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EARLY YEARS 

I was born in Greensboro NC in 1936 and I was told that 

there was a tornado that year that came close to our apart-

ment and it took our garage including a laundry line of my 

diapers. Maybe that was an omen; I can only guess. My 

early years were not very interesting and I don’t remember 

all that much. I do recall dancing the Minuet in costume at 

school on the lawn, and I could never get my paper buckle 

right so with every bow I tried to straighten my buckle. I 

would guess this was around the third grade. Being an only 

child, and not having a lot of close friends in the neighbor-

hood, my sex education was mostly self discovered and 

full of questions and suppositions. In those days, my dad 

traveled a lot and my mother worked at So. Bell, so we had 

a cook and housekeeper, Pearl who looked after me, some-

thing like a mammy. I think I must have put her through 

hell at times. She tolerated a great deal, like my dancing on 

the bed wearing my mothers skirts. Also I was fond of cut 

out paper dolls, which disgusted my father. He did give me 

a toy electric train which I enjoyed. 

My father was transferred to Stamford, CT where he worked for Pitney Bowes. We moved to a two 

story house on a secluded boulevard just off Long Island Sound and close to the Post Road. This was 

an ideal place to grow up. Behind the end of the end of the Cove Road (about two blocks long) there 

was an open field and parallel to the road (actually a boulevard with apple trees in the median) there 

was a small creek behind the other side of the road. One of our neighbors included two boys about my 

age (Merle and Neil). We palled around and that was my 

first exposure to cigarettes. I hated them and I never 

touched them again. The Falbys (including Neil and Merle) 

had a TV and that was my first exposure to TV (we did not 

have one), so I spent a lot of time with the Falbys. Also my 

father traveled a lot with his work so we could go a week or 

more without seeing him. My mother spent most of her time 

learning how to be a housewife. She was the youngest of 

her family and all her sisters were great cooks, and then she 

worked at Bell South and had Pearl come to look after me 

and cook our meals. So cooking was a new experience for 

my mother. We had an Italian family next door and Mother 

learned how to cook spaghetti really well. They had two 

children: Barbara and Ronnie. They were a few years older 

than Neil and me. It was during these years that Neil and I 

would on occasions get naked and experiment with different 

positions, but we never found one that really worked mainly 

because we did not know what we were doing. 
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One of my fondest memories of that time (the forties and war years) was sitting on the floor of the liv-

ing room and eating apples and nuts with my dad while we listened to the radio broadcast of sym-

phonic music. Mother never cared for classical music and just went to bed. Being the war years, my 

dad also had a victory garden in which he would tinker. So we did have great salads in the summers. 

He also found a small violin for me to learn on. The school had a small music program and I did learn 

a scale but the program was very small and limited. 

Soon after the war ended my father died suddenly with a 

heart attack (coronary thrombosis). This was devastating, 

especially for my mother. Her whole life 

was up ended. I did miss my father, but 

he had been traveling across the country 

so much that I was accustomed to his not 

being there every day. I did feel his pres-

ence the night that he died. There was no 

estate nor any insurance, so mother had 

to sell the house and move back to 

Greensboro so she could go back to 

work. Instead of going back to Bell 

South she got a job working for the IRS. 

A friend of hers had a couple spare 

rooms, and we lived there for several 

years. They had a boy about my age, CJ. 

We would play together a lot and he had 

a great model train set in the attic. I re-

member one time we got physical and he 

helped me to have my first ejaculation which was lovely and exciting 

but rather scary. I thought I was falling apart. I was totally unpre-

pared for that. It was very exciting and I think he did that to show me 

how to, like a mentor. We never did that again (as much as I wanted 

to). It was also ironic that when we lived there, their house was di-

rectly across from the High School. I was still in Jr. High across town 

and had to take the bus to school. I did not have a conversation with 

my father about the “facts of life.” I was sure my mother would not 

bring it up. So, I was on my own and harbored many misconceptions. 

I remember one time (at the beach) a fellow who had just gotten mar-

ried commented on the marriage night as “busting his nut”. I took 

that literally and was very afraid. Again, I had no one to ask about 

that. Also in my early school years, I remember getting tweezers and pulled out my incoming beard. 

This was very painful and I stopped, but that was because I under the misconception that I would be 

more attractive to guys if I had no beard.

One time I was on the city bus and missed my stop. I knew that the end of the line was only a short 

ways ahead, so I figured that I would just stay on the bus until I got to where I lived. But, a lot of col-

ored people got on the bus and I was sitting near the back and did not want to insult anyone by mov-

ing, but the bus didn’t move. Finally, the driver screamed at me that he was not moving the bus until I 

moved up to a higher seat. I was totally embarrassed. 
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THE CELLO 

I went on to High School and played in the orchestra. I did a lot of work on filing and sorting the mu-

sic. Mother and I had moved to an apartment in a house very near to the middle of the city. That was 

close enough for my mother to walk to work. In the first year in High School there was a transfer stu-

dent from Conn., a lovely blond boy and I struck up a friendship as he fascinated me. George was a 

very fine pianist and was also an only child. He did have a pet dog. I spent many hours watching him 

play and turning the pages of his music. We sometimes spent the night in the garage like camping out. 

His family accepted me as his best friend and I sometimes ate with the family. At this point in my life, 

I still did not know much about gay sex, but we did play with each other and mutually masturbated. In 

many ways, George was my first boy friend. He 

also played in the orchestra now and then. He was 

also active with the chorus, but I was not. After 

graduation he joined the Navy and eventually mar-

ried to a young WAC. I tried to join him in Ser-

vice, but Navy would not take me mainly because 

of my size, but the Army did take me. The irony 

was that I did more sea duty in the Army (traveling 

to and from Korea) than George did in the Navy. 

But I am getting ahead of my story. 

 

HIGH SCHOOL 

During my High School years I had a kind of girl 

friend, Martha. She also played the cello and was 

much better than I was. We both were in the All 

State Orchestras. And she also studied with Eliza-

beth Cowling as I did. She gave a senior recital and 

played a Bach (The C Major Suite as I recall). We 

kept in touch, but I never even touched her, and I  

know she was sorely disappointed with my lack of 

interest. And I still did not know exactly who and 

what I was. I tried looking up associated words in 

the dictionary, and no where could I find the word 

“homosexuality.” Also, I was not entirely certain 

that is what I was. I just knew that I found fellows fascinating and girls not especially so. I still did not 

have anyone I could confide in about these thoughts.  

Most summers I had a job at the Cohn Mills as a hand trucker.  I don’t know how I managed, but I 

did.  The cartons were much larger than I was but I learned how to balance the loads. 

While in High School,  my mother got the bright idea of enrolling me in the Arthur Murray dance 

class. I would come home and teach mother the new steps I had just learned, She loved to dance. I 

thought she was quite savy to get the most out of her investment. For our graduation, there was a tea 

dance at the Moses Cohn estate which I enjoyed. Near the end of the dance, there was a contest and I 

and my partner, Barbara won first prize doing the jitterbug. I got a gold plated jack knife. I did not 

know Barbara before or since and that turned out to be a good thing as after my tour in the Army 

learned  she was indited for murder.   
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Close to the time of graduation, we 

had a field trip to Washington, DC via 

the Lourey Caverns in Virginia. We 

visited many of the capitol buildings, 

and I remember stepping in a big 

hearing room with a lot of discourse, 

and later figuring out it was the 

McArther hearings.

Also High School was a period of re-

ligious interest. I had studied in the 

Roman Church for a short time (as I 

had an aunt who had joined the Ro-

man Church). My friend George was 

an Episcopalian and invited me to at-

tend church with him and of course I 

did. I was scheduled for Confirmation 

but we found after consulting my 

Mother who was a Quaker and related 

that I had never been baptized. So, 

one day before my confirmation I was 

baptized (on St. Andrew’s Day in St. 

Andrew’s Parrish) in the Episcopal Church. Joining the Episcopal church was another life-long love 

affair. I then joined the Anglo-Catholic movement advocating for “high” church. This group included 

Jim Conrad. Later on, Jim was ordained, and he asked me to serve him in his first Mass. He was a 

beautiful man, but our relationship was ever chaste. He later died of leukemia.This high church pro-

gram took me to several cities to visit other high church parishes, such as Washington, DC and St. 

Mary’s in Asheville, NC. This was 1954 which was the time of the “Catholic Congress” held in Chi-

cago IL. That was a grand affair and we also visited the Episcopal monastery in in Three Rivers, MI. 

The Catholic Congress was magical and quite a grand affair and included Mar Shimon of the Assyrian 

Church of the East among about all of the non-Roman Catholics. He will figure in my life much later. 

I was just a High School graduate. I had applied for a scholarship put on by Pitney Bowes (my fa-

ther’s company). I did not win but I was a runner up and on a handsome pen and pencil set. So I de-

cided to join the Army so I could get the GI Bill for my college funding. At the back of my thinking 

was that joining the Army would “cure” me of my feelings for men. Nothing could have been further 

from the truth.

THE ARMY 

I joined the Army in August of 1954. I could not have picked a worse time for my basic training, 

which was at Ft. Gordon in Augusta, GA. in August. I am not sure how I survived the heat along with 

rigor of the training and marching. I was assigned to the ”runt” squad. I early learned to take only 

what I could eat on my mess tray. I was careful to shower when there were not a lot of guys there be-

cause I knew that my excitement at seeing so many naked men would betray my interest. Not much 

happened physically in my First Eight Weeks of training. But, once during the rifle range exercises 

there was a shower, and we bunched together in our ponchos. We were close and the ponchos covered 

our hands. I felt another hand grasp mine. That was very exciting, but I never found out who it was. 
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The guy I had hopped it was got up and left early

The Second eight weeks of basic training involved clerk 

typing school in Ft. Jackson in Columbia, SC. It was still 

hot but at least we were in framed tents. This was a train-

ing that has served me well throughout my life. Also, we 

were less guarded and more open. I had several episodes 

with other GIs. I met a sweet man from Florida, and we 

would sneak into the furnace room and kiss. I can’t re-

member us doing much else but I am sure we did. It was a 

bit like Brer Rabbit and the brier patch. We were all 18 

and 19-year old men. We were at the height of our sexu-

ality. There was another event in our “home” tent, a guy 

climbed into my bunk and raped me. I was more 

embarrassed than hurt. Because those quarters are 

very close, I knew that all the other guys knew what was 

going on, but only one spoke of it to me.  He wanted to 

know what it felt like.

CALIFORNIA & KOREA 

At the end of my Second Eight Weeks Training I was assigned to the Panama Canal Zone. However, 

while I had functional glasses, they were not GI issue, so I spent another four weeks in a holding com-

pany waiting for “army issue glasses.” During this time I found that I could slip in the chapel at night 

and play the organ while no one could hear me. I even bought some Bach sheet music to work on 

which was very ambitious. I had more opportunities for meeting men discretely. I was beginning to 

settle my questions about my sexuality and affirming my orientation. I have a vivid memory of a 

hunky cook asking me to watch him play basket ball. He drove me on his motorcycle, and later we 

went to his private room, and had sex. He was stunning. I have always been attracted to men in white. 

Finally my orders came and I was assigned to 

Ft. Ord in California. I had the luxury of a flight 

on a commercial airline all by myself. I think 

that was my first commercial flight. I was 

thrilled to be in California, and I was assigned 

(as clerk typist and Assistant) to an Episcopal 

Chaplain, Fr. Olsen. Those were great years. As 

I worked on Sundays, I had Mondays off. I 

would go to Monterey and rent a bicycle and 

ride on the beautiful 17-mile Drive to Carmel 

and return on the highway. Needless to say 

there were many opportunities for dating, Alt-

hough I could not drive I bought an old car and 

I had various guys to drive me around. My 

Chaplain was transferred to Korea but I kept in 

touch with him. His replacement was also Epis-

copal so I was very lucky indeed. It was only a 

few months and my orders came for me to be 
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transferred to Korea. So I wrote Fr. Olsen to let him know that I was coming. As soon as I got off the 

ship at Inchon I was pulled aside since Fr. Olsen had sent for me. He worked things for me to join him 

in an Engineer Co. north of Seoul across from a MASH unit. In those early years, we held chapel in 

the movie theater, and I had to sweep up beer cans left over from the movie that previous night. I had 

a small field organ to play the hymns. Fr. Olsen was something of a wheeler and dealer, so he man-

aged to get some amazing supplies to build a modern chapel on the helicopter pad. It was an A Frame 

design and there were low windows on both sides. It was lovely, and I had a new pump organ to play. 

They built a room for the Chaplain next to the office, but he had a better place of his own on officers 

hill where the officers’ mess was, so he let me live in the chapel quarters. I ended up with private 

quarters which was quite unusual, and opened opportunities for me to enjoy company on occasions

I had never learned to drive as my father had died before he could teach me and my mother also never 

learned how to drive. So the Chaplain got drivers from the motor pool to take us around. One time the 

Chaplain had to go to Seoul for a meeting. So the driver, who as just an ordinary guy drove me around 

the city for sight seeing. After we deposited the Chaplain the driver managed to find a way to get to 

the top of the hill above the park with the statue of Sigmon Rhee in the middle of the city. There were 

gun emplacements there, but no guns. It was late in the day so the driver and I sat on the edge of the 

hill to watch the sun set over the city. It was beautiful, and nothing was said, but the driver suddenly 

embraced me and kissed me. Naturally, I kissed him back. Later we never spoke of it nor did I ever 

see him again, but I will always cherish that memory; it was a magical event for me.

We all got Rest and Recreation time in ether Japan or Okinawa.  I only had one and in  Japan.  I went 

with three for four guys from the outfit.  I loved it but I lost track of my friends who were busy bar 

hopping and I struck out on my own and went to a concert of the Japan Philharmonic Symphony and a 

Kabuki show and even had tea with the Bishop of Tokyo and visited the temples in Osaka.

All this time, I was basically just limited to oral sex. And of course, all “dates” were very discrete and 

I eventually managed to obtain an honorable discharge. 

Perhaps ironically, I was mustered out of the service in 

July 1957 at Ft. Ord where I served in my early years as a 

Chaplain’s Assistant,

 I had visited the UNC campus a couple of times during 

my High School years and fell in love with the campus. It 
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is especially beautiful in the spring. I enlisted the help of my friend Jim Conrad who was a graduate of 

UNC to help me find a room off campus. We did, and my freshman year was fairly academic and une-

ventful until the spring. It was then that I discovered “gay society.” That was a big revelation to me as 

all this time I did not have any gay friends. I just did not know any other gay men I could talk to. I 

was in the orchestra then with a school instrument in those years.

COLLEGE 

So much changed late in my freshman year, as I made friends with a lot of Playmakers  and others in 

the arts. Also I was taking dance with Foster Fitz-Simmons and met other gay men there too. From 

that work, I was called upon for ballet events and one year I was the Prince in the Nutcracker and 

danced Chinese.
There was a cafe (Harry’s) where many of us met and had a lot of fun. That summer I went to Atlantic 

City with a few of my new friends. The plan was to work for money. My stipend from the GI Bill was 

only $110 a month and that had to cover: tuition, books, food, and housing I needed a few bucks more 

to get by with. We found a basement apartment not far from the boardwalk, and we enjoyed the 
beach during the days. Many of us played with 

drag and that summer I was a blond. A lot of the 

guys found jobs waiting tables, but I found one 

working with a hotel. There was a bar near our 

apartment, called Harry’s and I enjoyed visiting 

there as they had a dynamic vocalist and pianist 

who I enjoyed. That was Nina Simone. This gay 

society was a great revelation to me, and we had 

a lot of fun, and I felt “at home.”

In the fall, there were new dorms opening up on 

the campus and I decided to move to one of 

them with my friend Bill. Avery Dorm was set up 

with suites of four rooms and a common bath. A 

couple of the other guys there were gay, but 

most were not. This was the time I met George, a 

cheerleader who was stunningly beautiful and was 

from Asheville, but we only played a couple of 

times. This was the time that I broadened my sex 

life with anal sex but I always loved kissing. I 

remember one time I met a fellow from another 

college and he spent the night with me in the 

dorm. I know we kept everyone in the suite 

awake with our passion. I did not care, he was a 

great kisser. 

In those days, there was often a party after bar hours on Saturday nights. We would go to the Tempo 

Room one hour before closing and find out where the party was. These were wild events and a great 

place to find a “date”. We even had guys driving from Washington just for the parties. One was 

around St. Patrick’s Day, (The Snake Chase) and I somehow managed to dance upside down on the 

ceiling. There were bodies (living) and furniture all over the lawn at the host’s house the next 

morning. Chapel Hill was famous for its parties anyway, but these were spectacular. 
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With all this partying, my academics suffered. And, I chose a 

most difficult major, Comparative Literature. I am a very slow 

reader, and the instructor would assign Faust or some such tome 

that would take me weeks to read. I should have taken English 

but I talked myself in this rigorous study and my grades suf-

fered. I had a job in the summer scoring test scores which helped 

financially. As I was flunking a course in my major in my Senior 

Year, I was certain that I would not graduate. However, my ad-

visor had pity on me and moved my German and Orchestra 

grades around so I could pass. What a dear man he was. So, I did 

get a cap and gown and I have the certificate attesting to my 

graduation. But I was in a fix since my GI Bill ended and I was 

broke and had no prospects for employment, so I took a summer 

job at a local record shop and stayed there about three years. 

This was minimum salary and I rented a room above the Varsity 

Movie Theater (known as Varsity Towers). We had quite a few 

parties there, too. 

My boss at the record store was Kemp Nye, and ex-marine and 

was rather flamboyant. He would have sales where we sold rec-

ords by the pound or the inch. We moved a lot of records then. 

But, due to his stubbornness he would not carry the Beatles. We were a classical store. My God, the 

records we could have sold! He also had elaborate parties at his home. He had a hot tub which we 

sometimes enjoyed. At one of these parties, I got smashed, and there was a woman (a Miss NC) who 

latched on to me. Under the pretext of singing art songs I went to her place after the party. Before I 

knew it she got me on the bed and we had sex. She did everything as I was so drunk I barely knew 

where I was. She was the only woman I ever experienced sexually. I could feel a chemical change in 

my body and I found that to be confusing and frightening. So, I did nothing and did not pursue the re-

lationship. The experience taught me that I could perform with a woman should I choose to, and I got 

a taste of what straight men must feel. We only met one other time in the record store. 

It was during this time that I decided that I was in a rut and 

needed a change. I graduated in 1961 and in three years I had 

made no money to speak of. I scrimped and saved up $500 and 

decided to move to San Francisco. I learned of an English teach-

er driving his Volkswagen bug to San Francisco, so I connected 

with him and I rode with him to San Francisco in the summer of 

1964. I did not have much baggage but in a VW Bug a purse 

would be too much. We even managed to sleep in the car a few 

times. The route included several National Parks. It was an 

economy tour. 

I had no idea of what kind of work I would find. I tried a number 

of trades, even working on a freighter. The only work experi-

ence I had was selling records. Money was very tight (again). 

One time my bank draft was late in coming so I had to sell some 

postage stamps to buy some cheese crackers to eat. So I ended 

up going to work at Discount Records and thus began my San 

Francisco days. I love San Francisco. Among other features, it is 
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very beautiful and very walkable. I got a small 

apartment within walking distance of the store. I 

soon found a nicer furnished apartment a block or 
so further on Bush St. and I roomed with my old 

school friend, Joe. Almost all of the men I worked 

with were gay and we did have a lot of fun. One of 

the side perks was free tickets to the symphony and 

the opera. I was there for quite a few years. I also 

have a number of autographed records from divas 

as we often had personal appearances at the store. 

It was minimum pay, but I managed.

SAN FRANCISCO 

This was an incredible and fruitful period in my 

life. Rather than approach the next 15 years chron-

ologically, I will review my experiences categori-

cally. This was 1964 –1979 and there was a lot 

happening in the world as well in San Francisco. 

The Flower Children, drugs, gay freedom move-

ment, and personal growth. My sexual growth and 

revelation was that I did not have to exhibit femi-

nine elements to attract men. The reality is that 

men like men who act and look like men. The 

leather bars were most helpful in making that clear to me. This was a big revelation to me and dis-

pelled my thoughts of drag or beard plucking. The three themes for me then were the bars, the baths, 

and the beaches. I did not drink all that much and would “nurse” a beer for hours. Some of the bars 

had entertainment and I especially enjoyed Charles 

Pierce and his shows in the tenderloin. I never got 

into the leather movement, but I was comfortable in 

those bars, and it was not unusual to overhear a dis-

cussion on opera in a leather bar. I loved the baths as 

it involved all the gay sex you can stand. But my fa-

vorite was Land’s End (a nude beach just north of 

the city. It was in the open air with sea views and 

little trails through bushes full of guys. It was a great 

cruising spot. Also this was just below one of my 

favorite museums, the Palace of Fine Arts. It was at 

this beach that I met my friend David H. whom I dat-

ed for several years. 

It was also at Land’s End that I also met Jeff, my 

lover of some seven years. He was tall and hand-

some. When we walked we were a bit like Mutt and 

Jeff. Early in our association I gave him a key to my 

apartment, and he surprised me by showing up one 

day with a box of his belongings ready to move in. I 



12 

was gratefully delighted. He had left his girl friend, which I 

took as a great compliment. One of his hobbies was astrology, 

so I learned a lot vicariously. He also took an oriental cooking 

class. We had many great meals, but guess who did the dishes. 

Jeff also had a food truck, and one time when he was ill, I had 

to run his route. 

I began reading about Edgar Cayce and got very involved with 

his predictions. I also took a course in Mind Dynamics from Al-

exander. Jeff and I went to some physic readers. I was told that 

I had once had a powerful life in Pergamon, a Greek city in 

what is now Turkey. Many years later I visited the Berlin Muse-

um which housed the Pergamon marbles (Courtyard) and the 

gate of Ishtar. I marveled that these great relics had survived the 

war. 

I was advised to join an investment club since I had so little to 

invest. The first club was run by two gay men and the second 

involved east bay republicans. I forget the amount I had, but it 

was only a few thousand dollars. I had an opportunity to buy a sail boat so I cashed out my holdings in 

the first club and a year later that club went broke. I was lucky. Jeff was not especially enthusiastic 

about sailing and only came out with me a few times. The boat was in the Carinita class and was about 

20’ long with a fixed keel in a racing class. It was a midget ocean racer, so I competed in yacht races 

in San Francisco Bay. My biggest event with the boat “Wet Dream” was a vacation with two gay men 

to sail from San Francisco to Stockton. That was quite an adventure. A bit later I sold the boat and 

started white water rafting. I went with Bill McGinnis and later as river chef, not because I could cook 

but because I could organize the food. He would have some trips of three days and some longer. We 

went from Oregon to the Rio Grande. 

Another outdoor group I joined was a travel club run by two gay men who owned some travel buses. 

We went from Lake Shasta to Yosemite and always great fun. One was a train trip from San Francisco 
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to Reno. Jeff and I went together and enjoyed the private quarters. Lots of good food and heavy drink-

ing. There was even a gay hiking group and I went on one outing in the Sierras with them 

All the time I played the cello in high school and college, they were school instruments. I had never 

bought one myself, so when I moved to San Francisco I just gave that up, however, I did rent a baby 

grand piano from Macy’s and spent many many hours reading Beethoven and Schubert sonatas. I was 

never very competent on the keyboard but I did enjoy playing. Also I bought a Royal Saruk Persian 

carpet. I still have this rug, and if rugs could talk….. Also during this time, I rarely attended church 

but I did go to Grace Cathedral which was just a few blocks from the apartment. One of my favorite 

people I met then was Michael D. He was a devout Episcopalian and a lovely young man with alabas-

ter skin and jet back hair. He was very generous to me and gifted me with several church gifts which I 

still have and treasure. Much later he killed himself at his brother’s house. I was distraught and still 

am. I think of him often. 

 

SOCIETY OF ST. THOMAS 

On a separate track, one time Jeff found a gay priest and he knew of my interest in church affairs. This 

was Phillip and he invited me to attend their synod. I had no idea what to expect, and the meeting was 

held in a regular house in San Francisco. 

The issue at hand was a split. I only knew Phillip 

and him not very well. I sided with Phillip and then I 

met Bishop Bashir. The group were Chaldeans (at 

least the orders were of that source.) I did not under-

stand most of what they were talking about but for 

me find priests who were gay was intriguing. The 

group grew and eventually we hired a regular Ro-

man Chaldean priest to conduct Saturday seminary 

lessons. We were ordained on Holy Innocents Day 

at an Episcopal Church. I did not feel prepared to 

take Holy Orders, but I joined the others. The conse-

crating bishop was Old Catholic, and I asked to be 

bi-ritually ordained for the Old Catholic Mass and 

the Chaldean Rite. The more I learned about the 

Chaldeans and Nestorians, the more I preferred the 

Nestorians. This called for another split and Fr. 

Charles and I with a few others formed a religious 

society, The Society of St. Thomas. 

I could write a book about this enterprise, but not 

here. This endeavor spanned several years and I 

lived in several places in San Francisco. I still 

worked at the record store. Fr. Charles organized a chapel downtown in a building run by the Council 

of Churches. Later he built living quarters for him and myself. I made several trips, one to Detroit to 

the Chaldeans, and one to Chicago for the Nestorians (Church of the East). I was mainly interested in 

assembling a library, and the books I could not buy I had reproduced by photocopy. When the Indian 

Church of the East bishop visited, he was very impressed with the scope and extent of the library. I 

also audited a class in Berkeley on Aramaic. Then the Patriarch, Mar Simon was living in San Jose 
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was murdered by his relatives because he broke tradition by 

marring his young relative in San Jose. Everyone was shocked, 

his actions and they killed him. They held his funeral in Grace 

Cathedral and used some of our books for the funeral. Fr. 

Charles and I attended but they did not quite know what to do 

with us. I have a photo of me and Fr. Charles following the 

casket down the outside steps of Grace Cathedral. 

Although nothing was ever said, it was implied that I would be 

chaste, and I was tired of that pressure and eventually decided 

to leave the Society. I found a small garden apartment in the 

Avenues. Fr. Charles later rented the apartment above me, and 

we did have masses (Nestorian) there in his apartment. He 

eventually died of cancer, and I asked Fr. David (of the origi-

nal group) to help me with the funeral. Fr. Charles would have 

liked it as it was the Nestorian rite, with Archbishop Verostek 

(Old Catholic), Monsignor Najor, (Chaldean) and the Arch-

deacon Nenos Michael of the Nestorians, were present among 

others from the Council of Churches. It was held in the Epis-

copal Church (Trinity) in which we had been ordained.

CURRENT AFFAIRS 

In the meantime, life moved on in San Francisco. I forget the year but while I was working with the 

Council of Churches, the Martin Luther Jr. Day was celebrated at People’s Temple. Most of us were 

oblivious of the sinister implications. Some black preachers sounded the alarm. I have a photo of 

Mayor Moscone signing the declaration (with me and Jim Jones) in attendance. Shortly after that 

Mayor Moscone and Councilman Harvey Milk were murdered in City Hall. There were riots through-

out the city. At that point, I was working stock-

ing vending machines and lived in the Avenues 

and learned of the riots as I got home that night. 

There were more riots in the “tweenkie” defense 

of Dan White. 

EMPLOYMENT 

My work continued at Discount Records but the 

chain was sold to CBS and eventually closed. I 

worked for a while at Coast Records down town 

and then for a record store in Berkeley. I later 

transferred to the outlet on Powell St, (where the 

cable car turned around). As I said before I tried 

other jobs like stocking vending machines, but 

none became important. I kept trying to break out 

of the record business.  One year I  worked in a 

salad bar. 



15 

RESIDENCES

I lived in several places in San Francisco. I had a small 

apartment on Bush St. and then a furnished apartment 

also on Bush St. I had my college friend, Joe room 

with me. Then I moved to a small apartment in Pacific 

Heights and then back to a very nice apartment on 

Bush St. (three blocks south of Nob Hill and Grace Ca-

thedral. Then my friend Joe found a Victorian town 

house for sale. We pooled our meager resources and 

bought the house for some $17,000. I had thought that 

Jeff would have liked it, but he was not willing to 

move with me. I was very disappointed. We had been 

growling apart but this was the end of that relationship. 

After the house which we sold for some $48,000 and 

thought that we had made a profit. Had we held it an-

other two years, we would have made a great deal 

more. I lived in the Society down town, and then in a 

garage apartment on 20th Street in the Avenues. That 

was my last apartment and I could write a book about 

each.

MOVE TO NC 

In May of 1979 I decided to leave San Francisco. I had done so many different things and I was tired 

of wearing a sweater in summer and waiting for the earthquake. A visiting counter tenor, Stella intro-

duced me to RFD Journal which included an article on the first Radical Faerie Gathering in the east. I 

planed to attend an Edgar Cayce Conference at Virginia Beach (where I met a lovely lad working at 

the South Pole), drive down the coast along the Outer Banks (where I met Bob Wallace), and attend 

the summer Gathering at Running Water. 

RUNNING WATER 

There was a magical decade (1979-1989) 

when Running Water was a viable force in 

the south eastern Radical Faerie movement. 

Running Water was an old homestead on the 

south slope of Roan Mountain in western 

North Carolina. Mikel Wilson had bought it 

when he was was studying weaving and oth-

er crafts, and he hosted the first two Running 

Water Gatherings in 1978 while was still in 

San Francisco. They were written up in the 

RFD Journal. and that was where I first 

learned of Running Water and the Radical 

Faerie Gatherings. I had decided that it was 
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time for me to move on and my general 

plan was to go to Europe, but first I want-

ed to go to these three places. I had stored 

all my belongings with a school friend 

(Joe) near Winston-Salem. First was to 

visit a workshop at the ARE) Edgar Cayce 

Foundation in Virginia Beach. Second was 

to drive down the Outer Banks, which I 

loved and where I met John Wallace, who 

would later come to play an important role 

at Running Water. Third, was to attend the 

Summer Gathering at Running Water. I 

was not fully prepared for that (and how 

could one be?) and it was a magical trans-

forming experience. Mikel Wilson, the 

owner had been studying weaving and like 

crafts and had hoped to have develop a community there, but that seems to not have been the in the 

cards so he announced that Running Water was for sale. This news struck a chord with me as I had 

spent quite a few years in California looking for land to homestead. But it was too expensive. I had a 

little savings mainly from the sale of the house I had bought with my college friend, Joe. 

Mikel showed me how to gain entry to the house on my own when I planed to check it out a short 

time after the Summer Gathering. I had no sooner arrived there than there were four men (Rocky, Pe-

ter, John, and David) walking down the driveway. My first thought) was that they had come the 

wrong weekend but they had not. They were also looking to buy the place as well. We compared 

notes and found that we shared a great deal of common interests. Neither of us could afford to buy the 

place on our own, so we spent quite some time that summer figuring out how we could pool our re-

sources to purchase the property together. By the time of the 1979 Fall Gathering, we had overcome 

all legal barriers, and we were the new owners. We formed a corporation, Stepping Stone to hold the 

property. We had traditions to follow and a family of Faerie brothers. We even managed to attend a 

homesteading workshop 

in southern New York 

State.   

The Fall Gathering was 

well organized a pam-

phlet introducing our-

selves to the Faeries. I 

had been to only one 

Gathering before, but it 

was the first for Peter, 

Rocky and John. The 

cabin only had a wood 

cook stove, but Rocky 

and Peter managed to 

feed over 40 men at 

these gatherings. We 

joined the local food co-
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op (at Loafer’s Glory). In short, the Gathering was a great success and we were very satisfied with our 

preparatory work. Like most Gatherings we always developed a list of participants with contact infor-

mation. Every Gathering always included a morning circle (on Saturday) which could easily take us to 

lunch. Also the Saturday Night dinner was often a dress up affair. In front of the house and to the 

south, there was an old orchard with varieties of apples that are not known now, such as Black Annies, 

and Golden Bell Flyers, and this afforded good tent sites as well as some in the woods.  The orchard 

yielded apples in the fall which we 

pressed into cider. The only real flat 

space was right in front of the house 

where we met for our Heart Circles. 

That fall after our Gathering there was a 

national Gathering in Colorado.  I with 

some  faeries from Norfolk.  We stopped 

in Denver and met with author Betty F.  

The gathering was in a national park, 

and included several hundred faeries 

from all over. The meals were amazing 

and there was magic and shooting stars. I 

don’t think there has been another, 

 

FLORIDA 

Right after the Gathering, we learned that 

was to be a March on Washington for 

LGBQ people, and I had to go. Mikel 

Wilson and I carried a makeshift RFD 

banner. What an exciting time that was 

for us! Having spent most of our money 

on the purchase of the homestead, we de-

cided to drive to Tampa, Florida to stay 

with a friend (Ernie) of Rocky and Pe-

ter’s and try to make money to carry us 

through the following year. Ernie’s apart-

ment had no heat and we soon discovered 

that palm does not burn. Rocky got a job 

as a chef and Peter as a waiter in a natu-

ral foods store. John got a job landscap-

ing, and I got a job with ATT sorting mail. I had to arise at 3 AM and ride a bike to work at 4 AM. 

What was good about this schedule for me was that I had the afternoon free, and availed myself of the 

local YMCA and enjoyed the downtown Tampa. My biggest challenge was getting to bed early 

enough .to get enough sleep. 

Also in those years we had a Southeastern Conference of Gay and Lesbians and I served on this board. 

I remember that one year we had three guys named Ron on the board so that caused some confusion 

on the minutes. 
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RUNNING WATER 

When we returned to Running Water in the spring, we soon found 

out why there was no Spring Gathering, (we only met for Gather-

ings in the Summer and Fall). It was cold and wet in the spring 

and not conducive to camping out or holding Gatherings. None-

theless, we had plenty to do. The house only had one bedroom, 

two attic lofts and a living room and kitchen. We still used an out-

house for our toiletry. In the summer, I put some black hose on the 

roof and we had a noon time hot shower. There was also a wash-

ing machine so on fair days we hung our wash on lines to dry. We 

soon bought a proper wood stove for the living room. 

Most of the early Gatherings were about 35 or so participants. 

Much later we had one Gathering with some 150 participants and 

that was just too much to keep track of. It was impossible to hold 

an inclusive Circle. We charged a small fee to cover the cost of 

the food and usually that income was sufficient to cover the cost 

of the food and a bit over to pay our land taxes which was about $500 a year. Also in the early years 

we added a few small workshop gatherings to focus on homesteading skills. 

Over the ten years we had various long-term visitors, most of whom stayed in the north loft as John 

spent more time away from Running Water than in the house. One was Bel (David) and another was 

Edwin B. We also had Dwight with us multi years. Also was D’ni and John F, a visiting artist. Almost 

all worked on the Journal or helped in other ways. We also had Michael Mason who usually pitched 

his tent in the garden area. Michael was a stunning young man and who stole my heart. He was a free 

spirit and awesome poet. I remember visiting him in New York City one winter. AIDS eventually 

claimed him as it did several others of our participants. Another visitor we had for a summer was my 

friend John Bob whom I had met on the way to Running Water living on the coast. He taught school 

and in the ‘80s he came to spend 

the summer at Running Water. 

John Bob is a carpenter and asked 

what he could do for the house. 

There was a small window facing 

south, and I suggested that a pic-

ture window would be great. He 

said sure but how about another 

room? So that summer he built a 

new room the south face of the 

cabin which we used for a library 

and the piano and a picture win-

dow. 

At an early year I had been ac-

companying some visitors to a re-

al estate office on the main high-

way and there was a golden puppy 

and after three times, the realator 

urged me to take him home. I 
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knew that Rocky and Peter did not want pets, so I took him in 

hopes that they would tolerate him. He was all golden, so I 

called him Goldie. Michael Mason also had a wire terrier pet 

named, Nobody, and we had a lot of fun with his name. 

(Nobody is here; Nobody is hungry.) We also had a feral cat 

who joined us (Mahitabel) and she would join us when we 

went on walks with the dogs. 

Even in the fall Gathering we assembled an RFD issue on the 

front porch. By 1980 the magazine came to Running Water for 

our production and management. In its history the Magazine 

had moved from collective to community for production, so it 

was normal for each issue to be developed by a different group 

or collective. Faygele ben Miriam was the business manager 

and paid the bills. In 1980 both the production and business 

management came to Running Water and resided there for al-

most 10 years. Our first issue was Summer 1980, No. 24 and 

featured a drawing of Running Water on the cover by King 

Thaxton All we had was a typewriter, and we cut and pasted 

each issue. We finally found a printer in Burnsville that would print it. But, many printers objected to 

the content. One of the more audacious actions I made was to bring RFD to literary conferences and I 

got it registered among literary outlets. 

 

COMPOSITIONS 

Also during the production of RFD (always stressful) and because we received so much poetry and 

because I had a love of Lieder (Art Songs), I started writing songs with the excess poetry employing 

various styles of music. One of the men who came to the gatherings was Richard Strange, a counter 

tenor. He fell in love with the songs and took the initiative to record and produce a cassette (Songs of 

Love and Nature) which included many of my songs. I even flew to Boston for the premier Richard 

had arranged. My friend Stephen Klein played the piano on the tape. I have never found another sing-

er interested in the songs so I started rearranging the music (which was mine anyway) for the Cello 

Choir. There is even one piece (song) arranged for strings, oboe, flute and horn. I was very honored to 

have many of the arrangements played on the occasion of my 80th birthday at the Masonic Temple. I 

also wrote a keyboard piece (just for the piano) and when I was in Europe in Lausanne on Lake Gene-

va. I rearranged it for cello and piano. This was Reverie. 

In my work at the church selecting hymns, there was very little available for St. Matthias, so I decided 

to write a hymn based on words from a Greek hymn for St. Matthias. I modified the words and wrote 

the music. 

We scheduled the Gatherings on weekends near the Summer Solstices and the Autuminal Equinoxes. 

Most were Fridays through Sundays. We continued in this manner for several years. Around 1984 

Rocky and Peter decided that they wanted to leave, and I had a problem of how to pay them off with 

their investment. We did not want to completely dissolve Running Water as I was willing to continue 

the Gatherings for a few more years. We had formed a corporation, Stepping Stone, Inc. to hold the 

stock so we could have unequal shares with a par value commensurate with our investments. I brought 

this to the Circle, and we decided that we could sell shares to the participants and thereby raise enough 

money to pay off Rocky and Peter’s investment. Around 1987 I got a job with an environmental or-
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ganization (Western North Carolina Alliance) and in 1988 I moved to Asheville with that work. I tried 

to go back to Running Water on weekends, but living in two places was untenable. There was a fellow 

attending the gathering who planned to confront Jerry Falwell with his Oral Majority but first he was 

going to a Gathering of gay men on a farm near Bakersville. This is a town of 450 and had never been 

on the AP so this caused a great deal of alarm with the CB-ers but we were unaware of it then.

We had the Gathering and the women in Asheville wanted to come and have their own gathering. So, 

right after our gathering, we packed up and went to Asheville to stay at Mikel Wilson’s and go 

dancing. When we returned, we asked the organizer how all had gone, and she said that all went well 

but there were some young men sporting side arms walking through the property. The women were 

playing baseball bare chested and that confounded the lads, and so we had no more trouble with them. 

Later several of the men in the food Coop told me that the CB chatter was all gays in Bakersville, so 

they were anxious that were OK. So, the women were our saviors.

About this time there was a visitor, John Fox.  He was a computer innovator living in SC.  He loved 

rhododendrons and had quite a few in his yard in SC. Well, he died and named me executor (SP) of 

his estate.  I had no idea what to expect.  The house was a horror. So I enlisted the aid of John Bob 

to help me.  We spent days throwing out stuff.  John was born in New York, lived in South 

Carolina, died in Georgia and is buried in Tenn. I gave John Bob some of the furniture and I kept 

several pieces for myself: the bed, a wing back chair, and a bureau. Mercifully, I had a SC lawyer 

help me. At the hospital, I was given a bag of his belongings including several huge dildos – one was 

black. 

Later in 1989 I decided that we would have to sell Running Water and move the Gatherings to another 

place. There was a woman blacksmith in the food coop who wanted to buy Running Water, so it was 

sold to her, and I then contacted the various stock holders in Stepping Stone to redeemed their stock 

with cash (from the sale of the property). By 1988 I was living in Asheville and we had Gatherings 

that year but those were the last Gatherings at Running Water.

We began discussing the future of the Gatherings and where they would be held. It was no longer pos-

sible to hold Gatherings at Running Water. Several of us (Rocky, Peter, Raven and myself and some 

others) set upon a quest to find another place we could hold Gatherings and how they would work. 

This was a frustrating endeavor because as soon as we mentioned a gathering of gay men, the facility 

was closed (to us). That is, until we went to The Mountain which is a Unitarian Retreat Center, and 

they welcomed us with open arms. Thus, we began the Gay Spirit Visions Conferences and the rein-

carnation of the Running Water Gatherings. The GSV Conferences are now in their 30th year. So 

Running Water continues on another mountain.

ASHEVILLE 

I moved to Asheville in 1988. It took me about five months to find a place on Trotter Place. At that 

time Asheville was alive with gay activism. There was C.L.O.S.E.R. based at All Souls Cathedral and 

led by Dan and Joan Marshall. This was kind of personal support group. There was SALGA (Southern 

Appalachian Lesbian and Gay Alliance) which was the political action organization. We held the first 

Gay rights march. Peter from Running Water and I were tying purple balloons on the lamp posts for 

the march route. Unknown to us, someone was following us and cutting the ties. So Asheville was 

awash with purple balloons. The march was met with jeers, etc. from religious preachers. We also had 

our first Gay Pride events in the ball field and at a bar. One of the biggest events was the public meet-

ing for the City Council consideration of a non-descrimanation ordinance for city employees. The 

crowd was so large that it had to be held at the Thomas Wolf Auditorium. I helped organize the gay 
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speakers, and we had our clergy lead our side. Ir ended up ok as long as we did not use the terms “Gay 

and Lesbian.’ Leni Sitnik as our mayor then. This was also the time the Asheville Gay Men’s Chorus 

was formed. I was one of the organizers with my friend, John Ferguson. We usually gave concerts at 

All Soul’s Cathedral.

We organized a Community Council made up of representatives from the organizations and the bars. 

We did several things and rented a Center (The Cansler Center named for Joan Marshall’s mother) for 

a few years. The center staffed an informational phone and we had a small building downtown. It had 

meeting space and a library (mostly with books from Running Water). We also held several candidate 

forums for the Gay & Lesbian community on the city council races. I facilitated at least two of these.

In its later years Asheville/Buncombe Discovery asked me to join their board, which I did. They 

were having trouble with waning financial support. Discovery was organized to bring people 

downtown and revitalize our urban center.  It was hugely successful, but I think it had outlived its 

purpose. I admired Karen Tessier’s leadership, but she was let go. So, like CORA I was left with 

closing something I admired.

WNC ALLIANCE 

In the late 80s I became involved with the Western North Carolina Alliance. In association with the 

food coop, representatives of the Alliance came to Mitchell Co. and made a presentation to us to join 

as a chapter. We did and I became more and more involved. The Steering Committee met monthly 

at All Soul’s Cathedral (in a Sunday School room). I was added to the staff mainly to produce a 

monthly newsletter, Accent. For one year we had an office in Spruce Pine but we soon realized that 

was too out of the mainstream, and then we moved to Asheville. That meant that I had to move also. I 

tried living at Running Water and working in Asheville for a few months, but I could not sustain that 

bi-location. I stayed with John F. in Montford until I could find my own place, and in May I moved 

into my cur-rent residence on Trotter Place. It was tiny (two rooms and a kitchen and bath), but it 

was mine and was livable.  Over the years I added two rooms, expanded two others, added a deck and 

a car port.

The Alliance was involved with several environmental threats in western NC: Hazardous Waste Incin-

erators in Mitchell and Caldwell Counties; the proposed nuclear waste site in Buncombe Co.; clear 

cutting on the national forests; water quality issues on the Pigeon River and the Little Tenn. River. We 

organized the Cut the Clearcutting Campaign with petitions and demonstrations. I remember driving 

to Texas to support others facing a threat of nuclear waste dump. I have often said that the work of the 

Alliance is better known for what one does NOT see. Also, a motto was “officials do not see the light 

until they feel the heat.” Citizen action was our hallmark. One time we had a controversy between the 

staff and the board. I never really fully understood what the issue was but I joined with the staff. 

But then I was asked to stay on and I did. I did no community organizing but I did keep the 

organization together and adminis-tered it from the Asheville office by myself. It is now Mountain 

True. I am an avid record keeper, and to my distress and dismay my replacement threw away all our 

history and records.  I started by partici-pating on the ADPC (Appalacian Development Projects 

Committee) and later I served on the Board.  In fact, I was one of the signers of the Testament when 

it was dissolved.  

Concurrently I got involved in an effort to save the Biltmore School (Citizens Organized to Save Bilt-

more School) which I chaired. I got the city council and Department of Education to re-consider the 

sale of the property and we succeeded in saving the main building. 
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There was a bond proposal of taking water from the and French Broad River for the city’s drinking 

water. Jeff Fobes of Greenline  led a campaign against that idea, the Yuck campaign. The bond issue 

failed two to one. I supported the campaign but was not not in the leadership. After the failure of the 

bond issue the city leaders re-convened and I and another activist were invited to serve on the next 

bond issue planning committee. I ended up proposing the slogan (since the thinking was to break the 

proposal down to primary and not all the goals. It was my proposal for a slogan, Fix It First, and they 

adopted it, and that bond issue passed by two to one. I think some of the city leaders ascribed more 

power to me than I deserved.

CITY COUNCIL RUN

My platform was sidewalks and public transit, and in 1992 I decided to run for City Council. I did not 

win but I placed better than many thought I would as I was as I ran as an open gay man. I got head-

lines in the paper. I was soon appointed to the Transit Authority by City Council. I served on that Au-

thority for ten years and we made progress: with new buses, improved transit center, bicycle racks, 

and schedule signs etc. My friend John Ferguson invited me to tour Europe with him and his concert 

tour of the Paris Texas Ensemble so I got to finally get to Europe. We visited Paris, Amsterdam, Co-

logne, Berlin (when the wall was still up) and Zurich, Prague and Budapest. We actually went twice 

and I am forever grateful to John for that opportunity. One interesting footnote, I was on the same 

flight flight from Frankfurt one week before the Lockabee bombing.

CONCERTS 

I had been playing organ at St. George’s Episcopal Church and I was invited to play at St. Matthias 

Church in 1992 as St. Matthias met at 11 am and St. George’s met at 9:30. It was tight but doable. St. 

George’s had a two manual Allen (electric) organ and St. Matthias had a single manual tracker organ. 

Not all the music I played at St. George’s worked at St. Matthias’ but I managed. I was very im-

pressed with the great acoustics at St. Matthias so that May I put on a concert with my cello teacher, 

Ron Clearfield (“Two Cellos; Two Rons”) which was a big success. So began a 23-year series of ben-

efit concerts, First Sundays at St. Matthias. Then we added guest groups (Concerts at St. Matthias).. 

One year we had 45 concerts, however in the later years we lost a lot of our audience due to competi-

tion of other musical groups for the same time and parking was always a problem. Most of the con-

certs were relatively small, but there were a few big ones, such as Bach Cantatas with 25 musicians, a 

chorus of 20 and four soloists. Stephen Klein conducted most of these. The Afternoon in Vienna con-

certs on the first Sunday after the New Year. This added a soprano soloist and dancers. 

Dan Marshall later donated his family grand piano to St. Matthias after spending some $10,000 on its 

restoration. 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHAMBER MUSIC 

I helped organize the Blue Ridge Orchestra and played in many chamber groups (including my own 

series at St. Matthias). One year I was in four regional orchestras (Brevard, Hendersonville, Blue 

Ridge in Asheville, and Johnson City). I put a lot of miles on that Lincoln (‘Mary Todd’). 

I enjoyed my orchestra involvement, but my main interest was chamber music. There was a chamber 

music workshop at Converse College, but the director just closed it with little notice. I had been work-

ing on the board with the Swannanoa Chamber Music Series, and I suggested to the director, Frank Ell 
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that perhaps Swanannoa could sponsor the workshop, and he agreed. That operated until 2019. Frank 

Ell did me a great honor when he decided to retire by performing the Mozart Clarinet Quintet with me 

in our concert series. He was a world class clarinetist and a great person.

I organized a Cello Choir in 2001 and that group is still active. We usually perform a concert annually 

at St. Matthias Church where we rehearse. 

THE SYMPHONY FOR UNITED NATIONS 

In 2005 The Symphony For United Nations came to Asheville under the direction of Joseph Eger and 

we mounted a concert (as SUNAshevile) at Diana Wortham Theater. The concert featured Ginger 

Kowal and Ron Clearfield. Maestro Eger condcted Beethoven’s Third Symphony. These were fund 

raisers for charity. Thus was formed the Asheville chapter of SUN. SUNA organized some chamber 

music concerts in Biltmore Forest in 2006. I took on the leadership of the chapter and in 2007 and I 

merged the concert (annual) concert with the Sister Cities program. Thus began the World in Harmo-

ny concerts. These were elaborate events with an orchestra and speeches and poetry for the Sister Cit-

ies. The first concert and program was at St. Matthias Church under the direction of Dean Angeles. 

The second World in Harmony concert was at Lipinsky Auditorium at UNCA also under the direction 

on Dean Angeles. The 2009 concert was held at Warren Wilson College under the direction of Milt 

Crotts. For the finale, I set words to the Ode to Joy by Beethoven for the occasion. We held another 

similar concert at UNCA in Lipinsky in 2008 auditorium. In 2009 the concert was at Warren Wilson 

College and conducted by Milt Crotts. 

BRIDGE 

It is probably a good thing that I did not 

learn to play bridge when I was in college. I 

had enough distractions. It was in San Fran-

cisco that some friends taught me the game 

and I started with rubber bridge (four play-

ers). Later, I even ventured into duplicate 

games. Of course this was in the 60s and 

70s so often my friends would be smoking 

pot. Mainly because of my asthma I never 

smoked. I continued to play when I moved 

to Asheville. We had a gay foursome for a 

weekly game and once a month there was a two-table duplicate game. For a number of years I played 

duplicate the Asheville Bridges Room. I had various partners, but they eventually ran out. I remember a 

trip to Washington for a national tournament with my friend Betsy (with her dog). I think we placed 

well. The weekly rubber game has had quite an array of interesting gay men involved, and still does. 

It is a bit ironic that I was tested positive to HIV in the 90s. I had escaped getting the virus when in 

San Francisco. This came from an application for health insurance. It is somewhat ironic that I es-

caped the virus when I was in San Francisco but got it in Asheville. The doctor told me he had bad 

and good news. The bad was that I had HIV and the good was that my timing was good because of the 

retrovirus drugs were just coming in. I started that regimen and I have been “undetectable levels” for 

over 20 years. I thank God that I have medical support at the VA.

Tim.Flora
Text Box
HIV
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MINTON PORCELAIN 

In the early 90s I was traveling with my work and whenever I 

could I would stop at an antique store. Once in eastern NC I found 

a couple of stunning dishes at an antique store and thus began an-

other love affair for me. I had little luck finding Minton in most 

stores, but when I went to EBAY, I found hundreds. Thomas Min-

ton began production of porcelain in 1796. Most of the 

19th Century products were hand painted but that changed in the 

20th Century. Thomas Minton developed a special technique for 

gold application. In those days, there were no copyrights for de-

signs, so it was not unusual for several companies to produce the 

same design, like Indian Tree. I once found an interesting plate 

(from New York) and sent a photo to Joan Jones, the foremost ex-

pert of Minton and whose book is the bible of Minton. She said 

the only other copy of that design she knew of was in the British 

Museum. I subsequently found another plate from Australia that at 

I think is from 1799 but that has not yet been verified. Minton is 

actually still in production. I have at least eight cabinets full and more on the floor. Until recently the 

dinning room was piled high and unusable. I had an auction house come and haul off 40 boxes of sur-

plus in the dinning room, and I am now enjoying my dinning room again. I still have more I will sell 

but right now is not the time.

My stepfather also collected paper weights and art glass. He was the better collector. When he found 

something of interest, he would go to the library and research it before buying it. Mother was more 

like me, or is it vice versa? If we like something and we can afford it, we would just buy it. Robert had 

a large collection of commemorative glass which he sold to the Greensboro Museum. The collection 

fills a whole room. He also had some twelve boxes of paper weights. So, collecting runs in the family.

FREEMASONS 

In 2005 I joined the free masons, specifically Mt. Hermon Lodge 

in downtown Asheville. I was initiated in May, passed in June, 

and raised on July 25, 2005. Somewhat like St, Matthias Church, 

Mt. Hermon Lodge appeared to be on its last legs (although I had 

nothing to compare it to). I had a good mentor and coach and he 

got me through my catechism in short order. I went through all 

the chairs but when I was approaching the East, the current Wor-

shipful Master wanted another year in that chair, so I told him to 

proceed. Then there was a need for a secretary, and Lance G. 

urged me to take that post which I did. I stayed at that post for 10 

years and put things in order. I found records in several places 

and in disarray, so I got my “Nelson Neat” hat on to put records 

in order and digitized all the records of current and past brothers. 

I also started a file on all past officers with other stats like the 

number of members. At one time, Mt. Hermon Lodge had over 

800 members and was the largest lodge in the state then. I pub-
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lished an annual membership list and a monthly newsletter. I also worked with the painter to select 

new colors with the consent from the Lodge for the lodge room. I had the time and the inclination. 

I am still a member of the Mt. Hermon Lodge and have since joined the Veritas traditional observant 

lodge as well as the York Rite and Amaranth. For the Veritas Lodge I also play the solo cello. When I 

joined the Amaranth I was principally a musician on the piano, but now I have been Royal Patron at 

least two times. My only regret is that I did not join Masonry sooner. 

 

WILLIAM 

Willie was an ex-prisoner staying with Fr. Austin next door until Austin kicked him out. 

Like my former lover in San Francisco, he was 6’wow. He had long blond hair. We were an unlikely 

pair. He drank beer and smoked, loved watching car racing on the TV, had been married but divorced, 

and liked music like Ted Nugent. So in most ways one would look at, we were an unlikely match. He 

had once had money, a house, and a fine car, but lost all of that through drugs and high living. And, he 

had been in prison for short terms. I remember driving for miles to visit him in psych wards. When 

Austin evicted him, I told him that he could stay a few days with me. Thus began a 20+ year relation-

ship. 

In the early years he would dash off to Georgia, Alabama, Canton, Florida and Texas to work. I even 

visited him in Canton, Georgia, and Alabama. Once, I got a call from a doctor in Texas as Willie had 

listed me as next of kin in spite of the fact he had a sister. This was when they had to revive him as he 

was near death. Willie was quite a hunk and he took pride in his body. He would sometimes take his 

shirt off and show off to my bridge friends. He liked the adulation. At several important points in my 

life like my retirement or a birthday, he would come to the party but quietly sit in a corner. In many 

ways we shared a bed and little else but that was something. Early in our sex life it was up to me to 

initiate anything. Much later he shocked me one night by reversing our roles and he climbed on top of 

me. He was also a great kisser. Off and on we were together about twenty years, but half of that was 

spent apart. I got up one night and noticed the kitchen light on and when I went to investigate, he was 

lying on his back on the kitchen floor, dead. He had been cooking something to eat. Nothing was bro-

ken and the gas was turned off. I still miss him. 

 

MOTHER 

I was close to Mother, especially in my high school years. I have to admire how she accepted full 

charge of me after father died and while she was working, especially in my high school years. I don’t 

know how she did all that she did in those years. In the Belmeade house I had a little room off the 

kitchen, probably an old pantry. These were my religious years, and I had a tiny altar with colored li-

turgical frontals. I remember spending hours gilding the lace with gold paint. These were years that 

my mother was dating. Generally I did not comment on her dates, but there was an ex-Major (who 

was an alcoholic). We all three went on a road trip to Florida. It was a kind of vacation for me. We 

eventually got to the Keys, and the Major wanted to teach mother how to drive; The causway was a 

straight way and that made sense. However, as we moved along mother complained that it was very 

difficult for her to keep the car on the road, and her left hand was red. It turned out that we had a flat 

tire. She never tried to drive again. 
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I think she was thinking of marrying him. but I objected. I 

know that was not my place to tell her what to do. It was 

not my place to interfere. As it turned out, she later met 

Robert, the dry cleaner and they hit it off. He was deeply in 

love with her. Like her first marriage, she eloped, and she 

and Robert got married in an Episcopal Church in Blowing 

Rock. I liked Robert and we got along well over the years. 

I was away when I was in the Army and when I was in col-

lege; I would keep in touch mainly by post. Once when we 

were living at Running Water, Mother and Robert came for 

a visit, but she would never set foot in the house. 

She was always an authority figure for me as she raised me 

by herself until I joined the Army. While I was in college I 

would come home on occasions, but when I moved to Cali-

fornia, we corresponded. Part of my distancing was be-

cause I had never come out to her as a gay man. We just 

avoided the topic for many years. It was not until her last 

years that I told her what I thought was obvious, that I was 

gay; It had not been obvious to her. 

While I was still working Robert had a heart attack and was in the hospital. She was so upset that she 

fell and broke one of her fingers. So they both were in the same hospital in Greensboro at the same 

time, but mother did not want me to tell Robert. I didn’t. While in the hospital, Robert had another 

heart attack and died. I helped Mother with the funeral. She and Robert lived on the second floor, and 

it was difficult for her to manages those stairs. I had to look for a nursing home for her. I found one in 

Greensboro. It only had shared rooms and she did not like that aspect. I found a very nice place here 

in Asheville and drove her to it. But on the way to supper there, she fell, and they would not take her. 

So I had to find another place. That was the Baptist Home which she liked and where she celebrated 

her 90th birthday, I was still working then and would visit her weekly. The nurses called me when she 

was close to passing, and I came and held my hand on her back as she took her last breath. I consider 

that a special privilege for me. When I started to look after her our roles finally reversed.

HOUSE 

When I moved to Asheville in 1988 I was determined to buy my own house. My work with the WNC 

Alliance was paltry, around $20,000 a year so this was a challenge. I did not want to repeat my moth-

er’s example of living in the same apartment for some 40 years. I can understand why she and my 

stepfather would prefer that arrangement, but that is not what I wanted. I found a small house on Trot-

ter Place in West Asheville that I could afford. The cost was $21,000. I worked out a plan with the 

owner make affordable payments and I paid more on the purchase than required. When the balloon 

payment came, I got a small loan from a credit union. That was paid off in good time. I think the 

whole purchase was under ten years. The house was very small (two rooms plus a kitchen, a bath, and 

a breakfast nook). So I then set about adding to the house. I wanted to do this while I was still work-

ing. I extended the breakfast nook into a dinning room by adding about 6 feet to the breakfast nook 

with a cathedral ceiling. I next added five feet to the living room over the old porch and added a sun 

tunnel. My next addition was the music room which I had Jim Samsel design according to my plans. I  
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also added a deck, a front porch and carport. Then I added a bedroom trying to avoid the cost of an 

architect, I drew up the plans on to scale, and the city accepted it. Then I covered the exterior with 

shingles. The lot is 1/3 acre and the house sits near the back of the lot so there is a large front yard. I 

wanted to get most of this was done e I was still working and I did. 

LEARNINGS 

There is probably no better time or place to be born Gay than now in the USA. One does not have to 

look up the word ‘homosexual’ to know who we are. We can even legally marry. So many of my per-

sonal struggles in my early years are not applicable now. What I have learned is that my sexual orien-

tation is no proscription for almost any thing I want to do. If anyone had a problem with my sexuality, 

it was on them. I do not cooperate with any oppression. At the same time, I think it is important to be 

open and upfront and honest with who we are. In my case, I have not flaunted my sexuality; but I 

have I have just gone about my business as if I were entitled to and never hid it.

As Shakespeare said through Polonius, “To thine own self, be true...” I think that we Gay men have 

something to give the larger society besides a sense of color. After all, we have been around since 

Jonathan and David, and before. That question is what the Gay Spirit Visions Conference was 

organized for. My absence of late is due to having just having my hands full with personal matters, 

such as looking after my mother for her last years. I am very proud of the GSV Conference and its 

work. Another thing I learned is that it is important for us to nurture our natural sense of humor. It 

is one of our valuable gifts to share with the larger society. Also our being upfront with our sexuality 

is a mark of our integ-rity.  So much has developed over my lifetime and I think it is much easier for 

young gay men these days.  Thank God.

What is next for me I do not know, but I am still alive and ready for my next creative endeavor.  Our 

country is going through a big transformation now and will never be the same.






