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Introduction

After a six-months journey to the Far East, I found myself, on an October evening, once more in the
streets of London. Still suffering from jet-lag, I went to Leicester Square in the hope of seeing a film.
There was none which addressed life seriously — all offerings were to do with domestic trivia or
psychopathic violence. I wandered into a pub on the Charing Cross Road. There I was diverted, at least,
by the aspect of the clientele. The pub was a heterosexual meeting place with tribal significance. All the
drinkers were young men and women, alike dressed in leather jackets and boots, with occasional
variations of trappings in sequins and silver studs. I sat down with a gin-and-tonic in hand, and let the
rock music, cigarette smoke, jet-lag, and the memory of the twelve-year-old Ceylonese boy embraced the
afternoon before, enfold my senses. I was disturbed in my reverie by a hand which pawed at my shoulder.
I found that I was seated next to a tall, hefty young man.

“What are you into?” he asked. When it was evident that I did not understand him, he added, “I'm bi-
sexual.” The pawing resumed. “Doesn't all this make you sick?” He waved his beer glass in the direction
of the heterosexual couples. I said it did seem pretty tedious. “Come on then,” he continued, “what's your
game?”

“I'm a pederast,” I replied. The booze and the jet-lag must have affected my judgement.

“A what?”

“A pederast,” I shouted over the din. “It means somebody who likes young boys.”

“How do you like them?”

“Well, you know,” I said, and regretted my folly in confiding in this stranger, “go to bed with them.”

The man was silent for a while. Then he said, quietly, “If what you say is true, you better get out of
here.”

“Oh no,” I expostulated, “I was joking, of course. If I really were like that, you don't think I'd admit it,
do you?”

The man did not seem convinced. The closing bell sounded. I dived into the protective cover of the
leather jackets and the pall of smoke.

This story shows how ordinary people's opposition to boy-love is founded on a combination of
ignorance and aggressive prejudice. Firstly, my Everyman, that nameless drinker in a London pub, did not
know what “pederasty” was. Secondly, when he had .some inkling, there was no intellectual curiosity
about it, no attempt at argument, just a reflexive threat of violence. The rest of society is no different from
Everyman, neither judges, politicians, nor journalists. In the United States and Europe the boy-lover is up
against this universal prejudice, a prejudice which is difficult to argue with because it is alien to the
developments in rational ethics, moral philosophy, and scientific psychology which his civilization has
triumphantly evolved.

The boy-lover has found himself in the position of the Jew in Old Europe, hated not for what he has
done (since few know those details), but for what he is. Even the Jew has never been the recipient of
quite the universal condemnation which has been the lot of the paedophile. In the midst of the Second
World War, J. C. Flugel, the great London psychologist, was able to write, in his Man, Morals and
Society, that “the whole sphere of sex is, of course, still the most taboo-ridden of all subjects in the



modern world, in spite of the very considerable advances that have been made in the last half century or
so as regards the liberty of both speech and action.” The boy-lover has found himself, especially since
the mid-Seventies, the subject of universal disgust. This has had severe repercussions on his basic sense
of self, of dignity and self-worth, not to mention on his place in society, if his name is revealed. Flugel
has written, “Permanent and universal disapproval is a condition that is well-nigh unthinkable and
unendurable, and no more appalling calamity can befall a human being than to feel himself utterly outcast
and alone.”

It is difficult for the boy-lover to re-educate public opinion because he is faced with a relentless,
apparently self-willed ignorance on the part of those whose job it is to listen to rational argument. I went
into Hatchard's, the London bookshop, recently, and bought a little volume called The Safe Child Book,
by Ms. Kerns Kraizer. She was described in the blurb as one of America's “foremost experts in personal
safety training for children.” In spite of my forebodings, I have found it quite a sensible book. After all,
children can be at risk from sexual coercion by adults, not least, as the book points out, by their own
fathers. Yet, although the authoress has a Master's degree in “Special Education and Psychology”, the
book exemplifies the ignorance of even qualified professionals in the matter of child-sex. What is
astounding is that Ms. Kraizer appears uninterested in finding out the reality. She makes sweeping
assertions, and, unfortunately, it is just such unsubstantiated statements which are taken as truth by those
who wish to justify repressive laws against paedophilia.

For example, she uses the term “sexual abuse” to cover any sexual encounter between an adult and a
child. She refuses to make a moral distinction between a cuddle and a rape. Her only definition of
“sexual abuse” is a legal, not a moral, one: “Sexual abuse is legally defined as any sexual contact with a
child or the use of a child for the sexual gratification of someone else.” She then lists various sins which
would be involved in this definition, but adds, “Of all of these, fondling is the most common form of
sexual abuse.” A reasonable person might then say, “So that's what all the bother is about. Aren't we
getting worked up over very little?” Yet men have had their lives ruined because they caressed a child.

In newspaper articles (the Press seems to have a morbid fascination with child-sex) the term “sexual
abuse” is used indiscriminately in reports of adult-child sexual contacts. The definition of “sexual abuse”
has become so broad that it is meaningless, just as if a man were to be convicted of rape if he pinched a
barmaid's bottom.

Ms. Kraizer shows no interest in the sexuality of children as a natural phenomenon. In spite of her
degree in psychology, she ignores Sigmund Freud. Freud's views were dangerously close to a reality she
is not prepared to admit:

It is surely nothing else but habitual prudery and a guilty conscience in themselves about sexual
matters which causes adults to adopt this attitude of mystery towards children; (...) It is commonly
believed that the sexual instinct is lacking in children, and only begins to arise in them when the
sexual organs mature. This is a grave error, equally serious from the point of view both of theory
and of actual practice.

— (Sigmund Freud in an open letter to Dr. M. Furst (1907), translated by E. B. M. Herford.)

Unlike Ms. Kraizer, Freud, with the humility of wisdom, as opposed to the I-know-it-all arrogance of

today's “expert”, did want to know more about children's sexuality; in fact, he regarded it as crucial to the
understanding of human nature. He lamented the lack of first-hand evidence:

Children are not credited with any sexual activities, therefore no pains are taken to observe



anything of the kind, while on the other hand any expressions of such a thing which would be
worthy of attention are suppressed. Consequently the opportunity of gaining information from this
most genuine and fertile source is greatly restricted.

— (On the Sexual Theories of Children (1908), translated by Douglas Bryan.)

The only scientific study of child sexuality that I know of is Theo Sandfort's The Sexual Aspect of
Paedophile Relations. Tts finding is that boys desire and enjoy sex with adult male friends. Even Piaget
stayed clear of this vital area, preferring, instead, to record how children in Geneva played marbles.
(Since I wrote this, Dr. Edward Brongersma's Loving Boys, Vols. 1 & 2 have been published.)

So it appears that only boy-lovers know anything about how boys make love, but they would be lynched
if they tried to hold a serious discussion with the public on the matter. A world-wide hysteria appears to
have arisen against boy-lovers. The rights of boys themselves are trampled on in the search to root out
those who would befriend them. What are boy-lovers to do in these circumstances? How should they
think of themselves? Are they sure that what they do is morally right? What motivates otherwise decent
people to clamor for their imprisonment, even for their castration and execution? Can it be that these
moral outcasts, the boy-lovers, actually hold a key to a juster, saner, more caring society? Unlike Freud
eighty years ago, professional psychologists and sociologists today seem unable or unwilling to confront
these questions. That is why this book is necessary.

That adult-child sex is illegal is not a morally sufficient reason to withhold serious, objective
examination of children's fundamental nature. Modern Western states have advanced radically in such
fields as social welfare, housing and education, but their legislation is archaic where morality is
concerned. In the Sixties, the Oxford-based Farmington Trust reported on the question of “moral
education”. In its report, Introduction to Moral Education, Professor John Wilson wrote that

we should be able, so to speak, to get outside the rules, to inspect their point and purpose, and
make decisions about them which must of necessity be based on something other than the rules
themselves: that is, on the wants, wills, feelings or interests of other people.

In the tidy world of modern bourgeois ideas there is no place for the “feelings” or “interests” of
paedophiles or of the children with whom they are associated. Instead, those interests are directly under
attack. In order to preserve his identity, the boy-lover must understand the motivation of his oppressors,
the moral basis of his actions and their consequences for humanity as a whole.

Flugel wrote that “nearly all progress, individual and social, involves some infringement of the moral
rules of the past. (...) Hence... many of the pioneers whom we now revere as benefactors of mankind
were in their own day looked upon as dangerous and subversive revolutionaries.”

At present, it is dangerous for boy-lovers in the United States and Europe to lobby publicly for legal
changes which would decriminalize paedophilia. In the Third World, however, the law is not such a
tyrant. Often it is manipulated, evaded, or ignored. In spite of official disapproval and haphazard
pogroms, many Western boy-lovers have been able to bring succor to desperately needy children in Latin
America and Asia, and so fulfill an important social function. Even where active boy-love has become
too dangerous to practice, at least the recognition by men and boys of the intrinsic goodness of such love
may continue to uphold the message, “It's okay to say yes!”

It remains to address the one major objection, undeniably with substance, which can be raised against
men and boys having sex with each other: AIDS is not choosy of its victims; suitably transmitted, it can



infect anyone, even the very young.

What about boy-love in light of this new threat?

It is a remarkable fact that, although we all know many gay men who have fallen victim to the HIV
virus, I cannot count a single one of my pederast acquaintances who has been so unfortunate. I can only
assume that the disease has not to any notable extent entered the pool of men and boys who are sexually
active with one another, and/or the kinds of sexual contacts which they have involve a very much lower
risk of transmission than those indulged in by gays. The boys we interact with are not on the whole
enthusiastic about being penetrated anally.

Realistically, then, isn't a youngster better off having oral, masturbatory or intercrural sex with a
protective boy-lover than going to the often drug-ridden female prostitute who is all too frequently his
only alternative? And cannot a boy-lover give his young friend important information about AIDS
avoidance which his contemporaries simply lack?

1. The Nature of the Beast

As a student in London, I got on well with my landlady. She was a woman in her late forties who had
liberated herself from a marriage with an army officer. She took great interest in the concerts, plays, and
art exhibitions that London had to offer. She was an extrovert and loved company. She would become
depressed when alone and when it rained. Her politics were of a liberal bent. At that time the L.R.A.
were indiscriminately blowing up people in the streets and there was a debate in Parliament on the death
penalty. She thought that nothing justified executing a person, even a terrorist.

Landladies are traditionally curious about the intimate lives of their lodgers. One afternoon, when I
had returned from my studies, she announced that she had changed the chest-of-drawers in my room.

“Don't worry, I've replaced all your things exactly as they were.” I thanked her, but inwardly I was
appalled, for she would have discovered in one of the drawers several copies of Boys International, a
magazine at that time openly and legally sold in Soho.

A few days later I was drinking coffee with her in the kitchen, when she said, “You know, there is one
thing for which I think the death penalty is deserved, and I am sure you will agree with me, and that is
having sex with children.” I agreed, not wishing to be evicted from my digs.

Indeed, those who have possessed pictorial pornography will have shuddered on occasion at the
possibility of its being discovered, the grisly secret revealed to family, friends, and professional
colleagues. My closest brush with disgrace (or worse) occurred during the events connected with the
Islamic fundamentalist revolution in Iran.

In 1977, when still a virgin as far as relations with boys were concerned, I left my country to work as a
schoolteacher in Tehran. I was yet another of Britain's unemployed whose only recourse, now that
Empire's opportunities no longer beckoned, was to proffer their skills to alien peoples. Shortly before
leaving my lodgings in London, I deposited in a litter basket in Hyde Park that collection of photographs
of naked boys on which my landlady's disapproving gaze had rested. As I have said above, these
photographs were culled from the fairly tame magazines that until that year had been legally available in
the United Kingdom. In those images little boys with flaccid cocks did such innocently boyish things as
swim, take showers, climb trees, or recline in the bracken. Since then public hysteria and The Protection



of Children Act have singled out such pictures as “dangerous commodities”.

In the sexual wasteland of Iran my imagination often consoled itself in fantasizing about certain of my
young charges. Although I never hinted that I was attracted to them physically, these boys were very quick
to notice my underlying sympathy, and, in consequence, we enjoyed each other's company in a manner
separate from the formal teacher-pupil relationship. When I gave a school prize to a beautiful boy,
instead of to a top-scoring girl, that intelligent lass rather wistfully, and truthfully, remarked that it was
because he and I had something special between us.

At the end of the academic year, flush with cash, I revisited Western Europe. One of the points on my
itinerary was Amsterdam, a city I had never been to before. I had heard that child pornography was
readily available there. I may have visited the Rijksmuseum, but my main occupation was the selection
and purchase of what at that time was still a wide range of magazines featuring young boys not just in
statuesque poses but also involved in startling sex acts, not only among themselves but also with men.

The impression these pictures made on my chaste person was profound. Through them I realized that
boys really did enjoy homo-erotic sex and that they were quite happy to indulge in acts of gross and
marvelous salaciousness with adult males. I understood that boy-sex was not just something that had
happened in Ancient Greece or in the secret recesses of a pasha's palace, but, as the photographic record
revealed, was widely practiced in my own time.

Unable to part with these joyous images, I selected my favorite examples and brought them with me on
my return to Iran, there to console me in the sexual desolation of the school year. That year's appointed
span, however, was never completed. The Islamic revolution was gathering force, soon to sweep all
before it. For a while the school routine continued as if nothing was happening — riots, gunfire, distant
columns of smoke were ignored. Parents began to vote with their feet. My classes were reduced to less
than a third of their normal complement, as families got themselves and their wealth out of the country
while they could.

During the Christmas holidays a British colleague and I undertook a motor tour around Iran. We were
probably the last Westerners ever to have visited many of the interior towns before the portals of
darkness, xenophobia, and superstition closed upon them. Examining a 12t Century mosque near Yazd,
we were followed by a hundred glowering youths, who kept telling us their king was a robber and that we
should inform our people of the fact. On a lonely waste near Mashad we had to accelerate through a
menacing crowd which blocked the road. Its members banged on the roof with shovels and threw rocks at
the vehicle when we gathered speed. Approaching one small town, we were flagged down by other
motorists at the side of the road. It was apparent that there was a riot in progress. Burning tires blocked
the main street. Eventually a lorry-load of soldiers arrived, commanded by a gigantic sergeant with a
bristling black mustache. After several volleys were fired down the street, the crowd retired to the side
alleys, and, cautiously driving round the flaming road-blocks, we were able to continue upon our way.

When we returned to Tehran we got caught up in a traffic jam. Traffic jams are normal in that city, but
this one had been caused by the Ayatollah Khomeini, who was still in France. He had called for a
massive demonstration, and hundreds of thousands of his supporters were being motored into the capital.

We found ourselves stuck between lines of Toyota pick-ups black with chador-veiled women. These
harpies quizzed us good-humoredly about our nationality. My friend, who spoke some Farsi, had the
bright idea of saying that we were Italian. “Italian good, American no good,” replied the ladies.

The school term resumed as if nothing untoward was happening. Shortly after classes had
recommenced the Shah fled to Morocco, a country which I was later to visit, but as a sexual rather than a
political exile. Photographs of the monarch and his family which had adorned the administrative offices
were removed, although the headmaster was sensitive enough not to replace them with the caprine visage



of the ascendant power. The Ayatollah Khomeini arrived from Paris and eleven days later put the
finishing touches to the revolution by seizing the organs of state.

My apartment was near an army barracks which was stormed after a prodigal expenditure of
ammunition by Khomeini's bearded partisans. During this battle I could think of nothing better to do than
to go to bed, although it was early afternoon. The street cat, which it had been my wont to feed daily after
school, appeared and jumped in with me, and there the two of us remained until the gunfire abated. I have
always had a soft spot for cats, and if I were to abide in a boyless land, I would console myself with the
company of such a cuddly and playful animal.

A few days later the American Embassy was briefly over-run, and the ambassador, William Sullivan,
held captive for several hours. Moustachioed members of the local Komite appeared at the door of my
apartment, asking pointed questions about what my Polish flatmate and I were doing in Iran. “Yankee go
home,” they said. In expectation of such a visit, as I had heard that foreigners' homes were being
searched, I had wrapped my pornographic collection and my cash in a plastic bag, buried the package in
the kitchen garbage, and poured noisome dregs on top. As it was, these precautions were unnecessary.

Many intersections had road-blocks manned by heavily armed youths. The Ayatollah announced that all
weapons looted from army garrisons were to be returned to his government. The appeal, naturally, was
ignored. The first executions took place, some of the Shah's senior commanders and old-time henchmen
being the victims. Lurid pictures of their bullet-riddled bodies appeared in the newspapers. In the midst
of all this my headmaster announced over the radio that school must resume at once, in spite of road-
blocks manned by self-appointed Revolutionary Guards and of a severe petrol shortage. That afternoon I
got a call from the British Embassy: there would be an RAF Hercules arriving at the airport; did I wish to
be put on the passenger list for a flight to Cyprus? I packed at once.

The airport was in absolute chaos. The Americans had several jumbo jets on the tarmac in order to
evacuate thousands of their citizens, who had been employed in the Shah's massive military equipment
program. Not only were there Europeans (Iranians were forbidden to leave the country) but also
hundreds of Sri Lankans and Pakistanis fighting to get on flights. Adding to the turmoil, Yasser Arafat had
arrived from Beirut to convey his congratulations to the new regime. Loudspeakers blared revolutionary
songs.

As the hours went by, I stood in the immense queue waiting to pass through the Iranian passport
“formalities”. I asked some English people in front of me what the delay was all about. “Oh, they're
searching everyone. They're going through all luggage, opening everything.” 1 was aghast. “They”
referred to the Revolutionary Guards who had taken over the customs and passport control. In my
baggage was an envelope stuffed with my cuttings from Amsterdam. The crowd of waiting travelers
inched towards the examination point. British schoolteacher, pederast in charge of Iranian youth,
discovered in pos- session of child pornography by alert Islamic militia. Would such be the newspaper
byline after my cache had been revealed? “Oh,” I said to the decent, ordinary English folk waiting around
me, “I think I've got too much stuff here. Would you keep my place while I get rid of some of it?”

I took my suitcase to a large rubbish bin in a deserted part of the foyer. There was only a lowly
sweeper nearby. Trying to look casual, I threw away some old bank statements, then the envelope with its
guilty secrets, then some more odds and ends on top. I nodded to the sweeper and rejoined the queue. 1
was pure again, fit to take my place among my fellow creatures. When my turn came before the
Revolutionary Guards my chief worry was that my money would be confiscated, but the Guards, in the
first flush of the Revolution, were more interested in touting their newly-acquired G-3 automatic rifles
than with material gain. If I had not dumped it, my pornographic collection would certainly have been
discovered. I would have been shamed not just before my compatriots in the queue behind me, but



perhaps, as a hostage to revolutionary propaganda, before the world.

Now that the hysteria against paedophiles is intensifying, Great Britain is not far behind Iran (which
shoots them) in the savagery of its persecution. The Chief Constable of Manchester has strongly urged
that paedophiles be castrated. The Conservative government's proposed Criminal Justice Bill will make
it an offense just to possess child ”pornography”, even in the privacy of one's own home. It is unlikely
that police will not abuse their powers to search and trash people's houses, for theirs will be the noble
quest to track down concealed caches of pictorial obscenity.

Since the fall of National Socialism, it has often been remarked upon that it seems incredible that the
ordinary citizens of Germany, the country of Goethe and Beethoven, should have followed the monstrous
bidding of Adolf Hitler. Sigmund Freud's work on the links between self-repression, guilt, and
aggression had already provided the answer in psychological, if not historical, terms. Boy-lovers today
ask themselves, “How is it that decent, apparently rational people should turn like wolves upon their
fellow men, solely on account of a difference in sexual preference? How can anyone seriously think that
we are a threat to society?” Similarly, the Jew, in the Germany of the Thirties, bleated, “What have 1
done wrong? I am as loyal and patriotic a German as any!” As Tom O'Carroll has shown in his
Paedophilia: The Radical Case, it is even counted against him if the boy-lover should attempt by rational
argument to justify himself to men of the 20t Century. It was as useless as a Waldensian heretic to appeal
to the teachings of Jesus Christ as he was seared by the instruments of the Inquisition. It is necessary, for
his own defense, for the boy-lover to understand both the nature of his oppressor and the moral ground on
which he himself stands.

His oppressor is the ordinary person, whether he or she be politician, voter, broadcaster, or reader of
The Daily Mail. Newspaper editors know they will always increase their sales if they raise the cry of
“sexual abuse” or “child molestation”. Exposure of paedophiles is prime copy. One is reminded of M,
Fritz Lang's film of the early Thirties, made just before the Nazis came to power. It concerns the effects
on society, on ordinary people, of the murder of children. No one knows who the murderer is or where he
will strike next. An old gentleman walks along the pavement and meets a little girl. He offers her a
sweet. Immediately he is surrounded by accusers. He is under suspicion because he has offered a child
he does not know a toffee. His protestations are ignored by the gathering crowd. The film does not
disclose his fate.

Why should ordinary people become so hysterical where child-sex is concerned? Men exposed as
paedophiles turn out not to be murderers, but harmless, contributing members of society. The answer lies
in the effects on people's minds of repression of desire and of guilt. Statistical evidence shows that it is
within the family that most sexual abuse takes place. In May 1991 the Canadian Center for Justice
Statistics reported that the number of Canadian children who were homicide victims had risen
dramatically in the past thirty years, and that most of the killings were committed by their mothers and
fathers. The latent guilt of parents could destroy the family. Subconsciously they seek a scapegoat.

In 1986, Miss Esther Rantzen, the hostess of a BBC television show, That's Life, which had discussed
child- abuse, received 3,000 letters from people saying they had been abused as children. Ninety per cent
of the cases concerned sexual abuse, and in nearly all of them fathers and other family members were the
abusers. Ms. Kraizer, using research by David Finkelhor, claims that an “overwhelming percentage of
sexual abuse takes place with a family member, including parents, grandparents, siblings, aunts, uncles,
and step-parents.” Yet the wrath of the public, when it comes to punishing individuals, is generally
directed against the solitary paedophile, whose aim, as even Ms. Kraizer admits, is to have “an intimate,
non-judgemental, affectionate relationship with a child.” It is the classic scapegoat psychosis, so well



analyzed by Freud at the beginning of the century.

In 1984 my travels brought me to Miami, the drug capital of the United States. One evening at my hotel,
I turned on the television to watch the news. There was nothing about the war against drugs. The lead
story announced the closure of the Country Walk kindergarten and the arrest of its staff for child
molestation, all this due to the unsubstantiated denunciation of a single disaffected parent. The next story
showed the arrest of a teacher at the Hebrew Academy. Accused of molesting one of his pupils, this
slight young man, bearded and wearing a skull cap, was being pushed into a police car. In the crowd
people were fighting with each other to glimpse the man's face, as if he were some fairground freak. The
scene reminded me of another country, another era.

A few weeks later The Miami Herald published an editorial which lamented the threat to families from
child molesters. “Frightened parents”, it declared, did not know whom to turn to for help, whom to trust.

The authorities seemed powerless. The next day's edition had a matter-of-fact report about a man in
Indiana who had shot himself. Before doing so, he had also shot his wife and six children as they slept.
There was, of course, no outraged editorial on the threat to children from their own parents.

I discerned a similar double standard in the moral outlook of a young Cambridge-educated woman who
was preparing Amnesty International's report on Brazil's human rights abuses. We agreed that in spite of
that country's official evolution into a democracy, the police continued with their tradition of arbitrary
arrest, torture, and murder of citizens whose socio-economic status left them without influential
protection. When her report was published some time after I had been arrested myself, I could not read it
without some cynicism. A friend had written to me in jail that, on receiving news of my fate, she had
commented that I deserved it. In jail I had witnessed numerous examples of gross abuse of
constitutionally-sanctioned human rights, but this employed and salaried do-gooder was not in the least
interested in receiving first-hand evidence from so tainted a source as the pen of a paedophile.

The fury (unaccountable in a rational sense) of those obsessed with rooting out the paedophiles from
society can be explained by its neurotic origins. Social controls basic to the Judeo-Christian tradition
have required the repression of paedophile desires. The fact that these desires do not themselves cease to
exist, so much are they embedded in the nature of man, will burden the people with guilt. This guilt, if not
dealt with, will lead to mental suffering in the individual. The desire to love and cherish children,
essential to the survival of the species, is fundamental to the nature of man. To deny it is sufficient in
itself to cause an acute neurosis.

The burden of guilt has been treated in several ways. One is to make a moral virtue of renunciation and
asceticism. Abstinence from sex is thought to exalt the worth of the individual. If the abstainer then
surrenders to desire, even in thought, he shall require punishment. He will invent a Jealous God with
which to chastise himself, or he will call for yet stricter penalties to be prescribed in the laws of his
country.

The creation of a taboo, a prohibition enforced by supernatural or social sanctions, is another way to
deal with guilt. Paedophiles today are subject to the full force of a taboo. Primitive and irrational, it
cannot be argued with, only fought by breaking it whenever there is an opportunity to do so. “At its worst
and most fantastic,” wrote Flugel, “it involves mankind in unnecessary and quite unrealistic fears, and
imposes curious and often crippling restrictions on its liberty of thought and action.” Freud (in Totem and
Taboo) saw it as a form of the obsessive-compulsive neurosis. That which is forbidden is nevertheless
greatly desired. Objects that are revered on the one hand, are considered unclean and polluted on the
other. Flugel has pointed out that the puberty rites among primitive peoples combine a reverence for and
a hostility against the adolescent. Adult privileges (such as sex) are taboo for the young until they go



through arduous and unpleasant tests. In this way the repressed adult can assuage his unconscious envy,
even hatred, of the adolescent. The American Adlerian psychologist Rudolph Dreikurs, in his Happy
Children, observed that parents often seem irrationally suspicious of their children, apparently believing
that they are born bad and have to be forced to be good. “Every psychiatrist knows that most sex play
among children is fortunately never discovered by parents.” Most modern “experts” on children
uncritically take it for granted that sex, especially with adults, is not to be countenanced, whereas the
evidence, as we shall see, points to sexual expression as a necessity for them.

A third way to deal with guilt is to project it onto another party, the scapegoat. This has become the
nemesis of the boy-lover in the last decade, as this projection is given greater force by its being a mass,
not just an individual phenomenon. It appears to be a psychological fact that those who have renounced
their desires and erected prohibitions are then urged on by an unconscious force to compel others to suffer
as well. This projection of guilt onto others is associated with the condition known as paranoia. The
public is constantly being told by “experts” on sexual abuse that there exist paedophile rings, conspiracies
to abduct innocent children and debauch them. In this environment even the moral imbecile feels good
about condemning paedophiles. His righteous indignation costs him nothing, and distracts attention from
the septic core within his own mind. It is no accident that the most brutal persecutors of paedophiles are
criminals in jail, for by assaulting them the criminal feels he atones for his own inhuman deeds.

The prisoners whom the British government allowed to rampage through Strangeways Prison,
Manchester, in 1990 were intent upon breaking into the' segregated “Section 43” area of sex-offenders'
cells. This was not in order to liberate their fellow sufferers, but to kill them. In the consequent inquiry
into the riot, officials declared that they were prevented from regaining control of the prison by the Home
Office's fear of bloodshed and loss of life. Evidently this fear did not encompass the helpless Section 43
inmates: at least one of them died at the hands of the rioters and others received horrendous injuries.

The implications for society are sinister. Social harmony and mutual trust are fragile. Once a society
embarks on a witchhunt it may end by tearing itself to bits. In 1984 a British radio personality was put on
trial for molesting little girls. This man had been in a public swimming pool and there had played with
the children, tossing them about and swinging them around. Other adults observed the frolic and called
the police. At his trial the case turned on whether he had or had not allowed his finger to go inside a
girl's bathing suit when he picked her up. His wife, a cripple in a wheelchair, had to give testimony on
how many times the couple had sexual intercourse each week.

Finally, the persecutor of paedophiles fears that if the child-lover is allowed to continue, he himself
will lose his self-control, and, tortured by guilt, seek out what is forbidden. Tolerance requires the inner
happiness and serenity of someone who knows himself and has adapted his life the best to fulfill his
wants. The intolerant person is incapable of presenting a morally reasoned case in which he uses his own
ideas on the nature of good and evil.

Fortunately, not all ordinary people are afflicted with this obsessional neurosis about the relationships
between adults and children. Several people I know accept the fact that I like boys, and they do not feel
the need to express disapproval. Although they may think differently, they decide to live and let live.

Such a person was my landlady when, in 1983, I rented an apartment in San Salvador, the capital of El
Salvador. On occasion I was visited by a 13-year-old orphan from San Miguel, which lies in the
embattled eastern part of the country. One evening, when the boy and I were watching television, there
was a knocking on the door. The boy went to one of the bedrooms and I opened the door. A squad of
policemen, bearing sub-machine guns, entered. The sergeant announced that he had a report that I was
keeping menores in my apartment. I replied that there was only one, that the boy was an orphan and I was



taking care of him. He asked to see him. The boy was in bed and appeared to be asleep. The sergeant
and I sat on the bed, the sub-machine gun resting across the boy's legs. 1 “woke up” the boy, and the
sergeant received confirmation of what I had told him. He asked the boy if I kissed him, and the latter
replied calmly, “Yes, but like a father.” The answer satisfied the sergeant and the patrol filed out. It was
evident the policeman was not particularly interested in the matter (El Salvador has more serious
problems), but was merely investigating a denunciation. The next morning I told my landlady about the
incident. She was outraged, not because she might be harboring a pederast, but because someone had
called the police and let them into her apartment building.

She was determined to identify the culprit. It did not take her long. It was the person whom I myself
suspected. At the head of the stairs dwelt the mistress of a lawyer and her illegitimate son. This woman
often had her front door open, and sometimes she even sat on the stairs, so that no one entering the
building would escape her notice. I had always greeted her courteously and had shown no interest in her
unpleasant offspring. Yet this kept woman had taken it upon herself to be the champion of morality. The
landlady struck swiftly. The rent was already in arrears, and on that basis she asked the woman to vacate
the apartment by the end of the month. The woman refused, so the landlady cut off the water and
electricity. The siege lasted a fortnight before the tenant finally departed. I was impressed by the
landlady's uprightness of character and her common sense. A widow (her husband had been murdered by
the guerrillas), she managed by herself the family hacienda. Her experience of life had taught her the real
distinctions between good and evil.

Two years later I was living in Brazil. My domestic servant, Carlos, then a boy of fourteen, told how
one day he was returning home from work, when he was summoned by a woman seated with her husband
in a bar. The boy had never seen her in his life, but she seized his arm and vehemently accused him of
committing immoral acts with the Americano, meaning me, although I am English. She and her husband
took him to the Delegacia de Menores (Minors' Police). The boy's father was summoned. The woman
repeated her allegations. The father was furious that a complete stranger should make such charges
against his son, and, though a poor man, he would hire a lawyer if necessary. The agentes, who belonged
to the state police, not the Federal police, were exasperated. A pastime of the Brazilians is to denounce
each other to the authorities over the most trivial disagreements. The police, who get paid anyway, do not
like having to waste their time on following up wild and malicious accusations. The woman, who was
now so angry that she pounded the desk, was herself arrested. She remained in detention while her
husband went to the bank to withdraw sufficient funds to ransom her. The police showed a sense of
proportion. For them the main problem is the endemic juvenile delinquency stemming from the favelas.

In this instance, a single boy's sex-life was of no importance to them. In Britain, the matter would have
been remorselessly investigated regardless of the cost to the taxpayer and in police time.

(I wrote the above paragraph before my arrest by the Federal Police. Unlike their provincial
colleagues, the Federales were to have no compunction in wasting their taxpayers' money on the minutiae
of my private life.)

The enormity of man-boy relationships is relative to people's preconceptions. Between those who
continually agitate for greater legislative and police activity to destroy these relationships and those who
openly lobby for such liaisons to be given legal protection, there is a majority whose indifference to the
matter results in a practical, if not an ideological, toleration.

While living in Brazil, I had a German friend who was a raving heterosexual. His way of dealing with
my young companions was to ignore them. He would come to my apartment to engage in geo-political
discussions. He could spend an hour dissecting 20t-Century German history or the sexuality of the adult



female without ever acknowledging, or being disturbed by, the presence of the small, brown-skinned boys
playing around us.

When visiting Maceid, in the Brazilian state of Alagoas, I met a 13-year-old boy and took him back to
my cheap hotel near the port. We were half way up the stairs, when the patron raised his voice in protest.
Menores could not be invited to guests' rooms. When I demurred, the man started shouting and threatened
to call the police. The boy suggested that we take a taxi to the red-light district and try to get a room in a
castelo, what the French calla maison de passe. Four different establishments refused us entry. At one
place the nice woman at the desk had given us the key, and we had already locked ourselves in the room,
when there was a violent hammering on the door. The proprietor had discovered our presence and was
enraged — his was a “respectable” fuck-hotel. His outbreak of virtue, however, did not stop him
demanding payment for the room. We ignored him and went to the castelo up the street, which was
operated by a couple of Chinese ladies. They handed us a key and a towel with oriental impassivity, and
so at last, well after midnight, my friend and I were able to take advantage of the human right to free
association.

In the Far East, too, I have found hotels run by Chinese to be hassle-free. The remarkable commercial
success of the Chinese around the world is due to their ability to adapt to differing cultures and world-
views without absorbing any other values except their own, the most important of which is the making of
money.

The Thais' phenomenal success in attracting foreign visitors is due to the same strategy. The
atmosphere of sexual tolerance brings together people from diverse cultures and backgrounds. In the
minibus taking me from Bangkok to Pattaya were a couple of white Zimbabweans and a Saudi-Arabian.

We all chatted amicably on the two-hour trip to Nirvana. On a cruise to one of the islands across from
the Royal Cliff Hotel the passengers were a party of male Arabs (their culture would not have
accustomed them to taking jaunts with the opposite sex), an Australian homosexual with appropriate
escort, an American Protestant pastor with his Thai girlfriend, a respectable married couple,
ophthalmologists from Bombay, and an Englishman, namely myself, with two 14-year-old boys in tow.
On the island we shared a table for lunch, and the conversation was relaxed and jocular. Nobody
interrogated anybody else about the nature of his relationship.

I have since heard that a BBC documentary exploited Thai tolerance by portraying Pattaya as a den of
iniquity. The consequence was a crackdown by the police, who indiscriminately routed innocent tourists
out of bed in a desperate search for minors. The Thais should beware, as their country relies on tourism
for a large part of its foreign exchange earnings. The abandoned and decrepit resorts which litter the west
coast of Sri Lanka owe their devastation as much to opportunistic police action as the smoldering warfare
in that beautiful land between Tamils and Sinhalese.

2. The Boy-Lover

Lake Toba lies in the mountains of Sumatra. Samosir is an island in the lake, twice as large as
Singapore. It is inhabited by the Batak people, who, unlike most Indonesians, are Christians. They speak
their own language, and until the end of the last century they were cannibals. The Samosir Bataks, for
most of their history, were isolated from the rest of Sumatra. The population is divided into about fifteen



extended families. Everyone knows what everyone else is doing. Gossip ensures absolute social
conformity. The society is rigidly patriarchal. Now the island is overrun with European tourists, mostly
young couples who trudge relentlessly around the countryside, to the amazement of the water-buffaloes.

On Samosir I met a boy as he was walking home from school with his friends. In this almost incestuous
society, where everyone has known everybody else all his life, the boys have an intense desire to
establish an outside relationhip. My young friend held my hand all the way to his home, where he
introduced me to his mother, older sisters, and small brothers. His father was dead. Our friendship was
almost a love affair. Defying harassment from the hotel flunkeys, the boy would come daily to visit me, so
happy that he would keep clutching my arm or squeezing my knee when we were seated together. Several
times I was the honored guest at his home. His mother was delighted with the relationship. I bought new
sarongs for her and her daughters, clothes and schoolbooks for her sons. The household, which had been
starving, began to eat again. When I was visiting, the little brothers would sit either side of me and hold
my arms as if they feared I might suddenly depart. The neighbors observed all this domestic happiness
and did not approve. I found myself the object of leering remarks from older men and youths. In a
destitute patriarchal society, these masculine layabouts did not like to be left out of things; they felt that
they could expropriate me for themselves. When they were given the cold shoulder, they lurked and
plotted. The boy became more furtive, less at ease in my company.

The blow fell one morning when I was still in bed. A police corporal and an old man entered the room.

The corporal spoke some English. He introduced the man as my friend's uncle. Although I had never
heard of this man, he had charged me with having sex with his nephew. When I protested my innocence,
the corporal sent a colleague to fetch the boy from school. My friend, frightened, guileless, and in awe of
his elders, confirmed the truth of the accusation. After the boy had been led away, the corporal said that
he had been ordered to take me to Ambarita Police Station. The sentence for what I had done would be
five years in prison. I dressed quickly, brushed my teeth, and said I was ready to go. My escort,
however, remained seated. I asked if I could take a book with me. The request was granted. Thinking of
the five years I would have to read it, I selected Michael Holroyd's biography of Lytton Strachey. The
corporal looked at the book, studied the photographs, asked me who was Lytton Strachey. It occurred to
me that he was deliberately delaying my departure, so I inquired of the uncle if there was anything that I
could do which would persuade him to withdraw the charge. In the negotiations that followed I tried to
put up a front, but in the end I accepted the man's price, US$ 250. The policeman said, “Now you are
free. This matter is no longer of any concern to you.” The uncle said, “I hope you come back next year.”
At that point, the owner of the hotel came in. “Nothing like this has ever happened here before,” he told
me ostentatiously. “You must leave immediately. I did not tell you, but I was a major in the Army, and I
don't like that sort of thing.” On the launch to the mainland the boat-boy kept saying loudly, “Homsex,
homsex.”

After five hours in a bus, I arrived in Medan, where I checked into the best hotel in town. I poured
myself a large whiskey and thought about what had happened. I had lost a friendship, I had been
humiliated, but I felt elated. I realized that I had passed through the whole dreadful experience without
feeling any guilt or shame. It had never occurred to me that my friendship with the boy was wrong, and
when others had destroyed it and had justified their predatory actions by gesticulating at my heinous
crime, I could only think them fools and hypocrites. The moral superiority I had felt was mine had given
me the strength to remain calm and diplomatic throughout the ordeal. I had lost two-hundred-and-fifty
bucks, but the uncle had lost the trust and confidence of his nephew. The boy had been humiliated by a
member of his own family, who should have protected his dignity and reputation. The boy had lost a
lifeline to the future. I was free. The next morning I flew to Singapore, withdrew my funds from the bank,



and then continued on to Sri Lanka.
Several years later I was in Zamboanga City, in the Philippines. Near the docks I had met a street boy.
He was thirteen and thought he was a Muslim. He had that look of “need”, of an ineffable yearning,
which so appealed to Michael Davidson (Some Boys). We went for picnics at Bulong Beach and swam in
the fresh water pools in Pasonanca Park. I asked him why he did not live with his mother and he replied
that she was too poor to feed him. One evening we were having supper at the night market called
Puericulture (a defunct boys' club). Suddenly we were surrounded by policemen armed with assault
rifles. It appeared that someone had complained about us keeping each other's company.

We were taken to the police station. While the boy was being hit in the face and stomach to force him
to denounce me, I sat before the investigador and chatted calmly. When a policeman stuck his revolver in
the boy's mouth, I protested, and the investigador told the thug to desist. The latter glared at me and said,
“You know what we in the Philippines do with people like you? We cut their penises off!” After some
hours the investigador, a mild-mannered man with the slightly distressed air of an elderly school teacher,
told me I was free to go. He said there was insufficient evidence against me. I would not be reported to
the Department of Immigration and Deportation. He did not ask for money, but detailed two policemen to
escort me back to my hotel. These I feted with San Miguel beer and lechon (suckling pig).

I did not know what had happened to the boy, but the next morning he appeared at my bedroom door. 1
would not let him in, being too nervous. “It's finished,” I said. A look of such misery came over his face
that I put my arm around his shoulder and he burst into tears. I had bought a ticket to fly to Manila on the
following day, but for the last night in Zamboanga I changed to another, more secluded hotel, as I could
not turn away this boy's plea for love. He was at that age when the genitals have of a sudden swelled
with puberty whereas the body still remains supple, boyish, and smooth. For all their bullying, the
authorities had failed to crush our united will; our lovemaking was in itself a sacrament of liberty.

Convinced as I was that loving boys was morally right, I had been given the strength to bear
persecution. Guilt had not touched me. Like an agent paratrooped behind enemy lines, the boy-lover must
continue to believe in his cause, even though he be caught and interrogated. He should respect, not
repress, his instinctive energies, and as a healthier person he will be better able to serve his fellow
human beings. I do not mean that he should “come out”, for such a course could be disastrous, but that,
being aware of his nature, he will be better able to judge his behavior and how it affects others. He can
assess objectively the degree of covertness necessary to protect a relationship, without being obsessed
with secrecy and the fear of discovery.

The process of self-knowledge, which leads to actions that are both beneficial to the individual and to
society, begins with the recognition of the need for values. Moral action involves deeds which are in the
service of ends that are considered valuable in themselves. If, as an act of intuitive knowledge, a man has
discovered beauty in the beings of young boys, and realizes that to delight in this loveliness is for him the
Supreme Good, he will seek to understand his ideal through observing boys and, by service to them,
becoming of their company. By knowing himself, the lover will gain insight into what really matters to
him, and be strengthened by the knowledge of an ultimate truth.

He should realize that the opinion or prejudice of others is of no consequence to the veracity of his own
experience. The justification for that experience is self-evident in the existence of boys themselves, and
cannot be undermined by negative assertions concerning “guilt” and “betrayal of trust”. The only, and
necessary, qualification to be taken into account when judging the inherent goodness and universal
validity of the love of boys is that their interests and desires be held to be paramount. As I shall discuss
in the following chapter, the benefit to boys so beloved could be fundamental and immeasurable, or it



could be no more than a free lunch, although for many that would be sufficient in the scheme of their
carefree lives.

When judging the goodness of his action, the boy-lover observes the facts of themselves; he does not
need to compare his actions with the traditional notions of morality unthinkingly accepted by the mass of
society. His love will manifest itself in rational acts which take account of the reality he has objectively,
even scientifically, observed, the reality that boys by their very natures demand and draw to them the
advocacy and the passion of men. Such acts do not exist without their object, the interests of the boy. If
the love of a boy furthers his interests, then it is right, however much it may be pronounced as injurious by
those who have not so loved that boy. When parents or the authorities step in to break up a paedophile
relationship they never consider first whether the boy would like the friendship to continue. His enduring
interests as a human being are sacrificed to conformity with a transitory social convention. To have
destroyed a consensual relationship out of prejudice is to have inflicted profound humiliation on a young
person, and to have perpetrated an outrage against the liberty of the spirit.

The boy-lover is he who has followed one of the courses which evolution has set out for mankind.

There is no special psychological “type”. Where Ms. Kraizer tries to classify paedophiles she merely
adds to her list of errors. She describes them as having been themselves “abused” as children, and, for
some unaccountable reason, this compels them to abuse others, as if they were victims of a virus. She
adds that paedophiles are people who need to have a sense of power and control in their relationships.
This latter assertion is pure feminism. Feminists seem unable to look at love or sexual relations except
in terms of a power-play. In fact, paedophile relations rest on equality and mutual respect. The boy has
exercised free choice in accepting the friendship of an adult. The man has no power, in a coercive sense,
whatsoever. The boy is free to come and go; he can rat on his lover if he feels mistreated, and rarely does
he depend on him for his sustenance. Boy-lovers have very different personalities, and they have
different psychological histories. They do not suffer from any peculiar mental disease or emotional
deformation. Every now and then children (usually girls) are raped and murdered by psychopaths, but so
are adult females. Jack the Ripper never succeeded in making adult heterosexual intercourse an offense in
law, in spite of the barbarity of his crimes. No one can identify a boy-lover in a crowd. So profoundly is
the love of children established in the human spirit that it affects everybody. The boy-lover is merely
someone who has had the courage and the clarity of vision to enrich his being by drinking at that grail
which Nature has proffered.

It has been said that paedophiles are emotionally inadequate people who are incapable of sustaining an
adult relationship. The same could be said about people who like dogs.

During the months that I resided in EsSaouira, in Morocco, I developed several friendships there with
other foreigners who were homosexuals or boy-lovers. I had come to that country almost by accident.
After leaving my job in El Salvador, it had been my plan to spend a year in Italy, sharing a house with an
English friend in the Abruzzi mountains. Unfortunately, we found that we could not co-exist under the
same roof, but not before I had lent him a large portion of the money I had put aside for my year's sojourn.

With my funds drastically reduced, I realized I could not afford to stay in Italy, or, indeed, in Europe. I
had to reach a country which was cheap to live in, but not too far away. In Rome I bought a guidebook to
the Maghreb countries. At that time, my only experience with boys had been in El Salvador, but in many
books and articles I had read of the traditional pederastic traditions of the Moors. It was with a feeling of
anticipation that I boarded an Air Maroc flight to Casablanca.

I had chosen to go on to EsSdouira because it was a small town on the coast, picturesque, and supplied
with economical places to stay. My guidebook had also mentioned that boys met one at the bus station to
take one's bags to the hotel. To my dismay, after the six-hour trip from Casablanca, I was greeted not by



boys but by old men with carts. My baggage was loaded, exorbitant tips were demanded, and I was
escorted to a dismal hotel. Several times in my life I have seen my plans fall about me, and have ended
up in a hotel room in an unknown place. I look at the walls and wonder what I am going to do with
myself, with my life. Whatever is decided in that room will alter my destiny. It is like a return to the
womb.

For several days I strolled about the town, enjoying the exotic bustle of the streets. No one spoke to me
except some rapacious-looking youths whose unwanted company I shunned. Certainly the younger boys
did not give me a glance, except to say, “Donnez-moi un dirham.” Moroccans, once accustomed to lives
of plunder and murder, had become a nation of beggars, I mused. One evening, at the point that I had
given up hope, I was strolling on the esplanade when an adolescent boy approached me. He offered me a
card. It bore the address of the Hotel Atlantique. The boy was solicitous that I should dine there.
Lobster was the plat du jour. There was also another etranger whom I could meet. My young guide led
me through the narrow streets to the old, and somewhat mysterious, hotel. The only diner was the said
etranger, a tall, impressive-looking American in his middle years. We sat at different tables, but soon fell
into conversation.

“Are you here for the same reason as I am?” he asked.

“Yes, the lobster is excellent,” I replied with a prim English correctness.

“No, I don't mean that. Are you looking for boys in EsSaouira?”

“Well... er... I suppose so, yes, but I haven't met any yet.”

“What about him?” He pointed at my adolescent companion.

“We haven't been introduced yet,” I said, blushing.

“Chain 'em to the bed!” He spoke rapid French to the boy, and, lo, I had been fixed up with my first
young Moroccan friend. [ am grateful to this man for embarrassing me into ridding myself of my
traditional reserve, the bane of the English gentleman, and into getting on with the business of life. Once,
to give another example, we were returning from a walk to the village of Diabet. On the path we met a
boy of fourteen or fifteen. The boy knew my companion and smiled broadly. We were introduced. My
French was very bad, and silence fell.

“Will he do?” the American asked me.

“Yes, I suppose so,” and I turned to the boy and burbled out some instructions about meeting me at my
hotel on the morrow.

“Why wait?” said the American. “You take him into the bushes, and we'll meet for dinner later,” and
off he strode towards the white walls of EsSaouira.

I was left alone in the bled with the boy. I put my woollen pullover on the ground. I was awkward
because I did not know what I was expected to do. The boy's cock was quite big and I certainly did not
want to be fucked. We embraced in the sand. I enjoyed the contrast between my white, bloated, out-of-
shape body and the dusky suppleness of his torso and flexing buttocks. I sucked him for a while and then
helped him to jerk himself off onto my chest. I did not come at all, but nevertheless I was exhilarated. A
week before I would never have imagined that I would have had the nerve to drag a completely unknown
boy into the bushes and perform such gross indecencies.

The American's story was bizarre. Lansing had held important posts in the C.I.A. and had, through most
of his career, been happily married. After retiring from “the Agency”, he and his wife had run a resort
hotel in Florida. As he aged, he gradually realized that he was profoundly bored, and was passionately
fond of adolescent boys. He made a wrong turning by deciding he must be “gay”, and he plunged himself
into the world of homo bars, pick-up joints, shabby hotel rooms, and nocturnal cruising which Miami
provided. After his divorce he moved to San Francisco, as he thought that that was where people like him



were supposed to go to find happiness. He was never more lonely in his life. Eventually, following
Truman Capote's famous dictum, he cleaned out his bank account and fled to Morocco. He had already
been in that country a year when I met him in the dining room of the Hotel Atlantique, EsSaouira. By the
time I had finished my lobster I had learned the central facts of his life. It was only by traveling alone
through the cities of the Moors that he had discovered that what he really yearned for was the adolescent
boy, the boy who, to some extent, could fill the part of an eternal son.

Another of the foreigners I knew in Morocco was a retired British Army captain. He, too, had been
married and had a grown-up daughter, but by the time he had emerged from adolescence he had realized
his inner identity was defined by his secret desire for boys of fourteen or fifteen. He had received a half
of his pension as a capital sum, and had squandered it at the races. On the income from the other half he
now resided in Morocco. If his money ran out, which it frequently did, he would sign bad checks or
cadge cash from “suckers” like myself. I once supported him for a month. We traveled from Taroudant to
Sidi Ifni, staying in the cheapest hotels and eating bread, tangerines, and tinned tuna fish to economize.

He had joined the Army as a private at the age of eighteen. It was 1942, and he was posted to North
Africa. After the invasion of Sicily, he took the credit for liberating Taormina. His platoon was lavishly
feted by the mayor and his council. When guarding German prisoners, he discovered many of them were
not out of their teens. He was stunned by the beauty of some. He wanted to caress their golden hair, and
he cared for these hapless boys as best he could. Wounded in Normandy, he was transferred to a training
camp in Scotland. Far from resenting such a fate, he delighted in the opportunity of being again in close
proximity to teenagers. Accustomed to life in the Army, he stayed on after the war and received a
commission. After serving in Malaya, he was seconded to the Trucial States, where he was brought into
contact with young Arab soldiers. Learning Arabic at the famous language school the British then
maintained in Beirut, he became cognizant, through the poetry of Abu Nowas, of the traditional pederasty
of the Arab world, and he reveled in the involved and delicate wooing of Arabian boys. I last saw him in
Marrakesh, in front of the Cafe de la Renaissance. I was not particularly pleased to see him, as I had lent
him 150 pounds to help him return to England. It was apparent, instead, that he had blown the money to
extend his stay in Morocco. He had given me a post-dated check by which I was to be repaid. Six
months later I credited it to my account. It bounced.

In a guest house in Guatemala I met an Englishman whose profession was that of radio operator in the
merchant marine. We had engaged in conversation, as he had traveled extensively in the Far East. At that
time, I had never been to The Philippines and was chary about visiting the country due to the many
negative reports about arbitrary arrests of boy-lovers. I dropped the name of Pagsanjan and discovered
that the man, David, had been there the year before. I mumbled something about the supposed beauty of
the waterfalls in order to conceal my real interests. David said that he had felt uncomfortable there during
his four-day visit. He mentioned that the town had been disturbed by “paedophile operations”. From his
use of such a phrase I presumed the man to be a normal, upstanding sailor whose heterosexual needs had
been amply catered for by the multitude of whores for which Mrs. Aquino's country is famous. David had
twice been back to The Philippines at his own expense. I asked him what it was that he so much liked
about the country. He replied that he liked the hospitality of the people. He was often invited into the
homes of simple folk and made to feel a part of their families. It was a sensitive, interesting answer.

The next day David came in from the street with two boys, about 12 years old, in tow. He took them
directly to his room, closed the door and did not emerge for a long time. That evening I invited him to
share some of my whiskey with me and returned to the subject of Pagsanjan, asking whether there were
other places in The Philippines where paedophiles had been conducting operations. I tried not to appear
too interested. Then two 10-year-old boys, who were used to dropping by about dinner-time, entered the



guest house. They embraced me, making a big show of kissing my cheeks. I blushed, for I stood revealed.

Little boys are not normally so affectionate towards strange adult males unless they have received some
encouragement. The incident broke my reserve with David and our conversation became easier. He
admitted that he accepted invitations to Filipino homes so he could be close to the children. At thirty
years of age, however, he had not yet engaged in sexual activity with a boy. He did not disapprove of
such intimacy, it was just that he had not had the courage to initiate it. A few days later I left for Europe,
but I learned by mail that he had finally taken the plunge and rented a house to facilitate his developing
life-style.

Based as it is upon the nurture and cherishing of the young, the love of boys brings out the best in a
man's nature. It could be that his very goodness, exemplified by his caring for others, would incline him
towards paedophilia. In this sense, child-love is a natural expression of virtue. Whereas the self-
appointed moralists and politicians of the age hope to attract public acclaim by verbal and legal
aggression against paedophiles and, in consequence, against the paedophiles' young lovers, the man who
desires children behaves towards them in a selfless manner. A cynic might assume that the pervert's show
of consideration for his love-o