


Daddy’s Boys: A Preface and a Confession

In this Boycentennial Year of 1976, I am inescapably
reminded that nearly a decade ago Olivetti (she being in
stinky heat) and yours truly managed sweatily to conceive a
teensy something or other which I named VV* in advance of
delivery, positive it could be nothing less than a son and heir.
In fact, if it weren't a stem-winder I was going to shove it
back and try again—with or without Olivetti’s
(w)holehearted cooperation. (O is not my better-half,
merely a sort of key assistant but frankly I despise the noisy
bitch—she can’t spell, has an inordinate passion for purple
ribbons and is a shifty character altogether.)

Well, sir, due to inexcusable negligence on the part of
the midwife who like a magpie is forever being diverted by
shiny pieces of metal, VV occupies the womb not for nine
months but damn near for nine years—and Olivetti is
becoming a trifle pissed-off. Furthermore, when the little
scut at long last does condescend to appear, he’s a breech-
presentation yet which in polite translation means he not
only came out ass first but was in dire need of fifty-five
feet of Scottissue—no doubt thereby indicating his
considered opinion of the doting authors of his being.

Adding insult to ego-injury, the new-born’s first act on
Earth was to spurn my loving arms and leap into the lofty
chandelier from which he gibbers at us until Olivetti is
inspired to lure him down with an uncircumcised
knockwurst from Cohen’s Kosher Delicatessen—a Good



Samaritan gesture which O immediately regrets, remarking
to me with a snide sneer that I'd better call my offspring PP
instead of VV for the brat drenchingly is a veritable Niagara
Falls in miniature. Just to be on the safe side, I called in the
Society for the Investigation of UFOs to determine whether
my progeny were animal, vegetable, mineral or a
Republican. They shortly reported that the fruit of my
loins was indeed more human than otherwise, a bright and
healthy Ball-Bearing, deplorably foul-mouthed and anti-
social but most attractive below the belt. I am reassured—

whatever he is, VV obviously is a Chip off the Old Block.

Now as it happens, VV has a slightly older brother
named TAD.** And since I’'m not married to Olivetti,
both boys unfortunately are illegitimate: in more
conventional terms they’re bastards, pure and simple . . . uh,
strike out the ‘pure.” Alas, TAD was a precocious Page of
the Bed-Chamber who left home at a tender age and I can
still vividly recall how cute he looked toddling down the
street, unzipping his Pampers and making goo-goo eyes at
other scrotum-toters as he went. Alack, I greatly fear TAD
has bitten off more than he can chew as the last I heard, he
was living with 50,000 odd men—simultaneously.

Sad to relate, VV shows alarming signs of following
in his brother’s footsteps. Just the other day I saw him in a
disreputable joint on Times Square, hanging out with a lot
of low companions who had lechery in their eyes and a
price-tag on their pants. I went up to him and with tears in
my heart and a throb in my throat I begged my poor



layward boy to come home with me. You know what he
said ? ! He accused me of trying to pick him up to commit
Incest on him !'! You can imagine how I felt.

Nowadays an inexplicable generation-gap afflicts many
fond fathers. This past April Fool’s Eve I encountered Willy
the Shake in the bar of the Globe Theater and we hoisted a
few tankards of nut-brown ale. He is much concerned about
his son Hamnet who it seems is panting after pretty boy-
actors, especially when they’re all tarted-up to play ‘Juliet.’

At one point in our conversation, Willy turned to me
and in a voice charged with emotion, he said: ‘Kashmir, good
buddy, how sharper than a serpent’s child is an ungrateful
tooth I" There’s a helluva lot of painful wisdom in that

remark.

Jesuits and the Fuzz are forever telling you that
confession is good for the soul. Could be, but presently my
soul (he’ll be thweet thirteen in Theptember) is raising hell
because he found itching-powder in the vaseline. As you may
know, I am eternally hunting for a moral everywhere and in
everything—and finding it where I least want to, like
between a lad’s loaves or his lips. If there’s a moral lurking
in the foregoing revelation then I'm sure it must be this:
Don’t have sons of your own, have someone else’s sons—it’s
easier, costs cheaper and you get more variety.

—Cashmere Duckass

PS. Oh, God! Olivetti is in heat again !



A Louse in Wonderland

“But that title Vice Versa—what does it mean ?”
inquired Alyce, distractedly sipping her tea.

“Doesn’t have to mean anything, does it ?” rasped the
White Rarebit irritably. “Pass the carrot cookies.”

“There aren’t any more carrot cookies,” Alyce replied,
scanning the table. “Indeed, I doubt there ever were any
carrot cookies.” She set her cup down. “It seems to me a
title should mean something.”

“Not necessarily, my dear girl,” the Dutchess declared.
“Last night or this morning I read a book entitled Zero—
which means nothing !”

“I can tell you what the author meant,” the Madd
Hatter remarked, reminiscently rubbing his rump.

“What qualifies you to offer an opinion ?” demanded
the White Rarebit crossly.

“As a boy I knew Duke . . . Dukahz. That is, he knew

me. Well, as a matter of fact, actually we knew each
other I” The Madd Hatter’s furious blush scorches the nap
of his headgear.

“Is that what made you mad ?” Alyce asked politely.



“Of course not ! I'm mad by profession—if I were
sane | wouldn’t be literarily famous !”

“Poppycock !” sneered the Doormouse in his sleep.

“Hold your tongue !” the Dutchess snarled, pouring hot
tea on the slumbering quadruped. “Everyone knows poppies
don’t have cocks—just stamens and pistils !”

“You were going to explain about Vice Versa,” Alyce
reminded the Madd Hatter.

“Yes. It’s very simple, really. It refers to Duke, the
villain entering Amar, the boy-hero . . . or vice versa !”

“Entering ?” faltered Alyce. “I’'m afraid I don’t quite

grasp that !”

“Naturally you don’t understand !” the White Rarebit
growled. “You're a female so youre not equipped to
understand !”

“Pish, pifle and balderdash !” squeaked the

Doormouse, between snores.

“Spoke when you're speaken to !” the Madd Hatter

grated, twisting the dormant creature’s tail.

“You're a woman,” Alyce appealed to the Dutchess.
“Do you understand ?”



“Only too well, my dear—but I'm no woman !”
The Dutchess stands, removes wig, makeup and gown.

“’'m the Duke. . ..

Casimir Dukahz !”

A Study in Contrasts

From all sides the modern boy is constantly assailed
by insuperable restrictions and demands. Parents exact
obedience, docility and respect; teachers insist on industry,
application, and a dulling passivity; officialdom and adults
in general expect courtesy, conformity, and virtual self-
effacement; other lads require of him proficiency in sports,
courage, strength, daring and a scorn for everything not
crudely super-masculine; and girls are chillingly dismissive
if a young male is not handsome, amusing, quasi-uxorious,
free-spending and preferably possessed of a car.

Small wonder then that so many hetero boys flee this
Procrustean couch for the comfortable bed of the boysexual,
who asks only that the youngster relax in luxurious ease and
permit himself to experience remunerative rapture !

Tail Differential

Breathes there a man with soul so dead, who never to

his wife has said: “Why in hell did I ever get married !”



Finding myself possessed of a bundle of funny money
foisted on me in payment of a jackass loan I made, and not
being able to afford the luxury of honesty at that exact
particular moment, I went down to Miami’s sunny bitched
beaches where I the queer passed in sundry dusked diskoteks
and dim short-change bars, and then for two out-of-this-
world weeks lived it up and down at the Fountainblow
which was jammed with tourists aged when life begins, and I
with interest observe these naive unnatives in their unnatural
scene and am instantly overpoweringly impressed,
depressed, repressed by their lack of the joie de whatever,
for the husbands are presentable enough with their wallets
ever in hand, though their faces are harried and harassed
and they wear their many marital and business cares around
their necks like barbed wire horse-collars. And I’'m struck
by the sad fact that these weary guys are down here to rest
and relax but all they seem to be accomplishing is to too
lavishly remunerate for indifferent service rendered. And
not one of them is with a lewd teen-age blonde or a
biddable, biteable, bosomable bouncing brunette . . . but are
with their tedious wives whose otiose steatopygeons overlap
sagging bar stools as they leave lipstick smears on cocktail
glasses, their petulant visages discontented, dissatisfied and
envious beneath their Hell-in-a Rubinstein  masks—
unutterable dames who’ve had to be taught by men how to
sit, stand, walk, get in and out of a car; how to cook, act,
think, speak, listen, and assume a pose of interest if not
intelligence; how to dress and undress, apply expertly the
needful makeup, and even make love; how to become



endurable, perhaps desirable, possibly comprehensible,
insofar as is possible ! And to their querulous queries and
pettish demands their poor husbands resignedly, passively,
politely reply: “Yes, dear ! Of course, dear ! At once, dear !
I'll see to it, dear !"—and, sighing, the men pay the padded
tab, assist their obese millstones to their indolent feet and
morosely take their departure. And thoughtfully I ascend
to my room where in my bed awaits a beauteous Mexican
lad, smuggled to my room by bribed bellhop. And as
lewdable, hatable, lickable little Luis, so eagerly, naturally,
untutoredly talented and charming, snuggles into my arms;
and as I look into his amethystine eyes and kiss his quick-
heating lips and fondle his stiff, wet, treasure-laden horn of
plenty hotly goring into my side, and caress his tight,
quivering, moistly anticipative ass I shed a salt tear, I weep
a sodium chloride stray drop or two for all unjoyful, sad,
defeated, in a rut rutless middle-aged married male heteros !

Amar

Beware of June ! Not so cruel as April is nor aping
brutal August, yet it is more two-faced than January ! It
deludes. It is the month of lilacs late and early roses, of
triumphant brides and uneasy grooms; and wedding-bells
toll throughout the land while “I do !” resounds from
benumbed falsehood lips. Indict June ! But consider
extenuating circumstance . . . for it was in June that I met

Amar !



Amar, child of delight, my golden despair ! Pronounce
his name Ah ! Mar !—exclamatory, ejaculatory paean of
desire, synonym of love ! I first saw his Tanagra figure in a
stretch of lonely park where I sat, tears on my lips, drinking
my own salt sorrow over the faithlessness of a lad who could
produce no semenic bliss because, with the heedlessness of
his sex and age, he had wasted it all in his girl-friend who at
that very moment impatiently awaited him on my doorstep.
But disillusion never instructs the epheboleptic ! T wept . . .
but longed for further wounds from another’s hands.

Initially my eye was caught not by the boy but by his
shadow, twisting, turning, hardly able to keep pace with the
arrow-slim body that created it; halting shadow that fell
behind, caught up, faltered, darted and dashed in avid
pursuit. Then I looked at the author of these antic
penumbras, saw a blur of sun-snared hair and bronzed flesh,
a fleet-footed youngster maneuvering a soaring kite that
bobbed and tugged at the taut line that restrained it, that a
gust of wind now caught and drove sharply upward . . .
and suddenly the straining tether broke just above the lad’s
uplifted hands. In agile urgency he leaped for it, missed,
sprang again—but no longer earthbound, the kite swiftly
ascended to plumb the sky until its diminishing outline
became a speck, a mote, a memory.

Shading his eyes, the boy scanned the empty blue
above. Then, head lowered, he shoved his hands deep into
his pockets, kicked at the ground, wheeled and walked
slowly in my direction. Without knowing why, I closed my



eyes as if fearful of some basilisk glance capable of casting a
lethal spell.  Louder the sound of the youngster’s
approaching footsteps. Now he is very near. I open my
apprehensive eyes.

Revealed too suddenly, beauty is like a blow that
inflicts its own brand of pain, poignant and lasting, from
which one recovers slowly if at all. I see hair aflaunt like
gilded autumn leaves, and a small oval face that recalls
romantic love-poems or inspires the writing of them—a
madrigal countenance whose loveliness is more disturbing,
more appealing because it is touched with a reserved,
almost mystic melancholy. Yet the boy possesses more than
mere beauty, which may be cold and unresponding. He
attracts, he causes an irresistible vacuum into which one is

plunged with an excruciating yearning.

The lad’s gaze meets mine for an instant, then his
thick lashes flutter down. Enthralled victim, I have beheld
the glance I feared yet now welcome from those wide and
guileless eyes whose depths are delphinium in the hushed
sunlight. But he is passing and I must detain him, this
pasticcio boy whose comeliness is vivid eclectic of the various
perfect. “I’m sorry you lost your kite,” I venture, but it is
not an auspicious beginning—my voice is harsh, alarming
even to my own ears.

The child pauses in front of me and I become aware of
a careful, almost penetrating scrutiny. Hastily I contort my
features into semblance of reassuring smile . . . and the



dazzling smile that is returned leaves me defenceless,
overwhelmed. In the boy’s level look I seem to read a subtle
question to which I have already supplied the obvious
answer—yet can cognition be there, to evolve into ultimate
acceptance ! No, no ! He is far too young, only ten or
eleven at the most. He takes a step toward me and more
clearly I discern the childish curve of his cheek, the limpid
blue-white of his direct eyes, the unclouded brow, the full-
lipped, slightly pouting mouth vulnerable in its extreme
youthfulness. No, here is untainted innocence so armored in
purity that it can never have known even the intimations of
passion. He is vestal as the Virgin Mary—and far more
authentic ! My hopes, my longing, my burgeoning desire
now cover me with shame. In torturous abnegation I sigh
and am about to wave him on . . . and then, then the lad,
transfixing me with the intense solemnity of his azure regard,
lifts his fisted hand to his breast, moves it in the
unmistakable gesture that the sophisticated youth of the
town use when they want wordlessly, discreetly to inquire:
Do you like boys ? Do you want to have sex with me ? !

Edmond

For my sins | was once compelled to endure a spell in
a small Kansas town awaiting the capricious decision of
one who held my financial destiny in casual pudgy fingers,
and there being no hotel in this purgatory I was directed

to a private home where room and board were secured



plus introduction to the 16-year-old son of the house, by
name Edmond—a clean-living young determinist who
loved conventsional athletics and possessed a face that
honed my mesmerized eyes into intenser seeing, and at
once | embarked on an aspirational plan of schematic
seduction, my heart a soaring eagle that sought this aerie of
perfection.

Alas, the hotter I pursued Edmond the more frigidly he
repulsed me, icicled with the adoptive ethic of innocence. It
was impossible to get personal with this too impersonal lad,
though I skinned knees and foreskin and sprained thumbs
and metatarsals and generally racked and ruined myself
playing handball and baseball, soccer and football, basketball
and every kind of ball with him in the backyard overlooked
by sneering, snickering weeping willows, to which soon I
joined my own tears of unassuaged desire because I could
not play the twosome four-balled game with this peerless
young sportsman. So I essayed more overt manner of
courtship, strewed money and roses and gifts and golf balls
in his path, all of which he spurned saying he really didn’t
know what I hoped to accomplish but if it was what he
thought it was then I should be ashamed of myself ! His
calm refusal further exciting me, his cool evasive glances
more incandescently inflaming, I was ashamed only of my
failure, and undiscouraged I hopeless stronger hoped while
withdrawing temporarily to consolidate my forces.

Then to thrust me deeper into my frustrate bed of
coals, one afternoon Edmond takes his daily bath when



fortuitously we are alone in the house, and I fearing now
no interruption fly to locked bathroom door and apply
blood-suffused eye to keyhole. The boy has placed
obscuring towel over inner doorknob and I am grinding
my teeth to the gums when towel is snatched away and I
watch him remove clothing to reveal a smooth-muscled body
with sunkissed skin, and between his joyous thighs hangs a
cut yet cute piece of paradise so vivacious that surely it must
like to sport in a far more thrilling fashion than its owner . . .
and I think chill and proper Edmond cannot possibly refrain
from wielding his fleshly bat with far more sensuous finesse

than he employs swinging that base bat that bats balls.

And the boy stands in the tub facing me, shower-
curtains blessedly not quite meeting, turns on shower,
soaps himself, washes the little fan of tight-curled hair over
the quivery lodestar of my absorption, washes lodestar,
goes on to cleanse less interesting parts. And as he twists
and turns, bends and straightens, his sprightly pricklet pokes
up its turgor’d head to look at its master with unspoken but
clamorously eloquent plea: Take hold of me! Pull me! Play
rough with me ! Beat me—I love it and you will too ! And
it bobs and weaves and shadowboxes with itself, becoming
longer, thicker, harder in its contentious desire until
seemingly it is so concrete that you could chisel your
initials in it ! But Edmond, rara avis, ignores it, gives
himself a final quick rinse, steps out of tub and begins to
dry himself. Convinced I have beheld a cruel optical illusion,
I stumble back to my room to hatch deeper, darker, direr
plots against Edmond’s challenging puritanism.



Then from some chance overheard or eavesdropped
remark I learn that the boy is sweet somnambulist, chronic
sleepwalker, and late that night I loiter outside his door,
silently caterwauling my cater-cornered love song to the
indifferent night—and wait, wait, wait while spill of
moonlight creeps into dark hall, washes slowly over me,
departs. And still I crouch with drooling patience in
shadowy corner, perverse Quasimodo madder than
psychopathic bee madly seeking forbidden honey. Then key
turns in lock, door opens and Edmond emerges pajama-clad,
hands held straight out before him, eyes tightly shut, lips
slightly parted. Slowly he paces to end of hall, turns,
returns, enters his room with sneaky me right behind him,
treading on his pretty pink Achilles’” heels. He relocks door,
advances toward bed, I his closer shadow in transport of
expectation. But as he slips between the sheets again (here
interpolate the sound of sardonic laughter !) I clutch my
head in horrible revelation, near collapse from dismayed
disillusion . . . for Edmond, innocently or not, sleeps with his

father !

Amar

Beware the moon, June’s accomplice ! It is the arch-
deceiver, the grand illusionist seductively concealing
disaster. Never trust it, for it is more perfidious than
politicians. It is a liar, a cheat and a fraud. It steals human
reason as it thieves the sun’s light. Impeach and indict the



moon ! But file a plea for mercy, for full heavy hung the
halcyon moon the night I first possessed Amar and my
hebephrenic golden age began !

Amar ! He is thirteen years old; he is the fairest bloom
in memory’s garden . . . is he also the little friend of all
(local) mankind ? Possibly, probably, yet he still retains a
child’s patina of innocence, subtle with simplicity, that has
negated his every artless sin. I have no stones to throw for
who am I to judge him ? Especially since he has accepted me
as admirer, lover, customer, whatever . . . and | am prostrate
with grateful beatitude.

Little details about the lad, unremarked fully or half-
seen during that indelible first meeting, now return. His low
clear voice, golden as his hair, its boyish timbre playing on
the ear like spoken music. His eyebrows’ delicate arch, the
thick lashes, black as sheened ebony and startling contrast to
the amarillo flame crowning the young head. The large eyes
whose expression is grave but whose power is azure, almost
indigo. The small sharp white teeth that I long to feel
blooding my lips. Smooth is his right cheek but the left
bears a shallow cleft that deepens when he smiles—a
unilateral dimple that anatomists would consider an
imperfection, an imbalance of tissue, cell and muscle. I am
an anatomist too, but I specialize and I proclaim Amar’s
dimple to be a work of nature’s art !

He will be over at eight, the boy promised, and I am
shaved and shorn, twice-bathed and reborn and it is eight



and they are here. They ! Already the core of my heart,
the crossroads of my auricled ventricles, only Amar fills my
eyes. “Hi, Duke !” he greets me. “This is my friend Raul

—he’s from Cuba !”

My reluctant gaze shifts to Raul, a gangling collection
of ill-grown, overgrown hands and feet and everything.
Beside the other lad he is colorless, almost invisible, and mud
from the knees down—he has fallen into a puddle getting off
the bus. Impatiently I direct him to bathroom to clean up.
“Take your time !” I say, turning to the main attraction,
drinking in the slim young body, the lustred face vivid with
youthful beauty and health and fine-textured flesh warm-
toned. Amar sits on the couch beside me. “I hoped you
would come over alone,” I say, touching his hand.

Small fingers curl about mine. “I don’t like to see
guys alone. Besides, two boys’re better than one, aren’t
they ?”

“Not when you are one of them.” I open his hand,
bring it to my lips. The rough little fingers, the small
calloused palm are more evocative, more sensually stirring
than any soft or pampered flesh and I lave the warm palm
with my tongue like suggestive forefinger. The boy moves
closer, leans against me and I attempt to take his mouth but
my lips touch epidermis instead of labial membrane—he has
drawn his lips within his mouth, presenting only a seamed
expanse of skin.



He moves away, his eyes laughing at my too evident
disappointment. “I don’t let guys kiss me on the mouth !”

“Then may I kiss your eyes ?” I beg,.

He laughs outright now. “No ! But you can kiss my
eyelids !” And he raises his face, eyes closed, and gently I
caress the hidden beauty of blue. I embrace the childish little
forehead, the smooth cheek, nuzzle against his ear. “Don’t
kiss there ! My mother says my ears’re always dirty !” s But
they are not, or if they are my gentle tonguing cleanses them.

In rising excitement I pull the boy onto my lap and he
puts one arm around my shoulders, fingers tickling the hairs
on the back of my neck as I begin to explore the secret
places of his body beneath his clothing. With malice
aforethought I stroke his rounded crotch, visions of penile
sugarplums dancing in my head, and the boy’s free hand
forces my fingers hard against him, our foul play causing a
vibratory unrest within. Swooningly I commence to open
a path through his garments and Amar momentarily resists,
then spreads his thighs wide as if eager to assist in his own
ravishment. Searching, probing, my licentious fingertips
tingle as they encounter pubic fluff and then moist flesh-
warmth and . . . the phone rings !

The boy slips off my knees as I fumble for damnable
receiver, grasp it, drop it, retrieve it in midair, bring the
diabolical instrument to my ear. It is my lawyer—an
estimable personage but with an unsettling genius for the



inopportune—who is giving an impromptu party for an
alleged murderer he has just legally sprung, and I am invited
to attend. [ tell him I’'m practically nose-deep in the study
of anatomy. Not being privy to my puer addiction, he tells
me to bring her along—any particeps criminis of mine is
always welcome ! I reply I will habeas her corpus over there
later if she is in any condition to make the journey, and
hang up . . . to find Amar has adjusted his pants and his
countenance into appearance and mien of a Methodist
minister’s model son and heir.

“I thought it was the doorbell !” he explains impishly.
He comes to stand in front of me, his hands reach out to
clasp the back of my head and pulling me forward, he
butts his brilliant locks against my chin. Matter-of-factly,
without coyness or coquetry he murmurs: “Would you like
to undress me ?”

And my hands vertiginous against the warmth of his
young chest, I begin to undo the boy’s red plaid shirt,
guide top button through its hole and the next button and
the next, and remove shirt; and here is white T-shirt warmer
still from the vibrant flesh it covers, and I lick the tart-sweet
sweated cloth in armpits before T-shirt comes off; then lip
slobberily down hard tanned torso and swoop to shoes—the
scuffed low shoes, pointed-toed but each point worn to a
hole that reveals tip of the socked big little toe within; and I
unknot the tangled laces and shoes slip away and the socks,
brown, sham-silk and holed in the heels are drawn off the
small slender feet, sinewy with graceful strength; lad I kiss



the soft curve of instep and travel up again, up to belt,
unbuckle and unclasp, unzip, ease down tight black trousers,
urge their tighter cuffs over wriggling feet; and at last my
prime goal—the shorts, happy penis-penitentiary, lacking
two snap-buttons; the lone survivor I unsnap and shorts
spring open, drift down to settle about the boy’s ankles . . .
and dazedly I behold the blinding revelation of the young
genitals so fragrantly, temptingly near and I bury my face
into their silken heat, drinking in with delight the faint
scent of ripe clover they give off. With soft expelling of
breath in a long sigh of pleasurable anticipation, Amar shoves
hard against me, then moves away.

“Not now !” the boy whispers—and my center of
gravity wildly shifts, reverses itself, somersaults into
nonexistence.

But at least my eyes, lustfully famished as the rest of
me, are permitted to gloat on the feast that awaits—the
darker blond pubic curl-cluster breaking like small golden
wave on the beach of Amar’s belly above (O son of Priapus !)
a pedigreed prick sprung from certainly illustrious ancestors,
hanging long and firm and smooth. Playfully the boy lifts it,
touches its warm prepuce-tip to my mouth, retreats to
escape my eager thrusting tongue and I see glossy glans with
its full-lipped moist meatus within the tight circle of foreskin
which the lad wincingly peels back to expose the perky head,
conical and velvet-smooth and hotly red as almandine. Now
he presses his love-bone against his belly to fully exhibit the
large suede sac that bulges like plump twin-pitted peach.



“Do you like my things ?” he asks. “Do you like my
bicho ?”

“Beech-0 ?” 1 echo, hardly conscious.

“This !” He shakes his efflorescent member and I
learn the first word in the vocabulary of modesty that the
boy has chosen to adopt, borrowing from the native
tongue of Raul, his Cuban friend. With endearing paradox
Amar refuses to apply frank Anglo-Saxon terms to sexual
parts or to acts—even while performing the latter with

blazingly uninhibited avidity !

Do I like his things ? he asked ! What fevered flattery
do I now utter, what hyperbolical compliments pour
forth—all sincere though woefully inadequate for Amar
sports the ideal phallos that is never shrunken nor flaccid,
whose quiescent state is a semi-hard five inches lengthening
when fully erect to an additional inch but increasing little in
girth—a premier penis too seldom encountered and which I
am soon to discover has other wondrous talents as well. The
boy is pleased that he pleases yet I detect no vanity in
him—only a desire further to delight.

“Look !” he bids me. “See what I can do!” And he
fingers his right niplet, massages, brutally pinches the little
rosed protuberance until on its tiny peak appears a tinier
dot of crystal ambrosia which he offers to me and quickly
I kiss it up while he punishes his other breast-point into
yielding similar tribute.



“Now suck them and see what happens !” he invites,
and my steaming mouth draws at one little mammary and
then the other, concentrates on one while my eyes,
directed below, are dizzied by Amar’s swift tumescence. His
valiant standard stirs, throbs against each satiny inner thigh
then lifts in little leaps and jumps until it struts at righe
angle to the hard boy-belly, continues to climb and I slide
down the smooth body to the paradise part . . . but hardly
have I mouthed it before it is torn from my febrile lips by its
pitiless master !

“I’m going to take a shower !” the boy cries, leaving me
in suffocating near-coma, and as his fleeting rear disappears I
notice he unsuccessfully attempts with his small hands to
hide from my view his shapely young ass, so tight and
round and softly beguiling that it draws me drooling in its
wake . . . but he locks the bathroom door ! And from
behind that barrier now come sounds of giggling and
horseplay and rude inquiries from Raul concerning me that
cause my ears to sting, though Amar gives noncommittal
replies soon lost in what evidently is a furious water-fight.
Then more laughter, suddenly suppressed, with gasps and
groans which smite me with the horrible suspicion that they
are masturbating each other—and frantically I begin to beat
on the door. The key promptly is turned and I rush in to
find Raul drying himself a reassuring fifteen feet from
Amar ashiver under icy shower spray—and I offer up thanks

for small mercies !



And into my bedroom the lads finally troop, each
towel-wrapped about the middle, and Raul jumps onto the
sheets but sits on edge of bed and brushes off the soles of his
feet (my careful one !). Then he swings into bed and
sandwiching myself between them I remove their towels, not
altogether appreciative of this embarrassment of boyish
riches for paired youngsters often are like political
candidates—with jealous stop watch accuracy they want
equal time and attention to the last fractional second.

“You got any dirty pictures ?” Raul asks. I see now he
has a craggy face and angular body neither handsome nor
attractive, plus a screw you ! look and manner that is not
encouraging. I have no pictures nor even nudist magazines
and they resign themselves to the comics I proffer, Amar
contentedly enough but Raul, that unadulterated little crap,
gives out a loud put-upon sniff. Saving his apollonian partner
for sparkling dessert after dull entree, I take the young
Cubano first—not at all intrigued by his medium-sized
member, veined and gnarled and knobby as a piece of
chewed gristle.

Now I find myself squirming on the Frenched horns
of a penile dilemma—while I work on Raul, stimulated by
the sex-play going on practically under his nose Amar
begins hotly to excite himself, and I abandon second-best
to devote my adulation to first-rate, though perhaps too
lingeringly for I get roughly nudged by Raul, now also
heatedly beating his meat, and return to him. Out of
corner of my eye I see Amar’s persistent fingers return to



again commence the up-and-down antic and I shift back to
him . . . and soon my mouth is to-and-froing like tennis-buft
between these two too passionate players with themselves.

I manage to get in only an unsatisfactory, maddeningly
brief lick here and caress there and hasty suction divided,
then devil’s spawn Raul as I minister to him exclaims: “Look !

Amar’s coming off !”

Alarmed, I hurtle upon Amar who displays a bubble of
pre-coital fluid but nothing more and I absorb that, gently
suborn further emission when my favorite now joins his
companion’s hellish game and shrills: “Look ! Raul’s
coming off I”—but Cubano is dry as the state of Kansas.
For ten torturous minutes insanely I swing between my
tormenters like certified pendulum on a straight-jacketed
clock, then sex-sweltered in triple heat I am occupied with
Raul when Amar moaningly ejaculates, deftly catching the
jet of his come in the cup of his glans-encircled fingers and
I turn to eat the mellifluous meringue from his little piece
of cake—but hardly am I finished when I feel Raul’s body
buck beside me and I wheel to see his frosting seeping from
him, less copious and far inferior in taste to Amar’s
spiritoso sap.

Exhausted I fall on my back between the boys who in
twinned japery obviously practiced before now slide up in
the bed, twist on their sides, Amar on the left, Raul on the
right . . . and each pricks my lip corners with his still sturdy
barb, inserts his dripping glans into my mouth, and



simultaneously they strip themselves into me. Instantly
revived by this delirious dual transfusion, I am agog for
further amorous persiflage but both lads, buttocks
carefully turned away from my gaze, wrap themselves in
their duenna-towels, wriggle out of bed. Raul heads
kitchenward while Amar delays to straighten sheets and
pillows (my considerate one !), and I crawl after them, set
out costly comestibles previously procured, agitatedly gulp
down a jigger of furniture polish I have mistaken for vintage
brandy.

Heartily my visitors eat but only Amar comments
favorably on the fare; and when they have dined they dress
and approach for their pay, Raul with a sneering mean-eyed
look on his mug as he counts his fee twice, plainly insinuating
he has met a new low in cheapskates. Amar smiles, thanks
me (my polite one !), tucks bills away without looking at
them though I have given him two dollars more than I
bestowed on his graceless amigo.

“Goodby, pato !” smirks Raul and I learn that “paw” in

the language of Cervantes is dictionary for “duck” and slang
for “queer”—lovable little Raul ! How happy Fidel Castro
must have been to see this pint-sized C.I.A. depart !

“Don’t mind him !” Amar whispers to me. “Raul’s an

awful crud sometimes !”

“Tomorrow night come over alone !” I whisper back.

“Don’t you like Raul ?”



“I like you better !” I attempt to take him into my
arms for a farewell embrace but Cubano kicks me on the
shin, saying they’re in a hurry . . . for another assignation ? !

“Get the door,” says Amar (my circumspect one !),
and I open, check the hall, reconnoiter stairs going up and
stairs going down. No one. They leave, Amar turning to

wave.

“Alone !” I stage-whisper remindfully, and he shrug-
smiles and they’re off down the steps. From window I
watch them, watch one boy, some retina’d beneficence
enabling me vividly to retain his slim form and cloth of
gold hair long after he is out of sight—and I wish for
sudden complete hibernation until I can see my lovely one
again !

November 6, 1964

Harder & Adamant, Inc.
Personal Products for Men

Box 1313, Ponce de Leon Station
New York, N.Y.

Attention: Mr. Rock

When I was young and in my prime, I could do it any
old time ! Now that I'm considerably older, my desire is
usually at the finish-line while my performance is just coming



out of the starting-gate, so it was with indescribable joy that
I read your incandescent advertisement in Swish, the Male
Monthly, which glowingly promised: MEN ! ARE YOU
OVER 40 AND LACKING THAT UP-AND-AT-’EM-
DRIVE ? YOUARE ? THEN NO NEED TO DESPAIR !
YOU CAN BE YOUNG AGAIN WHERE IT COUNTS
THE MOST ! USE “STIFFO” ! IT PUIS THE
“STARCH” IN YOU! SAFE! CONVENIENT ! EASY
TO APPLY ! GENEROUS PACKAGE GOOD FOR
ONE HUNDRED AMAZING APPLICATIONS—ONLY
$20.95, POSTPAID ! BUT HURRY ! ORDER TODAY
WHILE OUR LIMITED SUPPLY LASTS ! And crazed
with hope, dazed with dazzing dreams of renewed manly
vigor, posthaste I sent a money-order for the required
amount and pantingly awaited this modem miracle.

Exactly forty-nine days, ten hours and thirty-six
minutes I had to wait—and that after fourteen letters to
you whose contents ranged from abject pleading to
infuriated legal threats—before I received a parcel in plain
wrapper. Fingers all anxious eager thumbs I fumbled it

open and what do my cheated, incredulous eyes, widening
in defrauded dismay, behold ? A box of STIFFO
LAUNDRY STARCH!

Fiends ! Curs! Exploiters of the innocent ! Betrayers
of the gullible deprived ! Impotent Priapus’ curse on thee !
Return my Money in full, including postage for the follow-
up letters I sent you . . . or one day, as you are unlocking
Box 1313 in Ponce de Leon Station, extracting your mass of



sucker mail, there will come stealing around your false and
fraudulent throat two steely hands—my own !—which will
crush your Adam’s apple and pulverize your jugular vein and
speedily you will become an actual, authentic, bonafide,
really for real STIFF !

Casimir Dukahz

Amar

The next evening at eight Amar returns with a friend
named Boris, an animus’d young White Russian who is the
exact replica of Raul—nothing has been changed but the
national origin! Also identical is the routine: the associate
bathing, the posteriors modestly swathed, the comics, the
aggravating misdirective cum con-game, the frustration
intensified . . . and Amar’s desirability emphasized. I do
learn a new word in his prim passion-vocabulary, however.
In the language of Goya, ass is “culo” and by virtue of
some local hustler totem-taboo is never vended, not even to
be touched or viewed—hence the towel and other ado-
concealment. This withholding tax on my fundament-desire
is a challenge I determine to deal with later.

“Tomorrow come over alone, alone, ALONE !” 1
whisper-shout to Amar when the boys are leaving. He smiles
enigmatically but does not shrug and I infer an innuendo of
probability that he will solo return.



The next evening at eight Amar appears. Highest mark
for punctuality—but he is with a fledgling friend named
Gino, a chubby nondescript 10-year-old who keeps tripping
over his trailing shoelaces. After politely greeting me he falls
into the kitchen for a drink of water.

“Why do you never come here alone ?” I ask Amar in
glum defeat. “Are you afraid of me ?”

“I ain’t afraid of nobody !” the boy says, his induline
eyes ablaze. “Gino’s not like Raul or Boris. He’s kinda
bashful and can’t do anything—but he likes to watch.”

He likes to watch ! Ah, this insouciant youngest
generation, fearful and wonderful and twenty leagues
ahead of me! Now I am invited to assist in the corrupting
of pre-nubility ! “This isn’t right, you know !” I say
reproachfully.

What isn’t right ?” Amar asks innocently, looking even
younger than Gino. “He wants to learn so when he can do it
he’ll know how to do it the best way !”

A tempting argument but I resolve to adopt radical
measures. | must deny myself now so that later I may have
Amar alone . . . a test of almost superhuman restraint I fear
I shall not be equal to.

The boys commence to strip but I halt them, steer
them to kitchen, set out food and drink, seating myself
between them but closer to Gino, pointedly ignoring Amar.



I ply the younger lad with every conceivable attention: butter
his bread, strawberry jam it, bring it to his mouth, wipe his
lips while my peripheral peering catches Amar’s puzzed
glances; see him unzip himself, dig into his shorts, bring out
his penis and he begins to caress his upstart self with his
left hand, right hand sandwich-laden. My vision’s clarity
dimming in lustful red haze, sternly I tell him not to
indecently expose himself—especially while he’s eating !
Pertly the boy replies that it’s his and he’ll expose it if he
wants to—and maybe do more than that ! Gino, peeking
around me at the other boy’s revealment, pokes me in the
ribs and giggles. 1 pat his head, tip a glass of milk into him
and redouble my ministrations which draw from Amar a
succession of ever blacker looks.

And now in thrilling daze I behold (without seeming
to) that the boy’s allegro flipping has produced a drop of
pre-coital bicho-saliva which I thumb up under pretense of
scoldingly attempting to stow Amar’s lustiness back within
his pants, then furtively slick from my thumb the pellucid
liquid. But so pronounced now is my little love’s alpine
erection that I can’t restore the mutinous member to its
proper confines and I return to Gino, cutting a large piece of
coconut-custard pie for him and a markedly smaller piece
for his companion.

Lunch over, I tell the youngsters they have to go; I have
no more time for dalliance today and Gino, food-crammed
as a Christmas goose, sluggishly prepares to leave but Amar
gets up from the table and silently confronting me, raises his



shirt and undershirt to reveal his tiny pink niplets—a
compelling stratagem I with much effort am able to
withstand and turn away, feeling ocular daggers sinking into
my quivering back. And turn back again to view a small face
momentarily contorted with ill-concealed indignation as the
boy goes to living-room couch, casts himself upon it,
denudes from waist to knee and fire opal lips smiling at
me, eyes urgent with invitation, he parts his legs, slides his
hands slowly up the inward of his thighs, lifts his gem-
studded sac for my inescapable inspection then presses
down the riotous gold of his pubic curls which froth up
again as his hand is removed . . . and my blood moves
painfully, as if solidifying in my veins; I seem to be a lone
paralyzed actor on a sardonic stage, unable to move or
speak—all mesmerized eyes. Then Gino, who has been
viewing with absorbed interest this shamelessly delightful
spectacle, points at the older boy’s almost adult tumescence
with admiring exclamation, and I take an involuntary step
toward my voluptuous little sybarite to harvest the young
fruit so freely offered at its ripening turn, but catch myself in
time—I must be unwavering in my boycott of this prized
blue ribbon boy.

Now Amar begins to stimulate his personal effects in
cruel earnest and soon his masturbative perpetual motion
brings to his meatus’ mouth a second seeping of moisture
which he impatiently brushes away and my thwarted desire
becomes barely leashed lightning aching to strike with
annihilating lips this perverse penility. Faster the boy’s fist
moves and his reddening glans gleams with another



emission of transparent fluid and I begin to smell the
strong sweet clover scent of his rut. With parting lips and
spasm’d breath Amar fastens on me bright coaxing eyes,
now passionate with supplication and in syncopic shock I
totter to the couch, roughly brush his hand away, order his
clothes and pull the furious boy to his feet.

As they depart I give each of them money for bus-
fare but Amar dashes his coin to the floor and eyes
suddenly cold indigo marble, features harsh as raw granite,
he spits out words that afflict me like drops of strong
poison: “I’m never coming to see you again !”

November 30, 1964

Miss Phoebe Prye
606 Riverside Drive
New York, N.Y.

Dear Miss Prye:

[ am extremely grateful for your letter in which you
report that several neighbors in our building have
commented to you about the many teen-aged boys seen
going into my apartment, and expressed their
understandable alarm that I might conceivably be
conducting a sit-in for the propagation of Communism or
some other foreign ideology.



Nothing could be farther from the truth, dear Miss
Prye, I am happy to assure you. The simple fact is I am
connected with our beloved President’s Advanced Education
Program, Head Start Division for Older Boys. And since no
suitable location has yet been found for our activities, I
have—quite generously, I think—donated my premises for
that purpose, plus an enormous amount of my time, energy,
ingenuity and a sizeable outlay of personal funds which I fear
may not be considered tax-exempt ! The lads who attend
my unofficial classes—or should I term them “academic get-
togethers ?”—receive thorough instruction in certain
elevating areas not covered by our otherwise excellent public
schools, and without exception the boys are immensely
stimulated by my tutelage. The word “education,” you will
recall, is from the Latin educo, meaning “to draw out,” and I
never cease to marvel at the enormous hidden potentialities
in youthful males which are so richly rewarding when fully
elicited.

I trust I have convinced you, dear Miss Prye, that
there is no basis for our good neighbors’ concern. And
since they, and perhaps you, seem to be so acutely
interested in my affairs, I shall take it upon myself in the
near future to call on all of you for a little donation to
assist my worthy and uplifting project !

Sincerely, Casimir Dukahz



Amar

Last night Amar said: I'm never coming to see you
again ! but on this bright birdsong summer morning the
threat seems an empty one, though an understandable
reaction—I have caused the lad to lose face before his
friend Gino and without doubt he has also suffered
grievous impairment of his boyish dignity at offering
himself so openly, so ardently only to be summarily
rebuffed. Yet I am confident he will show up at the usual
hour tonight, and alone. Why should he not ? The pay is
good, the snacks abundant, the compliments profuse, we
are compatible—a conviction further strengthened when I
find propped against my razor in bathroom medicine-
cabinet a piece of cardboard cut from some carton or
container and bearing the single word “DUKE” in large blue
letters. Only Amar could have left it there, proof he had

been thinking of me, in whatever terms of reference.

That evening I have callers, man and wife, distant
relatives of distant relatives who have spent too exuberant a
vacation in this sunny resort city and need funds to get
home. I lend (give) it to them and ease them out the door at
three minutes to eight . . . but on the hour no quiet knock,
nor at nine or ten or eleven. I expected that—Amar’s hurt
still rankles but tomorrow he will come. I go to bed and
soundly sleep the sleep of the unjust.

The next day, Tuesday, I become disturbingly aware of
reminders of the boy wherever I turn—the bath towel he



used and which was wrapped about his slim loins, his finger-
mark in my jar of brilliantine, the scurrilous caricature of
me he drew on the cover of a comic book and which I have
just discovered. And faintly, sweetly the nostalgic clover
scent of him hovers everywhere. But tonight he will surely
return, his hurt healed, his lesson learned, though it lictle
signifies now if Raul or Boris or Gino is with him—I will
tip them well and send them away.

But the enchanted eighth hour now brings
disenchantment . . . no Amar, none of his friends from
whom I at least might learn where resides my love. I wait
till peals the melancholy echo of midnight cathedral bell . . .
and no boys come. Oh gods, can Amar have another patron,
perhaps less exacting, to whom he flew when I rejected him 2!
I retire to dream of waging losing guerilla warfare with
leering boysexual competitors.

Wednesday I awake to the sound of anonymous
feathered melodist softly trilling a single repeated note of
yearning that evokes no answer. I stay at home in gray pall
of despondency, trying to keep from weeping at the
memory of beauty modest in immodesty—and at eight
that evening I am an infinite silence waiting to be shattered
by the welcome sound. Nothing. Nothing but a cold black
aching void of aloneness. At nine Winthrop phones, asks if I
want to see him. He is an alluring child with cocky Pillar of
Hercules and tutti-frutti balled baubles . . . and I wonder if
with him I can for a time forget a fairer lad. But I
communicate my regrets to Winthrop and to ad interim



passion—there is no Amar but Amar, and his surrogate
will not serve. In bed I dream of him, that I am caressing
his anthemic body, kissing the warm cheek where reposes
the single dimple . . . and too soon awake with agonized cry.
My arms, still dream-shaped to a small boy-body, are
empty.

Thursday I am assailed by the certainty that Amar
does not appear because he has been in an accident and I
scan the newspapers, fearing at any moment the beloved
name tragically will leap out at me from the printed page . . .
then sigh in relief to see nothing, not even mention of
“unidentified youth.” But he loves the water, is often at the
beach; there is a lake nearby. Can he have had a mishap,
perhaps swimming alone, and his body not yet been found ?
Yet certainly there would be some mention of “boy missing,”
though it is scant reassurance. The usual hour finds me
beside the door and I, who seldom pray, now supplicate a
small god of youth and beauty: Amar, murderer of my
peace, my happiness, return to the scene of your lovely
crimes ! Come back ! Come back! The hopeless eternitied
minutes come and go, then from a window I peer out into
the shadowed street but it is deserted, there is only light-
quenching lonely night and silence and the cold oblivious
stars. Later | sweat-drenched twice dream the identical
nightmare—I have lost Amar beyond recall !

Friday brings gloomy rain and a dawn like dusk that
seems to reflect my own fate, the autopsy of my hopes
emerging to assume disastrous form. Panicked, I seek solace



in alcohol which blunts my growing apprehension of
probable tragedy, transmutes it to saving tragi-comedy
that spurs me to definite if futile action. If Amar refuses to
come to me I shall go to him and attempt to make
amends. In drunken, determined daze I go out, stumbling
through pools of wet on the sidewalks, longing to fall into
the depths of the mirrored murky sky below. I feel now in
an extreme state of 7 extremis as | wander the streets, into
suburbs, into country—and vegetable, mineral and
especially animal kingdoms begin to demonstrate a strange
hostility. My little friend gone, suddenly everyone is my
enemy: weanling kittens claw me, learning-to-fly birdlets
hardly out of the nest shit on me, animus-cudded bovines
strew cow-pies in my path.

Tipsy glockenspiels deafening my ears, my slitted eyes
viewing an odd terrain where even the true seems false, I
retrace a wavering path to the city again—to see the coined
gold of Amar’s Midas hair everywhere. Behold it or its exact
replica enter Sadie Glutz's Salon de Beaute and I follow,
dismally wondering if the boy all along has been a little
queenie whose crowning appeal came out of a bottle—
then literally kick myself for so unworthy a thought when
I find the tresses I have tracked down belong to a girl in
male attire purchasing triple-thick sanitary napkins with
fringe on top.

[ see that vivific hair—ah, the remembrance of crisp
clustered curls nestling in my darling’s nape now haunts me
like Gothic tales of languorous death induced by roses—see



that glorioled hair enter Sweeney’s Black and Tan Saloon
and I hurtle after it, convinced poor Amar like me is
drowning his woe in rum and regrets . . . or possibly
cadging drinks as well as new customers ? !

No, no, no ! Even if that had been his intent and for
which I can forgive him, they wouldn’t serve him; they can’t
afford to lose their liquor license ! But Sweeney’s contains
only a towhead selling raffle tickets, an extraordinarily
ordinary youth whose thatch is his only claim to fame.
Minutes later I view those goldilocks again, pushing through
the swinging doors of Cohen’s Shamrock Bar and Grill and
I rush after him, praying it is He ! In dim sawdusty ginmill
no youngster discloses himself though I look under tables, in
corners, behind the bar, snatching up and quaffing a beer
someone has left unattended. And resume my search in
every possible and impossible locale—I saw him enter, he
has got to be here ! Still no boy, not the faintest sight,
sound nor smell of one. Cohen, you unnameable fiend, do
you maintain a smoke-filled back room where soused minors
can carouse ? Or are you running a boy white-slave ring ?
And I am about to smite Cohen over the head with a
demijohn of his own kosher dingle-berry wine when I learn
that the lad I saw is the proprietor’s son who is indeed in the
back—in the toilet ! Getting control of myself, I buy drinks
for the house and wanly tearful home.

Saturday I painfully arise and break my fast on a pint
of booze while I plan the day’s campaign. 1 don’t know
Amar’s last name nor his address, not even the section of



town in which he lives. But love and liquor in combination
are ever resourceful—I will like all astute hunters of (little)
men seek the help or suborn it of informers. And hazed in
grain-fermented fumes I go and rent a car from that outfit
that says it tries harder and tour the residential streets,
stopping every young blood I see who is about my lovely
lamb’s age.

“Do you know a boy named Amar ?”
“NO_”
“Fare thee well I”

I drive a block, two blocks, hail a hurrying youngling.
“Do you know a boy named Amar ?”

“Amar ?”
“A bit taller than you, slim, golden hair.”

“NO‘ »

“God be with you !” Turning a corner on one and a
half wheels, I spy an Adonic little male just completing a
steaming piss against a defenceless tree. Screeching ruin of
brakes. Pee-pee ephebe hastily zips. 1 summon him, gaze
into a flushed young face with idocrase eyes.

“Do you know a boy named Amar ?”

'7)

“Sure



Ah, Eros, heartfelt thanks ! T shall light a thousand

candles to you! “Do you know where he lives ?”

“No, but he was in my class in school.” The lad leans
on car door, lazily grins at me. “What’s Amar got that I
haven’t got ?” he says, working his left social finger in and
out of his right fist.

“Modesty, for one thing !” I reply. I can smell this
kid—an aroma of urine, smegma and sweat, none of them
fresh and already three counts against him for I prefer
boys to be unclean in mind only. “Anyway,” I add, “I
don’t know what you've got !”

“Take me to the park and I'll show you! I know a
nice private spot where we can make out. Three bucks—
and it won’t be a quickie either !”

I hesitate. A brash hustler who might be dangerous,
yet he’s powerfully attractive in a ruthless, juvenile pirate
sort of way, a sexual magnet my fingers ache to tittup—and
though he stinks, I could pick up a bottle of cherry soda and
wash his pungencies with that. But now an absent lad
reasserts his complete ascendancy over me and I shake my
head. “Sonny, if I had met you a week ago I'd have rushed
you to bed via the bathroom in a trice—but praise the Lord
and pass the KY;, I have lost my heart to another !”

“You love him ?!” the boy says with incredulous
contempt. “He’ll skin you alive !”



“And I'll help him do it " I dig out a dollar, press it
into the lad’s hand. “If you see Amar, tell him: Duke is
sorry I”

The kid makes a face, spits with disdain. “Just that ?”

“That’s all . . . Duke is sorry I He’ll understand; he’ll

know what you mean.”

Town Crier of my sorrow, hoarse voice of queer
turtle heard in the land, I continue to tour the town which
boasts half a million inhabitants—nine-tenths of which
seem to be boys. And of those I contact, only thirteen
have heard of Amar or know him, none knows where he
lives. But I persevere in my search with such dedication
that by dusk every male teener in the metropolis (except
Amar) is directly or indirectly aware that Duke is sorry !
and when I return home I have a succession of meretricious
young striplings visit me throughout the night, damp palms
outstretched as they solemnly aver they are acquainted with
my beautiful one—even though they can’t pronounce his
name correctly ! I suspect I am being elaborately fleeced,
my grief pitilessly exploited but I take no chances, I dollar
them all though I'll have to hock my socks to pay the
Monday-due rent. And at three in the morning I fall into
bed to slumber deeply, dreamlessly.

On Sunday morning I am consumed with annihilating
doubts—all my efforts of the previous day now seem
unavailing, useless. Invoking the aid of every known deity,



I suffer the churched tedium of 7¢ Dewm, somewhat
soothed by the superlative boy-choir, particularly one
peachblow angel who appears to be resting his hymnbook
on his soaring erection, then I am plunged again into
depressed abyss by minatory minister who in hollow,
corpsed tones expatiates on the sins of vile Sodom and
Gomorrah: In the words of Gibbon (the man not the
monkey, I presume !), “I touch with reluctance and
despatch with impatience a more odious vice of which
modesty rejects the name and nature abominates the idea !”
And I think surely the monkey is ashamed of the man; and
the preacher—ever wisely stupid with borrowed Judeo-
Christian wisdom—should be ashamed of his ignorance of
Nature.

Dinnerless I pass the afternoon away contemplating
taking out full-page ads in all the newspapers proclaiming
my deathless passion for Amar and then shooting myself
fifteen times through the brain, going out in an immortal
blaze of infamous glory—if one must die (and one must),
then let me perish for love ! But I postpone the pistolled
project as one of those things that can always be put off till
tomorrow . . . and dreamily dwell on Amar’s vice-virtuous
charms and my too brief enjoyment of them—can anything
ever again be so Olympian !

At eight o’clock I am once more huddled against the
door, my ear pressed to the panel, waiting. Seconds,
minutes, eons of time pass and inside me the scream of a

horrific thought shudders through my blood, a wail of



unutterable despair: Amar, if you are gone forever then to
whom shall T speak of love ! My eyes that spurned all else to
behold you, that still see you everywhere in your absence,
what now can they endure to look upon! And my bitter
tears are eating away the varnish on the door when I hear a
light unmistakable footfall on the stairs, then through the
hall the promiseful music of approaching footsteps,
rhythmic melody of rapture-to-be, and I claw open the
wooden barrier between us and . . . He is there !

Variation on a2 Theme

Many faint but yearning hearts fear to plumb the
dangerous labyrinth of boy-love. They are fools, who
reckon not Time’s inexorable tread. When the favorable
hour is at hand, enter the maze ! You will find no
Minotaur, no monster . . . only small fabulous creatures
whose beneficent thaumaturgy is infinite. And if on
occasion you should hear a mad clown’s manic mirth as at
a French bedroom farce turned bottom side up, do not
panic. Savor the exotic spice of the moment, join in the
frenetic laughter, renew your love-pledges to the pouting
young bull-boy whose eyes are all dark devious maybe . . .
and draw up your Last Will and Testament !

Calvin Jensen was a business associate who borrowed
money from me so frequently he soon grew to consider me a
close friend, for I charged no interest; and now and then I



was invited to his home, each time searching for that which
was the prime attraction, to no avail. On one visit I was
introduced to his newly-wedded second wife Imogene who
was blonde, coy and personable enough if you care for that
sort of thing . . . but at dinner I realized Imogene had that
uncanny knack some women possess of turning good food
into a bad meal. Later we played cards during which I
tactfully lost, thus prolonging the game in hope of seeing
that which I ardently sought—still fruitlessly. And every
week for two months thereafter I suffered my digestion to
be affronted and my wallet depleted while that which
especially drew me continued to elude. And because I was
conventionally polite to Imogene, bringing her thank-you
candy and flowers in grateful acknowledgement of her
dyspeptic dinners, Jensen got the jackass notion that I had
fallen in love with her. The invitations ceased, my fond
quest temporarily was thwarted, Jensen gave me so frigid a
shoulder that he neglected even to borrow money . . . and
finally he took to haunting my apartment-house, convinced
Imogene was amorously rendezvous’d there. By this time,
however, I had made thrilling contact with the object of
my interest and I did not greatly care if I never saw Mr.
and Mrs. Jensen again until Armageddon or after. But
Calvin’s suspicions concerning Imogene and me grew in
direct proportion to our rigorous innocence, and late one
night in early April Jensen forced in the door of my domicile
and seethingly confronted me tangled in my tumbled sheets,
obviously lonesomely alone. Haughtily I stared him down
and he peered under the bed, behind the shower-curtain, in



the laundry hamper—everywhere a rather small body could
be concealed. At length he comes upon the door to the
overlooked clothes-closet, opens it to reveal not nude and
shrinking Imogene but the naked, defiant, still erect

fourteen-year-old son of his first wife !

Amar

Amar has returned, he is here . . . and he is alone !
Soundlessly speaking his name, drinking in the evocative
sight of him, I feel a wordless exhilaration. Never have I
looked at any human being with more of myself, as if
every pore were a devoted eye.

“Well 2 says the grave-faced boy, and perhaps it is as
well that his lips form only the shadow of a smile—more
than that I may not be prepared for. I want to reach out,
touch him to assure myself of his reality but my trembling
hands refuse to function—I cling to the door to keep from
falling. “Come in!” I whisper.

He displays a strange shyness, almost an uneasy
wariness as solemnly he enters, dodges quickly around me,
takes a chair across the room. There is a space of silence. |
have so much to say to him—and so little. Three words
would express all, yet instinctively I feel now is not the time
to give voice to them. “I’'m very glad to see you again,” I say
at last. “Why did you stay away so long ?”



The boy shrugs and looks down. “The last time I was
here you didn’t seem to want me, so I didn’t come over.”

“I wanted you,” I tell him softly. “Wanted you so
much that I 1. .. Amar, I apologize now for ignoring you
that day—it was more difficult than you'll ever know.”

“Was it 2”7 The intelligent aware blue eyes consider
this. “Well, today, this morning I got your message. In
fact, about twenty guys told me and so I I. ..” The dark
eyes harden. “You know, I was s’posed to see another man
tonight, with Raul. But I came here, alone.”

The pulses in my wrists leap with an ecstasy that is
almost pain. “I’'m very grateful, Amar.”

“It’s not what you think.” The boy gives me an
astringent smile. “It’s just that you pay more and have good
things to eat and—"

“Thank you for being frank about it. You're still a
little offended, aren’t you ? I don’t blame you—I treated
you shamefully. Would you believe me if I told you this
past week has been hell without you ?” 1 am becoming
proficient in understatement.

Again a fractional closed-lips smile. “Why ? There are

dozens of boys who are like me, who . . . sell.”

“Who sell, but in no other way are like you! Raul,
Boris, Gino—they hardly existed for me, they were the



third person that makes a crowd, intruders. That’s why I
wanted you and no other. Amar, since that day I saw you
in the park, flying your kite, there has been no other boy
for me !”

The hard eyes gentle before he looks away, but one
corner of his mouth quirks down in an expression of
disbelief. Plainly I am an enigma to him, outside the range
of his surely wide experience.

“Do you doubt me ?” I take a slip of paper from my
pocket.  “Last week I did something I've never done
before—lacking the inspiration. I wrotea . .. well, a sort of
free verse tribute to you and your kite. It’s a poor thing and
not entirely my own but you might be interested in it as an
example of what all good poets strive to avoid.”

The boy comes over to me, hesitantly allows me to pull
him onto my knee. I hand him the paper. “Read it aloud.”
Intently I listen to the low clear thrilling boy-voice, hardly
recognizing my heartfelt but amateur quatrain:

Oh, I'm in love with the flyaway kite—

No, not the kite but the wind that bears it—
No, not the kite nor the capricious wind—
But the laughing boy who skillfully guides it!

Amar reads it again, silently; darts me a quick glance,
then folds paper into a neat square. “I know !” I sigh.
“It’s terrible—but it’s sincere, small one; it was the best I

could do.”



“I don’t know nothing about poetry but I sort of like
it,” the boy says. “Only you can’t seem to make up your
mind whether you love the kite or the wind or the—"

I press my lips to his warm neck. “I love the boy,
Amar. I love you!”

The smooth brow creases. I have said too much. If
he is the usual hustler, now he will exploit me—the
unspeakable faggot who declares his vile lust. Yet I am so
in love that I would welcome the exploitation!

But the boy merely says: “Can I keep this ? Nobody
ever wrote me a poem before.”

“Of course !”

“Well, no, you better keep it for me—my mother
might find it and ask questions.”

Fallen into the swift current of this incomparable lad’s
appeal, and avid to be whirled into his river of delight, I put
the poem aside, kiss his cheek. “Amar, I . . . it’s been so
long ! Shall we — ?”

“Sure ! That’s what I came over for !”

I begin to unbutton his shirt but he pulls away, slips
from my lap. “T’ll do it !” He undresses quickly, giving me
little half-smiles now, hanging his shirt neatly over chair-
back, folding his pants carefully, undershirt, socks tucked

into shoes . . . and he is out of his briefs and away to the



bathroom in a blur of motion that gives me only barest
glimpse of his cocked Corinthian column springing from its
acanthus boscage.

“Hurry !” I call after him and take up his shirt, a
brown plaid he has never worn before, smell the warm
redolence of his body still clinging to it. The pocket sags
with some boyish treasure and 1 investigate, get my fingers
pricked. Thumbtacks ! A handful of them, probably some
intended mischief of placing them on the seats of his
schoolmates or an unpopular teacher . . . but no, this is
summer vacation ! I examine his trouser-pockets. Twenty-
four cents in dimes and pennies, a movie ticket-stub, a loop
of wire, three assorted lengths of string, a piece of blue chalk

. and a paring-knife whose narrow four-inch blade has
been honed to menaceful sharpness. Thumbtacks and a
knife ! Their purpose is all too clear.

When the towel-wrapped boy appears, I sit on the bed
beside him and show him my discoveries. “Amar, I ask your
pardon in advance for going through your clothes. It was
inexcusable prying . . . but I found these. They’re sort of
protective measures, aren’t they ? Tacks to be scattered in
the path of my naked pursuing feet and knife to guard your
. . . culo honor ? Baby, why are you afraid of me ?”

His furious blush is charming to behold, a faint pink
glow tinting his throat and swiftly rising to stain cheeks
and brow—his blood is a master painter ! “I was afraid,
Duke, ’cause I've never been alone with a guy until now



and, you know, I’'ve heard of boys being whipped or
beaten or . . . things like that. But I'm not afraid any more
so you can throw the tacks away, but I got to take the
knife back or my mother might miss it.” Versatile knife—
it can be used to peel potatoes or stab a too importunate
lover !

“Amar, never be afraid of me ! I intend you no harm,
ever; not even a moment’s pain—yet if you feel you need

protection then let it be of a more effective kind. Open the
drawer of that table.”

He pulls open the drawer, looks inside, draws from it
my switchblade. It is an instrument obviously not new to
him for he opens it with a deftness I envy, fondles it

admiringly. “It’s beautiful, Duke ! And twice as sharp as
any paring-knife !”

“It’s also illegal !” I remind. “I keep it handy to
impale the occasional bothersome fly or mosquito. Put it
back, but it will always be there so you can cut my throat
if you feel you've been abused !”

“I don’t guess I'll need to use it, Duke,” the boy says
earnestly, smiling fully at me now. And holding his fragrant
young body close, I slip my hand between his legs and
while I play with him beneath the towel he commences to
strip me, rapidly reduces me to a state of quivering nature,
teasingly rubs the golden riot of his hair against my phallos,

flings aside towel . . . and our bodies come together on the



bed as if each were the magnet for the other. I seem to have
been given arms just to hold this exquisite little creature, so
hot, so ardent, so eagerly lascivious, seem to have been born
expressly to adore him with a love I have never known
before or thought possible, a tender passion that turns my

senses soft as falling snow.

My blood fevered with intense yet gentle desire for
him, for his boyishness, his softness, the incredible
loveliness of him, I nibble kisses into his rosy niplets that
slowly swell between my lips, and with expiring fingers I
caress the slim golden calves silky with a down so fine it can
only be felt; lightly stroke with soft upward movement the
warm plush of inner thighs, then swoop below to chamois
bulge of scrotal sac, cupping it, squeezing tenderly; with
sensitive fingertips agitate the base of his quivering erectility,
clasp it, move up the hot shaft to tip, around it and down
and up again, coming closer, closer to the very quick of him.
On fire now with demanding lust, the boy’s penis vibrates
against me yearningly and I move down the smooth body
and my tongue scours the little pubic fringe so roughly that
Amar’s member throbs and beats against my face, his balls
drawing up so tightly that the testicular cleft disappears into
hard roundness. Embossing frenzied embraces into the
delectable penile flesh, my lips at once sweetly are abraded
by the rolling back of the satiny foreskin as the reddening
acorn emerges in delicious quest for relief. Breathing a
fluttering sigh of pleasure, the boy moves hard against me,
his gorged glans wetting itself in heated anticipation and I
tongue up the savory moisture, lick the crimson plum into



straining stiffness that finds my lips, shoves between them,
and Amar thrusts sharply up into me, his meatus opening
wide, seeking to play vagina to my wwula’s phallss. And 1
hold him there within me, hotter warming him, soaking him
in the juices of my mouth, then with tongue and teeth and
lips and cheek muscles I begin to harry the unruly sex-
morsel, tighter enclose him and faster move my encircling
tongue and flick of teeth and suck of lips and contraction of
cheek walls; and faster, faster, faster still . . . and twitching
now with ever-mounting small spasms, gaspingly the boy
drives deeper into my mouth, his passion-sweated young
body surging against me until with shakily expelled breath
the sleek supple boy-body writhes upward, convulses and
he sobs: “Bite it, Duke ! Bite it !” and his penis leaps with
final fierce lunge as it implodes its creamy burden to splash
across my tongue and into every crevice of my buccal
welcome.

Amar’s hips still thrust in copulative reflex as I elicit the
last semen’d circumstantial evidence of his passion, and eyes
yet orgasm-glazed he comes to rest like honey-robbed
blossom in my arms while I attempt to convey some hint,
some inadequate description of the bliss he has given me . . .
but he murmurs: “Don’t talk for a minute, Duke—I just
want to think about it !” And gently I kiss his moist warm
clover-scented ascensive pride, for the first time observing
that the boy’s birthmark is a tiny garnet-hued pyramid just
above the bridle of his glans . . . and I kiss the little fleshly
seal until its imprint seems permanently etched into my

lips.



At length the boy stirs, then suddenly covers his face
with his hands as if about to make an embarrassing

confession. “Duke ?”

“Yes, my small one ?”

“That was the best blow-job I ever had in my . . . my
whole life !”

“And you have had so many in your long life !” I say
sadly.

“Well, not so awful many—but this time it seemed
like, it felc . . . I wanted you to bite me, hard ! I
wouldn’t’ve cared just then if you'd bit it clean off !”

“And if T had, what then ?”

His hands fly away from his face but traces of a blush
remain. “Then I'd’ve had to use your switchblade on you !”

Descending upon the triumphal arch of his loins, I
burrow my face into the riches between his thighs, begin a
renewed plundering of them. Squirming, the boy forces my
head away. “Jeez, take it easy, Duke ! I’ll give you more—
but lemme get my second wind first !”

“Amar,” I beg with desperate urgency, “don’t sell to
anyone else—I can’t bear the thought of other men having
you! Be mine alone !”



The boy’s eyes shut tight and a small tremor passes
over his lips but he doesn’t speak nor smile nor give any sign
that he has even heard my plea. Breathlessly I wait while he
perhaps is reckoning up the monetary and other advantages
or disadvantages that granting my entreaty would involve.
At last he lifts a hand to press my cheek and pinch my nose,
then touching his still closed eyes in some ancient boyish
ritual, he vows faithfully that henceforth no one but me shall
ever drink his come, he will save every last drop for me . . .
barring wet dreams, of course !

God Rot You, Lady Godiva !

Oh, come in, officer ! The bell is out of order and
you knocked so quietly I almost didn’t hear you. You got
to excuse the way the place looks—my domestic, as she
calls herself, discovered where I hide my gin and she got
pissed to the gills and took off in the middle of spring
housecleaning.  Sit down, rest your feet. You aren’t
allowed to sit down ? Have some coffee, then. You can’t
drink on duty ? Even coffee ? ! What is this—more of
Mayor Lindsley’s brutality to the police ? What did you
wish to see me about ? Surely it can’t be about my car
because when I parked it I made sure there wasn’t a hydrant
within miles. What do they do around here when there’s a
fire . .. run a hose from somebody’s kitchen faucet ? It’s not

about my car ? I'm relieved to hear that. What ? What did
you say ? You have a complaint that I'm a peeping Tom !



Why, that’s ridiculous—my name isn’t even Tom ! I mean,
it’s outrageous ! Not that I don’t feel a certain sympathy for
the original peeping Tom . . . poor lad ! Struck blind for
looking at a naked fat floozy whose veiling hair prevented
him from seeing anything provocative, anyway ! But that’s
neither here nor there, is it ? Personally, I want you to know
I’d never stoop to sneaking up to windows and peering

through them.

Well, yes, I do have a pair of binoculars—I see you've
noticed them on the table by the bay window. No, I don’t
mind your looking at them, I’ve absolutely nothing to hide,
nothing to feel guilty about. You see, officer, 'm a bird-
watcher. That’s my hobby, my avocation from which I
derive many hours of harmless pleasure and instruction. So
what might have happened here is that someone saw the sun
reflected from the lenses of my binoculars when I was
watching a purple-crested capercailzie or a cucullated
dickcissel or something, and immediately they assumed I
was . . . uh, what you said. Yes, the binoculars are very
high-powered, as a matter of fact. I like to see every least
detail of the little feathered friends that flock . . . what ?
You thought the only birds in New York City were pigeons ?
Oh no, officer, there are hundreds of different denizens of
the ornithological world right here in Manhattan. Name
some ? Well, there are . .. oh, robins, sparrows, bobolinks
and . . . describe a bobolink ? A bobolink is . . . uh, it has a
beak and two feet and a tail and it flies and has a trilling
call that seems to say: Bobolink ! Bobolink ! Spink-spank-
spink ! Isn’t that cute 2! And then there’s the fan-tailed



nuthatch and the cockyolly bird and the . . . I've always
wanted to see a cuckoo but they’re very rare in these parts—
I suppose they feel they can’t compete with the human
element here in Fun City. Officer, did you know that
the cuckoo lays his eggs in other birds’ nests ? Such a
delightfully integrated trait, isn't it ?—basic social
consciousness, | like to think. You know, that’s where we
get the word “cuckold” from, which has a shocking sexual
implication too indelicate for me to explain. Oh, you
knew that ! So what else can I tell you?

I just indulge in the very innocent pastime of
observing Little Miss Peetweet nibbling away at a piece of
suet or Little Master Woodpecker preening his tiny
pubertals . . . pardon me ? Do I like to watch lovebirds ?
Well, lovebirds are usually in cages—they’re not the wild
type though they often go wild making love, I understand.
What kind of bird do I like to watch best ? Oh, the boy-
bird, definitely I How can I tell the difference ? Well, of
course you can’t see his animal parts or anything but usually
the boy-bird is the more active and uninhibited and he is
forever singing, especially during the mating season. Were
you aware that only the male nightingale sings, ofhicer ?

Excuse me ? Why am I interested in boy-birds in
particular ? T just told you why ! Yes, I'm very sure I don’t
watch human boys rather than bird-boys ! What a question !
I know you don’t intend to be insulting but you are, officer !
Oh, the peeping Tom complaint is from a mother who says
she saw me watching her boy taking a bath ? Is he that



entrancing youngster with the raven-black hair and
laburnum eyes and damask skin, whose sloping profile
reminds one of some ancient Egyptian god of youth ?
Ooo000s ! Please disregard what I just said, ofhicer ! I got
carried away there for a moment. The lad I was referring
to is . . . uh, my third cousin, once removed, who attends
divinity school preparing to be a minister of the Gospel.

What ? Will you repeat that, please ? You'd like me
to accompany you ! What for ? I hardly know you! Oh,
you mean . . . are you arresting me, officer ? ! Shouldn’t ]
have a lawyer or something ? You're just taking me to
Bellevue ? Oh, that’s different! I’ve never visited Bellevue
and | hear it’s crammed to overflowing with unique birds
of every description— ! might even see a cuckoo ! Wait
just a minute while [ get my coat and my binoculars !

Amar

The honorable lover seeks sincere love’s truth, not the
lie of passing fancy or mere sex-relief; and the ardent,
authentic, Compleat Lover is ever a fetishist, hoarding
away a garment or object the loved one has worn or used
that in his absence may recreate him in part through
memoried sight and touch and taste and fragrances.

“Can I have these ?” Amar asks. “They’re too small
for you.” He has found a pair of blue nylon briefs I had



bought for a brusquerie’d lad w