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THEREALTHIMG:

The High Price of Salvatiom

Michael Bronski

"There is great comfort in knowing that our bodies may be

used in all mannerfor a supreme Glory.
10

—Saint Theresa of Avila

William Carney's novel, The Real Thing was released in 1968 by

G. P. Putnam's Sons, a respected New York publisher. This in

itself is remarkable. For in spite of its elegant prose and construc-

tion, its serious religious underpinnings, its erudition, and its

out-and-out intelligence and wit, The Real Thing is, at heart, a

diabolical mystery of sex and terror set in the shadowy world of

the gay male S/M subculture of the 1960s. Carney makes no

bones about it; there is nothing coded here, no insinuations or half-

suggestions: this is a world of masters and slaves, of (consensual)

sexual violence, and physical and psychological terror. What was
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going on that—a year before Stonewall—a high-brow, mainstream

publishing house would buy and publish a novel whose sexual

sophistication and outre subject matter would make its plot and

content nearly unmentionable in polite society?

The answer to this is that The Real Thing is a spectacularly

subversive novel: it is alternately a deeply serious examination

of personal morality and spiritual growth while at the same time

manages to excite and entertain us. Carney's cool, detached style

seems at first to be at odds with his explosive subject matter, but

as the narrative unfolds we realize that the author has far more on

his mind than simply engaging us in a slightly-elevated variation

of gay male grand guignol. The craft and intelligence of The

Real Thing is so shockingly evident from its opening pages that

we begin to wonder why it has not become a widely read gay

classic, for although it has had a dedicated cult following, it has

been virtually unobtainable for a quarter of a century. Perhaps

Carney's book—his style and intent—was so advanced, so sophis-

ticated, for its time that it was simply "unreadable" at its time of

publication.

The genius of The Real Thing resides in Carney's brilliant use

of form. At first glance if appears as though The Real Thing is

simply fashioned after Les Liasons Dangereuses, Pierre Choderlos

de Laclos's brilliant 1782 epistolary novel, that depicts the spir-

itual and moral corruption of pre-Revolutionary French

aristocracy. Not only does Carney use a passage from Les Liasons

Dangereuses as an epigram for The Real Thing, but the book's very

structure—a series of "instructional" letters from an unnamed

narrator to his nephew that detail the intricacies of the S/M
world—can only remind us of the arch attitudes and devious

plots of the infamous Valmont and Mme de Merteuil. (The two
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recent film versions of Laclos's novel now insure that contem-

porary readers of The Real Thing will appreciate Carney's literary

homage, perhaps more than when it was first published.) But a

closer reading of The Real Thing proves it to be a far more compli-

cated world than a simple "gay version" of Laclos's novel. Carney

has also drawn upon—or at least seems to—such varied sources

and inspirations such Jacobean Revenge Tragedies such as John

Ford's c
Tis Pity She's a Whore as the model for the closeted-gay;

pulp, noir fictions of Cornell Woolrich (particularly I Married a

Dead Man and Waltz Into Darkness); the elegantly shocking

thrillers of Patricia Highsmith (Strangers on a Train and the

Ripley books come to mind); the inverted, bizarre world of Jean

Genet's Our Lady of the Flowers, as well as such spiritual classics

as The Autobiography ofSaint Theresa ofAvila and St John of the

Cross's Living Flame of Love. But while Carney's book draws

upon all these sources it is also a witty deconstruction of them,

a funny—and frightening—vision of what sex, revenge, power,

love, and family has come to mean in our modern world.

The main action of The Real Thing is contained in a series of

letters that at once elucidate and dictate the social, moral,

emotional, and sexual codes of the gay male S/M world in the

mid-1960s. Carney's narrator is intent on explaining point by

point the hierarchies, levels, categories, and duties of this world:

it is a taxonomy of sexual and personal desire. The narrator's

investment in this world is so great that it takes on spiritual over-

tones. He refers to what we might now call the "leather lifestyle"

as The Way and articulates the various degrees of priests, acolytes,

and worshippers. It is in these meditations that The Real Thing

takes on the feel of a religious primer, a guide to personal and spir-

itual development in much the same way that the writings of St.
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John of the Cross and Saint Theresa of Avila do. Carney's ideas

about sex and spirituality resonate quite soundly today; he seems

to antieipate the merging of new age spirituality, S/M, and tran-

scendence that are now being made popular by such writers as

Mark Thompson, Doug Sadownick, and the late Geoff Mains. But

The Real Thing is not willing to let these ideas remain unchal-

lenged. As the story unfolds—and Carney introduces his themes

of betrayal, revenge, and psychological warfare The Real Thing

turns from faux religious primer to a thriller. The overlay of the

classical Les Liasons Dangereuses on the pulp sensibilities of Cornell

Woolrich make for an interesting combination: this is the hidden

homosexual world that breeds intrigue and discomfort. Woolrich's

obsessive world of private secrets and hidden motives—the perfect

nesting ground for his guilty, closeted fantasy life—blooms under

Carney's cultivation. It is a tribute to Carney's learning and econ-

omy as a writer that he is able to switch and combine genres so

quickly and effectively. Only Patricia Highsmith—whose novels,

like Woolrich's combine ruminative sexual fantasy so well with

obsessive revenge—comes close to Carney in her ability to create

such an insular and convincing world of personal, controlled

hysteria. As in Genet's novels and memoirs "salvation" comes

at a very high cost.

In the end The Real Thing—like Les Liasons Dangereuses—is a

highly moral tale that uses highly immoral people to make its

point. Of the many ways it was a novel in advance of its time

this is perhaps the most telling. After more than twenty-five years

of gay liberation and the creation of a complex and compelling

lesbian and gay culture are we now able to read Carney's novel

and savor its paradoxes and ironies. This is not a simple novel with

a simple moral or story to tell but a complicated—even post-
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Introduction

modern—work that defies easy description and confounds easy

categorization. In many ways gay and lesbian writing and culture

has grown up this past quarter of a century and we are now finally

able to read—with appreciation and enjoyment—a book that was

there at the beginning.

William Carney died in 1987 at the age of 64. His other published

novels are A Tear in a Closet (1974) and The Rose Exterminator

(1982).
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Dans les maux sans retnedes,

Us eonseils ne peuvent plus

porter que sur le regime.

—Laclos,

Les Liaisons Dangereuses





CH\PTER I

September 6,

You have come a long way since I last saw you, and that repre-

sents a span of years longer than I care to think about. Yet I am

pleased that you have written (I almost added, "at last")—pleased

and disturbed. The pleasure is easily accounted for; the disturb-

ing element less so. The change in you, the time warp through

which your letter reaches me, the portents of these things: all

perhaps account for it.

Too, I am flattered that, having encountered an old friend of

mine, you should find yourselfrecommended to me for instruction.
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Again, I am pleased. And, no, you need have no fear of my stand-

ing off from you in this matter because you are my nephew. Your

new-found interest and my abiding one will form a common ground

placing us beyond such considerations. I feel actually that I have no

family, and that is exactly as I and they wish it to be.

Not as your relative, then, but as your mentor will I undertake

to tell you what I know and aid you where I can if you truly

mean to embark upon this Way of doing things. You are recom-

mended (and well recommended!) by H. in this matter. What

he has written me about you piques my interest and what you have

told me of yourself quiets certain misgivings I have regarding

this method of preparation. I do not like putting such things as

we are to discuss in writing; this work is largely handed on through

oral and experiential traditions. The distance between us, however,

necessitates it, and, quite frankly, I think that is all to the good,

since I do not wish to see you until and unless you have been

confirmed in this work. For, as you will see, this aid which I am

prepared to offer entails not only my knowledge, but also your

aptitude.

There are other factors besides. Take the matter of sex, which

most people consider (wrongly) of primary importance. And I

speak now of gender as well as of the act; or rather, the one in

connection with the other. You tell me that you are bisexual, but

that the scene, such as you have experienced it, excites you. So far,

so good. Only, I must tell you at the outset that my own tastes,

as family rumor has no doubt seeped down to you ere now, have

remained exclusively attached to my own sex. And while I can

appreciate and at times even admire the erotic mobility of which

you may be capable, my letters will direct your attention exclu-

sively to Leather—male Leather, so that you must search elsewhere
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for a guide to those other parts of the woods where the hunting

may interest you more. This Way, after all, encompasses a large

and teeming domain in which no need need ever go unanswered

nor any capability fail to find an outlet for its expression.

Your letter also reveals a certain depth of insight not often

encountered in those interested in this work. Many feel called to

it, but few succeed in doing it well. This perceptiveness which you

seem to possess is therefore a great gift, and if at times it may

hamper the full enjoyment of what you will be doing, it will, in

the larger scheme of things, enhance everything to which you put

your hand. Cultivate it, this penetrating quality you have, and

always think about what you do. Always.

Another point I find in your favor is the fact that you have spent

so long a period in the service. It can result in nothing but good

where this work is concerned. I myself found that the Army was

an invaluable source of instruction and practice. Of course, I was

attached to the military police. But while that was a happy acci-

dent, I made sure I remained with them and might have connived

at being so placed had it not fallen out that way. Were you never

assigned to the brig, I wonder?

As to your career—there is no difficulty there. You mean to

devote yourself to art? Fine! This work is no stranger to artists.

Far from it! Nor to any other walk of life, as you will see. All in

all, your background and your present situation, your bearing, atti-

tude, and intelligence are in your favor. What drawbacks there are

remain to be seen, and we will examine them when we come to

them.

Now. You say that you have experimented in this and that it

intrigues you. Very well. We will not go into why it intrigues

you, but instead investigate it as a biologist might (since ecology
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is my field) and establish bow it does so. For who can ever say why

anything is what it is or does what it does? We can only try to

discover how a thing works, and this includes people. The whyness

of anyone will always remain a mystery. An interesting sidelight

on the above (although I am anticipating myself here) is that

bottom men always ask why while top men ask how. Let us find

out, then, as quickly as possible what your reactions are to this

scene. To this end, let me encourage you to write more fully in

the future. You were much too vague in your letter and, while this

is understandable in a first communication, you must drop this

pose (and I hope it is only a pose) and say frankly what you have

to say, ask about what you do not understand, and describe in

detail what you experience along the way. Be honest, open,

factual, and I will reciprocate.

In closing, however, I owe it to you and to myself to warn

you regarding this work. It is hazardous. And not only owing to

its evident nature—for this is always taken into account—but in

another less evident way. It will change you fundamentally and to

a degree unimagined by you at present. It will unlock you. And

what lies behind the door one pushes against in this work often

comes as the greatest surprise in one's life. So you must think care-

fully about your choice before you write to me again. I must

know how much you already know and how far you feel you are

prepared to go in this Way. I will then begin by giving you a

more ordered picture of what is meant by the no-doubt-bewil-

dering array of possibilities presenting themselves to you at this

time.

A further word concerning H. Ifyou are serious in your intent

to enter into this, then you would be wise not to push things

any further with him. He is not serious.

- 12 -



CHAPTER II

September 1 9,

I read your letter with interest and with much pleasure. You have

managed to circulate a great deal for one so new to this work. In this

you are to be encouraged—and warned. Do not become common

property, nor make yourself known to a degree that will handicap

or even incapacitate you for the important Way which lies ahead.

Consent to remain a mystery to those around you for a while. You

are just beginning, and while I feel sure you are destined to shine

in this work, I must advocate caution at this time lest you commit

irreparable blunders right at the beginning. Nothing is so easily
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undermined as a budding reputation. And who knows how fast or

in what way you will develop? There are so many paths one may take

in this. The fact that you have been careful so far shows a proper

regard for yourself and a respect for this Way of doing things, yet

it tells me nothing concerning your proclivities. Review what I said

to you in my first letter and examine your feelings regarding the

things you see or hear spoken of. This is important right now, and

I hope you will dilate upon these subjects in your next letter.

At this writing I think I would do best to outline briefly the

taxonomy of this world. Then, later on, ifyou like, I will go into

some detail on those points which you ought to know more about

or which may be of particular interest to you.

Know then that, besides the two roles one may adopt in this

work, there are three routes one may go, three ranks one may

aspire to, and three categories to which one may feel drawn.

The two roles are, of course, basic to everything that is done.

Common knowledge concerning this work usually begins and

ends here; everybody knows this, one might say. And one would

be very wrong. For this classification of sadist/masochist is vastly

misunderstood not only by outsiders (and God forbid that the

public should ever really understand!) but by great numbers of the

practitioners of these mysteries themselves. The faithful are often

ignorant of doctrine even when they are devout in practice. To

name only one of the complications arising from any attempt at

simplification where this basic concept is concerned, take the

question of the two types of response possible to these roles in the

face of provocation. I mean, of course, a moral or a physical

response. Reaction on the moral (or unconscious) plane presents

a much greater danger to the community than does the same

reaction sustained physically and consciously.
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To the ignorant it seems quite the opposite. I recall an enlight-

ened report that was submitted by a board of examining doctors

concerning a man convicted on a charge of conspiring to do

great bodily harm to someone who seemed not the least interested

in appearing as plaintiff in the case. Nevertheless, the district

attorney, on the instructions of a grand jury, had proceeded to

draw up a long indictment, an inaccurate and rambling cata-

logue of run-of-the-mill abuses presented as atrocities in order to

expose what he insisted was a public menace and to inflame the

press and its readers against the defendant and "this sort of

thing." The report I speak of stated in few words that the indi-

vidual concerned—a doctor, a surgeon—not only constituted

no threat to the public, but was himself quite well integrated

into society as a productive and valuable member of the commu-

nity, and that his aggressions were carefully channeled into those

outlets (his victims) which benefited as much as did he from the

discharges of his stylized rage. Of course this made not the slight-

est impression upon the authorities or the courts. Having given

the dog a bad name, they proceeded to treat him as you might

expect: he was crucified. And, I might add, it served him right,

for he was a fool and had been caught in a fool's net. (Remember

this. Avoid fools like the plague and never get caught.)

Now, aside from public misunderstanding, which need not

detain us in our considerations here, the important thing to

remember in distinguishing between our objective, palpable reac-

tions to provocation and the way of those stumbling in the dark

maze of sublimated aggression is that the assumption of either

mode generally precludes the other unless conversion takes place.

Which brings me to a point of conjecture. So suddenly have you

entered upon this work, and so wholeheartedly do you appear to
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embrace it, that I have been wondering whether your present

change in temper might not be the result of just such a conver-

sion. Could this be? I will say more of this phenomenon at a

later date, but for now I should like to know what you were like

before you came to this work. I can remember you only as a calm

and sweet-natured child, less moody than your brother, and more

inclined to stand up for your rights than he, even though he was

the elder. In your next letter you must tell me something of the

pattern of your encounters and of the genesis and development

of your sexual proclivities up to the present time. I wish partic-

ularly to know what happened to you in the Marine Corps, for,

as I indicated in my last letter, a great deal of fertile labor was

accomplished in my own two tours of duty with the Army. Much

ofwhat I am today I owe to the marvelous enlightenment which

came to me in successive waves of experience in Europe, in Japan,

and in Korea, investing me with this invisible sheath of disci-

pline which binds us all in a kind of brotherhood.

But I must stop for now. I am very busy these days: a new

semester has begun and I am the chairman of a contentious

department which I must begin to set in order. Feel free to write

at length in the future, but from now on be specific!

16



CHAPTER III

October 5,

So I left you hanging in the air, did I?—rather like a new student

handed a list ofterms to which he is as yet unable to attach any defi-

nitions. Very well. We shall begin to remedy that situation now, lest

you absorb false doctrine in your increasing contacts with others. And,

incidentally, touching upon what follows and relating it to your

amusing litde discussion with H. regarding terminology, let me put

you on your guard against flippancy. Nothing is more unseemly in

this work than inappropriate jest. H. is very clever, I am sure, but his

is only fringe knowledge, as I will explain to you in a.minute.
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You will notice as time passes and you gain more experience in

this domain that there is a host of private designations for all

the more general ones which I shall be using in my letters to

you. Most adepts develop a singular vocabulary as an expression

of style or an adjunct of discipline, and, in their contact with

others, may come to use several sets of expressions for the same

things. My advice to you is, where you wish to be clear, rely

upon classic usage. On the other hand, since ambiguity acts as an

excitant in this work, set about developing your own nomencla-

ture. If it is apt, you will enjoy that flattery paid you by others

when they adopt it as their own.

But now, consider for a moment the three ranks. They are, in

ascending order, Purists, Exemplars, and the Perfect—the

untempted, the uncorrupted, and the incorruptible.

Purists. I must say right off that these are considered by many

hardly to constitute a rank at all, and are included on the scale of

excellence only in order to distinguish them from the phonies

which some, more hasty and less knowledgeable in these things

than they ought to be, confuse them with. Purists owe their

inclusion here to the fact that there is a certain visionary purity

in their outlook and a very real spiritual adherence to what it is

we do although they themselves do not enter into it. For this

reason they are sometimes called Oblates. Like steers, they are

tolerated in the herd—and for about the same reason. They are

untempted, they move quietly, pleasantly even, within the circle

of the cognoscenti and are honest in their interest while being

backward in their play.

Often Purists are simply called Leather, and a confusion is likely

to result from this unless you understand that the term "leather"

is a generic designation for all disciplined activity whereas, when
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applied to the untempted, it signifies a specific and refilled fetish:

Pure Leather. A mythicized American variant of this is known as

Western or, in the East, Cowboy. Nor is this all. A whole mongrel

race of deviant types has been spawned by a kind of spontaneous

generation in recent years. One is asked to consider such aberra-

tions as trucker-leather, uniform-leather, lumberjack-leather...

I

have even heard of exotics like telephone-repairman- leather and

door-to-door-salesman leather. Fortunately, these unnatural inno-

vations in a great tradition hold no promise of viability. They are

the products ofjaded and undisciplined minds, and you will do well

to avoid them. I will say no more about them.

But all other reasonable variants are to be considered as gifted

children; as such they are tolerated and may even be enjoyed on

occasion. But neither time nor energy in great amounts ought to

be wasted on them, for, while pure, they are not serious.

Who, or what, then, is serious?

Discounting that which everyone does, and which is nothing,

there are these three routes: Leather and Rough, which are open

to all, or nearly all, and the remaining one which is The Real Thing.

A person may, of course, go more than one route. Purists, for

instance, are frequently Rough. Indeed, I have seldom encoun-

tered one that did not like to make it that way. But they are all like

puppies, like bear cubs, like youths at play: they are merely rough.

Their principal advantage to us is that we can relax around them,

and they are excellent at arranging things.

Now do you begin to see? It must have already dawned upon

you why I warned you away from H. He is a Purist. And you

must understand that the greatest joy a Purist can have is to

engage an adept on his own (the Purist's) terms. Do not misun-

derstand. He does this not through bad faith or in any wish to
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triumph over his betters, as do the phonies. His intentions are

quite open and quite pure—as far as they go. But that is exactly

the point: they do not go far enough. These honest and untempted

Oblates are cases of arrested development. They've got the idea,

but they are content with the lesser discipline and the lesser rank.

The contributory mystique has possessed them utterly and they

have denied themselves access to the higher calling by the very

enthusiasm and devotion they bring to what are no more than

initiatory rites. Lacking any true depth, they frolic in groves rather

than hunting the woods. Theirs is a pastime, ours is an art. Theirs

is the metier of an evening, ours is a lifetime calling.

I say "ours," but by that I do not mean to include you—not yet.

After all, I have not seen you for fifteen years, and during that inter-

val have had only scattered references to you from your mother on

the rare occasions when we used to exchange holiday greetings.

And since I am on this subject, let me say that I would as well you

spared yourself the effort of writing me on family matters. You

would do well also not to mention to your mother the fact that you

have been corresponding with me. You are undoubtedly familiar

with her attitude and that of your late father concerning my life

and the way I choose to live it. It is of no interest to me how you

handle her, save that I feel you can never be free in this Way ifyou

are not free of her tutelage, no matter how slight you may consider

it to be at the present time. And, as I mentioned earlier, I prefer

that you forget you are my nephew. Think only of this work, for

what you are entering now is a community of breath which is

more binding than that of blood.

Think about it.

20



CHAPTER IV

October 18,

How to begin? The ones you speak of are phonies. They are

everywhere, aping their betters, trying to make the scene, usurp-

ing privileges, assuming stances they cannot maintain, degrading

whatever and whomever they turn their attention to. They babble

of matters they know nothing about, they dress inappropriately,

they lie; they know neither how to make or to keep arrange-

ments properly, and are objects of disgust to everyone. Flip,

untidy, degenerate, they can never be fit vessels for conversion.

They are a source of scandal and a pit of ruin for any who frequent
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them. They are not even worth the trouble of teaching a lesson

to, since they panic under discipline and are too shallow-gutted

to learn. They are most of them common aphrodisiacs with no

preparation and no idea of the fitness of things. And they talk...

Oh! how they talk! If purists are spiritually backward, phonies are

physically presumptuous and as such deserve to be put down.

Stepped on. For they are always underfoot. They crowd into

the leather bars and the after-hours joints and these places are

fuzzed because of them. Such excursions are out of their depth,

but they try to make the scene in order to impress the ignorant,

the credulous, and the timid with what they claim to know and

to have seen. And they are multiplying like locusts since, now that

the media have alerted the public to the ordered existence of this

Way, the devotee of the feature article and the weekly picture

magazine is all agog. Since order is what they lack in their lives

—

and in nothing so much as in their piddling sexual escapades—they

present themselves before us with all the arrogance of self-

appointed arhitri elegantiae out to judge the scene. As ifwe were

expected to prove something to them! They represent that dilet-

tante element always to be found lurking about on the fringes of

what is thought to be new and different. They come to us not to

learn, but to pick up impressions along with a stray trick, and

they come away flaunting tattered bits of jargon with which to

clothe their vauntings at the cocktail hour. To be strung up and

chainwhipped is too good for them. Besides, they would only

go pissing and whining to the Law.

Some of them even go to great lengths to arrange things, elab-

orate sessions which are well attended. They do this in the hopes

of dominating some segment of the activity and thus getting an

exemplary reputation without running the necessary risks.
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Unfortunately, some of the genuine adepts—the weaker ones,

those less devoted, the tired or aging, ones willing to be lion-

ized, if only temporarily, by doubtful admirers—wallow in this

garbage from time to time and so fall into their trap, smothered

and invalidated by a fluttering coterie of gasping faggots.

I have heard them. Of course I've heard them! How can one

but hear them? The excuse they give for hanging around where

they are not wanted is that they come to watch those who wish

to be seen. Now, that there is an element of display in our public

presentations goes without saying, but it is the esteem of those

like ourselves that we seek and not the gaping or titillated regard

of the ignorant. Our Way is channeled aggression, and as such it

has bypassed that asocial behavior of the normal run of queen,

fairy, hustler, and hood. We are a band of initiates who remain

apart. In any crowd we can spot each other and it is this recog-

nition that we seek, this fellowship that we encourage, and these

particular accomplishments that we value. We receive on a differ-

ent wavelength from those outside; we speak a different language,

obey another code, seek other pleasures, weigh other gains. What

most people find in the act of sex is for us merely the concluding

benediction of an elemental rite whose sacrament is valid to the

extent that it is severely observed and mercilessly performed.

The point is this: be quiet and pay attention to everything

around you and you will not be misled by any phony. In this

work an alert and perceptive eye will be infinitely more valuable

to you than a glib tongue. Think of a hawk. And always consider

that others are probably more inclined to talk than you are. Let

them. As for these others: dabblers, spillers, drapers, hysterical

seekers of the new? They will say anything in order to get you to

open the door to this world to them. But they only want it opened
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so they can peer in; they do not want to enter. Therefore, never,

never! leave a bar or walk off the street with something unless you

know what it is and what you are about with it. Never!

Now a word concerning your news and what you have been

doing. The person H. has introduced you to is someone you

may well admire. Yes, I know him. And if he seems uninterested

in discussing me with you, that is all to his credit, and due, you

may be sure, to a general rather than to a particular disinclination.

Take a cue from him and avoid such discussions. Everyone is

acquainted with everyone else to some degree or other in this

work, so just forget it, unless you have some specific thing you

wish to know about someone. If you are curious about me, ask

me, not him. I will return to this subject later on. For the present,

consider that it is you he is interested in. I will tell you now that

I knew R. several years ago when he was somewhat in the same

position in which you find yourself now, except that at that time

he was having some trouble with a woman. He may tell you

something about this interesting side province in our work, but

if he does not I see no reason why I should—as you know, it

does not interest me particularly. In no case, however, ought

you to ask him, citing me as your source. My admiration for him

is not at all moderated by the fact that he is unadventurous and

tends to be lazy in multiple arrangements. He is a good man and

I hope you hit it off with him. It is about him, or rather the rank

he represents, that I shall write you next.

For the rest, it is good that you turned down H.'s offer to

share his apartment. (And, incidentally, do not give the matter of

his rejection another thought. He, Purist that he is, understands

and will respect you for it. And you should waste not one minute

nor shred of feeling in debarrassing yourself of attachments from
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whatever quarter they may come. The fact that he is a friend of

mine is of absolutely no consequence. Should he persist, break

with him completely.) On the other hand, I see no reason why you

should not accept the leather jacket from him. I do not think

much of the shop where it is being made, however. It is a new

establishment that caters to phonies and to phony tastes. You

see what I mean....
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October 31 }

So, you continue to go to the baths. This just will not do. And

that you are gratified at the quick and easy attention paid to you

there is the most damning of all your admissions. And do not think

that this judgment is lessened by any qualifying statement of

yours to the effect that you "...only do it to release tensions and

not have to play your hand yet in the S-M scene." What hand? You

are nothing right now, and if you continue to frequent such

places you are likely to remain so. You must learn that that which

is quick and easy is of no use to us. The action in these estab-
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lishmcnts and in other situations like them is random, hysterical,

and without restraint; there is no nourishing quality to be found

in such cheapness. It is a question here of feeding your talents and

starving your genius. We must, I see, begin at the very beginning.

Send me a resume of the places you frequent: beaches, parks,

movie houses, latrines... in short, where you cruise and the forms

your pleasure takes. If I am abrupt in this, it is because I do not

want to see the work we have expended upon you, even during

so short a time, brought to naught and you fail before you have

had time to mature and be tested in this work. You must change

your way of living. You must change it fundamentally. What I

say here is in the nature of a warning: were you further along in

this work such relapses as this would make you a subject for

severe discipline or total disregard. Take care! Steam baths are for

the phonies.
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November 27,

We?

Of course "we!" I mean it both in the corporate and in a more

particular sense, for there is more than myself concerned with you

now. There are a number of interested gazes fixed upon you that

you are as yet unaware of. I checked with a few ofthem the other

night, having come up to the City for the holiday weekend.

Yes, and I saw you; had occasion, in fact, to study you almost

at leisure. Several times you looked at me, and it was with the

greatest difficulty that I refrained from introducing myself to

- 29



William CARNEY

you in that Saturday night crowd. The time, however, has not yet

come for us to meet; there is much that has to be done first

before that can take place. Yet I am already proud of you, if for

nothing else than the appearance you make. It runs in the family,

of course; on both sides of it. Your father's only claim to excel-

lence was his physique, and your mother's her beauty. Both are

combined in you, and to an even more remarkable degree than

they were in your brother. There is a wide-eyed and luciferous look

about you that bodes well for your future work.

But, to continue where I left off, let us consider the exemplary

rank. Some hold that there are really only two ranks in this work,

and that the Purists are merely adjuncts to it. Be that as it may,

The Real Thing is only to be found in the two highest categories,

and these are as distant from the Purists as the latter are from the

phonies.

The attributes of an Exemplar are vision, will, and technique

—

in other words, skill and the means of putting it to use. Kraft.

Vision is no more than the ability to conceive the work, to fore-

see and develop the possibilities of an arrangement. The will,

either to submit or to master, is the basic commitment which

enjoins one to act upon the vision. And technique is the per-

sonal signature: the result of practice and correction. Excellence,

then, simply lies in the development of one's attributes to the

highest possible degree. I say "simply," yet without this simplic-

ity, this exclusiveness, there is nothing but wasted effort and lost

time.

Exemplars are virtuosi, and so they are sometimes called. They

are the high priests, the regulators of this Way, uncorrupted since

they are consecrated to it, and to it alone. Sometimes also called

the gentle ones or the kindly ones, they are admired and respected
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by all. Superbly equipped and disciplined, they are known for

their instruction or their learning. They are the ultimate deciders

of what is and what is not done. They are heard and heeded.

The ultimate superiority of the Exemplar stems from what

might be called a sense of devotion. He is devoted to the task of

breaking the victim he confronts in the manner of the priest who

creases and splits the host. He contemplates his victim, worship-

ping him with studied savagery, and the victim, broken, is

consumed. The lives of these uncorrupted Exemplars are oriented

toward the attainment of such singular moments of transcen-

dence and have nothing in common with the efforts of witless and

unannealed poseurs who indiscriminately spatter their fuck about

and pretend they know what they are doing.

All our work may be said to consist in the precise gratification

ofvague needs. These needs, though vague, are compelling. We
lend them form, embrace them, and discharge them, at the same

time enhancing them marvelously. All this involves a ritual and

something more. But the ritual was there before anything else,

which means that the rite is general and universal while the myth,

refined, is personal and redemptory.

You mentioned in your letter the expressions on the faces of

those around you at that session we attended—oh yes, I was

there, masked. You seemed particularly struck by the look of

wonder on some of them, and more particularly were you inter-

ested in the almost detached quality of the attention displayed by

one of the Masters while he was at work. You noted well. Yet, why

is there no mention of the one he was working on? He, too—his

partner—is an Exemplar.

Does this surprise you?

Well, it is so, for while it is undoubtedly true that the bottom
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men far outnumber top men in this work, an exemplary recipient

will always be appreciated and in demand.

Has that session helped to gel any of your inclinations yet?

And how goes it with R.?
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December 9y

Your two letters are before me and I at last have some time to

devote to them. This is a very busy season of the year and I have

had to chair a conference recently, so rather than hurry off a

reply to your questions, I have thought it best to wait and cover

them and the subject of your growing involvements more fully

when there would be leisure to do so.

Your questions first:

Yes, of the two who were masked, I was the taller; your compli-

ments are well taken. As to the fact that you have been unable to
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get people to talk to you about me, that should indicate to you that

your questions are futile—at least at the present time. Ask me. Do
not ask anybody else. The time has not yet come when you can ask

anyone who knows me and be told the truth.

Further, the reason I have kept this distance between us has to

do with our working relationship and not the other. I am, right

now, your teacher, in a manner of speaking. Consider what this

implies.... Your being among us must be your own choice; there-

fore, until you have chosen definitely what route you are going

to take, what station and rank you are going to maintain, I wish

no contact with you other than these letters.

Now, concerning you. It is obvious to me that you have now

reached the first plateau in this work. During the short time in

which you have been exploring this new quarter of the woods

there has been taking place within your personality a dissolution

of former habits and you are now approaching that period which

will see in you the crystallization of new patterns which will

govern your life and manners henceforth. I do not mean to say

that you have changed fundamentally. Rather, you have shifted

your emotional stance in response to an altered environment

with the result that your conduct and your goals have radically

changed. What was basic in your personality remains, and will

remain so. What you may do with it and what you may expect as

a result of it has changed, that is all. And that is everything. To

put it more simply, you now see things differently and, as a result,

you look for different things. Like Clovis converted, you worship

what once you were ignorant of and scorn what once you

worshipped.

With this change in values comes also this new enhancement

of yourself which you feel as an active agent in the curiously
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contrived web of responses overlying every level of this new

world through which you are moving for the first time. There is

a sudden radiance all about you; signs and portents are every-

where. People must be blind, you say, not to notice what is so

evident. You marvel at how the peculiarities of dress which are the

insignia of those engaged in this work can turn you on, regard-

less of the person's appearance otherwise.

All this is to be expected, and I feel again as you tell me ofyour

excitement the pleasure I first felt at your age on discovering

this world within a world. These are the first fine effects of your

conversion and, let me tell you, the power you have to bathe

another with this peculiar efficacy, far from being a delusion, is

a very real blessing of this work. It is the sign of a spiritual rekin-

dling. Another which follows from it is the knowledge of how to

inspire such a reaction in others—others like yourself. And it is

this I wish to touch upon now.

H. apparently schooled you somewhat in the matter of dress

before you stopped seeing him, and I think you can count upon

whatever he told you as being correct. R. has no doubt taught you

other things as well. Therefore, I will do no more than review the

essential points for you in case something was not mentioned or

certain rules may not yet be clear to you.

One of the things which distinguishes Americans from other

nationalities is their ability to turn theory into practice. An acknowl-

edged part of this is their ingenuity, their flair for accomplishment

in the face of disbelief, and the massive methodology they employ

to implement decision. Once committed, they tend to go the

whole way regardless of consequences, real or imagined. All this

applies to the Way you are about to follow. Consider the Germans

and the Ertglish, who are our closest rivals in this work: they fall
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far behind us, the former lacking subtlety and flair, and the latter

vigor. The Teuton is deficient in imagination and the untrans-

planted Anglo-Saxon forever skirts the epicene. The American's

command of gesture, authority in appearance, and skill in proce-

dure are the envy, if not the delight, of the world. So, the pattern

is set for you to follow; you have only to adhere to it. Learn effi-

ciency, practice patience, cultivate quietness, and thereby you will

avoid false moves and wasted effort. And since your appearance

should proclaim you, be attentive not only to what you wear, but

how you wear it. For instance:

—Never mix bronze with steel.

—Learn the difference between black and white, and do not

wear them indiscriminately.

—Wear colors sparingly and only the more somber hues when

you do adopt them.

—The rule for cloth is up tight. Snug.

—Boots proclaim the man, and, in my opinion, you cannot

have too many of these, and of all kinds. Nevertheless, they must

be authentic or they don't count.

—Chains? Yes. But a lot depends upon the occasion and

whether or not you have a bike. These jokers who appear every-

where loaded down with hardware leave nothing in reserve. Vary

your appearance. If you are saddled and/or serious about the

evening's work, then go whole hog: cap and boots chained, four-

ragere, belt swags, etc. Likewise if there is a celebration or a

session which warrants such full regalia. Otherwise, take it easy;

a hint, a glimmer here and there should be the usual thing. In this

way you will have something in reserve with which to astonish.

—Learn which side to hang your hardware on and take care to

see that you mean what you have signified.
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—Other trinkets and gear. Be careful, for, no matter what

some will say, it can be overdone. A well-wrought wrist band of

leather or links perhaps. A ring—maybe. But if a ring, then let it

be one which can be quickly removed. The hands must ultimately

be left unencumbered. Also, it ought to be worn only at night and

when hunting: something cheap, massive, vulgar.

—The hands must not only be left unencumbered with jewelry,

but they should be gloved at appropriate times. Gauntlets for

riding, the thinnest kid for when at work (on this point, some

Exemplars prefer silk). Black.

—Never wear brown. Never. Unless, of course, you are in

Western. Then—or at any time—never mix black and brown.

Stick to one or the other.

—Never wear in daytime what ought to be seen only at night.

In this matter all except working (on-the-job) leather consti-

tutes nightwear.

—Choose your belt and buckle with care and wear them as they

should be worn—at all times. Lest from the slovenliness you

have seen about you, you imagine that it does not matter, let

me review for you: left side is sinister, sadist, top man, teacher,

master, shepherd, S; right is dexter, masochist, bottom man, bad

boy, slave, mutton, M. Which side you hang your keys on only

indicates inclination, but the buckle of your belt means you are

serious: on the left, you are not kidding; on the right, someone

else is boss; in the center means the wearer is shopping or/and

will swing either way—or simply that he is not hard core or is not

looking for anything at that particular time. Better check first.

—And finally, never wear a sweater. Never. Anywhere. Ever. A
plain sweatshirt is permissible—but only at home. In addition

to all the above, be careful of your hair and grow no beard,
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although a moustache is all right. If you want to be tattooed,

be careful where it is done and on which side it is done. The

subject should be appropriate and peculiar to you.

If your daytime work permits your having an ear pierced and

you desire it, do so by all means. If possible, find an Exemplar to

do it for you, in the presence of others. You would do well,

however, to wait for this until you know which route you intend

to go and how you want to play. You may ring one side only to

find out later that it was the other you meant to punch. To be sure,

one will grow over again in time. And this reminds me of these

fools on campus in beards and rags who run around puncturing

their ears with no thought ofwhat it means to do so. It is enrag-

ing to have to put up with such displays in the classroom and

the lab. They affront the eye like a man wearing an order he does

not merit or a medal he has not won. It has happened, of course,

that a Master, coming upon one of these creatures in the street,

took their insouciant adornment as a formal provocation and

acted upon it.

Regarding your body. Since you are well built, this is all the

more reason for exhibiting it sparingly. Review my remarks in

the previous letters and add these to them. Mere nakedness is

nothing. The nakedness of locker room or beach or the ten-

minute affair are to be avoided. More particularly should you

be an S. Exemplars hardly ever see the sun. They are indoor

men—night men. And the Perfect are as pale as death—for good

reason. Remember that provocative nakedness always leaves

something hidden. Some accouterment, some element of the

uniform, must always be retained. Recall to mind the action at that

Thanksgiving Day arrangement: only the Victim was completely

naked. As to the outdoors, remember that an unbronzed skin is
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the most suitable for either role, but especially so for an M, since

it is best for marking and so most pleasing to the teacher.

Smoking, when it is not a habit, is excellent, both because it

enhances your presentation in public and because of the ritual uses

of the cigarette in certain types of sessions.

Liquor, on the other hand, is a problem. Do not let it become

one with you. An arrangement must be approached soberly, and

there is absolutely no place for drunkenness or for drugs in any

of this, for reasons which will become apparent to you if they

are not already so.

Amyl nitrite, be it remembered, is not a drug, and is used

only to ease a willing but overly tender Victim across certain

thresholds of pain. But I see no excuse in the world for a top

man using it unless he has trouble curbing his fuck, in which

case he is probably going the wrong route.

The necessity of keeping yourself in excellent physical shape

goes without saying. No matter what your role will be, stamina

remains a basic requirement for success in it since this work is a

contest of the will and the flesh, and as such it is exhausting.

Live like an athlete and consider yourself in training, because

you are.

—Motorcycles. If and when you get a bike (and I hope you do),

be careful what you let ride on it with you. A woman on one

defiles the thing. Likewise anyone improperly dressed. If, for

reasons which I cannot imagine, you find yourself obliged to put

up with either of these inconveniences, take to the back streets

and country lanes where you are less likely to be recognized. As

to sickle clubs, my advice to you is to pick one that has not

become feral—for reasons ofprudence which I have already indi-

cated. Keep it always in mind that a bike is simply another piece
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of personal adornment and is not to be indulged in for its own

sake. It is an instrument, a sign, gear. For this reason, anything

but a Harley is unthinkable. In this connection do not mistake the

sporting segment of this activity for the real thing. Although

you may go to the meets, you will not possess yourself of a bike

in order to race or run obstacle courses or indulge in any of that

sort of nonsense. Such activities pertain to a breed altogether

different from us. And the least of your reasons for owning a

bike will be that they are convenient or cheap, because they are

neither. What you will have will be a steed, an expensive plaything,

a temperamental and dangerous piece of machinery. There is a

cultivated and arcane squareness in the fact that we, like the fuzz,

choose to ride on hawgs.

You are thinking, no doubt, that what I have outlined is impos-

sibly idealistic, and that there is exhibited in fact a bewildering

variety of style which shows little respect for or knowledge of

the canons of vesture that I would have you observe. My answer

is that you take too wide a view of the scene. Pick out the Purists

and the Exemplars and pay attention to them. Demand excel-

lence and settle (or seem to others, at least, to settle) for nothing

less. Then too, consider that ifyou become good enough, you can

dispense with any of these rules. And as for the rest of the crowd

—

give them no thought whatsoever. Most of them will not be

worthy to lick your boots.

But let them anyway!
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December 15,

I neglected to point out in my last letter that no matter where you

are, at work or at school, among outsiders, at home by yourself,

even while sleeping, some piece of leather or a bit of particular

metal should always be worn on your person. Never be caught

unaccoutered. Go buy yourself a leather jockstrap.

And now you want to know something about the Perfect. Do
not think I am trying to put you offwhen I say that it is really too

early to concern yourself with them yet. So much remains to be

said on a multitude of subjects of which you are ignorant or
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misinformed that I think it would be fruitless to detail this rank

at present. When you will have learned well how to submit or be

submitted to, and when you have explored fully and learned how

to deal with the varieties of success and stalemate and fiasco

which await you at every turn in this work, then you will be in a

state to consider fully the question of perfection. And should

you never reach this stage, or never even aspire to it, that will be

no misfortune. For the ranks of Exemplar and the Perfect are

equally efficacious and so equally honorable. They may be likened

to the secular and the regular clergy. Their great difference is in

intensity. If Exemplars are admired and respected, the Perfect

are venerated and feared.

The exemplary ritual is like a dance. It is, in fact, several highly

stylized and erotic dances, beginning with the encounter, the

look, and ending in contemplation. The perfected rite, on the

other hand, is something quite different: silent, motionless,

manipulatory—the manus^loriae.

One does not really choose this way at all. It will choose you

if such is to be your rank. Few, however, are called to this final

stage, and fewer still realize it once called. Its attainment is chancy

and dangerous, its fame often remains unheralded, and there are

no small successes in this rank: it is an all-or-nothing gamble

whose highest awards are not infrequently personal disasters.

Does it still interest you?

Now tell me what has happened to R. That you have stopped

seeing him I know, yet I do not see why. I believe he was a good

influence on you and you need not be concerned about his kinky

tastes. I was amused that you found them disgusting. Nothing was

expected ofyou save perhaps to watch, but that you got sick, well. .

.

And who is this Western number you mentioned? Is he serious?
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What is his name? I suppose it is best that you experiment periph-

erally now and get some of this residual nonsense out of your

system while you are still new, but consider that you may be

wasting your time. Is it bronc boots you want now? Be careful,

as I warned you before, of relapsing into old bar habits and of

becoming too well known too soon.

I will be going East for the holidays and will have no time to

write to you until I get back. At that time, however, I will take

up the matter of the three categories into which the advanced

ranks fall, since I already see certain tendencies crystallizing into

tastes where you are concerned and I would have you see what

is open to you now.

Enjoy yourself and be instructed in whatever you do. I will

expect a letter from you upon my return.
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January 3> _

I saw it coming, but it's just as well that it's happened now. You

must simply pick up the pieces and carry on. It is no great thing

that you have come a cropper, and you ought not put so much

emphasis on the outcome of what might be called the role

contest—not just yet, at least. The "cowboy" you thought you

were leading by the nose (I have since found out who he is

and...oh my!) had you by the tail. Incidentally, he first noticed

you at that Thanksgiving arrangement. He was one of the top men

wearing a mask—you see how useful these things are.... Anyway,
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he is a Virtuoso, and for over a month has had you marked. Now
he's got your number. Let that be a lesson to you.

Having said this, let me recommend that you consider the

following points:

1) That it is no disgrace to be put to school by a Master,

particularly by one as skilled as J. Get back on your feet and put

into practice what you have learned from experience.

2) That you should ask yourself how he brought it off.

Determine, if you can, at what point he got the upper hand and

how he did so. Was it right at the start? Was it while you were

arranging things? Did you, as I suspect, talk too much? People

often shoot off their mouths as much to impress themselves as

to gull the other person, with the result that, more often than

not, it is only themselves that they succeed in impressing. The

thing to do is not to talk and to keep them quiet if you can

manage it. All that guff about Western gear, that mouthing

off about roping and tying, branding and gelding... He had you

tamed before you left the bar. Also, why did you wait so long

before arranging anything? Your idea? Or his?

3) That, since you "...felt disgraced...," it is now important

to analyze this feeling carefully. Looking back on it all, are you

angry or amused, resentful or pleased? Or is there rather some

combination of all these? This is grist for the mill, a means of

knowing yourself and what you are really up to, a way of distin-

guishing your weak from your strong points and of deciding

whether to screen the former by the latter or to bring them

out into the open and contrive it so that these negative quali-

ties work for you. After all, it is frequently our limitations which,

well-managed, serve us more faithfully than our capacities which

we take for granted and thus seldom perfect.
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As for seeing him again—and by that I mean seeing him in

public, since I can tell you that you have probably had your first

and last private session with him: he is known as a oncer (this

in answer to your ponderings on whether you should risk

another encounter or not)—do not indulge yourself in anything

so puerile as feelings of shame in his presence. My God! What

did they teach you in the Marines? Once and for all: there is no

shame save formal, ceremonial, ritual shame in this work. This

constitutes its strength and its beauty. Whether your role will

be to suffer or to inflict suffering, to serve or to command, to

answer or to question, to receive or to give, the idea of shame

—

actual and abiding shame—has no meaning other than the

meaning we borrow to attach to specifically structured situa-

tions. Apart from that, do not give it another thought. The

main thing in all this is not to panic through any false sense of

what others may think about what has occurred. The next time

you see J. conduct yourself as though nothing had happened.

He may well become a friend now, who knows?

This, of course, is something people on the outside do not

comprehend. The gesture which bolts the door against true

friendship for them is the very act which may open it for us. The

sexual exploration of another's body discloses the pathway to

his soul to the discerning hunter. This ingress which they fear, we

court. But, in doing so, we seek no prolongation of the liaison thus

formed as do they (and from which derives their fear). What we

are looking for is a decision. Be on guard, therefore, never to be

possessive in this work. All wrongdoing stems from this. For if

ingenuity and will are the great American traits, then sentimen-

tality and a luxurious indulgence of guilt may be said to constitute

our major shortcomings. A cool objectivity is the only cure.
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Go out, move, act, speak exactly as you did before, and be

assured that the word is out about you and this trifling affair.

In itself it is nothing; what you make of it is everything. You

should, for instance, actually be delighted that one of the best

has deigned to teach you a thing or two. Now show that you

are worthy of the trust he put in you. For, remember, his repu-

tation depends upon you in exactly the degree that yours does

on him, and word gets around in the manner of a clearing-

house of information. You are and will be from now on the

property, and in a manner of speaking the common property,

of this clan of which you have made yourself a part. Knowledge

of your private actions, your manner of approaching arrange-

ments, your successes and failures, are of interest for reasons

far beyond any slight considerations of petty gossip, slander, or

violated privacy. And, privacy? Here there is no privacy, not

even when you are, as you were (or were you? do you really

know whether or not someone might have been observing?),

alone with a partner. A crowd of ghostly witnesses will always

be at hand, for your own mind will summon up surrogates, as

it always does, in the stead of actual observers, and you cannot

help but move with the knowledge that you are being watched.

The thing is to have them of your own choosing and thereby

to rid yourself of unwanted ghosts.

And finally, do not give yourself airs in the presence of your

betters. And do not try to fake what you have no intention of

carrying through. In this work every gesture, every word, may

have significance, and all that is significant will be structured.

If you use your hand with authority in public only to have

your firmness wilt in session, will not the whole world know of

it? But, should it happen, do not expect to be understood.
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Indeed, you should not desire it. Therefore, explain nothing.

In this work explanations can only lead to further misunder-

standing. All arrangements are, and ought to be, largely yes-no

situations from beginning to end. Your choice, their choice:

assumption and acquiescence.

To be sure, there is a mode of action which employs just

this sort of gambit, and it can be delicious work when well

carried out. But I wonder if it is to be yours? Soon you must

choose. Is your whining tone, for instance, an indication of

the route you are about to take? Or is it evidence that you are

headed into that spiritless side path which is the way into obliv-

ion?—I mean by this, of course, sexual sentimentality. If the

former, and that is the way you wish it, well and good! If the

latter, forget it!
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CHAPTER X

January 8,

There is no reason for my remarks to have upset you so. You are

indulging yourself in a temperamental display of hurt feelings, and

all your bluster convinces no one, myself least of all. You would

do better to keep your mouth shut and nurse your rage under a

dissembling indifference, and the sooner you dispense with all this

concern for justification the better. You can make no progress if

you continue to wallow in this mire of received sentimental

morality. There is something perverse and unhealthy in such

conduct, something false and in the worst possible taste.
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To go back over the business: first of all, there was probably

nothing else you might have done that would have made any

difference, seeing that you were determined to make the scene

with him. You were not about to take the situation in hand your-

self—not from J. you weren't—and it was not within your

competency to refuse once he had taken over. Do you not see that

whenever one person engages another a power vacuum is created

between them? If both try to fill it, there will only result a mutual

repulsion; if neither acts, indifference will cancel the whole

encounter. Things happen as they are meant to happen, given

the persons and situation, and barring accidents. That the outcome

was a surprise to you is little more than amusing.

Secondly, you seem to feel that the onlookers at this little

comedy should have alerted the actor to the peril of his situation,

that
u

. . . those others ..." around you
,
your supposed friends who

said nothing and who seemed rather to abet the affair, and who,

you are sure (and you are right!), knew all along what was up,

should have warned you.

Warn you! You were past warning. One would have had to

draw you a picture. You were so busy planning your own moves

and savoring what you were going to do next that you paid no

attention to the net he was spreading about you in the meantime.

Surprise, far from being a discordant element, is a most impor-

tant factor in this work. It is the imponderable component which

you should always seek to profit from and at the same time be on

your guard against.

As to your mutterings of future vengeance, I find them quaint.

Vengeance, to be sure, is sweet, and I hope you will have occa-

sion many times in the future to avail yourself of it. But in your

present frame of mind forget it. Such posturings will only delay
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your progress and profit you not one whit. Use him, now that he

has abused you. An opportunity to pay him back may present

itselfwhen you least expect it, or even when you no longer have

any interest in the prospect of reprisal—for time plays such tricks

on us all. Only, then you must be ready for it and worthy of

executing it. That is what is to be hoped for ifyou are really seri-

ous. Revenge is a dish, as the Italians put it, best savored cold.

Passion and gallantry—those twin ruses of the soul and the

intellect—are not unknown to us. Yet with us they are used as tools

to serve a greater end rather than being ends in themselves, as is

so often the case outside this work. We employ them in negoti-

ations, in the sometimes long preliminaries, but dispense with

them once they have served their purpose. For we never invest a

citadel until it is ready to capitulate. But once it does, our conse-

quent entry is always a sack; our engagements are immediate and

definitive. Therefore, deception is frequently the master stroke in

all this. Consider that the supreme maneuver of the Perfect is

to lead his victim to do himself in. Martyrs, after all, walk willingly

to their doom! And what you consider unfair, we find to be in the

nature of things; what you regard as a moral problem, we see as

a matter of technique.

You have chosen this Way, my young friend. It is now for you

to adhere to the rules of the game. Only therein will be found any

justice, any fairness, or any firmness of principle. You must mold

yourself to it, for assuredly it will not change for you, be you

ever so excellent. You have been warned and an example has

been given you. No one is forcing you into anything, and no

one ever will.

So, do you still intend to persist?
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CHAPTER XI

January 14,

What I at first took to be no more than the reaction ofwounded

pride at having been duped is, I see now, a common and senti-

mental attachment to the one who got the better of you. Your

affliction is, therefore, of a different order than I had at first

suspected and, as a result, I hardly think it wise to encourage

you further in this work. You are, after all, too immature and

too unstable.

Do not, however, imagine that I say this with any intention of

making a counterthrust to your jibe that we are all old men, or
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that my decision to terminate our relationship is in any way influ-

enced by your blast against us and our Way of doing things.

Ought I to remind you of what you in your rage seem to have

overlooked, that J. himself approaches forty? And anyway, what

is that to you?—you and your precious thirty years, which is itself

no youthful audit as such things are reckoned now. But you are

right in saying that we are old. And we are so in more than years.

To be a success in this, one must no longer be at the mercy of

one's needs. We have come to draw upon immense reservoirs of

repose to maintain our stamina instead of dissipating our strength

in frantic haphazard squirtings of desire. With us the flow has

slackened somewhat and, like a river concentrating all its tribu-

taries to itself, it has broadened into something quieter and

deepened into something more profound. And it is the depths

which interest us and not the illusion of light upon the shifting

surface.

And yet you express yourself in a schoolboy vein, as if you

conceived the sexual act as something fit only for the young.

You are half right. Everybody is young to somebody, and old to

somebody else, and like chameleons we change our color accord-

ing to the branch on which we find ourselves. But you, not

content with this twisted notion of things, compound the error

with a falsehood and attack the very thing which had attracted you

before the fact. Those who find themselves confronted by this

work while still young (or relatively young) not only tend to be

unstable, but because of this become a source of problems for

everyone—including, of course, themselves. I had hoped that

you, owing to your early and prolonged exposure to discipline,

might have bypassed these difficulties. Now I see you have not

even the stamina to confront them.
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Yet I do not propose here to bypass the veiled and open insults

contained in your last letter. If this is to be our ultimate exchange,

I at least wish you to carry away no illusions about me, what I am

and am not, and what I have and have not done. That you should

react like a child (and a willful child) to a rebuffyou thoroughly

merited, that you should have first gone against my advice and

then attacked me when the predicted embarrassment ensued,

that you should mistake the implication ofwhat has happened to

the extent of forgetting what you have been taught and the stake

which I have in your training and thus lay the way open to making

fools of us both, even that you should poke fun at me and heap

scorn upon all those you so lately admired in an attempt to soothe

your own wounded vanity, all this I might dismiss as a mere

tantrum, hopefully the last convulsions of a moribund but tena-

cious attitude whose hold has proven to be firmer than either

you or I could have suspected from the eagerness you displayed

in embracing this new Way. But, that you should belittle what I

have done with my life and in the same breath refer, in support

ofyour misguided speculations, to the morbid parrotings of that

woman, your mother, that I cannot and will not take without

rebuttal. You are still too much in traces, and I mean to show you

where you err.

Do you remember the last time we saw each other? You were

not more than fifteen years old and I, scarcely older than you

are now, had just returned from Korea, a captain in the Army

and about to resume my education which that war had inter-

rupted. It was chance rather than any wish on my part which led

me to that visit. It was where the boat docked. My way lay clear

across the country, but I tarried, somewhat curious, I admit, to

revisit the scene of so many defeats in my childhood and to look

57



William CARNEY

once more upon my former oppressors. It was disappointing

how they had changed: they were so nice!—your father, your

mother. They always did like a uniform.

And do you recall that particular night before I left, when

you were punished by your father for some petty misdeed or

other? I occupied the guest room in the front of the house and

the session took place in his bedroom directly over mine. I could

hear it all: his voice, the strap, your protests, and your cries. And

late, very late, you left your room and came around to tap at my
window, and I let you in. I have often thought since then that the

punishment you took at his hands you took for me, for me they

could no longer touch. And while they slept, those two above us,

unaware ofwhere you were or what we were doing, I tasted that

dish of vengeance which I mentioned to you: cold and piquant.

But I noticed at the same time certain seminal qualities in you

which made you more akin to me than you could ever be to

them. I wonder, do you still have the belt I gave you?

That visit was for me a triumph, that return to the place from

which your family (and my own, for your grandmother acquiesced

in everything they did after the death of my father) had cast me

out, a moral cripple and a social reject. For it had taken all the

cunning, all the resourcefulness, and all the intelligence at my
command to redeem the package that they so carefully wrapped.

It has above all required a will which has been createdfrom noth-

ing and forged in the fires of doubt and spiritual adversity and

shaped into an instrument of strength, suppleness, and... joy! I

learned to bend that I might not break and to submit that I

might later vanquish. And finally, I had to unlearn all that had been

taught me concerning guilt and shame.

You have no idea of the tasks I set before myself to undo their
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work. At a tender age, forced as I was to live at the mercy of

those good people until I was old enough to use the money my

father had left me to get away from them, I learned that enthu-

siasm and desire and intelligence, no matter how keen they may

be, if undirected and undisciplined, are no match for a witless and

pernicious opposition with established power at its command. I

learned how to listen, to calculate, and to act, and saw that to do

so was to construct order out of chaos and so enter into the

management of things. So, since I was a lonely child, the first skill

that I mastered was the art of seducing others by the wiles of a

charming personality (this too I forged!), and from this the

second emerged, which was to control and to manipulate my
prey by force of character—by which I mean a superior will.

Yes. And your father—that great bully, that boor. It was

through fear of him and the indifference ofyour mother and my

own that I first learned to hide my feelings and disguise my
needs. And do you know?—I once admired the man. I might

have loved him even, given half the chance. His physical charm

was undeniable and I was, as the young always are, susceptible to

what is outwardly a man. Bereft of father and directed by women
whose sole concern was for the newest arrival—I mean, of course,

your brother. My early admiration for him curdled into a hatred

which grew and rankled in proportion as I was forced to hide it

from him and from them.

They sought, it would seem, to kill your brother with kindness

where with threats and invective they had failed to do me in. In

this they likewise failed, although in a larger sense they are respon-

sible for his death. It was, for many years, a source of no little

satisfaction to me to observe that everything for which they had

reproached me had come at last to rest upon their own doorstep
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and to infect their own flesh and blood. Your older brother came

to me already ruined, but I can say that what little joy he finally

found and what recovery he made was gained under my instruc-

tion. Abandoning it, he destroyed himself. Seeing which, there

was nothing left for your father to do but die. Yet still your

mother lives, and prates.

So busy were they putting me down that they did not once stop

to consider (yet they would not have cared had they known)

what a remarkable set of talents they were attempting to master.

Yet it was through choice rather than neglect that I turned my
back on art and chose instead to exploit my gifts in the field of

science. The order to be found there, the discipline, the mode of

observation and controlled experimentation, and above all the

emotional distance one maintains from the subject all drew me to

it and fixed me in my resolve to make it my career.

It only remained to choose which discipline I should finally

embrace. Naturally, I chose the life sciences, since the problems

of life and death have always been uppermost in my mind, and the

interdependent responses of various organisms to these prob-

lems offered me the most fascinating form of research.

Since I was also gifted physically and, as I mentioned before,

had not failed to develop the necessary charm to complement

these natural endowments, I had enjoyed all that could be wanted

in the way of sexual satisfaction, having pursued the usual round

of debilitating love affairs and mindless promiscuity, safe in the

new freedom brought on by the war and the war's most gener-

ous aftermath. Jaded at last, I was ripe for conversion. And it

came about in a most curious way. A grant to work on my thesis

took me to a change of climate and institution, and there, halfway

around the world, ensued a period of isolation, work, and vision.
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It was a night of the soul from which I emerged guided by

another, a Master—one in my own field.

I will not go into the details ofwhat occurred. Suffice it to say

that from that encounter I learned all that I needed to embark

upon this Way, and by the time I had finished my juniority in

this work I outdid my own mentor. I mean by that that I surpassed

him, then turned, as it were, and defeated him at his own game.

The standard which I thereby set for myself has perhaps made me

hypercritical and overscrupulous ever since, but I cannot forget

that he was among the best, the very best. He committed suicide

several years ago.

What I have since done is meticulously to build a system of

knowledge and develop a technique at great risk to my body and

my reputation. I have managed to guard them both intact. I

have embraced the world in order to extract from it what I need,

and the world, where it is affected at all by what I do, is no worse

off for it. (It is only the simplistic logic of the ignorant which sees

us as no different from the felonry. These are the souls who

cannot conceive of the idea that cruelty and sadism do not neces-

sarily coincide any more than pleasure and pain are by their nature

necessarily divergent sensations.)

I made it a point early in this work to select my partners from

only the best of those who played the game by the strictest set of

rules. A top man myself, I yet managed to adopt both roles and

to adapt to several ranks and types and so learned from others of

all persuasions. I yielded my top place, however, only in circum-

stances where no exposure would be risked. For this I sought

out Masters who were loners, those who, for one reason or

another, remained out of the center of things and who never

accepted multiple arrangements. Many of these might be called
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primitives, men who had learned their craft without instruction

in a kind of spontaneous growth of genius, and who practiced on

others as untutored as themselves. These, by reason of their very

solitude, were among the most devoted to this Way that I have

ever come across, and with them I accomplished prodigies of

work.

And while I learned, I thought about the work I did, charting

it in my own mind and refining the true Way as it became revealed

to me and thus distinguishing it from the myriad divergent patterns

offered by the collective and too loosely disciplined activity I saw

around me. I went through every avatar: Pure Leather, Western,

the mail-order bit, Hand Worship, Rubber, Bondage, Dirt, the

military syndrome, sickle clubs, the desolate suburban self-improve-

ment and naughtiness circuit...you name it. Yet through all this

I remained true to the work I had dedicated myself to, so that my

explorations, rather than exhausting my capacities, increased my

knowledge, thus bringing me ever closer to that understanding I

sought of what it is we, all of us, do in one form or another and

whose essence, it now seemed to me, was exemplified in this Way

of doing it. And in all I was never content with the outer husk of

the experience—the body, the act, the gratification ofmy own (or

anybody else's) physical need. For most these are enough. They

are nothing to me. What I was seeking, and still seek, is the

essence of this skin game. And the means to its discovery (and

continuing discovery!) lie in the hyper-refinement of this

marvelous art—this work.

I made it sustain me in every aspect ofmy existence. In my day-

to-day life it became a shield, a promise of deliverance; and

because of it I, who was ruined in childhood, have achieved a not

inconsiderable pinnacle of success, with all the respect and power
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and prestige which are part of it. And—prime factor in my rise

—

people ceased to bother me. The tyrant, the avowed enemy and

the hidden traitor, the presumptuous ass, the fatuous Babbitt, the

stubborn official, the dullard, the fool, the tempter in all his

guises, they ceased to bother me anymore because in this Way I

was able to get at them all, to pay them back, to ruin them. Thus,

the insult, injury, boredom, exasperation, and anger I put up

with all day beneath an obliging facade of composure accrues at

night to the Victim of the moment, who suffers in the place of all

those who get in my way and who get away with it during the day.

But this is only part of it. I reexamined the most basic premises

of man's social and sexual life, and the results of these long

inquiries I formed into a coherent manual of conduct and proce-

dure which I have followed ever since and which is based upon

certain truths, the moral precipitate of all this experience.

I found that everything that is friendly, that has access to us,

that can touch us, can also kill us. On the other hand, whatever

or whoever is a danger to us can somehow be rendered harmless,

and the best way to accomplish this is by making ourselves danger-

ous to it or to him.

I found that the sexual act, under any circumstance, is noth-

ing less than a final and total abandonment of caution, and that

it is therefore dangerous. The paradox is found in that men court

this very danger; it is actually the element of danger which holds

the attraction for them, whether they realize it or not. It follows

that the deeper one engages oneself in this act the more hazardous

it becomes. Passion, friendship, mere acquaintance, are all fraught

with peril to him who is open to them. I made it therefore an

invariable rule to decipher the code of whoever attracted me; to

degrade them, to master them, if possible to destroy them. This
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was henceforth to be the price for any tenderness that I might feel

for anybody.

I found that the physical sensations entailed are little more

than a mechanism for the calling forth and maintenance of and

the release from that psycholepsis we remain so largely ignorant

of even while so often succumbing to it. For if the itch and its grat-

ification were all there were to it, then we should every one of us

be content to masturbate. But no, we need an accomplice, a

partner, a witness, a perilous other who will discharge us of this

accumulated lust.

Lust? Of the seven so-called sins there are really only three

cardinal ones: rage, despair (which is the small end of pride),

and greed. And these are but the three heads of a single monster

which is Elder Fear, and who speaks to us with a single voice: Lust.

I found that all friendship, whether accidental, social, or

hospitable, can become erotic. I found that the only workable rela-

tionship possible between human beings was a pack hierarchy of

roles in the play of abandonment, search, submission, and mastery.

I found that all people are to a greater or lesser extent fugitives

from justice of one sort or another, real or imagined, and are

covertly seeking retribution, and the Way I chose to follow is

the one which finds them out. Here is personal punishment

guided by no impersonal agency, but directed rather by the

human hand, a real and living hand capable of at once caressing

and killing; punishment intoned in a private litany and guided by

the disciplined heart. Yes! The heart! It is a stern affection, but

very real nevertheless—and more strengthening than any other

this life has to offer.

I found that suffering does indeed imply guilt. Put your finger

on the hidden guilt and you increase at once the suffering and a
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need to discharge the source of it, which is a myth. There is

victimhood, the candidate in his white robe, waiting to discharge

it, and thus the pleasure principle takes over. The world does

this, the subject connives at the damage, and then we enter the

picture when he is ripe for conversion. We teach him how to

discharge the guilt through us, through our work, our Way,

instead of in the hundred other hidden, unacknowledged, uncon-

scious, useless, wasteful ways he might otherwise expend it. I

have never known a person who did not hanker to try it if he

thought he would be "safe" in doing so. Further, there is no

one who, expertly managed, cannot acquire a taste for it, nor, that

taste acquired, fail to develop in this work as far as his capabili-

ties allow. It only remains to search out the finest and instruct

them carefully, patiently, lovingly. And that is what I have done.

I found that in a world of disorder and disaster there is only

one choice before us: the ever-recurrent one of slavery and

mastery. This is the law of human relationship, no matter the

guise. And the only escape from it is abandonment of society or

death. Rebellion is no answer since rebellions end in the reestab-

lishment of order; rebellion is part of the Way. And that is the great

mistake of today's youth and those who posture with them. Since

their rebellion is powerless, it merely leads to panic. And panic,

as I have indicated before, is the supreme evil in this life.

So, when you came to me for instruction, I had hoped that you

might learn and flourish in this work even as I once had hopes of

your brother doing so. For, yes, it cannot have escaped you that

he too was involved in this Way. But now that you have capitu-

lated so early and under such undistinguished circumstances you

may believe me that your failure is no more than a short-lived

annoyance to me. And anyway, my feelings do not matter. Rather,
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the only perhaps deep-seated concern I feel is that my self-imposed

isolation may have affected my judgment in these things.

At any rate, I had as soon it happened when it did, since it was

bound to happen so. Go your way. Go back to the rabbit warrens

of heedless, tawdry promiscuity and easy sex. You will have no

difficulty with your youth, your body, and your looks. You will

be welcomed by those you prefer and be unmissed by us whom
you have scorned. Those in this work will bear you no ill-will

—

I least of all!—since we have, evidently, no common meeting

ground.

66



CHAPTER XII

February 2,

Very well, we will continue, since you wish it so.

And there is at least one aspect of this regrettable business

which shows you in a good light, and that is the fact that you

have not lost your public self-control. This augurs well, since it

shows that you have not only placed limits on your self-indul-

gence, but that you also have the strength to hold yourselfwithin

bounds. We can build upon this excellent foundation. And I do

realize how upset you were. Yet remember that I am always ready

to be your buffer and to receive the brunt of such displays so
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long as they go no further than myself. No matter the cause, nor

whom it concerns, nor how violently you may feel upon any

matter, write to me about it. If I am to be your guide, then we must

keep in close touch. As it stands now, no one knows ofyour weak-

ness—your inner weakness—save myself. It remains, so to speak,

en famille.

And one more thing: I did not require such abject apologies

as you offered in your last letter. Such effusions, coming from you,

do not please me. Not now, at any rate. We do not know yet

exactly where we stand, perhaps; but we do know what we are

about.

So, let lis now pick up where we left off before the holidays with

the classification and description of this peculiar and superb fauna

so that we may better understand the obligations of those on

top and the duties of those on the bottom in this work.

Now that you are familiar with the various ranks and somewhat

conversant with the work that is done by us in this Way, you will

doubtless have noticed that not all those involved in it are engaged

in the same type of activity. Some are more aggressive and more

active than others; a few seem only to watch or to talk; others

appear stricken motionless and speechless, as if they had seen a

great light and been immobilized by fear and wonder on behold-

ing it. There is order in all this. Yes, for where to your unpracticed

eye the hugest confusion seems to reign, transcendent reason is

at work patterning a system which is ideal, methodical, and inter-

locking.

You demur, and I understand what bothers you here. For it is

evident in this as in other, peripheral, domains that most grab what

they can when and where they find it with a mindless disregard

for principles and discipline. Yet again I must remind you (and I
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cannot overemphasize this rule): it must be only to the excelling

few that you look for guidance and examples of capability.

Elsewhere all is confusion and (what follows upon it) degenera-

tion. Just because most of those whom you will come in contact

with slide insensibly into bad habits and lack the integrity and the

will to sustain themselves on any level of excellence is no reason

that you should follow their example or imagine that integrity and

discipline are of little matter. Few become saints, to be sure; yet

it is the saints who have maintained the church in the face of

darkness. And so it is with us. And nothing less than the commu-

nion of the dedicated is what you must aspire to. With this in view,

heed what I and others like me tell you and look to apply it, for

with these guidelines to steady you you will be less prone to

error when a choice presents itself and more able to recover (as

you have so recently and so beautifully done) should you stum-

ble off the straight path.

Types. These constitute the basic classification in this work.

There are three of them and they are to be found fully devel-

oped only among Exemplars and the Perfect, i.e., The Real Thing.

They may appear only as inclinations in the Purists. Quite simply,

the type an Exemplar or one of the Perfect may be determines

beforehand what you will find and what you will do with it, or,

conversely, what finds you and what will be done with you. There

are, then:

Masters and Slaves. These are by far the greatest in numbers,

though by no means the most evident.

Cruel Masters and their Victims. These are much in demand,

relatively abundant, but the hardest to find in any state of excel-

lence.

Guides and Pilgrims, sometimes known as Shepherds and
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Sheep, Sponsors and Postulants, Executioners and Martyrs...;

the designations go on, seemingly numberless. These are, by

their very nature, the rarest and the most difficult to spot, to

arrange, or to get to know. Because they move in darkness they

arc also sometimes referred to as the "Shining Ones."

I will cover each of these types separately as I have time in

future letters, but for now I will close with the admonition that

you become absorbed once more in this work. Lose yourself in

it. Excel in it. Following the precepts I have given you, you will

choose the right partner, adopt the proper course of action, and

thus eventually find that joy which comes to one when this Way

is followed correctly and this work is well done.

I cannot tell you how pleased I am that you have come to

your senses and have decided to go on with it. I congratulate

you!
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February 8,

Masters and Slaves. What a lot of nonsense has been written

under this rubric!—all the flap one hears about freedom and

equality: the verbal sewage of publisher and politician concern-

ing human oppression. All this goes against the grain, and if our

work did no more than to repair in however small a way the harm

being done in the world by these misguided fools who refuse to

understand human nature for what it is, then its justification

would be assured. And in nothing more than in this does our

love of order, restraint, and discipline mark us as humanists.
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For there is found in all men a need to serve and to obey, to

suffer abjectly beneath the yoke of the more fortunate, and to

complain about it incessantly. There is, moreover, as a corollary

to this, a countertendency to dominate and to exploit the fellow

creature whenever the occasion permits and its weakness warrants

it. The joys of commanding and serving, threatening and cring-

ing, humiliating and enduring it, are among the most superb

and constructive to be found in the human psyche.

This category represents a privileged situation where there

are rights and duties to be found. The Master has an absolute right

to the body of his Slave to do with it as he pleases, and the Slave's

sole duty is to submit to his Master's will. There are all kinds of

Masters and as many varieties of Slave to fit their mold. Some of

the former are overbearing, others love to tease; some strike

suddenly and in anger, others doso at leisure, coolly; there are

some who enter into an easy camaraderie with their vassal, and a

few even who never utter a word to them, but communicate by

signs and slaps and scraps of paper; some are insulting, some are

petty, and not a few are truly noble in their relationship. Slaves

can be fawning, proud, or may smolder with resentment (a type

very much in demand); some are savages in chains or geniuses

denied their calling; they are handsome, ugly, well or badly

formed, merry, long-suffering, jittery, calm, soft, tough, lazy,

industrious, dangerous, milksops, or crybabies. There is a place

for everyone here. The ethos is submission, the gesture is the

osculum infarne, and querulousness constitutes the mood.

Now, what is a Slave but someone who waits upon others.

They are shackled at night and kept busy during the day. Ideally

they sleep on the floor beside their Master's bed or outside his

door, or at any rate within call, if it be only by telephone. Paltry
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pleasures are allowed them as a means of refreshing their abilities

to serve rather than as a reward for anything they may have done.

For what they are able to accomplish is of little importance

compared with what they fail to do. They must be watched at all

times and never allowed a moment to themselves lest they rebel,

or sneak off, or go to sleep from boredom, or allow themselves

to be lured away by an interloping Master. Insult rather than

injury is what is needed, for the idea here is not so much one of

punishment as of degradation—or rather, the punishment takes

the form of degradation. Tasks (often disagreeable or disgusting

ones) are required of them for the most part. To be sure, a good

beating now and then is never amiss, but with this type the

sudden trouncing is more appropriate. This accounts for the

black eyes, the bruised jaws, and broken teeth you occasionally

notice among the crowd.

Slaves are nourished with contempt and bloom under a steady

rain of vituperation. To be put down is their great and sorrow-

ful joy, and akin to it is their need to be betrayed by someone they

trust. By nature a garrulous lot, they are forbidden to speak

unless spoken to, and while doing so it is not permitted that they

look their interlocutor in the eye. When accompanying their

Master in public they walk on his left, when, indeed, they are

not following at a respectful distance in his wake. They stand

just behind him in company ready to do his bidding, and they

laugh whenever he does. Otherwise they attend in silence, main-

taining a deferential downward gaze, unless given permission to

talk or perhaps to wander. Their body not only does not belong

to them but it may be loaned or offered as a gift by the Master

to whomever it pleases him to favor in this manner. A Slave may

not look up in the presence of his own or any other Master. A
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breach of this rule constitutes insolence and calls for immediate

correction, usually in the form of a backhand to the cheek. The

penalty is automatic and there are no mitigating circumstances.

I once saw a devoted Slave save his drunken Master's life one

evening after the bars had closed by grabbing him in time-as he

was about to step off the curbing into the face of oncoming traf-

fic. After thanking him for his timely intervention, the beautiful

bully knocked his benefactor into the gutter and kicked him

roundly for having spoken out of turn and for daring to look up

in public.

What, then, must a Slave expect of a Master? Besides finding

in him an inexhaustible reservoir of inventive vindictiveness and

an unpredictable source of rage and humiliation, the Slave also

requires him to be a comforting shield, a protective taskmaster,

and a guardian against the twin dangers of boredom and aban-

donment. He will expect and receive, after he has absorbed

sufficient abuse, just that amount of tenderness and forgiveness

necessary to reassure him of his Master's fundamental approval,

which will no doubt encourage him to fuck up once more in

order to provoke new reprisals. And so it goes, like the beautifully

lubricated mechanism that it is. As long as the Slave can find a

good Master, his life will have meaning and nothing else (worse)

will get him. Good Slaves, it should be noted, are not hard to find.

The advertising columns of special publications devoted to this

quest are full of them, and even the larger dailies give them coded

listings.

Good Masters, however, are rare. Few can stand the strain of

constant vigilance which such a calling demands. If you do not

care for children or animals or restive adolescents, then this is not

the type for you. For a good Master must look after his Slave; he
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must see that he is well-fed, properly attired, exercised, and

trained. He must teach him the private signals and expressions that

are so much a part of this particular work—the secret language

of command and acquiescence to be used in public—until he

learns to heel and fetch and cower like a dog.

Bad Masters lose their Slaves. A few have even been killed by

them. But more on this at another time.

Most Masters and Slaves are born to their roles; their problem

is one of finding their partners in the crowd and then holding on

to them. This is an entertaining spectacle, and one of the delight-

ful things about this type ofwork is that it is the only one which

can be carried on more or less openly and thus be enjoyed by all,

the instructed as well as the ignorant, for no one is so dense as not

to notice who it is that calls the tune and which one dances to it.

So, if you think you are a Master, I suggest you get to know

a few first and learn from them how to be stern yet just, inflexi-

ble yet occasionally forgiving, and how to handle opposition in

a recalcitrant lackey. If a Slave is your calling, then make yourself

worthy of some good Master and enhance your value by the

correctness of your conduct and your willingness to obey, no

matter what he may command. And since you are in all other

respects so fine a specimen, it is well to bear in mind that you may

sometimes be sold.
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February 13, _.

Next: Cruel Masters and their Victims.

The former put the question to the latter and are therefore the

teachers par excellence in this work. So dramatic are their sessions,

so richly are their arrangements overlaid with tradition and cere-

mony, and so popular are they among all ranks and routes, that

they have come, in untutored circles, to usurp the whole mean-

ing of this Way to themselves. And even among those who know,

whenever someone is mentioned as an S or an M without further

amplification, he is understood to belong to this particular type.
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Here is an art of gesture, trickery, and bedazzlement played

against a background of formal commentary and illuminated

with Hashes of mannered violence: controlled implacability on the

one hand, and passive obstinacy on the other. The captor seeks

to make his victim plead, and the bound prey attempts to seduce

his questioner at last by a spectacle of helplessness. Its ethos is the

hunt, while the mood is one of surpassing vulnerability; the

gesture is penetration.

This is tricky work and demands great subtlety if it is to succeed.

For this reason it is the preferred field of the Exemplar, and hasty

candidates for this rank fall quickly by the wayside when it comes

to being tested. To survive and flourish, a Cruel Master must

possess imagination, patience, and strength, while his Victim

must be responsive, endurant, and tough. Stamina may serve

both in place of strength or toughness. Proof of this is to be

found in the remarkable way women bear up under the strain of

this kind of action. I once knew a lesbian who—but our concern

here is not with them.

Now, as I pointed out, the great danger for Masters and Slaves

is boredom. The danger here is something far more serious.

Panic. This type ofwork may be likened to a voyage into charted

but peril-strewn waters, where the threat of foundering or mutiny

is always present. Because of this it demands a longer appren-

ticeship for top men. Skill with instruments, with knots and locks

and many kinds of mechanical devices is required, as is a more-

or-less-detailed knowledge of anatomy, particularly of nerves and

the soft parts of the body. It is not surprising that many doctors

are found in this type of work.

Self-knowledge is demanded to a superlative degree ifyou are

to be the top man here and not succumb to the pitifully appeal-
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ing wiles ofyour adversary. For never imagine for a moment that

simply because you have your victim bound and helpless before

you that you are in no danger from him. You will be in great

danger, particularly if you let him look at you. Note also that

you will seldom encounter an absolute neophyte in this, yet the

less your victim knows the greater will be the onus upon you to

perform well, since in this case you risk botching the work either

through leniency or by a premature severity. Besides knowing

yourself, you must be able to gauge your partner, too.

As you have by now gathered from these remarks, there is a great

deal of ritual, paraphernalia, and protocol connected with this

type of work. In addition, all the elements of classic venery are

found here: the lure or chase, the trap or ambush, the trussing of

the quarry when he's caught, the flaying, the gutting... mentula

in culo. In fact, so appealing is its presentation it risks becoming

popular. Only conservative methodology and a strict regard for

technique have saved it from being vulgarized ere now. And this

safeguarding is due in most part to the fact that its secrets and its

ceremonies are in the keeping of uncorrupted Virtuosi.

I would have you read over what I have just covered and study

it in the light of what took place between you and J. last

December. Knowing what he is and the role you (unwillingly?)

played, would you still return to him on these terms?—that is

to say, the only terms on which he will have you?

What have you been doing lately? There was a singular lack of

news about yourself in your last two letters. Why don't you

surprise me sometime soon? I am sure you are capable of it.
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February 1 9,

The Others?

Yes, they are sometimes called this. They are called all sorts of

things. This because they remain so shadowy, so hard to be precise

about, save in one thing. And while you probably will not be

concerning yourself much with them, I agree that you ought to

know something about them, if for no other reason than to be on

your guard. I can only, however, give you a few general observations

on them as a type, since each of them is more or less unique.

The work they engage in is the ultimate, since beyond it one
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cannot go, and the practice of it is confined to the Perfect, except

when accidents occur in one of the other two types of work just

described. This happens whenever somebody panics or gets care-

less.

Guides and Pilgrims slip like ghosts from role to role, easily and

convincingly adopting the manners and the work of other types.

This they do as a recruiting measure, and not only in this work,

but in all other domains are they to be found.

It is said that many, if not a majority, of this type do not real-

ize their calling until they have been working this Way for many

years, while others* (very few, but outstanding) are suddenly

enlightened right from the first. Be this as it may, the fact remains

that, due to the nature of their work, they are generally known

too late. For this reason many during their whole career are

limited to a single accomplished act. There is, therefore, a strong

element.of self-immolation here, or, as some call it, heroism—in

the ancient sense of the word. They are like sacred kings whose

bloody triumphs lead inevitably to their own fall. A few (but

only a very few) have been able to combine their profession with

their calling. Even here, however, they tend not to be ostentatious,

so that the enigma remains. The jailer, doctors of one sort and

another, the man weaponed by the state, the hunter. . . Who is and

who is not? Who might be, given the occasion?—and there are

always occasions.

A further impediment to spotting them is the fact that they

blend, as I have indicated, into other types and categories in

order to contemplate the work before them, to choose, and (who

knows?) simply to keep their hand in. Over a period of weeks,

months, years even, they may plan and work with one candidate

in view and one object in mind for that candidate. If, for instance,
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one of the Others should consent to the mechanics of slavery, it

would only be in order to prepare his Master for the role of ques-

tioner. Many must be led to see their calling. Or again, if one of

them should practice torment on a Victim, it would mean that he

is enticing his treaded exponent of restraint and violence toward

martyrdom, that mystery which is the only joy and so often the

single glory of the Perfect.

These Others (also called Helpers, because of the work they do)

are latter-day anchorites, periodically emerging from the waste

places of the mind to make forays into the throng. Such advents

bring in their wake conversion and a strengthening for all those

who go this Way. They also loosen up the flow of fear—the cold

lubricant of this work. They are legendary, appearing with a

somber glitter from the mists of disbelief, lessons to the believer

and to the scorner alike. They are the only type for whom consent

is not required, because they are thought to be deaf to what is said.

They know in advance and are the soul of patience; the mood of

their work is the unexpected, the gesture is the flaming hand.

I cannot advise you as to any relations you may have with

them. Indeed, no one can advise you—not even one of them. If

this is to be your type, you will know it and you will be your

own guide in finding the Other whom you need.

Now briefly to other matters. The reason I have not answered

your questions concerning your brother is that I do not think it

is time yet for that. Besides, I am not sure he would have wanted

me to discuss such matters with you. If certain people have told

you certain things about him, they may very well know what

they are talking about. On the other hand, they may not. I will

tell you that I was in close touch with him from the time he was

discharged from the service and came here to go to school until
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he flunked out and returned... to his mother. More than this I will

not say at present.

Which brings me to my first query. Why have you started

seeing H. again?

Secondly, I should like to know why you have not applied

some of the teaching I have thus far given you to these adventures

you have been having? What good is learning if it is not put to use?

And such drivel! You work on someone, they give you the slip,

and then, as if to justify your ineptitude you tell me "...anyway,

I don't think he knew what he was looking for." It was your

business to know, even if he did not, what he was looking for. After

all, you were the top man here, if I read you right. Instruct him!

Let me know about this business with H.
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February 29,

There! there! I meant only to admonish and to suggest correc-

tion, not to scold. You must not be so touchy. Having suggested

to you certain principles to work by, I find it disconcerting that you

let go of them so easily. My whole message to you now is to hold

firm—for that is the source of all your strength from here on.

Since it was done, it is well that it was quickly done. And once

again no damage resulted. But you are still casting about instead

of paying attention to your work. How can I impress upon you

the fact that we stand for clean living? You simply cannot debase
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this which you have freely entered into by such barren expeditions

among the phonies. Masturbation or the commonest type of

promiscuity in the parks or on the street is preferable to these

tawdry affiliations. If you are really hard up, let me recommend

the grind houses or the pool halls to you for a release rather than

what you have just described; the atmosphere and activity there

are at least more in keeping with your training right now.

It is time, too, that you learned to cultivate the somber joys of

the rejected. It is a wry sort of pleasure, one to be enjoyed spar-

ingly, and to be made use of as a basis of study leading you to a

deeper knowledge of yourself and of others, like the one who

got away. As all study should, it will fit you for future, better,

things. Learn also, as part of the basic catechism, that the looks

and the assent of someone you've met is no assurance of which

way they're going to swing nor ofwhat route they're going to take

once the action starts. Even the most careful arrangements can

go wrong. The proof of the pudding is in the eating thereof,

and if, after tasting it, you find the dish not to your liking, then

put it aside. No apology need be offered, for none is expected.

Learn how to say no—to yourself as well as to others—and

never take on an inferior subject if you can help it. You are still

young, and right now your looks and your intelligence ought to

insure you against such necessity even as your reputation and

skill will shield you as you grow older. Store up blessings for

yourself in the beginning by beginning right.

I suspect from what you have written to me of this inconse-

quential and abortive affair that you simply came on too strong.

It is often one of the stigmata of second-rate tricks that they are

unable to perceive excellence even when it deigns to notice them.

Accompanying this blindness is another: their inability to appre-
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ciate the honor we do them in relaxing our rigid code of conduct

in their favor. Sex, be it said, is a terrible leveler that humbles what

is exalted without any compensating lift being given to the infe-

rior party to such unequal encounters. What should have alerted

you to the shoddiness of the material you had hold ofwas the fact

that he insisted on attending an orgy which you knew (or ought

to have guessed from the type of people who were going to it)

could be nothing more than a penguin party. Once there, he

threw himself into it with obvious pleasure and^abandon, by

which you must have seen that he was in his element even as you

were out of yours. These people who embrace in public, cream

at the mention of mass display, and are on their knees at the sight

of an open fly bear witness not so much to the richness of their

responses as to the poverty of their conceptions. You should have

walked out. Better, you should never have come that far with

him. As it was, you saw it through—only to be turned down.

Then too, he may have been testing you. This is an ingrained

procedure with certain bottom men; what might be called the

tyranny of the masochist. I will have more to say on this some

other time. But for now, consider this: that you ought always,

when preparing someone, to be ready at any time to walk away

and leave the situation. Abandon it. If the thing is right, if it is

made for you and working for you, profit by it. But nothing, no

desire, no challenge of pride or vanity, no emotion of anger or

delusion of affection, nothing, should lead you to do what is not

in it for you to do. The rule is: if not now, later; if never, so

what? And take it as a clue for future reference when situations

such as this arise, that ifyou feel you must fall out of character for

someone, then he is not for you. Shun such.

On the other hand, your mission is not to turn away the thirsty.
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You should be difficult of access, but not unapproachable. And,

provided only that they will drink from the cup you offer them,

be as open as possible to all challenges. You are no hireling

guardian of some esoteric cult. And what is the purpose of all this

study if it is not to result in some action? The thing is to be

prudent, at least at first, in order to build a good reputation.

Once established, it is hard to lose it absolutely. Work diligently,

therefore, to build your legend, then you can afford such little

lapses as we have been discussing with no harm done—although

I think you will find less need to stray into these sodden bypaths

once you find yourself thus pedestaled.

Finally, your observations on race are a bore. Do not let your

prejudices interfere with this business. Racism has no place in

it. But do not misunderstand me. Neither does anti-racism.

Rather, I should say, both are fertile fields of guilt which yield fine

harvests to whoever knows how to work them. The racist, the

liberal, the patriot, the aging catamite, the sports-minded conser-

vative, and the bewildered young daddy up to his ears in debt...we

are here with belt and brand to insert a little part-time order

into their full-time confusion. The field is there, waiting; and

you are wasting time. For you are here to help dramatize certain

private truths by a particular rite. For this work is nothing less than

spiritual yearnings translated into parables of exquisite violence.
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Since you have already twice fallen into useless gatherings, it is

time I briefed you on the protocol and procedures of proper

arrangements. But first, I will answer both your questions concern-

ing penguin parties: why they are called this, and whether or not

any good work can be found at them.

These gatherings (did you not notice?) where masses of people

do all sorts of trifling things to each other with no sense of order

or propriety, this hodgepodge of promiscuous scrabbling after

pleasure where the participants are so numerous and the action
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so frantic that the Sybarites must bundle their clothes in their arms

tor fear of losing them in the crush and so never finding them

again, and who consequently hobble around with their britches

dropped to their ankles, these so-called orgies look for all the

world like a convention ofpenguins shifting about from one clutch

of eggs to another. I am overjoyed that you were disappointed. Only,

now that you can see how such collective nonsense is at the farthest

possible remove from our work and fit only for the jejune, the

tasteless, and such as are afflicted with ejaculatio praecox
y
why

think any more about it? Once bit ought to be twice shy.

But, very well. If, through error or weakness, you should find

yourself in such company again, take heart. There are certain to

be others like yourself there, ill-found, standing about... wait-

ing. I must confess that some of the best sessions I have ever

been privileged to take part in began in just such tawdry circum-

stances. When you've discovered your partners, case the situation.

There is always an unoccupied room, a corner in the basement or

attic, some place you can appropriate in the apartment or house

of whoever was fool enough to give his dwelling over to such

indiscriminate riot. Search it out and bring thither whatever you

have managed to arrange and set to work. Remember that you will

need someone to guard the door, or several to hold off the many,

since the attraction of this sort of thing for the ignorant is well

known, and if you let in one a mob will soon be on your back,

wanting to watch what they find to be a camp or to stop what they

consider an outrage. Just some spot where you can do your work

unhindered is all that is required, and, strange to say, the host, no

matter what his inclinations are, will almost never object. He

will be too busy profiting from the disgusting mess he has

arranged elsewhere.
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Yet, as you can see, all this is chancy stuff. Quiet is what is

really needed for this sort of work: silence: that evocative silence

which is the atmosphere of the higher ranks. For an arrangement,

it should be stated, is a work of art, and the top man is the

artist. The equipment and the Victim himself constitute the

materials used, and the session is the finished work, the thing

done. And you ask me: must arrangements be formal?

Of course they must be formal! They should be conceived

with care beforehand—and by that I mean understood for what

they are to constitute and accepted as such by all those concerned.

This is not to say that an arrangement cannot be made on the

spur of the moment and carried out on the spot if the occasion

(time and place) warrants. Consider my remarks above. But,

generally speaking, these things need a little preparation.

Fortuitous encounters, while they may offer prospects for future

work, ought not to be entered into immediately except with the

greatest caution, not only because of the danger involved, but also

because of the slight promise such lack of detailed planning offers

for a rewarding session. Besides which, you should resort to delay

on principle: artful cunctation whets the appetite of him who is

made to wait.

In setting up arrangements, learn how to distinguish between

a serious proposal and idle chatter. Half of one's training in this

Way of doing things consists in learning quickly to sift the truth

from all the garbage that is thrown around regarding this work,

even among those best suited to engage in it. An arrangement is

a serious business, and it comprises all the steps needed to bring

about a good session: the preliminary maneuvers, the proposals and

counterproposals, the agreement on procedures and people

involved, the rendezvous, the session in all its steps, and the
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release. It can be done in a few moments' conversation or may

stretch over a period of weeks or much longer. It is sometimes

carried on by telephone or mail, or conducted by someone not a

part)' to the actual session as planned, so that the partners will never

meet until the confrontation. In some cases you will arrange even

the minutest details of conduct, of timing, apparel, equipment, of

speech even. In others the procedure and all that may go with it

will be an open-ended affair. It is important here, as always, to

know what and with whom you are dealing.

Does this sound paradoxical? Well, of course it is. The point

of this work is to "know" someone not previously known. The

answer here is that you must enter into arrangements only with

partners you can trust or master, depending upon what the setup

is to be and what your inclinations are. By "trust" I mean that you

must know that you can depend upon them to fulfill whatever it

is they have agreed to do. Thus, build your reputation so that you

are counted on in what you say and in what follows from it.

Now, confronted with a stranger you are arranging—or who

may be arranging you—you can trust to luck, your own sublim-

inal reactions to him, or the conscious judgments you will have

formed after watching the way he comes on. But what you ought

to do is to learn something about him firsthand. Either you will

have seen him at work or you will talk to somebody who knows

him or knows of him. If he is a complete stranger to everybody,

then take your time. Where does he say he is from? Stall while you

make inquiries. I have often left a prospect to cool his heels at the

bar while I made a cross-country call to ferret out some infor-

mation on him. In many cases it proved worth the risk I took of

losing him.

Such prudence, however, is only to be considered a tool, even
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as dependability is one of the means we use for assuring a good

issue to our efforts. They may both be cast aside and boldness and

trickery used instead. It's all in knowing when, of course; and that

means either experience or genius. How well do you know your-

self? Knowing what I now do of your rashness and your as yet

undisciplined sentimentality, I would suggest you cultivate the

standard and prudent virtues; these and patience: that watchful,

predatory patience of the serpent and the cat. Again, consider the

hawk.

To continue. Learn how to give hints and—more important

—

how to catch them. You must "read" the tone of voice and the

manner ofyour prospective partner, his reflexive actions. To this

end, never underestimate or overglamorize the other. You have

had painful lessons on these points already. Have you learned, do

you think? As you have seen, the first error gives your adversary

the advantage of surprise over you while the second may result in

serious psychic interference where you are concerned. In either

case you are liable to be at your partner's mercy, no matter what

the original arrangement may have been. And the disintegration

of a session can result in all sorts of mischief: second thoughts lead

to a fiasco, fiascoes to defeat, defeat to disaster, and disasters to

panic, scandal, and worse. Once someone is shackled and hung,

that someone is at someone else's mercy. This basic circumstance

should always be taken into account no matter what your role,

your rank, or the route you may go.

Be both laconic and amiable. Thus you can maintain your

distance and at the same time keep them hanging on. When
possible, have them come to you, approach you. This way they're

asking for it. Insouciant but alert should be the image you project.

A dash of menace will not be amiss if you can manage it, and
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having seen you, I think you can. This and what follows goes

for whichever way you swing.

How to break the ice? Well, if they come to you they will see

to it; otherwise, simply choose a propitious moment and say

something. Almost anything will do unless it be to ask the time

or comment on the weather. Other than these tired gambits it

hardly matters what you say. He will listen more to catch the

quality of your voice than for any information you may have to

give. He already has in mind what he wants, and is now trying to

determine to just what extent you may be capable of giving it to

him. Little that is uttered in such preliminaries is taken at face

value or remembered. Beyond key words and phrases which are

the signs and countersigns of this work, such exchanges are tissues

of concealment. One hypnotizes with doggerel, but a serious

discussion is liable to kill a prospective arrangement right at the

outset.

If it is a continuing liaison—someone you have had before

and wish to have again—remember that in such cases top men

make the first move. They call or beckon to the bottom man.

And the question they put to him is simply: "Can you be

arranged?"

And finally, in making arrangements, never compete!
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CHAPTER XVIII

April 2,

Your last letter, which probably crossed mine, amused me no end.

The retailing of the argument you had "...on a purely objective

plane," with the woman from your apartment building simply

points up the fact that the inchoate mass of meatheads in this

country are stirring. Like the cilia of certain stagnant tide-pool crea-

tures, they turn blindly in response to a more nourishing current

in the waters around them and quiver, tasting the new sustenance.

And while I do not think much good can come of this kind of

discussion (since their interest in us is not only uninformed, but
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unhealthy), perhaps no harm will result from it either. In any

event, you did well to put her on. Only... gently! gently! You were

on the verge, I think, of saying too much. And this, I suspect,

was due to the pride you take in your knowledge of this Way as well

as to the irritation you felt at the hebetude she displayed while

debating its outward trappings. What I want to know is, how did

you come to find yourself at such a party as the one you described?

But never mind. You are learning—and well, I think.

And your questions become more interesting all the time,

touching, as they now do, on the finer points of this work. For

instance, your inquiry about impotence is a meaty and much

misunderstood problem. First off I will say that it does not matter

in the least whether or not you get an erection ifyou are the top

man. You, presumably, in such circumstances, know what you

are about and why. But it is something else again with a bottom

man. Let me add that fully one half of our recruits come to this

work for the very reason that they feel their powers diminish-

ing. As a matter of fact, our greatest number of newcomers fall

within the after-thirty-five age group. For some of these the

problem reaches crisis proportions. You must have encountered

them, the ones who proclaim their inadequacies to anybody who

will listen in the hopes that such misguided honesty will forestall

disappointment and at the same time incline their prospective

partners to accept them for whatever other good points they

may have. Sometimes it works, but more often than not it doesn't,

for there is a singular lack of authenticity in such maunderings.

A top man ought not mention it and a bottom man disqualifies

himself by admitting it.

Nobody worries about an impotent Sadist; in fact, the situa-

tion is almost proverbial. And anyway, he has other means at
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hand for keeping his Victim occupied (indeed, the fact that his

Victim has "failed" to arouse him is cause the more for punish-

ment to be meted out). Many pretend that true Sadists are only

turned on when a session reaches its height and they are at last

purged of their inner inhibiting strife by the spectacle of the

torment they have been able to inflict upon another like themselves.

Be this as it may, I am familiar with too many cases where some

of the most remarkable top men have never been known to

achieve full erection. Anyway, the majority ofthem are self-admit-

ted onanists; and what or who, in any real situation, can after all

hope to compete with the masturbatory fantasies they can summon

up! Also, with most, no matter what their capabilities in this

respect, the use of dildos or an arm takes precedence over the flesh

(their flesh). In addition, many make use of assistants when pene-

tration is called for.

The flaccid Masochist, however, is an abomination in the eyes

of a Sadist, an affront to his mastery. Sadists are, more often than

not, delicately attuned creatures who are in more need of reas-

surance than their aggressive tendencies would seem to indicate.

A mere nothing will sometimes undo them. I have seen an excel-

lent Master throw over a session that had barely gotten under way,

disgusted because his victim had spoken out of turn, offering to

help him adjust the shackles on his wrist. I myself have had my bad

days, occasions when the least error or inadvertency would turn

me off so that Ihad to hand over the work to someone else. Is it

any wonder that top men are so temperamental, so vulnerable,

seeing that so much is expected of them and that almost the

entire success of an arrangement depends upon them? This, of

course, is something which an obtuse and insensitive public does

not comprehend.
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It is also well known that many excellent and cruel Masters

would like nothing better than to exchange places with their

Victims could they but rise to the occasion and acquit them-

selves in a manner befitting the role they covet. But in this work

it is what you do that counts and not what you would like to

do. And though these types remain always potential bottom men

whose minds are filled all day long with breathless visions of

themselves bound and gagged with their legs in the air awaiting,

the assault ofmen better than themselves, they are, in spite of this

(or rather, because of it), superb top men whose services are very

much in demand. It is rather like the tattling gossip one hears

about someone being a latent homosexual. Who cares if he's latent?

It's women he jumps. And the fact that a man is a latent anything

may make him overtly better in accomplishing its opposite. In our

work the only problem this causes is when a Victim realizes his

Master has these hidden hankerings. For if the arrangement is

extended, the bottom man will inevitably pressure this soft spot in

a dozen subtle ways in an effort to flip his top partner. But then,

danger is in the nature of this work, isn't it?

In any case, suffice it to say that the true, the inveterate

Masochist will maintain a full erection even while undergoing

the most strenuous and excruciating torture. And in either case

I think you need not worry, since from word which reaches me

I would say that you have more than enough energy, stamina, and

potency at your command to silence any criticism on this score

no matter what role you choose to adopt.

Yes! yes! Word does reach me concerning you, and I urge you

not to be upset by what you feel to be ".
. .a bunch of spies all over

the place." I am well known even though I remain apart from the

mainstream of this work now. Further, friends and acquaintances
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keep me informed ofwhat goes on up and down the coast and in

the East as well. You are already admired and talked about. Will

I therefore not hear ofyou? Too, that you are my nephew seems

an added fillip to the jaded sensibilities of the crowd you are

hanging around with. So be it. The point is, I am pleased at what

I hear about you. No longer than a few months ago I despaired

ofyour ever amounting to anything, and now I perceive you are

making great strides in this Way. And, incidentally, what is the little

emblem you have taken to wearing? It is much discussed. Do
you have to remove it or can you leave it on during sessions? I note

with approval that you have told no one what it signifies. Tell me.

To return for just a moment to that benighted woman you

were discussing all this with the other night: she appears to be one

of those poor, pushed creatures who come to pale bloom in

typing pools and bachelor apartment complexes, and who find

themselves harried from pillar to post in their search for the latest

and most meaningful experience of the season. In the University

they take the form of superannuated auditors (I fortunately am
spared the necessity of bothering with them since my work is

happily too advanced for them ever to come in contact with it).

In love, they unerringly choose the wrong man, and since the

world, in the usual sense, has passed them by, they interest them-

selves in the unusual in hopes of catching up. And this one very

nearly cornered you with her naive parroting of the latest fool's

doctrine to the effect that ritual is false and spontaneity is "natu-

ral." Oh, I understand how hard it is not to be goaded into

revealing the extent of one's commitment to and knowledge of

this work, but you must not. That would be to play their game.

You are still too much dazzled by what is done to keep silent

before what is objected to. Do not be put on the defensive when
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they question you nor overwhelmed by false pride when their

eyes light up at something you have told them. Do not put your-

self in a posture to be questioned nor allow your tongue free

rein. A secret guarded is power reserved. Most of the so-called

oppression in this world consists in the silent manipulation of

knowledge in the face of ignorance. Its opposite is the volun-

tary delivery of one's body and one's goods into the hands of

another less giving than oneself.

As to your charming query concerning when we shall at last

meet.... I think not soon. The distance from our last meeting is

sufficient to make us-at least physical strangers, and until you

are adept at this work I want the distance maintained, for I mean

finally to test you myself. Did you not know? Then think about

it. I shall be interested to have your reactions.
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April 5,

Everything has been thought of and done long before you ever

came upon the scene. Therefore, the only way you will ever aston-

ish anyone in this work is by the quality of your interpretation,

the excellence ofyour performance. All know the score, and any

variations which you may offer to it will never be more than

cadenzas, personal flourishes which will in no way alter the clas-

sic form a session takes.

To this end, strive unremittingly to acquire and perfect the

gestures of your role so that when a session is over your partner
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and all who helped or witnessed will be left with the impression

that, excellent though you may have been, what took place did

not represent the ultimate you are capable of. In this way you will

never condescend. All arrangements, large or small, simple or

complicated, crude or equipped, private or public, will be equally

important to you and equally worthy of your skill.

Now, something on the arrangements themselves and how

they ought to be conducted. The arrangement, as I have already

indicated, comprises everything from the original plan as agreed

upon to the final walk- away. The session itself is what happens in

the middle.

Sessions may be simple, multiple, or public. In addition they

may be crude or geared. Some are occasionally complicated, i.e.,

dirty.

In a Simple Arrangement there is simply you and the Other.

Most sessions are of this type since the idea of confrontation is

exemplified in the duel contest.

A Multiple Arrangement is, as its name implies, one in which

there are more than two people involved, all ofwhom are partic-

ipants. The usual arrangement is to have one Victim and a number

of Masters, or a Martyr and an Executioner with one or more assis-

tants. In many cases there is more than one bottom man, but

there must always be an equal or, preferably, greater number of

top to bottom men. One of the Masters is always in charge and

it is he who directs the action. The session is in his hands whether

he did the arranging or not. This item in the arrangement should

be made clear at the outset; nothing so mars the success of a

session as lack of direction or procedural disputes in the middle

of things.

A Public Arrangement takes the form of a spectacle: there is
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always one or more onlookers present. In no case are they allowed

to aid (or rather, interfere) in this work. Voyeurs, they must

maintain their own peculiar discipline; they will be like nothing

so much as the congregation at a Mass. And in a way they may be

said to worship what they witness. Certainly, from the expressions

on their faces as they watch, one would say that they were worship-

ping.

It is best, perhaps, to pause here and take up a question which

continues to be a bone of contention among the adept, dividing

them into rival advocates of the blindfold and the mask. There is

much to be said for both opinions and, while I am not impartial

(being myself a devotee of the mask), I have never sought to

exacerbate the quarrel by an obstinate adherence to the one in the

face of a majority's desire to use the other. Compromise (among

top men, to be sure) is the only workable solution when this

problem arises. Ultimately, of course, it is a question of style and

capabilities, which accounts for the soreness of the debate. The

use of either fosters the sense of fear through faceless or sightless

enhancement of danger, and it should be clear by now that the

rousing of fear is fully as important to this work as is the contri-

bution of pain. By many it is considered to be the prime ingredient

and the latter ancillary to it. Be that as it may, its importance is

primary and the argument centers on what kind of fear is to be

invoked. Do you prefer an ambiance of total darkness for the

Victim—the dampening of one sense resulting in the intensifi-

cation of all the others? Or do you want him to see the hooded

avatars of his own inner dread? I suspect that the adherents to the

blindfold rely upon it as much to protect themselves as to inten-

sify the anxiety in the Other— I mean, of course, to shield

themselves from the Victim's glance. For myself, I enjoy that
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source of temptation unveiled. It is one of the choicest delights

in this work to receive the full liquid flow of pleading from those

deep wellsprings of terror and to watch it rise by stages, becom-

ing a fountain of agony, a torrent of begging, an inundation of

charity!—and to continue unmoved in the face of it. That is the

great test!

But to return to matters of procedure. Remember never to

arrange one thing and then to change the arrangement after a

session is under way. If, however, the session has been estab-

lished upon a tacit understanding of betrayal or treachery, then

this becomes the rule. Great care should naturally be taken in

such cases. On the one hand, if discussions in the planning stage

become too explicit, then the session risks losing its zest before

it is even begun. But on the other, ifyou go into something like

this half-cocked, the peril may outweigh the pleasure—if such a

thing is possible. The ploys used in arranging such ambiguous

sessions verge on the subliminal, which means you will be tread-

ing swampy ground. Yet the joys of stalking this part of the

woods are the rewards of the real hunter.

Ifyou enter into a multiple arrangement, the details may be out

ofyour hands and your role simply to take your cue from others.

If so, do so. You may be a full partner in the action or be depu-

tized to perform certain minor functions only, being asked perhaps

to do no more than stand by or mop up. Here there is honor in

everything and all work is good, even if it be only lending a hand

at the chains and pulleys or tending the fire and the irons.

Accomplish your task, no matter how small, cheerfully and intel-

ligently so that you will make a good impression on those who

have their eye on you. Sooner or later you will be given some

portion of the Victim's body to work upon, and before long
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your apprenticeship will be over. In fact, your full participation

will occur sooner than you expect, since the usual practice in

multiple arrangements is for the several top men to spell each

other so that there is never any slackening of the action. Should

you be the bottom man at such sessions, then there is no need to

worry about the extent ofyour role since you will be purely and

simply at the mercy of the others and they will see to it that you

are well occupied.

By and large, what I have said above applies to public arrange-

ments as well, since these are no more than multiple sessions in

which there are spectators present. How many? Two or three is

the usual number, but a dozen or more is not extraordinary. I once

attended an arrangement which took place upon a stage and was

witnessed by no fewer than fifty persons in the comfort of a small

theater. You may have heard of this; it has since become a legend,

both for the size of the audience and for the quality of the work

performed there. An added distinction was that, unknown to

anyone save the Victim, the session's boss was one of the Perfect.

The Victim, again to no one's prior knowledge, was a Martyr

and died as a result of this spectacle. No scandal resulted, since

he was cared for by his guide, one who was, and is today, an

eminent anesthesiologist.

Deliver words and blows with a minimum of effort and a maxi-

mum of effect. If you are the bottom man, then indulge only in

appropriate speech and register your pain in the manner best

suited to please your Master.

As to blows, remember that a slap must be heard to be believed

and felt to be appreciated. Deliver it thoughtfully, with a full

downward raking motion of the entire arm to which the palm or

the knuckles arrive at the other's flesh as a follow-through to
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the whole gesture. The swinging motion of a good slap should

be executed as if you were knocking a pile of not very heavy

books off the edge of a table. It requires but a little practice to

perfect and is well worth the pains you may take in achieving it,

for nothing is so out of place as an ineffective slap or a spanking

mismanaged.

Spanking. With so much information available, how few there

are who can do so basic an exercise with any amount of skill! Some

pointers may help you to master the art, although it is said (and I,

for one, believe it) that a good spanker is born and not made.

First of all you must not throw yourself callously into this

operation, pounding and flailing away indiscriminately on what-

ever portion ofyour victim's anatomy happens to take your fancy.

Finesse! Finesse! And take your time. Begin at the bottom, and

begin gently. Explore with the most caressing of pats the contours

of those parts which you will later discolor with the fury of your

ripened onslaught. Lull your object into a delicious sense of

reprieve; reduce him to a mesmerized lump of jelly shuddering

with pleasure and apprehension. Spit upon him from time to

time. Besides the symbolic indignity of this act, the saliva performs

two other functions: as your smacks increase in vigor it will lend

a more vicious sound to the slap and at the same time sharpen the

sting of it. While doing this, a gloved or naked hand down the

throat will not be amiss; it can serve to give you some purchase

for your blows. You may also let him have a foot, or your boot,

or anything else that pleases you to offer him, to caress from

time to time. (Allow him this worship sparingly if it is what he

wants, encourage him to it if he is shy, and force him to do so

should he be reluctant.) But always keep in mind that the slap

should be delivered with a glancing motion, since it then produces
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twice the irritation with half the expenditure of energy—this

latter is always an important consideration for top men who, I

need not add, ought to conserve their energy as much as possi-

ble for the real work which lies beyond such preliminary

warm-ups.

Vary the strokes or concentrate them as you please. An interesting

way to do both is to alternate your slaps on either buttock, using

an outward motion each time. This tends to relax the sphincter.

When it comes to actual blows, whether they be with the fist,

a belt, or chains, with a piece of wood or the palm of the hand,

take care that they are well aimed, make a good solid sound, and

are delivered with authority and in such a way as to give pain

but not to fatigue either the Victim or yourself. The buttocks, the

back of the head, the thighs, and the face are best. Genitalia

ought not to be overlooked, but require special handling lest

the session be botched at the beginning through premature

wounding. And although a beating may be punctuated now and

then with a fist to the gut, it is wise to avoid too much of this for

the reasons I have mentioned.

I have been speaking here mostly of the hand used in beating.

I will take up the belt in another letter which I will devote to

equipment. For now, understand that the hands are the secret of

mastery, and so they must never be clumsy or hesitant in anything

they do. Anyone, I might add, can hit anyone—particularly if

the Victim is powerless to defend himself. The point here is to

strike him and to cause him pain, but at the same time to make

him desire the blow even as he fears the hurt of it. Besides, crude

beatings lead to panic.

What I have just outlined goes for the whole session: begin

gently and let the violence take hold of you bit by bit. This allows
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you always to be aware of the changing situation and gauge the

reactions of your Victim, while it will confirm the confidence he

has in you as a Master who knows what he is about. The session

should be a gradual entry into a dreamlike state where all that has

been controlled is suddenly let go, and by the time you're ready

to pour, the barriers are erased.

If you are the Victim you will, naturally, be passive. But you

will not be merely passive. You will take care to respond in a

manner which is both proper to your role and adjusted to the

particular Master who is working on you. Be attuned to the

subtleties of cooperation, and whether a top or bottom man,

never complain and never explain. Be always prepared for that

instant in this work when you can (or must) leave it and walk

away, and that other one where the transitory effect is suddenly

for an instant transformed into an eternal moment.

In repeated sessions with the same Victim you will develop the

subject. With Exemplars the situation builds until a particular

limit is reached. This point is always a little further advanced each

time. It is thus continually tightened until the moment of refusal

by one or the other of the partners. Each session builds in this way

upon the last and is a recapitulation of it. The acceptance of

another session is a prior acknowledgment that it will go further

than the last one did. In this way an Exemplar will, on taking on

someone new, begin usually at the lowest level of activity at which

it is possible to sustain his and/or his partner's interest. When

either of their limits has been reached in a given session, any

future attempt at arrangement is met with refusal. Acceptance

past this point leads to a dead session or to panic.

Never be pushed by a challenge nor taken by a dare.

And now I have news for you. The spring recess is drawing near
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and I will be away on a conference during the week. It has been

almost a tradition with me to attend the Easter Flagellation held

at J.'s ranch every year, but since I cannot make it this time I have

written him to invite you in my stead. I have no doubt that he will,

for you will be an ornament to it and he is quite willing, having

once taught you a lesson, to have you learn something more as

his guest. There will be many there, all good men, and you will

see much that is instructive to which you may even lend a hand.

Finally—for it is very late and I have gone on at greater length

than I had intended on this subject—let me admonish you not to

let a session die on you. This is best guarded against at the outset

by not undertaking what you cannot handle. Do not be greedy

or rash. Know your limits and work within them. In this way

you will be sought out for a particular excellence instead of being

avoided for general incompetence. A good practice here is to

farm out what is too good to lose but not in your class yet to

undertake. By doing so you will hold a prospect in abeyance with

no detriment to yourself and at the same time you will put some-

one else in your debt for what appears to be an act of generosity

on your part. All sorts of merit accrue to one who seems able to

afford to forgo a good thing.

Oh, yes, and when it is all over, after the release, refrain from

relaxing in the form of conversation. It is liable to break the

particular bond that will have been established if the session was

a success. Cigarettes and chatter reek of the squirming morn-

ing-after orange-juice-and-breakfast set.

For the rest, remember to develop and perfect the discrimi-

nating gradations of courtesy, respect, and amused disdain in

your relations with everyone. Role, type, rank, reputation, age,

appearance, real as against presumed merit... All these should
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be evaluated instantly. Learn to read your man. Know your place

and everyone else's, and indicate by word and deed that you

know it.

And practice, practice, practice....



CHAPTER XX

April 19»

Never use shoddy equipment. Nor suffer it to be used upon

yourself. Demand and expect the best. This goes for yourself as

well as for others you may deal with.

I have waited until now to take up this question in the hope

that you would gain some experience in it first. And now the

very best thing has happened: you have been a party to two

sessions a short interval apart from each other, one poorly and the

other superbly equipped. Your disappointment and (I trust)

disgust with the one and your enthusiastic appreciation of the
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other offer gratifying proof of your continuing discrimination

in this work and I could not be more pleased, since my observa-

tions now will be more to the point.

The first arrangement must have been a wretchedly managed

affair. It was one, if I understand you correctly, that purported at

the outset to be equipped. Well, now you know. You have seen

and judged for yourself how unprofessional tools can turn what

is meant to be an awe-inspiring spectacle of the mysteries of

restraint into a ludicrous display of fumbling incompetence. Since

yours was an active partnership in it, you should have quit the

scene when you saw what was up: the notoriety of such a bungled

session rubs off on you personally. However, since you acquitted

yourself so well at the Easter session (at least from what I hear),

the earlier dishonor is expunged from your record and amounts

now to no more than an exemplar of what not to do. Be it said

in this connection that it is often more salutary to learn from

mistakes than from successes, although, of course, we should

always prefer the latter. Too, learning from the mistakes of others

is the least expensive way of gaining knowledge. So, in the last

analysis, I suppose you did right to remain and see it through. And

I must say, your description of that so-called Master's frantic

scrabbling about in his disorderly procedure was funny in the

extreme. Only, as you can see, this work is not funny.

And please! The perpetrator of that abortion does not deserve

your commiseration, and particularly not on grounds of poverty.

Lack of funds is no excuse in this work. You may think me unjust,

but you will come, I am sure, to see the wisdom of what I say

when I tell you that there is little room for the poor along this Way.

Do not mistake me. I mean no snobbishness by such a pronounce-

ment. Nor is this work hedged about in class distinctions. To
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cosset and encourage the poor in work they cannot do is morally

superficial, but to indulge them in it is to promote the stylistically

shoddy. Consider: there is many an Exemplar and not a few of the

Perfect who hold down menial jobs by day, yet who go forth

splendidly at night. They invest the whole of their modest earn-

ings in their gear and their equipment. It is thus a mark of their

seriousness and of their dedication. We ought, therefore, to make

every effort to discourage any morbid infiltrate of make-do enthu-

siasm. Like home movies and weekend potting, such efforts are

amateurish and excuses for them special pleading. And from a

practical point ofview there is simply no room for those who go

only halfway, no matter their reasons or their intentions. Lack of

what it takes in any form is a sin in this work, so that "...who

brings no money comes not in." You will never, I trust, have

this problem, if for no other reason than that I intend to see to

it that you have the best when you need it, as long as you merit

it. And, after all, a great deal is not required in the way of things,

but there can be no stinting on the quality of what is put to use.

All this, of course, constitutes an added discipline. It also

insures that most of us are productive members of society (against

which we have no outstanding complaints, and certainly none

which would warrant bringing down the pillars of public order

around us—at least not the economic pillars. And what others

count, after all>).

Now, since you have found that you like an equipped session

best of all, start acquiring the means to assure yourself ofone when

the occasion will arise. Get hold of the proper instruments and

become skilled in their use. To this end, I am mailing you a set

of leather wrist and ankle cuffs lined in sheepskin wool and fitted

with brass rings. Properly adjusted, they will hold the Victim
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fast and yet will not shut off circulation. These will start you off

in good style since they are not only very expensive, but also

very hard to come by. Let these be a standard all other instruments

you add to your collection will match up to.

And there are so many to choose from!—all worthy of your

attention. Your own inventiveness will add to what might be

called the standard items such as restrainers, masks, blindfolds,

harnesses, block-and-tackle, chains of various lengths and sizes,

whips, belts, and the whole gamut of disciplinary devices. You will

find your own predilections to be the best guide in these matters.

Give your imagination free rein arid temper it only with practi-

cal considerations which will be largely of a technical nature.

Begin with the bed, for instance. What kind of a bed do you

have? Iron ones are best ifyou must sleep and work on the same

surface. Better is a sturdy table, padded in leather or rubber.

Best of all is a second-hand operating or medical examination

table, ifyou can find one. Some of these come already equipped

with restraints of one kind or another and may be adjusted to all

sorts of interesting angles.

Next, does where you live allow for hooks to be embedded in

the walls and ceiling and floor? Is it sound- baffled? Or does this

matter where you are? If it does, then cork is best. If possible,

devote an entire room just to this work, a place apart from the rest

of your living quarters. The advantages of this are obvious, but

ifyou cannot manage it just now, then you have a choice of either

providing the means of quickly and smoothly transforming your

apartment into an arena for a session and of as quickly putting the

equipment out of sight, or else you can leave it lying about.

Many prefer the latter alternative because they like living with the

stuff, seeing it, touching it, etc. And, but for the fact that my posi-
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tion here precludes such decor, I would be among them. I remem-

ber, however, when I was still a student and had at last made my

single room quite well set up. My sleeping alcove was small but

agreeably laid out, a chained and curtained bower cushioned in

leather and monk's cloth, with corked walls and matted floors. The

ceiling beams were particularly strong and the whole area allowed

for freedom of movement if no more than five people were

involved in a session. With a setup like that, how easy it was to

keep a good reputation in good standing!

All this is fascinating study, to be sure, and one that offers

countless hours of profitable amusement even before we enter

into the work itself. For we all of us become craftsmen, inventive

and resourceful artisans, when it comes to discovering the pecu-

liar uses of articles ordinarily dedicated to other services. Care

should be taken, however, in the selection and adaptation of items

originally not intended for our purposes. As I indicated above,

nothing can so ruin a reputation nor so quickly dampen a session

as the use of makeshift tools and make-do fetters. A futile array of

odds and ends culled from desk, closet, basement, attic, junk-

yard, and hardware store simply won't get the work done. Such

incompetence and fraud is a stain upon the calling. On the other

hand, careful selection and devoted practice will lead to memorable

sessions and thus build your legend even as they increase the

enjoyment you will feel in work well done.

Now then, what is the best way to proceed, assuming you have

the equipment you need? There are two rules to observe always; they

are: (1) what follows should always be better than what preceded

it, and (2) always save something for the next time. For the rest,

u
...in the studio it's the moment and not the artist that speaks." I

forget who said it, but it applies to this work as well as to painting.
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Here follow some random notes that may be of use to you.

—Economy of motion and utterance is always the Way: no

wasted or excess gestures. Ineffective speech is fatal to a session.

Lack of patience is scarcely less damaging, except when it is

feigned. Fumbling, as with the lock on a pair of handcuffs or

with knots that you yourself tied, is not to be borne. Smoothness

is authority and authority is all.

—Akin to the bungled act is the interruption. Let the phone

ring (or, better, have a cut-off switch installed), forget the door-

bell; nothing must come between you and your work during a

session.

—And when contingencies arise? Let us say the session has not

quite begun, the Victim spills his drink on the floor or knocks

something over on the table. Do not rush off to the kitchen for a

towel to mop up the mess. Seize the occasion and clobber him! Why

do you think he did it? You should know, even if he doesn't.

—In general, ifyou should stumble, fumble, or make any kind

of a mistake, then take your time and cover for yourself. Do not

give yourself away by cursing a piece of balky equipment.

Dingehass must never seem to victimize you. Curse the Victim.

Always curse him. It is always his fault.

—If it is a simple arrangement, you and the Victim alone,

then you will gradually bind him. And during the time you are

accomplishing this you will never relinquish your hold on at least

some member with one hand. When he is firmly secured, then you

can leave him alone to cook for a while while you go do something

else. This will tighten up the session by widening his anxiety,

thus making him more vulnerable than he already is. If it is a

multiple arrangement, then you can either use the same tech-

nique or rush him, as you please.
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—Since the limbs of men tend, as is their nature, to close in,

spread them. Nail them to the wall until their tendons shriek, or

string them by the feet to the rafters. But, whatever you do,

spread them!

—When hanging them from chains or straps, avoid the symmet-

rical. There is too much comfort and not a little dignity in this.

Consider the Crucifixion: they did it the nicest possible way to

Him when there were almost unbelievably obscene and savage

refinements to that mode of execution in general use at the time.

The mammalian body is bisymmetrical; knowing this, you will

twist your Victim up a bit. This not only makes him look awkward,

but he feels ungainly as well. Truss him in such a manner that

what is usually down is up, and vice versa. Use his asshole for an

ashtray....

—An old-fashioned pillory is easily constructed whole or can

be improvised by fitting planks into a doorway so that its height

is adjustable. An extremely sturdy short bench is ideal for many

kinds of binding, and for beating.

—Which brings us to belts. A whole battery of these should be

at hand; military and professional gear of this sort is essential to

any well-ordered session. And there ought to be enough ofthem

to go around in cases of multiple sessions. Some of them will be

studded, and remember that a part of every beating should be

administered using the buckle. A variety ofwhips and crops are also

indicated, including a "cat." You can easily make this last yourself.

And while you're at it, do not overlook the old-fashioned razor

strop: they make the best, indeed the most authentic, sound.

And, speaking of sounds, I suggest that there is nothing that so

heightens the opening of a session as does the licking snap of a belt

being drawn out of its loops—like a sword from its sheath.
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—Gags. If these are needed, stuffchains into the mouth and then

tie the gag around the head and between the teeth. This way the

Victim can still breathe if his nose becomes clogged with blood.

—Cigarettes and branding irons should be used only during

the terminal stages of the sessions.

—If the session is to be dirty or complicated, this also is

arranged for the tail end of things.

—As to building everything to a suitable climax, this, of course,

will depend largely on the Victim or the Martyr concerned (I

mention only these two types since it is evident now that you

have no intention of lingering for very long in any Master/Slave

relationship). Depending upon what has been arranged, you may

begin with a drop of hot wax and end with a fucking machine

—

if you have one. You can go from a simple blindfold to burying

in chains. You can hang him by his ankles or bucket his testicles,

whip him, tattoo him, brand him, pierce an earlobe or the septum,

or subincise him—or do all of these. But whatever you do, for

heaven's sake take stock ofyour equipment beforehand and see that

it is the best available, and that you know how to handle it.

—Amyl nitrite? An admission of defeat.

And finally, what is all this nonsense about prosthetic devices?

Should one use a dildo? What a question to ask! Use whatever you

like. You are the Master. Use the kitchen sink if it pleases you to

do so!

As to your other questions:

Yes, you will see my basement workroom. As to when you will

see it, I still cannot say. I think you are about out of the woods,

but one ought not be in too much of a hurry, don't you agree?

And no, your brother was not a Master and, yes, he was for

some time mixed up with J.
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In closing, a question to you. Do you not think you ought to

review the circle of acquaintances you are spending so much time

with, with a view to reevaluating their use—and possible disser-

vice—to you? To come right to the point: H. is hardly even to be

called a Purist, so flippant has he become of late. Yet even so, I

cannot think why he should take to running me down behind my

back. With me, either be silent or less vague. What exactly has he

told you that you should be so devious in mentioning it to me?

Either cough it up or keep it to yourself. And as to N.—I had

thought the bike syndrome might have worn off by now or that

you would have found someone more worthy ofyou in that field.

He is quite used up, you know; yet you are seen with him every-

where. What can he have to offer that you find him so fascinating?

I worked him over thoroughly some five years ago and I dare

say he carries my scars yet.

And by the way, you may even get a crack at J. again ifyou play

your cards right. He wrote me about your performance at the

ranch (And so you do keep that thing on during a session

—

superb!) and is interested all over again. Only, now what do you

do—now that both of you are Masters? Ask me and I'll tell you.
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April 26,

Now you begin to see! Ifyou do as I tell you the result will be deli-

cious. You must first of all play the game he played with you, only

without letting him suspect that you are doing so. I mean, you will

lead him to expect the thing he wants and then give him what he

does not expect. This time, if all goes well, you will be bearding

the lion in his own den, for, since the session will be the second

one, he will want to take you further along the Way this time.

And that means equipment. The only thing you have to worry

about in setting it up is to see that it is not a multiple arrangement.
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You have observed the catlike elegance of his technique, the

silken gentleness with which he goes into the preliminaries, taking

a long approach to a ferocious buildup. Take care and do not be

misled. He is small and quiet—and dangerous. He is incredibly

strong and, what is more to the point here, the master of several

techniques of self-protection. What he learned in the Special

Forces during the war and has never forgotten since must be

matched by whatever hand-to-hand junk they taught you in the

Marines. You are bigger than he, so you ought to be able to

manage it, assuming surprise to be your principal weapon. To

this end, I am sending you another piece of equipment, a small

Japanese chain restrainer which, as you will see, can be held in the

palm of the hand. It locks whenever any of the links overlap and

tension is applied. Ingenious. One quick motion, if you have

practiced with it, and you will have your victim secure enough to

allow you to bring permanent restraints into play. Do not worry

about any noise he may make; his apartment is completely sound-

proofed. However, I suggest you gag and blindfold him to save

yourself any distraction while you are looking the place over and

planning what you are going to do next. His workroom will offer

you an embarras de choix. Its equipment is legendary.

I want to pause here now to discuss an aspect of this work

which is altogether too neglected, even by those who undertake

a serious study of what we do. I mean, of course, Fear. For, since

danger is the prime savor of the sexual act, fear is the refined

essence of our approach to it. Fear: the control, manipulation, and

indulgence of it; the enjoyment of it, if you wish.

Pain, I must point out, is accessory to this work, and no end

in itself. Its use is a measure and a guide to the intensity of the

Victim's commitment and to the willingness of a Master's dedi-
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cation. There are, you will find, a great many people for whom

pain, far from being an attraction, is a very real disadvantage,

and one which would render our work incompatible with their

overly tender sensibilities, were it not for this fear they seek to

experience and for which they will put up with all manner of

suffering—ordeals all the more severe in that they have a lower

pain threshold than most—for the sake of the enormous blan-

keting scare they receive by putting themselves in our hands.

Fear is a ritual response to helplessness, and its three great

portals are restraint, confinement, and delay. It follows, then,

that any arrangement must afford a large measure of access to the

Victim's personal myth of fear. There are those who hide in terror

at the knowledge that they are being hunted and will sooner or

later be found. And those others: claustrophiles who, locked up

and forgotten, know they will be remembered eventually; know

it and fear it, want it, dread it, and wait for it trembling and

sweating in the dark, listening to Him moving about "out there."

All these are lessons in vulnerability, meant to reduce them

to the status of an object, objects of our will and pleasure. And

there is no match for the heart-quickening joy which we, as

Masters, feel upon opening the door and seeing the light and

our own shadow in that light fall across the procumbent Victim,

staked and spread upon the floor. In that moment we might

almost wish to be in his place, knowing what he feels at our

coming and what we have planned to do now that the time has

arrived. And we pause to savor this final respite, watching the rise

and fall of the chest and the telltale twitches of the sweat-greased

body, knowing that his heartbeat, respiration, and saliva flow

have all increased and that the trunk and limbs have begun to

shake and his teeth to chatter with the expectation of that pecu-
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liar and transcendent release we are about to grant him. I tell

you there are few things in life so fulfilling as such a sight, the situ-

ation suspended, the moment waiting only for you to begin to act

upon this object, this Victim that will welcome anything, bear

anything, now that you have at last, with the sound of your

approaching boots, put an end to its waiting.

For this reason, always begin with a caress, be it no more than

a touch, and be followed by a bruise. One gentle gesture binds

the bargain. Then you may get to work.

So now, once you have J. in your power, you will be on your

own; your inclinations will be your guide and the resources at hand

your means—which is to say you will have almost unlimited scope

to do with him as you please. A word of caution, however: he may

appear to panic.

I have frequently alluded to this phenomenon without dilating

upon it. What better place than now, however, to briefyou on the

danger it entails, and how to come to terms with it. I feel it is

particularly apt at this point, too, in view of the remarks your so-

called friends have made in reference to my occasional words of

prudence to you when recommending one procedure or another.

My cautious admonitions, far from meaning to inhibit your spon-

taneity and mastery, are meant rather to maintain such qualities on

the widest possible plain of operations. For what good will all

this work be to you if it only leads you into the toils of the law or,

worse, your own immediate destruction? The haphazard sadist, the

blundering rapist, the blubbering incompetent maddened by one

frustration too many and reduced by his own inadequacies to an

indiscriminate and all but accidental butchery ofhuman flesh—all

those who do this because of something else or with something

else in view are an abomination in our eyes and a source of shame
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where our work is concerned. That there may be a killing is, for

us, beside the point. The Tightness or wrongness ofwhat is being

done does not hinge upon that act, but upon something else.

Intent and execution are all in this work. To do something you did

not intend to do is to do badly and dangerously. To do what you

are doing badly is to deny your rank. And the inability to exercise

caution is the straight way to panic.

Why, you may ask yourself, do some of these people end up

dead? It is not always that one of the Perfect has been at work,

I can tell you. Others in this Way may, through such unanticipated

conclusions, have perfection thrust upon them. The fact is that

one or both of such fools have probably panicked. Let us see

how it can happen.

Panic is a total spasm of sudden and unreasonable revolt on the

part of either a top or bottom man which, if not brought under

control, will end by taking possession ofone or both of them, since

it is infectious. Panic belongs to the domain ofrandom violence

which, naturally, is the opposite of all we work for. Exemplars, I

might add, owe their title to nothing so much as to their status

as guardians against this sort of nonsense. The only rank which

cultivates panic is that of the Perfect, and this follows since we have

already observed that they do not need the permission of the

Victim to make a Martyr of him. The difference between these,

however, and common bunglers in this art is that the former

know what they are up to while the latter manifestly do not. The

Perfect can smell panic from far off and welcome it with wisdom

and craft. They see it hidden in a glance and hear it scratching in

the hollow shell of a Victim's words. Candidature is communi-

cated to them by a handshake; they taste it in the sheep's breath

of the consecrated—and it is their only joy.
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There arc five stages to panic: shock, pleading, threats, erotic

bargaining, and convulsions.

Countermeasures ought to be taken immediately, when

evidence of shock becomes apparent. This is difficult for all but

the most experienced Masters to discern at first, since these early

symptoms are akin to certain very usual and otherwise satisfying

displays of fear. Rigidity is the first stigma that should alert you

to the fact that something is wrong. This and a persistent yet

almost meditative balkiness on the part of the Victim. These are

the beginnings of refusal. Other indications are an increased

tempo in breathing and a characteristic twitching of the features.

The eyes may remain tightly closed or instead be held widely

open. Right now is when the Victim ought to be brought around,

settled, calmed. Reassurance, a recourse to earlier gentleness,

and a general soothing attitude will often lead him back into a

responsive mood once more, none the worse for the near escape

you both may have had. But if this is not done, he then passes

rapidly into the second stage in which begins an almost ritual

(indeed it is often infantile) pleading. Beware of this; it has a

tendency to excite the inveterate S past containment and thus

leads him to overstep the bounds of his own capacity. Tears, a

senseless straining at the bonds, and (note this well! ) a marked or

total detumescence are the stigmata of this stage. The truly touch-

ing quality of the Victim's appeals is such that one hates to put

an end to them. There is no denying the beauty of this moment,

and its enjoyment has led many an otherwise excellent Master to

indulge himself in it to his own peril. For beyond this the danger

increases almost exponentially with each minute that corrective

measures are delayed. The vituperative and menacing phase which

follows is accompanied by a consequent increase in straining at
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the bonds. And here it will be seen that since it is more often than

not an unskilled Master who has let the session get so out of

hand, his lack of address will have also been manifested in his

faulty technique or flimsy equipment, with the result that the

Victim breaks loose and turns upon his tormentor, frequently

with disastrous results. All this is material for scandal and head-

lines and worse. But should the errant Master persist in his folly

despite the shouting and the increasingly violent speech and the

unmistakably genuine efforts of the one before him to get free,

the penultimate stage will follow quickly, deceiving him further,

since in this one the Victim appears now to take hold of himself,

so to speak, and by a great effort to come to his senses. His

speech is once more rational, coherent, interesting even—inter-

esting because there will be a renewed erotic content to his

monologue which any who have allowed things to go this far

will probably mistake for a resurgence of desire. Nothing could

be more wrong than to imagine this, and no more than a glance

is needed to correct such an error, since it will be evident that no

erection accompanies these spurious blandishments. And finally,

with the advent of the last stage all is lost unless a true Master takes

charge of the situation, for the convulsions of a bound Victim can

lead to psychic breakdown or to serious and even fatal self-wound-

ing.

What to do? Learn first of all that to release him suddenly and

completely is what not to do. One undergoing panic flips and all

the opposites in his nature tend to come into play. He will turn

upon any and everybody in his way, and one is lucky if he does no

more than rush forth unclothed and with impedimenta still

attached to him and make known, willy-nilly, where he was and

what was going on. No, the thing is to soothe him, and by easy
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stages to take him back to the beginning of the session, talking

him into a state of reasonableness and quiescence. Then, when he

is himself again, unbind him and get him dressed. When that is

done, throw him out and see that word of his unfitness follows

him wherever he goes.

But to return to J. Whatever shock he may exhibit will last

no more than an instant, and I seriously doubt that he will plead

—

not J. But threats you may expect, and the rest of it too. All of

which is to say that what you will see, should any of this come

about, will be false panic. Remember this and do not act upon it

as if it were the real thing. In this connection you would do well

to gag him immediately, since, frankly, I doubt that you will be

able to withstand either the threats or the bargaining he is capa-

ble of—he is a most compelling and seductive person no matter

the circumstances in which he finds himself. Immobilize and

silence him quickly, then you can do with him as you wish; he will

be yours. And when it is all over he will come around—you can

make sure of that—and you will find your own reputation built

upon the debris of his, which will indeed be a firm foundation.

I suggest that you act upon this now, while he is still impressed

with his last remembrance of you. Arrange it carefully, quickly, and

without giving yourself away. Say nothing to anyone else (partic-

ularly not to H. or to that other one you have been using lately),

and write me immediately after you have brought it off. I have the

utmost confidence in you to do this thing—and do it well.

Here, the academic year moves into the shank of the semester

and I am ready to climb the walls with boredom. Your letters

sustain me.
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May 29,

This will be my last for a while. As soon as the semester closes here

I shall be leaving for the Near East as part of a grant project. I will

send you a card now and then, but will certainly expect to hear

from you, more particularly in that there remains this business of

J. which you have yet to act upon.

Not that I have any doubt as to your intentions or your capa-

bilities in this matter. It is simply that I had hoped to hear about

it before I left and, perhaps, to congratulate you personally upon

the issue of it, since it was (to my mind, at least) to constitute a
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sort of final test of your abilities and your rank. But let it come

when it will come; you are certainly your own master now.

Yes, I neglected to congratulate you on your Easter perfor-

mance, and I do so now. It was a mere oversight, I assure you.

Since it was already history, I was thinking of more important,

future things for you to do. That you, a relative novice, were

allowed to handle the brands was an unparalleled honor in which

you acquitted yourself, so I am told, splendidly. I have received

no less than four letters (and many more phone calls) with news

of it and you. One ofmy correspondents went overboard to the

extent of characterizing you in the classic vein as "...that whole-

limbed Vulcan at the forge!" You see now: you are beginning to

reap the rewards of discipline. For everything is working for you.

You are clear-headed, young, endowed with good looks, a fine

body, and those unscanty sexual characteristics which seem to

run in our family and which we in this Way may be justly proud

to display and to use without fear, shame, or mercy on whoever

provokes our potency. You are, in short, admired by your peers

and desired by all. Now, let nothing stand in your way.

You say you wish to test yourself, and why not? You feel your

power and you want to know its limits. Do so, by all means—and

against the best. For what other reason should I have suggested

J. as an adversary to you if not to set you against a supreme

Exemplar? Yes, do so now, for soon, all too soon, you will seek

wherever possible to avoid a test of any sort. The mark of a pro

—

of an old pro, at least—is that he seldom enters the lists anymore.

But you are ready now; you are approaching your peak. And if,

from time to time during the past nine months, I may have had

doubts about the suitability ofyour talents or the seriousness of

your desire for this work, you have dispelled them completely.
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Your thanks are well taken, but in all fairness I must say that

you would have, after all, learned this work one way or another

had you not contacted me. And I have not meant these letters to

be anything like a lexicon of technique. They contained but hints,

abridged in content and aphoristic in their intent. Nevertheless,

I believe you have learned better and more quickly with my help,

for I have always observed that the self-taught are but half-

learned.

Further, I now agree with you as to our meeting. My one

desire is that we may soon—upon my return from Lebanon

perhaps—arrange something together. Come fall and we shall

see. For now, there is the summer to be gotten through.

And what an excellent season it is for this work! Almost as

good as winter. Many visitors, strangers, will be moving about,

all new material to practice on. My own activities will not be

entirely taken up with research work since I have contacts in

Beirut and in Damascus, and even at this moment arrangements

of a most interesting nature are being made. I may have some very

entertaining things to tell you when I get back.

So now, although you are on your own, do not fail to keep in

touch with me. I have great plans for you. And, above all, do

that bit of work I outlined for you in my last letter. That done,

you will have entered into the realm of legend!

Good hunting!
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July 14,

Why have I not heard from you?

I have checked with the hotel here and with the post office on

the off chance that a letter from you might have been mishandled,

but am assured that there has been no mail but what I have thus

far received.

I take it, therefore, that you are too busy to write. I assume

this from the news I have ofyou from other sources. And while

reports which reach me are in many ways gratifying where they

touch upon your progress and your feats in this work, they are

in other respects less reassuring.
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I am speaking here of the liaisons you seem to have devel-

oped since the beginning of the summer. For, besides being

constantly seen with H. and J., you have again taken up with

that fatuous poseur N. If it is his bike that fascinates you, then I

will give you my Harley, which I seldom use anymore, or buy

you a new one. The point is that this person is not worthy of

you now, and never was. You know this, and yet you persist in his

company. As to the other two, it seems a most curious, and I

might almost say unhealthy, combination. Have you abandoned

the forthright plans you made for J.'s submission? You should not

have cultivated his friendship to quite such a degree, for it may

jeopardize your freedom of decision where he is concerned. And

as to H., the less said the better. He has become a great gossip and

has no longer any pretense of being a Purist. I wonder that J. can

put up with his company so much.

I will not go into the details of my activities over here. These

few remarks are simply to show you that I have had you much on

my mind of late and seek always to keep you in the front rank of

our work now that you have attained it. Be careful of these

acquaintances you surround yourself with and remember that

friendship should never in any degree inhibit your powers. The

great danger in this is the softening of the will and the blunting

of intelligence through sentiment, which is the pervading sin in

this work.

Write to me at this address and by airmail. I will be here for

another month.
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August 11,

Your letter arrived yesterday. That you have been busy was obvi-

ous to me from your silence. But what is annoying at this distance

is the meagerness of the report you give of the thing I am most

eager to hear about in detail. I mean, of course, your mastery of

J. I will be here for three more weeks; you will therefore be able

to write me fully on this matter. It goes without saying that I

congratulate you on your success.

And now I must remonstrate with you upon a matter touch-

ing your own reputation and mine. It is the more regretful that
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I must do it at such a distance, but there is no help for that: the

time left to you for correction is short.

I have perhaps not been entirely wise in failing to mention in

these letters that there exists a morbid infiltrate among us, a

group which, while enjoying full membership, as it were, brings

to this Way an unfortunate feminine capacity for intrigue. My
fault in not mentioning them springs from the fact that I quite

simply prefer to ignore them and had hoped that you would do

so, too. It sometimes proves the ruination of all we try to do, that

we must accept and work with those who do not really understand

this Way. They go the whole route—most of them; they do the

work, and do it well—most of them; but they are the Modreds of

this Way, and they are a greater danger than the phonies, since they

are in and of it while the others remain apart, and distinguishably

so. These people have a character fault which no amount of phys-

ical or technical excellence can ever balance, and the danger to us

lies in their ability to infect us with the very venom which has

poisoned their existence, for they are imbued with envy rather than

anger, and their motivation in this work is greed instead of (as it

is with us) disgust, so that their excellence, rather than proving

the authenticity of their calling, is only a shield which hides the

weaknesses which are the impelling spirit of their work.

Having said as much, let me turn to that which provoked it.

They have gotten to you, it appears, on the subject of your

brother. Let me say right now that I have nothing to hide from

you on this score. Your brother came to me of his own free will,

and the arrangement which resulted from that encounter was of

superb quality, an arrangement which, during the time he was

under my guidance at least, sustained and strengthened him to

a degree lacking before and (if reports I received from your
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mother and from him are to be believed) afterwards. That I have

up to now been reticent concerning him is out of respect for his

wishes rather than any desire on my part to conceal anything

from you, or from anybody else. Besides, the work you and I

entered upon does not concern him. But now, these types with

whom you have taken up have, for reasons best known to them-

selves, led you to imagine I know not what in this connection. Do

not be misled.

And I do not think you are. The mildness ofyour inquiry and

the reasonableness of your tone lead me to suspect that even

now you must realize the nature of the game they are playing. You

are really too good to wander about in such weedy pastures. You

will be lost to us before you know it ifyou do not seek better play

and more rewarding company. Think about it!

As to your other question: yes, some Exemplars enter into

enduring partnerships. But there is one factor at work here which

has all the rigor of a natural law, and that is that top men can never

establish a permanent relationship with a bottom man. It simply

will not work. And note that it is only the naive prejudice of the

ignorant that sees some logic in a liaison between an S and an M
lasting for any length of time. Such an affiliation is doomed by the

nature of the action which brings them together, since to extend

the pattern past its particular term could only result in defeat

for the S or destruction for the M. This is why all M's tend

inevitably to search for a Guide, i.e., Nemesis, and every true S

is compelled either to discard or destroy the M. As I have

mentioned over and over again, this work is, in the last analysis,

a contest, a battle for kingship in which the masochist's ultimate,

unstated, and usually unconscious desire for victory expresses

itself in persistent attempts to bring his master down, to wear
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him out, to nullify the peculiar mana which he has, or should

have. And all the cooperation which they show in the beginning

is no more than a means of confirming to themselves the excellence

ofwhat it is they wish to get at. They are mana thieves—all of them.

Two Masochists? Likewise impossible. They would die of bore-

dom...

Two Sadists then? Yes.

And why should this be? The answer lies in the fact that two top

men can share in a way no others can the advantages of multiple

or single arrangements. They understand and can enjoy each other

since they are not rivals. It is in this manner that they, the purest

expression of inversion, become the highest expression of this

Way.

And I will only add one thing by way of explanation concern-

ing my relationship with your brother, and this is in amplification

ofwhat I have just said regarding partnerships. I desired with all

my heart that he might be my partner in this work. Yet this was

impossible, given the arrangement that was finally indicated. Thus,

following the inexorable law of this Way, I had no choice but to

cast him off. It was that or kill him. Consider this when next you

discuss these things with your "friends."

Now, do not forget to write me the full details ofyour encounter

with J. I cannot believe that it went as smoothly as you hinted. I

want to know all.

As to our meeting, you and I, I am quite eager that it should

be arranged. I will be returning on September 1, and will leave the

details to you, since I consider you now an equal in this work. The

only thing I have on you in this is age and experience. Profit from

them!
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September 1,

As I said some time ago, every top man was at one time or another

a bottom man, and all teachers must once have been pupils. It was

necessary to have faith before we, any of us, could know. That is

the way the catechism runs, yet I never learned and I never

believed—I always knew. And from the beginning. This in answer

to your curious question.

As a commentary on that question, I will add that I cannot see

why it should come as a surprise to you to discover from your

gossipy friends that I may have exceeded the rank of Exemplar.
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It I have not dwelt in as great a length upon the attractions and

joys of the other, and ultimate, type ofwork as upon the lesser call-

ings it is perhaps because I did not discern the same tendencies

in you and so did not feel it particularly necessary to elaborate

upon them. I do not like vaunting, and therefore I have not

talked to you very much about myself. I have sought to instruct

you by precept rather than example and so did not reminisce

more than was necessary now and then in order to illustrate some

point I was trying to make. Nothing has been kept from you;

nothing has been veiled. And I cannot see that it makes any

difference where we are concerned.

But what interests me here is that you couched your question

in a further inquiry concerning your (or anybody's) role and the

ability to go alternate routes in this work. Am I to understand that,

now that you have topped your man, you are tempted to adopt the

role of a changeling? If so, here are my thoughts on this subject.

Some try it. Many try it. Some are known to swing either way.

I have seldom encountered any who managed this irregular proce-

dure successfully. There is something unnatural about it, and an

indication of this is the fact that those who indulge in it are in all

their work less successful than most of their rank and type and role.

A stain of frivolousness adheres to them, a near lack of serious-

ness pervades their sessions, and more often than not their

arrangements degenerate into camp.

"Can a Master require his Slave to switch roles with him if he

(the Master) wants it that way?"

What a question! Well, like everything so asked, there is a

theoretical and a practical answer. Theoretically yes. If one is

truly Master and the other truly Slave, then the latter will do

whatever he is told. (Note that Masters seldom require the impos-
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sible from a Slave except when they are seeking an excuse for

something special.) Yet, in practice, it is quite otherwise. A king's

word is law, yet a king is sacred and may not be touched (i.e.,

harmed, penetrated—is that what you had in mind? ) even should

he command it. And so it is with a Master. Thus, for a bottom man

to move upon a top man would be an infringement of the rules

and a breaking of the code, lese-tnajeste, so to speak. And in

ordering such a switch or obeying so unauthentic a command, the

partners would invalidate their standing. This way leads to anar-

chy.

But here, let me warn you against theorizing with your friends,

and more particularly with J., since he is your Victim (is that not

so?). All talk is edged with danger, and the most perilous moment

is the slack time after the session is finished and cigarettes are

exchanged. Here bad form abounds, and it is well to remember

that in your relaxed moods you tend to dwell upon what you

like and in this way are liable to reveal yourself in your greatest

weaknesses. Do you really want to expose yourself in this way? I

think not. And as to what I have discussed above, remember the

saying, that there is no choicer Victim than the relapsed Master

—

unless it be the maitre manque.

I hope, in this connection, that you have brought J. into

complete subjection to your will. This being the case, another rule

comes into play, which is that under no circumstances ought you

to idealize a Masochist. For many unwary top men this comes

about through a momentary lapse of discipline which allows the

sudden flowering of a kind of sickness lying dormant in them: I

mean the desire for something beneath them—always beneath

them. You are playing into their hands if you do this, since it is

the very thing we must inspire in them, this idealization, and
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not the other way around. We must fulfill the role of Mr.

Wonderful, and ifwe once forget this, then they have us. And once

they have us, baby

—

really have us—then they don't want us

anymore. This is why I have admonished you in this work to be

prepared for anything. You must see trouble coming in its many

guises and get out of the way. This frequently means dropping

what you have in hand. Very well, drop it. For when it comes to

the Diamond-Hard Masochist, you must learn to beat them at

their own game—this above and beyond the work you do upon

them. I realize how difficult this has been made for you where J.

is concerned. There has already been a reversal of roles and the

situation is in many ways already sick. Nevertheless, having beaten

him, you must take care that he does not reassert himselfone way

or another. Drop him or ruin him. One of the two. And this

despite whatever feelings to the contrary you may have about

him. This Way comes first. There is no salvation outside it. What

you have chosen is difficult, I know, but this is what you both

—

and what we all of us—have come into this field for. And where

the steed is tethered, there must he graze, or starve.

Then, too, you are under no obligation to tell the truth in

this work; and particularly not to a bottom man. I must say,

however, that I have always found the truth to be the wisest

course, unless one is clever at lying. Few people are, and to be

found out through the treachery ofyour own mouth will consti-

tute a serious flaw in you as an S, even as it is a kind ofvirtue when

found in an M. For, as everyone knows, no bottom man can be

trusted to tell the truth about anything, and it is expected that

their vauntings will be a tissue of lies. Nor are you, for that

matter, required to tell anybody anything. The negative fits us like

a glove. I offer you seven ways of saying no:
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Lateness

Delay

Silence

Forgetting

Non-erection

An expression of disgust

And, finally, one can simply say it: No.

Paris.

I have carried this with me from Beirut, meaning to post it at

every stop. Since it will be the last I shall write before seeing

you, I search about in this hurried manner to gather up the

remaining bits of advice and instruction I have to give you while

there is still time.

Rereading your last letter, I am once more struck by a softening

in the tone. Do not relax, my friend, no matter in whose presence

and no matter what you feel your powers to be. Sadism is the reser-

voir of masochism, and, knowing this, you will see that you must

always be on your guard against weakness, slackness, and over-

confidence.

So now, instead of allowing these softening thoughts to take

hold of you, look at your victim quietly, intently, when you find

him, and take care to search out his hidden potentialities. Study

him. Quiet him so that you can find him out. He will get the

sign; he will see and, seeing, understand. And I speak here of

spiritual stillness, for he will feel this searching of yours; this

probing ofyour eyes will reach him as a cold yet delicious goad,

at once dangerous and enticing. And he will be saying to himself

as later he will moan to you as if calling upon a demon: "Do not

stop! Oh! Do not stop now, my Master!"
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And thus you will take him further and further along this Way

which is as much an exploration of yourself as it is of him. For the

revelation will be there between you, becoming in the process of

your gestures and your acts the crystallized essence of what it is

you are working out: a jagged and dazzling pattern of behavior

taking form in the realm of possibility still open before you. And

all that leads up to it is no more than the clearing of a ground of

strife while both of you wait, one passive and awestruck, the

other directing and intent upon the situation forming itself into

an occasion. Until—oh! so quietly the moment stretches itself

out!—until that next move is made, the one your contemplation

has engendered, while the both of you remained so still, seem-

ingly unmoved, so as not to disturb its forming.... And you

pounce! And you have him! And the excitement is unbearable. Yet

you bear it with this discipline you are the master of, so that at

last you have grasped this bird, this eagle, this phoenix. And it is

a creature of blood and fire that you will only release so as to

marvel at its return: this sweet captive! And you would wish to

be a changeling...?

I shall be arriving on the fifth and will leave everything in your

hands. Whatever you arrange I will consider that you will direct

it and I will be no more than your assistant. I have the utmost

confidence in you.

144 -



CHAPTER XXVI

What have you done, you fool?

Until this morning I have been under sedation and the whole

enormity of this disaster has only now been made clear to me. My
life is in ruins.

Why did you do it? And, having done what you did, what

possessed you to leave me in such a state? Did you suppose that

the police, and subsequently the newspapers, would not be called

in to complete the catastrophe? Can you have been so simple? I

am still too weak to think.

I have tried to call you, but there is no phone listed. Nor do

private inquiries uncover one. By the time you receive this I shall
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be back home. My telephone number has been changed and is now

unlisted, but is appended here. Call me—immediately! I must

talk to you. Only you can repay any of the damage that you have

done. I can write no more at present. I am too weak.

Call me!
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I beg you to call me! Or better, since I am back home, come

here so that I may talk to you. You must know that I have told

them nothing. Nothing! You therefore have nothing to fear in

coming to see me. What could be more natural than that a

member of my family comes to see me at this time? It is a small

thing I ask ofyou now when my name, my reputation, my career,

everything, is compromised and my life a shambles because ofyou.

Like some desiccating wind, you have come suddenly and disap-

peared, leaving ruin and silence in your wake. But you must not

continue so in silence. You cannot! I will not allow it!

For, listen: if nothing else will move you, there is the fact of
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family solidarity which ought to be considered. There must be

some spark of feeling, some link with decency, left within you that

will not let you continue to ignore what can only be considered

an abject plea on my part.

Yes—I beg you! What more can you desire? What more is there

to give after what you have taken from me? What else have I to

dispose of except these final trappings of dignity which are useless

to me now, abandoned as I am?

And if you are afraid of seeing me again, at least use the tele-

phone. I shall only be here a while, for I must go away as soon as

I am healed. Yet I cannot move until I hear from you. I must be

given a chance.

And do not think that I hate you for this. I am still too numb

to collect my feelings in any manner to analyze them, but in any

case you need have no fear of me. What can you fear from me now?

What am I to anyone after what you have done to me! I am

ruined in every way, but somehow I have begun to realize that

what took place had to happen the way that it did. Let that be your

passport to me once more. That and the fact that I am ofyour own

flesh and blood, and that it was to your own flesh and blood

that you did this. Consider that by your act—your very act!—you

have become responsible for me. I only ask to hear from you. You

cannot refuse me this much. You at least must call me. You will!

And I wait here, seeing no one, talking to no one. For, although

they have all been at me to know, I have kept silent. They will learn

nothing from me. Only, you must now reciprocate. You must

answer me. I must know why!

At least call me....
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I see. You failed after all with J. And now he, it appears, has

failed through you. That he availed himself of you to avenge

himself on me is all to his credit (did I not plan the same for

him?—although I must add that my plan was unmotivated and

thus more in the nature of our work), but that you should have

swallowed his lies... You are absolutely without merit!

And I have been blind not to realize before this: your game was,

after all, so clumsy, so obvious. Yet I suppose that it was owing

to its very obviousness that I was taken in. What has happened is

that the high plane upon which I have obliged myself to live and

act ere this precluded my noticing the underhanded manipulations
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ofsomeone I trusted. Yet I should have kept J. in view. Trust and

inattention were my fatal errors.

Yours, on the other hand, are of a different nature. You sought

to right what, in your total lack ofwisdom, you conceive to have

been a wrong worked upon your brother. You are misguided.

Your brother, as I have tried to explain to you, willed everything

that happened to him. Those involved in his long downfall were

no more than the agents of his will: if not us, then others. He
consented to his own destruction as a child and affirmed it as a

man, and his peculiar wish was to have it at the hands of his own

race—I mean his family. Such was the rite for which he sought me

out to act as priest to his final undoing.

You accuse me of being the cause of his death, of having will-

fully caused it. Of course I willed it! But I should claim, rather, the

humble honor of having simply done that which was indicated

by the circumstances. And what is less to my honor is the fact

that I tried by every other expedient at my command to avert

what had to happen. True, he began as my Slave. That I might have

kept him in that capacity and so "saved" him is equally true. Yet

all this is but conjecture on both our parts and what you find

despicable is not what I did, but that I did it to your brother and

a member ofmy own family. I will confess that, being my nephew,

he was something more to me than would have been any other

Slave, even as you, whom I took to train, meant more to me than

any other I might have chosen to teach. Yet at no time did I allow

my feelings to interfere with the work we were doing, although at

several stages the arrangement was seriously threatened by senti-

ments of one sort or another. As it was, I gave him (in truth I sold

him! ) to someone else to be a Victim for their work, and it was only

after this extended, developmental period (during all of which
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he remained my Slave) that I consented to take him back and so

perfect our arrangement.

Yet I had myself to think about as well, you know: my position,

my career, my own well-being. His martyrdom posed almost

insurmountable problems. Yet our finest work is found in the

solution of such problems, and I rose to the occasion: I sent him

away.

He begged me to keep him. He begged me, he threatened

me, he made scenes and suicidal gestures, and once tried to

poison me—all this by way of testing or (who knows?) perhaps in

order to forestall the inevitable. For, you see, he had not only

entered into an extreme dependence on me, but had even gone

so far as to forget the law by which an arrangement falls apart

should such sentiments be reciprocated. Such an eventuality was

the last thing he really wanted and I need not add that I had

other ends in view. Yet this was the temptation he tried his best

to trap me with, and in so doing he proved himself a worthy

Martyr: to resist him was not easy; your brother was a most

appealing failure. When the arrangement became intolerable I did

what I had to do and thrust him out—utterly. Silence, refusal,

separation: these and a certain period of time were all that were

necessary to make him understand what was expected of him.

As to the cheap and therapeutic renunciation you would have

required of us both, it is quite senseless, as you now well know.

And you are right to say that I goaded him to his final act. / led

him to it, challenging him all the way. And that suicide which all

who did not know took to be a hideous blunder was in fact a

carefully planned and executed maneuver to insure that his end

would be excruciating, protracted, agonizing, perfect. There

were, after all, higher places from which he might have jumped.
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Finally, your remark that I did not have the guts to do it

myself, with my own hands, is likewise pointless. Had it been

necessary or indicated under the circumstances, I would have

done so. I am in no wise incapable of such an act. And yes, there

have been others, and I am not through yet, although you may

indulge yourself with the boast that you have put an end to my
abilities. I have erred through sentiment, but you have faltered.

And that is inexcusable.

For now the damage remains to be repaired as best it may be.

And you must help in this for I am ill, alone, and unable to move

at present. That is why you must come to me. Your life—your

future, at any rate—is in my hands more surely than was your

brother's. I am harassed for information by the police. What if it

should become known that I am protecting a relative? If the

prospect of arrest, prosecution, and imprisonment do not move

you to comply with my demands (and be assured that such an

eventuality causes me no qualms: I am already ruined and

disgraced, thanks to you), then consider the more distant reper-

cussions from such a scandal. Your mother... Consider your

mother. Something, I think, may yet be gathered from all this

spoilage.

- 152



CHAPTER XXIX

I beg you! Come and see me.

This thing has passed the bounds of what is permitted in our

work. Or rather, it has reached that stage where you must act

again or else everything will be meaningless. You have reduced

me to helplessness, to powerlessness; the logical thing now is for

you to take me in charge. Having surgically altered my physical

capabilities, and being directly responsible for my social and

professional annihilation, it remains for you to dispose of what is

left. Only, you must do it. You cannot simply leave it to time or

chance or to me. I am no longer able to act for myself. You have

made me an object, a mere object. Only your regard can give

any meaning to what is left of my life.
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I was hasty and perhaps hysterical in my last note to you. The

tone of your voice over the phone provoked what residual pride

there is left in me. I am profoundly sorry for it; it takes time to

change, to grasp the significance of an altered relationship, and

to alter the habits of a lifetime. Won't you forgive me? Or, if I am

to be further punished for that breach of conduct, let me at least

know the terms of that punishment. I am so sick, so weak, so

ruined. If only to cast me down from a greater height, lift me up

somewhat that I may gain that strength necessary to me if I am

to carry on at all in any capacity whatsoever.

For nearly a week now I have for the most part lain in solitude

recapitulating those moments which are at once the most horri-

ble, the most painful, the most degrading, and the most exalted

that I have ever known. That you, my protege and in every way

my cadet, should have entrapped and mastered me with the aid

of one whose trickery I underestimated is a source of continuing

and encompassing wonder to me. I lie here astounded at the

enormity of what you have accomplished and crushed by the

implications of your act.

Your voice! Strange, I had never considered your voice, what it

might be like. The lionlike wrath of it was a revelation. Your words

have reverberated in my ears all through the silence of my soli-

tary days and it wakes me every night like the low rumble of stone

doors grating upon metal frames. It is the crudest voice I have

ever listened to, and hearing it intone my own doom was the most

overpowering blow I sustained. Had there been nothing else

—

no treachery, no restraints, no gag, no pain even—I should have

succumbed to the singular authority of those words, your voice.

And your hands! I thank you a thousand times for removing

the blindfold in order that I might see; and I only regret that you
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did not likewise take the chain out ofmy mouth so that I might

have begged and litanized those magnificent hands even as they

worked upon me. The sight of them raised before me burns in my

mind like a candelabrum, like an enameled ostensory, lucent and

red. And the warmth and hardness of them on my body, the

strength and dexterity, the cruel competence of them, the caress-

ing and unrelenting mastery they displayed as the tools of your

will, restraining, guiding, destroying.... Virtue accrues to such

hands by their very nature. No teaching of mine could have

trained them so. No one could teach you such tremendous tech-

nique. You knew! You knew before you ever came to me for

instruction. You were magnificent! You are magnificent!

Only now, complete the work. Do what remains to be done.

Listen. I ask only one thing. And it is so easy for you to grant

it. You who have everything and who are everything now, have

only half completed your vengeance. Your work remains unful-

filled. Listen to me. Do not go away. Not yet. Come back to me.

Use me. I will be all that you may demand of me. You say that I

am no good to anyone now that you have ruined me. That is

only partly true; I am still of infinite value to you. I am your

triumph. Therefore use me; let me adorn your vauntings as a

living trophy. Make of me an example of your power. Use me in

any way that pleases you. Only use me! I will consent to die even,

as long as I may die serving you. I will die gladly, watched by the

implacable hatred in those calm blue eyes. Perfect yourself in

me even as I perfected myself through your brother!

You have made me your Victim. Good! Now I live only to

become your Slave and your Martyr. The one and then the other.

No debasement, no humiliation, will be too much for me to

submit to, no pain too great for me to bear, no final solution
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too terrible for me not to rejoiee in so long as that disgrace, that

suffering, and that ultimate consummation are accomplished

beneath your hand and your gaze and at the direction of your

voice. Only, teach me, I beg of you, teach me what I have never

known: teach me to be afraid!
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September 14,

MADAM: He ought never to have come. J., it appears, had wisely

warned him not to, and H., his other conspirator, already appalled

at the results of what he had lent his consent if not his hand to,

had clearly suggested to him what might happen if he gave in and

came to see me. His mistake was not in cutting off my nuts, but

in not cutting out my tongue.

There remained in him some crumb of cowardice, a lingering

flicker of sentiment, or (who knows?) perhaps that vulgar curios-

ity which is the fruit of all the other weaknesses he should by
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now have stifled: the need to be reassured. I had him, and I knew

it. And never more so than when he thought he had me ruined.

(I pause in writing this to summon up that last vision of him,

the last look I had as I closed the door upon him, that fair carcass

sprawled upon my living room floor, the discreet puddle of red

staunched by the carpet and blackening in the soft afternoon

light.)

You will not believe me when I tell you that I prayed he would

not come, even as I tempted him to do so. Nor will you under-

stand when I say that I nevertheless rejoiced at seeing him before

me once again. For I stood to win, no matter what he did. To have

refused the challenge I flung at him would have meant that I

was bested by one better than myself, and—most important—by

one trained by myself and, so it would seem, for just this purpose.

Yet there remained in him that flaw to perfection, a single impu-

rity abrading his smoothness and ruining his finish. A spilling. And

it is that crumb I have just gathered and which has given me the

strength to complete my work.

Left to myself, I would never have bothered any of you. I had

long ago forgotten you. Yet he intruded himself upon me, and in

coming brought your shadow with him. You clung to him, infect-

ing his mind with your odious opinions and twisted reminiscences,

goading him with moral cant, and nourishing his error with the

insufferable smugness of a tribal witch. That your firstborn ruined

himself on such a diet, that your husband failed you in your hour

of need, and that I, despite your predictions and your efforts to

the contrary, made a success ofmy life, all this seems never to have

made the slightest impression upon the bastion of your self-

conceit. Can you now, I wonder, withstand this revelation that I

have prepared for you of the true nature of your last pride and
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hope? I think not. And I only regret that I shall not be here, in

some way to savor your punishment and hear you howl.

Yet let me tell you: you might still have triumphed had he

done what he ought to have done. I would have succumbed to

his dominance, tricked and subdued as I was. But he backed off

from his deed, horrified at the enormity of the accomplishment,

undone by his own rage and consequent guilt. His cowardice

thus compromised everything and rendered the injury he had

done me absurd. Thus, my shame. My very real shame. And it is

the cure of that shame which I am about right now.

So, he waits there where I left him. And when they come to find

him—that still beautiful human debris—they will no doubt marvel

that such a handsome shell of promise should have come to such

an end. But you will know by these presents which I am about to

send you. And you will now understand, where before you could

only imagine and babble.

My strength is ebbing and I must bring this to a close. Like

some untidy woman, I bleed as I stand here at this postal counter

and write. I shuffle painfully like a disgusting paretic and must

hasten to post this before my unseemliness alerts an officiously

solicitous public to my distress. What I shall do then or where I

shall find myself at last is of no importance to me. My discovery

and that ofyour son is but a matter of hours anyway. I am prepared

for it; I have at hand the capsulated means of cheating them out

of the final spectacle which they will no doubt regard as their

due.

But lest you or anyone else imagine that I regret anything,

let me make it clear to you and to all: / regret nothing!—neither

what I have done in the past nor what I did in this which will prove

to be my terminal work. I have from the beginning upheld the
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virtues and the demands of what I have considered as this broth-

erhood. And that I was tricked is to the point. Man is a deceiver

born, and never more so than in his capacity to delude himself in

the work he does and in the world he builds. Neither he nor his

universe is worth the powder it would take to blow them to

hell—assuming there is a way to measure value or a place called

hell. Men, all of them, deserve the punishment meted out to

them in a world where weakness is a temptation, blindness a

provocation, and ineffectiveness an invitation to slavery. With

all that I have done (and it has been no little thing), I would

attempt even more were I allowed a second life to live. I would in

truth become that avenging angel whom I have ever worshipped.

For whereas before I sought to draw forth some beauty from these

trappings of pain and shame and fear and hatred, I would instead,

with the most exquisite and lingering joy, crush the life out of

everyone who should come within the orbit ofmy power. And I can

only suggest to you the sublime gratification I now feel at what I

have done and am about to do. As I prepare to fold these sheets and

enclose them in this packet with the others, and even as a trembling

invests my limbs and a storm of nausea swells inside me so that I

must clutch the ink-stained counter lest I totter, I see now that my

life has reason and purpose and fullness, and that what I feel for

you—for you all!—is a culminating burst of something akin to

affection. Imagine! I see that we all of us have done exactly what

we had to do, what was beautifully, viciously in us crying to be

done. And this: that to some of us it is given to do these things

superlatively—perfectly!

We are all alike. We are all sadists, we are all masochists!
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ALSO AVAILABLE FROM
RICHARD KASAK BOOKS for $1 2.95

LARRY TOWNSEND
ASK LARRY

Twelve years of Masterful advice (and the occasional command) from Larry Townsend

(Run, Little Leatherboy, Chains), the leatherman's long-time confidant and adviser.

Starting just before the onslaught ofAIDS, Townsend wrote the "Leather Notebook"

column for Drummer magazine, tackling subjects from sexual technique to safer sex,

whips to welts. Daddies to dog collars. Now, with Ask Larry, readers can avail them-

selves of Townsend's collected wisdom as well as the author's contemporary com-

mentary—a careful consideration of the way life has changed in the AIDS era, and the

specific ways in which the disease has altered perceptions of once-simple problems.

Any man worth his leathers can't afford to miss this volume from one of the tribe's most

celebrated and trusted scribes. 289-2

RUSS KICK

OUTPOSTS:
A Catalog of Rare and Disturbing Alternative Information

A huge, authoritative guide to some of the most offbeat and bizarre publications avail-

able today! Dedicated to the notion of a society based on true freedom of expres-

sion, Outposts shines light into the darkest nooks and most overlooked crannies of

American thought. Rather than simply summarize the plethora of controversial opin-

ions crowding the American scene, Kick has tracked down the real McCoy and com-

piled over five hundred reviews of work penned by political extremists, conspiracy

theorists, hallucinogenic pathfinders, sexual explorers, religious iconoclasts and social

malcontents. Better yet, each review is followed by ordering information for the many
readers sure to want these remarkable publications for themselves. $\9.95(0202-8

WILLIAM CARNEY
THE REAL THING

Carney gives us a good look at the mores and lifestyle ofthefirst generation ofgay leathermen.

A chilling mystetylromance novel as well.—Pat Califia

Out of print for years, The Real Thing has long served as a touchstone in any con-

sideration of gay "edge fiction." First published in 1968, this uncompromising story

of New York leathermen received instant acclaim —and in the years since, has become
a highly-prized volume to those lucky enough to acquire a copy. Now, The Real
Thing returns from exile, ready to thrill a new generation—and reacquaint itself with

its original audience. $10.95/2*0-9

LOOKING FOR MR. PRESTON

Edited by Laura Antoniou, Lookingfor Mr. Preston includes work by Lars Eighner,

Pat Califia, Michael Bronski, Felice Picano, Joan Nestle, Larry Townsend,
Sasha Alyson, Andrew Holleran, Michael Lowenthal, and others who con-

tributed interviews, essays and personal reminiscences of John Preston—a man whose
career spanned the industry from the early pages of the Advocate to various national

bestseller lists. Preston was the author of over twenty books, including Franny, the Queen

of Provincetown,and Mr. Benson. He also edited the noted Flesh and the Word erotic

anthologies, Personal Dispatches: Writers Confront AIDS, and Hometowns,. More impor-

tantly, Preston became a personal inspiration, friend and mentor to many of today's

gay and lesbian authors and editors. Ten percent of the proceeds from sale of the

book will go to the AIDS Project of Southern Maine, for which Preston had served as

President of the Board. $23.95/2*<M
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THE BEST OF THE BADBOYS

".
. . H hat I like f>est about B ai >h< >y is thefact that it does not neglect the classics. . . . Bai moy Books

has resit netted writingsfrom the Golden Age ofgayrnticfiction ( 1 966- 1972), before visual media

replaced books in the hands and minds of the masses. ..."

—Jesse Monteagudo, The Community Voice

A collection of the best of Masquerade Books' phenomenally popular Badboy line of

gay erotic writing. Badboy's sizable roster includes many names that are legendary in

gay circles. Their work has contributed significantly to Badhoy's runaway success,

establishing the imprint as a home for not only new but classic writing in the genre.

The vers' best of the leading Badboys is collected here, in this testament to the artistry

that has catapulted these "outlaw" authors to best-selling status. 233-7

EDITED BY AMARANTHA KNIGHT
LOVE BITES

Vampire lovers, hookers, groupies and hustlers of all sexual persuasions are waiting to

entice you into their sensuous world. But be prepared! By the end of this book, you
will have not only succumbed to their dark and sexy charms, but you will also have

joined the swelling ranks of humanity which understand on a very personal level that

Love Bites —from the Introduction by Amarantha Knight

A volume of tales dedicated to legend's sexiest demon—the Vampire. Amarantha
Knight, herself an author who has delved into vampire lore, has gathered the very

best writers in the field to produce a collection of uncommon, and chilling, allure.

Including such names as Ron Dee, Nancy A. Collins, Nancy Kilpatrick, Lois

Tilton and David Aaron Clark, Love Bites is not only the finest collection of erotic hor-

ror available—but a virtual who's who of promising new talent. 234-5

GUILLERMO BOSCH
RAIN

"The intensely sensual descriptions ofcolor and light, the passionate characters, the sensitive

experiences oflove andpain depicted in Rain moved me a great deal. Rain is really a trip..."

—Dr. Timothy Leary

"Rain definitely pays homage to the European tradition ofan erotic literature which stimu-

lates intellectualandmoral questioning ofsocial, economic andpolitical institutions. Rain is

an important book.
" —Robert Sam Anson, author of Best Intentions

"Rain is a vivid novel that transcends its genre. Only Guillermo Bosch could blend the polit-

ical and erotic with such ease.
"

—David Freeman, author of A Hollywood Education

"This book will sear theflesh offyour fingers.
"—Peter Lefcourt, author of/)/ and I

"It was Bosch's poetic language which first attracted me to Rain, but his unprejudiced mix-

ing of ethnicity, different sexual persuasions and diverse personalities is unique and most

refreshing.
" —Meri Nana-Ana Danquah

An adult fairy tale, Rain takes place in a time when the mysteries of Eros are

played out against a background of uncommon deprivation. The tale begins on

the 1,537th day of drought—when one man comes to know the true depths of

thirst. In a quest to sate his hunger for some knowledge of the wide world, he is

taken through a series of extraordinary, unearthly encounters that promise to

change not only his life, but the course of civilization around him. 232-9
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MICHAEL LASSELL

THE HARD WAY
"Michael LasselTs poems are worldly in the best way, defining the arc ofa world ofgay life in

our own decade ofmounting horror and oppression. With an effortless feelfor dark laughter

he roams the city, a startling combination ofboulevardierandhooker. . . . Lassell is a master of

the necessary word. In an age oftepidand whining verse, his bawdy and bittersweet songs are

like a plunge in cold champagne.
"

—Paul Monetce

Virtually all ofthe material in this book was written andpublished between 1983 and 1993,

although it covers all the years I can remember. Thefocus, ofcourse, is on the post-Stonewall

Liberation Years. ...I am, like most writers, horrified to read work written as recently as ten

days ago, much less ten years ago, but I have bitten the bulletand madefew changes, except when

some reference is so out ofcultural currency as to obscure my own obscure point, or when I can 't

remember what the hell I meant by something. But whatyou see here, is pretty much the way it

was thefirst time it appeared in black and white. .

.

.

—from the Introduction

The first collection of renowned gay writer Michael Lassell's poetry, fiction and

essays. Widely anthologized and a staple of gay literary and entertainment publications

nationwide, Lassell is regarded as one of the most distinctive and accomplished tal-

ents of his generation. As much a chronicle of post-Stonewall gay life as a compendi-

um of a remarkable writer's work, The Hard Way is sure to appeal to anyone interested

in the state of contemporary writing. 231-0

SAMUEL R. DELANY
THE MAD MAN

For his thesis, graduate student John Marr researches the life and work of the brilliant

Timothy Hasler: a philosopher whose career was cut tragically short over a decade ear-

lier. Marr encounters numerous obstacles, as other researchers turn up evidence of

Hasler's personal life that is deemed simply too unpleasant. On another front, Marr

finds himself increasingly drawn toward more shocking, depraved sexual entanglements

with the homeless men of his neighborhood, until it begins to seem that Hasler's

death might hold some key to his own life as a gay man in the age of AIDS.

This new novel by Samuel R. Delany not only expands the parameters of what he has given us

in the past, but fuses together two seemingly disparate genres of writing and comes up with

something which is not comparable to any existing text ofwhich I am aware.... What Delany has

done here is take the ideas ofMarquis de Sade one step further, by filtering extreme and obses-

sive sexual behavior through the sieve ofpost-modern experience....

—Lambda Book Report

The latest novelfrom Hugo- and Nebula-winning sciemefiction writer and critic Delany... reads

like a pornographic reflection of Peter Ackroyd's Chatterton or A.S. Byatt's Possession....

The pornographic element... becomes more than simple shock or tifiliation, though, as Delany

develops an insightful dichotomy between [his protagonist] 's two worlds: the one of'cerebi a I phi-

losophy and dry academia, the other of heedless, 'impersonal
1

obsessive sexual extremism.

When these worlds finally collide ... the novel achieves a surprisingly satisfying resolution. ...

—Publishers Weekly

hardcover 193-4/$2S.9S
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THE MOTION OF LIGHT IN WATER
".1 V9fJ moving, intensely fascinating literary biography from an extraordinary writer.

1'horoiighty admirable candorand luminous stylistic precision; the artist as a young man and
a memorable picture ofan age.

" —William Gibson

"A remarkably candidand revealing.. .study ofan extraordinary andextraordinarily appeal-

ing human being, and a fascinating.. .account of the early days ofa significant sciencefiction

writer's career.
" —Robert Silverberg

The first unexpurgated American edition of award-winning author Samuel R. Delany's

riveting autobiography covers the early years of one of science fiction's most important

voices. Beginning with his marriage to the young, remarkably gifted poet Marilyn

Hacker, Delany paints a vivid and compelling picture ofNew York's East Village in the

early '60s—a time of unprecedented social change and transformation. Startling and
revealing. The Motion of Light in Water traces the roots of one of America's most

innovative writers. 133-0

KATHLEEN K.

SWEET TALKERS
Kathleen K. is a professional, in the finest sense of the word. She takes her work seri-

ously, always approaching it with diligence, imagination and backbone; an excep-

tional judge of character, she manages both customers and employees with a flair

that has made her business a success. But many people would dismiss Kathleen's

achievements, falling as they do, outside mainstream corporate America.

Here, for the first time, is the story behind the provocative advertisements and 970

prefixes. Kathleen K. opens up her diary for a rare peek at the day-to-day life of a phone

sex operator—and reveals a number of secrets and surprises. Because far from being

a sleazy, underground scam, the service Kathleen provides often speaks to the lives

of its customers with a directness and compassion they receive nowhere else. 192-6

ROBERT PATRICK

TEMPLE SLAVE
...you must read this book. It draws such a tragic, and, in a way, noble portrait ofMr. Buono:

It leads the reader, almost against his will, into a deep sympathy with this strange man who tried

to comfort, to encourage and tofeed both the worthy and the worthless... It is impossible not to

mournfor this man—impossible not to praise this book

—Quentin Crisp

This is nothing less than the secret history ofthe most theatrical oftheaters, the most bohemian

ofAmericans and the most knowing ofqueens. Patrick writes with a lush and witty abandon,

as ifthis departurefrom the crafting ofplays has energizedhim. Temple Slave is also one of

the best ways to learn what it was like to befabulous, gay, theatricaland loved in a time at once

more and less dangerous to gay life than our own.
—Genre

Temple Slave tells the story of the Espresso Buono—the archetypal alternative per-

formance space—and the wildly talented misfits who called it home in the early 60s.

The Buono became the birthplace of a new underground theater—and the personal and

social consciousness that would lead to Stonewall and the modern gay and lesbian

movement. Temple Slave is a kaleidoscopic page from gay history—a riotous tour de

force peppered with the verbal fireworks and shrewd insight that are the hallmark of

Robert Patrick's work. 191-8
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LUCY TAYLOR
UNNATURAL ACTS

"A topnotch collection... "—Science Fiction Chronicle

The remarkable debut of a provocative writer. Unnatural Acts plunges into the dark

side of the psyche, past all pleasantries and prohibitions, and brings to life a disturb-

ing vision of erotic horror. Unrelenting angels and hungry gods play with souls and bod-

ies in Taylor's cosmos: where heaven and hell are merely differences of perspective;

where redemption and damnation lie behind the same shocking acts. 181-0

DAVID MELTZER
THE AGENCY TRILOGY

With the Essex House edition of The Agency in 1968, the highly regarded poet David

Meltzer took America on a trip into a hell of unbridled sexuality. The story of a

supersecret, Orwellian sexual network, The Agency explored issues of erotic dominance

and submission with an immediacy and frankness previously unheard of in American
literature, as well as presented a vision of an America consumed and dehumanized by

a lust for power. This landmark novel was followed by The Agent, and How Many
Blocks in the Pile?—taken with The Agency, they confirm Meltzer's position as one

of America's early masters of the erotic genre.

. . . 'T/ie Agency ' is clearly Meltzer's paradigm ofsociety; a mindless machine ofwhich we are all

'agents ' including those whom the machine supposedly serves.... —Norman Spi nrad

216-7

CARO SOLES
MELTDOWN!

An Anthology of Erotic Science Fiction and Dark Fantasyfor Gay Men
Editor Caro Soles has put together one of the most explosive, mind-bending collec-

tions of gay erotic writing ever published. Meltdown! contains the very best examples
of this increasingly popular sub-genre: stories meant to shock and delight, to send a

shiver down the spine and start a fire down below. An extraordinary volume, Meltdown!
presents both new voices and provocative pieces by world-famous writers Edmund
White and Samuel R. Delany. 203-5

BIZARRE SEX
BIZARRE SEX AND OTHER GRIMES OF PASSION

Edited by Stan Tal
Stan Tal, editor of Bizarre Sex, Canada's boldest fiction publication, has culled the very

best stories that have crossed his desk—and now unleashes them on the reading pub-
lic in Bizarre Sex and Other Crimes ofPassion. Over twenty small masterpieces of

erotic shock make this one of the year's most unexpectedly alluring anthologies.

Including such masters of erotic horror and fantasy as Edward Lee, Lucy Taylor,

Nancy Kilpatrick and Caro Soles, Bizarre Sex and Other Crimes of Passion, is a

treasure-trove of arousing chills. 213-2

GAUNTLET
THE BEST OF GAUNTLET Edited by Barry Hoffman

No material, no opinion is taboo enough to violate Gauntlet 's purpose of 'exploring the limits

offree expression

'

—airing all views in the name ofthe Fi/st A mendment.—Associated Press

Dedicated to "exploring the limits of free expression," Gauntlet has, with its semi-
annual issues, taken on such explosive topics as race, pornography, political correct-

ness, and media manipulation—always publishing the widest possible range of opinions.

Only in Gauntlet might one expect to encounter Phyllis Schlafley and Annie Sprinkle,

Stephen King*ndMadonna—often within pages of one another. The very best, most
provocative articles have been gathered by editor-in-chief Barry I loffman, to make The
Best of Gauntlet a most provocative exploration of American society's limits. 202-7
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JOHN PRESTON
MY LIFE AS A PORNOGRAPHER

AND OTHER INDECENT ACTS

The erotic nonfiction of John Preston. Includes the title essay, given as the John

Pearson Perry Lecture at Harvard University, and the legendary "Good-Bye to Sally

Gearhart," and many other provocative writings.

'

. . .essential and enlightening.

.

-Library Journal

"Preston's a model essayist; he writes pellucidprose in a voice that, like Samuel Johnson's,

combines authority with entertainment...

"

—Lambda Booh Report

135-7

HUSTLING:
A Gentleman's Guide tothe Fine Art of Homosexual PRosnTirnoN

John Preston solicited the advice of "working boys" from across the country in his effort

to produce the ultimate guide to the hustler's world. Hustling covers every practical

aspect of the business, from clientele and payment options to "specialties," sidelines

and drawbacks. No stone is left unturned in this guidebook to the ins and outs of

this much-mythologized trade. 137-3

SKIN TWO
THE BEST OF SKIN TWO Edited by Tim Woodward

For over a decade, Skin Two has served as the bible of the international fetish com-

munity. A groundbreaking journal from the crossroads of sexuality, fashion, and art,

Skin Two specializes in provocative, challenging essays by the finest writers working

in the "radical sex" scene. Collected here, for the first time, are the articles and inter-

views that have established the magazine's singular reputation. Including interviews

with cult figures Tim Burton, Clive Barker and Jean Paul Gaultier. 130-6

MICHAEL PERKINS

THE GOOD PARTS: An Uncensored Guide to Literary Sexuality

Michael Perkins, one of America's only serious critics to regularly scrutinize sexual lit-

erature, presents an overview of sex a seen in the pages of over 100 major volumes from

the past twenty years. 186-1

LARS EIGHNER
THE ELEMENTS OF AROUSAL

Critically acclaimed gay writer Lars Eighner—whose Travels with Lizbeth was chosen

by the New York Times Book Review as one of the year's notable titles—develops a

guideline for success with one of publishing's best kept secrets: the novice-friendly

field of gay erotic writing.

In The Elements ofArousal, Eighner details his craft, providing the reader with

sure advice. Eighner's overview of the gay erotic market paints a picture of a diverse

array of outlets for a writer's work. Because, after all, writing is what The Elements

ofArousal is about: the application and honing of the writer's craft, which brought Lars

Eighner fame wkh not only the steamy Bayou Boy, but the profoundly illuminating

Travels with Lizbeth. 230-2
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MARCO VASSI
" ...Marco Vassi is our champion sexual energist.

THE STONED APOCALYPSE
A DRIVING PASSION
THE EROTIC COMEDIES
THE SALINE SOLUTION

-VLS

132-2

134-9

136-5

180-2

PAT CALIFIA

SENSUOUS MAGIC
Sensuous Magic is clear, succinct and engaging even for the readerfor whom SIM isn 7 the

sexual behavior ofchoice. . . . Califia 's prose is soothing, informative and non-judgmental—she

both instructs her reader and explores the territory for them.. . . When she is writing about the

dynamics ofsex and the technical aspects of it, Califia is the Dr. Ruth ofthe alternative sexu-

ality set.... —Lambda Book Report

Don 't take a dangerous trip into the unknown—buy this book and know where you 're going!

—SKIN TWO

Finally, a "how to " sex manual that doesn 't involve new age mumbojumbo or "tricks " that

require the agility ofa Flying Wallenda.... Califia's strength as a writer lies in her ability to

relay information without sounding condescending. Ifyou don't understanda word or concept...

chances are it 's defined in the handy dictionary in the back. . .

.

—Future Sex

Renowned erotic pioneer Pat Califia provides this honest, unpretentious peek behind

the mask of dominant/submissive sexuality—an adventurous adult world of pleasure

too often obscured by ignorance and fear. Califia demystifies "the scene" for the

novice, explaining the terminology and technique behind many misunderstood sex-

ual practices The adventurous (or just plain curious) lover won't want to miss this

ultimate "how to" volume. 131-4

CHEA VILLANUEVA
JESSIE'S SONG

"// conjures up the strobe-light confusion and excitement of urban dyke life, movingfast and
all over the place,from NYC to Tucson to Miami to the Philippines; andfrom true love to wild

orgies to swearing eternal celibacy and back. Told in letters, mainly about the wandering heart

(and tongue) ofwriterandfree spirit Pearly Does; written mainly by Mae-Mae Might, a sharp,

down-to-earth but innocent-hearted Black Femme. Read about these dykes and you'll love

them." —Rebecca Ripley

A rich collection of lesbian writing from this uncompromising author. Based largely

upon her own experience, Villanueva's work is remarkable for its frankness, and
delightful in its iconoclasm. Widely published in the alternative press, Villanueva is

a writer to watch. Toeing no line, Chea Villanueva's Jessie's Song is certain to rede-

fine all notions of "mainstream" lesbian writing, and provide a reading experience quite

unlike any other this year. 235-3

EDITED BY SHAR REDNQUR
VIRGIN TERRITORY

An anthology of writing about the most important moments of life. Tales of first-

time sensual experiences, from the pens of some of America's most uninhibited lit-

erary women. No taboo is unbroken as these women tell the whole truth and nothing
but, about their lives as sexual women in modern times.

Included in this daring volume are such cult favorites as Susie Bright, Shannon Bell,

Bayla Travis, Carol Queen, Lisa Palac and others. They leave no act undescribed,
and prove once and for all that "beginner's luck" is the very best kind to have!

23H-H
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THE MASQUERADE
EROTIC NEWSLETTER

"Here's a very provocative, very profes-

sional [newsletter]...made up of intelligent

erotic writing... Stimulating, yet not sleazy

photos add to the picture and also help make
this zine a high quality publication."

—Gray Areas

From Masquerade Books, the World's Leading Publisher of

Erotica, comes The Masquerade Erotic Newsletter—the best

source for provocative, cutting-edge fiction, sizzling pictorials,

scintillating and illuminating exposes of the sex industry, and
probing reviews of the latest books and videos.

Featured writers and articles have included:

Lars Eighner • Why I Write Gay Erotica

Pat Galifia • Among Us, Against Us
Felice Picano • An Interview with Samuel R. Delany

Samuel R. Delany • The Mad Man (excerpt)

Maxim Jakubowski • Essex House: The Rise and Fall

ofSpeculative Erotica

Red Jordan Arobateau • Reflections ofa Lesbian

Trick

Aaron Travis • Lust

Nancy Ava Miller, M. Ed. • Beyond Personal
Tuppy Owens • Female Erotica in Great Britain

Trish Thomas • From Dyke to Dude
Barbara Nitke • Resurrection

and many more....

The newsletter has also featured stunning photo essays by such

masters of fetish photography as Robert Chouraqui, Eric
Kroll, Richard Kern, and Trevor Watson.

A one-year subscription (6 issues) to the Newsletter costs $30.00.

Use the accompanying coupon to subscribe now—for an unin-

terrupted string of the most provocative of pleasures (as well as

a special gift, offered to subscribers only!).



50% OFF THE COVER PRICE
A ONE-YEAR SUBSCRIPTION TO

THE MASQUERADE EROTIC NEWSLETTER
FOR ONLY $15.00

Fiction, Essays, Reviews, Photography,
Interviews, Exposes, and much more!

"The Masquerade Erotic Newsletter presents some of
the best articles on erotica, fetishes, sex clubs, the politics of
porn and every conceivable issue of sex and sexuality."—Factsheet Five

"I recommend a subscription to The Masquerade Erotic
Newsletter.... They feature short articles on "the
scene". ..an occasional fiction piece, and reviews of other
erotic literature. Recent issues have featured intelligent

prose by the likes of Trish Thomas, David Aaron Clark, Pat
Califia, Laura Antoniou, Lily Burana, John Preston, and oth-

ers.... i t \s good s tu ff.

"

—Black Sheets

"It's always a treat to see a copy of The Masquerade
Erotic Newsletter, for it brings a sophisticated and unex-
pected point of view to bear on the world of erotica, and
does this with intelligence, tolerance, and compassion."
—Martin Shepard, co-publisher, The Permanent Press
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Please allow 4-6 weeks delivery. No C.O.D. orders. Please make all checks payable

to Masquerade Books, 801 Second Avenue, N.Y., NY., 10017. Payable in U.S.

currency only. Order by phone: 1 -800-375-2356 or fax, 21 2 986-7355 Z54L





THE PEAL THING
WILLIAM CARNEY
"Carney gives us a good look at the mores and lifestyle

of the First generation of gay leathermen. A chilling

mystery/romance novel as well.'' — Pat Califla

"Fascinating reading... You may never be the same man
afterwards.

'' —Lod Angeles Advocate

"This brief, elegant, psychological novel is what might be

imagined if Andre Gide and Marguerite Yourcenar had

decided to collaborate on the ultimate S/M double-whammy.

From a cool, cool beginning it rises to a truly astonishing

pitch of excitement. By the end it's equally astonishing how
much we know about these people, considering how artfully

little we've been told." — Samuel R. Delany

Out of print for years, William Carney's The Real Thing has

long served as a touchstone in any consideration of gay "edge

fiction.'' First published in 1968, this uncompromising story

of New York leathermen received instant acclaim— and in the

years since, has become a rare and highly prized volume to

those lucky enough to acquire a copy. Finally,

returns from exile, ready to thrill a new generation —
and reacquaint itself with its original audience. With a new
Introduction by Michael Bronski.

ISBN 1-56333-280-9
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