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It seemed like just another erotic dream but Henry woke up to

realize that if his erection was real enough, so was the mouth that was

B -
Henry W awake ,

ke his mouth was immediately withdrawn and a stiff index next to his : |
il
lips asked, for hush.

enveloping it. As soon as

There were ten other men in this dormitory of Los Angeles., It
was thexcheapestxanix about the only type lodging Henry felt he could
afford before he took a job. This was his first night in town after a
three-day journey hxkimx hitch-hiking from Texas where Henry had just
graduated from Xxxhxs Lubbock High - valedictorian. § -

Just two years ago, summer camp witkx in Oklahoma. It was for
Boy's Week that the Church offered lienry his stay as a reward for bringing
in the largest number of Young People to the Sunday Nite Punch and Talk
Session. It was something new for the young people who were tired of the
same sermons and wished infor mal sessions where teligious topics would
be discussed in light of their daily experiences.

Mr. Harmon, a lawyer in totn’ and ti¥e Youth Loadtr)was thirty-two,
very athletic and a born leader. He could make the kids sing or run two
miles, speak of their problems, or pray. He knew how to handle youth and
had always been most attentive towards He ry, a promising leader, in his
own right. Mr. Harmon was to take Heury to Boy's Week. He was also on
the weck8s program.

$he parish cottage was to be taken by the two of them. It was a
small log cabin at the top of an incline, with a S<82T) path tmxx cut through
the woods. Hain had fallen and the two left their muddy shoes outsidey, xm
EXPINXEXTREXERLLNXRIXEXEREY IXXIRXXXENR The cottage was certainly perfect
for Revenrend and Mrs. Gardner. It even looked like the xmw couple: the
doilies on the table amd the plastic flowers #n the vases. Inthe bedroom
a large brass bed. :

"aly Lay,lady, lay..." Instinctively Henry whispered Bob
Dylan's song. Mr. Harmon didn't catch that though. He was already busily

unpacking his suitcase. -
It was eleven o'clock when Henry and Mr. Harmon finished their

e

milk and biscuits. ¥xxx¥axmsxxesad Already in pajamas, the two left the
dining-area for the bedroom, where Mr. Harmon, sitting on the bed, read
the Psalm 23.fxamxtiexi¥ibin He then turned off the lights, held hands
with Henry and the two prayed silently, then reciting the Lord's Prayer

torethere.
Mr. barmon's fir.,. attempt was met with a kick that threw him

off balance. Henry promptly helped him so he wouldn't fall of ' the bed.
Two years ago - initiation.
Now, Henry looked at the face of the scared fellow pressing his
finger anxiously against his lips and merely got up. He didn't even bother

to cover his efection. In the bathroom hé he came before his water passed.
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Yes, he sighed. California must be all 1 heard. And more. Phalli -

iornia. Two months and it will be Texas A & M. Thormoc X oot sy smme ey X

" But there are peinciples to be Xept. These principles will Keep
me in shape. They'll keep my feet on earth." Henry thought so, as he also
resolved to go to church every Sunday, join the youth group, and abstain
from alcohol. Marijuana and drugs were things he didn't even think about.
These were things only hoodlums would know, he thought.

Ou ttie third day in Los Angeles Henry was filing cards for the A
Gas Company. He soon discovered (hat he could doibly enjoy his lunch hour
by eating outdoors, at Pershing Square. He would then buy a sandwich and
adrink and leisurely eat and drink while taking the sun on the Jawn.

If pigeons and squirrels were fun to watch, more so were the
characters who flocked to he square. Little old ladies in flowered hats
who would stop their knitting to pick up gum wrapper dropped by a child
and walkR to the nearest bin to throw it in. Fanatics who extolled on
the pleasures of heaven and evils of hell. Pacifists, winos, pansies,
and hippies.

Back in Lubbock there were hippy parties, but hmkixx these were
all kids he knew, and t ey were only dressing for a party, acting a role
they perhaps would like to live. Come to think of it Gary Sayer- even
did leave home the year before to join a group in the Villaqe. He remembers
the seandal it was and how his parents never forgave him. tven after he
talked to thiem on the phone and tried to come home for Christmas.

These hippies must be the real ones, Henry thought, and somehow
they intrigued him. "Born free". le didn't rememeber the film, but that
song haunted him every time he stared at the free hippies doing their
thing at Pershing Square. Their naturalness, unworried look, easy smile,
made him stay awake late, reviewing each one he saw each day, looking for
an answer to smxmushx such confidence if they were outcasts like the
Sayers' boy.:

The church group had been friendly. He had now moved to a
single room at the Y and there were activities he enj oyed with the
other fellow residents. But somehow he wanted to be there, with those
coreless, giggly hippies.

Sunday night he left church to go directly home, but as he
.approached The Crown Jewel he was too tempted not to go in. He knew it
was a gay bar, but he vouched not to take ligquour.

The dancing of the boys, their sarcastic or flecting remarks
kept him amused and prodded lenry into having a beer. He had tried it
before. The only time he tried and the only time he had been drunk. He
knew one would be the limit.

Three beers later Henry was danciung with "the spitiing imace
of Mr. Harmon, a friend & used to have..."

Back at the Y he swore not to return to the Jewel, nor any J
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other place like xxx it. lis eyes were red from the smoke, his head EURLIBG
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dizzy from the beer and sounds, lights and the struggle between good
and evil.

Louise Thomas was living in a develoy eat for "sinrles only" near

“ilahire voulevard. She invited llenry to a party they were having Saturday
night but asked him: "DoNT mention mmxxkimnx<xm it to any of the kids
in Church. You're the only one of the group I'm inviting.Be sure E%ikgfﬂﬁ ;22£'..“

Henry couldn't help associating objects, situations and peonle
with songs he had heard. Louise, for him, was like the gxx¥x '"Girl
from lpanema'", though she was actually from hansas City. Bhe had come
to L.A, a year before, for the summer. She was supposed to return and
attend William Jewel, but took a job as a typist and was now a stenographer
with Texaco. Not greatly ambitious, but conversant, pleasant and a woman
any man would be proud to be with.

Past the palm trees, into a courtyard, the swimming pool shining
blue. Lo3 C was the third door down. sSeven p.m. exactly. Henry pressed the
doorbéll., lle heard a click and could see he had been watched by someone
through the magic eye. A stronger click and the door was open. Louise,
in a transparent negligic asked him in: "I haven't put on my bathines suit
yet. 1'11 be out in a minute."

She dashed into the bedroom, lemving Henry with the impression
that there would be no party, except one for two. But then, why did she
run away like that if she wanted to seduce him? After all, she was only
teenty and even with a yeor in California couldn't be so degenerate as
to grab him the minute he walked into the room. Quest. ons and doubts.

"Why don't you go into the bathroom and change, Henry? Or do so in the
living room. 1'1l1l holler before I get out.”

Henry changed inthe bathroom, and the two joined Bhe swimmers
and played like children uhtil hunger brought them back into the apartment.

"This party is only for the two of us, Henry. I know youve guessed
as much. But I did fix you a lovely salad, and in a minute the steaks will
be ready. Did you know that in Japan they consider beef a very erotic
food? I read a book by a Japanese where the old man ate a steak every
day in order to be always potcnt. Wonder if it's true?”

"I think I'11l change my clothes," Henry answered.

"We can swim some more later, Heaurv. The pool is open 24 hours
for residents and friends..."

"I don't think beef can be erotic. "

"That's funny coming from a Texan. I Thought you'd boast. Remember,
in Kansas City we only pack it. You send it to us..."

‘e £xhaad "What?"

"Meat," Louise tried to say it casually, but her intention was
felt through and the two of them laughed.

Soon after he told her about a Guyanese singer and his folk song
called "One meat ball, no spaghetti."

Louise's openess, without being fresh, frankness, without being

pushy , made Henry relax and enjoy every moment Lhey shared., It was not ?TQWFD
seduction. He was captivated. Until writhing in bed, panting, her nails :%E#ﬁ%
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clutched to his back,she tried for a moment to hold her breadth, but it
exploded out: "Impotent!l"

If only they drank, smoke cigarettes, or could talk aftet that,
The two bodies lay on the bed but they were not there. The 'were suspended,
there was a void eveywhere in the room. Four eyes staring at the Christ
figure on the dressing table. Henry, suddénly hearing his Sunday School
class: "Jesus loves me, this I know, for the Bible tells me so..." He no
longer coubd fix his eyes on the Christ figure, Hazy it was. Tears rolled
down his his cheeks, and Louise realired she had not thought a word. She
had said it.

"Sorry Henry. My inexperience. 1 know, from books, this happens

all the time. Nothing wrong with you. It was wrong of me to do that..."

3t seemed,somehow that he was that kid back mmx the cottage
in Oklahoma. 0niy>n£?e*32uutifu1. Hexknewxhextogxhadvaxixxrexdxakextx
BHNERXTRIRKNX Louiﬁ;;s eyes looked earnest, her body became tense,
her mouth shaked as mxwor:iied face leaned over his. INstincily lenry
Bﬂ%lﬂ his arm around her, delic-tely caressing her back, assuring her
he wasn't hurt. The sincerity of both was a chain bringing them closer
and closer, more and more excited until Louise had to laugh and say:
"Henry, I do think beef is an aphrodisiac...”

"Hallelujah!" Yes, Handel, "Hallellujahi"

There was no Sunday School, serman or Youth meeting that Sunday.
Throughout the day, however, Henry kept thinking of the verse: "In my
Father's house there are many mansions. I shall prepare a place for youl"

Before he left, Monday morning, kmxxixm although he knew it, Louise
told him: "You are the first man, Henry. The first one 1 had." Later, just
before she closed the door, she pulled him close to him again and whispered:
"But I never said anything about the women..." She said that slowly, but
so fastlike. He barely heard it and the door was shut!

He hesitated for a moment, bhen rang the beil. He felt her body
legqn against the door. Henry rang again, and again, The door was opened.

It was his turn to talk, and after mximxgxxxbExtingxrewadxthexxx
fwx a long preliminary he came around to Mr. Harmon. Only then did
Louise really listen. After bat, xxxwasxhs the floor was hers. Of how
Bhe was put in a Convent School for a year while her parents were abroad,
and there, she was initiated by a novice. Of how she became a protestant
as an escape from herself, her past. Of why she decided to stick it alone
in Los Angeles, hoping to meet someone, and that from the beginning she
felt Henry was that "one',

For the first time in a year Louise missed work. At nine fifteen

she called in to report a sudden ill. Ten minutes later Henry was ARxxEnsiyx
telling his boss "it must of been the food I had in Chinatown last night..."
At ten thirty Heanry and Louise werc listening to the Beatles and the Supremes

pushing a cart, bumping into pengle."i*'iuarectiug every shelf of the

the Wilshire supermarket. Henry couldn't resist the impulse, and plucked

a flower from the display on shelf number 8: "Your seeds can grow to look oS

ESBIR[T0
S AT

HEQDND‘
2

likq this."



