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4.1 - BEATNIK EPISODE 
(Epistle 6/8/63) 

Dear Sally, 

 Once again I can pause, a Saturday afternoon in the careening rush of my days (or should 

we say nights?) to let you know what's been going on. Comfy seat under a small fan palm in 

Jackson Square, perfectly fitting inside the meager shade it throws on the trampled grass. The 

cathedral spires hover overhead among pigeons wheeling in the sun. I feel very light-hearted, and 

obviously descriptive, now that finals are over, not bad except for the German and its ridiculous 

vocabulary. My paper on the sociology of spider monkeys as scientifically observed in the 

Audubon Zoo actually got a B out of my asshole Anthro teacher.  

 The wonderful summer has begun. At the last moment I decided not to work in the UC 

this summer. I'll just do nothing—take the summer off for my first real vacation since the one 

after my sophomore year in high school. Standing one afternoon in my shady doorway on lovely 

Audubon Street, not thinking about anything in particular, I suddenly decided to cast my fate to 

the winds (for a few months), and live like the lilies of the field (though I'd be an immeasurable 

idiot to give up the $20 per month rent on my half of the good old Rising Sun). A beatnik 

episode is just what I need. No obligations, simply experience life exquisitely, like this breathless 

moment under the palm tree. 

 Betwixt my last letter about exams and missing Raj and today's new awareness lie a few 

tales... First, let me run get a cold drink from the vendor on St. Anne. So, you'll recall that last 

month I ran into dear Butch, my Cajun sweetheart from last summer, still cute as a doodle bug 

and finally convinced he's gay. Well, he took up with a heavyset fellow named Jack, pale with 

glasses, in his later twenties and a school teacher. He was renting a big house on Broadway near 

school and then found a beautiful apartment on Royal Street by Dumaine in a huge old house 

that was built for a princess of Monaco. The apartment’s on the second floor front, right across 

from the Cornstalk Hotel. It's an enormous room with high ceilings, moldings, tall windows onto 

an elegant balcony, and a tiny room off one corner with its own window, where they invited me 

to stay over whenever I want, an invitation very welcome for a summer idler. 

 About nine that evening on our last load from Broadway in Jack's station wagon, just as 

we turned down Freret Street, to my utter amazement I saw my Raj standing at the bus stop! 

Frantic, I screamed and Jack pulled over so I could run like a maniac over to him. Raj took my 

hand and said, "Hello, Norman." There was such sadness in his beautiful face, and he was so 

much heavier that I was shocked. He explained, "I’d just decided to take a bus back to the station 

and go away again." Imagine, Sally, he'd come back from New York that afternoon, hadn't seen 

Felicia or anyone else, and by sheer coincidence I just happened to look out the car window as 

we turned the corner... I tell you, our stars are crossed, his and mine. 
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 Raj was obviously very depressed, still wanting to leave, and I ordered him into the car 

with us. Jack kindly dropped us at Toulouse so I could take him to Fong. He was terribly hungry, 

and around the fried rice he told me how horrible New York was. How the cousin who was 

going to help him fix the visa turned out to be an asshole. I listened with great sympathy, but the 

outright joy I felt to have him back was so great I couldn't see straight. Going to the Gin Mill for 

beers afterwards seemed to cheer him up a bit. (While we were there, huge Jackie told me that a 

couple days ago my chula Emanuel had moved away to Miami. Again the sadness when I think 

of him.) In the side room at Jack's, Raj slept on the floor, and I had the bed alone. The next day, 

inevitably, he went to see Felicia (and moved right back in with her). 

 In a total dither of emotions at having my Hindu honey home, albeit there's a tad more of 

him nowadays, when Raj set off to Felicia's, I took a rambling stroll around the Quarter in the 

magnificent summer heat. In Pirate's Alley I ran into but that crazy fat hotdog vendor my friend 

Dorian introduced me to last month. Sally, this guy (whom Dorian calls the Gypsy Queen, but 

whose real name is Ignatius), is totally out of his tree, wears old desert boots and a plastic cutlass 

around his grossly huge waist as he pushes a big Paradise hotdog on wheels around the streets. 

He’s a grotesque parody of my Mardi Gras pirate! When I said hi, I immediately had to refuse 

"twelve inches of Paradise," whereupon the lunatic called me a deviate degenerate without a 

trace of understanding of philosophy or economics. Little did he know… 

 Very seriously I told him we faggots are the hope of the world. His fat little eyes went 

through all kinds of expressions as he tried to process that. Suddenly he shouted, "Stop!" and 

brandished the floppy cutlass. "Save the world through degeneracy!" he screamed and pawed at 

my arm with his great slabs of hands. Then he called me a "wilted flower of a human being" and 

begged me to help him. Uncertain about how to handle a certifiable loony, I innocently asked 

what kind of help and tried to back away. "We'll gather all your associates in foppery," he began 

urgently and gave a volcanic belch that almost singed my eyebrows, "...behind a banner of 

brotherhood!" I suggested he get Dorian to throw a party. (Heard later the party is this weekend, 

and I'll probably go.) At this Ignatius was in ecstasies, and while he hurriedly made himself a 

hotdog, mumbling to himself, I slipped off away down the Alley. 

 One meets the most fantastic people in the French Quarter. Like a couple minutes later 

along the high iron fence around the Square, right over there across from where I'm sitting at the 

moment. That’s where I found that Chinese artist, the one I mentioned who danced at some 

parties this spring. Liu was sitting quietly under a big umbrella, a pastel portrait of a lovely 

young girl on his easel. He smiled very sweetly at me as he showed me his other work hanging 

along the fence which was beautiful, sensitive portraits and soft landscapes. To my amazement, 

we actually had a philosophical discussion about art for at least half an hour. I was fascinated by 

his golden skin, those wonderful epicanthic folds over his dark eyes, and the trace of an accent in 

his soft voice. Why am I such a pushover for the exotic? Liu said he'd meet me that night at La 

Marina for a drink, and he really did, right around eleven. 

 In the shifting shadows of my degenerate temple of dance, Liu looked very mysterious, a 

delicate oriental orchid in the Latin American jungle of the Third Circle. After only one beer we 

were both intensely interested in getting back to his place, which is on Dumaine up by Dauphine. 

Another single huge room with three tall windows onto a floorless balcony, it contains two box-

like cubicles built against the back wall for bathroom and kitchen with a sleeping platform on 

top. A giant planter filled with vines and blue lights hangs from the chandelier medallion. I was 

thrilled to see such a purely beatnik "pad." Liu offered me a scotch and soda, and before I was 
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half through with it, in the midst of my saying something pompous about impressionism and 

light, he slipped his hand inside my shirt. 

 Thenceforth I shall leave for your imagining, Sally, with only a few assists. Recall my 

description of his dancing in the dark at Flynn's orgy and in the ruined wards of the Ursulines 

hospital. Liu seemed to flow around me, always in motion in intimate dance. The texture of his 

skin, the fragrance of his body... But I wasn't going to elaborate, was I? It was only the next 

morning (I distinctly felt as though I were awaking somewhere in Paris on the Left Bank), when 

Liu told me he's married to a woman in Houston who was soon coming here to New Orleans. I 

asked how long we had, and he said a week, so I spent it with him, night and day, barely even 

sleeping, every moment delirious with his delicate oriental beauty. 

 Liu was preparing for a show of his paintings at Lafitte's and easily convinced me to pose 

for him. I've never done that sort of thing before, and it felt quite strange lying out in the middle 

of the room on a draped bench and stark naked in the middle of the afternoon. Sometimes his 

other model, a woman, also nude in the sultry heat, was waiting around, so I behaved myself.  

But sometimes when we were alone Liu would have to do something about me before I could 

pose properly. I have to admit the painting looked just like me, but I really wonder if my body is 

actually that pretty. My pose was very like the Olympia, a tiny blue scarf around my neck, and 

offering a golden goblet. Liu called it Ganymede and said the red scratches on the hip were from 

the claws of the eagle. I felt very flattered to have been immortalized in pigment. 

 Then he decided to paint another of me as Bacchus. I said how I loved the Michelangelo 

statue of Bacchus, the Divine Debauch, and Liu painted me like that and gave it that name. Only 

I didn’t look quite so drunk and was turned mostly away, grape leaves in my hair, wine goblet in 

raised hand, and beckoning over my shoulder alluringly into the dark woods. My buttocks in the 

painting were unspeakably inviting. Liu insisted they really are that beautiful, and I lamented not 

being able to screw myself. 

 The very next day his wife Kathy arrived from Houston, and so I made myself scarce. In 

parting we never spoke about seeing each other again or asked anything of each other at all. Just 

kissed in the doorway, and that was the end of our affair. 

 Since then, these last several days have been hot as the dickens (which goes without 

saying) and rather pleasant now that I’m a beatnik. My legs are getting fairly tan already from 

wearing shorts, and freely admitting this narcissism, boy, do I love the little blond curls gleaming 

on my voluptuous thighs. Wish I could see my beautiful butt! Be that indulgence as futile as it 

may, most afternoons I've sat around on the balcony overlooking Royal Street, watching the 

passers-under (many of whom are well worth watching closely in their tight cutoffs.) Rocking in 

Jack's big wicker rocker, I’ve sucked up many gins and tonic, or "mother's milk" as he calls it. 

Jack claims it's the only way to survive a New Orleans summer. He and Butch have a very odd 

relationship—Jack cruises on the streets, and Butch spends lots of time in Lafitte's. 

 One afternoon in the throes of heat, gin, and his beefcake magazines, Butch remarked 

that he was glad I broke off with the Chinese guy. It seems he finds the thought of sex with 

someone of another race revolting. Though I've never made it with a black person, I valiantly 

defended the glories of miscegenation with the brown and yellow races. Butch was scandalized 

and insisted I've got to meet some regular guys. 

 He now takes me over to Dixie's at times and buys me a drink. (The first thing a novice 

beatnik discovers is that there's no money in his pocket. Jack's been great—besides the gin, he 

occasionally gives me a couple bucks for red beans and rice at Buster Holmes. Dancing in La 

Marina, old acquaintances sometimes offer a beer which I don't refuse, or even free Fong food. 
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Two days ago I was even lucky enough to find ten dollars on the sidewalk of Iberville outside 

one of the fancy restaurants. So I used it to cook dinner for Butch and Jack that evening. If I get 

desperate, like come rent time on Audubon, I'll probably manage a "loan" from the folks.) 

 At any rate, having been more often in Dixie's, I've been meeting more "Americans" now 

and hearing more of this strange stuff they call "popular" music. I'll take my Latin rhythms or 

Greek stuff any time. You know, if I wanted to, I could do a Greek dance right now, right here in 

Jackson Square in the sun, without music even (because it really is a music from inside!). That 

impulse was irresistible, the silent dance I did on the lawn was exhilarating, and I paid not the 

slightest attention to anyone who might be looking. That is the essence of dance:  expressing the 

ecstatic moments of life. No spectators needed. But I've wandered... 

 Oh. Yes. I really didn't meet anyone very interesting in Dixie's with Butch until last night. 

I was sitting there at a table "camping" with him and a bunch of the "girls" when this cute young 

guy named Lenny (whose well-packed blue jeans I’d noted on a previous evening with hopeless 

lust) came swishing past where I was leaning back in my chair. Passing close, he smiled down at 

me, and as part of my new freedom of spirit, I jokingly asked, "When are you coming home with 

me?" Lenny was only surprised for the tiniest moment, his blue eyes shining, and then responded 

quite seriously, "How about right now?" In a moment we were on our way up Bourbon Street, 

and Lenny, who was slightly drunk, even leaned on my arm. 

 The blocks were mercifully few to my tiny guest room on Royal. Once inside, Lenny 

dropped his drawers, and bending him over the bed, I…  Sally, forgive me if I say no more than 

that it was a righteous rogering. About twenty minutes later on our way back to Dixie's, Lenny 

complimented me on my technique and offered to tell me a secret. He blithely informed me, "I'm 

only sixteen!” Jailbait! Why can’t we just keep it plain old sodomy between consenting adults? 

Just to look at him you’d think he was legal. I mean, have I got to check every guy’s ID before 

we bang? Back in Dixie's, Lenny said, "See you around," and pranced off to the bar. 

 By the way, just the other day also Raj actually got a job. Don't ask me how, but now get 

this—he’s an evening shift janitor at the Jax Brewery smack across the street from La Marina! 

That night when I was trouncing down Decatur for a moment at the Mill, there he was in the 

window on the second floor, waving. Sally, this is the beginning of the revolution! Now we have 

infiltrated the very brewery itself and soon there will be an enormous pipe crossing the street, 

straight from the vats and down through the roof of La Casa de los Marinos, unlimited free beer 

for all us Mariners, young and ancient. So a janitor isn't much to shout about, but Raj can earn a 

little something to help Felicia with the rent and food. 

 Which is more than I'm doing, but what the hell! Maybe I could make some money off 

the Greek sailors, but I wouldn't know how or when to ask to be paid. It's probably wise to 

require payment prior to rendering services, don't you think? And how can I sit here in the 

middle of this historical Place des Armes and so brazenly contemplate becoming a (cheap!) 

whore? Being a beatnik apparently also means letting go of such moral judgments, having no 

expectations, and accepting what is. At least for me, that’s what it is, like making fierce love 

with Liu and not needing romance—or sumptuously sodomizing some strange child, laughing, 

and saying see you later. I’ll simply enjoy sex until love comes along. Ah, but will it ever? 

 I see beautiful guys in the bars and wish I could feel for them like, for instance, I felt for 

Pete. Sigh. Or like the pretty fellow over there by the fountain right now with two little kids. The 

little boy has even taken off his underpants to splash in the fountain's pool. He, the pretty fellow, 

adorable with curly brown hair, is surely too young to be their father. What if he and I became 
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lovers? Sorry to be so silly, Sally (selling seashells by the seashore), but the afternoon heat may 

have gotten to me at last, and of course, my loving nature is simply irrepressible. 

 On that note I should close this chapter of the New Orleans report. News flashes on the 

further progress of your dissolute hero will be forthcoming soon. By the way, I really think if 

you're so bored going out with Fred, you should just stop it. There's bound to be a nicer guy 

somewhere. But then you knew I'd say that when you asked. 

 Always, Tommy 

### 
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4.2 - MERENGUE MADONNA 
 Late in the morning I woke lying in bed with Colette, suddenly amazed by the convoluted 

relationships developing between her and the others of us in this avant garde household. She was 

sound asleep. Perhaps I should not have given in so easily to the invitation of my pretty Belgian 

hostess, but I enjoy an occasional woman like Colette now and then. Also, women rather enjoy 

my impetuous friend Carlos el Grande, who much appreciates their moist orifices. 

 I often wonder from where I came by such a splendid Carlos, and thank God that I did. 

He is a considerable endowment scarcely to be expected genetically from my miserly father 

whose prick is a shrimp-like appendage. Often I like to lie back and admire Carlos standing at 

attention, just the right size! Big enough for both hands…. Colette accommodated him very 

comfortably twice during the night, so intense was her loneliness. Her husband Roland was 

sleeping with my friend Leon. Such are the convolutions of modern relationships. Mon dieu! 

 A few days ago I arrived from Baton Rouge after my graduation from LSU. Verdamte 

tag! Someday soon I must now go home to Bogotá. Though my home is in Colombia, my father 

is German and my mother French. But before I must go, I came first here to New Orleans with 

Leon to stay some time with his friend Colette and her new husband in their apartment on Conti 

Street just below Chartres. 

 Of course, in this very modern household we must not forget les enfants, a five year-old 

boy named Corell, after the composer Arcangelo Corelli, and a three year-old girl named Nunu, 

who is rather plump. Some additional convolutions. And it is all the more complicated by the 

fact that I was, to be truthful, more interested in Roland than in Colette. Es verdad. My blind 

friend Carlos has no prejudices as far as moist orifices go, at least none that I have been able to 

discern since I was eight. However, Roland obviously found Leon more irresistible, and they 

have no doubt spent the night somewhere with their dicks in each other. 

 Before Carlos got it into his bald head to go again looking for a wet place to hide, I very 

carefully got out of the bed so as not to waken Colette. She lay there so lovely, her long brown 

hair mussed over her face and small lips pursed. 

 Throwing on Roland's robe, I went out into the living room. The only furniture, other 

than mattresses, was a confusion of butterfly chairs in many colors and several apple crates. 

Stumbling around the crates, I called softly, "Ou etez vous?" From the kids' room came Nunu's 

chirping, "Ici!" (From our first meeting I let them know I would only speak to them in French. 

That was how I was raised as a child. My French mother spoke to me in her tongue, my German 

father in his, and in Colombia speaking Spanish… 

 Corell and Nunu were playing with a puzzle on the floor in a small bright pool of sun 

from the window. He smiled up at me just as brightly with "Bonjour, monsieur Axel! Le dejeuner 

c'est fait par Cynthia." I nervously looked around, wondering if Cynthia, a plump student from 

LSUNO who hung around Colette's bunch, was still here. Some nights before, I had attempted to 

"make it" with her, but Carlos gave her a fright. 

 "Elle n'est pas c'est fait ma boteille!" Nunu squeaked from her crouch on pudgy knees 

and elbows over the puzzle. Naturally I hastened to the kitchen to prepare her bottle. Curiously, 

Nunu was thirsty all the time, and she always kept a jug of water close at hand. Wherever she 

went, the chubby little girl carried her green wine bottle (one of those with the handle) full of 

water. I once asked Colette if perhaps little Nunu was a waterholic or some such thing, and she 

nonchalantly replied that her cher bébé peed enough so it made no difference. 

 While I was filling the bottle, Colette appeared in the bedroom doorway, quite nude, very 

beautiful backlit like that. "Where's my orange juice?" she asked sleepily and leaned into the 
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kid's room. "Bonjour, mes enfants terribles!" They both giggled. Colette’s look at me held a 

blankness that seemed to say, "I've forgotten everything that happened up to one minute ago." 

 Quite comfortable with that, I rushed for the bathroom and got myself together before 

Corell started with his eternal "Je voudrais Winnie the Pooh!" That was my one concession to 

English, reading it to the two of them, and we were already on the third time through. I often 

found myself involuntarily translating the hums into various languages. Once I was dressed, he 

came at me with the book while Nunu stood in the doorway, her bottle hugged in a hopeful 

embrace. I promised to read when we are at Jackson Square. Corell stood there staring eyelevel 

at the lump in my jeans that Carlos always makes. 

 Embarrassed, I turned back to the kitchen as he said, "Il faut que nous allions—toute 

suite!" He let me eat a fast bowl of tasteless cereal (no sugar in the house), and then I shepherded 

the two downstairs and installed Nunu in her red wagon. Corell pulled it with great labor along 

the sidewalk, and Nunu sat with the green bottle clutched in her round arm regally surveying the 

passing scene. Being in any case a tall, lanky guy, with the kids I always felt really tall, having to 

look down at them by my knees. They waited at the door of a bar on Chartres while I bought 

some sardines and crackers, my real breakfast. 

 Paying for them was again a painful reminder of mein vaters recent total lack of paternal 

generosity. I had at the moment less than one hundred dollars—of course, the airplane ticket was 

always there—and he had twice refused to send me any more money. Reasonably I thought that 

after four years of difficult study (Business Administration a terribly boring major, but Papa 

insisted.), I should be at the very least entitled to a bohemian summer vacation. 

 Which would be quite easy here in the fabulous Vieux Carré, I mused as I helped Nunu's 

wagon up the steps into Jackson Square, though I much prefer the name Place des Armes with its 

intimation of embraces. Corell pulled the wagon through a large crowd of pigeons, which simply 

waddled out of the way, and straight up to a bench in the shade by the St. Ann Street gate.  He 

promptly sat down with the Pooh book in his lap, smiling expectantly. The time having come, I 

did my duty, squeaking like Piglet and braying like Eeyore until I was exhausted. They finally 

agreed to go to play by the little fountain while I lay on the bench in the shade nearby. Soon they 

were both in the water. Corell even took off his clothes. Nunu's wet sundress clung to her fat 

stomach and thighs. I envied them being able to splash around since it was very hot. 

 Few people braved the sun in the Square, only some old men on the St. Peter side who 

clustered in a small space of shade. A brave young man and girl were taking a picture of the very 

Delacroix statue of Andrew Jackson. Across the lawn a guy was sitting under a little palm tree 

writing, very blond hair, scandalously long, but otherwise very masculine, broad-shouldered, 

sexy shorts, tanned with golden curls on his thighs, thin Indian sandals. Just as I looked, he put 

his pad down, stood up, and began a very odd slow dance in the sunshine. Les enfants laughed 

and pointed, and I was fascinated, lying there chewing on a blade of grass. 

 Up against the bright white sky a huge flock of pigeons swirled round the cathedral’s 

spire. I soon found myself humming Mehitabel's wonderful aria, "Toujours gai, toujours gai... 

There's dance in the old dame yet!" Certainly it was convenient to have a place to stay, and I 

liked Colette and the kids, but I was beginning to realize that I had to be careful about becoming 

any more involved than I was already. Also, being with two women in the past few days had 

only served to make me hungry for a man. Carlos agreed. When I looked back over at the palm 

tree, the boy was gone. Since that bitch Leon now had his claws in Roland, my hopes there were 

few. No choice but a gay bar tonight. 
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 After quite a long while of such deliberations, I called the kids from the fountain with 

"Allons, enfants de la Patrie!" We made our way with wet footprints around the statue and 

refilled Nunu's bottle at a drinking fountain. On the street this time, both of them wanted to ride 

in the wagon. Therefore I was the one to pull it creaking past the works of the sidewalk artists 

hung up on the iron fence, wondering about those who paint such silly swamp scenes. Were I a 

painter, I’d paint beautiful bodies flowing in and out of each other. 

 At the corner of St. Louis we found Colette on her way back from the grocery store on 

Royal. "Can't drink gin without limes!" she laughed and hugged the two kids. Nunu demanded 

some lime in her bottle, and when the command was fulfilled, Colette took my arm to continue 

the stroll down the block toward Conti. "Roland came back right after you left," she said. "He 

said he was sorry, but he just wanted to see what it was like to sleep with a man." 

 “I could have satisfied his curiosity," I mumbled, tormented to think Roland had been a 

virgin... "What did he think?" 

 Colette sighed profoundly. "Nothing. But he made love to me right away. Axel, dear, I 

don't know how to handle this. I mean, my first husband turned gay after just two years and left 

me. Now number two just wants to see what it's like. What in the hell am I doing wrong?" 

 ”Nothing at all that Carlos noticed," I gallantly responded. 

 "But even you like men," Colette sighed again. "I mean, I like men naturally—but what 

do you like about them? What’s so special?" 

 Only a bit embarrassed, I explained, "You can do a lot more with a man in bed than with 

a woman." Strangely this seemed to satisfy her curiosity, and I left her with les enfants at the 

gate to go to a matinee movie at the Saenger. I felt it much the greater part of wisdom to avoid 

the apartment for the rest of the day, and that was the best thing I could think of, even though it 

bit once more into my diminishing bankroll, a spy-thing called “Dr. No.” 

 Afterwards, having been well entertained by the sophisticated Mr. Bond, I strolled around 

the cemeteries at St. Louis Street the rest of the day, resting in the shade of ornate mausoleums 

and enjoying the peaceful and contemplative atmosphere. Most of my daydreaming was about 

the new novel by Jean Genet I was reading—in French—"Les Pompes Funebres." The cemetery 

felt like Paris, and I longed for a handsome resistance fighter to find me and... 

 Hunger finally forced me to walk back into the Vieux Carré and stop in at Buster Holmes 

on Dauphine for black-eyed peas and sausage on rice, the cheapest and biggest meal to be had in 

the Quarter. Seventy-five cents for the plateful and another twenty-five for a piece of good apple 

pie. Buster's was my frequent dining place, only a few blocks up Conti, and I came to know a 

few of the regulars. Being a "German tourist," I was soon welcomed. The large black man 

sweating over the grill and stove, whom I always assumed to be Buster, waved to me with a 

"Guten abend" as I took a stool at the counter. Over my simple meal I thought again about going 

out later, and Carlos quivered in excitement. 

 It being still quite early after my dinner, I decided to see another film over at the Royal 

Art, "L'année passé a Marienbad" again, and it was as symbolic as ever. My only problem was 

peeling off more dollar bills from my bankroll and sitting in the dark worrying about Papa's 

intransigent insistence that I come home to Colombia. Not one more centavo would he send me. 

Of course I could have gone to Mr. Shaw, mein lieber Vaters business associate, for a loan, but 

that I was saving for a last resort. 

 After the movie, I walked the few blocks over to Lafitte's in Exile, intent on having a 

good drink (in spite of my financial straits), and on finding Carlos hospitable lodging for the 

night. Lafitte's was the most comfortable gay bar, in my opinion, where one could sit or stand 
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around in the darkness and strike up conversations. Most of the light came from the small lamps 

shining over the paintings on the walls. On a post near the bar was also one of a beautiful dark 

woman with one breast showing, and nearby a strange basin-like table with a gas flame. I sat at 

the curved bar and sipped a rum and coke, surveying the paintings in the show, portraits and a 

couple still-lives which were all rather good.  

 Swinging around on my stool to check the back wall, I found two paintings that made 

Carlos twitch, one a very sexy nude man amidst a jungle of greenery, reclining like Manet's 

Olympia with the small neckband, only a blond Adonis coyly offering a golden goblet. The other 

was of the same naked guy standing, turned mostly away, grape leaves in his hair, another goblet 

in his raised right hand, and with his left beckoning to follow him into the forest shadows. 

Taking my drink, I went over to admire the entrancing curves of his buttocks and thighs. The 

first was entitled “Ganymede,” the beautiful boy kidnapped by Zeus. The second was just as 

clearly Dionysus, or Bacchus. In both the guy's curious expression was of sensual abandon, a 

wanton faun—so like I envisioned Our Lady of the Flowers in my other favorite Genet novel. 

These paintings were like rare blossoms here in the dark bowels of the French Quarter. 

 Eventually I fell into conversation with a plain man at the bar, and though Carlos was not 

the least bit interested, I enjoyed his chatter. Meanwhile I continued to check out the other men 

as they moved in and out of the lighted areas along the walls. My neighbor was perceptive 

enough to realize the futility of his attentions and soon introduced me to a younger acquaintance 

named Rick. He was small with light hair and a well-shaped body, and so I played the eye games 

with him. Suddenly I became involved with a larger group as other friends of the two gathered. 

Some were quite good looking, but Carlos felt it too early to choose. Consequently, I socialized 

brilliantly, my French persona proving effective since someone was buying me drinks. 

 In the midst of the conversation and laughter I saw that blond guy come in, the one I’d 

seen this afternoon in the Square, wearing the same Indian sandals and sexy shorts. What a surge 

of energy I felt when he came straight over to our group and greeted one of the nelly kids. Then 

he blew a kiss to Rick, who pointed toward the back and said, "Hey, Tommy, you've sure got 

yourself some super advertising!" The shock of recognition almost knocked me over! Yes, 

though the hair was a bit shorter in the paintings. 

 His brown eyes caught mine for the briefest moment with a glitter of recognition and 

unspoken greeting. "Just popped in to see how they look," this Tommy said brightly. He seemed 

not a bit embarrassed having his delicious nudity on such prominent display. Before turning 

away, he looked at me with the wanton smile in the paintings, and Carlos leapt to attention. 

 Rick was watching us like a hawk, and since it was he supporting my evening’s drinking 

pleasure, I tried to pay no overt attention to the attractive new arrival. But while talking and 

flirting with Rick, I managed frequently to look over his shoulder at the paintings which took on 

a whole new meaning. Just as surreptitiously I watched Tommy hanging around nearby with the 

other guys, twice his eye catching mine. I argued with Carlos that we were already in too deep 

with this Rick, and there was no way we should try for Our Lady of the Flowers. 

 Indeed, Carlos was blandly amenable to Rick, who had begun the touches of elbows and 

elaborately casual touches of the hand, and so forth. When I finished that drink, he tweaked my 

chin and asked quite blithely, as though perfectly apropos of an earlier conversation, "So are you 

ready to go home with me?" 

 The suddenness of it (and my lack of real enthusiasm), made me hesitate for a moment, 

and before I could speak, a voice sounded close behind my shoulder. "No, he's coming home 

with me!" It was so calm and matter-of-fact. I spun around to find Tommy smiling that way 
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again. "Well, you are, aren't you?" he asked with a tilt of the head, his long blond hair brushing 

his shoulder. 

 In confusion I mumbled, "Yes, I guess I am." 

 Rick stared at me in amazement.  “But you haven’t even met!” he protested. 

 I could only say thanks for the drinks and goodbye. Tommy waved to the group with a 

lilting "Ciao, bambini!" and pulled me quite willingly out the door. 

 Laughing, we dashed across Bourbon Street in front of a cruising car, and Tommy sat 

down on the doorstep of a house, smiling at me mischievously. "I can't believe I did that!" he 

exclaimed and offered me his bottle of beer. "Do you really want to come home with me?" he 

asked, suddenly very vulnerable. 

 Taking a drink, I nodded my head emphatically at the same time and wound up with beer 

up my nose. Awful unromantic snorting and spitting before I sputtered, “I really, really do!” 

 "I'm staying in a wonderful little room just a block away on Royal..." Tommy said softly, 

taking my hand again, right there on crowded Bourbon Street. Tossing his hair back from his 

face, he jumped up from the steps and took my arm to walk down the street. I was too excited to 

feel self-conscious. On our short walk I remarked, with some brief descriptions, that he reminded 

me of Our Lady of the Flowers by Jean Genet, but he didn't know the novel. He remarked that he 

was actually known as Notre Dame de la Rue, or in some circles as the Miraculous Merengue 

Madonna. He frequented a Latin sailor bar and loved doing those great Latin dances. He would 

take me there some time… “Oh!” he said suddenly with a laugh, “What’s your name?” 

 “Axel,” I also laughed. Indeed we hadn’t met! Rounding the corner onto Royal Street, I 

summarized Colombia and LSU and then followed Tommy across the street to a large elegant 

doorway in a beautiful red brick house with fanciful iron balconies. Tommy rang the No. 2 bell, 

and we waited, looking at each other with palpable desire. There was no answering buzz. 

 "Shit!" Tommy grunted. "Neither of them is home!" He made me wait there and very 

nimbly climbed over the great spiked gate into the patio, moving so beautifully up and over the 

iron bars that Carlos awoke with memories of those thighs in the paintings. The door creaked 

open, and Tommy, brown eyes alight, led me down a dark passageway to equally dark steps. On 

the stairs we stole an impatient first embrace and exploratory kiss, after which he raced up to 

open the apartment door. We entered a huge dim room with tall windows and giant bed, unmade. 

A door in the corner led into Tommy's little room, very narrow, a small bed quite neat, a ceiling 

fan slowly revolving, and a magical glow from the tall window. 

 Tommy stood just inside the door looking intensely at me as he began unbuttoning his 

shirt. I silently did the same, and then like a dance performed for each other, we unzipped and 

dropped our pants to the floor. He broke the spell with a groan, “Oh, for crying out loud! Not 

again!” and sat on the bed, pants around his ankles. He explained that one of his last boyfriends 

had been just too enormous to deal with. But when I properly introduced Carlos el Grande, and 

Tommy could inspect him closely, he said, “You’re right. He’s only halfway huge! Maybe I can 

manage…” But he couldn’t continue because Carlos somehow got into his mouth. Eventually, 

though, with no great difficulty Carlos found his shameless way up between the divine buttocks 

of Bacchus, and they were even more delicious than those in the painting. 

 The morning light from the street was bright, reflecting the high white ceiling and walls. 

Ravenously hungry after our night of passion, I suggested we breakfast at the Coffee Pot on St. 

Peter Street. Pulling his shorts up over that sweet butt, (but the curls still gleamed on his tanned 

legs), Tommy said sadly, "I really can't. I don't have any money." Hoping that Papa might relent 

and feeling profligate, I offered to pay. Walking down Royal, he remarked that sometimes a 
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friend gives him money for beans and rice at Buster Holmes. We laughed at the coincidence. 

Humming Edith Piaf's beautiful "Je ne regret de rien..." I spent yet more dollar bills for our 

wonderful pancakes with eggs. 

 Afterwards I invited Tommy to come meet my odd household. As I expected, Colette was 

only just getting up from bed, and les enfants were playing with books and stuffed animals under 

the red butterfly chair, canvas held up by the handle of a broken broom like a tent. Nunu's green 

bottle waited outside in easy reach. Colette emerged from the bedroom in an almost transparent 

slip, her brown eyes full of abject misery, and threw her arms around my neck, sobbing what I 

deciphered as a garbled "Roland's gone—run away—with Leon!" Then she let out a piercing 

shriek. I couldn’t believe that bitch Leon actually stole him away! 

 The kids peered up from their tent. "Bonjour, monsieur Axel," Corell said brightly. I 

threw them a kiss and returned to Colette who continued through her tears, "When they came 

home yesterday, I threw a fit that started a fight. They both packed up and left!" Stepping back, 

she looked inquiringly at Tommy standing in the doorway behind me and then up at me with 

reproach and another spurt of tears. 

 “This is Tommy," I gestured, suddenly proud that he was so handsome, my Lady of the 

Flowers. Colette shook his hand, and the kids came up to be introduced. Nunu, confused by his 

long hair, chirped, "Enchanté, mademoiselle Tomi." He explained to Colette that he was a 

Russian major at Tulane taking the summer off as a lark. Our hostess poured us all cups of very 

strong chicory coffee, put on a Piaf record, and draped her scantily covered self on the open 

windowsill overlooking the yard behind the firehouse, as usual evoking wolf-whistles from 

below. She waved dejectedly. 

 While their mother mourned in the window, Tommy and I played with the children under 

the chair covers. Suddenly Colette leapt up from the windowsill announcing angrily, "Time for a 

party!" We were sent to the Market with Corell and Nunu while she was to the store for gin and 

fixings. Such was Tommy's welcome to Maison Conti. Strolling along Chartres beside Nunu's 

wagon, Corell pulling, I asked Tommy what he thought of our Conti chaos. "Tends to the 

melodramatic," he said observantly, and pushed the wagon a bit to lighten Corell's task. 

 On the way back with the purchases, we sat a while dabbling in the fountain in the Place 

des Armes while the children chased pigeons across the sunny pavement. When Tommy looked 

down to the water, his shining hair hung in a gentle wave across the cheek, and Carlos stirred. I 

asked him about the paintings and learned about his liaison with the Chinese painter. Since then 

he’d been alone. "Except for you and Carlos," he said looking wickedly down at the latter. 

 Soon it was so hot in the sun that we removed our shirts and lay in the shade of the trees 

for the children's reading time. When Nunu had arranged herself and bottle on the grass between 

us, she reached over, patted the hair on Tommy's chest, and said, "Comme un chiot." He 

volunteered to read them the Dr. Seuss book "Horton Hatches the Egg."  

 Carlos was fascinated by the shape in the shorts and the bare curves as Tommy lay there 

in the Ganymede pose. "I meant what I said, and I said what I meant..." he proclaimed in the 

puzzled voice of an elephant sitting on a bird nest in a tree. While he read, Corell braided strands 

of his long hair with blades of grass, and Nunu rested against his hip, embracing her bottle. 

 The scene struck me as surreally, disturbingly beautiful, a reclining, almost nude, male, 

blond Madonna with cherubic children, the Miraculous Merengue Madonna indeed. After their 

story, les enfants made for the fountain to splash, but Tommy lay still beside me and smiled 

wordlessly. At last I was forced to ask what he was thinking. "How very much," he started aloud 
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and then whispered, "I like to kiss your heart!" Later we found Nunu napping under a bush and 

Corell once again naked in the fountain. 

 I pulled the wagon full of kinder, and Tommy took my arm right there on the street in 

broad daylight... It made me nervous, even here in the liberated French Quarter, but he seemed 

unconcerned. Soon we passed a crowd of teenaged boys in baseball hats on the other side of the 

street, who, once beyond us, shouted venomously, "Faggots!" I was stunned, and Tommy simply 

glowered at them. Corell dropped his shorts and bent over, showing them his tiny butt, and Nunu 

waved a fat fist, shouting, "Stupides!" 

 The rude teenagers quickly disappeared around the corner. Then Nunu looked up at me 

angelically with, "Monsieur Axel, je voudrais faire pipi." Used to latrine stops under the bushes 

by the big city building, I helped her out of the wagon, and she disappeared in the convenient 

shrubberies. Meanwhile Tommy got Corell back into his little shorts, and he darted off under a 

magnolia tree to toss huge white petals around. Seeing that I was still disturbed by the incident, 

Tommy threw his arm over my shoulder and said, "Don’t sweat it, Axel. They’re just assholes!" 

 Retrieving Nunu and Corell, we proceeded to Maison Conti. Tommy still had some 

blades of grass braided in his hair. In the carriageway, I looked into the mailbox for a check from 

Herr Vater, but... Feeling financially overwhelmed, I followed Tommy and the kids up the stairs 

and admired the delicious shapes... How could I afford to get involved with a penniless student, 

even a beautiful blond one on a beatnik summer vacation? 

### 
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4.3 - COLLETTE’S PARTY 
 As we walked into Colette’s apartment, Tommy called, “Where’s the party?” She was 

draped in a butterfly chair, gin and tonic in hand, “Archie and Mehitabel” on the record player, 

chatting with a guy and a girl I’d seen around. “Have a nice drink!” she called. Tommy did the 

honors in the kitchen while I shepherded children and wagon into their room. 

 Soon Tommy joined us with a strong cold drink for me and remarked on the strange 

songs they were playing. “Me, I like Greek music and Latin,” he explained and went on about a 

place he knew just a couple blocks down Decatur. Colette insisted on going there for a drink and 

hearing some ethnic music. What’s their names could watch les enfants. “Au revoir, Nunu! Bye, 

bye, Corell! Mama’s just going around the corner!” She waved in their doorway and blew a kiss. 

 We skipped gaily down Decatur past the firemen on their benches out in front of the 

station, while Colette sang, quite well, Piaf’s “Milord,” and we joined in heartily on the lá-la-la-

lá-la-la. Tommy’s Greek place, called the Gin Mill, was rather empty in this middle of the 

afternoon, of course, a couple very derelict men in a far booth, and Tommy knew the toothless 

barmaid by the name of Janie. He and I decided to share a beer for economy’s sake, while 

Colette was easily convinced to try a Greek liquor Tommy called “ouzo.” 

 We took a booth in the larger back area where the floor was a jigsaw of worn concrete 

patches mixed with originally red and white tiles. No sooner were we seated than Colette reached 

down, removed her sandal, and lazily obliterated a large roach crossing the wall. Then she 

replaced the sandal and remarked, “I love it!” She produced quarters, and Tommy went to the 

jukebox. Once alone with me, Colette leaned over and whined, “Don’t tell me now I’m losing 

you too!” I told her to get real. Tommy’s first Greek music was starting as he came back over to 

the booth.  Colette asked him to get us more drinks. “After all, I’m having a party!” 

 The Greek music was actually very charming, and one of the strange men in the corner 

booth stood up and started to dance the way they seem to balance and step in a square pattern. 

Tommy showed up with the drinks and started dancing in the same strange way. I suddenly 

remembered him dancing like this in Jackson Square. Then Colette started crying. With the next 

song, Tommy insisted we do the Greek line dance. He led us weaving around, holding a 

handkerchief with me on the other end. Before we knew it, the two derelicts and the slovenly 

barmaid joined our line, attaching to Colette’s other hand. Afterwards, general laughter.  

 Colette collapsed in the booth, actually looking happy in the midst of her distress, and 

opened her handbag. “We had better pay Janie and return to les enfants,” she sighed and counted 

out several bills. I really wondered where she got all the money. Money! Always that same 

irritation, that same limitation to having a relaxed vacation. I moaned again about my financial 

plight, and Tommy said, “At least your father’s there if you have an emergency, like having to 

go to a doctor or something.” I could hardly believe it. Here was the answer I was looking for!  

 I immediately proposed my inspiration to Tommy—w would have some stationery done 

for him like a psychiatrist, and he could write to my father with a bill for services for his 

overwrought son. Tommy was concerned about being involved in fraud or something, but I 

argued that we just be tricking my father. He agreed if I would take care of the details. Colette 

thought the plan was genius and offered her typewriter. So we went skipping back past the 

firemen, Colette a bit awkward after the boo-zo as she now called it. 

 Whoever they were still sat in their butterfly chairs listening to Joan Baez sing “Silkie.” 

“I need a nap, darlings,” Colette said gently to her guests, who politely said their goodbyes. 

 “And I need to run to the print shop,” I announced. Tommy seemed pleased to stay with 

the kids. He poured me a paper cup of gin and tonic to sweeten the odiously mundane errand. Of 
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course, I nipped into my special place for a can of sardines. In the print shop way down Chartres 

they said they could make ten letter sheets and envelopes in about an hour for only $10.50. 

While it sounded like a lot, for this caper to work I knew I’d have to invest something. 

 With an hour to kill, I wandered over to the penny arcade on Royal. Watching the sexy 

little hustlers hanging around the pinball machines and table-hockey games, I tried to figure out 

what I wanted to do. Certainly it was not to become a number with Colette. She was really 

fucked up. On the other hand, a dalliance with Tommy did not have particularly luxurious 

prospects. We definitely would not be able to make it for very long, even eating at Buster’s. But 

Carlos kept reminding me in his insistent way about Tommy. Coming back down the street with 

my sack of bogus stationery, I saw him sitting on the kids’ windowsill upstairs with a sweating 

glass glistening by his leg, a book open on his knee. The scene was like a Vermeer painting, and 

Carlos decided he definitely wanted to pay a return visit tonight. 

 In the apartment two men I’d never seen before sat in the red and yellow chairs. “Hey, 

man,” one said, “we’re friends of Colette’s. Jim. This here’s Frank. She’s having a party, so we 

came on over.” Jim wiggled a little to the Harry Belafonte record playing. I simply left them 

there and went in to see Tommy and the kids. He stopped reading the Pooh book, and both 

children looked at me accusingly. “Monsieur Tommy rit beaucoup!” Nunu giggled. 

 “Well, I’ve got it!” I displayed the bag. “Now to write the letter!” I took up one of 

Corell’s notepads and a colored pencil and drafted a brief letter to mein Vater in very business-

like English, explaining that his son Axel had come several times to my (Dr. Youngblood’s) 

office for psychiatric counseling in connection with severe nervous exhaustion. (Everybody in 

my family says I’m terribly nervous because I always get angry with stupidity.) As a result of the 

trauma of graduation, Axel was also suffering slight manic depression requiring continued 

treatments, I wrote, and concocted a bill for eleven hours of psychiatric services at $25 per hour. 

So $275 was a fair sum for a first billing. Tommy suggested dropping the “manic.” 

 We woke Colette, who sleepily and dutifully sat at her old typewriter to do the letter for 

Tommy’s signature—which was very artistic. Oddly, we were able to scrounge enough stamps 

for Colombia from the Jim in the living room. Tommy and I took the short walk to the mailbox 

up on Royal Street by the grocery store, and jubilant with hope, I invited him to Buster’s for 

another cheap dinner of beans and sausage. 

 Back at Maison Conti, Colette’s party was starting to roll. Three new people had arrived, 

two homely girls and a guy who looked somehow oriental. Tommy and I availed ourselves of the 

open bottles in the kitchen and then joined the kids who were greedily eating fried chicken some 

guest had kindly brought. Colette was tipsy again. It was a continuous reception with her holding 

exuberant, bubbly court to the rhythms of Missa Luba. Soon Tommy was holding a similar court 

with Corell, Nunu, and me, telling a story about a lizard named Liza and other odd creatures.  

 Carlos frequently reminded me of the evening growing into night when... Indeed as the 

evening wore on, we began to hear more and more Piaf, and Colette became more and more a 

tragic heroine. I hoped that perhaps in the ebb and flow of new visitors past our hostess, Tommy 

and I might manage, after putting the kids to bed, to slip away. Then she called to me across the 

gathering, “Axel, love, Harry says we’re out of limes. Will you and Tommy run down to the 

Market for some?” It was a welcome break from the morbid revelry,  

 Back in the apartment with the limes, we found Colette particularly garrulous and 

increasingly incoherent. When Tommy took her a new drink with fresh lime, she mumbled, 

“Thank you, Tom-ass, dear,” and started crying. A couple guests comforted her while we took 

the kids into their room. We tucked them into their little beds with goodnight kisses, and then 
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Tommy kissed me in the dark as well. “I know a great Latin place,” he whispered. When we 

quickly took our leave, Colette was still in tears, but smiling bravely. “Be sure and take a drink 

with you!” But we didn’t. It actually looked like she might pull out of the downswing. 

 Tommy’s Latin place was on Decatur Street along the docks, La Casa de los Marinos, or 

or La Marina, inside it wasn’t much different from the really low-class dives I knew at home in 

Bogotá, except for some marvelous mad murals in the third room, where the Latin music was 

absolutely deafening. It was in there near the end of the bar that we found two very good-looking 

French sailors wearing those lovely hats with ribbons and red pom-pom on top. They were in 

whites, those sexy square-cut shirts with the blue edging. Judging from their loud laughter and 

lazy, sexy way of lounging on the bar, I would say they’d already had many drinks. 

 Over a roaring merengue, Tommy nudged me wickedly and shouted, “Seafood!” As we 

approached, both sailors turned perfectly brazen looks at us. But we walked on past, weaving 

around among the other drinkers and dancers toward the juke box. Once there (where oddly the 

music was no louder than elsewhere), Tommy again shouted, “We got a bite!” We leaned back 

against the jukebox and peeked through the crowd at the sailors. In a moment they were peeking 

back at us with big smiles. Tommy pulled on my arm and led me over to them. Once we were 

close enough, I could read their hatbands: Jeanne D’Arc. 

 “Allo!” the taller one with thin face shouted as we approached, his eye fixed on mine. It 

was unnerving, but I managed to scream, “Bon soir!” The smaller, rounder-faced one seemed 

equally fixed on Tommy, as though by agreement beforehand. We screamed names. My sailor 

was Louis, and Tommy’s was Yves. Next came the invitation in shouted French to drink with 

them, and in the same I accepted for us, ordering two Jax beers from the very rough looking 

barmaid. The sailors pulled us up to the bar between them, me shoulder tight beside Louis, 

Tommy already with Yves’ arm over his shoulder. Then they shouted that Louis was from 

Rheims and Yves from Marseilles. Louis’ hand moved up my side, fingers dancing on my ribs. 

With bottles of Dixie, we toasted our gallant admirers. 

 Meanwhile I really began to wonder where all this would lead. Suddenly it all felt so very 

much like a scene from Genet’s delicious “Querelle of Brest.” And we were so conspicuous in 

our lascivious consorting with drunken French sailors, especially these beautiful ones. Tommy 

was flirting outrageously with pretty Yves, and many of the people around watched us with 

amusement. I tugged his sleeve and shouted privately, “What are we doing?” 

 With a gesture to Yves, Tommy pulled me aside to bellow, “I’ve always wanted one of 

those hats!” He wouldn’t! Laughing, we turned back to our sailors and beers. 

 Lovely Louis welcomed me back with an arm around my shoulder, and with a sweet 

breath of rum and coke asked, “Tu habites où?” I loudly explained with a friend nearby on Conti 

Street. Louis’ smile was pleased and suggestive. I looked to Tommy for help but found him 

entangled with Yves and even wearing the sailor’s prize hat rakishly on the side. He looked so 

strangely, perversely beautiful with all his long blond hair. Of course, I had no right—after only 

one night with him—to feel jealous. 

 Yves put his mouth to Tommy’s ear to shout something. Puzzled, Tommy turned to me to 

translate, and I leaned over to the sailor to hear what it was. “J’ai dit, on se couche?” Yves 

shouted. Hardly containing my laughter, I in turn screamed at Tommy, “He says, let’s fuck!”  

 Tommy gestured to them and pulled me aside for another meeting. Excitedly, he said that 

Jack and Butch were away again, and we could take them back to the Royal apartment. It took 

not two minutes to get our sailors outside onto Toulouse. Parading up the dark street on the arm 

of the sailor, Tommy still wore Yves’ hat. It couldn’t have been more Genet unless this were 
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Paris instead of the Vieux Carré. Crossing Chartres, Tommy sang merrily, “What do you do with 

a drunken sailor earlie in the morning? Lay him in a longboat till he’s sober…” We broke up in 

laughter. Without a clue, our French guests cheered the song. 

 Louis and Yves were much impressed by the beautiful building on the corner of Dumaine 

with its three levels of fretwork iron balconies. Once again, Tommy scrambled over the high gate 

to let us into the carriageway. Delayed occasionally by someone grabbing someone else on the 

stairs, we got into the apartment with Tommy’s secret key. The note from Butch was still there 

on the high post of the giant wide bed which dominated the room. He was away to a family thing 

in Metairie at his cousin’s. And he added, “Use the bed if you want.” 

 In an exquisite few minutes we ceremoniously stripped our two visitors out of their white 

sailor clothes (and ourselves in the meantime). Taking off Louis’ white pants was one of my 

wildest fantasies come true. Quickly we became a tangle of naked bodies writhing on the vast 

mattress. A confusion of mouths, a profusion of penises, a bounty of buttocks, nipples, armpits... 

My athletic friend Carlos got a workout like never before. Eventually the four of us finally 

collapsed in a heap of bodies, sticky with sweat, saliva, and semen. When we’d rested a bit, 

Tommy stretched over to lift Yves’ hat off the chair. He flipped the red pom-pom around and put 

it on, groaning blissfully, “By George, I’ve been thoroughly forniculated!” 

 Soon the early dawn light brightened through the tall windows onto the balcony, and 

Louis and Yves got up to go back to their ship. When Tommy asked him for his hat (through my 

interpreting) as a souvenir, Yves said he would get into trouble, but finally agreed to say he lost 

it—because Tommy was “très beau!” Alone after the exhausting orgy, we collapsed in each 

other’s arms on the enormous bed and slept for long hours into the morning. 

 A couple splendid weeks passed as Colette’s party continued its obsessive socializing.  

Tommy and I were in and out of Maison Conti for drinks, kid duty, idyllic hot afternoons in 

Jackson Square, and debauched nights in the dives. No more French sailors in La Marina though. 

When I suggested we find some pretty Greek sailors for another orgy, he laughed, “Not the old 

ones! Greek men simply fuck boys and they have absolutely no technique! Believe me, I know.” 

 But there was much dancing, like wonderful Colombian cumbias, that dance from my 

own country! All the while waiting impatiently for the response from mein Vater. We shared 

plates of beans and rice at Buster’s, and sometimes he gave us sausage for free. And every night 

there was the real party in Tommy’s little room on Royal… Without doubt, and even without 

money, Carlos and I were ecstatically in love! 

 Then early one morning, though Colette’s party continued to limp along, after a month 

now becoming something of a social institution, unfortunately our personal party ended. Tommy 

woke up beside me in that tiny room of his and moaned, “I’ve got to piss like nobody’s 

business!” Bending over, he disappeared into the big room and the bathroom in the back. I 

dozed, waiting for him in the gentle morning, and after a long while, he returned, still bending 

over. “I can’t go!” he groaned, clutching his stomach, “and it really hurts!” We woke Butch, Jack 

still out like a light, and found an urologist from the yellow pages on nearby Napoleon Avenue. 

 Butch and I sat in the waiting room for the longest time till Tommy emerged, standing 

upright, and looking very relieved. In the car he told us about having his bladder drained and this 

tube inserted… He opened his shirt and showed the end of it with a little clamp. I was absolutely 

horrified. “The doctor said that I’ve not been peeing enough, and all the beer has stretched out 

my bladder!” How on earth could we make love now with that tube? Carlos shriveled up at the 

thought. Butch thought it the grossest thing he ever heard. Tommy laughed, “Actually it makes 

me feel kind of special—in a perverted sort of way—which I suppose is appropriate.” 
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 Naturally, once back in the Quarter, we drifted over to Colette’s, and Tommy made us 

two huge drinks. And once again the endlessly repeating Piaf and her lack of regrets and more 

readings of “Winnie the Pooh.” Nunu particularly enjoyed Tommy’s little oinks and noises. I 

kept looking at him and wondering what on earth to do. Carlos began to rouse for the night. To 

my surprise Tommy suddenly said, “Well, I’ve got to go back and take my pills. The doc says 

they’ll make me real sleepy, and I think I’ll just pass out afterwards.” We kissed goodnight on 

the stairs. Suddenly I felt so terribly lonely but relieved that I could go find someone else. 

 So I went back to LaFitte’s, thinking maybe to find Rick. Of course, he wasn’t there. It 

was strange now that the paintings of Tommy weren’t there anymore. Apparently some rich 

queen had bought them both. Soon I was in conversation with a group, including a luscious 

young muscular fellow named Flip (in white sailor pants, no less), to whose derriere Carlos gave 

enthusiastic approval. But my whole plan of action was cut short by the appearance in the 

doorway of a bloody-faced horror wearing Tommy’s familiar clothes. 

 He stumbled in dripping blood and moaning. Flip screamed and others echoed him. We 

ran to him, and his dazed eye (the left was awash in blood) registered no surprise to see me. Flip 

turned out to be a nurse, and he took Tommy to the bathroom for a first aid wash. There was a 

big gash over his left eye, and Nurse Flip wrapped his head in a strip torn from his t-shirt, which 

he unceremoniously ripped off his wide shoulders. Poor Tommy’s nose was squashed sideways, 

and he mumbled slowly, as though drunk, “Why? Why?” He looked up at me sadly with his 

wrapped head. His pills were making him very sleepy. 

 Then he was able slowly to tell the whole story. Neither Butch nor Jack were home when 

he got back to Royal, and he took “Our Lady of the Flowers” out on the patio to read for a while 

until the pills kicked in. Just as he was getting sleepy, the doorbell buzzed upstairs, and he went 

down the carriageway to see. It was three teenaged boys who asked for change for streetcar fare. 

Of course, Tommy didn’t have even a penny. One of them called him a faggot and slugged him 

in the face. Tommy moaned to me, “How did he know?” He said he fell to the floor, curling up 

to protect the catheter, and so got kicked several times on the thighs and shoulder.  

 Flip insisted that we had to get him to the emergency room, and so we went back to 

Royal and luckily found Butch back. In the carriageway Tommy found a baseball cap one of his 

attackers had lost and plopped it on his bandaged head. For the second time that day Butch drove 

the ambulance, this time to Touro Infirmary where they sewed Tommy up and reset his nose. 

There were many stares at bare-chested Flip in his sailor pants—since he worked there during 

the day. Several times in the car going home, Tommy mumbled, “Why? Why?” I was sure that it 

was those teenagers who once shouted “Faggots!” at us on the street. 

 Butch took Tommy home to Royal, and I actually did go with Flip for the night, to a tiny 

apartment off an overgrown patio on Burgundy Street. But in spite of the nurse’s ample body, 

Carlos did not rest well thinking of my poor Tommy so injured and mutilated. 

 The next few days Tommy hung around with me at the continuous party, and Colette was 

tremendously maternal to him. The children were fascinated by the big white bandages that only 

left his right eye showing. We drank prodigious quantities of gin and danced crazily in his Gin 

Mill and La Marina. He claimed the tube was no discomfort at all. We had wonderful walks 

during the days all over the Quarter, along the docks, and ate constantly at Buster’s or Fong. But 

each night Tommy would go back alone to Royal Street. Much against my better judgment, I 

started sleeping with Colette again, but at least Carlos was satisfied. At the end of the week 

Tommy’s doctor put him in Touro Infirmary because he wasn’t getting any better. The pleasant 

routines of Colette’s party suddenly seemed lifeless without him. 
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 By Monday Colette agreed to come with me to visit Tommy in the hospital. She dressed 

up in a fancy dress and a hat with wide brim and yellow ribbons. “Remember,” she cautioned, 

“when you step out of the Quarter, you are in middle America!” I put on some real shoes and a 

tie over my tucked-in shirt. But the strange people on the streetcar still looked at us suspiciously. 

 In Tommy’s hospital room, he was lying in bed with magazines and a bag of chocolate 

bars. “I’m feeling really great,” he laughed, “but they’ve got me on a leash!” He showed us the 

tube attached to the side of the bed. Then he reached into a drawer beside the bed. “Look at 

this!” With a big smile, he handed me an envelope with Colombian stamps. “Mom brought it this 

morning. I told her it was from a Tulane friend, and the ‘Dr.’ in the address was a joke. I think 

we’ve hit pay dirt!” I could hardly control myself tearing open the letter.  

 It was in Spanish with a touching concern for his son and the conviction that a brief time 

under the doctor’s care would affect “el restablecimiento completo de su salud.” He also 

requested the doctor to have me write to him about “sus planes futuros de estudios o trabajo,” 

and last but not least, “por sus servicios professionales” was enclosed a check for US $275. We 

all screamed with delight. “Time for another bill!” Colette laughed. She took up her big hat and 

added, “And now I’ve got to get back to my party, darling. Guests to be hostessed, you know.” 

 The next day Tommy got out of the hospital and cashed the check, and I took him for 

dinner at Victor’s. I suggested we send a second bill at US $325, but he refused to help any more 

in my “fraud,” even if it was on my father. He also announced that he was going to stay with his 

parents for a couple weeks to recuperate. “Actually to let my mother fatten me up!” he laughed. 

“She thinks I’ve gotten too skinny as a beatnik.” As he talked, I felt so sad because it was so long 

since we’d made love. When he left, I sat there alone and feeling abandoned. 

 For another two weeks I simply hung around Colette’s party, distracted by the continuous 

flow of people. I only slept with her when there was no way out of it, and Carlos missed Tommy 

desperately. Finally one night I wandered through the early evening peace of the Quarter over to 

Dixie’s for a drink. There were a few guys in the place, and soon I was in conversation with an 

older but rather good-looking man named Dale. who was not long in inviting me to his apartment 

on Barracks Street. At so early an hour, I was not ready to commit and giving him my name and 

Conti address on a slip of paper, I invited him to come to Colette’s party sometime. 

 A second drink at LaFitte’s found Rick, who eagerly supplied a third, and before it was 

through, he invited me to his apartment on St. Anne, a beautiful place full of antiques and 

crystal. On a bed draped in lace with peaceful classical music playing on the stereo, Rick 

ravished Carlos sufficiently and then made it clear that it was time for me go, although he 

remarked that a return visit sometime soon would be very pleasant. So it was still relatively early 

when I got back to Conti, and after minimum socializing, I abandoned Colette to a collection of 

guests and collapsed on the extra mattress in the kids’ room. 

 At some obscenely early hour of the morning the whole Conti household was awakened 

by a horrible pounding on the door, and as though in a nightmare, while I was struggling into my 

pants, Colette opened the door to two big policemen in dark uniforms. They loudly demanded to 

know if there was an Axel living here, and of course I said, “That’s me.” 

 “You’re under arrest!” one snarled. Colette stood there dumbfounded, and Corell and 

Nunu huddled at my knees, terrified. “What for?” I asked, terribly afraid that Tommy’s and my 

fraudulent activity had been somehow discovered. 

 “Just get some clothes on!” the other snapped, eyeing my naked chest and Carlos obvious 

in my pants. “Ask your questions down at the station,” he ordered and rested his hand on his gun. 

Colette crouched and hugged the sobbing children. 
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 I was barely given time to pull on a shirt and shoes. They handcuffed me and almost 

pushed me down the stairs and into the back seat of the police car at the curb. At least for the 

short ride to the station, I was able to sit in silence with my hands uncomfortably behind my 

back. It was so incomprehensible that I couldn’t think anything at all. 

 After booking me with all the paperwork and passport, they left me in a terrible, dingy 

room without explanation, still handcuffed, until another policeman with a red face entered with 

papers, sat on the other chair, and asked, “Where were you at about three o’clock this morning?” 

 “I was asleep at home,” I replied, “on Conti Street.” 

 “What is your connection to Dale Thibodeaux?” the new policeman asked flatly. 

 I had no idea what he was talking about until he showed me a slip of paper with my name 

and address written on it. “Oh!” I almost laughed, “that must be the guy I met last night.” 

 “You a faggot?” he demanded. I muttered a lying denial. “Well,” he continued a bit more 

casually and glanced down at my lap with a repulsive grin. “We have reason to believe,” he 

began in an official tone, “that you were involved with a burglary at 314 Bienville Street around 

three o’clock this morning.” 

 “But I was home by one o’clock!” I protested, frantic at the madness of it all. 

 “Dale Thibodeaux was apprehended at the scene of the crime,” the policeman explained. 

“But his accomplice escaped. This paper was found in Mr. Thibodeaux’s pocket, and you fit the 

description of the escapee given by the witness.” I mumbled denials, but he continued, “Well, 

I’m going to lock you up for the meantime. Until we find out what really happened.” 

 A new flood of fear washed over me as he left the room. Two more policemen entered 

and half-dragged me down a hallway to a desk with a phone. “You get to make one phone call,” 

one of them explained dryly. The other unlocked the cuffs for me to dial the phone. My mind 

raced wildly, wondering who could possibly help me out of this awful situation. The first 

reasonable thought was my father’s business associate, an important businessman in New 

Orleans. “I don’t know the number,” I almost begged, and the second officer found a phonebook. 

Then I started to worry about calling Mr. Shaw at his office from the police station. He would 

not be happy about that. So I looked up the Youngbloods in Harahan. 

 Tommy answered, and while the officers listened, I explained the situation and about my 

father and Clay Shaw. I saw the officers look at each other in surprise. Meanwhile I looked up 

the number for the business on Baronne Street, and Tommy promised to call him to arrange my 

liberation. He urged me to be brave and patient, and when we rang off, I felt somewhat calmer. 

 But when the officers dragged me off down the hallway, I felt like being pulled down 

into a whirlpool. Beyond a heavy iron door into a room of barred cages, they pushed me roughly 

into a small one with two other men. Both middle-aged and fat, they seemed barely to notice my 

arrival. The clang of the cage door behind me was chilling. Ignoring the men, I walked over to 

the empty third cot, and in a state of shock lay down on it, face to the wall. Trying not to cry 

anymore, I recalled Tommy’s advice to be patient, fairly soon I actually fell asleep, only to be 

wakened by the clanking of the bars being unlocked by the sour-faced jailer. 

 Out at the desk where they booked me, there was a dignified older man in a suit. He 

shook my hand and introduced himself as Thomas Morton, a lawyer working for Mr. Shaw. All 

of a sudden the policemen looked rather repentant. In a flash he had me out of the police station 

and into his large shiny car. “Mr. Shaw would like to talk with you about this incident,” Mr. 

Morton remarked as he turned the car onto Canal Street. 

 In a big office building on Baronne Street, we were soon being greeted by a plump, pretty 

secretary with a beehive hairdo who ushered me into a paneled office. When we entered, Mr. 
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Shaw, a short man with a fluff of white hair, was standing by his desk. I had met him once 

before, a year or so ago, at a fashionable cocktail party given by a rich Colombian woman. He 

laughed, “So they tossed you in the hoosegow, did they?” 

 “I was just sleeping in my bed,” I sputtered, “and they…” 

 Mr. Shaw flicked his hand dismissively. “This is N’Orlins, darlin’. These things happen!” 

He motioned me to a chair. “But I talked to your father, Axel, you know—after your friend 

called me—and he’s… well, you know… He’s concerned.” Mr. Shaw sat too. “And he wants 

you to come home.” I froze. “So Pauline has set up your ticket to Bogotá tomorrow afternoon.” 

 Again the horrible pulling of the whirlpool… I tried at protest. “But I was planning to go 

home at the end of August, and…” I hesitated, but was forced to admit, “…when I go home, I’ll 

have to go into the army, and I wanted to wait…” 

 “What’s a few weeks, darlin’?” he asked softly and patted my knee. Just maybe he 

glanced down at the outline of Carlos in my lap. “So you go get your things together,” he said 

and stood up. “And see Pauline about a taxi out to Moissant tomorrow.” 

 I took my cue and graciously thanked Mr. Shaw for rescuing me. On the way out I 

arranged with Pauline to send the taxi at noon, and then walked back to Maison Conti in a state 

of horrible depression. The trap was closing in and I was powerless! Just a little while to enjoy 

myself in the French Quarter was all I’d wanted before what lies ahead. 

 Colette was nearly hysterical with relief to have me home, and Corell and Nunu gave me 

many hugs of welcome. Then when I told them about having to leave, there was a lot of crying. 

After I cleaned up from the ordeal, for a very late breakfast dear Colette had two tins of sardines 

waiting for me, and a fresh pot of coffee. When I phoned Tommy that I was out of jail, he said 

he’d come to the Quarter in the evening to see me. 

 Meanwhile I started the sad chore of packing my big suitcases, and immediately had to 

go do laundry. All the way up Royal toward the washateria, I felt like crying. Tomorrow I’d be 

leaving this wonderful place, these beautiful little streets and fabulous balconies. It was my 

farewell tour of the afternoon Quarter. Everywhere I looked was somewhere Tommy and I…  

 In the evening Colette made a dinner of baked chicken and potatoes and so on for my 

going away. She sat us down all together around the small table in the corner, the kids on either 

side, like a little family. It was the very first “dinner party” I had experienced all the while at 

Maison Conti, and of course the last. Colette cried again as she toasted me with her wine. The 

kids just looked at me sadly. For dessert there was a lovely cake from the bakery at the Market, 

along with thick chicory coffee. Just as I started to cry, the doorbell rang. 

 Tommy came bounding up the steps, and both kids greeted him with welcoming shouts 

and big hugs. His eyebrow was almost healed. He sat on half my chair with me for a piece of 

farewell cake. Afterwards, to contribute to the party which was still officially going on, we sat 

around over drinks and a couple Piaf records. Then Tommy remarked that he had really missed 

dancing in La Marina recently. 

 So off to that degenerate Decatur dive one last time, albeit far too early by his standards 

for serious debauchery. In fact, for the first time, there were very few people in any of the rooms. 

The frantic juke box echoed off grimy walls. The barmaid in the second room, Angie, came out 

and danced a wild pachanga with Tommy on the strangely open floor. Afterwards, we shared a 

beer and sat on stools under the racing motorcycle mural. (This juke box was even silent!) 

 I told him my fears of the army, and of course, how I wouldn’t be able to live openly at 

home as a gay person. There would be all the demands from Herr Vater and the other worries of 

being back in Colombia. When I started repeating myself, Tommy very sweetly invited me to his 
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little room on Royal Street. “I’ve started going to bed early,” he laughed, “by about eleven, 

believe it or not!” On the walk past the little park in back of the cathedral, I remarked how much 

I had missed him, and he said, “Well, sailor, since this is Carlos’ last night in town…” 

 In the night Carlos collected special souvenirs of Tommy to treasure in the frightening 

times to come, and in the early morning the implacable pull of the whirlpool began again. We 

went back to Maison Conti for final packing, and Tommy rode in the taxi with me to the airport. 

We hugged at the gate, and in the middle of the crowds he kissed me passionately. Then, a few 

minutes later, strapped into an uncomfortable seat, I cried for the ending of my Conti summer. 

Somehow I would come back to New Orleans. I knew this clearly as the plane lifted off the 

runway, but I cried because I’d lost Tommy forever. 

### 
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4.4 - EXPERIMENTS 
(Epistle 8/7/63) 

Dear Sally, 

 Here it is, must be three weeks since I’ve written. Last was from the hospital, right? I’m 

really sorry for being so lazy, because that’s all it was. And of course the fact that there didn’t 

seem to be much to write about. Now suddenly there seems to be a lot, so hold on for a long one. 

I’m presently relaxing under my favorite live oak in Audubon Park, the half-acre monarch way 

back by the zoo. Its roots make a tangled floor for maybe ten feet out from the trunk which must 

be a good six feet in diameter. Great branches go snaking far out over the field, drooping in 

places almost to the ground. Leaning back in a deep crenellation in the trunk, I feel at peace as 

though I’m embraced by the tree’s spirit. Also helps on the shady side out of the blazing heat! 

And after last night… As usual all will be made clear in good time. 

 So, back to three weeks ago. When I got out of Touro, just as I wrote that I planned, I 

actually did stop that carnal madness with lovely Axel. He really was only interested in my body, 

and to be truthful, vice versa. So ostensibly I was staying with my folks, while at other times 

sleeping back home at the Rising Sun, or even at Royal. Just nowhere I would run into Axel. 

Wherever, I followed the doctor’s orders to rest a lot, and pee a lot. And surprisingly, most of the 

days were spent with Raj, who was very concerned about my illness. 

 I swear, Sally, those couple weeks of convalescence were my halcyon days of summer 

and the most magnificent time I’ve ever spent with my beloved Indian. If I was in town, we’d 

meet and spend the baking summer days in the park, walking the paths, napping in the cool 

shade on the bank of the bayou, picnicking in a white gazebo, or flying kites on the open field. 

Or take the bus to lie on the beach at Pontchartrain, or out to City Park for more walks. If I was 

at my folks’ place, Raj would come out on the bus, and we’d fish on the river, watch the ships, 

lie naked sunbathing in the willows, or take walks or horseback rides along the vast levee.  

 He taught me some wonderful mystical Hindu chants, a funny twisting kind of exercise 

called yoga, and even how to sit right so I can meditate. The whole time we talked so much 

about the philosophy of life and the nature of the spirit that I think I’ve now reached a new plane 

of consciousness! It was all right that, as always, our caresses were for our minds and souls. 

 Once we sat cross-legged, naked, on the afternoon river bank, facing each other, and with 

our eyes closed, held our hands out toward each other, but not touching. The bursts of energy 

that flowed between our fingertips! We sat for many minutes suspended in that flood of light and 

joy. It was a communion beyond mere passion, a union on another plane than the physical. When 

we finally dropped our arms and opened our eyes (simultaneously!), we were both crying. God, 

Sally! What new realms open before us when we transcend the physical! This connection I have 

with Raj is more than love, more than brotherhood, more like complete identity, as though he 

and I are one being in two bodies. But I’m getting carried away trying to explain the mystical. 

 Otherwise, I spent my free time those couple weeks reading the Jean Genet books that 

Axel gave me, “Our Lady of the Flowers” and “Querelle of Brest.” I’m tremendously impressed 

because he seems to be writing about my world. Just think, a book that actually describes two 

men making love! Genet gives new inspiration to my role as Notre Dame de la Rue! 

 Then out of the blue I get this phone call from Axel that he’s in jail! He had me call this 

big shot businessman named Clay Shaw, a friend of his father’s, to get him out, and the next 

thing I know, he’s going home to Bogotá the next day! Poor thing was scared to death of having 

to go into the army. I spent the last night with him at Royal for old times’ sake, and we made 

frenzied love until I couldn’t see—or walk—straight. Then it was off to Moissant for tender 
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goodbyes. It was so strange feeling a great affection for the guy and at the same time feeling so 

relieved that he was leaving. On the bus back to the Quarter, I mourned this absolute ending of 

our Conti affair but also rejoiced that the future was again fraught with possibilities. 

 I just went to get a cherry snow cone from the vendor by the entrance to the zoo. Very 

refreshing, but I’ve already dripped on my shorts, and you’ll see another below. Sigh. 

 Now starts the complicated story of the past couple days (and nights). It certainly went 

some strange and wonderful places, but all in good time. So two days ago I brought this girl I 

know named Gia (since her boyfriend Max was out of town) with me to an afternoon cocktail 

party Jack and Butch were having at the Royal apartment to celebrate leaving the next day on a 

Caribbean cruise. Jack had put the big bed somewhere, and so the huge room was great for the 

crowd of people, mostly gays, but a number of women as well, largely what some call “fag 

hags.” When who do I see across the crowded room but my ancient flame from freshman 

sunbathing, little Rene. You remember, the one who provided my first fantasy of romance. My 

heart leapt, and Gia said, “I always figured he was too beautiful to be straight.” 

 Rene was still lithe and tanned, with exquisite features. I caught him in a conversation 

and learned that he was living in the place on Bourbon Street that used to be the Café Barataria 

with Sydney, whom I knew from our Organic class, and a couple girls who were visiting. He 

smiled at me, embarrassed, and confided, “But I’d just as soon they didn’t know about any of 

this.” He indicated the chattering queens clustered around the room. How I longed to ask him if 

he wanted an eternal lover right then and there! But he said, “Well, I’ve got to go to another 

party now. See you later, Tommy.” He was straight out the door, and I was hugely frustrated. 

 Later on in the party, dear gangly Raphael came in, and I figuratively cried on his 

shoulder about how Rene still didn’t seem interested… Raph laughed at me and said, “I never 

worry about the pretty ones, because I know I’ll never get one!” I told him he shouldn’t limit his 

dreams, but he just laughed ruefully. I soon took Gia back to her place on Barracks and then 

headed back to the Rising Sun, no worse off now than before seeing adorable Rene again. 

 Back at Audubon Street, I found Joel there in his sexy cutoffs with a new girl, just a bit 

plump but cute. “This is Christine,” Joel remarked languidly. “My roommate, Tommy.” It was 

clear that my arrival had nipped something sexual in the bud, so I decided very soon to set off on 

a bike ride. Before I left, Christine invited me to her party the next night, that is, last night. She 

explained that she and her sister were staying with two guys on Bourbon Street in a place that 

used to be the Café Barataria. Well, you can imagine, Sally, how clearly I could hear the blessed 

machinery of fate creaking into long overdue action. While biking merrily around under the 

lovely shady live oaks in the park, I fantasized intricate amorous exercises with Rene’s tan body, 

far hotter than these sweltering August afternoons. 

Christine’s party was in the front part of the apartment facing onto Bourbon from under 

the iron-grilled porch of the big house above. Right next door the old blacksmith shop leans 

precariously at the corner. She saw me right as I came in and leaving Joel for a moment, came 

over with an enormous smile. After leading me to the punchbowl for a vodka and cider 

refreshment, we then wended through all the people to meet her sister Deborah. On the way I 

surveyed the disgustingly straight crowd seeking Rene to no avail. But my old German boyfriend 

Wulf waved from a corner and turned back to some conversation. 

 In the paneled living room we found Deborah sitting on the sofa, and Christine went back 

to Joel in the other room. The sister was an extremely well-shaped woman, dressed revealingly, 

but with a fairly unprepossessing face, a few freckles across the nose. In her greeting, she exuded 

an air of sophistication, but maybe it was because after all this time in the Quarter I’m so unused 
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to seeing people really dressed up, high heels and all. Made me feel a bit odd standing there in 

my eternal corduroy jeans and Indian leather sandals.  

 Basically abandoning whatever conversation she was having before, Deborah turned her 

attentions to me, which was unnerving. I was trying desperately to keep a weather eye out for 

Rene. She was very good at party chatter and kept me entangled until I could finally get away for 

another cup of punch. Wouldn’t you know it! She asked me to bring her one too. That meant my 

stalking of the tender Rene through the party had to wind up back at the sofa. 

 Graciously thanking me for the drink, Deborah remarked pointedly, “Next Wednesday 

Christine and I have to go home to horrid Nebraska! We’ve been here for two weeks, but I don’t 

feel like I’ve seen the real French Quarter at all.” 

 It seems Joel had told her about my degenerate doings, and what could I do but invite her 

to come later with me to La Marina? Which invitation she was delighted to accept. Returning to 

my primary concern of the moment, I nonchalantly asked in the most innocent intonations, “So 

where are the guys Christine said are living here too?” 

 “Oh, Sydney’s in the kitchen talking baseball with the guys,” Deborah replied.  “And 

Rene will be back soon with a friend of his.” 

 Reeling with the implication of those last prepositional phrases, I lurched away to the 

punchbowl to refill our cups. And then the front door opened, and in walked Rene with a big, 

good-looking guy! Everything crumbled around my ears. They had “lovers” written all over their 

faces, and I could almost see the bright electricity connecting them. Sigh! The inexorable 

machinery of fate ground to a halt, and there I was holding two wet paper cups. He came right 

over with whomever close behind and said hi, more friendly than he has ever been. Small 

consolation amidst my crushed hopes. He leaned close to whisper, “Remember…” and put his 

finger to his lips to hushing. I laughed and assured him not one word would escape my lips. 

 After that dejected cup of punch, I got away from Deborah and actually cornered Rene 

when whoever was off to the bathroom or something. Using the license of our new closeness, I 

casually confessed to him that in our freshman year I had fantasized many naughty things with 

him. His lovely dark eyes glittered, and he leaned close to whisper, “When we were sunbathing, I 

used to dream about pulling off your swimsuit…” We looked at each other with an even closer 

bond. And then he added, “Boy, weren’t we dumb!” Then whoever came back from wherever. 

Rene introduced him as George, and as macho as possible, we shook hands. 

 That was my cue to get Deborah and head for La Marina. I warned her that the high heels 

wouldn’t be good for the occasion, but she insisted she could even run in them. Her curvaceous 

body really was eye-catching, like Marilyn Monroe almost, and so she was a hit with people in 

my dark temple of the dance. She was very impressed by the music and the murals in the Third 

Circle. Quick to learn the merengue, as is anyone with a sense of joy and vigor, she did quite 

well in the heels. I love to be able to share my holy carouse, my divine debauchery, with an 

enthusiastic novice. This little while of dancing and beer would be good for her to remember for 

a long time back in Nebraska. 

 Because I planned another early crash—it was becoming a lazy habit—we soon left, and 

hardly were we out the swinging doors onto quiet Toulouse Street, when Deborah said, “You 

know, the other day Joel told me you’re queer.” (Forgive me, Sally, if I get into a lot of dialogue 

here, but somehow at that moment it was as though I’d stepped into some kind of a movie that I 

was watching, and I remember every word of the script.)  
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 Stunned for just an instant, I sternly replied, “No, I’m not queer. I’m not odd at all. You 

could call me a faggot if you want. I do happen to be gay, if that’s what you mean.” After all, 

I’ve been “out” now for more than two years, and if anyone really wants to know… 

  “I guess that’s what I mean,” Deborah laughed. “I think Rene is. What do you think?” It 

was awful right there at Toulouse and Chartres having to lie, but I told her I didn’t think so. She 

was quiet on the walk up the couple blocks to Bourbon and then stopping at the stone front steps 

of a house, she asked, “You know, you’re really a beautiful guy. Have you ever done it with a 

woman, Tommy?” I was truthful that I hadn’t. “Would you like to try with me?” she asked, 

tugging suggestively on the front of my shirt. “Like an experiment?” 

 Well, Deborah was great as women went, I supposed. She had a very sexy body that men 

had been ogling all night. Why shouldn’t I perhaps try this thing they seemed to like so much? 

She was a nice, warm human being, and copulating with her, though the shape of her body was 

so foreign to my aesthetic, would probably be even easier than with a boy. So in what I hoped 

was a proper tone of savoir faire I said, “Why not?” 

 Back at the old Barataria, we found the party well over. Joel and Christine were draped 

over each other on the sofa. He gave me a wicked and at the same time curious wink as Deborah 

led me down the hall, and I asked myself what earthly interest I really had in this “experiment.” 

We had barely closed the door behind us when she said, “Make yourself comfortable, Tommy. 

I’ll be just a few minutes.” She headed straight into the bathroom and shut the door, leaving me 

standing there in the dark in a strange room. 

 Her bed was near French doors onto the back patio, and the light through the windows 

threw beautiful shadows across an Indian bedspread. That seemed welcoming, and so I took off 

my clothes and lay there in something of the Ganymede pose, carefully arranging Sir Roger 

Wrighte-Rowndleigh (I’ve dubbed my middle limb a knight, the way Axel named his Carlos el 

Grande.), in a graceful arc, and thinking, let’s watch her eyes pop when she sees this! A bit of a 

breeze came from the patio, so it wasn’t so terribly hot. Once posed, it turned out I had ample 

time to consider the ramifications of the imminent experiment. While nothing about them was 

very attractive, I figured the experience might come in handy, maybe like a vaccination. 

 Gearing up to fulfill his biological imperative, Sir Roger even roused enough to put the 

finishing touches on my pose when the door to the bathroom opened, and a swath of bright light 

cut across my feet, totally destroying the intended effect. Deborah’s silhouette in the doorway 

said coquettishly, “Well, I’m all ready for bed.” 

 But from what I could see in the glaring light, she still had a lot of clothes on, including a 

robe which she let slide to the floor, and beneath was a white thing covering her from chest to 

hips. And straps all over the place. As politely as I could manage I asked, “What’s all that for?” 

 Doing a shimmy, she giggled, “You know, it’s to turn you on when you undress me.” 

 I was so taken aback that I abandoned the pose. She hadn’t really looked at me anyway. 

“Look,” I suggested, “just take off the girdle so we can screw.” 

 Deborah slid slowly along my leg onto the bed, whispering, “You’re supposed to unwrap 

me like a piece of candy or a Christmas—“ Just then some kind of a hook or snap scraped and 

yanked the hairs on my thigh. I yelped and leapt up from the bed to check in the light if I was 

bleeding. Fortunately not.  

 Deborah sat there on the bed in her girdle, confused. I said, “Excuse me, but I don’t think 

I want to try this after all.” As I pulled on my pants, Deborah unsnapped whatever it was, and her 

large breasts spilled out over the top, pointing their dark nipples at me. That was the last straw! 
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Vaguely nauseated, I grabbed my shirt and tried to apologize. “I mean you’re real pretty—for a 

girl. But, you know… I better go.” I slipped on my sandals and said goodbye. 

 In the dark hallway I ran into Joel in his bulging underwear just going into Christine’s 

room. He looked at me with a question, and I said, “You can keep your women! I’m crashing at 

Royal. Ciao!” I mean, why should a leopard try to change its spots? What business has a gay boy 

like me thinking about fucking a girl? 

 Back at Butch and Jack’s (It’s mine while they’re on the cruise!), standing in the shower 

to cool off from the day’s sweat, I had my first altercation with Sir Roger. “I say, old chap,” he 

said gruffly, “that wasn’t quite cricket of you—when I was all set to take the jolly plunge.” 

 “Well,” I replied, enjoying the cool water on my back. “I didn’t see you doing any 

charging forth when she came out in all that ridiculous armor!” 

 “All you had to do was take it off her, you dundering blockhead!” 

 “What nonsense about unwrapping her like a present!” I chortled. “After all, I’m the one 

who was the present!” Stretching under the spray and stroking my chest and thighs, I felt 

unspeakably beautiful. How dare she not even look at me, a gift from God! 

 That degenerate peer of the realm, Sir Roger, would have none of it. “At the very least, 

old chum, you could have tipped her over and shoved me up the bottom of all that folderol!” 

 “So dreadfully sorry, your lewdness. Now fuck off!” I proceeded to dry off without 

further castigation. Halfway dry, I leapt in surprise at the door-buzzer and walked out onto the 

balcony in my towel to see who it might be. Careful now about ringers of doorbells in the night. 

And now I beg your patience with the dialogue, Sally, because what follows I again remember 

explicitly, like it was last night, and it actually was just last night! 

 At my call down from the balcony, Joel stepped out into the street to look up and shout, 

“Let me stay here tonight. Christine’s all mad at me!” So he came up, and while he too took a 

shower, I stood naked in the doorway to talk. (After more than a year of living together, we don’t 

hold much on ceremony.)  

 Turned out after I left, Deborah came over to Christine’s room to complain. Joel says she 

explained how she came out of the bathroom all sexy and ready, and he (I, Tommy) just ran 

away. Joel snickered, “She opened her robe to show us how, and she was wearing a corset, and 

garters, and a heavy-duty bra.” Behind the shower curtain, he laughed heartily. “The problem 

was that I laughed then too! What you must have thought of all that lingerie! And Christine got 

really mad at me. So…” 

 “I wasn’t in the mood for unwrapping presents,” I remarked. “All that paraphernalia 

seems really perverted.” We both laughed at the incongruity of my saying that. 

 Joel silently rinsed a while, turned off the water, and then said, “You know, last month I 

heard a rumor and went to see some paintings of you…” 

 “You went into Lafitte’s?” I almost shouted. “That must have caused a riot!” 

 He opened the curtain and grinned at me while drying off with a big blue bath towel. 

Though I’d learned long ago to ignore it, I glanced at the Medusa hanging between his legs, and 

Sir Roger instantly turned to stone. Straight arrow Joel looked down at my petrified peer and 

said, “Tommy, you are absolutely beautiful!” He must have been looking into Perseus’s mirror 

shield because his monster also turned to stone, rising as an impressive column. 

 Leaning there in the doorway, I said, “Thank you. And what will you do about it?” 

 Joel buried his face in the towel and then peeked out at me shyly. “I want to try it with 

you. You know, like an experiment.” He moved toward me, reaching for his lordship.  

 “I’d like that,” I stammered and leaned to kiss him. 
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 “No kissing, guy!” He held me at arm’s length. 

 Without further ado, I led him to the bed. “You just lie here and let me…” We started 

with the massage stuff I learned from Emanuel. While I was stroking Joel’s body all over, Sir 

Roger kept urging me into the fray, shouting, “Tally-ho! Inward and upward!” After careful 

reconnaissance of Joel’s tender terrain, the intrepid explorer Sir Roger trekked into his virgin 

territory. Afterwards, as I’d wished for so long, I let the stony Medusa enthusiastically impale 

me, and then the monster magically turned back into soft, living flesh. 

 Early this morning, Joel awakened me, leaning on his elbow beside me. “Well, I wanted 

to know what it was like…” he said with a big smile, “…but I had no idea! Thanks, Tommy. 

That was truly unbelievable.” 

 “Well, believe it, baby. You’ve had the very best!” I laughed, realizing that so had I. 

 He slithered over to the edge of the huge bed and then turned back to me to say, “I don’t 

think I’ll ever do it with a man again. It could never be that fantastic again.” I was sincerely 

touched. Joel dressed, quickly turning back into my straight roommate, and left for his job in the 

Library, and I lay on the vast bed of our conflagration, regretting not getting even one kiss. 

 Anyway, the afternoon is getting on, though not much cooler, and the sun has swung 

around to shine on my bare legs. I’m still in a fuzzy state of satiated desire and have no plans for 

the evening. Maybe I should just sleep, but my mind keeps turning to La Marina, as usual. 

 Looking farther ahead, I realize that it is less than a week before I leave on my bus trip 

back to Broken Bow, back to the woods and my old friend, little Billy! You remember how at the 

beginning of the summer I went back with the folks for a funeral and found him all grown up 

(seventeen, I mean), tall and cute with curls. Well, I’m taking a real vacation up there, staying 

with him and his folks, and I’ll give you one guess what I hope happens. 

 But the thought of school starting soon gives me pause. There’s less than a month of 

summer left! This gruesome fact dictates a delirium of dancing tonight. On that note, I’ll close. 

Enclosed is a four-leaf clover I found in the field nearby. Good luck for you to find a better 

fellow than that Fred you wrote about. He sounded spooky to me. Write soon! 

 Always, Tommy 

### 
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4.5 - CITY BOY 
 Surrounded by chickens, I stood in the back yard clucking and scattering their feed. The 

morning was pretty hot already, the leaves of hickory trees motionless in the late morning sun. 

At last it was going to be an exciting day, today, after a long boring hot summer. Tommy was 

coming to visit me all the way from New Orleans! Of course I worried some at what he'd be like. 

It was three years now since we’d played together on the school bus. I was seventeen now, so I 

guess he was twenty-one. Last June at Mrs. Potter's funeral with his folks I invited him up to 

visit. He had such long blond hair but was still so handsome. It would be a great change from 

laying around the yard or roaming the woods. That got real boring unless my good buddy Joe 

Mack came out from Idabel to go fishing. 

 Running out of feed, I took the sack back to the shed where Mama was hanging out the 

wet clothes. She was at least some company on Saturdays when she wasn't off to her job off at 

the laundry in Broken Bow, the town about ten miles off. Dad was only home evenings and 

Sundays, and that we always spent half of in the church house where he preached. He warned me 

that as a city boy now, Tommy might have evil ideas. Strict as Dad was, at night he let me use 

the car to go to the café over on the highway or take my girlfriend to the new movie house in 

town. If he'd have let me work this summer, I'd have bought me an old used car. Dad said kids 

need time to grow, because too soon we got to earn our bread by the sweat of our brows. 

 Thinking over things in that light, I sat on the hillside that runs down from our house. Off 

across the hills toward the bottoms it was fair hazy from the heat. Somewhere out there, not too 

far away, Tommy was coming on a big Greyhound bus. Back then, he was my absolute hero, just 

the smartest and most talented guy in our school. Since the road from the highway runs up over 

our hill and passes on around house, I spotted Tommy as he topped the rise, walking with a green 

bag over his shoulder and a stick he must of found by the road. He saw me, shouted, "Billy!" and 

cut off the road across the field and creek. Mama yelled hi from by the clothesline. I was amazed 

to see him walking in nothing but some flimsy sandals. 

 While she was fixing us some lemonade, Mama asked about Tommy's family. He and me 

could only look at each other and smile. Once Tommy took my chin in his hand and looked at 

me up real close. "Hey, Billy, I don't remember you having those freckles on your nose," he said 

and winked. Then while whipping up some sandwiches and stuff for lunch, Mama kept Tommy 

occupied with news of the old community and the folks hereabouts. I just couldn't get enough of 

looking at Tommy Youngblood, right here in our own kitchen with me, twinkling his brown eyes 

at me over his sandwich and looking so strange with his long blond hair and sandals, almost like 

someone out of the Bible even, except for his green corduroy pants. 

 After lunch, while having some more chocolate cake, Tommy told us about how pretty 

New Orleans was with great old trees and big houses with columns, and a place called the French 

Quarter where the houses had these lacey iron balconies. It was hard to imagine in America. Of 

course it was hard for me to imagine any kind of city. To entertain Tommy for the afternoon, I 

suggested fishing, but he said, "Let's just go for a walk in the woods." 

 So we set off down the hill, Tommy with his stick. Strolling here and there in the 

pinewoods and down to the creek, I showed him all my favorite spots. He smiled so nicely at me, 

and I felt so happy to be with him again, I put my arm around his shoulder as we trudged up a 

hill, natural since I was taller than him now. He gave a big sigh, "I'm just pooped. Not much 

sleep last night on that bus." So we followed the windings of the creek back home. 

 Tommy laid out under the big black oak on our hillside and took a nap. In the meantime, 

I got busy picking snap beans for dinner and collecting eggs out of the henhouse. When Mama 
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got home from the store, I breaded some pork chops to help her. When Dad came driving up, I 

went out to wake Tommy up for supper. He was fast asleep up against the tree trunk, his eyes 

closed with those long lashes I remembered. With a blade of grass, I tickled his nose, and like it 

was some bug, he slapped himself in the face. 

 Dad was waiting at the table to give thanks. He shook Tommy's hand and motioned him 

to a chair across from mine. I worried what he might think of Tommy's long hair, but Dad just 

talked to him like any other guy. He asked how Tommy's grades were at the university, and 

Tommy said, "Real good, sir. And I work about 30 hours a week as a cashier." Dad seemed 

impressed. Tommy was lively and talkative, telling Dad that stuff about New Orleans. 

 "But I hear there's corruption to be found in those French Quarters," Dad remarked. 

 Tommy laughed and said, "Likely so. We gotta keep an eye out for it everywhere!" 

 "Amen!" Dad almost shouted and slapped the table. I reckoned Tommy had passed the 

test with flying colors. 

 “But I thought you was Catholic," Mama spoke up while pouring us some more tea. 

 Tommy said, "I left that church a couple years back." 

 Dad looked concerned, and I caught his glance. "But are you saved?" I asked. 

 Tommy said, "I most certainly am! As much as anybody can be." The rest of supper was 

relaxed and happy, as if Tommy really was my big brother. He was wild about Mom's plain old 

peach pie and even had two pieces. I admired his good looks and great build, a lot more like a 

man than back when he was a boy my age living around here. 

 When I suggested Tommy and me go up to the truck stop this evening and bum around, 

Dad said, "Why not? It’s Saturday night!" He tossed me the truck keys. 

 It was surprising that Tommy still didn't know how to drive a car. "Don't need to in the 

city," he said. "Buses are only a dime anywhere you want to go." That detail about city life was 

real interesting. At the truck stop we sat in the booth by the juke box with some cokes and 

French fries watching who came in. No kids I knew and none who remembered Tommy. 

 So pretty soon we headed on home. On the way, Tommy squeezed my arm and told me 

again how great it was to be here visiting me. "Billy," he said, "I really love you a lot, like I did 

way back then." I was embarrassed but said that I’d always loved him so much too. At home 

again, we found Mama and Dad had set up cots for us out back in the yard since it was so hot. 

Tommy had to "crash," as he said, so I went on inside and watched some television. 

 When I got to feeling sleepy, I went on outside. Way across the yard, Tommy was 

sleeping on his cot in the moonlight. A whippoorwill called. He was laying there stark naked! 

What if a skeeter found his white behind? I always wanted a sheet over me, and I sure wasn't 

taking off my underpants. I laid down and looked up at the moon, thinking how nice it'd be to 

have Ethel here and take off her little panties. Right away I was so hard I had to tiptoe back 

behind the bushes to jack off. Then I finally got to sleep. 

 Tommy got up before me, so when I rolled out, he was sitting there looking at me. "What 

time's church?" he asked, wanting to come along. Mama and Dad were in good spirits with 

Tommy at breakfast. On the walk to the church house, only a quarter mile away down the road, 

Tommy apologized for not wearing a tie, but he was dressed up very neat with loafer shoes and a 

white shirt, better dressed than most men at church and sure as shooting handsomer than any of 

them. It made me real proud with this wonderful blond guy sitting next to me and singing hymns 

out of the book. Dad's sermon was about how not only must we love our neighbor as ourself, but 

we must love our neighbor in order to love ourself. Tommy paid close attention, except when he 

bumped my knee and motioned toward Mrs. Bentley who was asleep. 
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 Right after the service, while we walked home together, I asked what church Tommy 

goes to now. He just shook his head. I wondered about him saying he was saved, and he said, 

“I'm saved because I understand there’s nothing to be saved from." I asked what about hell, and 

he said, “That only exists if you believe in it.” He proceeded to tell me about other religions I’d 

mostly never heard of, about Jews and Moslums and Boodists, and what he’d learned from his 

friend from India about Hindoos. These must have been what Dad meant when he talked about 

heathens and pagans. It was real interesting, but so complicated I figured I'd better stick with 

good old Calvary Baptist. I couldn't resist asking, "Well, which religion are you?" 

 Tommy answered right away, "I'm a pantheist. I believe the essence of God is in all 

things. In you..."—He rubbed my nose—“In that tree... In that stone even." It sounded real weird, 

but I was glad he was at least religious. We just wouldn't say nothing to Dad about Tommy's 

regular church, and everything would be fine. 

 Tommy wanted to head out into the woods again. "I been missing the woods for three 

years," he said and led the way off to the east, up and down the hills. For a while we sat in the 

shade while he told me about good movies he saw in New Orleans, foreign things, like one about 

strange French children who built a house of Japanese screens in a fancy ballroom. I reckoned 

life must be really interesting at that university. Myself, I wanted to go to the teachers' college 

next year, but Dad wanted me to become a preacher like him. 

 Tommy led us on up the creek a ways through a very pretty valley I couldn't recall ever 

seeing before, and then up a bank to a pasture on top. It was really weird, like a different world 

from my old familiar woods. Looking around from the hilltop, I saw it was just places I hadn't 

never found in my wanderings. At the back of the field there was an old log cabin without any 

roof and rotting in. It almost seemed like magic. We rested there a while, and I brought up 

something on my mind, his girlfriends. Tommy told me about one named Rose who looked like a 

Greek goddess, one from somewhere called Filipeens I’d never heard of, and a Chinese who 

painted real good pictures. I wondered why he was so inclined to foreigners. It was awful 

glamorous and exciting to think of handsome Tommy and all those beautiful girls. 

 Up and down and around we wandered and stopped again to rest on a big log, where he 

showed me about the lines on the palms of my hands, how one line meant I was going to live a 

long time, and one showed how many times I'd fall in love. I’d never realized before I was so 

ticklish in my hand like that. Tommy put his arm around me as we walked down a peaceful old 

log road. When the time was getting on, Tommy suddenly took a beeline for the house. Real 

impressive, because I knew he'd never been over here in our woods before. 

 In the evening at the ice cream social at the church house, maybe fifty people recalled 

Tommy and his family. Even Pappaw, who stopped driving the school bus last year because of 

his eyes, remembered him as the boy who laughed so much. Tommy and I went outside to sit on 

the steps and talk. He started in on his favorite place to dance. "It's called La Marina, a place 

where Latin sailors go, beautiful wild music," he said, "and lots of times I dance all night long!" 

 Now Dad didn't approve much of dancing, though he never actually preached against it. 

But I couldn't imagine someone as religious as Tommy doing anything evil. He told me about 

some more dances with funny names, and even showed some steps that Greek sailors do by 

themselves. Imagine someone dancing alone! Tommy felt real tired from our long walk and 

wanted to hit the hay pretty soon. So after one more round of seeing all the folks inside the 

church, we snuck out and headed out into the moonlight. 

 The moon seemed a lot fuller when we were laying out on the hillside again. Tommy 

convinced me to try laying uncovered and feel the breezes blowing on my body. There was 
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almost a kind of warmth from the moon on my skin. As I laid there looking at the moon and 

bright stars, I got such a great feeling of love for him that it was like I should reach across to his 

cot and touch him. I figured he was still awake, so I asked him if he knows what that one bright 

star almost right overhead was called. "That's not a star," he said, "but a planet. Jupiter." 

 That same whippoorwill started up again in the valley. Tommy went on to tell me all 

kinds of stuff about planets, the first time I ever understood how that all worked. The two of us 

were laying here on the surface of the earth looking out at the moon and the outer planets into 

deep space at the stars. Then things about what he called "galaxies,” but they were just too big 

for me to think about. "How far is it to a star anyway?" I asked, and explaining how fast light 

travels, Tommy calculated the nearest star's light took about three years to get here. That thought 

made me feel dizzy looking out into such distances, and very tiny. 

 “Very!" Tommy said.  "And another thing to think about when you look at the stars," he 

added, reaching over and taking a hold of my hand, "is that there are many worlds around other 

suns out there, and probably other creatures who see our sun as a dinky star at night." Nobody’d 

ever said nothing to me about such stuff before, and I wondered if Tommy was maybe telling me 

a big fairy tale. Under the hugeness of the sky, I fell asleep and even forgot to pull the sheet up. 

 Soon after breakfast, we went off again with his stick to the north, past the church house 

and the same houses and barns to the intersection. Tommy remembered this old falling-over 

house across from Pappaw's store. (Neither of them was ever painted.) Some old lady I never 

saw lived in the house. Then we cut off the road into the woods and wandered all morning 

amongst some really steep ridges. We pretty quick came out on the pipeline track, an arrow-

straight strip of field, a ribbon of grass, pine woods crowding in on each side. 

 Taking the easy walk up the line, we passed fields, and Tommy recollected from way 

back a wild plum patch. While we sat in the shade eating tart plums, he said, "You know, Billy 

Boy, I remember sitting right here under this same tree a long time ago wishing I had a friend 

with me, a friend like you." He kind of hugged me, and I told him how I wished lots of times for 

a friend because I got so bored being by myself. Heading on back down the pipeline, he told me 

more real wild things about dinasores and tiny little adams and ancient history. 

 By mid-afternoon we got back to the road and stopped in Pappaw's store for a pop and 

candy bar. We took our grape sodas and Milky Ways out back by the shed where a couple big 

pecan trees made good shade on the hillside. Some old guys were playing dominoes on apple 

crates. Old Mr. Carver was real good. They invited Tommy to sit in. I kind of played with him, 

and he learned fast. Once, while we were waiting a long time for Mr. Carver to play, Tommy 

remarked, "I sure could use a cold beer right now!" Well, you should of seen how Mr. Nelson, a 

member of Dad's church, looked at him, but old Mr. Carver just laughed and said, "Yeah, if I was 

young like you, I'd be wanting one right now too!" Now Mr. Carver was ninety-one, and he was 

kind of respected, so Mr. Johnson and Mr. Hughes probably wouldn't say nothing to Dad. 

 About suppertime we headed back down the road home. Most of the way I thought about 

how exciting Tommy's life was in the city. What he told me was so fascinating, and what he said 

about God sounded true. While he looked around the fields and homesteads, I wondered if he 

was seeing God everywhere and tried to see God in him, not sure what to look for. 

 Nothing much to do after supper, we went back up to the truck stop again for soda pops. 

While we were hanging around in the neon lights talking to Leonard, an old friend of Tommy's, 

it started to rain. So we went inside to a booth and played the jukebox. Not many folks in on a 

Monday night, of course, especially when it was pouring down rain. And while we were driving 

home, it didn't let up at all. So Tommy and me had to sleep inside. 



DIVINE DEBAUCH faggot by RICHARD BALTHAZAR 

149 

 

 My bedroom is off the bathroom and kitchen in the back of the house, so we didn't 

disturb my folks coming in. While Tommy was brushing his teeth, he asked me about Ethel. 

There wasn’t much to say but we went parking a few times out this little gravel road. When I was 

done brushing too, and we were in my room getting undressed, he asked if I ever did it with 

Ethel. Embarrassing, but I hadn't—because she wouldn't let me do nothing. Tommy flopped on 

the bed, naked again. I left my underpants on and laid down beside him. Pulling up the covers, I 

turned out the light, and there was only the soft sound of rain on the window. 

 I asked if he thought maybe I didn't kiss Ethel right. "Could be," he answered in the dark. 

When I asked how he kissed girls, Tommy leaned up on his elbow and said, "Hard to describe, 

but if you want, Billy, I'll show you." The crazy thought made me giggle. "There's some things 

you can't learn without a lesson or two," Tommy said, laying back down. Maybe he was right, 

and since I really wanted to know how to kiss right, I said okay. "Well, you just lie there," 

Tommy whispered, "and don’t worry about a thing." 

 He lifted up again, leaned over me in the dark, and fitted his lips on mine. Then his 

tongue slipped into my mouth, and I got an instant hard-on. When Tommy stopped, I rolled over 

on my side away from him. But his hand rubbed my side and across my stomach and touched my 

hard dick! Nothing more to hide, I rolled over again and hugged up against his hairy chest. He 

was hard against me too, and he pushed my underpants down. He kissed me that way again, and 

curled his legs up around my waist. Keeping his mouth on mine, Tommy wiggled around and got 

something out from under his pillow. Next thing I knew, his hand had a hold of my dick, and it 

was all slickery. Then I slipped up into him into glittering stars and millions years. 

 Then Tommy got up on my back and stuck his slippery finger up into me, and I pushed 

my hips back against his hand. He whispered, "Billy, you mustn't moan so loud.” I tried to just 

be quiet. Then Tommy slid his slick dick into me slow and easy. Last year when I’d let Joe Mack 

try to cornhole me, it hurt like hell, and I made him stop. Now Tommy put his tongue in my ear 

so I couldn't hear the rain no more, and I didn’t want him ever to stop. 

 When I woke up with my head on Tommy's arm, the morning smelled wet. He was still 

asleep, his handsome face peaceful with sun in the short golden whiskers on his chin. I wondered 

what he'd say when he woke up. I was amazed how kissing Tommy was the best lesson I ever 

learned. I couldn’t wait to try kissing Ethel like that. His eyes popped open. "Hi, handsome," he 

said and hugged me. I tried to kiss him again, he wouldn't let me. "You do that, Billy Boy," he 

laughed, "and we’ll be in bed all day!" That didn't sound like a bad idea to me—the folks would 

be gone off to work already. But Tommy pulled me out of bed. "We don't want to wear it out." 

 After breakfast, we took off west, ambling through trees and up and down hills. Tommy 

talked about all kinds of weird stuff like volcanoes and whales, but meanwhile I was thinking 

about kissing on Ethel. In a couple miles we came down a hill to pastures in the river bottoms 

and a hay barn already nearly full up with fresh bales. Exploring the barn, up in the loft, we 

found three little white kittens and played with them in the hay. 

 I kissed Tommy, begging him to let me cornhole him again, and we got all naked in the 

scratchy hay. It was neat being able to see everything we were doing. One of the kitties climbed 

onto Tommy's back and sat there watching me fuck him. Then when Tommy had me nearly 

standing on my head with three little cat-faces sniffing at my eyes, I really could see God in him. 

When we were done, the kittens climbed all over us. 

 A couple hours more tromping of around in the woods, and we were back at Pappaw’s 

store for potato chips. Then we went out back under the pecan trees again for dominoes with the 

old geezers. Tommy seemed to enjoy them, and today he was pretty good at the game. It must of 
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been about two o'clock when I suddenly recalled I had a date tonight to take Ethel to see "Guns 

of Navaronne.” Tommy had already seen it, but said he could bum around in Broken Bow. Then 

he played the game and sat with his hand on my knee. It made me real proud watching him beat 

old Mr. Carver. Looking around at the other old men, I secretly thought again about the great 

stuff Tommy and me had just did together out in that hay barn. 

 Right after supper, we took Dad's pickup to get Ethel. On the way Tommy tickled my 

dick through my jeans and said, "Keep that pecker up, you little billy goat!" I was embarrassed, 

but it really worked. I was hard as a rock by the time Ethel got in the truck between us. She’s a 

fairly pretty girl, sixteen, with light blonde hair like Tommy's, but blue eyes, and the secret way 

Tommy winked at me, I knew he thought she was nice. He got out at Hill's Restaurant and would 

be there between 9:30 and 10 (to give me some time after the movie with Ethel). 

 Alone with me in the truck, she seemed extra shy, and in the line into the movie house 

she mentioned she thought Tommy was cute for being so old and weird. "But so are you, Billy" 

she added quickly and stood up close. In the dark during the movie, we held hands like usual, but 

the whole time all I could think about was fucking her. Sure, the movie was really something 

with all the fighting and that giant explosion at the end, but I was sure glad when we were finally 

back in the truck and could go parking. By now Ethel was hanging all over me, and we had a half 

hour out here in this secret parking spot by a field in the moonlight. 

 Just the way Tommy showed me, I took hold of Ethel and kissed her with my tongue in 

her mouth, and it worked like magic. She got all squirmy when I felt up her tits, but her mouth 

sure tasted and felt different than Tommy's. Still, tonguing her made me hard as could be. When 

we stopped for a breath, Ethel asked suspiciously, "Who you been kissing, Billy?" I just said, 

"Wouldn't you like to know?" and kissed her again, at the same time working my hand up under 

her panties and moving my finger toward her crack. 

 She squirmed around to get her panties down. Trying hard to keep kissing her all the 

time, I got my jeans open and laid her on the big seat so I could climb on top. She reached down 

between her legs and grabbed my dick in her warm hand. "You ain't got a rubber on!" she 

suddenly shouted, squeezing it real hard. "I don't want no babies!" I said I was sorry, so she let 

me rub it against her curly hairs and come that way. Afterwards, we had to button up and pull up 

her panties pretty quick so we could get back to Hill's Restaurant on time. 

 Tommy was standing by a telephone pole. "Been to a beer-joint with some guys I used to 

know," he said, getting in beside Ethel. She looked horrified because her folks were Methodist. 

"I drank them right under the table," Tommy snickered. "This near-beer's like water!" I was 

upset, him drinking like that, but he didn't look drunk. Taking Ethel up to her porch, I gave her 

another tongue kiss, and said goodnight, promising I'd get some rubbers for our next date. 

 Back in the truck, Tommy asked me, "Well?" and I confessed why I didn't quite manage. 

He laughed and said, "Stop at Parkers’ on the way home." So he just walked up to old Fred in 

Parkers’ store and asked for a pack of Trojans, natural as could be. Being a preacher's son, I was 

real embarrassed and looked out the window at the gas pumps. Back at home some wind and 

clouds were coming up, so we stayed inside again on the soft bed and did it twice—not needing 

no rubbers at all. I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning, it felt so great. 

 It was still near dark when he woke me up. Today was our day to walk south. Mama was 

glad to see us up early and fixed a big breakfast of scrambled eggs. Dad asked me about the 

movie last night, and then we headed out across the woods again. About a mile away we came to 

the bottoms again, but here it was mostly marshy patches of tall, skinny sweetgums. Around the 

clearings the morning fog was still hanging. Down the way we came out on Mr. Jensen's place.  
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He was out in the yard with some hounds and told us about a good swimming hole just down the 

old log road out back. Well, "just down" meant about two miles, but the hole was fine. You only 

had to look out for water moccasins was all. 

 We swam and splashed around and then rested on the shady bank. I caught Tommy off 

guard and gave him a kiss, which got us both ready to do it again right there on the riverbank. 

Tommy made me just lay back on the grass and started kissing all over my body. It got me so hot 

I couldn't lay still and we wound up doing it right there under the sky. Then, since we got up so 

early in the morning, it was easy to fall asleep in the cool shade. 

 Heading back to the house later, we were both starving. Tommy was so hungry he 

threatened to eat me up. We fixed ham sandwiches and sat out in the yard in the shade with 

Kool-Aid and chocolate cake and then spent another afternoon with dominoes under the pecan 

trees at Pappaw's store. Now Tommy was better at dominoes than any of them old geezers. 

 At supper, Dad told Tommy he was so proud to have him visit and him being such a good 

friend to me. Tommy was real polite and thanked Mama for the hospitality. I didn’t want to think 

about him leaving tomorrow morning, and I got sad. Seeing how I was looking, Tommy rubbed 

my leg under the table with his foot. After a couple hours of boring television, I got impatient to 

go to bed, and we set our cots up again outside under the fullest moon I ever saw. We laid there 

talking about things till I was sure the folks were in bed asleep. Down the hill in the field by the 

creek, we rolled around naked on the grass in the moonlight for most of the night. Only when the 

moon was hanging real low in the west did we climb the hill back to our cots. 

 This last morning as we walked down the road again, Tommy was real quiet, his green 

bag slung over his shoulder. He told me how the sun is an eye of God, and in seeing the world, it 

gives life. And how we can't look God in the eye, except when He’s rising or setting—so those 

were very special times. At night God sees us by reflection in the moon, so maybe that's why 

moonlight is so magical. After our carrying on last night, I sure had to agree with him there. 

None of the old guys were around the store yet as we sat out under the pecans. Then it was time 

to go out and wait by the leaning-over house for the bus. 

 When it came up over the hill, Tommy flagged it down. I hugged and kissed him right on 

the mouth. The driver stared out the open door at us, but I didn't care. On the step, Tommy 

turned back to me with a sad smile and waved. The door closed, and the Greyhound took off. 

When I turned around, an old lady was standing at the corner of the leaning house, staring too. 

Walking sadly back down the road and feeling lonesome, I squinted from the sun in my eyes—

God was watching me—and Tommy was thinking about me. The package of rubbers was safe in 

my pocket. I'd have to see if maybe Ethel wanted to go roller-skating tomorrow night. 

### 

 


