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CHAPTER 3.  CARNE VALE 

.i. 

 This morning I sit here starting a new chapter about what happened to our philandering 

Pirate in strait and straight Seattle.  It’s going to cover the long, wet haul from fall 1964 to spring 

1965.  As I told my friends, it will be a hard one to tell.  Let’s talk first about Rick’s academic 

life at UDub over the fall and winter.  He found it terrifically exciting.  Chacun à son gout. 

 There were lots of orgasmic experiences in Rick’s classes, insights into whole new areas 

of intense interest but of no practical applicability whatsoever.  (I often wonder what neural 

circuits fire so brightly when I even now discover an obscure fact of absolutely no importance to 

real life, or when I learn something nobody never ever needs to know.)   

 Suffice it to say that Rick was enthralled by his Fall Quarter curriculum:  the history of 

the Slavic languages, the crazy development of the Russian language, and fabulous linguistic 

things like phonemes and metathesis.  (Google it!)  He found the Serbo-Croatian class most 

fascinating, so similar to Russian yet so different, and loved the wild dialect differences between 

the several parts of Yugoslavia. 

 That language class was also fascinating for the hot Serbian boy in it named Mirko.  Rick 

fondly hoped to add a Yugoslav to his collection, but after their first eye contact, the Serb beauty 

pointedly ignored him.  However, being pointedly ignored didn’t preclude admiring Mirko’s 

classic profile—After all, even a pig can look at a king.  

 For the Winter Quarter Rick’s class load was lighter without the Linguistics, and the 

philology course turned into Old Church Slavonic, a language dead for nearly a thousand years.  

This class was a high point in esoteric knowledge that flooded Rick’s pleasure centers with 

dopamine, and he took to it like a duck to water, even writing poems in illuminated script like the 

old manuscripts.  The beautiful Serb Mirko disappeared from that term’s language class, stealing 

much of its luster, but he learned wild poems and tongue-twisters to chant on wet walks across 

campus under his umbrella, loving the syllabic liquids:  Cvrci, cvrci, cvrčak na čvore crne smrce.  

(Chirps, chirps the cricket on the branch of the black thorn.) 

# 

 You may have noticed understated references in the above to weather.  Not to belabor the 

stereotype of Seattle’s weather, neither can I omit remarking on its remarkable consistency.  As a 

matter of fact, Rick’s journal entry for his first day of classes gives a good description: 
 

 Well, it’s indisputably bumbershoot weather.  Today the Fall Quarter at 

U-Dub has begun wetly, the rain since yesterday only a misty spray from 

lowering skies.  Big drops only fall under trees from moisture collecting on 

the leaves and branches.  In one day the beautiful autumn has gotten 

bedraggled, its golden clutter clumped and splattered on the sidewalks.   

 Walking on campus under my black umbrella—thank goodness I brought one—

it wasn’t easy to cruise the amazing flood of student bodies also huddling 

under umbrellas of various colors.  All I could make out were the lower parts 

of male passersby, (females of course being exempt from inspection), but 

sometimes even that was enough to excite a saint. 
 

 The whole fall and winter, that’s how it went.  Seattle’s weather had no sturm nor drang, 

no drama.  It never rained hard, the wind never blew, and forget lightning or thunder.  It was just 

plain wet, sometimes a little less so, not so much dispiriting as un-spirited.  Rick’s shoes were 

always moist.  He worried that Lake Washington would rise and flood even his hilltop home.   

 By Thursday of that first week of classes, Rick had already lost his umbrella, and he got 

sopping wet walking to the department store for a new one.  After that he observed that UDub 
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students always kept their prophylactic precipitation paraphernalia either in hand, under arm, 

strapped onto something, or stuck somewhere at all times.  So he held onto his for dear life. 

 Rick’s real problem with the Seattle weather was that with the constant clouds, he didn’t 

lay eyes on his pet mountain for some months.  Even being out on his deck under brella wasn’t 

any fun with only occasional views of dripping bare trees and the leaden lake.   Feeling lonely 

for pets both large and small, Rick withdrew from the rainy world and curled up in his splendid 

golden room with his classical music, wondering when something of a romantical sort was going 

to happen to him.  But more on those intimate matters later. 

# 

 The emotional mainstay for Rick through the long months was getting to see his little 

Oná so frequently.  Almost every day he’d drop by the sisters’ place for a fix of puppy love.  

Whenever it was on the drier side of downpour, he’d take Oná out for a wet walk, not much fun 

for either of them.  After the quality time with his lucky pupdog, he’d take off for his next class 

or to the sorority house with new vigor and hope. 

 Martha and Barbara didn’t seem to mind him continually popping up at their apartment, 

and the three quickly became comfortable, casual friends.  Unfortunately, the girls persisted in 

calling him Richie.  Like with Betsy, Rick had little difficulty in making female friends, as long 

as there were no sexual expectations.  It always helped, of course, if they were dancing partners, 

but in Seattle that was a moot point.   

 Soon Martha started going out with a guy named Gene, an English grad student, though 

she still had a boyfriend back home in Michigan.  Also, in a few weeks Barbie (as her sister 

always called her) started seeing a dentistry student named Morris.  With those things settled, 

they and Rick became situational fixtures in each other’s lives.   

 Of a Sunday when Rick was off from the sorority, the girls sometimes had him over for 

dinner, usually with Betsy and Gene.  Martha’s local boyfriend was a round-faced fellow with 

brownish hair, laughing eyes, and nothing about him to fluster our faerie.  Rick wondered what 

she saw in him, but then what did he know about women’s tastes in men?  Before long Barbie 

got rid of her Morris for some reason and switched to dating a pre-med guy named Herb.  

# 

 Another constant in Rick’s life was that job at the sorority.  Six evenings a week made it 

a very big constant.  He found it amusing the way the girls got all dressed up and sat primly at 

their places like in some finishing school.  As house mother, Mrs. Larsen sat at the head of the 

enormous table to keep things polite and civilized.  Feeding the girls was simple, organized work 

that Rick could easily handle without paying much attention.  Also, the sorority food really was 

delicious and a lot fancier than even Stan’s great dinners at Little Sweden.    

 Mrs. Larsen’s earlier plural mention of waiters turned out a huge disappointment.  Rick 

wound up working with a sadly overweight sophomore named Arnold with severe acne and a red 

crewcut, whom Rick had to show what to do.  Unfortunately, Arnold was consumed with futile 

lust for the sorority sisters, but they ignored his existence.  The girls didn’t ignore their gay 

waiter though.  They were most polite to Rick with gracious smiles and thanks for his excellent 

service.  It was a very civilized way to work a couple hours a day.   

 The crucial thing about the job was that Rick’s every evening was saturated with female 

energy.  Daily exposure to all that female flesh on the hoof, one might say, wasn’t very thrilling 

for a faerie, to say the least.  What with Betsy, Martha, Barbie, and the sorority, Rick figured 

Seattle just had too damned many women.  Or better said, too fucking few men. 
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 Please don’t think that Rick was in any way a misogynist.  Let’s call him an a-gynist or a 

non-gynist.  After his adolescence and youth without female relationships, (except for dance 

partners), he’d come to think of women as some different species, an odd kind of human creature 

designed to have babies.  And so heterosexual sex seemed somehow akin to bestiality, even 

though that’s how babies are made.  As far as Rick was concerned, women were for procreation, 

if you were into that sort of thing, and men were for loving, a simple distinction. 

# 
 

.ii. 

 That distinction brings us to the point I’ve been dreading to discuss.  I know when my 

young friend Mack reads this, he’s going to ask me where all the steamy scenes of plunder and 

booty are.  Aye, there’s the rub, matey.  Loving men was Rick’s mission in life, something he 

was quite good at, but in Seattle it was a whole new ballgame.  I’m not sure how to start, so I’ll 

grab some lunch first.  I like to make an egg salad with olives and nuts, with a piece of fruit…   

 … Sated, I can now get back to Rick’s tale.  Rest assured that he jumped into the Seattle 

ballgame with great enthusiasm and resolve.  As quoted above, as soon as the students showed 

up on that First Monday, he cruised through the rain admiring the lower halves of student bodies, 

but that wasn’t a very productive activity.  So before, between, and after classes, he tried 

everywhere and anywhere out of the rain to meet guys.  He’d lurk around the library or loiter in 

the student center with his books, where he wrote many tedious journal entries to Old Me.   

 Day after day Rick lounged around watching the passing crowd of UDub students and 

admiring the many good-looking boys.  He was struck right away by how many of the people 

were blonds and clean-cut in stylish clothes.  Everybody looked so different than folks in New 

Orleans, and he hadn’t seen many black people anywhere about.  With his long brown hair, Rick 

was definitely in the minority, and his polo shirt, corduroy jeans, and fringey vest made him 

rather conspicuous.  He figured that was good because getting their attention is half the battle.  

And besides, he figured his look was a signal for anybody else with fringey inclinations.   

 To his amazement, for all his conspicuity, no one seemed to see him.  No one.  Rick had 

expected that being different would be interesting to others, at least to guys of a compatible 

disposition.  Whenever he seized an opportunity to say hi to someone, anyone, there was 

generally no response.  A few might respond without eye contact, but only minimally and then 

scurry away.  It was impossible to strike up any kind of conversation, even with his classmates.  

They saw him so often and still would only minimally acknowledge his existence in their midst.  

The teachers were just as impersonal. 

 Rick would also watch the occasional other student, male or female, who might also be 

sitting around the library or center.  Even they didn’t look at him or at anybody, their gazes fixed 

somewhere in the middle distance.  He absolutely hated being invisible.  (In my current 

chronologically advanced state, I once more feel invisible, but now it’s liberating.)   

 Everybody seemed so secretive, withdrawn into his own private world, interested in no 

one else.  Why, in New Orleans almost anyone on the street would meet your eye and at least 

signal a greeting.  But it obviously wasn’t just about him.  Rick observed that nobody seemed to 

acknowledge or interact with anyone else.  Of course, there were occasional couples or groups of 

friends who would then jointly ignore the rest of the world.   

 Soon he diagnosed the general phobia of each other as pernicious Seattlitis.  (Nowadays 

of course, we’d call it homophobia, the fear of Homo sapiens.)  Rick keenly felt the pervasive 

atmosphere of fear, the atmos-fear.  It was inconceivable that anyone should be afraid of him.  

All he had was love in his heart and the will to share it.  Recalling FDR’s quote about fearing 
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fear itself, he was horrified by all the fear, the mute terror, of the folks in Seattle.  No wonder 

there was nowhere in this strange city to carouse, nowhere to dance.  How can you jubilate and 

revel when you’re scared to death of other people? 

 After a few weeks of such treatment, Rick reached the end of his rope.  One Saturday 

night when the sky was desperately weeping, he broke down and rode the bus back to his last 

and only resort, the Retreat.  In the half-empty place an ancient guy was tending bar and told him 

that Nelson had quit and moved away to San Francisco.  Disheartened, Rick only drank half his 

Olympia and left, never to return. 

 As he wrote before, Rick wasn’t superstitious, but all the same he’d often stroke Oná’s 

long golden fur like a magic lamp and beg his lucky pup to make something happen.  Almost 

frantic, he started wondering what was wrong with what he was doing.  It had always worked 

before in New Orleans.  And now not one of these Seattle beauties would give him the time of 

day.  For our hybrid Casanova and Don Juan, it was a devastating experience. 

 A conversation with Betsy one evening caused Rick to do some soul-searching.  She’d 

said that she and Harold (the Hideous) were going to a movie, and he’d obliquely referred with a 

trace of revulsion to the fellow’s far from handsome, he dared even say ugly, appearance.  

Immediately, Betsy accused him of being prejudiced, a beauty bigot—an “anti-uglite.”   

 It was a hard pill for Rick to swallow, but he had to admit that he had a bias for beauty.  

Maybe not paying enough attention to the homely guys in the crowds of students, he’d missed 

perfectly reasonable opportunities for plunder.  After this realization, his cruising in the library 

and center became more democratic.  He’d contemplate the less than attractive fellows trying to 

find their attractive aspects and usually succeeded.  He had no success, however, in engaging the 

eye of any of the uglites either.  They too were infected with the Seattlitis virus.       

# 

 Maybe it was the influence of the lucky pup, or maybe just a fluke, but one November 

evening Betsy invited Rick along with her and a new friend, also named Richard, another grad 

student in English, to see the Beatles’ movie “A Hard Day’s Night.”  He got all wound up about 

finally getting to meet a man.   

 This Richard turned out to be fairly handsome, if a bit heavy, with wavy dark hair, and he 

immediately rang Rick’s bell.  He kept hoping for eye contact with Richard but couldn’t snag his 

dark browns.  It was really disconcerting how even in meeting, Richard kept looking far off to 

the side or up in the air.  Clearly an acute case of Seattlitis.  Cunningly avoiding the pirate’s eye, 

Richard chatted with a wry humor about the arts and music, which was a positive sign at least.   

 Meanwhile Rick stood there like a human Van de Graaff generator, charged with 

megavolts and snapping static lightning all over the globe of his head.  But with Richard not 

even looking at him, all that power just leaked off into the ground.  Thus crumbled Rick’s 

romantic cookies.  He took comfort in the wackiness of the movie, particularly enjoying “Can’t 

Buy Me Love” and the line “I'll give you all I got to give if you say you'll love me too.”  A nice 

sentiment with no place to put it. 

 This new Richard soon joined the loose social cluster of Betsy, the sisters, Gene, and 

Rick at dinners and movies, and they started calling him Richie too.  Even sharing that 

nickname, Rick didn’t feel any closer to him than a friendly acquaintance.  He often wondered 

what Richard’s story was—(his own being common knowledge)—but they never spoke about 

anything personal.  He also wondered sometimes about making an overt pass at the fellow, but 

early on he’d lost enthusiasm for the project.  Clearly Richard had no enthusiasm either. 

# 
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 Writing all that about Rick’s romantic destitution was rather painful for me as I vividly 

remember his distress and loneliness.  Metaphorically, his good ship the Faerie Prince was 

becalmed in the Sargasso Sea, and Tricky Rick sought in vain for a sail on the rainy horizon.  His 

journal comments on hope and despair are touching, but adolescently boring from my overly 

mature perspective.  I just hope that the above account was short enough not to bore my young 

friends or whoever happens to read this.  With that hope, I’ll take a break for dinner with Carol 

and Janet at a Mexican place.  That’s a cuisine I love but enjoy too little of. …. 

 … I took those kernel pages of the First Friday along as proof to show the girls—beg 

pardon, young women—that I was indeed working on the project assigned to me at our previous 

meeting at the Titsling.  When we’d ordered, Carol read it first while Janet and I chatted.  Turns 

out she’s a poet, a song writer, who says she can’t sing.  So she gets friends like George or Carol 

to sing her stuff.  Janet warned me her work’s strongly post hip-hop, whatever that means.  

 Then while Janet read the pages, Carol and I chatted about her friend’s work as well.  Of 

course she couldn’t sing any examples there in the restaurant, but she recited a few verses.  I was 

impressed by the sentiments and forceful use of imagery, but I’m sure the music will add a lot.  

Of course, I’m not all that clear on what such music might sound like. 

 Over dinner (my tacos rather better than I expected), I got their thoughts about the First 

Friday.  Janet said she likes the way the action moves so quickly into conflict and out again to 

resolution.  She said she’s from Illinois and knows the ‘bread and butter’ thing, and her mother 

used to do that same wishing ritual.   

 Carol liked the futuristic Space Needle trip juxtaposed with the sisters’ plain apartment.  

Then she asked, “Is ‘pupdog’ an Arkansas expression?” 

 “Not exactly.  It’s from the comic strip Pogo.  The white puppy was called Pupdog.” 

 “That’s so cute,” Carol laughed.  “I think I’ve seen that strip.  An alligator, a turtle…” 

 “Albert and Churchy La Femme,” I proudly advised from my store of trivia. 

 They both agreed that Rick wasn’t a sex addict and applauded his liberated attitude, and 

Janet remarked, “I bet those sisters really were scandalized to meet an openly gay guy.” 

 “Rick had the right idea about advertising,” Carol chuckled.  “I hope it worked.” 

 I didn’t say anything to dash her hopes but asked how her son Jet was doing.   

 Carol made a few fond comments about the boy and then, without even being drunk, 

gave me the story of how Jet came about.  She and Rebecca were partners and agreed to have a 

baby.  Carol didn’t want artificial insemination, so with Rebecca’s consent, she methodically 

seduced a young lifeguard, a perfect male specimen, got pregnant, and promptly ditched the 

sperm donor.  Then a few months later, unable to face being a parent, Rebecca left her.  

 In the telling she didn’t seem bitter at all about Rebecca’s leaving.  Surprised to learn that 

they were still good friends, I congratulated her on having such a liberated attitude about 

motherhood.  To myself I thought, too bad women didn’t think that way back in Rick’s time.  

His life could have been remarkably different.  But I’m getting ahead of myself.       

 We had excellent flan for dessert.  That was when Janet asked what I plan to do with 

what I’m writing.  When I noted that detail hadn’t been included in the motion, she said that I’d 

have to find a publisher and…  I explained that I have no desire to be a cash cow for the 

publishing industry and don’t believe folks should have to pay to enjoy what I’ve written, or not.  

I’ll just have to find a way to make it available for whoever wants to read it.   

 They both promised to think about how I might do that.  And both hoped Rick would 

start having some fun now.  I didn’t have the heart to tell them about Seattlitis.        

# 
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.iii. 

 The fact remains that the Faerie Prince was becalmed.   Not only was his romantic life 

destitute, his social life in the evenings basically sucked. 

 After work at the sorority, which Rick called the feeding frenzy at the female farm, there 

wasn’t much to do most rainy evenings besides study, struggle through more of Kazantzakis’ 

interminable stanzas, or dance in splendid solitude.  Sometimes he’d join other boarders in the 

living room next door and watch TV sitcoms like the old “Beverly Hillbillies” or the silly new 

one called “Gilligan’s Island.”  With absolutely nowhere to go out—forget the Shamrock—the 

routine was dull enough to try the patience of a saint, if there’d been one on the premises.  Rick’s 

joie de vivre began to fade, and by the end of the quarter it was getting terminally pale. 

 Perhaps the only highlight was one exceptionally frantic Saturday night in early 

December when Betsy and Rick came close to finishing off a whole jug of Tavola Guild red 

table wine.  The next day he wrote: 
 

Dear Me, 

 I sure hope you appreciate how much effort it is to write about the 

same old nothing every day.  [I do.]   Of course, you probably find this just 

as boring to read.  [I do.] But at least something happened yesterday evening 

that almost makes an anecdote.   

 When Betsy and I couldn’t stand gin rummy any longer, we started 

playing Scrabble, which isn’t very easy when you’re soused.  Then we got 

hungry.  Little Sweden’s kitchen being out of the question, and the Olympia 

being closed at this late hour, Betsy came up with the quite reasonable 

solution of raiding the fraternity house next door, the Jewish one.     

 We careened downstairs, across the lawn, barely moistened by the 

misting rain, through the unlocked front door of the fraternity house, and 

into its dark hall.  Betsy wondered where the kitchen was, but since there 

were no lights on downstairs, in spite of my protestations, she led us 

staggering upstairs.  Up there was another dark hallway with closed bedroom 

doors all along it.  In spite of the delicious, heady male fragrance, I got 

really nervous and in whispers tried to get her to leave.   

 But then Betsy saw the sign on one of the frat brothers’ door 

announcing:  “Snacks, sandwiches, cold drinks.”  She knocked forcefully on 

the door, causing several doors along the hall to pop open immediately.  At 

the commercial one, a cute boy appeared in maroon silk pajamas, blinking in 

amazement at the pretty drunken wench so nicely ordering a tuna salad 

sandwich.   

 The entrepreneur and his stern-faced brothers ushered us forthwith 

downstairs and out the front door.  Betsy protested that this was no way to 

treat a nice Jewish girl.  As we stood on the squishy fraternity lawn in the 

big drops from its trees, she was quite amused that I’d asked the tall, 

pretty frat guy if I could go back to bed with him. 

 Defeated and still starving, Betsy gave up and headed down the hall to 

her room.  With a good night and nod, I again indicated Jim’s door, 

remarking, “I bet he’s got something good to eat in there.”  She shook her 

head vigorously, her dark page-boy mussing over her face, and stalked into 

her boudoir.  

 Back in my own room at the desk, I took a piece of paper and in dark 

pencil printed huge on separate lines:  “NEED / NOOKIE / NOW! / Inquire 

Within.”  This fairly unambiguous sign I took down the hall and taped to 

Betsy’s door.  While brushing my teeth in the bathroom, I got worried maybe 

the sign might invite just any old rapist to sneak in and take advantage of 

my innocent friend.  So, in the heroic spirit of Oscar Wilde, I took it down 
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and stuck it to my own door.  Any rapists in the neighborhood had sure as 

hell better drop by my place first.  

# 

 While most of Rick’s excitement was of the scholarly kind, the correspondence with his 

new pen pal Henri supplied an almost literary, perhaps artistic, and definitely egotistical thrill.  

Leave it to an old packrat like me to still have those letters, (and I’ve discovered that Henri still 

has those from Rick as well).  His are much more interesting than Rick’s, I’m sure, and definitely 

more so than that journal.   I’ll try to recapitulate their epistolary relationship. 

 Henri answered Rick’s first letter with several pages, writing first about trying three times 

to dance for him in La Casa.  Next he went into an elaborate personification of their beloved 

sailor dive as a painted whore with a wildly beating heart (juke box).  His dedication to Rick’s 

holy Home of the Sailors was comforting to this Lafitte in exile.   

 Henri then explained the Holy Charlie Brown Church.  Yep.  Pontificating over a Sacred 

College of Bluejays, he was Pope Henri I.  Rick was pleased to note a total lack of dogma for 

this new Church, the hierarchy and small congregation of which was made up of close papal 

associates.  Then His Holiness revealed Rick’s induction as a Prince of the Church.  Okay.   

 Henri’s next letter was short.  He’d read Rick’s reply (an anguished tirade if I rightly 

recall), seven or eight times in tears and then closed with a profession of love.  Whoa!  While 

Rick appreciated the abstract affection, he also appreciated the irony of such passion from afar 

and none from a-near.  He replied with more pages of lonely, horny maunderings.  

 Henri’s letters grew more frequent, and Rick tried to keep up the pace of letters flying 

back and forth every couple of days.  Their correspondence became a somehow saner alternate 

reality for him, one of excitement and comfort.    

 In early November Henri gave a progress report on La Casa, announcing that he finally 

had learned to dance right with a girl Rick knew well and had loved to dance with, Fontaine with 

the amazingly frizzy red hair.  The Holy Carouse rolled on!   

 The Papal communiqués evolved rapidly.  By mid-November the Pontiff awoke from an 

emotional hibernation caused by an earlier betrayal in love.  That was quickly followed by a 

hyperbolically romantic letter about finding love again (for Rick).  The next one stepped back 

and in many pages gave the story of his life, ending with those three words again.   

 I doubt Rick ever wrote those words back, but I’m sure he gave many reasons to pity his 

plight.  Also he wrote at one point about how Desai, not yet knowing Rick’s name, had dubbed 

him Norman.  Near the end of November, Pope Henri I canonized Rick as St. Norman de La 

Casa, proclaiming him the patron of sailors on shore leave.  After reporting the arrival of a new 

juke box in the Third Room, Henri went on to envision Rick a-dance to the rhythm of the old 

whore’s new beating heart.  The fantasy took them to bed after.  The irony was maddening.   

 In December the Pope’s letters brought frequent imaginings of being with Rick in 

intimate and sometimes awkward positions, especially for a clerical celebrity.  But Henri’s 

tender fantasies didn’t do a heck of a lot of good for Rick’s aggravated celibacy.  In mid-

December, Henri recalled one of Rick’s remarks about the soul being a phoenix and promptly 

surrendered to his fire, experiencing the supreme joy reserved for popes in love.  Who wouldn’t 

be moved by such enthusiasm?  Henri sure knew how to make a guy feel special.   

# 

 Our pirate in exile also corresponded with his beloved Indian friend Desai, though much 

more rarely.  I still have half of this correspondence too.  In a December letter, Desai wrote about 

how everyone at La Casa (as well as he) missed Rick terribly.  Then he and wrote, “Sometimes I 

regret that I am not a fruit—or that you were.”  Troubled only by the first regret, Rick replied 
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with an update on the tribulations of St. Norman.  To his surprise, Desai answered immediately 

with advice quite disgruntling for a famished faerie:  “The best thing to do is find someone—

even a girl—or try to write fiction.”  Find someone!  Rick pounded his head on the wall. 

# 
 

.iv. 

 When the fall quarter ended, everyone Rick knew went home for the holidays, Little 

Sweden and the sorority emptying out of boarders and sisters respectively.  Since he’d decided to 

go home to New Orleans for Mardi Gras, he couldn’t afford to now.  Carefully considering 

Desai’s advice, Rick decided on the second option.  As a matter of fact, he’d been thinking about 

a story already for a good while, and he might as well try and write a novel.  I won’t comment on 

that ambitious goal other than to say that he felt something really big inside needing to get out.  

 For the holiday break, Rick moved over to Martha and Barbie’s apartment and happily 

resumed full custody of his fluffy Oná.  Being with his lucky pupdog full-time was a joy after his 

months of solitude, albeit comfortable months in his wonderful room.  During this writer’s 

retreat he decided not write in the journal but to concentrate on fiction.  I think that was probably 

wise, and I’m grateful now having less to read.  Fortunately, he later gave a précis of his novel’s 

plot in the journal.  I truly hadn’t remembered much of it. 

 Right after everybody left that morning, it miraculously stopped raining, and Rick and 

Oná got in a great walk to Ravenna.  While they squished about on the sodden hillside, the sun 

even more miraculously appeared.  But by that evening the temperature had plummeted, and they 

kept warm inside cuddling on the sofa and mindlessly watching the sisters’ TV.   

 The next morning Rick awoke beside Oná in the strange bed and bedroom and was 

confused by a remarkable brightness.  Brilliant sunlight shone in the patio doors with a couple 

feet of snow piled up against them and burying the patio.  He found a broom to clear the snow 

away from the glass doors and off the middle of the patio so his pooch could go potty.  It was 

well below freezing, and his hands and feet felt frost-bitten.   

 After foraging for breakfast in the refrigerator, Rick parked at the dining table with Oná 

in his lap and started scribbling on a yellow legal pad on his novel.  That’s where he spent most 

of every day for almost three weeks.  Oná was more than happy to lie in his lap for hours on end 

while Rick’s left hand automatically stroked her fur or scratched her ears.  The contact with the 

loving creature was vastly comforting and seemed to help him focus his thoughts on the fiction.   

 The novel was about this 18 year-old gay guy named Luke from Bunkie, Louisiana, who 

moves to New Orleans to go to LSUNO and gets an apartment on Ursulines Street in the Quarter, 

actually the place of Rick’s old lover Paul.  The crux of the matter was that Luke is, to use an 

ugly word, ugly.  Not as spectacularly as Harold, mind you, but he’s definitely been whupped 

with the ugly stick.  And to top it off, he’s a little overweight.  

 Rick intended the novel to be an exorcism of his beauty bigotry.  He wanted to get into 

Luke’s mind, to see the world through Luke’s eyes, to live with and in him, feel his experiences.  

Calling up all his compassionate resources, Rick hoped to bring his hero somehow through much 

adversity to a delightful and romantic denouement.   

 After the snowfall, it stayed insanely clear, even sunny, and cold for the next few days, 

and the snow went nowhere.  That was another good reason for Rick and Oná to stay indoors.  

The place was more than a retreat.  For the exiled pirate and his pup, it was a safe haven.  He 

blithely wrote away and not unlike Oná, ate, defecated, and slept contentedly.  Of course for 

those first few days, poor Oná had to poop on the patio.  On an arduous foray out to the grocery 

store for people- and most importantly dog-food, Rick wore a blanket like an Indian chief.   
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 As it warmed up and the snows melted, there were more sunny days, and they made it out 

for long walks again, which were great for plotting on the novel.  The honest-to-John sunshine 

was the best Christmas gift Rick could imagine.  They walked on campus and rejoiced in 

majestic visions of Rainier ruling over the Cascades.  Thus his days flowed idyllically along, the 

yellow pages piling up on the kitchen counter.   

 Since Luke lives in the French Quarter, Rick got to describe the familiar New Orleans 

streets, sights, and bars.  The exercise was very cathartic but probably excessive.  He constructed 

what he hoped were realistic experiences for Luke at school, in stores, at bars, and so on that he 

found painful to narrate.  When Rick delved into Luke’s frustrated desire for handsome guys, he 

had the character realize that he suffers from the same beauty bias as they do.  Luke resolves to 

take off his blinders and see everybody (within reason) as a possibility for love, hoping they will 

see him as one too.  Technically, Rick was indulging in projection. 

 The intensity of his focus on Luke’s world felt insane.  I’ve experienced a few bouts of 

that feeling over the years since.  It’s an ecstasy.  Begrudgingly he’d haul himself away from the 

Quarter and back to Seattle, if only to feed sweet Oná and his own face.  He pushed the story on 

to Luke meeting a painter named Simon at Jackson Square, who is also rather worse than better 

looking and very nice, of course.  Simon wants to paint Luke’s portrait because his face has such 

great “character.”   

 That evening Rick pulled his head out of Luke’s story and made himself go out of the 

apartment to see the movie “Zorba” with Anthony Quinn.  Being a Kazantzakis fan and 

inveterate grecophile, he’d read “Zorba the Greek” and “Last Temptation of Christ.”  The movie 

affected him deeply.  With the first notes of the Greek music he was transported back to the Gin 

Mill.  That night he danced like Zorba around the apartment and suffered an absolute misery of 

homesickness.  Oná’s scampering round his dancing feet was his only comfort. 

# 

 The days following turned rainy again.  Rick buckled down and took his story through 

more encounters as Luke and Simon’s friendly relationship grows closer and more affectionate.  

It was challenging to do that without any of the usual grounds for sexual desire.  He planned for 

the consummation to be a natural outcome of their closeness, a spiritual sort of thing.  

 New Year’s Eve should have been a sentimental holiday for Rick, being the anniversary 

of the frozen night when he’d slept (chastely) with his beloved Desai, but he and Oná barely 

noticed and retired around ten.  He snuggled (just as chastely) his lucky pup like a plush toy.  

 On the first day of 1965, a Friday, Rick realized that it was high time for the love scene.  

Suddenly the writing became tremendously difficult, even with Oná there for tactile inspiration.  

He wrote slowly, crossed things out, and scribbled out in the margins.  For some days he 

struggled over half a dozen different versions of the absolutely necessary sex scene.   

 One would be too vague and polite, another too salacious, more were simply silly, rude, 

or embarrassing.  He even tried an understated, off-hand account, but it was clearly a cop out.  

Rick’s problem was that there are so many perspectives, ways to express, words, and tones 

possible for the simple insertion of one body part into another, and for all his valiant attempts 

and vast experience in the subject, he simply couldn’t find the right combination. 

 By the time the sisters came back late Thursday morning, Rick was tearing his hair in 

frustration, furious with himself that he hadn’t brought his unattractive lovers to consummation.  

Also awfully distressed that the honeymoon with his sweet pupdog was ending, he tried to put on 

a cheerful face as the sisters came in the door.   
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 When she saw Martha, Oná raced over and leapt joyfully about her ankles, yipping a 

greeting.  Martha picked her up in a cuddle, exclaiming, “Oh, sweetie-pie, Mama missed you so 

much!”  Oná went wild licking Martha’s chin, and Rick’s heart broke.  He realized that she 

wasn’t his lucky dog anymore—he’d just been puppy-sitting.  Fussing over the dog, the sisters 

probably didn’t notice his tears. 

 Martha and Barbie simply couldn’t believe he’d been snowed in and then had sunshine so 

much of the time, but he swore it was so, that he really did see Mt. Rainier again.  For more 

proof, he produced the snowballs he’d saved for them in their freezer.  They were also 

incredulous that he’d written so much over the holidays.  Rick had numbered the pages, and it 

was around 96 where he ran into the brick wall.  Wisely, the failed pages were trashed.  

 Rick said goodbye to sweet Oná with more tears and returned to Little Sweden feeling 

cut off at the knees.  After all the recent doggie walks, the lonely trek home was filled with grief 

both for his loss and for Luke’s.  He looked out from the deck and was saddened that his Rainier 

was once again shrouded in cloud.   

 Doing a silent Greek dance of woe, Rick thought fondly of dear Luke and decided to free 

his ugly hero from limbo.  Whether or not it was good writing, with a string he tied up the yellow 

pages in a big roll, and not feeling dramatic enough to burn them, tossed it in the trash.  To put 

this in perspective, you should know that apart from Luke’s story, I’ve hung onto everything I’ve 

written, though a couple pieces were sadly lost in a computer crash.  C’est la vie moderne.   

# 

 Speaking of computers, the clock on mine says it’s time to go the gym.  Writing about the 

writer’s retreat has taken me a good part of the day, and I’ll pick it up right here tomorrow.  

Tonight Mack has invited me to a play I’ve never heard of, the title of which I even now can’t 

recall.  I’m sure it will be scintillating. … 

 …It wasn’t exactly scintillating, more like pulsating.  The play went from one emotional 

explosion to the next, and I couldn’t understand what they all got so worked up about.  Mack 

remarked that it wasn’t a very successful production, quite forgettable.  So I’ve now forgotten its 

title again on purpose.  After the flop we called it a night, and my young friend promised to read 

my new pages this morning.  He did and found Pope Henri and the Tavola night hilarious. 

 Today I hope I’ve got the time to write about the aftermath of Rick’s fiction therapy.  

Poor Luke’s thoughts and issues had of course been Rick’s own, and now he started seeing the 

world differently.  Perhaps not more clearly, but definitely differently.   

# 

 Desai had been right that writing fiction would be good therapy for our lonely pirate.  

During those entranced weeks, Rick hadn’t thought even once about not having a boyfriend.  

Instead, he’d worked through his anti-uglitism and gotten a fresh view on other people.  He’d 

also come to realize that people aren’t what they look like, but what they do, which happens still 

to be my opinion.  We can never see who someone is inside, just what they do on the outside.  

How they act.  Then we’ve got to deduce the ‘who.’ 

 This revelation turned Rick’s search for romance into a whole new ballgame.  Always 

before he’d known immediately and unambiguously if he was attracted to a guy.  He was either 

attractive or not.  If he was, there was lightning; if not…  Gradually falling into love without any 

sexual impetus was an alien concept.  For Rick passion wasn’t something to be planted.  It didn’t 

sprout like a seed to be tended over a season to fruition.  Love had always bloomed for him in 

that first instant, a full-blown flower, or not.  Then he’d have time find out who the Who is.  

Now he’d just have to do it backwards.   
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 January and February were wonderfully mild under the unbroken cover of clouds, 

dripping off and on as it pleased them.  Rick walked on campus among the thronging student 

bodies watching them with interest and without judging their ‘looks.’  He started analyzing the 

different postures and strides of passersby as possible indications of the Who and then realized 

those were also ‘looks.’  Unfortunately, so were their facial expressions, but those looks might be 

clues to the moods or attitudes of the elusive Who.  Even with his new more liberal approach, 

Rick still didn’t get to deduce a new Who.  The new ballgame was continuing a no-hitter. 

 With the Winter Quarter, Rick went back to working dinners at the female farm, and his 

social life returned to the same ebb level as before.  He saw a few movies with Betsy and the 

second Richard, including “From Russia with Love” and “My Fair Lady.”  Rick was all set to 

replant the passion he’d felt for the pleasant guy when they’d first met but still got no eye contact 

from the Seattlitis sufferer.  

 Betsy had started seeing a fellow, another Little Sweden boarder named Bob, and Rick 

went out with them to see “Marriage Italian Style.”  He reveled in the visions of lovely Sophia 

Loren, his favorite movie star, and felt very grateful to his friends for inviting the fugitive faerie 

along to be a third wheel.   

 The only thing that kept him sane was being able to take Oná for walks.  He tried not to 

think about her not being his doggie anymore.  Maybe that was why he was having such bad luck 

at love.  At least he could still savor the puppy love.  But even their walks produced no social 

encounters.  Seattlitis sufferers wouldn’t even look at dogs, even cute ones.    

# 

 Considering his perennial problem of Too Damned Many Women, Rick was now starting 

to feel unsure about them being a separate species.  They were persons too, just persons who 

looked different, that difference merely being various protuberances or lack thereof.  In fact the 

women he’d met here in Seattle, the sorority sisters included, were all very warm and friendly.  

Oddly, women seemed almost immune to Seattlitis.   

 To compound the TDMW situation, Rick met a girl grad student in his new Old Church 

Slavonic class who was extremely friendly from the first day.  Over the weeks they chatted off 

and on, both amused to be studying a weird dead language.  It was a new experience for him to 

meet someone who shared his insane interest in Slavic Linguistics.  He couldn’t miss the sick 

joke on him that her name was Ronnie.    

 Rick never bothered to describe Ronnie in the journal, but I think I remember her having 

freckles and brownish hair.  In their chats before or after class, she naturally heard about his 

degenerate past in New Orleans, though for professional reasons he didn’t mention being gay.  

After all, Ronnie was a classmate and had no need to know.   

 When Ronnie heard about his plans to go to New Orleans for Mardi Gras, she wanted to 

go too.  She’d buy a ticket, stay with her sister in Metairie, and they could fly together.  Rick 

wasn’t thrilled.  Ungallantly, he figured Ronnie would just have to take care of herself in the 

deluge of Carnival—like everybody else.       

 After OCS class one day, Ronnie asked if Rick would like to come with her that evening 

to a folk dance club meeting.  He was hesitant since folk dance meant specific steps and figures 

and all, and he was no good at choreographed things.  When she mentioned Greek though, he 

decided to go.  In the almost dry evening they met after his shift at the sorority at a campus 

building near 45th.  Bunches of students were clustered about in a bright room, many wearing 

fancy folk costumes like on the Lawrence Welk Show.  Rick described the evening in detail. 

# 
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Dear Me, 

 …Waiting on a long bench for the meeting to come to order, Ronnie sat 

real close and assured me that I was going to have fun.  She talked so 

enthusiastically about her years of folk-dancing that I had to smile.  I 

haven’t met anyone else with such a passion for doing anything, much less 

dancing. When the first group gathered, she took my hand and urged me up, but 

I chose just to watch.   

 They executed some synchronized middle-European jig, everyone stepping 

the same steps at the same time and then doing it again, and again, and…  I 

saw joy flare up here or there in a dancer, but most seemed to be making the 

complicated moves mechanically.  

 Between dances Ronnie sat with me on the bench, valiantly attempting to 

converse about ethnicities.  Fortunately that being something I could relate 

to, I remarked on my experience with Indians, how they’re so mystical and 

spiritual and all that.  Taking my hand confidentially, she said, “I know 

what you mean.”  

 I wouldn’t join in the next dance either, a fortunate choice.  It was a 

Slovak number, a very intricate interweaving melee.  It suddenly dawned on me 

why the rows of folks moving in lockstep patterns was rubbing me the wrong 

way.  This was Apollonian dance striving for a pure, rational, aesthetic 

ideal, but in my dance I’m a Dionysian dervish, a male maenad swept up in the 

ecstasy of god-maddened motion.   

 Ronnie danced a lot with her friends, and I watched a lot.  The ethnic 

music was actually invigorating, and my body quivered with moves totally 

unlike those being stomped out on the dance floor.  Between dances Ronnie 

became ever more solicitous of my comfort, and I told her if they’d play 

something Greek, I’d do a sailor dance for them. 

 Later the fellow at the phonograph found a recording of bouzouki music, 

and I took the floor with the whole club watching.  Raising my arms, I 

stepped into the music, into the dance.  The music was perfect, spiraling 

into frenzy, circling up toward the sun.  Until I felt the silken tether, the 

rope that takes madness to cut.  But in the middle of a folk dance club 

wasn’t the place to go cutting ropes.  I fluttered around on the tether only 

briefly and finished with skips and a slap on my heel.  There was some 

applause, and then the club meeting was apparently over. 

 Though I never go anywhere without mine, Ronnie didn’t bring an 

umbrella (foolish virgin!), and since it was raining again, I walked her 

home.  Her place was just east of Little Sweden on one of those streets at 

the bottom of the cliff.  All the way there she hung on my arm under the 

umbrella and while we talked, gave it little squeezes.  She seemed awfully 

affectionate, and the ovarian urgency in her voice gave me great pause.   

 In spite of myself, I started entertaining a heretical thought, 

dismissed it, and swallowing my distaste, thought it again.  After all, 

Ronnie seemed to be the only one in Seattle who wanted a piece of me.  [I 

neglected to mention earlier that Rick was also not a virgin heterosexually 

speaking.  The previous summer he and an elfin dance partner named Linda had 

given it a shot purely as a scientific experiment.  While there were 

pleasurable aspects to sticking it up a woman’s crotch, it wasn’t something 

he particularly cared to do again.  Rick was very clear in his preference for 

certain protuberances and the lack of udders—oops!—others.]  Here I’ve been 

nearly four months without a crumb of nookie.  Since sweet Nelson!  Also I 

figured that an uninspired orgasm would still be better than no orgasm at 

all.  That’s how I rationalized becoming a heretic.  

 As we said goodnight at her gate, Ronnie leaned forward, and I 

perfunctorily gave her a peck on the lips.  Betraying my every instinct, I 

bit the bullet and said as seductively as I could under the circumstances, 

“Should I come in so we… could…?” 
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 Ronnie smiled shyly and asked, “We could what?” 

 Now never in my experience had I found it necessary to make the 

intimate proposition.  If this were a normal situation with a guy, by now it 

would’ve been a foregone conclusion.  I mumbled awkwardly, “You know…  We 

could get it on.” 

 Whether it was my phraseology or my point, I’ll never know.  Ronnie’s 

demeanor became sterner than the back end of a boat.  Tight-lipped, she 

stepped back, out from under my umbrella, with a final “I don’t think so.”  

After a moment to let the rejection sink in, she added, “Good night,” and 

turned away through the gate.   

 I stood in the wet dark feeling stunned.  I’ve never ever been rejected 

before.  Then came the thrill of relief that I dodged that bullet.  

Unwittingly, I escaped by the skin of my teeth.  Now I’ve got to stop even 

considering having perverted sex with a female.  Heading up the hill, I mused 

that maybe now Ronnie might not come to New Orleans, not a half-bad return 

for my being a jackass.   

# 

 Before their next OCS class two days later, Rick tried to be a proper gentleman and 

apologized to Ronnie for being rude.  She said he hadn’t been rude at all and hoped he hadn’t 

been offended by her.  Rick said truthfully that he wasn’t at all bothered by her rejection.  Now 

that Ronnie definitely needed to know, he told her he was gay.    When Ronnie politely asked 

why he’d put the moves on her then, his excuse was temporary insanity.  What she may have 

thought about those comments, one must wonder.  

 After this adult exchange the two continued as friendly, intellectual comrades in classes 

but went to no more folk dance affairs.  And Ronnie still planned to go to Mardi Gras with Rick.   

# 
 

.v. 

 It’s taken a good while to roll out the Ronnie affair, mostly due to having to slog through 

so many yellow pages of the journal.  Also, the disgraceful scene at her gate was rather painful to 

transcribe.  I shudder to think that Rick’s raging hormones almost drove him to an unnatural act, 

and I’m eternally grateful to Ronnie for that first (and truthfully, the last) rejection in my life.  

   On the other hand, Henri’s letters are very easy to read in his semi-printed script.  Their 

correspondence continued through the winter unabated.  While Rick’s romantic perspectives 

remained as cloud-shrouded as Mt. Rainer, Henri’s caring letters shone like bright spots of 

sunlight into his dreary days. 

 When Pope Henri found out Rick would be coming back to New Orleans for Mardi Gras, 

he started a countdown from Twelfth Night, the traditional start of the Mardi Gras season.  His 

updates on the Holy Carouse in La Casa were both architectural (the opening of a window in the 

wall between bars in the First and Second Rooms) and sociologically rather unique.   

 His Holiness made almost nightly pilgrimages to their beloved La Casa de los Marinos, 

now wearing his white papal skullcap and dancing in a holy frenzy for Rick, who tragically 

could not, being in bitter exile in the northwestern wilderness.  On weekends Pope Henri would 

bring a silver candelabrum and place it on top of the new juke box in the Third Room in 

reverence for the blessed St. Norman.  The pontiff’s affectionate devotions were very touching 

for a dance- and whoopee-starved faerie.  Rick rather enjoyed being glorified.   

 The HCBC grew as an institution when in late January the Pope consecrated La Casa as 

the Basilica of La Marina, the Second Room as the Grotto of St. Norman, and the Third Room, 

Rick thought a bit selfishly, as the papal chapel.  In the spirit of the HCBC, in one of Rick’s 

letters he imagined a monastic order—the Davidine Brothers—and in a papal Bull, Henri 
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promptly instituted Holy Orders in the HCBC.  As Abbot of the Davidines, he chose the newly 

appointed Bluejay Tony, Rick’s old lover, whom His Holiness had met at a party in Rick’s old 

Audubon Street apartment (the one they used to call the Rising Sun).  Quite an overlap. 

 Another overlap was another new Bluejay, Rick’s sweet Paul of last summer, who was 

going to lend them his lovely apartment on Ursulines for Carnival (the one the fictional Luke had 

rented).  When Rick wrote back that he’d be staying with Desai, the pious prelate understood his 

need to be with the Indian father of his soul.   

 The Pope’s fervent prayer was that Rick stay with him that Friday night, as he had to 

work all Saturday and Sunday as a shipping controller in the Port of New Orleans, of all things.  

But he’d be off on Monday and Fat Tuesday.  After that the papal missives were full of holy 

visions and poetic imaginings of Rick’s ceremonious return to La Casa, the Basilica.  (Allow me 

to digress briefly:  This fantasy was happening some years before New Orleans’ Cathedral of St. 

Louis, King of France, was designated as a Basilica by one Pope in Rome or another.) 

 The HCBC Pope’s most elaborate proposal, either a poetic apotheosis or a psychotic 

break, was a rescue mission to spirit St. Norman away to his Grotto.  Henri himself will lead a 

56-float parade with hundreds of flambeaux (marching torch bearers) to melt away the grey 

Seattle fog.  Float riders will be recruited from La Casa, the Gin Mill, and Notre Dame 

Seminary, and they will whisk the saint away and fly on a gilded wagon to their Basilica for the 

Ball of the Mystick Krewe of Gidding.  Go for it! 

# 

 On Friday, February 26, Rick and Ronnie flew to New Orleans for Mardi Gras.  Against 

his better judgment, he agreed to take her to La Casa, and they were to meet at 11:30 in front of 

the Cathedral by the gate into Jackson Square.  From the plane  Ronnie took a cab to her sister’s 

place in Metairie, and Rick rode buses to the place on Broadway where Desai was living with old 

friend Frances.  They had a spare bedroom for him (though he wasn’t sure how often he’d need 

it), and she served a great chicken curry for supper, such being Desai’s naturally preferred 

cuisine.  Soon it came time for St. Norman’s ceremonial return to the Basilica. 

 The following journal entries were written only après le deluge, once Rick was safely 

back at Little Sweden.  They are but the highlights.  Exercising my seniority as author, I’ve 

edited out extraneous or irrelevant comments and details. 
# 

Dear Me… 

 ... Freshening up from the trip, I changed into clothes more 

appropriate for my saintly return to La Casa:  my trademark in the past, a 

pair of green corduroy jeans clinging closely to my nubile contours, and my 

favorite Madras shirt, which often comes unbuttoned of its own accord to 

display my hairy chest.   

 With me thus loaded for bear, Desai and I took the Freret Jet, a 

sentimental ride with my beloved by my side.  We got off at Canal Street and 

strolled into the Quarter down Royal.  As we cut across on Conti past where 

Alphonse used to live to Chartres, I quivered with excitement.  Holy Charlie 

Brown!  St. Norman was home!  It was early enough, per my plan, for us to 

stop by the Napoleon House, that emperor’s almost-refuge on the corner of St. 

Louis, for a drink in the Music Room.   

 With nothing but Beethoven intruding on our private world, we 

reminisced, and when I started crying, Desai said, “Be strong, Norman.  

Remember, you’re a tiger stalking through the jungle of this world.”  His 

brand of spiritual teaching has been formative for my budding faerie psyche, 

and now I’m taking this latest admonition very much to heart.   

 In due time, we left for Jackson Square to meet up with Ronnie, who was 

waiting patiently by the heavy wrought-iron gateway.  She was politely 
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pleased to meet Desai, having heard much about him, of course, and walked 

femininely between us down St. Peter to Decatur. By this point I was a wreck 

of anticipation.   

 La Casa de los Marinos was only one block away!  Okay, two short blocks 

with that strange little street in between.  Past Fong smelling Chinese…  The 

throb of Latin music in the night air…  The dark doorway under its little 

sign, La Marina…  Desai opened the swinging door, and we swam into the crowds 

and smoky, beery darkness in the First Room, into a sea of thunderous music 

from its omnipotent jukebox.     

 An immediate right turn through the crush and roaring rhythm brought us 

into the Second Room, my sacred Grotto, equally crammed to the walls with 

shouting sailors, whores, and assorted less professional debauchees, some 

trying to dance.  A glance at Ronnie, desperately clinging to my arm, said 

she’d lost all previous bravado about sailor bars.  Desai and I escorted her 

up the slight ramp and into the Third Room, the inner sanctum of the 

Basilica, stopping so she (and I) could fully appreciate the spectacle before 

us. 

 Just as jammed with loud revelers, but with different thundering music 

from the new juke box, the upper walls were still full of murals of swirling 

bodies, motorcycles, bulls, and matadors.  The figures were a mad dream 

mirroring the mayhem on the floor below.  I noted that the clock over the 

bar, as for many years past, still reads ten of three.  Debauchery is 

timeless.  Also, above the roiling crush, atop the garish new juke box, 

flickered tiny flames on the holy candelabrum. 

 We wormed our way between densely standing and desperately dancing 

bodies toward the back, breaking suddenly into a relative opening near the 

juke box.  Gathered there were about a dozen folks in blue skullcaps and 

among them, a humble Henri I in a white one.  Many of the pontiff’s College 

of Bluejays were my old friends or lovers, and the crowd was full of various 

familiars who hadn’t yet recognized me.   

 I stopped, overcome, looking around dumbly at the crowd and all the 

memories.  When I looked back at the pope, Henri held his hands in reverent 

prayer.  He bowed his head to me without a word.  Sensing that this was a 

pretty important moment for him, depraved saint meets mad pope and all, I 

walked solemnly up and kissed him on the skullcap.  The sacred consistory, to 

a Bluejay, fell to its knees in religious awe.   

 Desai and Ronnie stood back while I got mobbed and mauled in embraces.  

Here were my tall Tony, shy Paul, wild roommate Rolfe, even some Tulane 

friends, other pals from forever, and favorite dancing partners Fontaine and 

Donna.  When I got back to Henri, who’d observed the mobbing ecstatically, he 

lifted his right hand, and with an innate sense of ceremony, I bowed my head 

humbly for the papal blessing.     

 “We welcome you, St. Norman de La Casa!” Henri yelled over the crashing 

music, dark eyes big behind his thick, black-rimmed glasses.  “We and our 

Holy Church welcome you home.”  He turned to the crowd and screamed, 

“Rejoice!”  For a moment the music lost out to the shouts and whistles.  Now 

that’s what I call a triumphal return, I thought with appropriate humility. 

 Across the music I managed to present an astonished Ronnie to his 

eminence Henri I.  I thought maybe she might have genuflected.  When I 

introduced Desai, whom His Holiness hadn’t known before in other than myth, 

they just shook hands, the Pope properly awestruck by the spiritual father of 

St. Norman.  In his twinkling eye, I saw that my beloved was intensely amused 

by the popery.     

 With a kiss, Bluejay Tony stuck a Dixie in my hand, and the carouse 

took off like a rocket.  Suddenly I was dancing again, here a merengue with 

Fontaine, there a pachanga with Donna, more merengues with strange women from 

the crowd.  Once, barmaid Angie forsook her post in the First Room to dance a 
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cumbia with me.  Ronnie watched, mesmerized.  Desai smiled his mystical 

smile.   

 Out of the crowd suddenly appeared the stately, gorgeous Lucita I’d 

known for years.  She led me into a mind-bending pasa doble.  The crowd even 

drew back to give us space for our graceful passes.  As to be expected, my 

shirt was long since unbuttoned, clinging precariously to sweating shoulders.  

Ronnie eventually gathered her courage and tried to dance a merengue with me, 

I admit fairly successfully, but my hand on her waist felt her body stiff as 

a board.     

 Way too long deprived of the ecstasy of dance, and fortified by 

thirstily drunk Dixies, I soon danced myself into one hell of a holy, honking 

frenzy.  With reverent decorum, the pontiff and his court observed this 

Rapture of St. Norman.  The saint danced till the clock over the bar was 

almost right on and was finally willing, though it was still relatively early 

Seattle time, to call it a night.   

 Desai took care of Ronnie, escorting her to a cab, and Henri and I 

walked the several blocks to Ursulines.  It was so utterly familiar on the 

way and in Paul’s wonderful apartment with his big flower paintings on the 

walls and his huge, soft bed.  I soon combined a tender memory of Paul and 

the taboo thrill of violating a reigning pope to create intricate rites 

probably unique in ecclesiastical history.  It was a grand finale for five 

months of saintly celibacy. 

# 
 

.vi. 

 Let me tell you, transcribing Rick’s journal is downright tedious.  He wrote so small that 

when I look away from the page, I can’t find where I left off.  This last bit wore me out, and I 

decided to take a short vacation from the keyboard, just a day though.  My social life has really 

taken off with my new friends.   

 Yesterday, Saturday, Deirdre and Lynn invited Mack and me on an outing to the local hot 

springs.  We sat around in the pool with at least a dozen other folks of various types and shapes, 

all of us nude.  Deirdre complimented me on my physique, and indeed I’m in much better shape 

than many of the other guys there were.  Mack doesn’t count—he’s so tall and thin.  

 I can’t remember ever having a problem with being nude, especially in some guy’s bed, 

and was even in a naturist group some decades ago.  This casual soaking with new friends in a 

crowd of naked strangers, some with notable features, showed how different the world now is 

than in Rick’s time.  Oh, the hay that Casanova could‘ve made in a hot spring.  It staggers the 

mind.  But I won’t play that what-if game.  He lived on a different planet called Seattle.  

 Eventually Lynn asked how the story’s coming along.  Having read the most recent pages 

that morning, Mack gave them background on Pope Henri and the HCBC and briefly described 

the return of St. Norman to La Casa.  He did it a lot better than I could’ve.  The women were 

both interested in reading it, and I invited them over for dinner next week. 

 Last night I met the bunch at the Titsling and danced with abandon.  I think it could 

become a habit.  This morning I slept in, had breakfast, and am now ready to forge onward.  

# 

 Henri and Rick got up early Saturday morning for him to get to work at the Port, on the 

hook till Sunday night.  At the gate, the pontiff bestowed a parting blessing on St. Norman.  Rick 

marveled that Henri seemed so madly in love with him, mad being the operative word.  But then 

he got realistic.  Pope Henri I was in love with St. Norman de La Casa, of whom he was merely 

an incarnation.  Rick hoped he’d played his role in the magical mystery play with artistry on the 

dance floor and spirituality in the papal bedchamber.   
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 He caught the Jet back to Broadway and napped till noon and lunch with Desai and 

Frances.  It was a beautiful warm Saturday, and he and Desai visited his old haunts around 

Tulane, the Student Center and campus.  In nebulous philosophical discussion, they ambled past 

the old Rising Sun just to see its blue door half-hidden by bushes and didn’t disturb Tony, who 

was probably still abed with somebody.   

 In the campus bookstore Rick bought a green kite, and they went into Audubon Park to 

fly it.  While they were constructing the contraption, Desai took both Rick’s hands in his and 

said, “Norman, my friend, I wish you could always be happy as you were last night.”   

 They switched off on the task of flying the kite, all the while chattering like old times.  

Desai spoke of the virtues of Rick’s suffering in Seattle, claiming, “Only by suffering can you 

recognize joy.”  Rick argued that he never had any difficulty recognizing joy, like the present 

moment.  Being with his beloved friend again was the true point of coming back for Mardi Gras. 

 When the kite crashed into a live oak, they lay on the shady grass under it, and Rick was 

even happier than last night.  Happier, that is, until Desai dropped his bomb.  “I’ll have to go 

back to India soon.”  Rick had known his friend’s student visa had expired and for some reason 

Frances wouldn’t marry him, so it had been inevitable, but it was still horrifying. 

 Here’s a long passage of what he wrote about the next night of revelry. 
 

Dear Me,   

 …The witching hour arrived early, around nine thirty.  We’d spend some 

time together in the Gin Mill before Desai’s job at the Jax Brewery.  We 

walked from the bus down Decatur to the Gin Mill, that Greek sailor dive, its 

dark doorway right across from the columned Customs Building. 

 Sweet toothless Alice was working the bar, proudly sporting her rolls 

of flesh over, under, and inside a skimpy halter top.  A couple shiploads of 

swarthy, black-haired sailors filled the booths and tables, and several were 

dancing.  Seeing me, Alice ran out from behind the bar shrieking, “Agape 

mou!” and grabbed me in a pillowy hug.  Our first beers were on the house.    

 I sat with my beloved at a table in the back and enjoyed the view.  

Several carousing sailors displayed credentials of passing naughtical 

interest.  Their tables were crammed with beer bottles, full and empty, and 

glasses likewise.  The number on a table is supposed to show how much fun is 

being had at said table and is usually a fair gauge. 

 My preference runs to the younger sailor, one still young enough to be 

versatile, and possibly even affectionate.  Once out of their early 20’s, 

Greek men’s orifices slam tight shut, and they forget how to do anything but 

bump.  Now, there’s nothing wrong with getting bumped, mind you, but at times 

one would like to do some bumping too.  When one of my favorite songs 

started, just such a dark-haired young sailor came out to dance.  Desai 

nodded approvingly when I also got up to dance.  The young one gave me a 

challenging glance, and we stepped, twirled and glided, almost together but 

not quite yet.  Another great thing about Greek sailors:  They dance with 

each other.   

 Afterwards, we went back to our tables.  (It was way too early for me 

to get wound up yet.)  I watched as an older sailor grabbed my young one’s 

arm and hauled him out the back door, probably his jealous lover.  Greek 

sailors are often operatically jealous over their eromenoi, especially when 

I’m around.  Desai had bought another beer, his last before work, but mine 

was hardly touched yet.  Much more motion was needed before my whistle would 

need wetting. 

 Soon I was back on my feet in a line dance with several sailors.  There 

was no formal pattern of steps, just hold hands and skip along to the music.  
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Dancing past the booth, I saw my young one cornered in it by his erastes, who 

turned and looked right at me.   

 It was Bambi!  My cute sailor with the long mustache from two years 

ago.  He gave me a big wink, jumped up from the booth, and broke into the 

line beside me, flashing the grin that won my body, if not my heart.  He 

squeezed my hand, clearly with bumping on his mind.  As we danced past our 

corner table, what to my wondering eyes should appear, sitting there with 

Desai, but a beaming Ronnie.  Damn!  Bambi’s ardent messages continued 

through my hand in his, and doubly distracted, I finished the dance wondering 

what in the hell’s she doing here? 

 At the end of the dance, Bambi seized me in a huge embrace with a loud 

“Agape mou!” and hauled me over to their booth.  He introduced his equally 

swarthy Mediterranean mates, none of whom spoke English either, and warily 

presented his eromenos, a seductively embarrassed Nikos.  They offered me a 

beer from their over-loaded table, but I indicated mine on the table in back, 

where Desai and Ronnie were safely observing.   

 Bambi and his friends escorted me over there and surrounding the table, 

enthusiastically met my friends with much shaking of hands.  Before I knew 

it, my problem was solved.  The sailors almost bodily conveyed Ronnie back to 

their booth.  With a lady, Greek sailors are always borderline unctuous in 

their polite attentions.  They installed her on a prominent chair and 

grandiosely offered a glass of cloudy ouzo, the traditional Greek drink for 

getting acquainted.   

 Desai and I also had to drink toasts to new friendships.  When we were 

no longer necessary in the sailors’ buzzing round the queen bee, Desai 

explained that he’d told Ronnie last night that we’d be here tonight.  She’d 

come down to this dark waterfront street on her own, taking a walk on the 

wild side.  I had to hand it to her for bravery above and beyond the call of 

femininity.  Then Desai left for the brewery, and I turned to my new job as 

Ronnie’s companion. 

 Dancing blithely around once more to an intoxicating bouzouki number, I 

watched Ronnie being entertained by her unintelligible court of swarthy 

sailors and was again impressed.  She was reigning quite comfortably over her 

royal navy.  I also noticed, meanwhile, a close conference between Bambi and 

Nikos.   

 Afterwards, the sailor boy came back out to dance again, keeping a bit 

away, but well within my gravitational range.  In one of my turnabouts, I 

caught Bambi’s eye.  Smiling, he nodded.  Then I locked on the gleaming, 

inviting eye of lovely Nikos, who began orbiting slowly around me, spiraling 

ever closer.  Sadly, the song ended before the little Ganymede could crash 

into my Jovian atmosphere.  Nikos excitedly seized my hand and pulled me out 

the back door. 

 Out back was a parking lot of sorts in the middle of the block, dark 

but for a lamp high on the wall.  As I well knew, off to the right behind 

some banana trees was the best place to back my aroused young mariner bodily 

up against the dark brick wall and kiss him.  His tongue spoke perfect 

English.  After only a few thrusts of my hips against his, Nikos gasped into 

my mouth in the slow, moaning rhythm of ejaculating.       

 Shortly, when I brought Bambi’s boy back inside the bar, weak-kneed and 

starry-eyed, he took the pacified Nikos into the booth beside him.  I shook 

their hands with “Efkharisto.”  Ronnie gave me a questioning look, but I just 

shrugged.  After all, I’d told her I was gay. 

 The next song was “Never on Sunday,” and the sailors got Ronnie up to 

dance that in-line thing with arms linked and synchronized steps.  She was an 

expert at it and glowed with the divine light of a true dancer.  Ronnie was 

willingly called upon to dance that impossible way several more times to 

other songs, all the sailors wanting their chance to link arms with her, 
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still very respectfully, of course.  Between exertions, they plied her with 

ouzo, and I worried for her maidenhead, be it extant or otherwise.  But 

Ronnie seemed to dance and laugh with no sign of the potent liquor’s usual 

effects.       

 When their line-dance marathon was over, and I’d enjoyed a few more 

Zorba dances, I invaded the sailors’ party and snatched away their guest of 

honor, my words audible to the whole Hellenic navy, “Vamos a La Casa!”  The 

sailors exchanged looks, clearly thinking I was taking her home, as though 

she were my woman, perish the thought.  They bid her long, formal Greek 

farewells, which she accepted regally.  Out on quiet, dark Decatur Street, 

she laughed lightly, “That was really fun!”  She had no concept of how much 

fun I had. 

# 

 It was going on one when we got to La Casa, and the carouse was in full 

flux of a Saturday.  This being just before Mardi Gras only made it denser 

and louder, even more than last night.  In the Third Room Ronnie and I tried 

to obey the uproarious song “Á Bailar Merengue,” but it was so crowded we 

could barely dance.  Meanwhile I looked around for some avenue of escape.  

Although Ronnie was an impressive dancer and brave young woman, being in 

charge of her for the evening wasn’t exactly a priority in my itinerary.   

 I figured no room to dance was a good reason to leave.  Lying through 

my teeth, I claimed at merely one-thirty in the morning to be ready to go 

home.  Ronnie was unused to these late nights and was okay with going.  We 

fought our way back out onto Decatur, and like a god-send, found an empty cab 

at the light at St. Ann.  Getting in, Ronnie told me what a good time she’d 

had, and I didn’t say anything more committal about tomorrow than, “See you 

later.”    

 That taken care of, I did what I’d always do whenever La Casa is too 

crowded, trot over to Dixie’s.  On this pre-Carnival weekend the famous 

watering hole was packed with hot stuff, many in glitter, masks, feather 

boas, and lingerie.  I took a position holding up the front wall to peruse 

the populace, enjoying being free of women, and reminisced.  Over there by 

the window I first rubbed legs with my Cajun baby Butch.  Against that back 

wall I once nabbed a succulent crypto-juvenile named Lenny for a half-hour’s 

eager sodomy.  By the jukebox… 

 Having paid due respects to Dixie’s in about fifteen minutes, I walked 

up Bourbon to Lafitte’s in Exile, also the scene of adventures in the past.  

I was outrageously lucky to find a stool at the back side of the circular 

bar.  Over a Dixie beer, I surveyed the crowd, remembering not to judge by 

looks, but it was hard not to pause over the pretty guys.  I was trying to 

look for a nice guy, but how do you hunt for something you can’t see?   

Across the bar sat an oblivious guy, almost featureless in face and formless 

in body, short hair neither brown nor blond.  Kindly, one would say he wasn’t 

bad looking, and honestly, not in any way good looking.  Wondering if he 

might be a nice guy, I watched him get off the barstool and disappear into 

the crowd. 

 My attention was drawn toward the front wall where flashes of shapely 

bare shoulders shone sporadically through the shifting crowd.  Fresh flesh 

always draws the eye, I remarked to myself, whereupon a hand rested on my 

arm.       

 The oblivious guy was at my shoulder saying, “Excuse me.”  He didn’t 

give me time to do so and asked, “Do you know me?” 

 “Why, no,” I said, taken quite by surprise. 

 “Oh.  You were looking at me like you recognized me.” 

 “Uh, no, I don’t,” I admitted, searching his open face.  “I was just 

thinking about something.” 
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 “Oh.  Well, I recognize you.”  The smile changed his face from oval to 

round.  “You’re a wild dancer!  Hi.”  He held out his hand.  “I’m Jim.” 

 I shook it, enjoying the flattery.  “Where’d you see me dance?” 

 “In a dive over on Decatur Street—last year at Mardi Gras.”  Jim’s pale 

eyes livened as he confided, “You were dancing without a shirt on a barstool.  

I bet I watched you for two hours.  So what’s your name?” 

 That had to be the night I lost my other Madras shirt.  “That was La 

Casa,” I explained and replied grandly,” You can call me Norman.  That is, 

Saint Norman, patron of sailors on shore leave.”  

Jim’s laughter was bubbly.  “Norman!  I knew you had to be demented!”  He 

clapped me jovially on the shoulder and leaning closer, added, “No offense…” 

 So close, I saw gray hairs on Jim’s temples and more in his short hair.  

At first I’d figured him for maybe thirty, young enough, but now, with a 

little shudder, I almost started to...  Damn!  Why’d he have to be old?  Jim 

turned out to be in fact thirty-seven, as far as this kid was concerned, 

unequivocally old.  But I let that slide.  As a professor of Medieval and 

Renaissance History at a college in Kentucky, he got extra points.  That was 

almost as esoteric as Slavic studies, which Jim thought in perfect harmony 

with my dementia.   

 He always came to New Orleans for Mardi Gras, his annual and only 

escape from a cruel planet he called Kaintfucky.  I described my own exile on 

the cruel planet Abstinentia.  Jim said he never worried about a place to 

sleep.  During Mardi Gras, who slept anyway?  Naps one could take wherever, 

whenever.  Showing me his blue backpack, he boasted, “I travel light.”   

 Admiring his attitude, in the spirit of Mardi Gras, I cried, “Vamos a 

La Casa!”  Jim chugged the last of his beer, crumpled the can in his fist, 

and shouted, “Vive Mardi Gras!”  

# 

 With these festive cris de cœur, we summoned the deluge.  Stepping out 

of Lafitte’s onto Bourbon, Jim and I were swept up and away in the surging 

flood of Carnival.  The rest of the night was a blur streaking by too fast to 

catch detail—Royal Street—Third Room—Cumbia!—Fried Rice—Dawn over Decatur—

Broadway—Morning-bright bed—Coitus! 

 After our brief nap, we had lunch with Desai and Frances, who found Jim 

very charming.  After that I can’t coherently remember the next three days.  

It was like time was suspended, cause and effect came untied, events 

shattered into still-shots shuffled and spliced at random, places 

disintegrated into somewhere else, familiar faces floated close and then 

faded into a background of parades, massed and masked bodies, mad music, 

screams of glee, more parades, beads, feathers, beer cans, writhing naked…  

Maybe you get the idea, Old Me.  [I most certainly do.]  There’s no way I 

could keep track of it all.  It was the deluge of Carnival. 

 The only festive spectacle I can nail to a specific time was the Comus 

parade on Fat Tuesday.  It rolled right after dark with the flambeaux dancing 

along afore and aside the floats, the torches flickering on phantasmagorical 

creatures and gilded scenes of wild pomp and glitter.  Using my old Mardi 

Gras strategy, I took Jim to catch it on the inside corner of its turn at 

Royal and St. Peter to get maximum exposure to the throws, a largesse of 

beads and doubloons.  Needing no souvenirs in my carouse, I gave my booty to 

nearby shorter and slower folk. 

 At any one of the shuffled moments,  be it day or night, I could be 

drunk or sober, exhausted or exhilarated, dancing or draped over the bar, 

hungry or thirsty or not, asleep or not, laughing or crying with friends, 

hugging or fending off strangers, flirting with a Latin or Greek sailor, 

kissing or…   In dreamlike moments with Henri, Desai, Ronnie, Frances, Rolfe, 

Tony, and other friends, they were as inundated as I, swirling around in the 

maelstrom of merriment.   
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 Throughout those three days, Jim, now a devotee of St. Norman, was the 

single lifeline for my sanity.  He was ever beside me, ever ebullient, 

exciting, affectionate, athletic, protective, permissive, encouraging, 

willing, able, and hot as a firecracker.  We fornicated frequently, again on 

the Broadway bed, on a couch at a party, on the floor in a hallway somewhere, 

and up against a dark tree along the levee beside the brewery, doing what Jim 

calls a “tupenny upright.”   

 Too early on Ash Wednesday morning, Jim reluctantly left me and the 

commodious bed on Broadway to return to horrid Kaintfucky.  He got into his 

cab, looked up at me sadly, and said, “Well, Norman, here we go back to our 

cruel planets.”  Holding my hand through the cab window, he added, “Carne 

vale, kiddo.” 

# 

 Rick’s goodbyes with Desai were tearful.  His Indian friend held him close, reminding 

him that he was a tiger in this jungle of life.  (I can still feel that animal power in me, but 

nowadays it’s more that of a jaguar.)  It was only on the plane with Ronnie, who was lost in a 

post-Mardi Gras stunned trance, that Tricky Rick realized with a cold wash of horror the Latin 

meaning of Jim’s farewell.  And here he was sailing back to the cruel planet Abstinentia.  His 

magic mountain was wrapped in vast banks of cloud. 

 Though I’m still not given to superstition, portents, or such, you can’t argue with true 

coincidence.  This Ash Wednesday when Jim bade Rick a fond Carne vale was March 3, 1965, 

and in exactly one year to the day our pirate’s life will change utterly.  Wait for it. 

# 

 This evening Kevin came by for a visit.  Mack and I hadn’t heard yet about his Friday 

night dinner date with Liam and hoped for an update.  Kevin’s wreath of curls was now an 

electric blue, which he explained as a new mood.  He plopped on the sofa and smiled secretively, 

which piqued my curiosity. 

 While I poured our wine, again a cheap table variety, Mack remarked, “Well, Kev, you 

sure look like the cat that ate the canary.” 

 “I had duck—à l'orange.” 

 Mack pried.  “What did Liam have?” 

 Kevin smirked.  “That’s for me to know and you to find out, dude.” 

 “Maybe I will.”  Mack grinned lasciviously, and Kevin frowned. 

 Trying to get down to business, I asked, “So did you guys have any dessert?” 

 Kevin sighed, “Not quite.”  Mack and I remained respectfully silent.  “We went back to 

his place and listened to music.”  He paused, abashed.  “I only made it to first base.  You know, a 

bird in the hand.”  When we’d chuckled at his expression, he added brightly, “We’re getting 

together again next weekend.” 

 I poured him some more wine.  “Here’s to the next inning and a home run.” 

 Mack had me print off the pages of the Gin Mill episode, and after reading them, my 

blue-locked friend exclaimed, “Behind a banana tree?!  Wow!” 

 “I really want to know,” Mack remarked, “what Rick did besides kiss that sailor kid.” 

 “Here, look.”  I pointed out the word ‘shortly’ starting the next paragraph.  “That’s plenty 

of time, darlin’.  Whatever else happened is for me to know and you to imagine.”      

### 

 


