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For Phyllis, who is—and always has been—necessary to it all



PROLOGUE

On the morning of May 26, 1948, Professor E. K. Johnston was standing at the rostrum in a University of Missouri auditorium. The annual awards ceremony for the School of Journalism was in full swing. Best columnist, best sports writer, best feature writer—each award winner was called up to the stage, where Professor Johnston shook his hand and said kind and appropriate words as he bestowed a trophy of recognition. The professor had been on the University of Missouri faculty since 1924 and was now fifty years old, a man distinguished and comfortable in middle age, dressed formally in a light summer suit, spectacles balanced low on the bridge of his nose.

Professor Johnston had taken a place of honor on that stage because that academic year he’d served as acting dean of the School of Journalism. The elderly permanent dean, Frank Mott, had been on leave, and Professor Johnston was an apt choice as his temporary replacement: E. K. Johnston was a full professor, he was much loved and respected by students and colleagues alike,1 and he had a national reputation as a multiterm president of a professional fraternity for those working in the relatively new discipline of the science of newspaper advertising.2 Indeed, it was assumed by many at the University of Missouri that when the present dean retired, Professor Johnston would be named his permanent successor.

But as Professor Johnston was fulfilling his academic duties by shaking hands and wishing the aspiring young journalists continued success, he knew there was a warrant out for his arrest, issued by the county prosecutor.3 He suspected too that the charge against him was commission of sodomy. But for the moment, he wanted only to get through the awards ceremony—to fulfill his last duty of the academic year to the students in his charge—and he did.

When the ceremony was over, Professor Johnston drove himself downtown, walked into the county prosecutor’s office, and gave himself up. At his arraignment, he pleaded innocent. Thrown into the Boone County jail until he could raise bail, he spent two days behind bars.4

The county prosecutor, Howard Lang, had started the investigation six months earlier. There’d been a robbery, and a man was apprehended and brought in for questioning. It was he, Prosecutor Lang told the newspapers, who talked about a “homosexual ring” there in Columbia, Missouri, that carried on sex orgies. As happened often during police interrogations of homosexuals in the mid-twentieth century, police detectives grilled the robber until he named names. One of the names was Willie Coots, a thirty-nine-year-old gift shop employee. Coots was then brought in and was made to name more names. Each man that Willie Coots named was dragged in for questioning and grilled. A police department secretary took down in shorthand what each arrestee said, and she compiled a list of thirty names.5

Of all the men Coots named, the most interesting to the Columbia police, because of his prominence, was Professor E. K. Johnston. Coots confessed that he and the professor had lived together for ten years as lovers and for the last six years as friends. The police wanted more facts. Had he and Johnston held homosexual parties in their shared apartment? Yes, they had. More names; other homosexuals who’d had illegal congress with Johnston. Yes, he did remember some: just a few days earlier, there was a man named Warren Heathman. Heathman was a thirty-five-year-old World War II veteran who had fought overseas; he’d earned a master’s degree in agriculture from the University of Missouri and was now an instructor for the Veterans Administration’s farm training program.

Heathman could not be found at his home address, so the Columbia police sent out an all-points bulletin for his arrest. He was picked up by state highway patrolmen in Rolla, Missouri, about two hours away, and locked up overnight in Jefferson City’s Cole County Jail. In the morning, patrolmen shackled him and drove him to the jail in Columbia, and he too was grilled. This was serious business, they told him. Perjury is a felony for which he could be incarcerated for five years. Willie Coots had mentioned a big fish: a professor at the university. Did Heathman know E. K. Johnston? When had he last seen him? Where?

Heathman, disoriented and scared, did not take long to answer every question they threw at him. Yes, he and Johnston engaged in homosexual activities. Yes, on an average of every other week. Yes, usually in Johnston’s apartment. Yes, he’d been to homosexual parties not only in that same apartment but also at a cabin near Salem, Missouri. (“Mad parties of a homosexual cabal,” the newspapers would report.6) Just as Willie Coots had done, Heathman signed a statement implicating Johnston as the leader of the “homosexual ring.”

Heathman and Coots both waived their preliminary hearings; they did not want to drag out their ordeal. Because neither one was the supposed kingpin of the “homosexual ring,” their bail was set at $2,500 apiece, $1,000 lower than Johnston’s.7 The professor, however, was not as easily intimidated. He had gone himself to the police station and demanded to know why there was a warrant out for his arrest. When police detectives took him into a room to interrogate him, he knew his rights. He would say nothing to his inquisitors except “I want to talk to my lawyer.” He was permitted to call his attorney, Edwin Orr, who advised him not to sign any statement and not to waive his preliminary hearing.

From the Boone County Jail, he contacted his half brother in Kansas City, and a friend in Sedalia, Missouri, and borrowed money for the $3,500 bond.8 In their coverage of the story, local newspapers were sure to name both Howard Johnston, the brother, and Fred Hildebrandt, the friend, shaming them for having aided and abetted a homosexual.

Family newspapers within a thousand-mile radius of Columbia all seemed to pick up the story, which was covered by the wire services of the Associated Press as well as the United Press International. The local papers embellished their articles with sensational headlines. “Missouri Professor Held for Sodomy: Termed Principal in Homosexual Ring” was the Pottstown (PA) Mercury headline.9 The headline in Arkansas’s Hope Star was simply “Homosexual,” which was shocking enough all by itself in 1948.10

It was not until his temporary release from jail that Johnston learned that he’d been found guilty even before he was tried. “In view of the nature and gravity of the charges that have been made against Professor E. K. Johnston,” the president of the university, Frederick Middlebush, told reporters, “he has been relieved of his duties as a member of the university.”11 Hysteria spread. The superintendent of the State Highway Patrol, Colonel Hugh Waggoner, announced not only to the university’s board of curators but also to the media that Johnston was only the tip of the iceberg.12

The board of curators panicked. Allen McReynolds, its president, immediately called a press conference to promise the public, “The board will take such action as it deems necessary to protect the interests of the university.” McReynolds added defensively that homosexuals were “a public problem, and one that ought to be solved.”13 Missouri’s governor, Phil Donnelly, weighed in, assuring Missourians that he had ordered the president of the board of curators to confer with State Highway Patrol officials about the homosexuals they’d discovered and to make sure such people had no place on the university’s faculty or among the student body.14

On November 17 Johnston stood before Judge W. M. Dinwiddie of the Boone County Circuit Court. Johnston’s lawyer, Edwin Orr, had advised him that the prosecutor held in his hands multiple signed statements. He must throw himself at the mercy of the court. Johnston must have struggled to resign himself to this: How could he relinquish into perpetuity the image of the man he once was? How could he claim as his the character of a criminal? Orr promised that he would call witnesses who would talk about Johnston’s good character and plead for clemency. The witnesses would tell the judge there was no point in sending a man like Johnston to jail. The ex-professor was by now emotionally and physically exhausted. He’d lost his job, his good name, his beloved students, his entire career—even his pension. He was fifty years old. What would he live on for the rest of his life? He had no more fight left in him. And if he did not confess to the world of being guilty of sodomy and then throw himself at Judge Dinwiddie’s mercy, he would be locked in jail for who knew how many years to come.

Johnston pleaded guilty and did not open his mouth again for the rest of the trial. The principal witness for the defense was Dr. Edward Gildea, head of the Department of Psychiatry at Washington University in Saint Louis. Asked whether E. K. Johnston would be a menace to society if he were placed on probation, the psychiatrist said no, “though in my judgment he is a homosexual.” He was followed by a long line of character witnesses. Each confirmed that Johnston had been widely respected and liked; that a penitentiary sentence would not help him nor serve society; that he could be turned free without detriment to society.15

The pleas for clemency were not without effect. Judge Dinwiddie wouldn’t send the defendant to jail, he announced. He’d put him on probation for four years. Johnston must have felt a surge of relief, even joy. But the judge was not through. Johnston was required to post a $2,000 bond. It was his obligation to pay all court costs. Judge Dinwiddie ordered him to report regularly to Wayne Ballard, the state probation officer. Finally, Judge Dinwiddie concluded, “Your order of probation includes your cessation of all homosexual practices.”16

•  •  •

There’s a Women’s Memorial at Arlington National Cemetery. It was erected in 1997 to honor the two million women who have served in the American military, past and present. It sits on the grand four-acre ceremonial entrance; and its elegant structure, with its lofty classical design and its arced ceiling made of glass tablets, is worthy of the solemn site. There’s also an auditorium at the Women’s Memorial, where ceremonies are held to recognize the outstanding achievements of female military personnel. In that auditorium, army colonel Tammy Smith was pinned with two stars: one on each epaulet, making official her promotion to brigadier general. A ceremony that celebrates a woman’s rise to the rank of general is certainly rare, though not unheard of: there’d already been about fifty women generals or admirals serving in the US military. But the auditorium of the Women’s Memorial had never yet seen quite such a ceremony as the one that took place on August 10, 2012.17

At four o’clock, as a soloist sang “The Star Spangled Banner,” Smith, a short, slight, bespectacled woman who’d once been a senior parachutist and an airplane jump master, marched onto the stage together with her commanding officer, Major General Jack Stultz. Media cameras rolled and clicked. In General Stultz’s ceremonial remarks he talked about why Smith had been promoted to her elevated position: she’d racked up a fruit salad of medals in her distinguished twenty-six years of service in the army, which included a stint in Afghanistan as chief of army reserve affairs. General Stultz praised “the values she epitomized” and her ability as a leader. She is, he said, “a quiet professional who just knows how to come in and take over.”

Then the general introduced the guests of honor: first Smith’s elderly father and then her spouse and her in-laws. Traditionally, the stars on a new general’s epaulets are pinned by the two individuals most meaningful to that person. Smith stood at attention while her father pinned on one side and her spouse pinned on the other. Her in-laws too had an official role in the ceremony: they were chosen to remove the colonel’s shoulder boards from Smith’s uniform and replace them with a general’s shoulder boards. Next, father and spouse unfurled a flag—red with a white star—which is to be flown wherever Smith will be stationed to announce that a general is present.

There was little about this traditional ceremony that was unique—except that the spouse, Tracey Hepner, was a woman. It was a brave act, not because Smith might be in danger of discharge or losing her new rank, but because never before in the entire history of the US military had it been done.

Smith had told General Stultz well in advance that she wanted her wife to be part of the pinning ceremony. “He didn’t blink an eye,” she recalled; nor did the Department of Defense. “This is your story. It’s a good story. Don’t be afraid to tell it,” DOD officials said in encouraging her to respond to media requests for interviews about the inclusion of her wife in her promotion ceremony. “Tell them why it’s important to have Tracey pin your star. Tell them what it means to you.”18

What it meant, General Smith told the media, was that finally, with the repeal of “Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell,” she was able to feel “full, authentic, and complete” by no longer having to keep secret who she was. She had no desire to grandstand—to make political “coming-out” declarations. Her wife’s prominent role in the ceremony was Smith’s clear and simple statement that “this is my family.” Since Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell has been overturned, sexual orientation is considered a private matter by the Department of Defense. It’s a private matter for General Smith as well—but, she said, participating with family in traditional ceremonies, such as the pinning ceremony, is both common and expected of a leader. By including her wife, she was doing no more and no less than what military leaders have always done at such ceremonies.

•  •  •

What long-fought battles, tragic losses, and hard-won triumphs have brought us as a country from the days when a much-loved and gifted professor could be disgraced, thrown in jail, and hounded out of his profession as soon as his private life was revealed, to the days when a military officer could marry the woman she loves in broad daylight and be promoted, in a very public ceremony, to the rank of general with her wife by her side? How does the amazing evolution in image and status of gays and lesbians, as well as bisexual and transgender people, affect all Americans? And what remains to be done before they will truly be first-class American citizens? These are the stories The Gay Revolution will tell.



A BRIEF HISTORY OF CHANGING TERMINOLOGY

To nineteenth-century sexologists such as Richard von Krafft-Ebing and Havelock Ellis, men and women who were attracted sexually to the same sex, and those whose gender identity didn’t match their anatomical sex, were all “sexual inverts.” In the twentieth century, the sexologists’ conflation of sexual orientation and gender identity was reflected in popular culture. For instance, the protagonist of Radclyffe Hall’s 1928 novel, The Well of Loneliness, Stephen Gordon, who’d be considered “transgender” in our day, became the most famous fictional “lesbian” of the era.

Homosexual, another umbrella term coined by the sexologists in the nineteenth century, came into popular use in the twentieth century; it too made no distinctions, though in argot, all “effeminate male homosexuals” were called “queens”; “masculine female homosexuals” were called “butches,” regardless of the degree of their male gender identity. Midcentury civil rights organizations, wanting to take the emphasis off the “sexual” of homosexual, coined the term homophile.

Gay became an underground synonym for “homosexual” in the early twentieth century, encompassing men who were attracted to men, lesbians, people who’d later be called transgender, and bisexuals when they were acting homosexually. The first literary use of gay appeared in Gertrude Stein’s short story “Miss Furr and Miss Skeene,” written in 1908, about the tumultuous lesbian relationship between two of her acquaintances, Ethel Mars and Maud Hunt Squire. When Stein published the story in Vanity Fair in 1922, few readers would have known the underground meaning of gay, though homosexuals active in the burgeoning subculture would have recognized that Stein’s story, which plays with the word gay throughout, was an in-joke. The Stonewall generation, which preferred to describe itself as “gay,” brought the term from the underground into popular consciousness in the 1970s.

About the same time, feminism prompted women who were sexually attracted to other women to distinguish themselves from male counterparts by bringing into popular use the term lesbian (from Lesbos, birthplace of Sappho). As the movement for civil rights grew in the 1980s, “gay and lesbian” became practically one word, which was also intended to imply transgender people.

The term transgender had been in occasional use since the 1970s; in the 1990s, queer was becoming the term of choice for many young people. In the late 1990s, the acronym LGBT (lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender) came into use, as did LGBTQ, though “gay-and-lesbian” remained the most frequent descriptor, and was meant to be inclusive into the twenty-first century.

With the growing visibility of transgender people and the increasing willingness of bisexuals to identify themselves, LGBT became a popular term by the second decade of the twenty-first century. Other groups, in demanding recognition, have stretched the acronym as far as LGBTQQIAAP (which also includes Questioning, Intersex, Asexual, Allies, and Pansexual).

I’ve chosen to call this book The Gay Revolution because gay is still most widely understood as an umbrella term for a diverse community. However, in aiming for historical precision, I’ve tried to use the terms that were most current in each era I depict: whether homosexual, homophile, gay, lesbian, lesbian feminist, gay-and-lesbian, LGBT, and so on.


PART 1


SCAPEGOATS




Chapter 1


LAWBREAKERS AND LOONIES

“HOMOSEXUALIST PSYCHOPATHIC INDIVIDUALS”

Dr. Carleton Simon was an enlightened man. Though special deputy police commissioner for New York State since 1920, he opposed the death penalty, and he advocated the rehabilitation of criminals. He opened a psychiatric clinic to serve the mentally disturbed down-and-out of the Bowery; and he disputed the use of the “water cure,” a torture technique devised by the US Army to interrogate prisoners during the occupation of the Philippines in World War II. He was a star among law enforcement officials and the medical establishment, and among society’s upper crust, too.1

But Dr. Simon had his idiosyncrasies and prejudices. The bald, hulking doctor dabbled in phrenology. He assured his formidable audiences, including the New York Academy of Medicine and the New York State Association of Chiefs of Police, that a criminal could be identified even before he committed a crime by a drooping eyelid or a hanging corner of the mouth.2 Simon was also an expert on race. “Negro criminals,” he opined, were “dishonest, shiftless, and unreliable.”3 His 1947 lecture to the International Association of Chiefs of Police on “Homosexualists and Sex Crimes,” a model of bigotry and flawed logic, passed for science that lay people accepted uncritically. The “born-male homosexualists,” he asserted, are easy to spot by their female characteristics: their walk, body contour, voice, mannerisms, texture of skin, and also their interest in housekeeping and theatrical productions. The “women homosexualists” are fickle, always eager to add to their list of conquests, and are extremely jealous of the object of their lusts.

Though Simon granted that some homosexualists live as “decent members of society,” many, he insisted, have psychopathic personalities, are indifferent to public opinion, and become “predatory prostitutes.” He extolled the state of Illinois’s treatment of  “homosexualist psychopathic individuals” and recommended it be adopted everywhere. In Illinois, convicted “homosexualists” could be held as psychiatric prisoners until they “recovered.” If they “recovered,” they were then tried for having committed sodomy, which was punishable in that state by up to ten years in prison.4

Dr. Simon had influential counterparts all over the country, such as Dr. Arthur Lewis Miller, a Nebraska physician who was state health director. From that position of authority, Dr. Miller disseminated his theory about the homosexual’s cycles of uncontrolled desire, which were as regular as women’s menstrual cycles. “Three or four days in each month, the homosexual’s instinct [for moral decency] breaks down, and he is driven into abnormal fields of sexual practice.” Because the homosexual can’t control himself, the doctor told the Nebraska State Medical Association, science must step in. “Large doses of sedatives or other treatment” were what Dr. Miller recommended to help the homosexual “escape from performing acts of homosexuality.”5

When Dr. Miller was elected to the US Congress, he brought his ideas with him to Washington. As Congressman Miller, he authored a Sexual Psychopath Law for the District of Columbia.6 The Miller Act, as it was called, passed both the House and the Senate without difficulty. It made sodomy punishable by up to twenty years in prison. It also mandated that anyone accused of sodomy (defined as either anal or oral sex) had to be examined by a psychiatric team. The psychiatrists would determine whether the accused was a “sexual psychopath”—one who through “repeated misconduct in sexual matters” had shown himself to be unable to control his sexual impulses. If a man were picked up several times by the DC police for cruising in Lafayette Park, for instance, the psychiatric team could diagnose him to be a “sexual psychopath,” and he could be committed to the criminal ward of the District of Columbia’s St. Elizabeth’s psychiatric hospital, even before being allowed his day in court. Under section 207 of the bill, he would remain there until the superintendent of St. Elizabeth’s “finds that he has sufficiently recovered.” The Senate Committee on the District of Columbia called the Miller Act a “humane and practical approach to the problem of persons unable to control their sexual emotions.”7

•  •  •

President Harry Truman signed Dr. Miller’s bill into law in June 1948. Five months earlier, Alfred Kinsey’s Sexual Behavior in the Human Male had been published. No one who was reasonably informed could have escaped knowing about Kinsey’s book because it was reviewed in every major newspaper and magazine in the country. Kinsey’s name became a household word. He and his team had interviewed 5,300 men, asking each of them over three hundred questions: the Kinsey Study found that 46 percent of American males admitted that as adults they’d “reacted” sexually to both males and females; 37 percent admitted to having had at least one homosexual “experience” as an adult; 10 percent said that as adults they’d been “more or less exclusively homosexual” for at least three years.8

Even those who chose to believe that Kinsey’s numbers were inflated had to admit the likelihood that vast numbers of the male population were having sex with other men. But, in a stunning disconnect, lawmakers and the medical doctors who influenced them preferred to insist that people who engaged in such acts comprised a tiny distinct group, different from the rest of humanity. These “homosexuals” were lawbreakers and loonies, and they must be controlled.9

CONTROLLING THE LAWBREAKERS

About ten o’clock on the evening of September 4, 1959, Thomas Ferry, a strikingly well-built young man in tight jeans and a form-fitting T-shirt, walked into Tiger’s, a beer-and-wine bar on Los Angeles’s Sunset Strip. The routine wasn’t new to him; he’d been in Tiger’s five times in the last weeks. He sat down at the end of the long bar so that he could see the action, and he ordered a beer. Ten o’clock was early for a Friday night, and the crowd was thin. As Ferry sipped from his glass, he idly watched a shirtless man in his twenties, eyebrows penciled and eyes mascaraed, stand at the jukebox and feed it dimes, and then walk back to his seat with an exaggerated swishing of his hips. Ferry hadn’t taken more than a few sips of his beer before the bartender placed in front of him another full glass. The bartender nodded in the direction of a man sitting a few stools away. The man, in his thirties perhaps, was smiling at Ferry. Ferry had been in Tiger’s no more than ten minutes, but he knew he’d already caught his fish.

Ferry got up and walked over to where the man was sitting. “Thanks for the beer,” he said. “Do I know you?”  “No, but I’d like to know you,” the man said. He introduced himself as Jim Cannon and offered his hand. Ferry shook hands warmly, and then pulled a business card from a back pocket and gave it to Cannon. The card said that the affable young man was Tom Ferry, a salesman. “Well, pleased to meet you, Tom,” Cannon said, putting the card in his wallet.

“Let me buy you a drink now,” Ferry said, standing close to Jim Cannon’s bar stool.10

Two of Jim Cannon’s friends who’d just come back from San Francisco walked into Tiger’s and, spotting Cannon, came over to chat about their gay adventures up north. Ferry stood there patiently, listening. “Why don’t you sit down,” Cannon suggested, and Ferry took the stool next to him. In the dark of the bar, Cannon, still talking with his friends, put a hand on Ferry’s knee. Ferry sat there. Cannon squeezed his thigh, stroked his pubic area, and Ferry still didn’t move away.

After Cannon’s friends went off to find a table, Ferry said casually, “Well, it’s too dead in here for me. I think I’ll leave. Do you want to go? My car’s across the street.”

“Yeah, swell!” Cannon said, flattered by the buff younger man’s willingness. They left and crossed the street together. Officer Martin Yturralde, who was waiting in the unmarked car, got out to witness Thomas Ferry flash his officer’s badge at James Cannon, pull out his handcuffs, and make the arrest. Officers Ferry and Yturralde deposited the stunned Cannon into the back of the car and drove him to the Hollywood police station, where he was asked to take out his wallet and show his identification. Officer Ferry plucked his “salesman” card from Cannon’s wallet because he knew he’d be using it again.11 James Cannon was charged under Penal Code 647.5: Vag-lewd, which covered vagrancy as well as lewd and lascivious conduct.

Ferry’s report was added to the record the Department of Alcoholic Beverage Control had been building for months—reports of dozens of visits to Tiger’s by undercover agents and officers. After the deputy attorney general of California examined their testimonies, he affirmed the ABC’s recommendation. The bar’s license was revoked.12

•  •  •

The California Department of Alcoholic Beverage Control had actually been created because of homosexuals. Before 1955, there was only an Alcoholic Beverage Commission, under the Board of Equalization. In 1951 the California Legislature authorized and pledged to finance a four-year study on “Sexual Psychopath Legislation” in twenty-three states and the District of Columbia.13 Four years later, horrified (as they’d expected to be) by what the study told about homosexuals and their “victims,” the legislators passed a constitutional amendment that created a Department of Alcoholic Beverage Control and added a section to the Business and Professions Code that said that a liquor license could be revoked if a place was a “resort” where “sexual perverts” congregated.14

The newly created ABC was charged with maintaining public safety in establishments that served alcohol—and homosexuality, the legislature and most of America agreed, was intensely injurious to the public. Undercover agents and vice squad police were sent out on fishing expeditions, to find any evidence that the ABC could use to close the doors of homosexual bars. In San Francisco, by the late 1950s, there were so many undercover officers and agents that some nights they made up 25 percent of the people in the bar. For several months in 1959, for instance, agents were sent to a small, sedate bar on Geary Street, the Criterion Lounge. According to the hearing transcript of the agents’ testimony, one evening there were sixteen patrons and four undercover officers in the bar—each officer waiting for a patron to do something lewd to him.15

•  •  •

Lesbians were less likely than homosexual men to make a sexual move on a stranger after a brief conversation, but women agents and undercover officers were sent into lesbian bars as spies.16 Almost as soon as the Alcoholic Beverage Control was established in 1955, vice squad officer Marge Gwinn was sent with another undercover policewoman, Helen Davis, to do surveillance on Pearl’s, a lesbian bar that catered mostly to Latinas, for whom the place was like a social club. Gwinn passing for butch in boy’s pants and short pomaded hair, and Davis passing for her femme, hit pay dirt after only a few nights. Lorinda Pereira, a young woman in a dress and high heels, plopped herself down on the lap of short-haired Dorothy Gardner, who was decked out in a man’s shirt and fly-front trousers. Gardner petted Pereira’s leg and then rested her hand somewhere near Pereira’s pubic area—and Officers Gwinn and Davis quietly summoned their Oakland Police Department colleagues for a 1:30 a.m. raid. With a nod to the raiding police, the two officers identified the two women whose behavior was “injurious to public welfare and morals.” Pereira and Gardner were the first to be taken out to the paddy wagon. At the station, they were charged under Penal Code 647.5, “vag-lewds,” and were given suspended sentences of thirty days. Their “misconduct” was the heart of the ABC case to revoke Pearl Kershaw’s liquor license and shut the bar down.17

At a time when bars were the only public place where homosexuals could congregate, the loss of any gay bar was no small thing. Yet there was almost no public protest among gay bar-goers when Pearl’s was lost; nor when the North Coastal Area administrator of the ABC, Sidney Feinberg, declared a “vigorous” campaign to revoke the licenses of all gay establishments in the region. Feinberg, an imposing figure with a booming voice,18 announced publicly that he’d put a dozen undercover agents to work, “gathering evidence.”19 But to protest, homosexuals would have had to admit they were part of a group called “perverts” and “psychopaths.” Everywhere, homosexual anger was tamped down by shame and fear.20

•  •  •

If you let your homosexuality show, the streets were even more unsafe than the bars. George Barrett was a police officer with New York’s Sixteenth Precinct. “Germs,” “degenerates,” and “perverts” he called the homosexuals and “other lawbreakers” he ran into on his beat around Times Square, an area he dubbed “the sewer.” Barrett admitted to being “obsessed” with cleaning up the sewer and getting rid of the “germs.” His language, and his looks too, were a caricature of the hard-boiled film noir cop: “If I can’t get the best of a guy with punches, I’ll kick him, and if he’s a better kicker than I am, I’ll go with the stick or the jack, and if I have to, I’ll use my gun,” he told James Mills, a reporter for Life magazine in 1965. Mills described him in a long, illustrated feature article as having eyes as cold as gun metal and a jaw as hard and square as a brick. Barrett liked the description. “My wife says I got a mean look too,” he boasted. Most nights, Barrett roamed the area between Forty-Third and Forty-Fifth Streets, looking to bust homosexual prostitutes and their clients. He relished his work so much that he invited Mills to come along and watch the perverts with him.

“These animals, I’ll eat them up!” he told the reporter, who shadowed him up and down the streets. Barrett pointed out a group of five women standing together in a doorway: prostitutes and heroin addicts, all of them lesbians, he snarled. On a side street off Broadway, Barrett stopped when he saw a knot of six young men, two of them in a heated altercation. “Are you males?” he growled, though he knew they were. “Yes,” they said, startled by the sudden appearance of a cop. “Are you homosexual?”  “Yes,” they admitted. “Well, you germs walk up this street to Broadway and get lost. Don’t come back.” To the one who was the most aggressive, a black man, Barrett said, “I’m going to walk you around the corner to the subway, and you’re going to run down that hole and get out of here, and if you ever come back, I’m going to drill you right between the eyes, you understand that?”

Even reporter James Mills was taken aback at Officer Barrett’s violent threat to the young man. “Yeah, I was rough on him,” Barrett agreed. “But I won’t be hearing from his lawyers because the guy is an admitted homosexual.”21 Not one of Life’s millions of readers wrote to express their disapproval.22

CONTROLLING THE LOONIES

Poor or well-off; black, brown, or white; male or female—homosexuals were criminals or crazies or both. Vice squad officers Grimm and Beaudry spent the summer of 1962 cruising around the streets of downtown San Diego, protecting young sailors stationed at the naval base from the pitfalls of vice during their R & R. On the afternoon of July 1, they’d gotten a complaint, they said later, that “two Negro males” were extorting money from sailors by promising to hook them up with a female prostitute. At six o’clock the officers spotted a black man, Eldridge Rhodes, who fit the description of one of the supposed pimps. He was walking on Fifth and Market Streets in the company of Thomas Earl, a young white man who, though dressed in civvies, might be a sailor. Grimm and Beaudry parked their police car and tailed the two on foot for a block and a half, to one of the shabby downtown hotels. The plainclothes officers lingered in the doorway and saw the two men take the stairs up to a room on the second floor. The officers flashed their badges to the unnerved desk clerk and got the men’s room number.

The door to room 214 was closed, but through an open transom Officers Grimm and Beaudry heard a bed squeaking and “kissing-type” noises. Grimm discovered that the door didn’t fit tightly against the door frame, and there was a gap in the molding. Peering in, he could see the two men sitting on a bed, naked, embracing and kissing. When the men moved out of Grimm’s sight line, Beaudry gave him a boost so he could peer through the transom for a better view. Oral copulation.

Beaudry, too heavy for a boost, rushed back downstairs to the desk clerk and demanded a stool; he needed to confirm what Grimm had seen.23

Thomas Earl and Eldridge Rhodes were tried in 1963, a decade and a half since Drs. Simon and Miller had called for the psychiatric institutionalization of those found guilty of homosexual crimes. By now in many states, facilities had been built and mechanisms put in place. In California, there was Atascadero State Hospital, constructed in 1954 at the cost to taxpayers of over $10 million (almost $100 million in today’s money). Atascadero was a maximum-security psychiatric prison on the central coast where mentally disordered male lawbreakers from all over California were incarcerated. Inmates were treated at Atascadero by a variety of methods, including electroconvulsive therapy, lobotomy, sterilization, and hormone injections. Anectine was used often for “behavior modification.” It was a muscle relaxant, which gave the person to whom it was administered the sensation of choking or drowning, while he received the message from the doctor that if he didn’t change his behavior he would die.24

Earl and Rhodes were found guilty of violating Penal Code section 288a, which made oral copulation a crime in California that was punishable by up to fifteen years in prison.25 A district court sent them to Atascadero for an indeterminate period. Thomas Earl fought to get a retrial on the grounds that Officers Grimm and Beaudry did not have a warrant when they spied on him and Rhodes and broke into their hotel room. An appeals court ruled that looking through a gap in a door and listening to noises that came through a transom did not violate legal procedures, and once the officers saw what they saw, they were right to break into the room.26

•  •  •

Sally Taft Duplaix27 was a sophomore in 1956 at Smith, the rich-girl’s college. Classy all-American girl looks, stylish, and smart too, Sally had even been valedictorian at her posh high school. She seemed to fit perfectly into the Smith environment, until another student reported to the dean that she’d caught Sally and her roommate in flagrante delicto. Though wealthy whites, especially females, didn’t generally get arrested and committed to state hospitals for being homosexual, as did people like Thomas Earl and Eldridge Rhodes, they weren’t unscathed by the widespread assumption that homosexuality was a sickness and needed curing. A few years earlier, in 1952, that assumption had been made official in the American Psychiatric Association’s first Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, the psychiatrist’s bible. Homosexuality was “pathological behavior,” the DSM stated. Sally Duplaix was sent to the Smith College doctor, who informed her parents that they must put their daughter under a psychiatrist’s care.28

Duplaix’s parents weren’t uneducated, but they knew no more about homosexuality than did most other straight people at midcentury. Their knowledge on the subject came mostly from popular media—magazines such as the widely read Collier’s, which called homosexuality “the biggest taboo,” and associated it with “sexual maladjustment and sex crimes that twist the lives of tens of thousands of people into patterns that are as pitiful as they are ugly.”29 A flood of books and popular articles by psychoanalysts such as Irving Bieber, Charles Socarides, and Edmund Bergler promised that rescue was possible. With enough psychoanalysis (and the money to pay for it) homosexuals could be transformed into heterosexuals. Duplaix’s parents found a psychoanalyst for her in Manhattan, and five days a week she was to take the train in from the suburbs in order to be cured.30

Duplaix showed up dutifully, but she was uninterested and uncooperative, the doctor said. He told her parents she’d do better in a residential facility. He recommended Silver Hill Hospital in New Canaan, Connecticut, a place that looked like a five-star hotel on a country estate. As well off as Duplaix’s parents were, they had to take out a second mortgage on their home to afford the treatment. The facility specialized in super-rich alcoholics who came to dry out, but the doctor thought Duplaix would benefit from the multihour seven-day-a-week regimen of private and group therapy. She didn’t. She refused to stop saying that she was a homosexual and was not ashamed. The Silver Hill staff recommended that she be sent to a private mental hospital, the Elmcrest Psychiatric Institute in Portland, Connecticut.

There Duplaix was heavily medicated. She received both insulin-shock and electroshock treatments. She was told that if she didn’t behave, she’d be transferred to Littleton, the state asylum in the next town, which was far worse. She’d heard that lobotomies were sometimes performed to cure people of homosexuality, and she feared she’d be lobotomized.31 “Little Miss Spoiled in the Snake Pit,” she later said of her helplessness and dread at Elmcrest.

One evening Duplaix managed to escape, running through the autumn fields in search of a pay phone. She found one in a café not far from the hospital. She wanted to call her parents and beg them to get her out of Elmcrest. But the café was the first place the Elmcrest attendants looked for her. Before she could tell the telephone operator she wished to make a collect call, the attendants had bundled her into the hospital van and brought her back. From that point on, she was allowed to dress only in nightgown, bathrobe, and slippers, to assure she wouldn’t attempt another escape.

In December 1956, after five months of shock treatments and heavy medication, Duplaix was released to her parents, who again put her in psychoanalysis. She died in July 2012, at the age of seventy-six, still a lesbian.

The “malevolent monsters of the ‘mental health’ establishment,” she’d called the psychiatrists who treated her. But she’d overcome her anger toward her parents for throwing her to the monsters by telling herself that was what loving parents with some money and some sophistication did in the 1950s. It was no better and no worse, she theorized, than what poor or unenlightened parents did: they threw their homosexual children out into the streets.32


Chapter 2


AMERICA HUNTS FOR WITCHES

SCANDAL ON A TRAIN

On September 15, 1940, William Bankhead died. He was Speaker of the US House of Representatives and father of movie star Tallulah. After a memorial service in Washington, Bankhead’s body was shipped to Jasper, Alabama, to be buried in his family’s plot. President Franklin Delano Roosevelt ordered his entire cabinet to come with him to the burial. By thus honoring a southern politician Roosevelt was hoping to make a peace offering to the conservative Southern Democrats who were furious because he’d recently chosen as his running mate in the upcoming election the Left-leaning Henry Wallace. But on the presidential train returning to the capital, an incident occurred that would be distressing in the extreme to FDR.

The president’s security men learned of it shortly after it happened, but they kept it secret from him. He heard about it anyway, directly from the Federal Bureau of Investigation head J. Edgar Hoover, and he worried. If the public learned of the incident, his chances of being reelected could be seriously damaged. No word of it leaked before the election seven weeks later, and FDR won an unprecedented third term. But the incident on the train triggered huge repercussions for decades after.

Secretary of State Cordell Hull had been unable to attend Bankhead’s burial because he was ill, but the undersecretary had been sent in his stead. Sumner Welles was Harvard-educated and the scion of an aristocratic family that included a senator, two governors, a fabulously wealthy Astor, and even a Roosevelt. He was a tall, slender, patrician-looking man who sported Bond St. suits, silver-headed walking sticks, and a neatly trimmed moustache. He’d married appropriately (three times) and had two sons. He’d entered the US Foreign Service on the advice of FDR, at whose 1905 wedding Welles, then a twelve-year-old in short pants, had been a page. Early in his career, he negotiated protections for American investors in the Dominican Republic and he made peace among warring factions in Honduras. So it was not surprising that when Roosevelt became president, he named his old friend and distant relative to be ambassador to Cuba. When a feared socialist revolution was averted because the dictatorial Cuban president, Gerardo Machado, was persuaded to step down, Welles got the credit.1

That same year, 1933, Roosevelt nominated Welles to be undersecretary of state, and he easily won congressional approval. A short while later, he acted as the architect of the US–Latin American Good Neighbor Policy, which pledged that the United States would cease intervening in Latin American affairs but also strengthened lucrative trade agreements between the continents. By now it was widely agreed that Sumner Welles had a golden diplomatic touch, and it was assumed that when the perennially ailing secretary of state, Cordell Hull, retired, Welles would succeed him.2

On the night of September 17, 1940, on the presidential train back to Washington after Bankhead’s interment, Sumner Welles had joined Henry Wallace and several other top Roosevelt men for dinner in the dining car. Drinking whiskey after whiskey to unwind from the long, hot day, Welles was more than a little tipsy when he staggered back to his sleeping compartment. He did not sleep. About four o’clock he rang for a porter. John Stone, a black man who was the senior Pullman porter on the train, answered the ring. Welles offered him money for sex. Stone politely turned him down and retreated. But the very drunk Welles would not stop ringing the buzzer that led from his room to the porters’ quarters. Another porter finally came, and Welles made a move on him too and was refused. Again Welles rang the buzzer, and the fiasco was repeated with a third porter. In the porters’ quarters, the men shared their stories, and then the three went together to report the incidents to the conductor, who informed the Secret Service men on board.3

The following spring, William Bullitt, a presidential advisor to FDR, showed up at the Oval Office brandishing a sheaf of documents. They were about the Pullman porter affair. He wanted the president to read them. Bullitt had found out about the scandal because one of the porters had filed a complaint with the Southern Railway Company that was headquartered in Bullitt’s hometown of Philadelphia. The judge who received the documents supposedly implored Bullitt on his deathbed to make the story public.4

William Bullitt, a contentious and darkly brooding man, had several reasons for animosity to Undersecretary Welles. As a diplomat, Bullitt had negotiated relations between the United States and the Bolshevik regime, he’d been the first US ambassador to the Soviet Union and the ambassador to France, and he’d been Cordell Hull’s special assistant—all of which had given him high hopes that he might someday be the one to succeed Hull as secretary of state. And then Sumner Welles became the man of the hour and dashed his dreams. But Bullitt had even more personal reasons to be resentful of Welles. Homosexuals had ruined his life. Ten years earlier, he’d learned that his wife, Louise Bryant, was having a lesbian affair with the English sculptor Gwen Le Gallienne. Bullitt and Bryant had a bitter divorce. He’d had to sue for custody of their daughter so the girl wouldn’t be contaminated by “bad and dangerous company.”5 And now the State Department, in which he’d had a long proprietary interest, was in very “bad and dangerous company.”

Roosevelt read the first page of what Bullitt handed him, said, “I know about this already,” and handed back the documents.

Bullitt, puzzled that FDR wasn’t more upset, blurted, “But Welles’s actions open the way to criminal charges . . . This could menace the presidency by provoking a public scandal. He will be your Achilles heel.”

Roosevelt answered that he was confident that no newspaper would publish anything about the affair,6 and he’d make sure there’d be no criminal charges. At J. Edgar Hoover’s suggestion, he’d already assigned a “bodyguard” to go around with Welles and prevent him from propositioning any more men.7

“Mr. President, you’re thinking of asking Americans to die in a crusade for all that’s decent in human life,” Bullitt kept on. “You can’t have among the leaders of that crusade a criminal like Welles.” Bullitt’s list of reasons why the president must get rid of Sumner Welles went on and on. FDR, appalled and sickened, would hear no more. He ended the meeting. He canceled the rest of his appointments for that day and went back to the presidential bedroom to lie down.8

Bullitt found a more open ear in the secretary of state. Cordell Hull was resentful of Sumner Welles, who shared blue bloodlines and a deep friendship with the president and seemed always to be favored by him. Since FDR would not act himself to put Welles down, Hull ordered the very-willing Bullitt to pass the Pullman porter documents on to Republican senator Owen Brewster of Maine. Brewster, an adversary of FDR’s, did what Hull and Bullitt had hoped he would: he threatened the president with a senatorial inquiry unless Welles was fired.9 The president, contemplating a run for a fourth term, knew his enemies would revel in the enormous scandal.

As soon as Sumner Welles, ever a faithful friend to the president, understood what was at stake, he didn’t have to be asked to turn in his resignation.10

But FDR had a chance to vent his rage on William Bullitt. Sometime later, when the former ambassador to France was hoping to make a run for the job of mayor of Philadelphia, he asked for the president’s endorsement. FDR famously responded to the outrageously tone-deaf request, “If I were the angel Gabriel, and you and Sumner Welles should come before me seeking admission into the Gates of Heaven, do you know what I’d say? I would say, ‘Bill Bullitt, you have defamed the name of a man who toiled for his fellow man, and you can go to hell.’ And that’s what I tell you to do now!”11 To the Democratic leaders in Philadelphia, Roosevelt said, “Cut his throat!”12 Bullitt lost the mayoral race by a wide margin.

But satisfying as FDR’s rage-fest must have felt to him, the Sumner Welles incident with the Pullman porters became the ripple that began the tidal wave of Washington’s homosexual witch hunts.

KEEPING OUR NATION SAFE

Vice President Harry Truman assumed the presidency after FDR’s death in April 1945. He inherited the virulent animosity of the Right and their smear campaigns about “creeping socialism” from which Roosevelt had suffered. Truman realized that if he hoped to be elected in 1948, he would have to show himself to be as good a Cold War Warrior as any conservative Republican or Southern Democrat. To that end, on March 21, 1947, he signed Executive Order 9835, the Federal Employee Loyalty Program, which established review boards to work within all government agencies in order to fire any employee or not hire any job applicant suspected of being in any way “disloyal” to the United States.

John Peurifoy had been named assistant to the undersecretary of state the year before Truman signed Executive Order 9835. Unlike many State Department officials whose youths had been spent at Groton and Harvard (such as the effete Sumner Welles), Peurifoy had been a South Carolina farm boy. He prided himself on being a self-made man. Peurifoy had had to work as a night cashier in a restaurant to support himself when he was young, but his dreams were always grandiose. He would someday be the president of the United States, he’d announced in his high school yearbook.13 When Peurifoy first came to Washington, he’d spent his days toiling as an elevator operator in the US Senate Building and his evenings sitting in college classes. In 1938, at the age of thirty-one, he landed a job at the State Department as a $2,000-a-year clerk, but a few years later he’d quadrupled his salary and was raring for further advancement.

The wildly ambitious Peurifoy, given to wearing flamboyant neckties that a Saturday Evening Post reporter described as capable of “blinding a prairie dog at fifty paces,”14 ostensibly saw his main chance in the galloping postwar paranoia about threats to American safety, security, and normalcy. A clerk during the Sumner Welles debacle, he remembered the panic at State that homosexuals could be blackmailed by foreign powers to give up state secrets—and how FDR had virtually tied Cordell Hull’s hands. Now Peurifoy blasted the State Department’s Division of Security and Investigations for still being dangerously lax. He asked for and got permission from Secretary George Marshall to do what should have been done years ago: deal “in a direct and forthright manner” with the problem of homosexuality among State Department employees.15 Truman’s 1947 executive order gave Peurifoy the firepower he needed.

Peurifoy started an investigation of an unmarried, dandified State Department employee who, scuttlebutt said, had proclivities like those of Sumner Welles. Like the interrogation of Willie Coots in Columbia, Missouri, that led to the downfall of Professor E. K. Johnston and many more Columbia homosexuals, the first homosexual grilled was forced to cough up the names of all the homosexual employees he knew, and those were forced to cough up the names of all whom they knew.16 Peurifoy ordered that two investigators on the staff of the Security Division be assigned full-time to do nothing but detect homosexual employees and make “thorough and comprehensive inquiry” into their lives.

A couple of years later, Secretary of State George Marshall elevated John Peurifoy to the position of undersecretary of state for administration, the third-ranking position in the entire department. He was given complete jurisdiction over hirings, firings, and the “elimination of Communists and other dubious characters” from State.17 He excelled in his duties, especially with regard to “dubious characters.” If a male applicant was unmarried or in the least effeminate, Peurifoy ordered that his history be scrutinized—friends, coworkers, employers, all would get visits from State Department investigators trained in finding out whether the applicant was a pervert. Ninety-one employees were soon fired. “The Man Who Runs the State Department,” the Saturday Evening Post called Peurifoy in 1949, and observed that he was “looked upon with favor, even affection, by both Republicans and Democrats.”18

•  •  •

February 1950: Dean Acheson, who had succeeded George Marshall as secretary of state, was asked to appear before the Senate Appropriations Subcommittee. He was accompanied by John Peurifoy as his hiring-and-firing man. Acheson thought he’d been invited to speak in support of his department’s request for appropriations. But instead, he was ambushed. For two hours, Republican senators William Knowland, Styles Bridges, and Homer Ferguson—sworn foes of President Truman and Truman’s appointees—rancorously accused Acheson of tolerating disloyalty because he wasn’t quick enough to condemn his friend Alger Hiss as a Communist spy.19

“Would a friend of a person who is a member of a Communist front be a security risk?” Bridges asked, impugning Acheson’s loyalty. “Would a person known to associate with members of a Communist front be a security risk?” Bridges kept on, intending to humiliate the now seething Acheson. The senators demanded Acheson turn over the State Department’s “loyalty files” to their crony Senator Joseph McCarthy, who’d grabbed headlines a few weeks earlier when, speaking to the Republican Women’s Club in Wheeling, West Virginia, he waved a piece of paper in the air and shouted, “I have here in my hand a list of two hundred five Communists who are still working for the State Department!”20

John Peurifoy, hoping to give his besieged boss a respite, asked to speak and offered a distracting token. The State Department had, in fact, already gotten rid of 203 people who seemed to be security risks, he told the senators. Ninety-one of them were in the “shady category, mostly homosexuals.”21

It created a conflagration. Ninety-one homosexuals in the State Department. Who had hired them, and how many more were there? And where else in government were they? Two Senate Appropriations Subcommittee members immediately volunteered to do a preliminary study: Republican Kenneth Wherry and Southern Democrat Lister Hill. They would hold closed hearings on the extent of the problem of homosexuals on US government payrolls. “We have a chance for an educational job about sexual deviations comparable to what the Surgeon General’s Office has done on venereal disease,” Hill told the press. Homosexuality needed eradicating no less than syphilis.22

Wherry and Hill interviewed more than a score of government officials about homosexuals, or “moral weaklings” as they were alternately dubbed in Wherry’s report to the Appropriations Subcommittee.23 The star of their interviews was “tough, old Lt. Roy E. Blick,” as Newsweek called him24—an eighteen-year veteran of the DC police department, a true believer in the evils of perversion, whose “Pervert Elimination Squad” employed four men to do nothing but detect and arrest homosexuals.

“Out of your eighteen years’ experience, how many homosexuals do you think there are in the District of Columbia?” Wherry asked the lieutenant.

“There are 3,750 perverts employed by government agencies,” Lieutenant Blick declared confidently—though he later admitted that his precise figure was really “a quick guess,”25 based on his “own judgment” that there were about 5,000 homosexuals in DC and about 75 percent of them worked for the government.26 In the hysterical popular press, Blick’s figure grew exponentially: “There are at least 6,000 homosexuals on the government payroll,” the book Washington Confidential announced, “and these comprise only a fraction of the total of their kind in the city.”27 The New York Post didn’t settle for guesstimates: the Office of Naval Intelligence had the exact number, the Post announced: 7,859.28

“Is a homosexual, because he is a moral pervert, one that is an easy prey for blackmail?” Senator Wherry prodded Lieutenant Blick to expound on the dangers homosexuals posed to national security.

The lieutenant cooperated. “I would say that anything I want from an individual who is a pervert, I could get,” he answered. “I could get it quicker by the approach of exposing him than I could by offering him money.”

With such evidence in hand, Senator Wherry declared breathlessly to the Appropriations Subcommittee that “the guarding of government secrets upon which the life of our Republic may depend is lax. This sordid situation will shock the American people when they are given these facts!”29

Members of the subcommittee read Wherry’s report and concurred. They wasted no time in making a unanimous recommendation to the Senate. The entire executive branch of government must be thoroughly investigated for homosexuals—and a system must be put in place so that if an employee is fired from his job because he is homosexual, he won’t be able to turn around and find work in another government agency; he will be forever debarred from all federal jobs.30

The Senate agreed with Appropriations. A new Senate subcommittee was formed, with Clyde Hoey of North Carolina as its head. Republican senator Margaret Chase Smith, the only woman in the Senate, would serve as well. “Pervert Inquiry Ordered,” the New York Times announced to the public.31

Members of the House of Representatives weighed in too. Dr. Arthur L. Miller—the physician-congressman from Nebraska whose Miller Act threw convicted DC homosexuals into St. Elizabeth’s for indeterminate periods—ignited his fellow lawmakers by emoting on the House floor about what he’d been told by “a gentleman from the CIA”: “Mr. Göring of Germany had a complete list of all the homosexuals in the State Department, Department of Commerce, and Department of Defense. They knew who to contact when they came over here on espionage missions,” Miller asserted. “The danger of spies, the danger of blackmail, the fear of blackmail, has caused these people to sabotage our government!” No one among his listeners interrupted to ask for evidence: “And the Russians have the same list of homosexuals! They know who to contact when they come over here too!” he declaimed.32

The general public, fed on news of the ninety-one firings and hints of even more pervasive perversion at State, weighed in daily. A Washington Post reporter doing an inquiry of people standing in line for concert tickets asked one man where he worked. “The State Department,” the man answered sheepishly. Everyone in earshot burst into sniggering laughter. Another reporter got into a taxi and said, “Take me to the State Department, please.” The driver turned around in his seat to caution his passenger, “Fruits, the whole place is full of fruits.”33

•  •  •

The State Department stepped up its homosexual hunts; the Civil Service Commission pitched in. Together they scrutinized the files of the FBI, the vice squad, and the DC Park Police, and they created a master list of homosexuals to be purged. “Panic on the Potomac,” New York Post writer Max Lerner called it in a multipart series in July 1950.

By November 1950, five hundred more federal employees, not just in DC but in offices all over America, had been fired or forced to resign.34 That was only the beginning. In December Senator Hoey and his subcommittee issued their report: a spectacular conglomeration of pseudoscience, circular reasoning, moralism, prejudice, and scapegoating. The committee had consulted “eminent” psychiatrists and physicians, the report said, and they agreed that the indulgence in sexually perverted practices is a sign of a personality which has failed to reach sexual maturity. The subcommittee also took testimony from representatives of the FBI, CIA, and the intelligence services of the army, navy, and air force. All concurred that homosexuals constituted a security risk since homosexual acts are criminalized under federal, state, and municipal statutes; persons who commit such acts are violators and outcasts; and because acts of sexual perversion weaken the moral fiber, homosexuals will give in to blandishments by foreign espionage agents and to blackmail. On top of all that, homosexuals have a “corrosive effect” on other government workers because “these perverts will frequently attempt to entice normal individuals to engage in perverted practices.”35

To his fellow senators Hoey granted that when hunting for homosexuals, errors might be made, some employees might be falsely accused and fired; nevertheless, he said, for the sake of the nation’s security, “the American people are entitled to have errors of judgment on the part of their officials resolved on the side of caution”—that is, better to get rid of whatever number of “innocents” than to allow real homosexuals to slip through the cracks.36

President Truman was largely silent on the issue. Even if he thought that Washington was running amuck in mass hysteria, there was little he could say. It was as deadly to be soft on homosexuals as it was to be soft on Communists.37

HOUSECLEANING

Truman’s successor was not silent. “Let’s Clean House with Ike and Dick” was a major campaign slogan of Republican presidential candidate Dwight D. Eisenhower (nicknamed Ike) and his running mate, Richard Nixon. One of Eisenhower’s first presidential acts, in April 1953—he’d been in office barely three months—was to sign into law Executive Order 10450. The order specifically named as “security risks” not only Communists and subversives but those who behaved badly—the dishonest, the immoral, drunks and drug users, and sexual perverts.

Liberal Republican senator Clifford Case from New Jersey—a strong supporter of civil rights for Negroes and a passionate critic of Senator McCarthy’s Communist witch hunts—complained on CBS’s Face the Nation that the executive order did not go far enough. Homosexuals, because they were immoral and illegal, should be removed not just from sensitive positions where there was concern about blackmail, Senator Case said, but from all government positions.38

•  •  •

In the first half of the twentieth century, middle-class lesbians, who rarely went to gay bars or walked the streets in male garb, were seldom hassled by police or anyone else. If you didn’t hang out in dangerous places or look like a butch stereotype, a little discretion was all that was needed to stay safe. Until the lavender witch hunts, when middle-class lesbians who were employed in the few professional jobs open to women—teacher, social worker, nurse, government worker—became victims, too.

When Betty Deran was twenty years old, she signed up for the Women’s Army Corps (WAC). It was 1951. There was a war going on in Korea, she was very patriotic, she wanted to see the world—and she’d just sat through an alarming closed-door meeting with the dean of women at Northwestern University, where she was a student. A jealous roommate had told the housemother in their dorm that Deran was having a lesbian affair with another student. It was true. The housemother spoke to the dean, who summoned Deran and her lover to come to her office posthaste. The dean leveled charges, and the two young women denied them. Nothing was provable, so they were warned but not expelled. But Deran was so shaken that she left Northwestern for the WAC.39

In the military, she was an aide to a WAC major who, Deran sensed, was “a little bit too fond of me.” But the major was ordered by the general to whom she reported to break up a “nest of lesbians” in her company, and she did. Deran thought that those who were caught “were just damn stupid to be so blatant and open.” She left the military with an honorable discharge and went back to school on the GI Bill of Rights. In 1961 she got a PhD in Economics from the University of Michigan.

It was a time when there were few women PhDs and almost none in so male-dominated a field. But with her superlative credentials, Deran was hired by the Treasury Department as a tax economist. It was a plum job, reserved for PhDs from the most elite universities—virtually unheard of for a female in that era. With the woman who’d become her lover, Alma Routsong (who would later write the lesbian classic Patience and Sarah under the nom de plume Isabel Miller40), Deran moved to Washington, DC. Effervescent and outgoing, deservedly sure of herself and her talents, Deran kept her lover a secret and fit in well at Treasury, despite being the only woman in her department and a head shorter than any of her colleagues.

She’d been at the Treasury Department several months, and things were going swimmingly. She was working with eminent economists, people who’d come to Treasury from professorships at Yale and Harvard, such as Stanley Surrey, who was considered the greatest tax scholar of his generation. John F. Kennedy was president, and once in a while Deran’s boss, Harvey Kooten, dropped by her office with an exhilarating tidbit such as, “Well, I was talking to JFK. He liked your memo.” Deran’s only worry—a niggling bit of anxiety—was when she realized she still hadn’t been notified that her security clearance had been okayed.

When she’d come to DC for an interview, she was told that everyone employed at Treasury must get clearance—it was merely routine, they’d said. But month after month went by, ten months, and Deran still had no word about having been cleared. “Do you realize I haven’t gotten my clearance yet?” she finally told Harvey Kooten over coffee. She’d known before she took the job that being homosexual could be a problem if one worked in a “sensitive” government position. But it never occurred to her that working for the Treasury Department, making decisions about mineral taxation, “would be a job considered vital to the security of the United States.”41

“Well, the holdup on your clearance must just be some bureaucratic tangle,” Kooten told her. But a few days later, he came into her office and closed the door behind him. He was visibly upset. “I just discovered that your clearance papers have been sitting in the code box.” That meant she was being investigated. “For homosexuality,” he was told. He had no idea what triggered the investigation. Nor did she. Had a Civil Service Commission check turned up the Dean of Women—that unsettling meeting at Northwestern when Deran was twenty years old? Since the early 1950s, when John Peurifoy started the policy at State, if anything about a federal employee in a professional position aroused suspicion—male effeminacy, short hair on a woman, no spouse—investigators questioned landlords, past bosses, acquaintances, people from the employee’s childhood even. They even placed employees under surveillance to determine whether they frequented “homosexual places” or associated with “known homosexuals.”42

“Betty, please be careful,” Kooten said. He was clearly on her side. But she had been careful. She wasn’t “blatant and open,” like the WACs in her unit who’d been caught. She didn’t go to bars or hang out with obvious types or even talk about being gay to anyone she didn’t know well.

“Couldn’t we just send Dr. Deran to a psychiatrist or something to keep her?” Stanley Surrey (who’d become assistant secretary of the Treasury that year) suggested when he learned of the problem.

She ended up leaving the Treasury Department and going to New York to take a job for which a bachelor’s degree was enough qualification—and where everyone knew “the only reason they could hire me was because I was gay and couldn’t get a clearance, and I didn’t have much choice.”43

•  •  •

Witch-hunt fever didn’t infect every politician in Washington, but those who tried to fight it were sorely defeated—even seasoned men like Senator Millard Tydings of Maryland. Tydings was first elected to the legislature in 1922, when he was thirty-two years old. In July 1950, when he’d been there almost thirty years, he headed a Senate subcommittee to examine McCarthy’s allegations of the infestation of subversives at the State Department. In a thunderously angry two-and-a-half-hour speech, which the Washington Post described as “one of the bitterest and most bare-fisted personal denunciations ever delivered on the Senate floor,” Tydings warned his colleagues that they’d been “hoaxed” by McCarthy’s “false and vile charges.” He implored them to take “remedial action.” He called McCarthy’s henchmen, such as Wherry and Hoey, “men of little character who would prefer to serve their own ends rather than their country.” When his speech was over and the senators got up to leave, the incensed Kenneth Wherry, bumping into a member of Tydings’s subcommittee at the door, hurled an “unprintable epithet” at him, as the Washington Post reported; and when the Democratic senator from Texas, John Connally, admonished Wherry “not to do such things on the Senate floor,” Wherry slugged him.44

But that was nothing compared to what the McCarthy faction cooked up over the next few months, when Tydings was running for reelection: it distributed all over Maryland a doctored photograph that spliced together two separate pictures: one of  Tydings taken in 1938, and one of Earl Browder, a former leader of the Communist Party USA, taken in 1940. The picture they manufactured appeared to be one of Tydings cozying up to Browder, whom he’d never met personally. In the paranoid climate of post–World War II America, the phony photo did the trick. After three decades in the legislature, Tydings was defeated in that November’s election.45

McCarthy tactics were disturbing even to some conservative Republican politicians such as Harry Cain, senator from Washington State, who’d been a friend and early supporter of Joseph McCarthy and had even served on the Subversive Activities Control Board. By the mid-1950s, Cain was disgusted. McCarthy’s skill in “whipping his audience into a frenzy” reminded Cain of another orator he’d seen in 1935 in Germany, Adolf Hitler. Investigations of government employees who were “messenger boys, grain inspectors, librarians, and cancer specialists” were “sheer foolishness,” Cain warned. In an article in the mass-circulation magazine Coronet, he objected that “any suspicion of sex deviation” was bringing on a corps of security investigators and even a full-scale FBI check. He told of two young women whose jobs had nothing to do with protecting the nation’s security, but they were anyway being “hideously tortured” by a security officer who asked them “the most intimate and revolting questions and bullied them mercilessly.” It was “gestapo tactics,” or like a “lynching bee,” Cain protested. And he pleaded that the government come to its senses and stop hounding people who were not even employed in sensitive positions.46 Cain’s protests in a national magazine had no effect whatsoever. Investigations for homosexuality spread far outside the Beltway.

Tens of thousands of people lost their jobs.47 The firing of homosexual workers from nongovernmental positions was so ubiquitous, and their chances of being hired after losing a job so slim, that by 1956 the incipient homophile press was lamenting the “tragic plight” of many of its readers. They’d come to the end of their unemployment benefits, their savings had run out, and no matter their talents or training or work experiences, they couldn’t get a job because “their character investigation didn’t stand up.”48

Investigation fever seized even small businesses that had not the slightest connection to the government. National companies sprang up whose sole function was to serve employers by snooping into the background of employees or would-be employees and reporting anything that hinted at homosexuality or other undesirable traits such as drunkenness and dope addiction. One such company, Fidelifacts, made up of former FBI agents, sold their skills with a panic-inducing brochure that demanded “Do You Know Who You Are Hiring?”America had succumbed to “morality” hysteria.


Chapter 3


NO ARMY OF LOVERS: TOWARD A HOMOSEXUAL-FREE MILITARY

A RETIRED REAR ADMIRAL MAKES HISTORY

For weeks during the winter of 1957, four agents from the Office of Naval Intelligence commandeered a house on Coronado, a little island off San Diego. They were engaged in a security mission, they told the owners. Through holes in a fence, the intelligence officers peeked beyond the bird-of-paradise plants and bougainvillea bushes in the neighboring garden and spied into the suspect’s living room. To see what was happening in an apartment above the garage, they went up to the second floor of the home they’d taken over and used binoculars and periscopes to peer through windows.1

What they saw the first night was a fine foretaste of what they’d hoped to see: not a rogue sailor selling state secrets to the Russians, but a retired rear admiral, Selden Hooper, dancing with Roscoe Braddock, a twenty-two-year-old seaman who lived with Hooper when Braddock wasn’t at sea. The two men kissed. Then Hooper turned out the lights.

The intelligence agents agreed it was worth coming back a second night. They were disappointed that nothing of interest happened that night, or the following one; but their job entailed infinite patience. On the fourth night, they were rewarded. The slim and still-dashing six-foot-tall Hooper was having dinner with two young men: Braddock and enlisted sailor John Schmidt.

Roscoe Braddock left after dinner, and the sailor and Hooper went out to walk Hooper’s dog. The four intelligence officers waited patiently. Then the sailor and Hooper came back and had a few drinks. Then they watched television. The four intelligence officers waited some more. Finally, Hooper and Schmidt kissed, and undressed, and turned off the lights. That was quite a bit already, but the intelligence officers wanted even more. They returned night after night, peering through cracks and binoculars and periscopes, and taking notes and pictures.

In April retired rear admiral Selden Hooper was officially notified by navy counsel that the commandant of the Eleventh Naval District, Rear Admiral Charles Hartman, was filing charges against him for having violated the Uniform Code of Military Justice. He was being charged under Article 125 (sodomy), Article 134 (“conduct of a nature to bring discredit on the armed forces”), and Article 135 (“conduct unbecoming to an officer and a gentleman”).

Three weeks later, Hooper was called to the US Naval Station on the mainland, where he had to sit in the courtroom and listen as one witness after another testified in front of a court-martial board. Hooper was making history. Retired admirals had never before been brought up in front of a court-martial board and prosecuted under the Uniform Code of Military Justice.

•  •  •

The military had been Hooper’s life since 1921, when at the age of seventeen he left his San Francisco high-society mother and stepfather to enlist in the National Guard. Two years later, the handsome and gentlemanly Hooper entered the US Naval Academy in Annapolis. Upon graduating, he joined the US Navy as an ensign; he made lieutenant in good time. Then in 1937, at thirty-three, still a bachelor when most American men were married by twenty-five, he took a wife, the daughter of a wealthy paper manufacturer in the east. Their marriage, a high-profile society wedding,2 ended four years later when America entered into the war. He was made commander of the newly built naval destroyer Uhlmann, and he saw action in Okinawa, Formosa, and the Philippines.

On August 12, 1944, on a moonless, overcast night, Japanese bombers and torpedo planes attacked Hooper’s task group in the waters around the Philippines. He ordered his ship’s antiaircraft guns to open fire on enemy planes. Under his command, seven Japanese aircraft were downed during that one night. Captain Hooper was credited with having averted a crippling attack on a crucial fleet of American amphibian ships that were supporting allied positions.3 Secretary of the Navy James Forrestal pinned the Silver Star on Hooper’s chest, which took its place among two bronze stars, an American Defense medal, a Philippine Liberation medal, and a rainbow of commendation ribbons and valor ribbons. After the war, he became head of the Naval Reserve’s Eleventh Naval District, which included Arizona, New Mexico, Nevada, and Southern California. At his retirement in 1948, at the age of forty-four, Selden Hooper was bumped up to the rank of rear admiral, a “tombstone” recognition, as the military called it, of his exceptional performance in active combat and his twenty-five years of distinguished service.

But a few years later, a young sailor, caught by the law in one of the usual ways—entrapped in a bar or on a street or spied on in a men’s room—was grilled by the authorities and made to name names. In a familiar scenario, one of the names he named was a man of some prominence. The young sailor’s inquisitors were thrilled. A big fish would be caught—a rear admiral who threw parties in his home for “persons known to be sexual deviates.”

•  •  •

Hooper was no longer on active duty. His lawyers demanded to know what jurisdiction the military could possibly have over what he did in the privacy of his own home. The navy’s lawyers responded that even though Hooper had retired, he’d been entitled to wear the uniform and draw the pay of a naval officer. And retired officers are part of the nation’s national defense effort; therefore they’re subject to court-martial the same as active-duty officers.4 To assure there was no way Hooper could wriggle loose, Rear Admiral Hartman, the commandant who’d initiated the court-martial proceedings, ordered that Hooper be nominally reinstated to active-duty status.

Witnesses were called to testify against Hooper at a court-martial panel. Roscoe Braddock was forced to admit under oath that he and Hooper had shared a bed. (Intelligence agents had already supplied that information to the panel.) But they’d never engaged in sodomy, Braddock insisted. Then he chose to take any punishment the court would mete out to him rather than say more.5 Others, young men who’d been scared into baring all they knew, testified they’d seen Hooper embracing men, or they’d seen two men kissing in Hooper’s home. Some gave graphic details about their own acts of sodomy with Hooper.6

Hooper’s lawyer called scores of character witnesses to counter those damning testimonies: Hooper had a sterling record in the military. He was an upstanding citizen. They called members of the Kiwanis Club, the Lions Club, the American Red Cross, the chamber of commerce, all organizations to which Hooper belonged, and the witnesses testified that he’d worked unstintingly to help rehabilitate juvenile delinquents and serve the community. The lawyers called Hooper’s elderly mother, Rose Hooper, at that time a well-known painter of society women’s portraits. She lived in an apartment in her son’s home, she told the panel, and she was certain he was not a homosexual. They called a psychiatrist from San Diego County Hospital who also testified that Hooper was not a homosexual.

Rear Admiral Hartman sat in the courtroom through all of it, unsmiling but confident. A couple of years earlier, he’d stripped the rank and benefits of an honorably discharged naval lieutenant who’d been accused of joining leftist organizations after he left the service. An appeals court upheld Hartman. “Whatever may be the guarantees of civilian life,” the court declared, “the armed forces are not required to tolerate the typical tergiversations of the alleged subversive,”7 and if he was drawing a military pension, he had to abide by military rules, no matter that he was no longer on active duty. Rear Admiral Hartman could be sure of the strength of his case against Selden Hooper now because homosexuals were even lower than subversives in the court’s regard.

An officer of flag rank, as Hooper was, cannot be court-martialed without the agreement of a Military Board of Review and the Court of Military Appeals. Both bodies affirmed the decision of the court-martial panel. Even retired officers form a vital segment of our national defense, the chief appeals judge agreed in explaining his court’s 3-to-0 decision. “The salaries they receive are not solely recompense for past services but a means devised by Congress to assure their availability and preparedness in future contingencies.”8 That meant that Hooper could be stripped of his pension and all other veterans’ benefits, too.9

The final decision rested with the commander in chief of the armed forces, president and former general Dwight Eisenhower. But he’d declared “sexual perverts” enemies of the nation’s security within his first months in office; his opinion was predictable. Selden Hooper became the only admiral of the US Navy to be convicted by court-martial.

SERIOUS AND NOT-SO-SERIOUS HOMOSEXUAL-HUNTING IN THE ARMED FORCES

The American military had been homosexual hunting since 1919, when the assistant secretary of the navy, thirty-seven-year-old Franklin Delano Roosevelt, assigned special investigators to the Intelligence Office at the Naval Training Station in Newport, Rhode Island. Roosevelt had gotten complaints that sailors were engaging in “scandalous conduct” with male civilians at the Newport Art Club and the YMCA, and he ordered the investigators to ferret out homosexual behavior by conducting “a most searching and rigid investigation,” in which the very zealous investigators didn’t scruple to entrap the homosexuals by indulging in sex acts with them, to the point of ejaculation.10 This was the first massive “sexual pervert” witch hunt in America.

The following year, 1920, the military code of conduct, Articles of War, officially criminalized the commission of any homosexual act by a service member;11 but few people were charged. In the army, for instance, only about seventy-five soldiers were court-martialed for sodomy each year.12 It was only with the start of World War II that the US Selective Service tried to get serious about eliminating all men with “homosexual proclivities.” At induction centers, recruits were asked whether they were homosexual, made to bend over and spread their cheeks, and observed for feminine mannerisms. Five thousand were weeded out.13 But as the war progressed and manpower was desperately needed, scrutiny became halfhearted. Most men with “homosexual proclivities” slipped through. So did most lesbians who wanted to enlist.14

In the middle of the war, War Department Circular 3 made the military’s ambivalent policy toward homosexuals clear. Those homosexuals who were “reclaimable” were to be hospitalized and treated; if the treatment was successful, they were to be restored to duty. The Circular emphasized that “the mere confession by an individual to a psychiatrist that he possesses homosexual tendencies will not in itself constitute sufficient cause for discharge.”15 At a time when bodies were sorely needed for the war effort, the military would not easily let go of anyone. The next year, 1944, a new regulation, 615-360, section 8, mandated that homosexuals, whether self-identified or identified by others, must be examined by psychiatrists. But the psychiatric examination was to reveal the malingerer—the man “simulating homosexuality in order to receive a discharge”—at least as much as it was to reveal the “genuine chronic homosexual.”16

•  •  •

After World War II, there was a sea change in military policy. From 1947 to 1950, the number of military personnel shrank by almost 90 percent of what it had been at the height of the war, but the number of homosexuals who were discharged tripled. Serious screening began soon after the war. In directives of staggering ignorance, officers and military doctors were encouraged to spot the homosexuals by telltale signs of inappropriate gender behavior or appearance, and by inquiring into personal histories. Male homosexuals, for instance, would have a history of “shunning girls after puberty” and “abnormal attachment to mother.”17

In October 1949 the newly established Department of Defense issued a memorandum that left no doubt about how rigid the policy regarding homosexual men and women would be: “Homosexual personnel, irrespective of sex, should not be permitted to serve in any branch of the Armed Forces in any capacity, and prompt separation of known homosexuals from the Armed Forces is mandatory.”18 The various branches of the military got to work on implementation. In 1950, Army Regulation 600-443 delineated three kinds of homosexuals—all of them to be gotten rid of: aggressive homosexuals (those who forced attention on others) must be immediately court-martialed; nonaggressive homosexuals could avoid court-martial by resigning or accepting a dishonorable discharge; those with “homosexual tendencies,” against whom there was no hard evidence, must be removed from the military but could receive a general or honorable discharge.19

But in June of that year, America entered the Korean War, and bodies were again needed. The number of discharges shrank and remained low until the armistice was signed in 1953. Then it soared.20 The years that followed saw the most brutal homosexual-hunts in US military history.

CLEARING OUT THE LESBIANS

Women made up only 2 percent of the postwar military. But the percentage of lesbians among the women who did serve was huge. For obvious reasons: the social climate of the 1950s indoctrinated females to strive for 3.4 children and a house with a white picket fence. Few straight women were willing to serve their country instead. And women who were already married or had children under the age of eighteen weren’t allowed to enlist. Most lesbians had none of those disqualifications. Also, they knew they’d never have a man to support them. The military offered training that could be used to make a living in civilian life; it offered the GI Bill for advanced education, too. Common sense suggests that the WAC, WAVES (Women Accepted for Volunteer Emergency Service), WAF (Women in the Air Force), and Marine Corps Women’s Reserve were full of lesbians—despite the resolute decree of the Department of Defense that “Homosexual personnel, irrespective of sex, should not be permitted to serve in any branch of the Armed Forces.”

•  •  •

From the very beginning, Carlita Durand liked everything about the WAF: learning to carry out orders (no questions asked); the disciplined neatness (skirts and blouses starched so well that they stood up by themselves, nylons perfectly rolled, bras folded and put in the drawer in a specified way); the high moral standards (you weren’t even supposed to go to a bar in uniform). She liked especially being a team member. It was the best possible training anyone could have, she thought, and was honored to be part of it all. She was made a squad leader and was allowed to carry the flag. She was twenty years old, and her ambitions soared. “There’s something in me that would make a good officer,” she thought.21

Shortly before she’d joined the WAF, Durand had a brief relationship with another girl, Winn. It was right after her father died. One night she and Winn and a few friends had gotten a little high on Budweiser, and they sentimentally snipped locks of one another’s hair for mementoes. Durand kept Winn’s. She put it in the glove compartment of her car, together with a smiling picture of her.

But Durand wasn’t sure she was a lesbian. She thought she might be straight. She didn’t know what she was. Wiry and athletic, she sometimes liked to wear jeans and a boy’s shirt, and sometimes a dress and high heels. At her enlistment physical, the doctor asked her point-blank, “Do you like women?” “No,” she said. “Do you date?” “Yes,” she said. When a young man in the Medical Corps showed interest in her, Durand started going out with him. When a bunch of other WAFs invited her to go to Corpus Christi, Texas, to loaf on the beach and swim in the bay, she did that, too.

She finished her six-month medical training: setting IVs, drawing blood, cleaning tracheostomy tubes, lugging medical equipment while crawling under barbed-wire fences. Then she was assigned to work in the squadron orderly room until an appropriate spot opened for her elsewhere. “Airman Durand has been an outstanding airman in all respects and can be relied upon to do all tasks assigned to her promptly and efficiently, to the best of her ability. Her appearance and barracks area are always commendable,” her commander, Captain Barbara Pratt, wrote in an evaluation.22

One day, at work in the orderly room, Durand was summoned to report to the reception area of the barracks. Two men dressed in plain clothes were waiting for her. The badges they flashed said they were agents from the Air Force Office of Special Investigations. “We’re here to investigate you,” one told her without preliminaries.

“What for?” she asked.

“Homosexuality,” the other said. “Let’s go up to your room.”

They were emotionless, tall. Giants, in Durand’s head. She thought they’d come to put her in jail or court-martial her. “This is what it means to be scared out of your mind,” she thought. People were walking by. She was humiliated.

In her room, they went through everything as she stood there. They turned all the pockets of her skirts and pants and jackets inside out. They opened her locker and all her drawers. Everything she’d neatly rolled according to regulations they unrolled, even her nylons and bras. They found her address book. They looked through every page, demanded she tell them about her relationship with every female listed. Then they confiscated it. “Take us to your car,” they told her. They left her clothes and everything else strewn about the bed and floor.

They looked under the seats of the car; they took off the inside door panels. She had to stand there while they did it. People walking by turned their heads to watch. They took every piece of paper out of her glove compartment and examined it minutely. Then they found the lock of hair and Winn’s picture. “Here’s your girlfriend,” they said. “We need to contact this person.”

“No, we’re just friends!” Durand protested. They told her they knew she’d gone to a lesbian party in Corpus Christi. “Nobody told me it was a lesbian party,” she said. “Nothing went on there!”

She racked her brain to think of why this was happening. She remembered that one of the women with whom she’d gone to Corpus Christi was later investigated on charges of homosexuality and was kicked out of the air force. She must have named Durand when they made her name names.

They came back every few days to ask the same questions again and again. How many lesbian relationships? What did she do in them? Who were the other lesbians on base? Who were the lesbians she’d known before she enlisted? They ordered that she be sent for a psychiatric examination. The chief of the Lackland Air Force Base Medical Center Psychiatry Service reported that “at this time she was found to be free of mental defect, disease, or derangement and is not suffering from any condition which would warrant separation from the Air Force.”23 But she was not allowed to go to her duty post. She was confined to the barracks and assigned to a cleaning detail, scrubbing floors, picking up garbage outside the buildings. She was kept on base while the OSI men finished building their case against her.

She knew she’d be discharged. Captain Pratt, who was not unsympathetic, had told her, “Lee, this is not going to go away.” But the captain promised she’d recommend an honorable discharge. Durand feared that if she fought, they’d try to dredge up real “evidence.” She could be court-martialed. She was stunned and frightened and after three weeks of harassing investigations didn’t feel strong enough to fight.

Finally, the staff sergeant (whom Durand knew to be “one of the girls,” but who never got investigated) came to her to say, “Put all the air force property in your duffel bag. We have to go check them off.” Again she was led across the base. Again humiliated. She was being discharged under the DOD directive that said “known homosexual individuals are military liabilities and security risks who must be eliminated.”24

The honorable discharge Captain Pratt had promised was denied. She was given a general discharge, which meant that the world would know she’d been booted out of the military as unsuitable.25

•  •  •

Officers weren’t as easily expendable. But if they were homosexual, they not only had to stay in the closet, they also had to be complicit in the military’s harassment of other homosexuals. In 1953, at the end of the Korean War, Sue Young applied for a commission in the navy and was sent to the Women Officers Indoctrination School at the Naval Training Station in Newport. She’d grown up during World War II, her two older brothers had been soldiers, and she’d learned patriotism at the dinner table every night. Before entering the navy, she’d had four years of college at the University of Arkansas, but she hadn’t lost her Ozark Hills twang. Blond, five foot eight, and 120 pounds, she looked like a Coca-Cola poster of a 1950s college coed.26

She’d had crushes on girls since she was five years old but had never had a lover. Her company officer, Barb, a bright young woman only five or six years older than Young, had breezy, all-American girl looks and overwhelming charm. Young was quickly smitten. It was a wonder to Sue Young that when she was invited to a cocktail party on board a visiting ship, Barb was there too. And sat next to her. When she was invited with three classmates for a week’s vacation in Boston, Barb offered to take them, saying she had to get her new car serviced there. When Young was invited for Thanksgiving in New York, Barb said she was going in that direction and could drive her. That Thanksgiving weekend, they became lovers.

On the drive back that Sunday night, Barb stopped the car on a dark street, a few blocks away from the naval station. “I have to tell you something,” she said. “I’m giving a lecture tomorrow in your personnel administration class. It’s about how officers need to handle things if someone is reported to them for being a lesbian.”

Young listened in stunned silence as Barb went into detail about the instructions she would have to deliver the next day about what officers were obliged to do with lesbian personnel and the discharge procedures. “But don’t worry,” Barb said. Official policy was one thing, and personal life was something else.

Months later, Young finished Women Officers Indoctrination School and waited with the rest of her class for assignments to be doled out. Barb, good friends with the assignment officer (who was also a lesbian), asked the officer to assign Young to a nearby post. The arrangement lasted for years, during which Barb taught Young strict rules about how to survive as a lesbian officer in the navy: Don’t trust anybody unless you have absolute knowledge of him or her. Never let anyone see you upset when homosexuals are getting harassed or being discharged. Be ladylike, wear makeup; if you can stand it, date men for cover. Be “neat and discreet”—that one a private talisman, to be chanted daily by lesbian officers everywhere.

A LEFT-HANDED VICTORY

Fannie Mae Clackum was a Georgia girl—pretty and feminine, friends said of her. Soon after she graduated from Marietta High School in 1948, she entered the air force as a reservist and was sent to Barksdale Air Force Base in Louisiana. There she met Grace Garner, and they became inseparable. They were promoted together from privates to corporals, and by 1950, they were seen so often together around the base that they aroused suspicion. The Korean War had started, and witch hunts of homosexuals had slowed, but they hadn’t stopped entirely. When an obvious “pair” such as Clackum and Garner came to the attention of the Office of Special Investigations, the Office pursued with fervor.

In this case, OSI staged a sting operation using a decoy, another air force woman who befriended Clackum. The decoy and her “partner,” one of the other reservists, were going to visit an aunt in Dallas for the Easter holiday. She invited Clackum and Garner to come along, stay at the aunt’s spacious house, and go sightseeing in Dallas. When the “aunt” was nowhere to be found, the decoy told Clackum and Garner that she’d foot the bill for two motel rooms. They accepted, and the two “couples” checked into a Dallas motel.27

Soon after the Dallas trip, the decoy supplied the OSI with testimony that Clackum and Garner were a pair. They were called before their commanding officer and an OSI investigator and accused of violating the military’s prohibition against homosexuality. Clackum and Garner denied they were a couple and denied they were homosexual. Denial didn’t help. The OSI began its obsessive investigation of them, tearing apart their rooms looking for incriminating evidence, summoning them for repeated long and brutal interrogations.28

In October, their commanding officer told Clackum and Garner they must resign. They refused. They stuck to their story. They were friends and not homosexual lovers. They demanded to see documented evidence against them. When it wasn’t forthcoming, Clackum, the feistier of the two women, called the OSI’s bluff. She demanded a court-martial. That would force the military to produce whatever evidence it thought it had. It was a breathtakingly bold move: she’d grabbed the upper hand by challenging the OSI. No one had dared to do it before.

In November the commanding officer demanded that Clackum be examined by a psychiatrist. After twenty or thirty minutes, the psychiatrist concluded that Clackum was “a sexual deviate manifested by homosexuality latent.”29 She and Garner were both demoted back to private; and on the same day, January 22, 1952, they were given dishonorable discharges. Clackum demanded a hearing before the Air Force Discharge Review Board.

At the hearing, she brought in witnesses—acquaintances, clergymen, past employers. They testified to her “ladylike manner” and claimed it was “impossible to believe that she is a homosexual.” The OSI countered that it had solid evidence of her homosexuality. But except for the psychiatric report, it presented nothing. “What evidence?” Clackum’s lawyer demanded. He scoffed at the “absurdity” of the “oracular” psychiatric pronouncement that Clackum was a homosexual on the basis of a twenty- to thirty-minute exam. But the Air Force Discharge Review Board confirmed that both women were to be given dishonorable discharges.

The two women left Barksdale Air Force Base and went to live in Clackum’s hometown of Marietta. As though they had nothing to hide, or as though they were thumbing their noses at the OSI, or as though they really were lovers, the two got an apartment together and then waged war on the air force.

Eight years later, still living together, their case finally went to the United States Court of Federal Claims. Judge J. Warren Madden tore into the discharge board. Due process had been violated, he rebuked them.“The evidence upon which the case was decided was not present at the hearing, unless the undisclosed dossier which contained it was in the drawer of the table at which the board sat,” Judge Madden declared sarcastically in his written opinion.30 The women won their suit. They were granted back pay and all veterans’ benefits.

But homosexual witch hunts continued. The Clackum case was no victory for the right of lesbians and gay men to serve in the military. The judge’s major complaint had been that Clackum was, without evidence, “officially branded as an indecent woman.”31 If the OSI had presented credible proof that she and Garner were lovers, the Court of Federal Claims’s judge would have upheld the discharge board’s decisions.

The outcome of Fannie Mae Clackum v. United States does prove, however, that the witch hunters didn’t always have proof that could stand up under scrutiny. Those who were discharged were almost never caught in flagrante delicto: someone had been frightened into naming names, or they hung out with suspicious company, or they wore their hair the wrong length. But to challenge the Office of Special Investigations took more confidence than most young lesbians or gays had at a time when the government, the law, the church, the psychiatric profession, all colluded to tell homosexuals they were guilty just by being who they were. There was no one to encourage them to believe that they were innocent because homosexuality in and of itself is innocent.


Chapter 4


AMERICA PROTECTS ITS YOUNGSTERS

“NEW MORAL MENACE TO OUR YOUTH”

A mass hysteria hit Boise, Idaho, in fall 1955: almost 10 percent of the male population—bank vice presidents, high school teachers, shoe repairmen—were accused of having seduced young boys.1 It was symptomatic of bogeyman fears all over America. An article in the popular Coronet magazine titled “New Moral Menace to Our Youth” warned, “No degenerate can indulge in his unnatural practices alone. Each year thousands of youngsters of high school and college age are introduced to these unnatural practices by inveterate seducers.”2 Professors and teachers whose jobs threw them into regular contact with “youngsters” were suddenly being scrutinized for degeneracy. After E. K. Johnston’s arrest, the witch hunts at the University of Missouri expanded even to students—dozens were kicked out to prevent “contagion.”3 Witch hunts spread to colleges and universities across America: UCLA,4 the University of Michigan,5 the University of Wisconsin,6 Smith College,7 the University of Massachusetts,8 the University of Texas.9 The über–witch hunt, which targeted Florida educators and students, was carried out from 1958 to 1965 at the cost of millions of dollars to state taxpayers.10

Florida state senator Charley Johns billed himself as a populist, a supporter of the much put-upon “little man.” Johns’s father was a sheriff who’d been killed in the line of duty,11 and one of Johns’s first proposals as a new senator in 1947 was that the state should purchase a portable electric chair that could be transported by truck, along with an electric generator. The chair could be set up in front of any jailhouse, and when a capital offender’s time had come, anyone who wished could witness his execution, just like in the days of public hangings.12 His proposal failed, but the former railroad conductor and insurance agent from the rural town of Starke (population four thousand) was not daunted. Eventually he became leader of the “Pork Chop Gang,” a group of twenty segregationist Democratic senators from north Florida. The Pork Chop Gang managed to get Johns elected president of the Senate in April 1953. Florida didn’t have a lieutenant governor; so when Governor Dan McCarty died in office five months later, Charley Johns became acting governor.

Johns ran for governor on his own the following year and lost to the less flamboyant Senator LeRoy Collins, but his rural constituency reelected him to the Senate in 1955. “Communist people are behind a lot of this Negro agitation. We’re going to stop it, and let the chips fall where they may,” the fire-eating Johns proclaimed to the voters of his district.13 The Supreme Court ruling in Brown v. the Board of Education the year before be damned, Johns pledged; he’d fight to keep Florida schools—and all of Florida—segregated.

In 1956, in the midst of the Negro bus boycott in Tallahassee, Senator Johns announced that there were subversive organizations that were violating the laws of the state by carrying on Communist-influenced activities. He proposed that a Florida Legislative Investigation Committee be formed to investigate those organizations. His fellow politicians voted to appropriate money for salaries, per diems, office supplies, long-distance telephone charges, travel,14 even honoraria for spies. FLIC (or the Johns Committee, or “Florida’s Little McCarthy Committee,” as it came to be called by those who finally fought it15) began by investigating the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People (NAACP) for its subversive support of the bus boycott. The committee also investigated troublemaking individuals such as a black woman in Senator Johns’s hometown who’d been going out with a white man16 and a University of Florida botany professor who gave “integrated parties” in his home.17

But the Johns Committee hit a snag with the NAACP when it demanded that the head of the Miami chapter, black Episcopalian minister Theodore Gibson, and the white vice president, librarian Ruth Perry, hand over membership lists. They refused. Perry informed Senator Johns, “This committee’s demand constitutes an invasion of the rights of free speech and association of the NAACP, its members, and myself—all of which I claim and assert.”18 Johns’s committee then subpoenaed three more NAACP officials, all of them black, and accused them of having ties to the Florida Communist Party. They wouldn’t answer any of the committee’s questions either.19

“If blacks refuse to testify, they should be forced to. And if they still refuse, we should put them in jail!” Johns proclaimed.20

The NAACP fought Johns all the way to the US Supreme Court, and it won. “The NAACP could file anything, and that court would grant it!” the fuming Senator Johns told the Miami News.21 He was sitting on a pile of money earmarked for investigations, and as long as the Supreme Court was telling civil rights groups they didn’t have to answer his questions, he had nothing to investigate.22

But when a rabidly anticommunist professor at the University of South Florida alerted Johns that “known Communists” were being invited to speak on campus,23 the senator found a new focus for his committee. He and his team traveled up and down Florida interviewing students to find out if their professors had “Communist ideas.” They scrutinized reading lists and discovered that the young were being taught subversive and obscene material, such as The Grapes of Wrath, Brave New World, and Beat poetry. But faculty committees and the American Association of University Professors obstinately upheld the tenets of academic freedom and fought Johns’s attempts to censor what they taught.24 Again the senator had to look elsewhere to spend the bulk of his committee’s investigative money.

In the fall of 1958, the senator’s son, Jerome, who’d been a student at the University of Florida, told his father that he’d observed quite a few homosexual professors on campus. Coincidentally, when Johns’s chief investigator, R. J. Strickland, a former head of the Tallahassee vice squad, went to the University of Florida the following week to investigate Communist professors, he was told by his informants that there weren’t many of those, but the place was packed with homosexual professors. Strickland called Johns to relay what he’d learned.

“Well, get back there and take care of the problem!” the excited Johns ordered.25 Here was a fine use for the money the legislature had given the Johns Committee. Florida had a “crimes against nature” law, which made all homosexuals criminals. No court or professors’ union would dare tell Johns that homosexuals didn’t need investigating.26 Hundreds of homosexual professors, university students, and public school teachers were summoned by the Johns Committee to be interrogated; no one came to their defense—not even homosexuals themselves.27 They couldn’t say, as NAACP vice president Ruth Perry did, “This committee’s demand constitutes an invasion of my rights, which I claim and assert.” They knew that under Florida law, there was no “right” to be homosexual.

Remus James Strickland—R. J., or “Sergeant,” as Charley Johns called him28—had been the head of the Tallahassee vice squad and had a lot of experience in getting at the truth when a homosexual arrestee was intractable. He applied the techniques he’d perfected to the grilling of Florida educators and students at the University of Florida; the University of South Florida; Florida State University; the state’s Negro college, Florida Agricultural and Mechanical University; and at junior colleges and elementary and secondary schools all over Florida. University presidents and school principals cooperated. Senator Johns, they knew, could influence state funding.29

•  •  •

“Have you had homosexual relationships with anybody since you’ve been on the faculty over there?” Strickland questioned a man who taught English at the University of Florida.30

“No sir, no sir!” answered the rattled professor. He was married and the father of three children, ages five, twelve, and seventeen.31 He’d been plucked out of class in the middle of teaching freshmen students how to structure a paragraph; and now he found himself sitting in a room at the Manor Motel, a modest little inn not far from the university. The room, which had been rented by the Johns Committee, was where suspected homosexual professors and students were brought to be interrogated. Before the quizzing, Johns Committee counsel Mark Hawes, a pudgy, stern-looking lawyer from Saint Petersburg, “duly cautioned” suspects about the law against perjury, and then he swore them in.32 A stenographer sat in a corner of the room. A uniformed officer, John Tileston of the University of Florida Police Department, stood at the door.33 It was Tileston who’d accompanied the English professor from his classroom.

“You have not had homosexual relations?” Strickland continued.

“No, sir. I’ve been . . . I’ve had affectionate relationships with some of my students,” the professor answered, clearly grasping to figure out why he’d been brought to this motel room.

“What do you mean by ‘affectionate’?”

“Well, I’ve given them a hug, something like that, but I don’t think that . . . there’s anything wrong with that.”

Strickland, well practiced in the language that flustered, quickly came in for the kill: “Have you ever taken another man’s penis in your mouth and given him what is commonly referred to as a blow job?”

“No, sir!”

“Did you meet a man in the urinal in the restroom on the second floor of the library, standing at the urinal, you standing there, and he standing there”—Strickland gestured proximity—“with both of you having an erection, and did you ask him if he wanted to go to your office, and did you take him to your office?” Strickland was reading now from notes the stenographer had made earlier. “And did you lock the outer door and take him into the little room in your office and lock both doors to that, and there perform a homosexual act on him?”

“No! No, sir!” The professor was vehement.

“Bring him in,” Strickland told Officer Tileston.

The man Tileston led into the room a moment later repeated the details of the on-campus encounter, and Strickland reiterated to the professor that perjury and homosexual acts were both serious crimes, offenses punishable by five to twenty years in Raiford State Prison. But he would not prosecute someone who told the truth, Strickland assured the professor: “This is not a criminal investigation, this is a civil inquiry. The legislature just wants to find out the extent of this problem out here as it affects this university.”34 However, if the subject would not cooperate, Strickland warned, he would personally make sure that he was charged with sodomy under Florida law.

It was a Hobson’s choice: go to state prison for sodomy compounded by perjury, or admit guilt (and name others) and slink away from the university. He gave them one other choice, too—equally diabolical: “If you don’t want to talk to me here in private, you don’t have to. It’s your right to demand a public trial,” he told them. Of course, if they did demand a trial, the whole world would know they’d been accused of committing shameful homosexual acts. Most of the accused chose to slink away.

•  •  •

There were few women on university faculties in the late 1950s and early 1960s. Those who were lesbians pretended that partners were friends and male friends were fiancés, and they glued their feet to the closet floor. Most escaped detection. Of the fourteen faculty members terminated for homosexuality at the University of Florida, for instance, only one, a library science instructor,35 was female.36 Determined to nail lesbians too, Strickland turned his attention to elementary and high school teachers. In October 1959 he wrote the Johns Committee claiming that “admitted homosexuals” had informed him that fully 30 percent of the school teachers in the Tampa, Pinellas, and Sarasota areas were homosexual.37 He got permission to expand his witch hunts to the Florida public schools.

It wasn’t easy to catch lesbian teachers.38 They hardly ever engaged in sex in public places, so Strickland’s vice squad savvy didn’t help him much. Intent on finding them but having no idea how to go about it, he quizzed lesbians who’d gotten in trouble with the law, hoping they’d drop some teachers’ names. He even went to Florida’s Lowell State Prison for Women to ask inmates if they’d known any lesbian teachers. “I want you to be truthful with me, so we might help some small child,” he told them.39 Saint Petersburg Police Department sergeant David Hooper brought him an unemployed twenty-year-old female he’d arrested, who was a habitué of gay girls’ bars. “Have you had any occasion where teachers’ names have been mentioned to you as far as homosexuality is concerned, that you remember?” Strickland asked hopefully during his interrogation of her.

“No, this is something I never heard anything of,” the puzzled young woman told him.

Strickland didn’t give up: “Would you be willing to make an effort to see what you could find out?”

What could the young woman say? In trouble already, hoping her punishment might be mitigated, she promised, “Yes. If I thought it could be of some help, I would. I don’t know how I’d go about it, but I guess I could figure out some way.”40

•  •  •

TRAP LAYING

With the blessings of Senator Johns’s committee, Strickland paid people to be informants, such as a nineteen-year-old Tampa hustler, Dwight Evans,41 who often plied his trade at the Greyhound bus terminal. The investigators set up shop in Tampa, in a room at the Hawaiian Village, a cheap motel landscaped with tikis and bits of synthetic thatch. There they queried Evans, asking for detailed descriptions of the University of South Florida students and faculty he picked up at the terminal. They wanted specifics about the acts Evans committed with those men; and, if they took him to their homes, their addresses and the make, model, and color of their cars.

“Well, there isn’t anything I can think of now,” Evans declared after a long debriefing in which he named multiple names. “Probably later there will be, because, as I said, I do know quite a few people you’d be interested in here in Tampa. But I have talked quite a bit here, and I’m gonna have to think a little bit. I know some more.” Young Evans was a man who knew well how to tantalize his paying customers and make them come back for repeats.42

Strickland also paid female informers to help entrap lesbians. At Florida State University, an eighteen-year-old woman student, May,43 had read in the newspapers about R. J. Strickland’s homosexual hunts, and in September 1959, she phoned him. She offered her services, explaining that her close friend Cathy had become involved with lesbians and had been wooed away to West Virginia by them. Through Cathy’s suffering, May had seen up close, she claimed, “how destructive it was.” For that reason, she was “making an effort to do something about it.”44

May was full of ideas about how to help the Johns Committee investigators find lesbians on her campus: for instance, a girl she knew, Carol Lee Palmer, had been kicked out of FSU by the dean of women, Katherine Warren, for being a lesbian. Palmer was now living in West Virginia, but May could encourage her to come visit and bring her present girlfriend, and the investigators could arrest them and get Palmer to name all the lesbians at FSU.

Strickland didn’t seem to care that the eighteen-year-old’s story hinted at the vengeance of a spurned lover. He and State’s Attorney Mark Hawes cooperated completely with her on her bizarre scheme (financed, of course, by the taxpayers of Florida). She would write Carol Lee Palmer in West Virginia and say that she was herself interested in “becoming converted” to homosexuality, and that she was involved with a girl, but they were still “sitting on the fence.” Could Palmer come back to Tallahassee for a weekend with her present partner, Ruby Kelly, and “show us your side of the fence?” May and her “girlfriend” (also on the Johns Committee payroll) and Carol and Ruby could all stay for free at the Sunset Motel, May wrote Carol Lee Palmer. Her girlfriend’s mother had rented two rooms for out-of-town relatives who’d had to cancel their visit, she explained.45

That Saturday night of the visit, Attorney Hawes and Leon County sheriff William Joyce were listening at Carol and Ruby’s motel room window; when they “figured that the time was ripe, they broke through the door.” It was a bit precipitous: the two lesbians were only kissing. But that was enough. They were arrested for “crimes against nature” and taken to Leon County Jail.46

When Carol Lee Palmer was interrogated in jail, she couldn’t think of many names of lesbians to give Strickland, but she did say she’d heard a rumor that Katherine Warren, the dean of women at FSU—who’d been responsible for having her expelled—“was around some woman all the time and was living with some woman.”47

•  •  •

The proficiency of informants at snagging homosexuals helped to justify R. J. Strickland’s reimbursement requests for spy expenses. For example: “Enclosed you will find a voucher for informants’ fees in amount of $223.13, which includes $5.30 for confidential telephone calls for the month of July and $12.90 for the month of August,” he wrote to the chairman of the Johns Committee. He was anxious to protect his spies, and he imposed cagey secrecy on the committee: “It would be detrimental for those telephone toll tickets to become part of the public records in the Comptroller’s Office,” he warned the committee chairman in his request that the reimbursements be paid under the table.48

SWAN SONG

As much as Charley Johns and R. J. Strickland strived for secrecy and kept the public ignorant about their use of spies, word did eventually get out about the excesses of their tactics, and in 1963, moderate legislators tried to put an end to the funding for the Johns Committee. Charley Johns announced that if they had a gripe with him, he would gladly step down—but the work of the committee must not be stopped. He harangued his colleagues about the committee’s accomplishments: “Scores of homosexual school teachers and university people have already been flushed out,” he declared, and if the committee would be allowed to continue, “scores more would soon be gotten rid of.” And on top of that good work, the committee had “uncovered a ploy among homosexuals,” Johns announced. Homosexuals had planned to kidnap the eleven-year-old son of Municipal Judge John Rudd to get back at him because he’d been tough in sentencing them for their immoral acts, but their plan was nipped in the bud thanks to the committee’s chief investigator. “If R. J. Strickland never does another thing, that earned him every dime the committee has paid him,” Johns proclaimed dramatically.49

The majority of the legislature agreed. The committee was granted another $155,000 for the next two years and given an extended mandate: to ferret out homosexuals from all state-funded agencies. Charley Johns, R. J. Strickland, and Mark Hawes receded into the background, but nothing changed significantly.50

The committee, called more often by its formal name, the Florida Legislative Investigation Committee, after Johns’s departure, got its coup de grace the following year when an outlandish misstep revealed just how wacky its tactics were. In January 1964 the committee spent $720 to print a few thousand copies of a booklet titled Homosexuality and Citizenship in Florida. It came to be called “the Purple Pamphlet” because of its contents as well as the color of its paper cover. “Although this report has been prepared . . . primarily for the benefits of state administrators and personnel officers, it can be of value to all citizens,” the Purple Pamphlet declared. “[E]very parent and every individual concerned with the moral climate of the state should be aware of the rise in homosexual activity noted here, and be possessed of the basic knowledge set forth.”51 The pamphlet’s price as stated on the front cover was 25 cents; but bulk discounts were available for orders of one hundred copies or more.

The fetching picture on the cover of the booklet was of two buff young men in a lip-lock, both naked to the pubes. Inside was a picture of a handsome blond boy, sporting nothing but a piece of black silk over his genitals, arms akimbo, and muscled chest bound loosely with a rope. There were pinup pictures of pretty young boys glancing seductively at the camera. And there were sexually graphic tales about homosexual misdoings, and a glossary of gay argot, with terms such as “69 queen” and “browning queen.” FLIC hoped to demonstrate that Florida needed to pass a Homosexual Practices Control Act because homosexuals engaged in disgusting practices, like looking at pictures such as those reproduced in the booklet.

The Dade County state attorney, Richard Gerstein, threatened to sue for obscenity if the booklet was distributed anywhere in his area.52 “State-sponsored pornography,” the media called the Purple Pamphlet. It was reprinted by a homosexual book club in Washington, DC, and became a bestseller on the homosexual streets of New York.53

In 1965, after nine years of hunting for witches (seven of those years focused especially on homosexuals), the committee disbanded because the legislature cut off its funding. But the demise of Charley Johns’s committee was not the end of the persecution of Florida homosexuals. Richard Gerstein, the state’s attorney who in June 1964 had banned the Purple Pamphlet in his county, worried that the public might think he was soft on deviates. In July 1964 he announced a drive to rid Miami of homosexuals, claiming it was because Life magazine—in an alarming article that asked, “Do the Homosexuals, Like the Communists, Intend to Bury Us?”54—had identified the city as one of six in the United States that had “established homosexual societies.”55 “Homosexuals recruit youth,” Gerstein proclaimed, echoing Charley Johns. “It’s a growing problem, and anyone who says it isn’t is ignoring the obvious.”56

Gerstein’s drive to rid Miami of homosexuals succeeded no more than did FLIC’s drive to rid education of homosexuals. Despite Gerstein, despite the Johns Committee, despite Thomas Bailey—the state superintendent for public instruction, who continued to purge homosexual teachers even after the death of FLIC—homosexuals kept flourishing in Florida. But those Floridians who wanted to get rid of them wouldn’t give up. In the next decade, they spearheaded a hysterical campaign, dubbed with the heart-tugging moniker “Save Our Children,” which spread throughout America. Its message was culled from Charley Johns’s rhetoric: the lifeblood of homosexuals depended on their seduction of innocent youngsters.



PART 2

THE HOMOPHILES



Chapter 5


MATTACHINE


“WE ARE AN OPPRESSED CULTURAL MINORITY”

Harry Hay had a love/hate relationship with his wealthy, despotic father and with most authority. Hay spent a couple of years at Stanford University in the 1930s. Then he quit and rebelled against his conservative Republican parent in every way he could think of. He tried to organize migrant farm workers and longshoremen into unions. In 1934 he participated in the San Francisco General Strike to protest the capitalists’ treatment of labor. He joined the NAACP. He registered Mexican Americans to vote in the barrios of East Los Angeles. He joined the Communist Party.

Yet as a devout member of the party, Hay bowed to its dictates. Six feet three inches tall, with an elfish face that seemed to belie his height, Hay had known he was homosexual since adolescence. Party dogma said that homosexuality was a decadent by-product of capitalism and would die out with the demise of that loathed system. Hay, an original thinker, well read, with an encyclopedic mind, nevertheless took to heart the comrades’ knee-jerk distaste for homosexuals because party members expressed it as rational fear. Homosexuality was illegal all over America, they pointed out. It would attract closer government scrutiny of the CP and would jeopardize them all. So in 1938 Harry Hay looked around for a wife.

Anita Platky, with whom he’d participated in party political protests, caught his eye. She seemed a plausible choice to Hay. They both had strong social consciences. They shared artistic interests. She was tall, strong jawed, with a Prince Valiant haircut and a boyish air. She’d even once played an Amazon onstage. They adopted two daughters. The twenty-six-year-old Hay became a family man, though he couldn’t stop being homosexual in heart and secret deed.1

•  •  •

Ten years later, still married, two things happened to cause Hay to question both the life he’d made for himself and the party’s view of homosexuals as a dangerous handful of degenerates who must be expelled and ostracized. He’d been one of sexologist Alfred Kinsey’s 5,300 interviewees, and when Sexual Behavior in the Human Male came out in January 1948, he purchased a copy immediately. He was elated to realize that based on Kinsey’s statistics, there must be many millions of homosexuals in America. He carried the Kinsey Report with him everywhere, like a religious zealot carrying around a Bible.2 Then, a few months later, in the summer of 1948, he heard that a purge had begun of homosexuals who worked in the State Department. “These are the next scapegoats, to replace Negroes and Jews,” he thought. Negroes were being integrated into the armed forces and labor organizations. Truman and the United Nations had recognized the new Jewish state of Israel, and news of the horrors perpetrated by Hitler had put an end to anti-Semitism for the time being. Both Negroes and Jews had defenders.3 But no one would stand up for homosexuals, and they couldn’t stand up for themselves because they lived isolated lives. They were the one group of disenfranchised people who didn’t even know they were a group.

Hay had spent years agitating for minorities and underdogs. Now he realized that despite his dutiful attempts to blend into society, he too belonged to a minority; and its members were underdogs, just as surely as were racial and ethnic minorities. He would make the multitudes of homosexuals like him understand who they were: a minority that must band together and struggle against the outrageous persecution of their tribe.

Hay wasn’t the first to think of organizing homosexuals to fight for their rights. But he didn’t know at the time about the Scientific-Humanitarian Committee that Magnus Hirschfeld had started in Germany in 1897 with the hope of changing the laws that criminalized male homosexuality.4 He’d heard a little about the Society for Human Rights, which was started in Chicago in 1924 by Henry Gerber—someone had told him that the group had been dangerous, was shut down by police only weeks into its existence, and “brought everyone to bad ends.”5 He’d never heard that its express purpose was to protect homosexuals from those who would deprive them of  “their legal pursuit of happiness which is guaranteed them by the Declaration of Independence.”6 There was a New York group, too, the Veterans Benevolent Association, which had been started in 1945 to fight the mistreatment of homosexual veterans who’d received less-than-honorable discharges and thus were denied the GI Bill.7 The Veterans Benevolent Association was still going in 1948, though its numbers were small, and, being frustrated in its battle for rights, it morphed into a social organization. Hay had heard nothing of it either.8

He described his own conviction that homosexuals must organize as an epiphany that came to him one hot night in July 1948. He’d been invited to a beer bust near the University of Southern California by a homosexual student he’d cruised. Henry Wallace, who’d been vice president during FDR’s third term, was running for president as a Progressive Party candidate. As Hay and everyone else at the beer bust cooled off by guzzling quantities of Schlitz, it hit him suddenly that the time was propitious: “We’ve got to start a group,” he told the knot of homosexual young men who’d gathered round him. Hay had always been a charismatic speaker, and now his ideas flowed as freely as the beer. They could fight to make the Progressive Party include in its platform a plank for “a modernization of sexual legislation.” They’d need to be a little careful, of course. They could call themselves American Bachelors for Wallace—that would give them the cover that was crucial. Hay’s fellow beer drinkers slapped his back. “Brilliant plan!” they hollered, and they spun the idea even further. When Wallace got elected, their new group could agitate for a constitutional amendment against discrimination.

Hay went home in a delirium of excitement and stayed up past dawn, writing a ten-page treatise on Bachelors for Wallace. It was a call to action. The organization would champion the long-suffering homosexual minority. It would offer support socially, culturally, and politically. He thought big. It would have educational programs, counseling services, an organized campaign of legislative reform. The plan was exhilarating.9

At a decent hour of the morning, he called his student friend to get the telephone numbers of those who’d cheered his idea at the beer bust; then he called each of them. But sober, the homosexual progressives considered the dangers. Hay couldn’t get a single one of them interested. “A bubble of yeasty fantasy had soared,” he wrote later, “only to burst promptly in dawn’s early light.”10

•  •  •

Hay continued to be a husband and father and secret homosexual, but the epiphany he’d had that hot July night didn’t leave him. Then two years later, in July 1950, at his daughter’s dancing school, he met Rudi Gernreich, an Austrian Jew who, with his mother, had escaped Hitler’s annexation of Austria in 1938, when Gernreich was a teenager. Gernreich had had ambitions as both a dancer and a fashion designer, though he hadn’t yet designed the thong or the single-piece topless monokini that would catapult him to fame in the 1960s. The two men happened to be sitting together while Hay waited for his daughter to finish rehearsing for a recital. They found themselves agreeing about the foolishness of the recently started Korean War. They shared stories of their life on the Left. “Beautiful creature,” Hay was thinking all the while about the lithe, dark-eyed younger man.11 They made a date for dinner the next week, and they soon became lovers.

Hay’s hope to start an organization for homosexuals made perfect sense to Gernreich. He’d heard about Magnus Hirschfeld’s work in Europe on behalf of homosexual rights: the Scientific Humanitarian Committee and then the Institute for Sexual Research, which had been destroyed by the Nazis when they came to power. But why shouldn’t there be a group like that in America? His enthusiasm buoyed Hay, and together they hatched plans to proselytize others.

Armed with Communist Party–sponsored petitions demanding that US troops be recalled from Korea, they descended on Malibu Beach and the beach below the Pacific Palisades. Throngs of homosexuals gathered in those places on sunny weekends. The petitions would give Hay and Gernreich an excuse to approach the sunbathers, and as they were signing, Hay or Gernreich would say something like, “Would you also be interested in joining a group to talk about Kinsey’s findings on sexual deviancy?” They plied their wares every weekend for two months. Five hundred homosexuals agreed to sign the Communist Party–sponsored petition; but not one of them agreed to join a group to talk about sexual deviancy. Clearly they understood what was the more dangerous in 1950.

Hay and Gernreich were vexed but not vanquished. The multitalented Hay had taught a course, “Music, the Barometer of Class Struggle,” at the People’s Education Center, a Los Angeles night school for union members.12 He told Gernreich about an interesting young man: a pianist who gave up his music career to make a living as a chemist. He’d enrolled repeatedly in Hay’s class. Hay was certain that the very blond and youthful-looking Bob Hull was a homosexual. Why not give this Bob Hull a copy of the treatise Hay had written two years earlier? Gernreich suggested.

Hull, long enamored of his teacher’s brilliance, was swept away by the treatise. The beginning had come. He shared the treatise with his former lover and now roommate Chuck Rowland. He shared it also with a sometime lover, Dale Jennings, a writer who was working in his family’s business while he tried to sell his screenplays. Hull and Rowland had been active in Communist organizations; Jennings was a libertarian, but a sometime fellow traveler.13 All had spent years fighting for the underdog and against injustice. Hay’s call for the oppressed homosexuals to organize, they now agreed ecstatically, resonated with their sentiments exactly.

One afternoon when Hay’s wife and daughters were out, the five men met to discuss their next steps in Hay’s handsome old house overlooking the sparkling Silver Lake. But first, as Dale Jennings recalled, fearing spying eyes, they pulled down the shades. Then they locked the door. They spoke in modulated tones, too.14 “What is our theory?” Chuck Rowland wanted to know. As a Communist, he believed, he said, that “you’ve got to work with a theory.” The Coke-bottle glasses he always wore gave him an intellectual air. “What is our basic principle that we’re building on?” he demanded of the group.

Hay had long possessed the answer and had been waiting for two years to share it: “We are an oppressed cultural minority,” he said simply.

“That’s exactly it!” the others—even Dale Jennings, who was by nature a contrarian15—agreed. No one before Harry Hay had articulated those words—that homosexuals were “an oppressed cultural minority.”16

They would meet regularly in discussion groups and invite others to join them. But what would they discuss? Since they were all well versed in Marxist theory, they agreed that before they could talk about how to ameliorate homosexual suffering, they had to come to some theoretical understandings. Why did homosexuals have an inferior status in the world? Why could they be made scapegoats so easily? Injustice and oppression don’t come simply from prejudice and misinformation, they said. They’re embedded in the structure of society. They would figure out how that worked.17

It was their unanimous hope to attract to their discussions both men and women, black and white. They plunged into the venture. In December 1950 they asked various homosexual acquaintances to come to a meeting. Eighteen people showed up: sixteen white men, one black man, and one woman—a blond fashion model friend of Rudi Gernreich’s, a lesbian by the name of Flo. Pessimistic about the possibility of homosexuals doing much of anything as a group, she never returned. Gernreich invited another lesbian model to later meetings—Katherine Cassidy—but she didn’t last long either. It was hard for women to see how the group’s discussions, which centered on male homosexuality, could fix whatever oppressions lesbians faced.18 But not many men came back either. The talk was far too cerebral for most people. What good would such talk do in helping them cope with the very real problems of being homosexual in an unfriendly, punitive world?

In April 1951 two motorcyclists showed up at a discussion group: Jim Gruber,19 a twenty-four-year-old ex-marine who was studying for his teaching credential at Occidental College, and his lover Konrad “Steve” Stevens, a twenty-six-year-old photographer. They alone of the new people came back for several meetings in a row. Brunette Steve Stevens and blond Jim Gruber were so much of one mind that the group christened them “Stim.” The two brought with them a youthful vigor that energized the five regulars. They also brought with them a bisexual woman friend, German-born Ruth Bernhard20 (who would later become one of the most famous photographers of the female nude). At forty-six, with prematurely silver hair, Bernhard was much older than most of the early members. She was one of the few women who didn’t mind that the group’s discussions seemed to take for granted that male and female homosexuals shared all the same problems. She too returned for meeting after meeting, and, along with Gruber and Stevens, she became part of the inner circle for a short while.21 Stim and Bernhard, untutored in Marxist theory, forced the discussions to be less abstract and speculative. They brought with them several new people, who also came back.

The group had been calling itself by the easily misunderstood name Society of Fools. No one really liked it. Harry Hay had thought at different times of names such as International Bachelors Fraternal Order for Peace and Social Dignity, Social Minorities United for Civil Security, Bachelors Anonymous, Androgynes Anonymous (which he compared with Alcoholics Anonymous).22 But those names were dreary, or they didn’t say what he and the other members hoped the organization would be. One evening Hay pulled from his vast and random store of knowledge the history of the Société Mattachine, a secret fraternity of the medieval and early Renaissance eras in France. Young bachelors—the Société Mattachine’s members—used to join together in clandestine dances and rituals during the vernal equinox, Hay told the discussion group. They would also appear in public dressed in motley and masks, and, using satire as their weapon, they would speak truth to power and challenge the oppressive church and state.23

Most of Hay’s listeners were enchanted with the story. Gruber and Stevens called out, “That’s gotta be our name! Mattachine!” Dale Jennings (who played contrarian to many of Hay’s ideas after his initial fascination wore off ) claimed later that it was Hay alone who wanted to name the group “after a passel of medieval clowns.”24 But the name did suggest appealing parallels.Twentieth-century homosexuals also were a secret fraternity. They also lived in disguise and met clandestinely. They also had to find ways to challenge tyrannical oppression. The Mattachine Society, the group would call itself.

•  •  •

Harry Hay’s wife divorced him. She’d accepted from the start that he was a homosexual; but Mattachine was beyond acceptance. “It’s inimical as far the children are concerned,” she told him.25 As long as he’d kept his homosexuality a secret, the children couldn’t be harmed. But everyone would know about it now because he’d started an organization for homosexuals. News of such a bizarre group would surely make the papers; the girls would be ostracized. Hay didn’t contest the divorce, nor did he protest when the court awarded sole custody of their daughters to Anita Platky. He agreed to alimony and child support. He divorced himself from the Communist Party too. He would not endanger the party by his homosexual activities, nor would he be hindered by the party’s hostility to homosexuality. He was also free now to lead the personal life he’d always known was most natural to him, and to lead the organization he’d birthed.

In July 1950—when Mattachine was still only a glint in Hay’s eye—he concocted a complex plan. The group would be a secret society, a cross between the Masons and the Communist Party cell structure of the 1930s. There’d be five degrees, Hay decreed, each having its own insignia, from the first, Order of Fools, to the highest, Order of Pharaoh (later named the Order of Parsifal). He described that Fifth Order as “the historic personification of the Androgynous Ideal.” The cell structure would not only optimize secrecy but also define the working groups. There would be study groups, welfare groups, even first-aid squads (sort of hotlines—“to provide therapy, guidance, or counsel on a 24-hour basis to members in emotional or psychological distress”).26 People would use made-up names, too. That way, everyone would be kept safe. When Mattachine was born the next year, it adopted a lot of its parent’s guidelines.

To throw hostile forces off the track even further, when members of the Mattachine Society’s Fifth Order decided to register the organization with the state of California as a nonprofit corporation, they changed its name to Mattachine Foundation Inc. and listed as its board of directors three heterosexual women. The president of the board was Mrs. Henry Hay, the name of Harry Hay’s widowed mother, Margaret—who loved her son unconditionally and never gave a thought to the sexuality of “homophiles.”27 Mrs. D. T. Campbell and Romayne Cox, Konrad Stevens’s supportive mother and sister, were the other “board members.” The three women had no role at all in the group other than to help mask its membership and purpose. Mattachine Foundation Inc.’s official address was for several months Margaret Hay’s home address.

Secrecy and convolution had a purpose. They helped insure Mattachine’s safety at a time when mighty enemies—from the Federal Bureau of Investigation28 down to the local vice squad—made it dangerous to be a homosexual. But secrecy and convolution added drama and intrigue, also. No one even got as far as attending a cell meeting unless he or she was invited by Fifth Order members. The process of invitation too was complicated. Mattachine held semipublic formal discussion groups in the homes of people whom the Fifth Order knew well and knew could be trusted. The Fifth Order was always there, acting as surreptitious scouts, identifying likely members by the aptness of what they said and how well they said it. The scouted never knew the scouts were Pharaohs or Parsifals.

But the discussions at these semipublic affairs were often stiff and oddly judgmental—such as one on “Sense of Value” (“The homosexual has a false sense of value, especially concerning money. The heterosexual is concerned with what money can do to enhance his life; the homosexual tends to make a fetish of money,” the discussion note taker wrote down dutifully),29 and another on “Social Directions of the Homosexual” (“Homosexuals need to be concerned about developing ethical standards to curb licentious conversations”).30 Such moralizing wasn’t likely to draw eager throngs. So though the Fifth Order was out scouting, membership that first year remained sparse. What happened in the spring of the second year changed everything.

“NOW IS THE TIME TO FIGHT!”

Mattachine’s Fifth Order member Dale Jennings was a slight, studious-looking man. The wire-rimmed glasses he wore occasionally gave him a monkish appearance. He’d been married briefly to women—three times—but by his midthirties, his romances were all with men. In February 1952, he’d broken up with his lover and fellow Fifth Order member Bob Hull. He’d been living alone for a while, but now he was lonely. One evening he left his Echo Park apartment and went on foot in search of a good movie to fill a few empty hours. There were several theaters a couple of miles away, bordering Westlake Park. Jennings had studied cinema for two years at the University of Southern California and was trying to write screenplays. He’d become something of a film aficionado, even a bit of a snob, and the first two theaters he passed were showing movies that didn’t interest him. He cut across Westlake Park and headed to a theater on the other side. But Jennings had been walking for a while, and nature called. He stopped off at one of the park’s public toilets—to do nothing, he claimed subsequently, other than what “the city architect had in mind when he designed the place.”31

Jennings’s version of the story, which he told in court, was that when he left the toilet, he was followed by a big, rough-looking man who caught up with him and wanted to know if he had a light, and wasn’t it a nice night, and where was he heading. Jennings answered, “No,” “Yes,” and “To the movie theater right over there.” But the movie that was posted on the marquee was one that Jennings had already seen, and it wasn’t worth a second viewing. Instead of buying a ticket, he turned around and headed home. He felt panic, he told the jury, when he saw that the same thuggish-looking man who’d tailed him out of the restroom was still right behind him. Jennings was sure he’d be robbed. He walked fast, he took detours, but he couldn’t lose the fellow. Finally home, Jennings fumbled to unlock his apartment door. The man ran up and pushed his way in.

The scene that followed was surreal, as Jennings described it. The man sprawled on Jennings’s divan, touched his own private parts, and made lewd proposals. ( Jennings “flitted wildly” all the while, the prosecutor told the jury; Jennings said he “flitted” because he was so unnerved that he couldn’t think how to get rid of the guy.) When the man finally strolled to the back bedroom, Jennings thought, “Now I can telephone the police,” but the man commanded him loudly, “Get in here!” and Jennings obeyed. The man was sprawled on the bed, his jacket off, his shirt unbuttoned. “So what kind of work do you do?” he asked Jennings incongruously. “How much do you make? What’s the rent here?” He slapped the bed, ordering Jennings to sit down.

“You have the wrong guy,” Jennings claimed he said.

“Hey, I know you’re a homosexual. Let down your hair,” the man told him. “I was in the navy. All us guys played around.”

“You have the wrong guy,” Jennings repeated. That was when the man grabbed Jennings’s hand and tried to force it down the front of his trousers. Jennings struggled to pull away, he recalled for the jury. And that was when a badge loomed in his face, and then the undercover officer pulled out his handcuffs and locked Jennings’s wrists together. “Maybe you’ll talk better to my partner outside,” the officer said.32

The partner wasn’t outside. The officer led the handcuffed Jennings through the streets for eight or ten blocks.33 People turned their heads to see what a perp looked like. The partner was found on a dark side street near the park, sitting with another policeman in an unmarked car. Jennings was forced into the backseat; the man who’d tried to entice him to sex climbed in with him. The three policemen carried on shop talk and laughed a lot while they sat in the parked car with their handcuffed prisoner. They ignored Jennings for minutes at a time, and then suddenly a voice would boom at him in the dark: “How long you been this way?” “Where do you work?” “What do you get paid?”

Finally, the driver started the car. It crept along the streets at ten miles per hour, toward the nearby Lincoln Heights Jail, and then past it; then the driver doubled back, and then passed the jail again. Jennings was sure he’d be taken out to a deserted country road and be shaken down or beaten up. But again the driver doubled back toward the jail. “Plead guilty, and you’ll be all right,” all three officers advised him as they led him in to be booked. The ordeal in the car had taken almost ninety minutes.34

Jennings refused to sign anything. He demanded to know the specific charges against him. He said he would make no statement without a lawyer.35 By now it was eleven thirty. He asked to be allowed to make a telephone call. At two in the morning, he was finally permitted to use the phone.

It was Harry Hay whom Jennings called, though for the last year, they’d often been snarly with each other. (“He’s got all the humor of Moses striding down the mountain with that dratted Decalogue,” Jennings once said of Hay.36) But Harry Hay was the only person Jennings knew to have a checkbook.37 “They’re asking me fifty dollars for bail,” Jennings told him.

Hay showed up with the money at six thirty that morning. “Let me take you to breakfast at the Brown Derby over on Wilshire Boulevard,” he told Jennings—because he’d recognized already that this incident could be the start of something momentous for Mattachine. They sat in a small booth at the café that was shaped like a man’s derby hat. Hay put heavy hands on Jennings’s shoulders and spoke in hushed, solemn tones, “You’d have nothing to lose, Dale. You’re working in your family’s business. They won’t fire you.”38 The courts had already decided that wiretapping and speed entrapment violated a citizen’s Fifth Amendment rights. Jennings could argue that sexual entrapment violates those same rights. Mattachine would be standing behind him every minute.39

Jennings wasn’t sure he wanted to be made a cause célèbre. And he resented Hay staring down at him “in his best Screen Actors Guild style.”40

But Hay went on. They’d demand a jury trial. Jennings would admit he was a homosexual. But he would contest the charge that he’d made advances to the undercover officer. He would argue that the officer tried to entrap him. Hay had every step figured out. They’d try to get the American Civil Liberties Union to take the case.41 But if the ACLU wouldn’t, Mattachine would do something that had never been done before: ask other homosexuals for money to support a homosexual cause. Mattachine would point out that in the past it had been impossible to find a homosexual with courage and conviction who would stand and fight. But such an opportunity was now being offered: Jennings was ready to fight for the sake of them all.42

Jennings, suspicious as always of Hay, nevertheless said yes.

“Okay!” Hay jumped to his feet. “I’m going home and calling an emergency Fifth Order meeting, eight o’clock, your apartment,” he told Jennings.

Not a man of them missed the meeting. Jennings would be a test case, they agreed. They would form a Citizens Committee to Outlaw Entrapment. They would print leaflets and distribute them in homosexual bars and anywhere else homosexuals went. They would send them to homosexuals they knew all over the country. They’d raise the necessary legal fees, and, even more important, they’d get the word out that Mattachine was fighting to make clear to the world that homosexuals were not ipso facto lewd and dissolute.

“NOW Is The Time To Fight,” the leaflets proclaimed. “The issue is CIVIL RIGHTS,” they declared. Almost nobody ever before had dared to suggest that homosexuality might have anything to do with “civil rights.” The leaflets emphasized that what had happened to Jennings could happen to anyone. “How will YOU prove your innocence when a friendly stranger strikes up a conversation with you and turns out to be a member of the vice squad arresting you for lewd and indecent conduct?” the leaflets inquired provocatively before making the “ask”: “funds are urgently needed at once to conduct the trial in the local courts and eventually, if need be, in the higher courts.”43 When had homosexuals ever read such fighting words? Pledges of funds poured in. Mattachine hired George Shibley, a liberal lawyer from nearby Long Beach, who’d defended labor unionists and a dozen young Mexican Americans in the famous Zoot Suit murder case in the 1940s.

•  •  •

It had been universally true: when a man was arrested under “vag-lewd,” he would plead guilty or nolo contendere. Then he’d pay his fine and walk out of the police station with the fervent hope that he’d put the awful incident behind him. But not this time. “Yes, my client is a homosexual,” attorney Shibley said in his opening statement to the jury on June 23, 1952. “But homosexuality and lasciviousness are not the same thing.” He declared that his client was innocent of lasciviousness. “The only true pervert in this courtroom is the arresting officer,” Shibley proclaimed, and he described Jennings’s version of the man’s bizarre attempts to get Jennings to have sex with him. The trial went on for three days. Shibley called one witness after another to tell the jury at length what it was like to be a homosexual in the sociopolitical climate of 1952.44

The jury deliberated for thirty-six hours and ended in deadlock. Eleven jurors found Jennings innocent. The chairman of the jury (“The bastard of the ballad,” Hay called him45) dissented. Jennings was without a doubt guilty, the chairman insisted, and vowed that he’d “hold out till hell freezes over.” The city attorney—frustrated by the hung jury and reluctant to put the city through the expense of another trial—declared he would not continue prosecuting so trivial a case, and he moved for dismissal, which the judge granted.

But the case was not trivial: Jennings had actually admitted to a court to being a homosexual—and still he went free.46 It was the first time in California history that an admitted homosexual was exonerated after being charged as “vag-lewd.” Mattachine knew it must use that fact to make political hay immediately, and it worked. Hundreds of people began attending Mattachine discussion groups. Many were selected to be Mattachine members. Groups sprang up all over Southern California, and then Northern California, and then Central California. Homosexuals in Saint Louis, Chicago, and New York wrote to Hay to say they were interested in establishing Mattachine discussion groups there, too.47 They wrote to ask for help with their own entrapment cases. In early 1953, when Bayard Rustin (who would become Martin Luther King’s chief strategist a couple of years later) was arrested by the Pasadena police and charged with having sex with two men in a parked car, his defenders immediately turned to Mattachine: Might it have been entrapment? they wanted to know, and “Is there any way he can be saved?”48

•  •  •

Dale Jennings had been given unprecedented support by the homosexual community. But he wasn’t “abjectly grateful,” he announced. By joining his fight, homosexuals had served themselves as much as they’d served him: “A bond of brotherhood is not mere blind generosity. It is unification for self-protection. Were all homosexuals and bisexuals to unite militantly, unjust laws would crumble in short order.”49 That was precisely the point Mattachine needed to drive home, the Fifth Order realized: unjust laws would crumble if homosexuals united. That was the tack to make Mattachine grow. “This small victory alone will not suffice,” Mattachine’s leaflets proclaimed after Jennings won his case. “We must have more victories and in the highest courts.”50

“HATH NOT A HOMOSEXUAL EYES?”

The success of Harry Hay’s group led directly to its failure. Mattachine had been cast into prominence at the height of the government’s hunt for subversives. When no one was paying attention, it didn’t much matter that its founding members were politically as well as sexually subversive. But now, as a result of their victory, a spotlight was beating down on them. Suddenly there were twenty-seven active Mattachine discussion groups nationally and letters of inquiry from European cities, too. A movement of consequence was at stake.

So when an article appeared in a Los Angeles newspaper naming Harry Hay as a Marxist,51 the others in the Fifth Order called a meeting. To Hay’s dismay, they asked him to stop representing the Mattachine Foundation in public. They had to disavow one “subversion” in order to take heat off the other. Hay could continue to write on behalf of Mattachine, but only under a pseudonym he’d used in the past, Eann MacDonald. He felt whipped.52 But he agreed that “Harry Hay” would disappear entirely from Mattachine Foundation Inc. In February 1953 the Fifth Order published an official policy statement: “The sole concern of the Mattachine Foundation is with the problems of sexual deviation. The Foundation has never been, is not now, and must never be identified with any ‘ism,’ political, religious or otherwise.”53

The Jennings’s win and Mattachine’s mushrooming fame had whetted the Fifth Order’s appetite. They decided to take another unprecedented step. They’d remind politicians that homosexuals were legion, and that they were voters, and that they wanted their rights as citizens. During campaign season for the 1953 Los Angeles city elections, Mattachine Foundation sent letters to city council candidates to introduce the organization and ask them about their views on civil rights for homophiles. They sent letters to school board candidates, too, to tell them that “the sexual hygiene programs in City Schools must be modernized to meet the needs of potential sexual deviates.”54 Those plucky (and touchingly foolhardy) moves were the beginning of the end.

One of the letters fell into the hands of Paul Coates, a columnist for the Los Angeles tabloid the Daily Mirror. Coates specialized in lurid topics, from B-girls to religious quacks. “The already harassed and weary candidates for office were whacked with a broadside from a strange new pressure group,” Coates wrote now with sensationalistic flair. Though ignorant of the Communist histories of the founders, he’d learned that Fred Snider, the attorney who’d drawn up the articles of incorporation for Mattachine Foundation Inc., had been called before the House Un-American Activities Committee when it met in Los Angeles in October 1952. Snider had taken the Fifth, a sure sign he was hiding Communistic activities, Coates implied. It didn’t matter to Coates that just a month earlier the Mattachine had disavowed all “isms.” What mattered was that the organization claimed there were as many as two hundred thousand homosexuals in the Los Angeles area—and they were in bed with a Red. “Eventually homosexuals might swing tremendous political power,” Coates proclaimed. “A well-trained subversive could move in and forge that power into a dangerous political weapon.”55

•  •  •

Marilyn Rieger, nicknamed Boopsie, was a large, energetic businesswoman, a recent recruit to Mattachine, who’d brought a number of lesbians with her. She was developing philosophical ideas about the homosexual’s place in the world, and, as an ardent joiner, she was pleased to find a group on whom she might try them out. A couple of weeks before the Coates editorial appeared, she’d led a discussion group in the affluent Beverly Glen section of Los Angeles on “Why Homosexual Marriages Fail,” and, as was customary, she’d forwarded the notes of what had been said to the Mattachine Foundation. Harry Hay, more secretive than ever about the identity of the leadership but keen to encourage the new members, wrote back under the guise of  “Mrs. Henry Hay,” telling Rieger that her detailed notes were “about the finest we have ever received.” Rieger, flattered, replied, “I hope I will be called upon again to perform any service I can for the Foundation.”56

So when Marilyn Rieger read Paul Coates’s statement about a “well-trained subversive” moving in and controlling Mattachine, she—a successful entrepreneur who had no quarrel with capitalism—was personally offended. She’d attended about twenty-five Mattachine discussion group meetings, she informed Coates in an outraged letter the day after his piece appeared, and she could vouch that “there is no political aim of the Mattachine Foundation Inc. other than to fight for the right of man. It is definitely and absolutely non-partisan.”57 She received no reply.

But Coates’s allegations troubled her. They made her begin to think that perhaps she’d jumped into the organization without sufficient circumspection. Why, for instance, was there such an emphasis on secrecy? Eight days after the Coates editorial appeared, her Beverly Glen discussion group met again. With Rieger’s urging, the eighteen men and ten women voted to set aside the scheduled topic and talk about the editorial instead. She found that others in the group were likewise troubled. They authorized her to write to the Mattachine Foundation on their behalf and demand some answers. “Who are the people who make policy for the Mattachine Foundation Inc.?” she asked in a March 23 letter. “Who is the Board of Directors? Who are Mrs. Henry Hay, Mrs. D. T. Campbell, and Romayne Cox? . . . What are the political affiliations of the Board of Directors?” Most of all, Rieger wanted to know whether she and the other Beverly Glen discussion group members were being made dupes.58

Three weeks later, Rieger got a reply from “Mrs. Henry Hay.” Writing again in his mother’s name, Harry Hay assured Rieger that the true purpose of Mattachine was just as its literature stated, and that the board was in no way subversive—and then “she” added, “Personally, I have been a Republican for over fifty years. Incidentally, my husband was once a partner of Herbert Hoover, and we often visited the Hoovers in New York.”59 An idiot might have been taken in by this comically bogus letter; but Rieger was no idiot, and she now set out in earnest to rip the mask from the Wizard of Oz.

She was joined by a slew of other Mattachine members, such as Ken Burns, a well-spoken, formal young man who favored Brooks Brothers suits and worked as a safety engineer for the Carnation Company.60 Burns and the Mattachine group he presided over were bothered from the beginning by the secrecy of the organization’s leaders and the rumors that they were subversives. Burns’s group also questioned, as Rieger did, Mattachine’s most basic precept: that homosexuals were a “cultural minority.” They scoffed at the simpleminded notion that there was a “culture” all homosexuals shared. And homosexuals were in no sense a “minority,” they argued. The only difference between homosexuals and heterosexuals was that homosexuals chose romantic and sexual partners of the same sex.

The old order was standing in the way of the organization’s growth in power and influence, too, it seemed. Dr. Richard Gwartney, a psychologist who worked at Norwalk State Hospital and one of the few professional people in Mattachine, held out tantalizing promises. Acquaintances of his, other homosexual professional men, would start chapters in Chicago and Saint Louis and would help Mattachine become a strong and politically influential organization—but only if Mattachine could guarantee “that there be no red influence at all and that steps be taken to prevent infiltration.” The well-connected doctor declared that Mattachine must be an open organization, “like one of the large church groups.”61

In the San Francisco Mattachine, too, there were pockets of rebellion. Hal Call, a businessman, had come to San Francisco only the year before. He’d been a student at the University of Missouri School of Journalism when Professor E. K. Johnston was put through his ordeal. After graduation, he’d worked out of the Kansas City Star’s Chicago office, but he lost his job when he was arrested on a vag-lewd charge. He’d been made to pay $800 ($400 to an attorney, $200 to the judge, and $200 to the arresting officer) to “fix” his case.62 Call joined the Mattachine in San Francisco because Dale Jennings’s victory had cheered him. But he’d always distrusted the mystery of the Mattachine hierarchy. The new rumors about Communists in the leadership, who could endanger the very existence of the organization, riled him. He, Marilyn Rieger, and Ken Burns soon formed a troika of the discontented, and they led a mutiny.

•  •  •

The organization that Harry Hay and the others of the Fifth Order had started was morphing beyond recognition. Hay, still reeling from his comrades’ silencing of him, wasn’t up to bloody battles with other homophiles; and neither was the rest of the Fifth Order. Evolution wasn’t unhealthy, they agreed. They’d bend a bit to the pressures. They’d end secrecy and identify themselves to the entire membership. “We believe that the time is right for a democratic organization of all individuals interested in the problems of sexual equality,” they’d announce. Using their real names, they’d call a “Constitutional Convention” where the members could ratify a democratic constitution for Mattachine.63

•  •  •

The progressive ministers of LA’s First Unitarian Church had always welcomed people that the rest of the world judged outré, so it wasn’t astonishing when Reverend Steve Fritchman opened the church’s grand Renaissance-revival-style building to Mattachine’s constitutional convention. April 11–12, 1953, was the first time in America that a hall full of homosexuals came together for political purposes. Harry Hay was at first tickled by the numbers of homophiles who showed up: five hundred, he estimated. (Jim Kepner, a new member, who’d saved the vote tallies, said there were actually fewer than 150.64) But the fate of the old order was soon sealed. Ken Burns was elected chair of the constitutional convention by acclamation; Marilyn Rieger was eventually elected secretary.

Chuck Rowland was the convention’s first speaker. Tattooed and wearing a crew cut, he stuck out among the many male delegates who were dressed in business garb and sported man-in-the-gray-flannel-suit-type haircuts. Rowland adhered still to the theory that had gotten everything started in Harry Hay’s Silver Lake home in 1950. He compared homosexuals to Negroes, Jews, Mexican Americans, Japanese Americans: “Whether we like it or not, we are a minority!” he proclaimed with a tremor in his voice, because he knew that new members had no interest in being part of a “minority culture”; they wanted only that homosexuals be allowed to integrate with the straight world. His passionate oratory prefigured gay militant rhetoric by fifteen years: “I say with pride, ‘I am a homosexual!’ ” Rowland shouted. He was eerily prophetic, too: “The time will come,” he declared, “when we will march down Hollywood Boulevard arm in arm, proclaiming our pride in our homosexuality!”65 But the majority of the middle-class convention delegates were not roused.

In 1953 they, like most homosexuals, couldn’t imagine ever marching to proclaim homosexual pride. Their homosexuality was no more something to have pride in than it was something to be ashamed about. They just wanted to get on with their lives without having to worry about being entrapped by a vice squad cop, fired from their job, thrown out of their apartment. They wanted to be allowed to live just like any other citizen, and not to be told they were different from their fellow Americans. They’d joined Mattachine because the organization had made the Jennings victory possible, and they wanted more such victories.

They weren’t assured by Harry Hay’s speech, either. Had he declared his patriotism and disavowed the alarming possibilities that the Daily Mirror editorial had raised, he might have allayed the suspicions of the new members. But Hay was incapable of such straightforwardness. “Are You Now or Have You Ever Been a Homosexual?,” he titled his speech, parodying the McCarthy witch hunts of Reds. “To be one hundred percent pro-American,” Hay declared, “one is required to be not only one hundred percent anti–New Deal but also one hundred percent antihomosexual.”66 Instead of dispelling qualms, his speech raised more doubts among those who abhorred radicalism.

Leery of the politics of the old order, suspicious of its past secrecy, disliking its doctrine that homosexuals are different from the rest of humanity, the delegates debated on and on, and no constitution was approved before the weekend came to an end. The only consensus the delegates arrived at was that they’d meet again within six weeks.

•  •  •

May 23–24, 1953: The Burns-Rieger-Call camp came to the next convention meeting armed with an alternate constitution that cut the Foundation out of Mattachine altogether. Hal Call, angry and persuasive, spoke about “a free society,” which was necessary for homosexual “integration.” Where are the laws against homosexuals “the most brutal and restrictive”? he asked rhetorically. In Russia, under Communism! he answered, and he proposed a resolution that Mattachine would not be infiltrated by “the extreme left.”67 It passed.

Marilyn Rieger’s contribution that day was to circulate a statement she’d penned that attacked everything the old order had stood for. It captured the sentiments of the majority of the delegates. Borrowing Shylock’s lines from William Shakespeare’s The Merchant of Venice—“Hath not a Jew eyes? . . . fed with the same food, hurt with the same weapons?”—Rieger demanded, “Hath not a homosexual eyes?” And, she proclaimed, “We know we are the same, no different from anyone else. Our only difference is an unimportant one to heterosexual society, unless we make it important!”

Outraged still by the old order’s secrecy—and its silly mendacities—Rieger also proposed that homosexuals must “come out into the open.” The purpose of “coming out,” she said, was not to flaunt the homosexual’s difference before the world but rather to upend misconceptions by showing homosexuals to be simply “men and women whose homosexuality is irrelevant to our ideals, our principles, our hopes and aspirations.”68 Like Rowland’s call to feel “pride,” Rieger’s call to “come out” was revolutionary—though who could do it in 1953, when homosexuals were persecuted as “moral perverts” and “sexual psychopaths”? But realistic or not, Rieger moved the delegates as Rowland and Hay had failed to.

The Fifth Order understood by that evening that Mattachine was no longer theirs. They met the next morning to discuss their course. On Sunday afternoon, when the delegates reassembled, the seven men marched up on the stage, identified themselves as the once-clandestine Fifth Order, and announced their resignations.

Ken Burns became the president of Mattachine, and when Hal Call succeeded him in 1956, he moved Mattachine headquarters to San Francisco. Marilyn Rieger, who’d urged Mattachine to focus on the high-minded advancement of homosexuals, was disgusted when she learned that Mattachine men were throwing parties that devolved into sexual affairs. Before the year was over, she left the homophile movement to become active in Paramahansa Yogananda’s worldwide Self-Realization Fellowship. Mattachine continued to have chapters in a half dozen or so cities, but it never grew larger than a few hundred members nationally at any given time. In 1961 Hal Call declared that Mattachine would cease to be centralized. A few independent groups around the country continued to use the name Mattachine and hung on into the early 1970s.

Harry Hay went through a period of deep depression. He withdrew from those with whom he’d “been through hell and paradise,” as Chuck Rowland described their three-year journey.69 In 1970, in the wake of a radical gay revolution, Hay founded the Radical Faeries, which, to this day, embraces “faerie culture” and resists the notion that homosexuals are “no different from anyone else.” But he never got over the hurt of having been cast out by the organization he’d fathered with such love; he almost gloated that Mattachine had not amounted to much after the old order left. Those who remained, he said, “were interested in being middle class. They were all going to rush up to Sacramento and pound on the doors and tell the legislators to change the law—but otherwise be respectable. So the moment they became as good as the middle class, the dream was gone, and the movement died. And nothing was reborn until the late sixties.”70

The riots at the Stonewall Inn, the birth of the radical Gay Liberation Front, Hay’s Radical Faeries—those were to him beloved heirs to what he’d started. He disdained, to his death in 2002, the “assimilationist” goals of the successors to Mattachine. That bitter clash in 1953—radicals who’d regarded homosexuals as a different species from heterosexuals, versus assimilationists who’d insisted homosexuals and heterosexuals were almost exactly the same—augured the big internal clashes that would divide lesbian and gay communities even into the twenty-first century.



Chapter 6


THE DAUGHTERS

SORORITY

In 1950 Del Martin had just been hired as an editor for a Seattle trade journal, Daily Construction Report, and she moved up to Washington from San Francisco. She was a stocky woman with thick black hair, who wore gabardine suits and open-toed high-heel shoes and carried a briefcase to work. She was twenty-nine years old and not at all unhappy to leave the city where she’d been born. She’d recently given up custody of her eight-year-old daughter to her ex-husband and his new wife because they’d convinced her that a child needed a normal home and the presence of both a mother and father.1 Martin would eventually become a fierce advocate for the rights of lesbian mothers2—but now she was still reeling from her painful decision. It was good to get away.

Phyllis Lyon, another displaced San Franciscan, was an associate editor at a sister trade journal, Pacific Builder and Engineer, which shared a suite of offices with Daily Construction Report. She’d never before seen a woman carrying a briefcase. It grabbed her attention right away. But she regarded herself as a straight lady—long haired and lipsticked—and was dating men (though she was already twenty-six years old and had never been married). Lyon lived close to the office of the two journals and offered to throw a little welcome-to-the-company party for her interesting new colleague. When Del Martin spent most of the evening in the kitchen talking to the guys and smoking cigars with them—they also tried to teach her how to tie a Windsor knot in a necktie—Lyon thought it a little curious.

But the two women became friends. They liked to go to the Seattle Press Club after work and sip martinis together. One evening over martinis the subject of homosexuality came up, and Martin expatiated like an expert. “How do you know so much about it?” a third woman in their party wanted to know. “Because I am one,” Martin told them. That truly grabbed Lyon’s attention. But nothing more came of it until 1952, when she invited Martin to her apartment for dinner and announced that she was leaving Seattle to go with her sister on an extensive road trip around America. Sitting together on the divan, they recalled later, Martin “made a half-pass”; Lyon “completed the other half.” That evening, they became lovers.3

They moved back to San Francisco the next year. In a city crammed with aspiring writers, it was virtually impossible in the fifties for women to get jobs in any kind of journalism. Martin took work as a bookkeeper for Mayflower Moving and Storage, and Lyon was hired as an office worker in an import-export company. In 1955 they bought a home in a neighborhood adjoining the Castro district, which was not yet the gay mecca it would become in the next decade. The modest little house was perched on a hill in the Noe Valley area. Out the living-room window was a sweeping, romantic view of downtown, Twin Peaks, and Telegraph Hill.

But their lives were lonely. They felt isolated.4 They couldn’t tell their parents about the bliss of their coupledom. Their parents were as ignorant and hostile toward homosexuals as was the rest of America. (“If a child is a homosexual, the parents are to blame,” Martin’s mother had opined already. “She looks like a queer,” Lyon’s father had already told his wife about his daughter’s housemate.5) Hoping to make friends, the two women started going to bohemian North Beach’s lesbian bars, “gay girls’ hangouts,” as such places were called:6 Mona’s, the Paper Doll, Miss Smith’s Tea Room (which never served tea). But they were ignored by the other gay girls, who all seemed to be in airtight cliques. And anyway, those girls were rougher and scruffier than the sorts of people Martin and Lyon wanted for friends. Even worse, Martin and Lyon had heard that homosexual bars could be raided. It wasn’t easy to relax if you thought a paddy wagon might pull up in front of the place any minute. Nor was it easy to relax when straight tourists invaded the bars to ogle the queers, as often happened.

But having no place but the bars to be at least in the proximity of other lesbians, that summer they ventured into still another “gay girls’ hangout”: Tommy’s on Broadway. They went with fear and trembling because an earlier iteration of Tommy’s, located a few blocks down, had been the site of a huge raid the year before. Yet the place was nicer than most: tables for two scattered around the perimeter; droll posters and photographs decorating the walls.7 The chatty gay male bartender made friendly conversation and introduced them to his partner, a female impersonator. Through them Martin and Lyon finally met another lesbian, Rose Bamberger, a short, brown-skinned woman who came from the Philippines and wanted to be known in those dangerous times as “Marie.”8 At the end of the summer, she telephoned Lyon and Martin to say that she and five other lesbians were tired of being gawked at by straights and worrying that they might be swept up in a bar raid. They were putting together a group, a secret lesbian society. Would Lyon and Martin like to be part of it? Of course they would. It was what they’d been looking for since they settled together in San Francisco.

Four lesbian couples showed up at the home of Rose and her partner, Rosemary Sliepen, for that first meeting. What they wanted, they all agreed, was a safe space to meet and dance and share a drink, and maybe occasionally go bowling or horseback riding. They could get together weekly in each other’s homes. The group could be like a secret sorority, with colors (sapphire blue and gold), insignia (a triangle), motto (“Qui Vive”—Be Vigilant), a mission statement—articles of incorporation, even. Most of the women at the meeting were in their twenties; Lyon and Martin, both in their thirties, had gravitas. Martin was elected president. Lyon was elected secretary. The group should spend a few weeks drawing up a constitution and bylaws, Martin and Lyon suggested. They needed a name, too, of course—something that wouldn’t reveal too much about who they were. They rejected Amazons, Musketeers, Two.

The fourth meeting, a month later, was in the small Fillmore Street apartment of a couple who wanted to be called “Nancy” and “Priscilla.” (Nancy’s real name was Noni Frey. Her partner, “Priscilla,” was Mary, the lone Mexican American in the group.) “Nancy,” the biggest reader among them, though she worked in a factory, whipped out a book. It was a translation of collected works by the French author Pierre Louÿs, and it included a cycle of 143 poems called “Songs of Bilitis.” In 1894, when Louÿs first issued those poems, he’d claimed they’d been found by an archeologist on the walls of a tomb in Cyprus, and that he, Louÿs, was merely their translator. They were written, he said, by a Greek courtesan, a contemporary of Sappho who, like the poet of Lesbos, had had romantic and sexual relations with both men and women. Louÿs’s forgery was revealed almost immediately, but the titillating poems had anyway been popular in his day, and from time to time, they were brought back into print.

Nancy was reading a 1951 edition. “Why don’t we call ourselves Daughters of Bilitis?” she suggested. None of the other seven women at the meeting had read the poems, but they liked the name. It sounded like a straight women’s organization—like the ultraconservative Daughters of the American Revolution or like the female auxiliary to the Shriners, called the Daughters of the Nile. And if some smart aleck recognized “Bilitis” from Pierre Louÿs’s poems, the women could always say they were a poetry club.9

The name Daughters of Bilitis was one of the very few things on which the eight founders agreed. When Martin and Lyon thought about it later, they decided the conflicts had been along class lines: The women who were blue-collar workers wanted a secret social club, like a sorority, with rites and rituals, open only to lesbians,10 but they definitely didn’t want dress regulations. To one early meeting, Nancy had invited four “very masculine-appearing types” whom she knew from the factory and from bars. The white-collar workers, particularly Martin and Lyon, were uncomfortable with that. They wanted an official dress code that declared, “If slacks are worn to a meeting, they must be women’s slacks.” They were soon thinking, too, that maybe the club’s purposes shouldn’t be limited to holding dances and chili feeds and going horseback riding. They’d found out about Mattachine a few months after Daughters of Bilitis started. The headquarters was right there in San Francisco. Maybe they could have public forums together with Mattachine. Maybe Daughters of Bilitis could publish a newsletter, too.

Those plans scared the others who’d signed on for a secret social club. Rose Bamberger and her partner pulled out first. Then Nancy and her partner pulled out, and Nancy started a club mostly for working-class lesbian mothers and their partners. (The literary Nancy called her new club Quatrefoil, inspired by James Barr’s 1950 novel about homosexual men.) A few more members joined DOB, which grew to twelve; and then shrank back to six. By the end of the first year, there were fifteen members, but of the original eight, only three remained.11

By then, they’d formulated their purpose: first of all, they would educate “the variant,” their euphemism for “lesbian,” “to enable her to understand herself and make her adjustment to society.” They’d advocate to her “a mode of behavior and dress acceptable to society.” To educate her, they’d maintain a library; and they’d have public discussions in which “leading members of the legal, psychiatric, religious, and other professions” would address her (and would also lend seriousness and respectability to Daughters of Bilitis). It was a goal similar to that of post–Harry Hay Mattachine. DOB would also supply research subjects (“female variants”) to “duly authorized and responsible” psychologists, sociologists, and the like, so those “experts” could study them, as psychologist Evelyn Hooker had studied the men of Mattachine.12
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