.. ..John Donne to the contrary, each nsaan island and the bell that tolls

for me you'll never hear, or hearing never careaning, do never a thing.

. . Greer is a yeasty boy forever rising, a jwhmostler with casuist
columbine eyes and hair bronze as a new pennyoliled pose for statue or
painting of Cupidon or Amoroso and lend it a deénnsidious authenticity
but he has a womanish soul shallow as a beer-cpasi® his assoul is not
in much better shape—he offers his bum so reatlidy I condom myself
against probable microbic assassins, relicts fromvipus sojourners,
deriving my chief pleasure from his hardly to bgmwed upon between-
legs personality. And last night it amused me tofo him on his rounds
through the isometric lavender landscape of Scdlesand each time a
man (and one woman) accosted him and made a myrdtar (except the
woman) | would step up and top it by a dollar ootwhe first time | did
this Greer tucked his paw in mine prepared to gméavith me but | told
him to resume his peripatetics which the puzzled smmewhat offended
lad does, attracting three marks in the next sdlecks each of whom is
disposed of in the manner of the first so that Giebeginning to regard me
with the awed, slightly apprehensive look one wearghe presence of
judges, wardens and the criminally insane . . .Haufinally concludes | am
outside too many whiskies which are prompting mehil for him to get

the best price. And then a blatantly affluent chiostops him offering
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$20—a carpetbag politician, without doubt, for wias that kind of bread
these days except rich-papa'd embryo politicosamggters, and the latter
are almost never hung up on boys. So it is witreegling gratification that |

put the quasi-statesman down, motioning Greer torgand the next score
Is a retired type, ex-clerk or bookkeeper or ceglvant, every drab inch of
his neat shabby clothing and self-effacing manmeclpiming his existence
to be mediocre, dull, stale and non-tax-exempthVelibjectly embarrassed
hesitation he offers the boy $5 at which Greer gifien a contemptuous
stiff-finger but | see the man look at the lad e is the answer to a
middle-aged poor man's prayer— a sort of admirdegpairing, hopelessly
yearning gaze that is already congealing his featurto resigned rejection.
And | take the man's fin, add to it $20 of my owrdagive the money to

Greer, telling him to go with the mark for all nigh. . and to make it nice!
Now | suppose you would call that just plain dantfmess, if not perverse
pimping in reverse, but | like to think it was jusssmall gesture of brotherly

lovel



LUC—at 13

(February 1965)

—Ah, Little Horse, how I love you!

—So0 OK! So what?

—So do you love me?

—I love you to death . . . but you never die!

—Be serious, little one. Do you?

—Jeez, d'you think I sleep with you every goddaghtbecause hate
you?

—But can't you say just those three simple litttrds?

—Sure | carsaythem, but would meanthem?

—Then say them—Iie to me, but tell me you love me!

—I love . . . what you do to me!

... | presume | am no different from any other ltegbswain when | long
now and then to hear the object of my affection, $dgve you! but all
masculine boys would rather be shot dead with bkmves than ever
mouth such an effeminate obscenity. Once wheretlaout the hated phrase
against Luc's tensed thigh, he hooted, "If | didrelve a cock and an
asshole, would you still love me?" To which | repli "Of course! | would
mount you on fine canvas, frame you in baroque ¢gdadl splendor, hang
you on the welcoming wall and art-connoisseurs e+ride would come to
marvel at the newly-discovered Rembrandt, fairar by far than fair

‘Titus'!" Whom does my love love? Almost every natrtreen-aged lad is
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infatuated with himself but if he goes through thetions ofamour with
me then it signifies hardly anything to supplemémtith three words which
could only be insincere or a prevarication. No rsasistic type is Luc,
however, and more than any other lad he denies aotlang (eventually),
though withholding everything at the moment: vogalegative but bodily
affirmative, he gives while his refusal still ecepand if | should propose
some Elephantis-inspired bit of obliquity derivedrh abillet-douxfound
in a hanged man's pocket, the boy will snarl Ne&@rewhile he is disposing
himself into the perhaps distorted position to dewhich makes him the
cherishedrecherchéprize he is. Yet Luc too would sooner tear his tong
out with red-hot pincers than allow it to pronourtihe ignominious words:
[------ you! but crafty Casimir notes that he fuetly talks in his sleep and
especially when the moon is full will he murmureavfcoherent adjurations
such as "Drop dead, you cheap prick!" which I tigstiream-addressed to
one of his little schoolmates. And it being comnkmowledge that a person
cannot utter an untruth in slumbered speech, | uwit a night when Luna
Is so nine-months' swollen that she drips on s@njacomets, extinguishing
them in a sizzle of steam; and while an owl monesorhis inutile
interrogatory | bend over the drowsing limb-fluragl] kiss his starlit brow
and whisper into nacre'd ear: "Can you hear me?frélens, stirs, mutters:
"Go away!" Pause of an eternitied minute, then lgoftWhat is your
name?" He scowls, his eyelashes flutter, he mumtilgtie Horse." Perfect
communication now established, | pose the Sphirestjon: "Do you love

me, Little Horse?" And he grunts: "Who you?" whislsomewhat off-
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putting—as if he had lovers so numerous he couks#@p track of them, so
| particularize to blunt: "Do you love Duke?" Stieavily asleep the boy
twitches, squirms, then his arms come up to ercimty neck, he pulls my
head down so my lips brush his cheek ... and digginrunmistakably, with

heartfelt sincerity he sighs: "l love Angela!"



PHILIPPE—at 14

(August 1962)

. .. The French they are a funny race: they fighh their feet-and talk
through their nose! Philippe isdélicieux bonbonniéreson of the local
consul or some UN official’'s valet, has a polycheobody rose-white and
snow-red, tricolor eyes in politesseface and withal is so beguiling a
compagnon-de-lithat he depraves my bedroom into a schoolliegoir on

the Rue des Petits-jésuBlis Tour d Eiffelwith thehaute cuisineafe on the
top-level gushes withaissez-faireabandon but he has odd reservations with
regard to his pinkly iridescerdul, being negative faun to my affirmative
Priapus, heatedly denying the simple iaptteorem that a round peg
will fit a circular hole though he has practicabiyglmitted that a certain
conciergés brat back in Paris last year already has plowedon several
Mon Dieu! trysts in a cellar of Notre Dame and who probalkbnd pay
Philippe a fakefranc for his priceless honeyed moon. No matter how
eloquently I play beggar at his back door he refusesuffer even my fond
introspection of hisexus-nexysperhaps apprehensive | will be seized by
some Dutch boy hero-mania and stick my finger s umimpregnable (on
this side of the Atlantic) dike; so | return taaping with the boy'dijoux
indiscrets those ‘'forbidden playthings' to which French rygsters are
inordinately attached but when | renew my suboamsti for breech-
rapprochementPhilippe with his 'no hands' pencil lewdly writes my
suppliant tongue: Gooutre yourself! and when | slip my hand beneath him

to fillip his firm buttocks he philippicsous-moi le camplt avails nothing
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to remind him that lads younger, handsomer, kirateadt possibly tighter
than he have allowed me ingress and that he isapiplbig enough and |
undoubtedly small enough to make our conjunctiorualy miscible, for
he loudly negatesJde m’en fous!confirmed in his resistance to my
attempting a lunar-probe thus sorely disrupting asgtral space-program.
Then one confidential'd adrenalin night | discovee boy is an ardent
revolutionary whose heroes are thass-culottesvho lopped so many
noble and royal heads during the fall of #n&cien régimeand at wallet-
gutting expense | have an old German cabinetma@pduce in miniature
a guillotine perfect in every detail and which werkar better than its
prototype, having a spring-propelled razor-sharpvigesteel blade which
can slice fingers, butter and almost any other aibjich will fit into its
tiny headrest. Philippe, who apparently is an esidgiic sado-masochist in
addition to his other political convictions, is stelighted with my
sanguinary offering that gratefully he turns oved affers hismont-de-
piété cautiously, incredulously | touch its hard warmiighing: "Will you
let me?" still not entirely convinced the lush frbas finally fallen! The boy
replies: "Go ahead, but if you hurt me | will cdt gour damnvit with my
guillotine!™ So now glowing with Franco-Amean amity, mounting
pride andextaseremembrance | can say—as someone else has said of

another place—that in New York last night | wag-nance!



BETE NOIRE

(October 1961)

. . . When | was very young and still having traulvith three-syllabled
words, it was my and my companions' guilt-glee'dihao search for
discarded Prince Albert tobacco cans and spell founh the blurbly-
hyperbolical self-praise on the back of the tin tkgciting magic
Incantation:Pa discovered in Ma the most delightful hokdack! How
misguided I, we, Prince Albert, everybody was! Nagie incantation this,
but black magic diabolics! No delightful hole thatt Lady Macbeth'©ut,

damned spot!

. . . When lilacs last round the whorehouse blogntiegire dankly dwelt a
streetwalker named Sylvia, professionally knowrCaffee-Ann as coffee-
an'-doughnuts caused her to horizontal for the bajtool trade . . . men had
to pay disproportionately more. Had she taken oéteerself Sylvia would
have been a fairly worthy member of Society, hejpio keep pure young
girls (if any) pure and unattached males relievad, Sylvia was careless
and undiscriminative about her work and before yoauld say
‘contraceptively prophylactic' she was clappedhe ¢yeballs and points
north and her steadiest customer was Mr. Spiroehat&reek, | believe.
And soon limp, limping, lesioned victims of Syhdassewerage queued up to
report her to the Police who said it's a Health &&pent matter who said
it's an Education and Welfare concern who said,cathdly: "Whaddya

want we should do, invade her privacy awready?asan amused, slightly
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sickened, innocent bystander to all this until Marko last year was my
own angel-whore, stud-choirboy, was accosted byi&yne night, plied
with strong licker and led to her pestilent couahgd a month later Mark
was in the hospital with the two worst of the segegiable diseases, plus
stricture and involvement of the prostate and bdadehnd potent penicillin
which cures by action killed Mark by reaction. | ntdo his funeral and
later— since nothing had been done about the mtr&drhad infected the
boy's pestle—I bought two small household itemsPatter & Geist's
Department Store and sought out Sylvia in her moesdair. She still
retained a semblance of faded Valentine hearts feaygkd paper lace
prettiness doubtless alluring to unsophisticatenlemtents and | gave her a
last chance . . . | threw a sawbuck in her laprgaiti was hers in any case
but to tell me the truth: Is she free from disead&f? clean as your own
mother, dearie!" she lisped, sealing her doom,samlihg my gloved fist on
herimpastocomplexion | clipped her on the jaw, lowered hecamscious
form to the bed and ripped off her clothes. Thenwrapped my purchases:
a pound of powdered Plaster of Paris and a paste-t . . mixed powder
with water to smooth batter, poured it into pastriye the nozzle of which |
shoved up that malodorous maladied twat whereaat lene young explorer

had been wrecked on his maiden-voyage —and squleezed

Who is Sylvia, what is she

That the swains all adore her?
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| have acted a bit histrionically perhaps, yetvdatruck a blow for
Hygiene if not for PurityAvant-garddrictional fiction has ever rung with
praise for the whore with the heart of gold. Nogne you something new:

the whore with the plaster vagina!



THE GONE BELOVED CHEAT—at 137

(June 1956)

. . . I love those long, lazy summertime days wbered, nothing-to-do,
schoolless mischievous lads short on money butromm with sap cluster
about like so many overripe peaches pining to kenea. . so much for
wishful thinking! As a matter of sober fact, thoygrhenever | see a bevy
of batted and balled boys wending toward some dchéfamond | droolily
follow, hoping there might be something in it fdd &Casimir but generally
the youngsters wind up in one of those depressingicipal playgrounds
frustratingly high-fenced and lock-gated with umifeed guard yet to protect
pubescent personnel (who protects them from thiees?). And today the
situation hiccupily repeats itself like a 50¢ meaad prisoner-of-love | am
outside looking in, yearning against the cruel esiclg wire like a crash-
dieting tiger outside a careless orphanage. | ptbisltoo meshed paradise
seeking hole, gap, break, opening or breach butethee is exasperatingly
virgo intact, yet | stealthy around the circumference ONE MOREH . . .
and suddenly descry a sunshine lad with Cypriars eyed Dorian face
watching me from inside and | weasel up to himpldiging a folded fin and
stiffening my thumb to show the nature of my nocuoeed. And he cuts
his hard amber orbs at me, elevates his auregébrows, opens wide
his rubescent mouth—and | flinch, expecting sopraareams for guard,
fuzz, Mom and the Marines; but he merely whisks ékeended bill from
my nerveless grasp and pointing, murmurs: “Arouhd torner, Mac.”

Leisurely he leads the way while | hop, skip, jutopmble, trip and trimble
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to a remote section where blessed bushes brigllé @m nettles and poison-
oak-ivy kneel unmindful of their scritchy caresslgress my famished face
to the mesh against which the boy invitingly grinkdis plush middle,
shoving right hand inside his waistband and unngpnelodiously with his
left. Closing my eyes, | open my mouth and praygrfawait penile health,
wealth and happiness but what | get rudely, roygdistily, mockingly

shoved between my lips is not his phallus but imger!



ROWAN—at 17

(January 1959)

. . There is nothing new under the sun, only ataans. During the
Crusades while brave knights were dying for thes€rim hottest Saracen-
land, their hotter wives back home cleverly wererapg chastity belts with
medieval hairpins to let in the handsome consmestiobjector from the
castle next door. With cymbal clash and beat ofrgriade into the present:
petitely blonde Mrs. Bulsifer is female but no ladiiuggily dark Mr.
Bulsifer is male but no gentleman . . . and hedisa lot. And while hubby
Is away Mrs. B. consoles herself with Rowan whotmat when he was
good, though he still retains the face of a hung@aregel and a body by
Phidias and is fonder of bed than Messrs. SimmadsEmglander. And one
night when Rowan is covering Mrs. B. like heavyatreon a gooseberry
tart, Mr. B. shows up—extremely unexpectedly, iegavithout saying! But
Mr. B. surprisingly transpires to be bisexual whiwe need arises, and
instead of taking Rowan mayhemly apart he merelym® the already
mounted lad. So—sandwiched between the doughy vinéad of blonde
Mrs. B. and the hard pumpernickel of dark Mr. B.—.ep&owan painfully

squirms like a piece of corned beef!



PASCAL—at 18

(October 1962)

. . . We hear a lot about the Dignity of Man nowglaut where is your
Dignity when you like Patience on a Monument arting on freezing
bedpan at five in the morning in a crowded hospitatd and the damn
orderly has forgotten to put a screen around yad! [Surely enough to
make you weep through your sobs but a posture psrlewen more
undignified is simple hetero intercourse, espegiathen the male is bottom
man on his own totem pole (the female nowaday# i®op more ways than
one since those utter fools gave her the voted, lahus hypothesize that
this man was nicely hard but has lost it due todtiained position, thus
muchly provoking his partner for his member nowscggily in just far
enough to be tantalizing but not satisfying; andhimy they can do
severally or united restores him to his former piria of under-glory and
the woman becomes so irritated, annoyed, exasperatggravated that
prematurely her period starts, ending abruptly than's sentence of
infatuation . . . and they might as well go ouatmovie! Yet all is not lost,
for in this age of automation auto-mating screwmngehines have gone
beyond the blueprint stage and are just arounctdheer, and in the very
near future | foresee a private crapper with evergpital bed and a coin-
operated copulation contraption which for two ddlan inserted dimes will
lay you as you like ita la woman, man, girl, boy, ewe or you name it . . .

then everybody will have Dignity and Dignity wileka Dirty Word!
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... If he had a telephone Pascal would be a caltagyhis real vocation is
Purveyor to the Trade. | often see him hoofing lyusbout, always with a
pigskin attachécase, and though he is overage for me andcacgpéthes
pueri, | am curious about his satchel so take him hone aiose evening
where the lad readily displays the contents oftbis-bag, a miscellany of
yum-yums for those of failing powers or the few wbarue north in the
compass of sex is perversity. There are silk-aathlEr whips, nettle
scourges, piano-wire flails, chain-mesh lashes atiter flagellanterie
Spanish fly and a United Nations of allied fliegsliles yohimbine, caga-
root and like aphrodizzyacs; orgasm-retarding armhssi-hastening
unguents, salves and ointments; steel and silvedles both plain and
electrically-charged fofrottage or perforating penile / anile areas. And in a
heavily-padded section of Pascgtatmanteaulare tiny-motored massagers
for tired testicles and phalli; prostatic, vaginahal, urethral A.C.-D.C.
stimulators and dildoes; battery-powered phalloqglementers to increase
vibrantly the length and girth of small or limp mieens, and an ingenious
suction-pump of chromium and gum rubber guaranteedutperform the
most accomplished fellator. The lad suggests weogloed where he'll be
tickled to demonstrate any item | am interestedunl put him down for he
Is too depraved-looking, with bister duo-circlesdan his eyes and a rank
odor of stale KY on him. Somewhat hurt by my refu®ascal pulls out a
little memorandum-book listing his satisfied custws) identified by initials
only but with additive illuminating notes, as: HSTikes to be stomped on,

bring football-shoes; RFK—takes it in the left eaty, don't forget to
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remove hearing-aid first; LBJ . . . but what seh@&d is not fit for family-
reading so | will omit it. And since the lad haseheso obliging and still
evidences a little resentment that | have not éagefailed myself of his
doubtful body, | purchase one of the suction-punvpgch will be just the

thing for an old queen | know who is callétl Wind because he blows

nobody good!



AUGUST—at 17

(September 1956)

... In medieval heraldic times August's coat of @mwould have been a
stallion rampantcovering a bull ditto, riding a ram likewise, sogising a

buck hare. | knew his mother so | can uncontragityi assert that August
was not only an S.0.B., but an unequivocal son bitéh as well. Bastard
get of an unspeakable dam and unknown sires (plpbab multi-

superfetation in one too fertilitied night) Augweas a farmboy (plowboy in
the impregnative sense)—the complete absolute 1@@#e with not a

female chromosome in him. Lascivious as mink otasuéss harem he
screwed everything, everyone with a blind brutesbé@lust that shook the
fragile foundations of civilized humanism . . . penetrated bloody liver
simulatively slit, overripe watermelons, anthillges a rain, women, girls,
boys, heifers, mares, hens, large female caningsi@arown mother, lewdly
acquiescent; indeed, it is to be doubted even timhioles within August's
reach were long virgin, and to none of these unaidshe bring even the
shadow of tenderness or consideration, absorbsdimhe callous slaking
of his super-sexed urge. Living indictments of teelnes, this Caliban and
his Messalina-Mom might have gone on for years dpean menace to
animate and inanimate alike had not August atgast too far and bestially
raped the 13-year-old daughter of a certain FarBwawn, a rugged
individualist who had seen too many irresponsiladeatigs out on low bail or
easeful probation for this cruel derring-do; andewhhis little girl, only

child and apple of his eye had finally to be conteditto a mental institution
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as a result of August's too aggressive ingresanéraBrown feeling red

rutilant riot took the law into his own hands. Aairgpoint he forced the
ravisher to strip, tied him upright to a stout posthis barn and turned a
hungry suckling calf in with him. The young boviseon discovered the
teat that was but one-fourth as numerous as thadingetation he was
accustomed to, but there was a comforting simylaghd though an

insufficient, different-tasting milk was expulsdaraugh his vigorous suck-
butting and forceful gumming, still it was bettdrah nothing. August

remained with this gluttonous bull-to-be for a lodgy, longer night, after
which his body was found floating in a nearby stieaand the absence of
his male symbol and sign was attributed by the lsbadcpuzzled authorities
to some species of piranha-like fish which oddlystmoiave migrated from
jungled Amazon rivers to the peaceful environsoefd. And since August's
passing took place on the first day of the ninthnthoof the year, it is

entirely fitting, accurate and appropriate to stag the first of September

was the last of August!



ANDY—at 14

(August 1949)

. . . By odd concatenation of the irrelevant and tm-particular, | am
spending a quiet evening at home catching up orcoagespondents and
making a virtue of unnecessity salivating over nfiyuens of au naturel
boys, winnowing the shockwavers from the merelys&attory when Andy
who is an outstanding example of Peloponnesiansaecifically of the
school of Argos, comes to say Hello. And thattsrélly about all he can do
for the nonce as he is taped in front from a rec@mtuumcising which is
playing hob with him, and he is also bum-bandaged  a cyst having
been removed from perianal precincts, and albegsiaaly drugged with
aspirin / codeine, the poor lad still is in muclsatimfort and turns pale
when you mention Bathroom for he has already had tmmmentuous
experience with toilet-backlash, and he has talather food nor drink for
the past 24 hours to give his excretory organs ehrmeeded respite. But he
desires a fast fin for some boyish folly so offéais jockey-hard thighs
which | accept with avidity (one live boy being raoexciting than ten
thousand pictures of same), and it is a distinatl ust to stroke Andy's
sleek, polished marmoreal body anywhere, yet ayuidrvaselined inter-
crural activism is not an unmitigated success gs/és the boy so violently
painful an erection that | have to muffle his seneaby stuffing his own
socks in his mouth so the neighbors won't thinkdbdomising the cat. And
finally, petted and pilled, threnodic Andy lameatsay and | do not see him

for a month; then one night he bursts in wild-eyagajng, bombed out of
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his mind. | administer a stiff shot of Old Stinkfier to calm him and myself
down and in the boozy camaraderie that ensue®irehim to confide what
IS upsetting him this time, and it develops that ttapless lad has more
troubles than a one-eyed madam in a cut-rate cathauth the girls on
strike, for out of the commingled sobs, groanscings and wails | pluck
and piece together sufficient informative phragekearn that Andy's cyst is

sprouting anew and he is also growing a secondlkare



LUC—at 13

(January 1965)

. . While insomniac nightbird criticals the ovedht moon and my
exhausted darling sleeps with unconscious hanchaté upon me, | delve
in Webster's Unabridged for worthy linguistic tertasconvey my regard for
Luc . . . for this lad whose presence, whose vemyar can both tense and
relax me. Impiety not intending, | could say helexane to celestial eyrie
overlooking the gods yet that lacks originality.dAhcould always drown in
his depthful eyes, cool my face in toeun-foam hair, sip from his nectar'd
lips, buss his sea-shell ear, his tender cheekgasmland on his young
breast expire . . . but all echo the facile poetasthe sophister, the
sophomoric. So | will simply, sincerely state iude hip-argot of the day—
hoping for recognition's nod or smile déja vy though | diginfra dig’s
elevated eyebrows as well—that if Luc granted m#ing else, | would be

happy just to kiss his unwiped ass!



THE FEMININE MYSTAQUE

(November 1963)

. .. Let nothing in this Diary persuade you thaate women! On the whole
| admire them: | respect Mothers and though | caabale Moms | will not
totally disparage them for they too produce boyangmas are tops, aunts
(female-type) are unobjectionable, stepmothers uleatly are more
beneficently maternal than the natural articletesssare useful, wives are
anathema, mothers-in-law often favorably surprise,yclean whores are
indispensable, tomboys are sublimative and womegemeral are nice to
have around if only to throw things at, to sic ttegy on or to confirm one's
worst suspicions. And not to deny credit where aligndue, in the never-
cold war between the sexes though | am not a gaatt | have observed
that women have it all over men in this unceasiogflect, for the female
never admits defeat—she never stops fighting, fglplanning, deceiving,
cheating, contriving, scheming, intriguing to gaier amative goal. You can
leave a member of the weaker sex lying torn anddyan the battlefield of
love and minutes later she comes at you from ardhecdcorner in a Sears
Roebuck Dior and Mr. John-copy hat, Elizabeth Ardexils aflaunt and
Woolworth warpaint flying . . . and man, you bettarn tail and haul it
because you're never going to win! | have knownatisofrom 69 to 96
(down and up), brazen with rouge, lipstick, mascataquantant with
earrings, necklaces, bangles and if they can ngelobend over to put a
slave-bracelet on their left ankle they will getr@mne to do it for them—

and it's all part of their never-ending, ingenigusiaged campaign to
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cunningly divide and conquer some unsuspecting ragéd 17 to 70 (up
and down). And sometimes you will see a Social 8geyeared tomato
with her can stuffed into bright-red toreador-pdiks twin basketballs in a
used condom, her hair rainbow-dyed, her melonbiiissting out of a tight
teener sweater, no stockings and her painted-néled sometimes dirty-
ankled) feet shoved into open-toed open-heeledssiveelgies or spiked—
and her sum-total appearance shocks the eye, whdignified, ridiculous
and plain silly but still she's in there pitchindpat she's got, proclaiming to
the male world that she's a woman and they betgchwtheir step or one of
them will find himself right under her inexorabldwumb. And this
emphasizes one reason why men die earlier than momen lose their
challenging attitude toward life and their zest fioe new, the different, the
unusual; some even lose faith and confidence imsleéses, gradually
slackening into so near-comatose a condition thaertakers regard them
thoughtfully and dry-wash their itchy hands. Butwwoman's sexual
philosophy is: Never say Die, never sigh Old, nemgr Surrender, never
sob Too Late; and she contends frenziedly to thed frumpet against lover-
enemy Man and those other adversaries called Boremlod Conformity
and Defeat and Age and Disease and Death. Andahedry few weapons
really, compared with the male: basically all slksgesses is what popularly
Is known as the feminineystique—and when you boil that down, strain it
and take out the impurities, what you have lefsimply an outrageous

vanity, a handful of cosmetics and an ace in the!ho



WAKEFIELD—at 14

(July 1958)

. . . For the male, the successful pursuit of haggs is merely a matter of
overcompensation: are you short? become Napoletiscpoor you are?
adapt yourself to the cult of Robin Hood; impotarttthou? then love boys

for theirs is the only fleshly passion that surgitke Final Hard-On.

... Some of my best friends are heteros, amoewp tlr. Garner who at 65
has automatically been retired—but his job waslifesand he can't find a
part-time one; his worser-half drives him out oé thouse so he won't get
underfoot during the day, but at night is scathyngdsentful that he is so
rarely up to his family-duty; his spoiled offsprimtpmand subsidiesheir
spoiled offspring demand baby-sitting and generlllty G's existence is so
replete with inequities and indignities that he teomplates euthanasia or
high bridges. I tell him he has done enough fort&dyg, now let Posterity
do something for him, and what he needs is a yauttdmpanion who can
teach him to relax and enjoy life, yet will not sekessly be pestering him to
fill that insatiable slit with which he is so exsfuwlly, incapably
acquainted—though if on occasion he should dessexaalapéritif, this
young person will provide it gladly but in diffefrerfashion than is
customary. Mr. G. looks blankly askance and | cuorgi Has he ever
considered an exciting, relatively inexpensive ya&sing relationship with
a nice young boy? And if we had not been sittinghie park Mr. G. would

have brained himself on the ceiling, for he goesight up in sheets of
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flame, vociferating how dare | suggest such argadle’ immoral / lewd /
obscene / lascivious / licentious, etc. etc., amait until his color rainbows
from apoplexy-green through outraged-red to shogkek then reply he
should think it over and if he changes his mind¢ame over at about eight
tonight and meet Wakefield. He looks at me likenl something a sick toilet
threw up and stalks away in what | believe is calligh Dudgeon and |
smile like a cat in a fish-market, go home, pusloh beer on ice, prepare
spicy sandwiches . . . and bide my time. Punctudbkefield appears,
effulgently appealing as ever with his choristecefaand carnation body
shoe-horned into fade-blue dungarees and starithvkite shirt, and noting
complacently that he is stiff with starch too | €lbim in as to a possible
visitor who could become his very profitable patrahich immediately
intrigues the lad as he has a thing about older anehlikes them almost as
much as he likes money, bless his big little nigthteeart. Eight o'clock
sees no Mr. G. but on the half-hour he furtivesowking like Number One
on the Ten-Most-Wanted List, subdued, apologettt\&ith so pervasive an
air of loneliness and neglect that he chills themmowith it, yet his glance
winces away from friendly Wakefield as if the boene Satan's stepson.
Gratefully Mr. G. downs the glass of beer | offend a refill, and another,
managing to look more woebegone than ever but winegoungster sits on
the couch beside him, spreading RSVPthighs wide so the tab to his
pants-zipper is temptingly displayed, Mr. G. jigeway so convulsively his
shap-on bow tie pops across the room. | bring ensndwiches and more

beer | have bolstered by adding ten shots of O&dtkg and we eat while
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my elder guest and | exchange desultory remarksitaihe unpredictable
weather, then | urge Mr. G. to drink up, which leesl . . . to drink up, which
he does ... to drink up, which he does . . . uhjlidge it is time for

Wakefield to go into the second stage of his mstasion, so covertly |
signal to him and he begins to peel down. And 3f@%ified, 98-proof

mellowed Mr. G. for the first time dares to looklyuat the boy who with his

back to him is just removing his briefs . . . aretéhl will disclose to you

that Wakefield has the kind of smooth pink Apriliags that would make a
Baptist preacher lay his Bible down and ponderWhed that has become
Flesh! Rose-rampantly five inches ahead of himbefboy goes and sits on
Mr. G's now helpless lap and says: "Cold pops, why play so hard to
get!" And the old, rapidly getting younger man gi\a&gasp, a twitch, a sigh
and as he takes the lad into his arms you can alhee his troublous
burdens fall clanking to the floor. | give Wakelleh congratulatory pat on
the shoulder, get them to their feet, push them b@droom and return to
finish the one sandwich and lone bottle of beeraiamg, then try to find

something to read but every book | take up fallsropt a love-scene so |
just sit there and listen to the sounds coming fb@yond my bedroom door
which must be made of cardboard for too plainlgdhmuted moans, stifled
cries, muffled panting, unpregnant silences, Idrte-lapping noises and

wrenching ejaculations . . . some of them vocal!



KELSEY—at 13

(July 1959)

... I don't know too much about cars so | coultil you right off the bat if
this heap | have rented is Volkswagen or Lincolm@eental but it has
wheels and there is nothing like mobility to shakdad loose from his
cherry or the box it came in. And | am cruisinglard in my usual cautious
orthodox fashion, going through red lights and ptog at green with the
greatest of ease when | spot this nirvana lad, tittte compact with

rampaging radiator ornament surely betokening @l ftlsive, and crashing
to screeching halt against a hydrant and scarirsglgss a leg-lifted
mongrel, | interrogative the youth does he perchaimcline to a jot of
motorization. Besides having dimples, the kid olwgly is the adventurous
type for he clambers in saying he would admirertfost to go to Fifth and
Main in which general direction | aim the vehichajt it soon evolves that
this boy knows more about internal-combustion tpanstion than Ford
and General Motors combined for he commences toensakde remarks
about the way | drive, also comprehensively indngatwhat | am doing
wrong which is everything. Then it dawns on me th&kft my driver's

license back at the car-rental place and furtheenibexpired last night,
possibly from the humiliation of having stampeditsface in red ink the
glaringly inequitable judgment: NOT RECOMMENDED FOHEENEWAL!

Meanwhile this pyrrhic poltergeist | have picked logick seat drives from
the front seat so devastatingly that by the timegetto Main and Fifth he

has stripped my gears, flooded my ignition, unlin@dbrakes, run down
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my battery and altogether made a junkyard wreckef And to add felony
to insult to teetotal treachery he calls over dyboop who harmlessly has
been leaning against a lamppost dreaming of retinem. . and introduces

me to his father!



BUCKY—at 14

(April 1946)

. . . Bucky is one of the more selgmippenjungenwith a magnificent
phallophysiognomy that has no rival; a superb &thlee can stand while
lying down but his parochial conception of the waywoo is to 'wrassle'.
Each time | recumbent him he transforms the madtynattress into super-
thick, ultra-soft pillowed wrestling-mat, thereorropdly displaying his
sartorius muscles, deltoids, biceps, triceps ana sievelopment but when |
ask to be allowed to feel his erector-muscle asdluted environs he looks
down his prim nose and shakes his prude head. dipsmbraces | manage
to give this boy-Hercules are in the course of eatmore violent and
undignified exercise: when he puts head-lock onl ikiss him . . . and cry
Uncle! | twist under his hard hammerlock to teebhehis harder nipples . . .
and cry Uncle! While he administers a punishing-halson | contortedly
contrive to ravish his buttercup belly-button .and cry Uncle! And so my
bruiseful courtship painfully progresses as Buakysrthrough his extensive
repertoire of third-degree holds, then repeats. ®ben on desperate
occasion | eel out of his rib-cracking limbs, ddown and put determined
tongue-lock on his hot sweaty young glans, Buckstantly subsides on
sheet, relaxes every straining sinew, taut tendwh rmordacious muscle
except the one | now convulsively grip and grablamgears, he whinnies

in libidinous glee: "OK, Duke, you win! | know wheim licked!



FIAT LUX

(October 1964)

. .. Doctors should never be sick, dentists shaelkr wear false teeth and
head-shrinkers should never go mad— it's such loaérasing! But then
advertising is bad all over. | like to keep abreafstvhat the opposition is
doing so | never miss an issue of Woman's Day, I8eea, Harper's Bazaatr,
Vogue, the Compleat Whore's Monthly, etc., and Ireow leafing through
the September number of the Ladies Home Evenind wbgh | have
abstracted from the mailbox next door, intendirithfally to return same—
and it cudgels me anew how few ads feature boysn am general
publications or those slanted especially to theenaaldience like Playboy,
Esquire and that lot. And when at length you do e@uoross a lad (touting
boys'-apparel usually) while he is almost withowuteption a cute little
honeydipper exuding mana from every observable kcraad nanny and
with a twinkle in his ormolu eyes which seems tg: $anay be a boy-model
but I'm far from a model boy, you still see onlyeoof them for a dozen or
fifteen freakish, munster-faced, TB-torso'd, inohd nailed, pawky-gawky-
limbed females so maskingmaquillagedthat you might be looking at
Frankenstein's mother-in-law for all you know and what, like as not, are
thesegirls modelling? Page-boy bobs or Italian-boy haircutsy-bhirts,
butcher-boy smocks, boy-coats, sailor-boy hatdarobnd blouses, boy-cut
slacks and boyleg swimsuits! Now what the advergischoochies have
overlooked is that one man in five-and-a-half likeales sexwise and even

though probably not boysexual, that man would beextt and possibly
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eager to look at a lad just with the thought: Jedzat a man he'll make!
And personally | would buy a hell of a lot more hder example, if | saw
an ad showing a naked inebriated youth with grapéss hair sprawled on
an innerspring with a bottle of Bunghole Brand Béaereach hand and
Alcoholics Sodomynous breaking down the door— né&ede anything
sensational, you understand, just good clean coaisee understated soft
sell! But such a spiritual and elevating departuoen the drab girlie-girlie
norm will never be presented to the public, thetadle being those
Madison Avenue flip-lips who are all in the anomadoposition of being
matriarchically brain-washed without having anyibsaand doggedly they
will continue to peddle their putrid visual misimfoation until they are
either lavenderly-infiltrated or themselves catche tincurable but
transportivemicrobus pedophilusBut someone should at least wise up the
manufacturers, the wholesalers, the middlemen atailers that boys—

always in good taste—are definitely the In-Thing tyear!



TRAUMERIE PRIMERO

(June 1949)

... All philosophy is the grudging, sometimesagfal acceptance of defeat
but even in the fantasies of slumber am | baselyatted. Last night |
dreamt | was the sole and absolutely only campakain the exact center of
the Boy Scout Jamboree at Valley Forge, Pennsydyaamd golden lads
were lined in a quarter-mile queue, jumping up do@n in their exigent
need to visit me. And sweet boy after boy presssdibrato parts against
me, pipi-pingling gentle gamboge rain from puerile heavieove and it was
all exceedingly empyrean until the¢hmuclof a Scoutmaster had to rudely

precipitately intrude with his chronic diarrhea!



LENNY—at 17

(March 1964)

. . . Be so kindly, Lenny, please stop trying tioren me! Just because you
are no longer on the game (at 14 you were so dagsperm-cupping that
your pants-zipper was always fusing!) and now hayes for nothing but
the stultific slit, do not leap over the conclustbat | show the same lack of
taste! Every day for the past week you have seet either Bridget or
Maggie—Dboth sixteen but not sweet, and badly idn#fefumigating and a
two-hour tub-soak. And | would not be even slightigredulous to find
they have been tucking pieces of my sterling sileed other costly
minutiae into their scurfy, sour-smelling beehivairtdos, for someone is
abstracting same and your frows$tgus have been my only recent visitors.
You say | should emotionally grow up to my calenage, put away childish
things and be a man, stop all this perverse chipplep with boys and
switch to girls which is the natural / normal thitegdo. But | have heard all
that bumptious bushwa before—from experts yet, @otdry to teach an
old dog dirty tricks, and if | prefer a lad's Any® Seat to a lass's Amen
Corner perhaps | am far better sped than you,sa®hgly suspect you are
trying to foist one or both of your noisome bagsoome because you have

got one or both in an Interesting Condition!



PERRY—at 13

(August 1951)

.. . As the tree is bent so the limbs are incljrigtle oaks from big acorns
grow, early to bed and early to rise gives boysetbimg to play with, many
a mickle makes a muckle congressional investigadad give me the sweet

hostage child when he is 13 and nol-prosse thagehaf kidnapping!

. . . Perry, sweet Rose of Paestum and of Pablas,ahface as pinkly
Innocent as a baby's ass. He is an ex-Boy Scoutwdsthrown out for
unbecoming conduct with a Cub Scout—some taradidd@at two kids in
one bunk or one kid in two bunks . . . | never det the real lowdown,
being above sucbhroniques scandaleuseQuite a ceremony was made of
poor Perry's ouster, however: his whole Troop abssinin a square in the
middle of which the lad was shorn of his merit baglghat insignia and
neckerchief clasp to slow mournful drumbeat andgeful fife, the Scout
Flag at half-mast. Perry's parents devote everyingakinworking moment
to acquiring a hangover or recovering from onehgoltoy spends his nights
with me and is never missed; but each morning &fdleavesd miss one or
two little items though nothing of real value sddn't mention it as | don't
want to lose Perry who is a veritable King of Cagka and erects at
everything—food, drink, a clock striking, a weatheport. To bed with this
boy is to experience a succession of delightfuldhtimes infinitely
welcome in the depths of my buccal depression, itkedps exacting a

correspondingly inflated price. Now | notice thdtem the lad eventually
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lapses into tired slumber he passes into a comdimore coma than deep
sleep and experimenting | discover nothing shorhafling him under a
cold shower will rouse him before daybreak, sorgkadvantage of this
adventitious circumstance | wait until jealddsrpheus steals Perry from
me in the midst of a phrase or a promise, shivériogntain myself for five
needles-and-pins minutes then slip down to find lninte again erect,
exuding the rapturous scent of boy-juice still ympad. Blessing his
unaware availability | fit myself onto him like otimgered glove and three
hard downstrokes and four soft upstrokes laterbbidy arches tautly and
straining against me witltrescendosighs of unconscious pleasure he
releases hot dairy'd spurts that are all the majeyable because they're
costing me not a single thin dime. So | let Peogtoue to pilfer from me

which is only fair . . . for blissfully, freely lteal from him!



LUC—at 13

(February 1965)

... Once a boy knows you are his slave (neveateustler you love him—
he will exploit the very nails out of your shoekB will not long be content
to play the master but soon or sooner will essayrtie of tyrant, which is

typically young male and normally aggressive bull yave to scotch it in
the bud or there is no living with him. Last nighttle Horse kicked me

awake at three o'clock in the morning and caprei@s a boy pope
demanded | go out and get him a quart of onioraplgb ice cream and a
box of cinnamon mcgeorge-bundies. For a minuteethgéhought he was
pregnant then | realized he was just trying it ors¢e how | would react,
and since extensive boy-experience has taught atdrttcertain situations
as in some amatory positions a stiff upper li;mdicated, | turned him over
and not unlightly tanned the nether cheeks of ¢hiseky lad, pillowed my
head on the warm loaves (very nice these cold wmtghts!) and told him

to go the hell back to sleep. Luc scowled at mer ¢we shoulder for a
moment then probably to keep his little masculiek-isnage intact he said:
"As long as you're up and you're down there, gieeamim-job, please, sir!"
And confident of my acquiescence he shoves mywibbeneath his middle
and pries apart his tight nates, snakily layingropefore my rabbity gaze
his narrow exotic valley sheltering the recessedelpink temple. Since |
don't want him to feel neglected, unwanted or insecfebricitly | begin to

de-petal the tight-furled anal bud, lipping a titlwf bittersweet milk-

chocolate from hisréme de cacasphincter which struggles manfully
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against my lingual invasion but finally surrendetise keys to the
supersensitive inner citadel, and as | pierce thst treasure-troved
stronghold the boy thrusts hotly against my facé exrclaims: "Wow, sir,
are you using your tongue— or sandpaper!" And whdrave made a
sufficiently adequate penetrative analysis to §atisn and myself he twists
out from under me, reversing himself to reveal sthitecturally classic a
temporary erection that immediately | fall on ittevihoarse demolishing
cries but he shoves me awagche-sexedis hands over his pulsatant
Canaan, Land of Promise, and fanciful as a boy eongee commands me
to go out and get him a copy Wfhat Every Young Boy Should Knand a

family-size jar of Spanish fly!



LINDEN—at 15

(June 1956)

. . . Passionate youth may burn but theirs is & t@me compared with the
white-hot fires that five-alarm the years aftetyfifl have respect for the
elderly and sympathy for dim eyes, gray hair, deeguwrinkles and other
sere inevitables, realizing that often desireiiswgigently young though the
body is not, so when Mr. Snodgrass who at 81 ie&pcing an ethical
change-of-life pleads with me to help him thaw famden's dry ice heart, |
gladly lend my moral support and figuratively andmaidgen literally twist

the boy's short-arm for | know of a certain peckerdhe has committed on
a statutory pig. And while Linden has a naturalraiknation to let old age

creep over him, | assure him Mr. Snodgrass is ngdo capable of that. . .
"But hell, Duke," the boy further protests, "thel dart's on his last legs—a
good swing on my gate would kill him!" | reason katSo all right already,

so what a way to go! Nor will it hurt you to do ewf good deeds for a
change as there just might be a Heaven in whicé yas are going to be in
one Hell of a bind!" The lad grouses, grumps, gsobat at last puts his
blue-suede shoes under December's bed and thedagxhe astonished,
richer, wiser, thoroughly drained boy chides merot telling him sooner

that there were so many kicks in being massageld warm Geritol and

gummed-off!



SONNY—at 17

(October 1957)

. . . A burnt fire dreads the child, water leftits own devices will always
flow uphill, what goes down must watch out, andparssman who can't

make a hole-in-one may be luckier than he knows!

...  knew Sonny during his bloom from 13 to 16em he used to share my
bed (but not for lack of beds) and play the FAeés of Sodomy with me to
standing room only. We still keep in touch and Ise hiere tonight
reminiscing about the Widow Schwanz with whom heas erecto-
jaculatorily acquainted this past summatilu an unfortunatériple-
ententedebacle transpired. He tells me the Widow S. m@srious in his
part of town for having four youths on her strimgpugh she's 75 if she's a
year— but the yen for younnga is happily no respecter of age. In
addition to Sonny, the andromaniac widow had Gébm, and Theo., lusty
lads all, none above 22 but Sonny was the favimteause of his teenful
push and drive; however, he is a youth who likesgh nice and early in
their association he tells Schwanzie to shdnex wiry pubic bush
which abrasively steel-wools his tender Mitouof Adonis during
accouplement and he suspects even her clitoris tbdmded if not
goateed. So the widow dutifully searches out héntgddemale-type razor
and goes to work but the narrow blade somehow tmoaad drops out and
is at once greedily sucked up by the unutteralibliette and vainly she

attempts to fish out same with finger, pencithblarush handle, foot-rule
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and yardstick, but since she is cowily endowethis region doubtless she
Is confident there is ample room for the bladedmwsrn, to work its dazed
way out in due time. But, Sonny relates, repressirspudder at his narrow
escape, in the course of the following two days dadng which he was
down with the virus and not up to pistoning Schwangeo., Wm. and
Theo. separately and severally stretch themselwssdd the widow,
departing in the following sad shape: Geo. hasshigal-finger, left hand,
cut off at the knuckle; Wm. circumcisively losest mmly his foreskin but
also his glans penis; and Theo., patently not sgigda is minus three-

fourths of his tongue!



WARREN—at 18

(October 1954)

... Zippers are a great moral influence, alwasf$iigg stuck or jumping the
track, refusing to open or close, snaring pubic mapainful embrace . . .
yet if the truth were known, saving their wearergraat deal of indirect
grief though perhaps subjecting them to some imatednconvenience or
embarrassment. But once in a while you will meetwith a cunning,

usually foreign-made zipper that callously betrgys to ruin!

... | am having a horseburger with a side of Enexal-fries in Pete's Place
(a local ephebaeumwhere occasionally you can glom onto a spermy
signororg when Warren comes in and bums coffee and a Mast A&
brazenly as if we were still pillow-pals. | knewnhiwhen he was a douce
kid of 15, familiar with all the ancient AtheniantBusiasms and possessed
of golden calves that impelled idolatrous worshmg an extrovert southern
exposure that inspired odes to his distended flg dhe come-ly
reproductive system within, for early-blossomingri#a was developing a
phallus so bull-sized that | would not have beewrashed to hear he was
fuzz-dropped for carrying a concealed weapon. Tdiel® Warren found out
there was another sex, went hog-wild, and sincedsedrawn to older types
spent all his time plowing discontented wives ofichhthere is a scarifying
abundance, and while they did not pay so well as thale counterparts (if
they paid at all), still they must have given tad something to bolster his
masculinity and flatter his vanity—both of too ragowth already. And
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now while he has a second cup of coffee | tell hidon't think it quite
equitable for a young buck like him to be puttirayis on toilworn, faithful,
ageing husbands who are virtually grindstone-ngsekeom theirfraus'
obsession of not only keeping up with the Jonesgsviih the Rockefellers
too. And | add he will be getting married himsetieoof these days and how
will he like itif . . . etc. But Warren has seetmars and hear-not eyes for he
shrugs and launches into an account of the latgdigis porking —a Mrs.
Meddybemps, originally from Maine. Now it happensnbw Mr. and Mrs.
Meddybemps in a roundabout way and Mrs. M. is orfe thmse
schmuckalinas who dominates a room even beforestegs it and also has
a chronic habit of overdoing things, even to timging of a doorbell; while
Mr. M. is something of a mouse but with a ratlieenper when cornered, so
| warn the lad that if he insists on slipping tledgn coins of his youth into
the overage group of the bottomless piggy-banks thiey doesn't he pick
widows and/or spinsters as being safer and moreeajgpive but | am
talking to myself for Warren has ducked out. Thadegs later | hear the boy
Is in the hospital and further inquiry establishiest while he was double-
back-beasting Mrs. M., her unexpectedly-off-for-tifeernoon husband is
heard coming up the front steps and Warren in gstdtaste pulls on his
pants, zipping up not only his fly but half thectimference of his scrotal
sac and three anterior tendons of his erectiverapgaas well. And by the
time he has trajectoried out the fortunately groudtwbr window and
staggered to the nearest hospital—misdirected twige wellmeaning

pedestrians and not a taxi in sight— Warren'se/iwil has leaked out over
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half-a-mile of Main Street; in the emergency-roomiterne obliquitously
smitten with a cute student-nurse too hastily usziyarren thereby
inexpertly compounding the damage, so when theesug finally arrive
they can do nothing but snip, carve, excise andratise caponise the poor
lad. Now the boy's southern exposure is somethinggquickly averts one's
eyes from— for what use is an ever-limp bat withdails? However
Warren does have a very neatly printed, functigndlustrated post-

operational pamphlet entitled: Eunuch-hood, or hewy to Live Without It.



LUC—at 13

(February 1965)

... When Luc thumbs his engorged fly at me hgdts | consider it
delicious invitation, not deadly insult; but heaiglever lad, he learns fast:
now he thumbsnyfly at me and I, not being double-jointed or ancbet,

am somewhat at a loss!



C'EST S| BON!

(January 1961)

... Love is the alkahest, the universal solvlat transmutes into gold the
base metal of humdrum existence . . . | was milkangithy lad late one
leche night, wondering if he had been tuberculin-testetden out of the
booboo blue it occurred to me that over the yedravie known quite a few
men past forty who were bachelors, divorced, widswar all three and
almost without exception they had sublimated thssx lives into such
hobbies as collecting stamps, coins or matchboekiso Now | consider it
a gruesome waste of time, money and the finer emstto pore evening
after evening over bits of printed paper or metdlew you could be
embracing the changing profile of a naked tumesdng or otherwise
fingering the configuration of some celestial yowragy in heavenly heat.
And of coursechacun a son go(@nd all that, and certainly you do not have
to inspect a stamp for possible gonorrhea, andtahiaok-cover will never
pull a switchblade on you nor will a coin show up\Wednesday at four in
the morning when he promised faithfully to come nduon Tuesday
afternoon . . . but, yet, still, on the other hdwné never heard of even the
most enthusiastic numismatist or dedicated phikitegjoing pantingly to

bed with a coin or a stamp!



EINAR—at 14

(December 1954)

. .. The lover of boys is forced to be maladroaqgbitioner of the arts of
illegal felonious expertise: he must oppose, appeagade, delude, bribe,
propitiate and endure Nature, custom, tradition,raisp ethics, laws,
ordinances, parents, public opinion and the tougklicate prey he pursues.
If momentarily he relaxes his uneasy vigilance hay rforfeit life, limb,
liberty, alleged good name, friends, job and masséntial) money; yet
even the most warily astute sometimes missteppdheus path, trips over

the shadow of the rock that isn't there.

... | take the airliner from New York City to Navk, New Jersey but some
ibbity-bibbity of the eternal verities lands meanGod-and-Devil-forsaken
town in the Midwest. Investigating, | quickly firthat there is no juvenile
meat-market in the place nor in fact an even hadtentable lad on the
streets. The shades of night (also venetian-blinds) falling fast, | resort
as last resort to a trifle of Peeping-Tomism hopitogview some youth
intimately communing with himself but after develogp acute astigmatism
from trying to peer into opaque windows | finallgroe upon a hefty matron
fingering the triangle of damp Brillo between-legsd though an exhibition
of female onanism is not the sound of seraphims&pnme, | watch to see
if possibly she employs a new method or a novdrunsent like, say, an
umbrella. Disappointingly, what sh&doing is trying to locate the string(s)

of her sanitary device (s) which she finds and pilypulls and | drop dead
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for a moment and then decamp, thinking with aprogisdlusion of the
iniquitous inequity of this pastime . . . | can agested as vile Peeping
Thomas for looking through unshaded window at #ad sack of sagging
flesh, but ifl happen to be nude in the privacyrmy home under similar
circumstances and a woman looks inne—who gets fuzzed? do, for
Indecent Exposure! Another instance of men wroniggdvomen's rights.
Wandering back into town | bump into the 4-H Cluliléing which | had
missed before and which bears a big sign on thé avedouncing Junior
Boys' Night in the swimming pool at eight o'cloakhich perks me up
considerable and it being then only seven | subdes/n to deserted
natatorium, disrobe to my shorts, cleave the chéoand play submarine
with such realism that my periscope develops machadifficulties. Forty
minutes later a deluge of arabesque boys all nakethe day | was born,
their young conning-towers alert for friend or eyepours around me and
assuming | am lifeguard or inhibited sex-fiend ot order they unshort
my quivering self, tow me about by my rudder ane use as boat and
diving raft. Then | observe this dulcet youngstiiby himself, fairest of all
these jubilee juveniles with the sort of blue-viodyes which are rare as
roosters' ovaries, the only lad to wear swimmingdks which set off his
little status symbol in taut tautologic relief. hderwater over to him with
wide disarming smile but he swims away kicking wglsa ground-swell
that I'm almost drowned so | rejoin the more réaffisds, whispering to the
five most gregarious and attractive of them thai€h will wait for me later

| will cross his palm with silver and gold, and yremirk wisely, sucking
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their forefingers in perhaps passion'd promise@rallissome licentious lad
floats on his back and fountains into the air aampnted parabola, inviting
me to quench my thirst and | wonder in specieseadiridm'd delight if all

five will take advantage of my offer. Slowly the g@loof disorderly

gymnopaediae empties, I'm the last out and huringnclothes over wet
hide, shove my feet into the wrong shoes and stagg&hat gladsome
assignation (s) . . . but no lads wait in seevoom or locker-room or
hall or on the stairs and | am fast losing faiththe adventurism of young
males when there in the lobby, impatiently tappg foot and shy smile-
rowning at me, waits the boy with the blue-violgeg! His classic profile

walking me into walls, he conducts me to the deseames Room, to
lumpy leather couch in shadowed recess behind hippgno where he
volunteers his name is Einar and his price is $5vbich he will do

anything within reason and for $2 more he will tosgson out the window;
but | hesitate for it all seems too easy, too stime-a-platter, then | see him
look down at himself and follow his gaze and myrcasel eyes behold in
his yawning fly a dew-tipped, pulsant, blushingksned rose . . . and | am
lost. Under my tremblant fingers describing erratnidriff circles, his

sapient pricklet proves as full of tricks as a ®wone-graduated French
poodle— now playing dead, then rolling over, sgtimp, standing on hind
legs, begging . . . and | am just about to teadiow to speak the liquid
accents of love when a burly man catapults fronrebnthe couch, another
pops up from in back of it, a third emerges fronhibd the piano and all

converge on me laying their several rough rightdsaon my shrinking
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shoulders, in unison charging me with inciting ader-yeared, below-the-
age-of-consent, child-in-the-eyes-of-the-law mipaibertal adolescent boy
to consent to the infamous abomination of a sodoatitact . . . and
despairing | realize that shy blue-violet-eyed Einanapproachable and
then all too approachable, is a specimen of thak af apogee'd sexual

fink—a police decoy!



LUC—at 13

(February 1965)

. . . Every day, directly and indirectly | am duéy reminded through all
media of communication that my affections are no@fenses, that my
passionate devotion is an indictable felony! Os thebruary 15th | get back
about ten in the evening to find Luc in the librahin-deep in an ocean of
ruled-paper, texts and reference books. Biting lagelt greeting into my
lips, he hardly glances up but invites me to examafi the Valentines he
received at school today and which he has linedrughe mantel: there are
twenty or more, none of which could have cost teas two-bits, all crassly
sentimental, without exception signedve and Kissesfrom Ruth / May /
Imogene / Jane / Myrtle / Mary / Hertha / Mabel &lle / Betty / Meggy /
Peggy / Carol / Winifred / Helen / Irene / Florencélora / Maysie /
Maybelle / Trixie etc. And young Casanova says dyntigere were four
more but they were from boys so he threw them awaytgrject that there
probably was far more intense sincerity of feelmeflected in those four
than in all this displayed feminine frivolity, for has been my experience
that girls adore you one day and are tattling oo flee next. Assuming
haughty mien Luc says he doesn't mind girls loviig but he gets enough
male-love at home, which reminds me and | suggesta hot associative
bath and bed; the boy replies he sure would likbubhe has to complete
this theme which will get him on the honor-rolivkll done. Putting a tear
in my voice and pawing the carpet | venture a frtientative plea or two

but they are strangled in midair so | voice my mtiign of taking a cold
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shower and going to bed but Little Horse protegtsriay need me to help
him with his composition and promises me aeniour-bagger (Luc's
own original four-stage single orgasm) later if lllvstay and lend my
assistance. | hold out for more immediate beneiitch the boy grudgingly
grants and | drag up the love-seat (there are fsikem in this house once
owned and furnished by a gangster's moll!) and wshsrecline with my
head in his lap, fancying | can feel siesta'd pilsalind the firm suede sac
wherein busily is brewing the powerful populatiootipn but actually only
getting my ear bloodily scraped on his exposed exiypgb. As the boy's
pencil races across paper, reverses to erase aadsspn | pull out his shirt,
slip up undershirt and twist to bury my face in Warm flat hard little belly
... and get roughly pulled away by the hair, heweidged fingers wiped on
my cheeks, a paper-clip dropped in my mouth andabinost spilled to the
floor as he half-raises to reach for a volume eféhcyclopedia from which
he copies a passage, asking: "Did you know thatoflexnses are on the
increase?" Anchoring my head firmly between highisi | mutter: "Well,
naturally, if we are included in the pertinent stiats!" and my hand steals
up to his moist navel where my forefinger-tip plagapa & mama so
vigorously that Luc wrathfully bats it away, sayii@ir, how many states
have the death-penalty?” Wincing | name sixty ortlsat occur offhand
while my claws lightly travel up his torso to thet right chest-nut then
shuttle to and fro between the flat niplets whitin slightly then slowly
stiffen under my forceful manipulation until theybolips me on the chin

with the World Aimanac and questions: "Who wasftist person to die in
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the electric chair, sir?" | answer: "The inventbhope!" which does not
amuse and | get a fist in my solar plexus that send ill-digested dinner
scuttling north and south with distressing gastresults. Gradually
becoming curious and more than a little apprehensivall this chit-chat
about sex offenses and hot-seats, | ask Luc wieahd#il his theme is all
about and he shows me the title in his large buy \Vegible scrawl.
Unbelieving, | read it once then read it a hordfecond time . . . and the
somewhat too long but very explicit title of Littleorse's perfidious work-
in-progress is: WHY | BELIEVE IN CAPITAL PUNISHMENTOR ALL
SEX-CRIMINALS!



BEN—at 18

(June 1957)

... When he made his hustler-debut (Front and barcten bucks, mister!
Special today only!) Ben was a real swinging kidnwan immortelle face of
calm and storm and an efflorescent body that hadse®wng double-
entendres in every gracile move he made, and estgr night for two
years | played physician, treating his genital fevand taking oral
temperatures of his equator'd thermometer so AMKtdinat the semenic
mercury flashed up through the tube and explodet tba top. We
integrated so perfectly that | pre-empted him ® élclusion of his sulking
other patrons who having tasted Bda®ucheflesh were not content with
lesser fare, then some malign axis'd fault tippied into girl-orbit and now
we are segregated sexually though still friendsehblis an occasional meal
with me, cadges cigarettes and the odd buck amchigist he borrowed the
use of my shower and while he was drying himsetfoticed his young
pump-handle which during my tenure was archly dramand plumply
glossy, now looked bedraggled, bone-dry and sefrateund the edges and
when concernedly | mention it, Ben wearily confasie is tired of trying to
irrigate females' bottomless furrows (They just tlagre and wait for you to
fill 'em up!) in the course of which once-delightipastime his back now
aches, sweat runs down the crack of his ass angttee/ee more often than
not stops cracking peanuts long enough to tell mma burst of beery
candor that he is not half so good as Tom's Dickasy!—and all this

discomfortable humiliation and fatiguing effort@fthaving bought them
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flowers and mobiled them to expensive restauradtraavie or dance. And
when Ben reads in the Breeders' Gazette that ayed6old girl had 80
copulative contacts with assorted males in alsifige-hour session, his
penis and he are so disconcertedly discouragedtiaaormer hid for two
days behind Ben's testicles and refused to comexaépt for micturative
purposes. "Just think!" stunned Ben bewailed, wngghis hands, "no
matter how good a cocks-man a guy is, the besthereally do is satisfy
about one-sixteenth of one girl!" How differentwias with me, he adds
wistfully, when he spermed pleasurably to bothipartwith no sweat nor
insults and money coming in instead of going ouidl de steps up to me,
gives me a sudden hard kiss like a blow, grabs amgtand asks if we can't
take up where we left off. Alas and alack! (as tkay on Skid Row) not
only has Ben's blithe bloom been lost in femalgét-personalities, but
some warning tocsin clangs so deafeningly in mydxadthat | put him off,
ethicalizing that a pretty girl is like a malady..uh, melody, be patient and
Miss Right will come along and sweep you off yoeet, for every good boy
there is a Princess Charming somewhere who onevdiagome riding up
on her white whorse to take you away from all tgigls are the norm thing,
it's better to be hetero than dead—and all theratlehés you hand a youth
of whom you are doubtful. And some weeks later mgnmnition proves
disastrously accurate for Ben is on the criticat In Memorial Hospital,

struck low by:

Clap
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Crabs
Strain
Buboes
Syphilis
Prostatis
Blenorrhea
Urethritis
Spermatorrhea
Groinal Exhaustion
Foreskin Hair-Burns (Second Degree)

and because he was too busy dancing attendancheoauthors of the
above-mentioned diseases, disorders and disabilifnes Blue Cross has

expired!



LUC—at 13

(March 1965)

... My love is sacred and profane: angels blowrngpets, pimps blowing
strumpets. With inspired ease, gracefully, fervidyould write epics about
Luc's coralline chelidon, odes to his orphic ompeakonnets on his sipid
sudor and an entire encyclopedia extolling hisuasb virilia—but sadly
what | can't do is scrawl epithalamiums of gratustgyraffiti on hot

rectumic walls without any lead in my pencil!



TRAUMERIE SECUNDO

(June 1951)

. . . To hell with the facts of drab diurnals—giwee the hypotheses of
slumbered fancy: last night | had a dream so plepethat to awake was a
nightmare! By virtue of some alleged achievemeihtat been invited to
deliver the commencement address at the Crotclkissol for Boys. And |
was seated on the speakers' platform with othemitdiges andgoombah
rogues while below me, attired in the school umifaf torso-hugging wine-
red jacket and tight light-blue pants showingatto relievo their little
curriculums, were massed some two hundred exotlovarious Babylonian
lads vivid as immobilized rainbows, their brightdashining faces eagerly
awaiting the Message. Stunned by such a conceoriratif ecstatic
anatomies, | stepped forward and placed on theupodiy speech authored
by a gremlin ghostwriter, the title of which | nabserved to be: THE DE
AND IPSE OF FACTO—about whom, which or what | ammpetelynon
compos mentisAnd clearing my gravelly throat | try to think tfie first
sentence, even the first word of my harangue whglinipse a boy in the
front row—fairest bloom in all that lovely hebegarden—and he, hand in
pocket hidden by his program, is beatifically anidhwrecise dispatch so
hotly parsing his dangling participle that he eslfirunseats my already
tottering mind . . . and as his cosmic spasm plarge half out of his seat,
| raise my palsied hands in an all-embracing gesaund with ear-shattering

wistfulness intone thalphaof my oration: "Oral intercourse, anyone?"



RENFREW—at 13

(August 1964)

.. . Moronic love, your idiot spell is everywhersional romance is the
sugar-coating on lechery and who hath more triondatthan a cathouse-
customer whose pants and wallet have been stolem®géing is
impressionist rendition of the American Ethic, dlight-thoughts of him
who Renfrew unknowing knows. A plausible little mader who has ears
by Michelangelo and is volatile as a live land mm&enfrew, with a razor-
keen expediential intelligence that would have matkchiavelli drown
himself in the Arno at being so hopelessly outd@dsd his boy has cast me
into the involuntary hell of purgatoried frustratifor times without number
| have tried to get him to grace my bed and plapfRsv of the Mounted
but he ever eludes me with slippery eel-agilityeTist time | glimpse him
| am piloting my new 1964 Hudson Super-Six and hisrehis lad all
compromising smiles and euphonic legs in white fhapsurfer-pants;
sirenly | hornblow asking can | improve his pedestistatus into rider-elite
but deafeningly he shrills: "@o you don't! You ain't gettingne into that
heap for | have been told in school all about dgikes you!" Aback-taken |
rejoin: "What type of termite is gnawing on you,ymask! Than Ben-Hur |
am a better driver; | have seat-belts, accidenturarsce, bribe-renewed
license; also new tires, spark plugs, and wall-&dhearpeting!" And the kid
contemptuates: "But you are a lousy queer if eveaw one!" Goose-
pimpled at the accuracy of his evaluation | stoudput: "Truly you are

squirrel-food for every hip boy knows queers hawdld look in their eyes
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and froth at the mouth!" Taking two cautious steEpw/ard the boy carefully
examines my kitten-blue eyes, my dry innocuousdipg says: "Well, if you
ain't fruit then why you askingeto ride with you when the streets're full of
pretty girls?" Swearing under, over and around maath | reply: "Because
my fiancéewho presently is visiting her aunt in a distany evould kill me

if she found out | went around picking up girls!"hWh satisfies this left
hoof of the Devil for he hops into the car, liltiddjll go with you if you buy
me a malt." Sniffing deeply of his spicy asscentyonth | assent and offer
him a candy bar but he shrieks: M0 you don't! | been warned over'n'over
never to take candy from strange men!" Murderoushytter: "Are you for
real already or just a figment of my sick imagioatil was going to eat the
bar myself as | missed lunch, so I'm glad you redug." But Lucifer Jr.
grabs candy, crams it into his gob, mumbles: "OKe#t it if you take me
to the movie at Sixth and Ninth where they're simpmhree horror-films
with free popcorn.” | agree and we brake-fluidledsng, my demon
passenger thrilling me by yelling at Pasquale ois€upe hawking bananas
that: 'l've got myown already peeled!" then we malt-stop after which he
heads for the Men's Room and | stumble thitherwaydelf but he screams:
"O no you don't! No man is followingneinto a toilet!" Crossly | grumph
that he is being supererogatively presumptuoussto rae to postpone
answering Nature's imperative call just becausenatnsse like him
precedes me into a public rest-room! Grudginglybecedes: "Well OK, if
you gotta go—and if we stop for chop-suey after ii@vies!" Numbly |

nod, a habit now, and he drains his little crankoakich | twist my neck
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out of joint to get a covert look at and it is riceleveloped from much
handling and eyes me with coy, flirty, juiceful pmse . . . | think! But when
| part from young equivocal late that night | realil have penetrated him
with sighs, ravished him with glances, raped hirthviiopes . . . and not so
much as laid a finger on a hair of his catalystdhdand in the ensuing two
weeks | lay out $247.66 on him and have a wagontdgutomises but not a
firm commitment to kiss even the back of his nat tbean hand; then, like
Judge Crater or the Monroe Doctrine, Renfrew disappwithout trace and
| learn on impeachable authority that he had bemosied by a shabby
stranger who was only seeking directions to Clan€yee Lunch Bar and
Grill but the boy apparently recalling the solemauttons of teachers,
parents and the press chose to think the man radndeon his virtue and
there being no passerby to whom he could appegahaped to the nearest
house stentorianly ringing the bell. And who shoafien the door but a
benevolent, kindly-faced, white-haired old gentlenveho proved to be a
tiger-ruthless sex-maniac badly wanted in thirtsites and Canada . . . and
Renfrew is whisked inside and that's the last sdegither of them. Now
public opinion's consensus is that the poor ladsilly mutilated body
presently is lying on a river-bottom or full fathdiae feet deep in the cold
cold ground, but | would be willing to wager two piy KY tubes that
somewhere Renfrew is sprawled at comfy ease iniaosth armchair,
surrounded by a mountain of expensive juvenile, latiile in the next room
a once tiger-ruthless sex-maniac badly wantedintetin states and Canada

Is despairfully cutting his throat!



FIAMETTO—at 17

(January 1960)

. . . Fiametto is an orphan Mexican boy with Amandabits and an Italian
name which means 'little flame'. This son of the'swAztec cheekbones,
coruscant indecorum eyes, Snow-White tiger-teethlaoa limbs presently
satisfy some odd etiolate need (lack of Vitamin ARY though all passion
Is bought in some coin or other, he is a paragodisihterested platonic
love—he asks no money (but is vindictive if you tigive him some!). He
lies, cheats, steals, is not above mugging norvbgdandering and is
generally worthless—but he is good in bed: copatatind rum in that order
or any combination being his reason for existennd aince he is so
encantadoroa muchachg his enthusiastic collaborators are legion. But if
Fiametto, convinced his blaze-bright youth is ealynimmune from the
ravages of time and abuse, is bent on burningdnslle from the middle to
both ends, he saves his candlestick for me—pertequgynizing a kindred
assoul or more simply because my small taper isflo pain on his smaller
vent. Always unscheduled, the lad's visits usuaflgur at two or three in
the morning: he knocks on doorbell or rings knocked | let in a stoned
weary young scarecrow who slobbers kisses on mgngajcollar, accuses
me of being drunk, says he has to take a leakaihrbom while | hold him
up he suddenly opens my pants, whips out my meanpisses in his own
trousers until hastily | unzip his Spanish fly ajust matters. | guide him
to bedroom, sleight-of-hand his clothes off while talls meapio, joto,

pajaro, maricon— fighting-words to Hispanos but endearments frasn h
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tongue. And | find he has just come from bisexuathouse or United
Nations special session for lipstick coronas higplas, false eyelashes
gluely mustache his navel and his pubes reeksvehlZer aftershave lotion;
and when | have cleaned him up he rewards thefdidibody-servant by
turning over and giving me so steeplechase a tae k feel like stud
stallion covering three mares at once . . . butishasleep before | am
finished! | sponge and press his pants, put o@nckhorts and socks of my
own to replace his soiled ones and rejoin him id ldere my tentative
hand on his chest causes him to belly-flop and niemnitvake me feel your
cigarette-prick this timegabron sefioritd Late the next morning | prepare
hearty breakfast and after he makes a bathroon{rsaé clean boy-hump is
just a matter of timing the bowel movement!) weuretto weary mattress
where Fiametto saysAtelaidg put a tickler on your whang so I'll know
I'm being screwed!" and when | roll off him a halbur later he belittles:
"Flora, next time use your finger for sure as I'm lyingrdnyou've got the
pipi of a putd" and other derogatory remarks until | remind rsime has
nothing to do with sensation! Virilia refreshed ftre rummy diddling
awaiting him, Fiametto leaves in late afternoohdibs hombrecito | didn't
have a marvelous time!" | knew this lad but two rshoonths, then he
disappeared to some greener field or perhaps ®rabarren one indeed;
wherever he is his future is charted plain as the$i on a cuckold . . . by
the time he reaches man's estate he will be a-diskased alcoholic in
gutter, jail or charity-hospital, ruined by his kdésss id-impelled hedonism

whose self-destroying basic tenet seems to be bieiter to be no fucking
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good than no good fucking!



LUC—at 13

(March 1965)

. . . With effervescent pride and exultation | @ategorically confirm that
Luc is a one-man boy: we were in New York and wstanding in a
crowded bus when an Ivy-League taxpayer (Harvaddvednture to surmise
from his air of effete Albrightean decay) pressechdelf goatly against
Little Horse's hard snugged-up buttocks, quicklgliatated himself to the
torrid zone of that passion'd little posterior amds well on his way to
having a free perpendicular lay! | extricate my lqugton-persuader, am
just about to release the blade into Harvard'skfiahen Luc wrathfully
turns, knees him viciously in the groin and dels/so effective an uppercut
that the chooch's hat amuince-nezfly off and he departs the bus so
precipitately that he leaves behind a transfer weéps Village and a much-
thumbed, copiously illustrated, brown-stained coply The Amateur

Proctologist



NORBERT—at 16

(April 1960)

... Of all true words ever tongued or penned, thedt are theséMoney
makes the mare go and the stud coiff@s noon | engaged in the highly
hazardous sport (like playing a xylophone with tsticks of dynamite) of
hanging around the Oscar Wilde Junior High Schodohiang the meridian
teeners (male) and trying to decide which sparkladgie I'd druther if |
had my druthers when sure-'nuff an oversize lumjfurnz comes up from
behind and tells me to move on, which | do thoughtgsting | was only
looking for my lost youth! Then | go to the Apolliheatre on 42nd Street
just to see the picture but had to change seatg times to avoid overage
adolescents rubbing their hustler-thighs againstemteven at 19 or 20
most youths are already a trifle flyblown, theiyst bloom gone or fading
into the angular hairy unappeal of the adult méleo(lld easier love the
goddam Internal Revenue Bureau than a man!). Aot sietermining that
the movie was just another sordid popcornographiené¢h import, |
departed but on the way out ran into Norbert whoresl Norbert and if he
ever falls in love with anyone he will be cuckolgihimself! Last year this
kid held my heart in his disdainful butterfingeratkdropped it so many
times that in sheer self-defence | had to stopngekim, yet now captive
once again to his hard apple-cheeks, celandineagtshe spectacle of his
puberty rearing its lovely head underneath his daugn pants, | ask him to
spend a few hours with me and in his tactful waydmies he has nothing

better to do so we go home and are peeling to @asginiform when |
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discover the only money | have in the house or ens98¢ and a subway-
token which | offer to the lad saying | trust myegit is good. Obviously it
isn't for he dresses again, takes token and chiandres inconvenience and
departs with an eloquent sneer. The immoral madhat under a chair |
find a ten dollar bill which has dropped from Nortee flush capitalist
pocket and with it | go out and rent a randy, sadihg young Rebel who
has me swinging like vertigo'd pendulum betweendmterior / posterior
delights, and this little Southern Comfort not oniyakes such tumultuous
bootleg love that the bed breaks down but he afeerfully returns six

dollars change!



KEVIN—at 14

(May 1955)

.. . Kevin has an airy hirundine grace, Dresdentiéeeyes and a moist red
mouth vulnerable as dew but he delights to draw stiek of his
unregeneracy along convention's fragile picket-éeaied considers truth far
stranger than fiction, ever snipping it to the shab his selfish ends or
slashing it to ribbons. Now he weeps by my sideishenconsolable, the
world has come to an end—he can't get it up! Thonghhave toiled over
his appendage for almost an hour, utilizing routlsiandishments, hot
cloths, cold cloths, stimulative massage, dirtytymes, even over-imbibing
of fluids to induce at least a piss-hard, it rereaflaccid as politicians'
word-of-honor. And he breaks into fresh sobs whdassuringly | murmur
of psychic blocks, transient traumas, temporaryroses, passing physical
incapacity but Kevin refuses to be comforted and laichrymal ducts
inundate his pillow, mine, the sheets and the adjaevallpaper until to
keep from being drowned | begin to drink his tedisey taste oddly unsalt
and | pull his loosely-clasped hands from in frathis face, finding
concealed in his fingers my large bath-sponge wattme drops of tap water
still remaining, and now real tears rain down asiKéwists his mouth into
mendacious smile, hesitantly explaining that he ¢@de to me direct from
another client who had aridly, wiltingly de-juicédn but the boy feared to
lose my fee and my favor if he confessed it. Handehing over his head
like a caress or a premeditated assault, | patdmrine cheek and praise his

dissimulative ability if nothing else, then essagerior pranks



KEVIN - AT 14

unrecollecting that Kevin is unadherent to the opack door policy. Not to
make the evening a total loss | hint a well-doneesbf interfemoral or
intercrural cake would be palatable but the boynskiof highly nonexistent
bruises on right inner thigh and left inner leg ehmy vigorous push-pull
would be sure to irritate. And he is drenched, bleel is soaked, a large
section of wallpaper is beginning to peel and laso undry so | throw in
the towel; and when sapless sapling is ready tani@é@dieu he holds out
his hand for his customary fin but | gape at himthwremorseful
consternation and regretfully groan: "Little ond] kne dead and use my
grave for a urinal if | didn't forget to go to tikank today so concerning

your five dollars . . . I'm terrible sorry but Igucan't get it up!"



LUC—at 13

(March 1965)

... Luc is no miser, he does not withhold anyghine possesses; he knows
the beatific blessedness of giving and that gifes lzest when the giver is
bare. He is not one to sit on the wisdom of thesaged refuse to share, nor
hold close-clasped between his thighs the elixilifefand deny the gape-
mouthed beast. Last night he introduced me to a&lnexperience even |
would never have dreamed of and the like of whicb'ly never see or read
about in the most candid, unexpurgapednopaedographiaOf course, it
was all quite by accident and the boy was a Irgkentful at my taking such
quick callous advantage of his temporary conditioat he is an obliging
lad ever responsive to most of my desires. Andrtwa tell you, taxpayers,
and you may sink me in the depths of the deepesi dehis is not true—
there is no thrill above, beneath, inside or ortheike making love to a

hiccupping boy!



REX—at 15

(June 1946)

. . . Wisdom plays no part in love, not being a patible element, so the
sages say; and further: Trust instinct for it isaevithan all learning; and |
say:. Some are so busy learning that they haverm® tbh become wise, and
their instinct atrophies from inhibition. And if yosay who can say what |

say is more valid than what sages say . . . lIsegn prove what | say!

... Rex s a Little Lord Roy le Faunt, a nighttming serious with delicate
sculpted features that have an insidious way afdirg themselves on your
heart, and a roseate body that would have causeia®Rio break his tools
and weep at his inability to capture in mere mathie glowing hues of
vibrant youth. Rex is also a pain in the ass, rmesitically speaking—he
aspires to be a schoolteacher (they who can, @g;whnho can't, teach) but
he already is a Doctor of Education, pre-Emeritingre is nothing he
doesn't know about everything and he is ever sapgrhappy to instruct
you—which is sufficiently maddening in itself but addition he is a fanatic
segregationist, never permitting you above navebeow knee and his
posterior isverbotenaltogether, though | have offered a sum for higasu

plum bum that would have had my checkbook shreddsaif into confetti

had he accepted. Fellation, which he does allova sublimely simple,
simply sublime process you will have inferred | awt unversed in, but
even in this Rex insists on tutoring me down tolése, least flick of tongue

or flip of lip. And one evening when | am aboutagaply the Ultimate
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Caress to his royal scepter that makes me kinggalr with irritation his
professorial pedanticism of the past and decidadiminister a lesson in
reverse, so purposely | am awkward, unadept, uitadral fumble, fleer,
fiddle and my lips are all thumbs. At once from they bursts an
admonitory torrent: "Nothat way! Pull the foreskin down tight and work
up on the underside, then circle the head!" Andiymine seconds later:
"Not like that Use an up-and-down movement and tongue hardecan
scarcely feel you!" And fifty-seven seconds lat@t: SNot therd Don't you
know anything! Lick on either side of the bridle . . . Jegnu'd think you
never did it before!" But | persevere in my rusantinue to be undexterous,
uncouth, unskillful, bungling, clumsy, ungainly,ajpt and unhandy as an
armless juggler, so that now Rex is shouting whebtbooks of erotic
counsel, entire libraries on the correct logisatblowing. | roll away from
him, shamefaced sit up and like the veriest nowioe,stupidest apprentice
confess I've lost the knack, | can't get the hang 6m completely at sea . .
. and with heightened tutorial tirade and instruaitenjunction Rex falls on
me, shoves me on my back and displaying suspigioastomplished

exactitude shows me precisely and to completion HEMDO IT!



THE MANN ACT IS NOT THE BOY ACT

(June 1950)

. . . Pimps and politicians never lie—they meregmonstrate ingenious
creativity with the truth! | misrecollect whethet is in Blue Ball,
Pennsylvania or Peterstown, West Virginia that $tanding on the corner
watching all the boys go by and wolf-whistling ain®e upstandingly
toothsomescugnizz'invariablyduenna'doy his militant Mama. Then out of
some primordial ooze emerges a smarm-haired choogfellow needle-
pointed shoes who obviously has just overeatensbfdnd-chippies at the
local red-light, or possibly just canniballed aqaeof his own merchandise,
for he is still toothpicking stray hirsute vestigifrom his back incisors. But
every man to his own poison as lethal Lucrezia ¢giggr was fond of
remarking while handing you the cup that cheers| gmore the eyesore
individual but this gastronomical unparticular @es close to me, unleashes
his posthumous breath and queries do | want agirée-clean, young, do
anything! Politely | decline, move back a littleychadd that if it so be he
stocks tender-yeared boys, | would not be aversesaindrift article in that
category, and he replies he can supply that derbamhdhe price will be
escalated because below-age-of-consent lads desmyH€lass and in short
supply. So | make a modest down payment (balan®@ell), and give him
my hotel and room-number then hasten there and esh@nder snacks for
two from room-service, and begin to anxious arouiké a doomed
murderer awaiting the cruel, conclusive kilowatt-gyaow how it is when

you goose-bumply anticipate love and don't knowctentain whether he,
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she or it will show up. And soon | am beginningptde plaintive jeremiads
whose recurrent refrain is: 'Where is My WanderBwy Tonight?' when

three hours overdue he finally drifts in—but henat only no boy, he's not
even adolescent for he's pushing 25 like hard. #higl. . . thisadult hints

of supreme joys that will delightfully agitate thend and blithely disorder
the senses but trafficking with him seems to mesedhan compounded
comminuted incest so antedating indignation anddatis\g pleasure | give
him $1, a tongue on rye and a Frenched crullehi®trouble and send him
away with a missive to thahaquereauthat poxed pimpulous pimp which
after a slanderous salutation and a libellous aragraphs, ends as follows:

Never send a man to do a boy's job!



LUC—at 13

(April 1965)

... Itis one of those languid Midas-touched day&n it is too nice to go
out so Little Horse and | are bedridden, he poaoagr Mother Gooseaand |
between his legs nibbling at the glans-spicy bditsmegma-enigma'd
cheese he proffers; and when the trap of his theglagos about my head |
filigree around with the ignition of his young tegrence until he protests:
"Sir, if you don't give it a rest you'll wear it duThen | bite lewd four-letter
words into tender satin of his inner thighs, lipngled pouch—seminal
reserve bank where all the bullion is stored, thosgmewnhat deficit spent
at the moment. Suddenly the boy digs me in theweyle his hardening
cattle prod and asks what the word INCEST meatsok up to see is he
still readingMother Gooseand he is but perhaps between the lines, so |
consider the various and sundry definitions, agierselecting the Harvard
neo-interpretation as most valid because don't lookw but Harvard is
running the country . . . and | tell Luc that lafly speaking INCEST is only
NICEST with two letters transposed!



CHINOIS CONNU

(March 1965)

... Sometimes clichés have a validity as impdrbgpinevitable as moving
glaciers: Won Hung Lo is the name of the orientabwloes my laundry. He
glints smiles of splintered glass at me when | ghagross his counter the
huge weekly quota of sexed sheets and orgied pmHses in which are
concealed sundry obliquitous and-so-forths that ldiolbe Exhibits A
through double-S in any Juvenile Court in the lah@m positive he is
positive | maintain a palpitant peg-house of andd@otpourri of minors
(softlee softlee catchee boyee!) and am flattengdablittle miffed that he
does not grant me a discount because my linens neeel starch! | long to
ask him if it's true that cracks are crosswise amidans of his land, but he
may be a mandarin-esque votary of the Jade Bepg@iaand the Precious
Vase That Modestly Follows, so | do not like tkriee chance of offending

him in the event he too is sexwisely, slant-eydutly-oriented!



MERCER—at 16

(February 1962)

. The curved carnival mirror renders the magsn straight, the shortest
distance between anything is usually the wrong aag red roses signify
love, hate and aphids: herein lies the tripartrieeedent clue why Mercer
IS @ mess! Except in one aspective respect, hetiatrall personable; he is
no pussycat but he is one hot cat for pussy whechelgards as an article of
diet—for he is a duff-miver, a lunt-capper, a cuhtmist or, as they say in
refined diplomatic square circles, he eats hair-pied since slurpily he
gaggily gustatories every type of ghastly ghouhg#ss lava'd breath would
give pause to a fire-spouting dragon. Bildrs! he has a virgin strawberry
ass. And while | wouldn't touch mephitic Mercer ltyar genitally with a

ten-foot pole, I'd gladly touch him anally withiad-inch one!



LUC—at 13

(May 1965)

... "A thing of beauty is a boy forever" is a gealization by Carl Van
Vechten out of Keats that doesn't reflect realiglatively few lads are
handsome, still fewer are beautiful and some lissklkads have visage and
personality even their fond mothers can't stomaih, but those too
infrequent ones who walk their quiet way, cruelan Circe because their
felicities of face and form beguile unintentionalipwoluntarily tempt,
dealing mortal blows to the susceptible . . . feerh were the arts created!
Eclectic is my approach to art: | know what | lixed what | like you know
but generally | find very little to please—all tleomuseum fig-leaves hiding
nothing, draperies concealing, postures unreveatimgiscule or distorted
genitalia when they're shown, as if painted orsea by resentful eunuchs
or jilted lesbians. Possessing Luc, who has tréeglbeauty from theory to
accessibility, | have my own personal portable Leuwith inexhaustible
genreof pose, gesture, expression, stylized depictiomude, naturally, for
no costume becomes this boy so well as no costunadl. dn bath he is
Hylas and imprint of naked young foot on bath-méilevIl drink dry his
cool water-stippled flesh; Ganymede in dining-rodieeling the felony
fascination of thafraicheface which tacitly disapproves over glass of milk
that has white-mustached him; Endymion in bedrooriclv steals
illumination from his body's golden shimmer as & Wwere the source of all
light, blinding animate and inanimate alike in adiof peripheral myopia;

and triumphant Eros everywhere though not withoatgst: soft carpet
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savages his bare feet, sun in dim room hurts has,dye feels drafts on still,
hushed days and wasps / hornets / mosquitoes eersed house pierce his
pretty hide. This afternoon | kicked footstool worfit of pier glass in our
bedroom, mounted the boy on this unworthy pedestdlaided by daylight
and photoflood lamp examined him withn brioeyes glissanddfingertips,
sostenutolips for smallest flaw, defect, fault or imperfemi; and he
presented a picture so finessed with subtle pigmand pricking
imagination that the mirror seemingly blushed thehattered into
anamorphic Stardust . . . for beauty modest in tyudlits the ground from
beneath us and we beg to be betrayed! Stifling deéhire 1 abandon my
investigative pursuit and attempt to ravish the feeshed statue but Little
Horse's elbow promptly smites my glass jaw anddr&dbhe'll be damned if
he'll be laid standing up! so painfully | resume mgpection but no foot of
clay discovers itself though there are numeroussbsufrom soccer and
Indian stickball (which breakbone sport Luc hasadticed at his school),
and countless teeth-marks which are my own andt danint except as
passion's decorations. And | am a little awed leefdl this peerlesmusa
puerilis and marvel aloud that he doesn't even bear then afiarring
birthmark. "But | have one!" says the boy, astoath haven't noticed
before and he displays it, faint rose-pink bendath silky fleece on his

pubes . .. and of course it would have to be ke@ped!



RODERICK—at 18

(June 1959)

... "What is so rare as a day in June?" . . .yane kidding! Offhand | can
cite a thousand rarer rarities—a groomless Jundeprfor example.
Mendelssohn and that mordant march from Lohengrispite of, there is
nothing does more for your self-esteem than to hrewy®ung newlywed
crawl humbly-tumidly into your bed on his weddingm—sanswife, of
course! But informal Roderick does just that, caupnthopefully on the
remembrance of times assed to be accorded at &msinderstanding
reception if not a hearty one, and he is indeectcoveé, having kept his
fresh slick baby-face and soft bluing-blue eyesilbomewhat mature in
my age-scale. A year ago Roderick forsook my bedl iatermittent board
having met a girl named Prudence who was passaldemass-production
way but like all females— who are forever huntimgit souls in mirrors
and finding them—she was unable to pass a lookiagsgwithout tarrying
for a quarter-hour complimenting the possibly nateseé object on what it
was reflecting; in addition to which she thinks@d cook is anyone who
has two can openers; in addition to which she fircdnvinced not-too-
bright Roderick that she is virgin, allowing him mpoemarital pleasures,
pecks nor even peeks so the lad naturally is matriafly aflame. Now | am
acquainted (though not familiar) with scads ofgiiho are chaste with the
chooch they expect to trap into connubial confineiraut are extremely
grass-stains-on-dress-back with a dozen other iade-but tactfully | do

not impart any of this to Roderick. And the poontaoncussioned kid
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having hocked everything he owned to make a dowmpat on a quarter-
carat flawed not blue-white diamond from Polter &i§'s Third Sub-
Basement, Prudence finally consents to become diierkhalf. So today
they get married and | am invited to the wake uh,.ceremony but cannot
attend because | am afternoonly occupied withtle Itoy-bride of my own
who is so fiercely pure that | needs must unchlemy through two pairs of
briefs and an unsanforized jockstrap, after whiclh te-petalled young
flower wilts into my arms confessing he was afrawlas going to bite but
since | didn't will 1 please uncherry him again! dAnvhen Roderick as
aforesaid makes his crestfallen appearance likeqidaa ghost at my
bedside | make room for him, wipe away the chagriears from hiazul
eyes and after he has given me multi-tablespoordfuhat he had been
saving for Prudence, he embarrassedly relatesotiatshort hour ago he
was with his spouse on their epithalamic eiderdguping her knees apart
in spite of her you'll-be-sorry! objections, andtisg through the dense
African bush of her forest primeval he eventualhdg the entrance by nasal
compass alone; and poising his impatient self athildden gate he is just
about to plunge in to his full considerable lengthen he discovers with

glans-stubbing discomfort that sneaky old Tampaxdw there first!



SHERRY—at 13

(July 1946)

. . . As his name can be, Sherry is rare wine asdspect him also of
harboring a sardonic sense of dry humor. He has lile@ gossamer
midnight, pale vestal features and a smile likedhen of perfect summer
day but he smut-smudges everything with his petityrpeois formalist
cerebrations, reduces happiness to a wet blanketrakes a lie out of the
moment of truth. Nearly everything brings a blushSherry's cheek—not
virtue's hue but possibly high-test blood or mocppiety's double-take—
for this is an alienated lad who likes to be disad and interfered with,
whatever he may say or do to the contrary! Likeébriatm snake, like hare to
gleaming headlight he is drawn to my door, ten&yi\knocks, hesitantly
enters, with scarlet irresolution leads the waymyp bedroom warning he
can only stay a minute; there he stops with shakies draws nervous
breath, stares about as if wondering how he gat fimis most intimate of
rooms and blushes so hotly that fire is cool by panson. Eyes
unforgiving as rocks, face tombstone-angel stongthgggles like trapped
animal against my hands denuding him, deploringldélck of attire which
reveals a roseate body that dazzles his surrousdirtg invisibility; and
wearing bruised and suffering mien he allows meuede him onto the
sheets where his rubescent features scorch tlwsvpithpliedly verbalizing
that because | have made my bed he isn't preparéd in it! Routinely,
habitually |1 have to reassure this odd little gydlm that he has nothing to

fear, I'm as normal an abnormal as he will evereaoipon, it won't hurt,
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he'll be well paid, he'll get home in plenty tiner supper—all of which he
absorbs with visage so distant, cold, remote tlafpl hornet-stings of
conscience prick me as | begin to kiss the softololat the base of his
throat. Tragically he sighs into my mouth whilap ¢ghe juice of youth from
nectarine lips spilling chill streams of rancoraeproof and reprobation,
tasting the sweet-sour words bitten out as if thetyhis teeth on edge; and
though his eager straining niplets rockily welcome, reflecting an
analogous adamancy below, the boy blastingly disatlvem as betrayers of
his innocence, damning likewise his labia-like nmaiavel when | attach
myself thereto like the original sustenant umbllicard. Disgust blanks his
face into stolid silent-protesting stoicism as | @o with mouth perceptual
as radar to outline the sleek hard contours obbdy: if Sherry be England,
| travel him from John O'Groats to Land's End agtdm to the Midlands as
he stares helplessly at the surge of his virika'static response, cuffs at it
almost weeping because his body refuses to obewilis-he is in heat in
spite of himself, or so he would like me to belieBat if this noumenon of
praxis'd pudicity rejects me, his cocklet which n@wvin high emotional
state, woos me and surrendering to the irresistinle of the part which
cannot dissimulate, | plunge upon it to commit aied larceny while
Sherry moans his loathing to unempathic ceilingpeats to unhearing walls
for succor, turns his torso'd blush away to shtherroom at the revelation
of his nudity. And when | have coaxed hetroussécornucopia to pour
forth its ambrosia'd plenty, thima-facievirgin hurls hissing objurgations

at my bent head even through the blissful cries tam him as he slips to
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control's edge, to brink, over into the orgasm'gsab One would expect
dishonored Sherry now to flee my wicked couch thé boy abusively
lingers while | vary Succubus with a little Incubushich miscreant
metonymy crimsons him in chest, belly, thighs, gugnb—even the hair of
this Fahrenheit lad seems sizzlingly to incandelaestill not showing his
heels in relieved flight he lies there in hot fdgrejection, saying in
acrimonious tone he supposes | want to do it adr again—and waits for
me to commence! And when an hour later vilifieds-seourged, offended
Sherry is ready to depart my vile domicile, afterikjy palming his fee and
stowing it beneath his tattered mantle of soredtdegnity, he sulphurously
informs me in maledictive valediction that I'm arwdbad man and he

doesn't ever want to see me again—until next time!



LUC—at 13

(April 1965)

. .. On Sunday mornings Luc, scorning ohysayunoderelictions which
according to him extend to burning even cornfla&ed fruit juice, brings
me breakfast in bed. Pillow-propped | lie in languesly satiated ease,
reviewing our Saturday night revels and purring Igolygamous tiger while
the aroma of good strong coffee percolates thrahghhouse, seasoned by
the boy's distant lucifer'd language because hi foadh the fuckin' butter! |
try to recall other lads, other times but they raitede into hazy remote
unmemory, the all too comparable yielding to théiaat incomparable . . .
now | have no other boys before Luc. And the obg@any fatal infection
now nudely appears with double-loaded tray andeaddposits it on the bed
| confiscate heady hasty lip-writhing kiss from hesersed mouth while his
impatient breath, fresh-sweet as dawn heather,fanface. Like decadent
Graeco-Romans of antiquity, recumbent we break fast in typical
Satyricon fashion for Little Horse stirs my orange&e with his slim hard
fingers, drips his crystalline saliva into my oa@thésubstitute for invert
sugar!), sits tightly on toast to keep it warm, fflgs peach preserves from
his pink-porcelain navel and prepares to cream lagkbcoffee by milking
himself into it . . . a process | watch with scoffidoubt, spellbound interest
and steadily mounting desire for surely it is ingibke after the long night's

depleting delights that he can have anything leftt-He has!



PELL—at 13

(May 1961)

... If for one second you don't believe you @armd) under an authoritarian
matriarchical tyranny, just cast your astigmatiesepn Peter Pan. When did
you ever see this poor tad played by a boy? Evearntoons he is shown as
epicene if not androgynous or hermaphroditic andlevh have nothing
against Mary Martin and other matronly actressesnlstill of the opinion
that she and they should stay away from Petertlere are plenty of
swinging lads around with loads of histrionic alyilivho could restore Peter

P. to his rightful sex again—if the women wouldtjleave him alone!

... Suckulent Pell is printempsfledgling with chinoiseyes and a red-letter
mouth who is imp, Eros, Cupid, Pan and Peter Paon@& neat, juicy
package—and though nowise sissy or effeminatesis®igarroted by his
Mummy's apron-strings that he can hardly walk cealine; wherever he
goes his silver umbilical cord stretches right b&xkhe maternal Moloch,
presently probably taking her stinky ease in beddirgg Truly Rutty

Romances while chomp-chow-fing chewy chocolatetédsgingerbread-
men. What Pell sees in me (besides $2) is con@ctior one would expect
a youngling with his background to flee screechaitgthe top of his
sopranalto at my approach but oddly we get alokey Tweedledummy and
Tweedlediddle and though we are not precisely dednaddies yet, we are
only inches from it. And when he can stealthy avpeyfectoPell will come

over and pass a freedom hour or two, chatterindarha said this, Mother
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thinks that, Mom did this, Ma decided that—untilstuff a pound of
bubblegum between his spun-sugar lips which he svorkwhile | tongue-
wander his pubic park, snubbing my nose againgpriegpic statue which
consents after prolonged lingual devotionals tosalige its marmoreal
dignity into chrismic sea-wrack souvenir on my swog lips. | go on to
borrow bits of the boy's blossoms in other pattsysig them in my cheeks
like provident squirrel while Pell takes his gumt@and scolds: "If my
Mother knew what you were doing she would—!" bustilg | cram the
doublemint back into his mouth, too well knowingattnis mother would
do would reduce medieval torturers to cowering coAra during one of
these semen-seances is revealed what impels H