May 16, 1997
Dear All Things Considered:

Like many artists, I was saddened by your May 16, 1997 story about the Christian Action
Coalition and their traveling road show of objectionable NEA-funded art, but I couldn’t help
but be amused as well.

As you said, the CAC is hoping to shame wavering Republicans back to their agenda—zeroing
out the NEA—by parading in their districts the raunchiest tidbits of NEA material. It’s a
wonderful idea, but hardly original. Beginning in 1933, and coming to full fruition in 1937,
The Nazis sponsored similar exhibitions titled Entartete Kunst, or Degenerate Art. In it were
included the works of such liberal, immoral, licentious, Jewish, or otherwise objectionable
menaces to society as van Gogh, de Stijl, Matisse, Cézanne, Rodin, Picasso, and countless
others, all culled from the German countryside.

These works were mounted alongside banners with such helpful captions as, “The harlot is
clevated to the moral ideal”, “Stupidity and impertinence...pushed to the limit!”, and “The
niggarizing of the visual arts...”. Although the shows were popular, the Nazi organizers were
unable to tell whether the visiting throngs were their to reconfirm their moral ideals, or just
wanted a cheap thrill.

There is a happy side to all this. Hitler and company may be long gone, but museums in Los
Angeles, Chicago, as well as the Smithsonian Institution recently (as late as 1992) hosted a
wonderful exhibition on the phenomenon of the Entartete Kunst. There, Americans could gaze

at, listen to, and read some of the same provocative things that sent the Nazis into such a tizzy.
I can only hope that the works of Serrano and Mapplethorpe will be hanging in the same
hallowed halls, and with such august company, fifty years from now.

Sincerely,

Beowulf J. Thorne [say “BAY-uh-wolf”]
444 Matadero Ave.

Palo Alto CA 94306

415-856-4796

P.S.  There was some debate over what to do with the “degenerate art” once the shows were
over. The original plan was to burn it publicly in 1939—the Nazis did so love to cook—and
that's what happened to much of the work. Fortunately for us, Géring, Goebbels, and a few
other of Hitler’s cronies saw the chance for a quick buck and sold the confiscated works
illicitly, even as they pilfered a few for themselves. That’s why the world still has them today.

letter mailed 5/17/97, e-mail backup will follow
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for your own amusement: I'm a 32 year old graphic artist whose works have included high school
science textbooks, health education material, and technical illustration of nuclear power facilities.




Diseased Parih
P.0O. Box 641893
San Jose, CA 95164

August 5, 1992

H. Ross Perot

The Perot Group

12377 Merit Drive Suite 1700
Dallas, TX 75251

Dear Mr. Perot:

Diseased Pariah News is a quarterly journal by and for people with AIDS or who are HIV-
positive. Each issue contains a variety of articles, including news, fiction, and humor, and
our readers in America now number in the thousands. For our Fall issue, we plan to include
an article on the views and achievements of this yeat’s Presidential and Vice Presidential can-
didates. People with AIDS (and their family and friends) are very sensitive to candidates’
views on health issues, and we love to vote.

Although you are no longer a Presidential candidate, I am sure that our readers would be
interested in your views. I know that you have a very busy schedule, but I hope you can find
the time to answer a few short questions. A questionnaire (the same one as is being sent to
all the candidates) and a stamped courtesy reply envelope are enclosed. Even if you choose
not to answer all of the questions, any responses at all will be greatly appreciated. We hope

you can return the questionnaire to us at your earliest convenience to help us make our press
deadline.

Thank you very much for your time.

sincerely,

Tom Ace
Features Editor

encl.
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Dear DPN,
Love your newsletter. Here's some poop from down South here

in San Diego.

P o
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I had a startlihg revelation today. "A" gays get aids. I

always thought they were immune from it, you know, in those big
0old houses in the suburbs and all.

Someone fucked up and I got this invitation to an "A" gay
aids party. I have only once before in my life got an invitation
to an "A" party, but that was ten years ago when I was young and
beau---well, I was young, anyway. I had no money, though, so I
couldn't play ball with the big boys.

Anyway back to this gala event. A perky young blond
answered the door, explaining that this group, "Positive Pride"
(naturally they couldn't have had the word "aids" in there--"A"
gays don't get aids, they're only HIV+.) Anyway he explained
that this was purely a social group, and they had no affiliation
with any other organization working for PWA's. He stressed that
they stayed out of politics. Well, I was disappointed that there
was no great cause to rally behind. You see, San Diego has this
lovely gay Junior League called "Gay Graduates" and they are
these precious men who collect food and toiletries for the queers
they would certainly never entertain in their homes. I was
expecting something a little more like that.

I came bounding in with my new, tasteful "Kiss me, I'm a
diseased pariah" T-shirt. No one spoke to me. They were all in

their designer clothes, looking ever so chic.




"go," I asked one young thing, "Did you make it to the Aot
Up rally last night?"

He gave me a chilly look and left.

My heart was sinking. It was like being on the deck of the
Titanic and the band was playing some old hymn. And as much as I
had secretly envied the "A" crowd that I never had access to, I
felt so sorry for these men. They had led gilded lives, and were
now facing their first sorrow--- as much as they could,. 1
overheard one man (who would not give out his real name) talking
about his therapy group. It was with some closeted shrink
downtown who was charging the pretty boys $100 dollars an hour to
bemoan cruel fate.

1 finally had to leave. I had a sick feeling I was at Norma
Desmond's New Year's Eve party. No one told them they weren't
stars anymore, that the world had changed. And as I left, and
passed the expensive sports cars until I found my own little
wreck, I actually tried to pray to some god for them. I had
never had anything, and aids was just one more adversity in my
1ittle life. But those men, who had been used to the best and

finest must have been devastated the MOST . .

DOUGLAS B. SAYLOR Ph.D.
3760 FLORIDA #304
SAN DIEGO, CA 92104
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CALORY-PACKER'S HASH

Special to Diseased Pariah News
by Michael C. Botkin

INGREDIENTS

2 to 4 Tablespoons of fat from a left-over roast, or butter.

About a cup of meat scraps pulled off a carcass or bone, finely
chopped.

1 largish onion, chopped.

1 bell pepper, red or green, chopped.

1l clove garlic, minced.

2 cups of leftover vegetables: e.g. pototoes, carrots, etc.. that
were cooked with the roast, finely chopped. Fresh veggies (cooked if
necessary) and/or beets (yeilds "Red Flannel Hash") can be substituted

Fresh pepper, several grinds worth.

A shot of Tabasco.

A shake of Worchester sauce.

1/2 cup of liquid: gravy from the roast is ideal; stock or milk
can be substituted.

2 eggs per person (this recipe serves two to four, depending on
the actual quantity of the left-overs and the size of the appetites
involved).

TOOLS

One large, cast-iron frying pan.

Large cutting board and a good cleaver for chopping.
Big spatula.

Bowl for beating eggs.

RECIPE

This recipe offers a tasty, high-fat dish while frugally and
efficiently using up leftovers. 1It's based on combining all the
uneaten components from a previous night's elaborate dinner. It
assumes that you've recently served a simple roast (e.g. a chicken, a
turkey, beef, or pork) along with a fair number of root vegtables
(carrots, potatoes, celery, etc. -- ideally cooked in the roasting pan
with the meat and thus well basted with its fat), and that you
therefore find yourself on the morning after with a poorly picked
carcas or bone, a number of cold baked vegtables, and some congealed
drippings or gravy.

This may not sound that promising, but this classic recipe
circumvents two serious problems with left-overs: dryness and diluted
flavors. It does so by adding fat, tasty liquids and in general
concentrating aromas to revive the food's essences.

It takes about forty minutes to prepare.




HASH RECIPE -- page 2 -- MCB/DPN

This recipe works equally well with the scraps of just about any
kind of roast: chicken and turkey often produce many tasty but hard-to-
get-at scraps which remain on the carcass, as do on-the-bone beef and
pork roasts. Elegant dining ettiquett does not permit gnawing on these
things at the table, but nothing prevents you from discreetly picking
them clean in the privacy of your own kitchen the next day.

You begin by taking these salvaged tidbits, chopping them finely,
and frying them (ideally in a large cast iron skillet) in the melted,
residual fat from the roast (e.g. the schnmalz that floats to the top
of leftover, chilled chicken juices) for about five minutes. Use
butter if you don't have leftover fat, but unlike the butter the fat
will help enhance the hash's natural flavor.

Remove when crispy and throw the finely chopped vegetables into
the remaining fat -- you may need to add some butter if there wasn't
enough fat. The vegetables used can vary but should always begin with
the fresh onion, bell pepper and garlic, followed by the leftover
potatoes and other tubers that were braised with the meat. If you
want, you can throw in a couple of beets to produce "red flannel hash",
and almost any other leftover cooked vegetables you have lying around

the house can be added to increase bulk. v
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Return the meat to the pan with lightly fried veggies and cook for
about five or ten minutes, occasionally breaking up the yummy crust
that forms on the bottom and chopping up the vegetables and mixing them
in. Then add the leftover gravyX¥and several grinds of black pepper.
If you don't have gravy you can substitute milk, or stock -- but gravy
will give the best flavor. Mix in and let fry for another five
minutes, or until the liquid is well absorbed and more crust has
formed.

Portion the hash onto plates. You can quickly scramble or fry two
eggs per person in the same pan, for the traditional garnish. Serve
with buttered toast or english muffins and hot, strong coffee lightened
with real milk.

As you can see, this is a high-protein, high-fat, and high-
cholesteral meal: perfect for calorie packers. The wide range of
possible substitutions gives you a lot a flexibility and leeway for
creative variations. Anyway, what else were you going to do with that
carcas? The Truly Frugal, if getting two meals out of one bird isn't
enough for them, can also make soup stock out of the well-picked bones.

Bon appetite!




.0. Box 953
Tannersvillie, NY 12485
(5183589-7241
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Deay My. Thorne:

i1’ve never been prouder to see mny

name in print than
seo to speak,

neatied,
among your fine pages. All my city friends have
been instructed

to purchase the current issue of DPN
are any left at Oscar Wiide after

if there

my shopping frenzy there last
waek,

¥You should call them

they will want to reorder.

I*ve enclosed another endless epic of angat and debauchery for
your peruvasal.

This one may be too long -

uniess you consider
littlie tiny letters or a two-part serialization. If you don't

iike it there are several other pieces

4

have in mind for you,
6ll eqgqually wretched.

I’s pilanning a trip to your fair

city sometime this summer and
I hope that we’ll be asble to meet in person.

Until then
well and keep

- atay
‘em coming.

Peace, Love and Spernm,

Your Catskill Mountain Pariah,

DAavid FvawyS




David Burns
P.C. Box 933
Tannersvilie, NY 12485

{518y 589-7241

by

David Burns

“Yas, mother...No, mother...Anything you say, mother."

Duffy’a mother was on the phone in the marble bathroom of hexr
Sutton Place pied-a-terre, throwing up. Duffy was lying in a
hospital bed somewhat further downtown, trying to remain
extremely caim.

“*I hope you feel better, mother. I’311 call you back in a
iittlie while."

A small phiiiipina nurse with a moustache appeared in the

doorway carrying a serving tray crowded with styrofoam

containera. “Break-fasa,"™ she aing-songed, the two ayllables

spanning an octave. Duffy lifted the 1id off the biggest dish,
revealing a turd-shaped glob of ateaming eggs and a few limp
sausages.

“Ah, misa?" He waas never guite sure how to addreza them. “My
doctor told me not to eat any fate. He ordered a special diet
for me. It’s noted in my chart. Do you think I could exchange
thisa?" The nurse looked from Duffy to the sausages and back

again, suspiciously, as if she was linking them in the complicity
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of zome crime. She snatched the tray away and left the room,
never to return. The phone rang.

"Mother, you really don’t have to do thia...It’s actually not
that serious...I know what Doctor Canard says, but he's a plastic
surgeon, not an AIDS specialist...I just think that funerai
arrangements might be & littile premature."™ Another, siightly
different phillipina nurse was at the door, brandishing a
syringe. She was wearing a powder biue face mask and & bright
vyelliow plastic smock.

"I have to go now mother, there’s someone here...I know... I
iove you too."

The nurse was tearing open aicohol preps. “Time for your
mnedication, Mr. Rodriguez. Please roll over." Duffy started to
follow suit, then reaiized the error.

“But I’m not Mr. Rodriguez. I M. Dutey™

The nurse compared the chart at the foot of Duffy’s bed with
the order form in her hand. “"But where ia Mr. Rodiguez?" sashe
asked, acanning the room as if he might be hidden somehwere. She
stormed out, leaving the door open.

Outaide, in the hall, a man with an eaatern european accent
and an african-american woman were arguing loudly. A convoy of
gigantic food-service carts was rolling by, aqueaking. Duffy
pitched one of his slippers at the heavy door and it closed with

a satisfying click. It was guiet and soon he feit himseldf
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drifting.

A face came into soft fococus right under the crucifix. There
had been no audible intrusion - juat the tingly sensation that he
was being watched. Duffy sat up, accidentally knocking the
telephone off the night table. It hit the floor, making a aocund
like a car accident.

Duffy watched ailently aa Bruce, his ex, stooped to retrieve
the phone and set it back in place, angling it so that it was
nicely offaet by a fat pile of paperbacks and a thin display of
carnationa. He wondered how long Bruce had been there and why he
had chosen to make an appearance.

“Heilo, Dovey."

"Hello, Boo Boo.*

Duffy’as I.V., the telephone wire and the television cord had
braided themselves around one another like some fast-growing
junglie vine. He began trying to extriceate himeself, weaving over
and under.

“$¥hat time is it? How long have you been here?"™

-r

“"Juat after eleven. I had to come when I heard. And I brought

you this."™ Bruce was bouncing a bulging Ba

looking at Duffy with the pathetic, indulgent expression usually

reserved for sick puppies or the superannuated.

“*I can’t realiy...eat this stuff."™ Inside the bag was a




brioche, fromage du chevre and some sssorted bon bona, all
delightfully packaged and wrapped. Bruce shrugged and began
peeling an almond roca.

“"You’re still on that horrible microbiotic diet, I suppose,"
Bruce sighed, the chocolate etaining his teeth the color of fresh
ahit. He atood up abruptiy, began pacing, and took in the room
as if for the first time. He fingered the get well cards Duffy
had on display, peeking at the inscriptions.

“Private room. Nice view. W®Will you be here liong?"

Duffy had been over it so many times that the whole speech was
already memorized. He would embelliish or contour it =lightly
Jjuat to entertain himaelf. The apeech concerned ferocioua
stomach cramps and high fevers and the advice of his internist,
Dr. Lobatto, that he check in to his friendly neighborhood
energency room. There was a brief summary of the many gothic
teata he had submitted to in confirming a prognosis: acute

inflammation of the gall bladder, a not uncommon side effect of

HIV infection. Bruce was still moving around the room, coming

into and out of focus. “Just what is a gall bladder?™ he ashked.
But before Duffy could answer Bruce had moved on to other things.
“I was at a party on Friday night and Santiago told me you
were here again. it’s been so difficult going out since I
started The Program and hearing that...well, it actuslliy made me

alip a littie. I woke up the next day, just miaerable, and I

knew...I knew if I came, you would understand. I really need




your support, Dove.,"

Warning signals were going off in all directiona and Duffy was
preparing himself for some Major Drama. The door opened and a
pair of masked orderlies backed in, dragging a cumbersome
apparatus the size of a refrigerator.

“"Mr. Duffy? You're scheduled to receive a treatment.*

The orderlies were foliowed by a nurse’s aide in a hairnet and
giovea carryrying a tray who announced in was *“Lunchtime!*®" Behind
her was a technician who had come to draw blood and the head
nurse who strapped a band around Duffy’s arm and began pumping.

Yy

Put this under your tongue,'

£y

she ordered, slipping in a
disposable thermometer. The phone was ringing. A jackhamnmer was
noisily eroding i1i5th Street. A volunteer was waving some
brightly colored envelopes at him. “Lots of friends=s,* she wasa
saying. “Lots of mail." Duffy closed his eyes, wishing it would

all just go away.

Twenty-five minutes later Duffy was sitting on the bed having

a quiet chat with Doctor Lobatto. He had inhaled a wvial of
asresolized pentamadine while sitting inside the orderlies’
roiiing chamber, which reminded him of the isoclation both on a
game ahow. The technician had filled five glass tubes with dark
blood using three different needles. claiming that his veins

“Kept closing up." His biood pressure and temperature had been
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fairly close to normal. The kitchen had, once again, sent up the

wrong meal. There was a card from Aunt Polly and a long, weepy

ietter from a college <friend he hadn’t seen since graduation.
Bruce had excused himself to go smoke and, as vyet, had not
reappeared. Vicioua Mario had called with the sad newsa that

had slipped into a ‘“walking'™ coma. Then Doctor
Lobatto had blown in - wearing, as usual, an invisible antebellium
ballgown over his OR bluea.

"It looks a little iffy," Lobatto proferred, apologetically,
batting his long liashes, “but keep your chin up and look on the
bright side." Lobatto’a most wvaluable asset was his forked
tongue: he used it to describe both devastation and groundiess
hope with the same peppermint-scented breath. “Gall bladder
probiema are common with HIV infection, but it’'s hard to iscliate
the probiem or verify the other organs infected. You have
several choices: one, a iaproscope, involves the insertion of a
amall tube in your abdomen, through which air ia pumped. When
you‘re good and full we go in and look arocund. Two would be the
simple removal of your gail bladder - you can live without it.*
A woman in the next room screamed as if she was dying or giving
biveh.

X1

“And three? What iz three

Doctor Lobatto twirlied his pen in his mouth as if it was the

e

stem of a rose, Three, three, wait and =see. What we’'ve been

doing. Rest, reat, rest. None of tho=e naughty fata. And




antibiotica until you bloat.*

Duffy was =atill trying to imagine what it would feel like to
have someone blowing air into his stomach through a tube as if he
waa =& fiat tire. Doctor Lobatto’s tone became giriishly
conspiratorial. “"But I can’t recommend number three legally or
medicalliy. Surgery wants to cut you open right away ao that
they’'re not liable. In case it’s something more seriocus."

Duffy had already made the obvious choice. Hia fever and
were down?; the bactrim was dripping into his arm; he didn't
like he was going to die, at least not this week.

"I'd like to wait. Let’'s see how I feel tomorrow.™

“Tomorrow, tomorrowv..." Lobatto tossed his atethoscope over
one shoulder like a mink satole and disappeared in a puff of
expletives. His voice trilied away down the hall iike a flock of

songbirds migrating socuth.

Duffy tried +to imagine a gall bladder: it’s position, shape,

texture and color. What did it do? How could he 1live without
it ? Why was it rebelling against him when he had made such an
effort to treat hie body with love and respect? He knew that it
had to do with processing fats and that galistones were formed
when something crystallized and that they were extremely painful.
He knew that the gail bladder wasa involved, somehow, in the
production of bile, which, in symbolic terme, was associated with
anger .

He also knew that he was feeling weak, drained by fevers, the
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throbbing in his gut, the parade of doctors, surgeons, interns,
residents and curiocus onlookers who had been passing by his bed,
poking hiwm where it hurt the most. There had been no
painkillers. They had wanted him to know his pain.

He atood and stretched, careful to keep hisa arm below the
level of the hanging bagas of fiuid. Easing himaelf asway from the
bed he bent left and right, around a&nd back. The fibera and
vaessels that had besen sleeping awoke and surged with fresh vigor.

felt good to move a liittlie, to be in his body.

door opened again, banging him hard in the elbow.
Hello? Ia anyone in here?"

it was a prieat. This waa a Catholic hospital. The priest
semiled a politician’s large, empty smile and, gesturing toward
the bed, said "Sit down, son. And let’s talk about your

souli.

The phone rang again - a vague aguaintance, the friend of
someone’as lover. Duffy launched into enthusiastic gabbing,
haping that it would discourage the sasolicitous reverend. They
had been conversing guietly for some time, the priest lobbing
gueries desighed to test Duffy’'s susceptibility to salvation;
Duffy a commnitted agnoatic defiecting these vollies with

polite but firm returns. When the priest finaslly capitulated,

Duffy cut the call in mid-szentence.
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continue satretching. He had a pile of
ware elther too intellectual or brazenly cheap, with
raised, metaliic titles and die-cut covers. The TV remote was
around here somewhere.

On Channel 2 was the amazing story of the midwestern lad who
had both sarms ripped off by a piece of farm eguipment. Gprah wasa
griliing a reformed child molester. Previews of a re=acue show
with ruined bodies being carried into a triage. The end of an
action f£fiim: three exploding helicoptersa. A minute-by minute
raecap of the Jaffrey Dahmer trial. Excerpte from Bush’'s State of
the Union.

There was a knock annoucing a tiny, round figure in surgical
cerulean. He could see two happy eyes twinkling between the mask
and bonnet - the rest was covered. The blue amurf was dragging a
transport sastrecher. “"The Operating Room is waiting,"™ it
deciared.

Duffy was salightly taken aback. "For me?"™

“"You are expecting surgery? We have you scheduled for a
colostopectomy.™

“But my doctor juat left here an hour ago. We agreed that we
ware going to wait. He said that surgery may not be necsssary."

“*Come now, Mr . Duffy, I have my order right here. It’s very
common for patients to have cold feet. But.' . in just a

minute...you won’t be feeling a thing.*" The orderly unhooked both
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sideas of Duffy’ bed. Padded fabric was brushing against his bare
akin.

“No, really, iI“w not  going with you. You should talk to my
doctor . He’s in charge, right?"™

“Mr. Duffy, are you being difficultt™

UNG T Taat

“Shall I tell the surgeon you refused?*®

“Can you at least check my chart, or -"

M. aELy e

The dark eyes seemed to be brimming. There was the acidic
rustie of blue limbs in motion, the static generated by man-made
fibers. The orderly backed away, head bowed, into the shadowsa.

Duffy pitched hisa other siipper at the door, scoring a
resonating siam. The phone rang, announcing a new round.

Duffy’'= mother was on the cordiese at B.G. Rasmussen's Sherry-
Netherland aerie. Duffy heard the melodic cilink of fine china in
the background: tea was being served. Duffy’s mother was more
subdued now, weeping gently. He heard reassuring chirps and
cluckae and knew that she was surrounded by a samall flock of

doting hensa. These ladies were charming at tea:; iater, over

cocktails, they would be throwing things.

*I know how hard this is for you, mother. There’a no need for
you to blame yourself...It really could be a lot worse.™
Duffy realized +that he had =said the wrong thing aa8 hisa

mother's emotions suddenly turned sashrilil. He could hear Mrsa.
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Rasmussen in the bachkground calliing for brandy. Then the line

went dead.

It was now gquite dark. Duffy sat in the silence for several
minuteas, focusing on his breath. He knew that stress, tension
and anxiety were, for him, deadly poisonsa. It was strange that
mnost people seemed to thrive on these things, aa if they were
manna.

He barely noticed the mnurse who brought in the dinner tray
{boiled beans, a puree of beef and a fancy fruit cocktaill) or the
nurse’as aside who took his temperature (now climbing?’ or the
pimply resident who asked him to cough, then went away, frowning.
He was guite numb when Bruce returned, wearing a different
outfit, but with the same shit~eating grin.

“"Sorry I had to leave before, it’s just that this place is =0
stresaful. You know hospitals aren’t my thing.*' Bruce looked
from Duffy to his dinner and back again. * ¥You look so thin-
aren’t you eating anything?" He was wearing one of Duffy’'a old
shirts, with the sleeves cut off. Hia hair was perfectly
sculpted, a gentle tsunami that crested and fell over his right
temple. Duffy detected the unmistakeable bouguet of Egoiate,
sickening him as it blended with the fumes of steaming beef.

*Going out?"

“"Later Dinner at Maryanne’s with Joe and Joseph. then




Splash and - who knowat" Bruce was twirling the aiilver chain
that he wore, making it shorter and shorter. “Here's the thing.
Dove. I need atrength right now more than ever. Every time I
turn around there’s a new temptation. At lunch martinis jump off
passing trays into my lap. At- dinner I get physicaily iii
watching everyone else enjoying their margueritas. And when I go
out at night I pick up half-finished beers that have been left on
.the bar. OGther peopie’s backwash! That’s desperation!®

“Sounds...difficult."”

“I know I need help. The Program =aays that it’s all abount
forgiveness. Forgiving yourself. Being forgiven. Easy does it.
One day at a time."™

The silver chain was cutting into Bruce’s neck and fingers.
He released it, making a tiny tinkile. The =mall cross it carried
spun around madly, fiashing light in all direction=a.

“That’a why I came here in the firet place,' Bruce continued.
“We had a bad time breaking up and we both behaved less= than
perfectly.  I’'m tired of the shade, the coldnessa. I want
know something Duffy. I have to tell you this aso that I can be
free." Duffy watched a small, wet crystal moving from Bruce's
cheekbone towarda his jaw. There was aweat coliecting in the
holiow of his neck. His eyss were puffy and full. Bruce leaned
down close to Duffy’s face and said

*I forgive you."

The next thing was a blur of white nurses going in and out,




surrounding hia bed with the artilliery of their profession -

urinalils, trays, badpana - and chattering among themsileves in a
ienguage he had never heard before. The phone was ringing. in
the next room muffled voices were raised in conflilict. He felt
the salippery +f£luid going drip drip drip into his veinas and

noticed that outside the window it had begun to snow.

Latexr he woke up, socaked and alone. He realized that his
fever had =apiked again. He pressed the call button, hoping that
the nurse would bring him some ice packsa.

fLong minutes passed and he was satill aione. He was counting
each deep inhalation, pulling the air down into his gut. Ke
noticed that hia hands were trembling. He rang again.

Some time later he began seeing red flashes. He could just
make out the shape of his slippers in the shadows behind the
door. He pulled himself upright, put them on and sat on the edge
of the bed.

¥hen the red flashes turned into fireworks Duffy knew that he

had had enocugh. Hie anger was like rocket fuel - it propelled

him forward into the bright haliway, dragging his IV pole by its
plastic leasah. Rowsa of silent cdoors stretched away forever. - i

was hard to believe that behind each one of them someone was

suffering.




Burns - 14

Duffy was atill ailone. He noticed +that his blood was backing
ups dntol s the IV tubel a beautiful, ascarlet braceliet. He was
hunched over with the pain in his gut and his head was just about
to rip - opena It started in his spine, rising, then shooting out
the top of hias skull.

“4Yhat is this SHIT?™ Duffy acreamed, although no one was
there. “Where are you when I need you? Doean’t anyone care that
I“m in pain? Are there any human beings here? Is this tortureT?
Am I invisible? Am I insane?"

A disembodied voice from inside a dark doorway told him to
shut up.

“Why should I shut up? Why should I stay caim? Why should I

be forgiven? I“'m the one who's sick!? And I'm angry! ANGRY!"

There was a sudden storm of limbs and faces that burast all
around him voicesa filled with horror and contempt that
thundered and crashed and the feeling that he was being swept

away by a raging current, fast, but to where he didn’t know.

THE END




How | Got AIDS #7: Buena Vista

This one's different. This is how | definitely did not get AIDS.

| met Bob Chesley at the Los Angeles premiere of Jerker, and was instantly in awe of him.
Anyone who can come up with that sort of intense fantasy, who can keep an audience hard in
their pants for 90 minutes without ever showing dick, has a mind to be reckoned with. My
talents impressed him, too, so we hit it off pretty well. | saw him often after that, socially: at his
place, or mine (two blocks apart) or in the Castro--actually, we showed up at many of the same
sorts of functions. | was still performing at the Campus then, so my evenings were fairly chaotic,
but | still managed to take in my bite of culture.

One afternoon, he'd invited me over to his apartment--anyone who was ever there remembers
it vividly: the bird's-eye view of the best parts of Buena Vista Park--to take some photos. In
tights, naturally: his primo fetish. We had a great time, and the photos, when | saw them, were
eye-poppers: I'd owned tights for years, but never really realized what | looked like in them, or
the possibilities inherent in them. Hot-diggity! But after we were finished, and relaxing with a
cup of coffee, we got into the depths of his fascination with the image--particularly, with cartoon
characters. Now, | grew up without television,; it can only be a matter of speculation for me what
it's like for a gayboy of six or seven to watch tights-clad superheroes jumping around the tv
screen. Bob described it all too clearly for me, though. Again, he had the knack of creating a
fantasy from scratch and inserting it into your libido fully-formed. By the time he got out his
custom-made Superman costume to show me, | was all worked up. | asked him, with a strange
sort of hunger, if | could borrow it for a few days. He agreed; | rushed home with it, and promptly
put it on, began posing in front of the mirror and figuring out how to jerk off in and out of it...and |
got the sudden urge to call him and let him know how good it felt.

Once again: phone sex is not my thing. Emphatically. Phones make me nervous; talking
about sex in graphic terms embarrasses me. With Bob, though, anything was possible: he was,
after all, the man who defined phonesex for the stage. We had a brief, mind-blowing trip, both
of us came; and | told him to be at the Campus next evening for the 10 o'clock show.

Yeah, | did it. Started out as Clark Kent, to a tape of the Superman theme, followed by cries of
distress - at which point C.K. looked around, found a 'phone booth' and tore off his suit - and the
rest is pretty predictable. The audience ate it up: they always liked watching acts that could be
rationalized as Art, rather than Just Jackoff Shows. And | found it unexpectedly sexy, jerking off
while still wearing the tights. The management demurred, though--not vigorously, | had carte
blanche around there; but they thought that performers should strip down allthe way. Always.
Okay, it wasn't worth making a fuss over, and I'd had my fun. | still think it was one of the best
shows | ever did. It impressed Bob too, | guess: two months later, he presented me with the
script of his latest play, in which--voila!--was the character of Skip ("as in 'Skip to the good parts,"
he explained to me), doing a show very like mine. The play is called Come Again, and of
course no respectable theatre will touch it.

Okay, no unsafe sex in this episode. No Hollywood backstage wheeling'n'dealing. Just some
brilliant softcore photos; a dirty phonecall; a jack-off show in fights; and a fucking literary event
(unproduceable). Some of my fondest memories. Thanks, Robert.
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Dear Wulf —

Here's 2 photecopy of the male pectneun Crom (lemernte.
Let wme kvow 6 you want fo make 3 Scan, which will
revea| the well-rendered puclaers of the bumhole So much

bettec than this lowly reproduction.

Co much fun reviewing dafe Sex for Aryan Youth with you.
ln spite of its Raphaelicity and our thoughtlessly jaded
comments | it does, | T‘a{wk)i};‘:vﬁ 2 place in this world

fess obvious - :
for horny little boys curious dbout wileE wses of thewr and
othecs’ bumbholes . Thecefoce | recommend it for use in
cixth grade health classes, but not for classes in Interior
Decorstion or Shakespeare .

C-h@et’ic .f
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L
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