. J.darling
it’s okay

- losay
yes

close encounters
in the third world:
the adventures and mzsadventures
of a well-travelled boy-lover "GO

AGOIVTE
TRUE LIFE EXPERIENCES SERIES LiliL



IT'S OKAY TO SAY YES

J. Darling

Close Encounters in the Third World:

The Adventures and Misadventures of a Well-
Traveled Boy-Lover.



© 1992 by The Acolyte Press
Printed in The Netherlands by Krips Repro, Meppel
First Edition published January, 1992

All rights reserved. Except for brief passagesteddn a newspaper,
magazine, radio or television review, no part oistbook may be
reproducedin any form or by any means, electronic or mechénica
including photocopying and recording, or by anyornfiation storage or
retrieval system, without permission in writingrinahe puhishers

Cover design and painting by Mario de Graaf

The Acolyte Press
P. O. Box 12731
1100 AS Amsterdam
The Netherlands

CIP GEGEVENS KONINKLUKE BIBLIOTHEEK, HAAG
Darling, James

It's okay to say yekJames Darling ;

[ed. by Frank Torey]. - Amsterdam : Acolyte Press
Met lit. opg.

ISBN 90-6971-035-8

Trefw.: homoseksualiteit ; mannen.



IT'S OK TO SAY YES

4. Introduction

9. Chapter One: The Nature of the Beast
21. Chapter Two: The Boy Lover

31 Chapter Three: The Boy

51 Chapter Four: Boy-Love and Society
60 Chapter Five: Boy-Love and the World
81 Chapter Six: In the Maw of the Beast
136 Epilogue

137 Bibliography



Introduction

After a six-months journey to the Far East, | foungiself, on an
October evening, once more in the streets of Lond&till suffering
from jet-lag, | went to Leicester Square in the éag seeing a film.
There was none which addressed life seriously effdtings were to do
with domestic trivia or psychopathic violence. amdered into a pub on
the Charing Cross Road. There | was divertedeast| by the aspect of
the clientele. The pub was a heterosexual megilage with tribal
significance. All the drinkers were young men arainen, alike dressed
in leather jackets and boots, with occasional tiaria of trappings in
sequins and silver studs. | sat down with a gid-&mic in hand, and let
the rock music, cigarette smoke, jet-lag, and tleenory of the twelve-
year-old Ceylonese boy embraced the afternoon éefenfold my
senses. | was disturbed in my reverie by a hanihvpawed at my
shoulder. | found that | was seated next to ahelity young man.

“What are you into?” he asked. When it was evidbat | did not
understand him, he added, “I'm bi-sexual.” The pawiresumed.
“Doesn't all this make you sick?” He waved his beggass in the
direction of the heterosexual couples. | saididt gskem pretty tedious.
“Come on then,” he continued, “what's your game?”

“I'm a pederast,” | replied. The booze and thelggt must have
affected my judgement.

“A what?”

“A pederast,” | shouted over the din. “It meansisbody who likes
young boys.”

“How do you like them?”

“Well, you know,” | said, and regretted my folly gonfiding in this
stranger, “go to bed with them.”

The man was silent for a while. Then he said, tyie‘lf what you
say is true, you better get out of here.”

“Oh no,” | expostulated, “I was joking, of coursH.| really were like
that, you don't think I'd admit it, do you?”

The man did not seem convinced. The closing lmeihded. | dived
into the protective cover of the leather jacketd #re pall of smoke.

This story shows how ordinary people's oppositionbby-love is
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founded on a combination of ignorance and aggregsigjudice. Firstly,

my Everyman, that nameless drinker in a London lith, not know

what “pederasty” was. Secondly, when he had .soklang, there was

no intellectual curiosity about it, no attempt eguanent, just a reflexive
threat of violence. The rest of society is noatiint from Everyman,
neither judges, politicians, nor journalists. e tUnited States and
Europe the boy-lover is up against this universajyalice, a prejudice
which is difficult to argue with because it is alito the developments in
rational ethics, moral philosophy, and scientifiyghology which his

civilization has triumphantly evolved.

The boy-lover has found himself in the positiontioé Jew in Old
Europe, hated not for what he has done (since feawkthose details),
but for what he is. Even the Jew has never bemrettipient of quite the
universal condemnation which has been the lot @fgdedophile. In the
midst of the Second World War, J. C. Flugel, thesagr London
psychologist, was able to write, in i&n, Morals and Societyhat “the
whole sphere of sex is, of course, still the mediob-ridden of all
subjects in the modern world, in spite of the veoysiderable advances
that have been made in the last half century @ssegards the liberty of
both speech and action.” The boy-lover has fouimasélf, especially
since the mid-Seventies, the subject of universgust. This has had
severe repercussions on his basic sense of selfgoity and self-worth,
not to mention on his place in society, if his nameevealed. Flugel has
written, “Permanent and universal disapproval e®rdition that is well-
nigh unthinkable and unendurable, and no more hpgatalamity can
befall a human being than to feel himself uttetdyocast and alone.”

It is difficult for the boy-lover to re-educate pigbopinion because he
is faced with a relentless, apparently self-willgdorance on the part of
those whose job it is to listen to rational argutmen went into
Hatchard's, the London bookshop, recently, and lmoaglittle volume
calledThe Safe Child Booky Ms. Kerns Kraizer. She was described in
the blurb as one of America's “foremost expertsparsonal safety
training for children.” In spite of my forebodingshave found it quite a
sensible book. After all, children can be at rigbni sexual coercion by
adults, not least, as the book points out, by tein fathers. Yet,
although the authoress has a Master's degree eci@pEducation and
Psychology”, the book exemplifies the ignorance esen qualified
professionals in the matter of child-sex. Whaassounding is that Ms.
Kraizer appears uninterested in finding out thelitteaShe makes
sweeping assertions, and, unfortunately, it is fugth unsubstantiated
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statements which are taken as truth by those whah wo justify
repressive laws against paedophilia.

For example, she uses the term “sexual abuse” ‘ercany sexual
encounter between an adult and a child. She refissenake a moral
distinction between a cuddle and a rape. Her definition of “sexual
abuse” is a legal, not a moral, one: “Sexual alisidegally defined as
any sexual contact with a child or the use of ddchir the sexual
gratification of someone else.” She then listdouas sins which would
be involved in this definition, but adds, “Of all these, fondling is the
most common form of sexual abuse.” A reasonabtsgmemight then
say, “So that's what all the bother is about. Aree getting worked up
over very little?” Yet men have had their livesned because they
caressed a child. In newspaper articles (the Resss to have a morbid
fascination with child-sex) the term “sexual abusé$ used
indiscriminately in reports of adult-child sexuaintacts. The definition
of “sexual abuse” has become so broad that it @ningless, just as if a
man were to be convicted of rape if he pinchedrenbal's bottom.

Ms. Kraizer shows no interest in the sexuality lmfdren as a natural
phenomenon. In spite of her degree in psycholslyg,ignores Sigmund
Freud. Freud's views were dangerously close teatity she is not
prepared to admit:

It is surely nothing else but habitual prudery anduilty
conscience in themselves about sexual matters wtacises
adults to adopt this attitude of mystery towardideén; (...) It
is commonly believed that the sexual instinct iskiag in
children, and only begins to arise in them when dkgual
organs mature. This is a grave error, equallyossrirom the
point of view both of theory and of actual practice
— (Sigmund Freud in an open letter to Dr. M. Fu($907),
translated by E. B. M. Herford.)

Unlike Ms. Kraizer, Freud, with the humility of vdem, as opposed
to the I-know-it-all arrogance of today's “expedid want to know more
about children's sexuality; in fact, he regardedast crucial to the
understanding of human nature. He lamented thle ddicfirst-hand
evidence:

Children are not credited with any sexual actigitie
therefore no pains are taken to observe anythintpefkind,
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while on the other hand any expressions of sudfing twhich
would be worthy of attention are suppressed. Gpnealy the
opportunity of gaining information from this mostrmiine and
fertile source is greatly restricted.

— (On the Sexual Theories of Children (19a8nslated by
Douglas Bryan.)

The only scientific study of child sexuality thakmow of is Theo
Sandfort'sThe Sexual Aspect of Paedophile Relatiolts.finding is that
boys desire and enjoy sex with adult male frien&sen Piaget stayed
clear of this vital area, preferring, instead, &mard how children in
Geneva played marbles. (Since | wrote this, Dw&d Brongersma's
Loving Boys, Vols. & 2 have been published.)

So it appears that only boy-lovers know anythinguabhow boys
make love, but they would be lynched if they triedhold a serious
discussion with the public on the matter. A wonlifle hysteria appears
to have arisen against boy-lovers. The rights @fsbthemselves are
trampled on in the search to root out those wholavéefriend them.
What are boy-lovers to do in these circumstancés®v should they
think of themselves? Are they sure that what theys morally right?
What motivates otherwise decent people to clamor fbeir
imprisonment, even for their castration and exeafi Can it be that
these moral outcasts, the boy-lovers, actually hdtdy to a juster, saner,
more caring society? Unlike Freud eighty years, agfessional
psychologists and sociologists today seem unableurwilling to
confront these questions. That is why this boakeisessary.

That adult-child sex is illegal is not a morallyffstient reason to
withhold serious, objective examination of childesfundamental nature.
Modern Western states have advanced radically ¢h §elds as social
welfare, housing and education, but their legistatis archaic where
morality is concerned. In the Sixties, the Oxftiased Farmington Trust
reported on the question of “moral education”.itérreport,Introduction
to Moral EducationProfessor John Wilson wrote that

we should be able, so to speakget outsidehe rules, to
inspect their point and purpose, and make decisibosit them
which must of necessity be based on something otfzer the
rules themselves: that is, on the wants, willglifgs or
interests of other people.



In the tidy world of modern bourgeois ideas thesend place for the
“feelings” or “interests” of paedophiles or of tlwhildren with whom
they are associated. Instead, those intereswir@etly under attack. In
order to preserve his identity, the boy-lover mustderstand the
motivation of his oppressors, the moral basis af diitions and their
consequences for humanity as a whole.

Flugel wrote that “nearly all progress, individwald social, involves
some infringement of the moral rules of the past) (Hence... many of
the pioneers whom we now revere as benefactorsapikimd were in
their own day looked upon as dangerous and sulveersyolutionaries.”

At present, it is dangerous for boy-lovers in theited States and
Europe to lobby publicly for legal changes whichuebdecriminalize
paedophilia. In the Third World, however, the lewnot such a tyrant.
Often it is manipulated, evaded, or ignored. Initespof official
disapproval and haphazard pogroms, many Westernlobeys have
been able to bring succor to desperately needgremilin Latin America
and Asia, and so fulfill an important social fulecti Even where active
boy-love has become too dangerous to practicesast the recognition
by men and boys of the intrinsic goodness of sogh may continue to
uphold the message, “It's okay to say yes!”

It remains to address the one major objection, niaddy with
substance, which can be raised against men and Hanysg sex with
each other: AIDS is not choosy of its victims;tahly transmitted, it can
infect anyone, even the very young.

What about boy-love in light of this new threat?

It is a remarkable fact that, although we all knmany gay men who
have fallen victim to the HIV virus, | cannot couatsingle one of my
pederast acquaintances who has been so unfortuhass only assume
that the disease has not to any notable extenteghtiee pool of men and
boys who are sexually active with one another, @mitile kinds of sexual
contacts which they have involve a very much lorigk of transmission
than those indulged in by gays. The boys we inteséth are not on the
whole enthusiastic about being penetrated anally.

Realistically, then, isn't a youngster better offvimg oral,
masturbatory or intercrural sex with a protectiwgover than going to
the often drug-ridden female prostitute who istadl frequently his only
alternative? And cannot a boy-lover give his youdrignd important
information about AIDS avoidance which his contenapies simply
lack?
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1. The Nature of the Beast

As a student in London, | got on well with my laady. She was a
woman in her late forties who had liberated herseth a marriage with
an army officer. She took great interest in thaceots, plays, and art
exhibitions that London had to offer. She was amogert and loved
company. She would become depressed when alonetzerdit rained.
Her politics were of a liberal bent. At that tintee [.R.A. were
indiscriminately blowing up people in the streetsl dhere was a debate
in Parliament on the death penalty. She thought tlothing justified
executing a person, even a terrorist.

Landladies are traditionally curious about thenmatie lives of their
lodgers. One afternoon, when | had returned frogn studies, she
announced that she had changed the chest-of-draiwemsy room.
“Don't worry, I've replaced all your things exaciys they were.” |
thanked her, but inwardly | was appalled, for sloeild have discovered
in one of the drawers several copieBolys Internationala magazine at
that time openly and legally sold in Soho.

A few days later | was drinking coffee with herthre kitchen, when
she said, “You know, there is one thing for whichhink the death
penalty is deserved, and | am sure you will agréb me, and that is
having sex with children.” | agreed, not wishirghte evicted from my
digs.

Indeed, those who have possessed pictorial porpbgravill have
shuddered on occasion at the possibility of itsn@eiliscovered, the
grisly secret revealed to family, friends, and pssional colleagues. My
closest brush with disgrace (or worse) occurredinduthe events
connected with the Islamic fundamentalist revoluiio Iran.

In 1977, when still a virgin as far as relationsthwboys were
concerned, | left my country to work as a schoales in Tehran. | was
yet another of Britain's unemployed whose only wese, now that
Empire's opportunities no longer beckoned, wasrodfgr their skills to
alien peoples. Shortly before leaving my lodgings London, |
deposited in a litter basket in Hyde Park thatemibn of photographs of
naked boys on which my landlady's disapproving dea rested. As |
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have said above, these photographs were culled thenfairly tame
magazines that until that year had been legallylabha in the United
Kingdom. In those images little boys with flaccobcks did such
innocently boyish things as swim, take showersplglirees, or recline in
the bracken. Since then public hysteria and ThiteBtion of Children
Act have singled out such pictures as “dangerousmoadities”.

In the sexual wasteland of Iran my imagination roftensoled itself
in fantasizing about certain of my young chargedthough | never
hinted that | was attracted to them physicallyséhboys were very quick
to notice my underlying sympathy, and, in conseqaewe enjoyed each
other's company in a manner separate from the fotezher-pupil
relationship. When | gave a school prize to a bdudboy, instead of to
a top-scoring girl, that intelligent lass ratherstfully, and truthfully,
remarked that it was because he and | had sometpexgal between us.

At the end of the academic year, flush with castevisited Western
Europe. One of the points on my itinerary was Asrgam, a city | had
never been to before. | had heard that child praqhy was readily
available there. | may have visited the Rijksmuselut my main
occupation was the selection and purchase of vittaaatime was still a
wide range of magazines featuring young boys nst ju statuesque
poses but also involved in startling sex acts,amy among themselves
but also with men. The impression these picturasanon my chaste
person was profound. Through them | realized ot really did enjoy
homo-erotic sex and that they were quite hapgpyndulge in acts of
gross and marvelous salaciousness with adult mdlesderstood that
boy-sex was not just something that had happenéddient Greece or
in the secret recesses of a pasha's palace, the atotographic record
revealed, was widely practiced in my own time.

Unable to part with these joyous images, | seleated favorite
examples and brought them with me on my returnrém,|there to
console me in the sexual desolation of the schealr.y That year's
appointed span, however, was never completed. ISiamic revolution
was gathering force, soon to sweep all beford-itr a while the school
routine continued as if nothing was happening +srigunfire, distant
columns of smoke were ignored. Parents began te with their feet.
My classes were reduced to less than a third af tleemal complement,
as families got themselves and their wealth odhefcountry while they
could.

During the Christmas holidays a British colleagne & undertook a
motor tour around Iran. We were probably the \&sterners ever to
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have visited many of the interior towns before puetals of darkness,
xenophobia, and superstition closed upon them. nihiag a 12'
Century mosque near Yazd, we were followed by adiech glowering
youths, who kept telling us their king was a robbed that we should
inform our people of the fact. On a lonely wasteamMashad we had to
accelerate through a menacing crowd which blockesl road. Its
members banged on the roof with shovels and thoeksrat the vehicle
when we gathered speed. Approaching one small,texrwere flagged
down by other motorists at the side of the roatlwds apparent that
there was a riot in progress. Burning tires blackbe main street.
Eventually a lorry-load of soldiers arrived, comrded by a gigantic
sergeant with a bristling black mustache. Afteresal volleys were fired
down the street, the crowd retired to the sideyalleand, cautiously
driving round the flaming road-blocks, we were at@econtinue upon
our way.

When we returned to Tehran we got caught up iaffidcjam. Traffic
jams are normal in that city, but this one had beansed by the
Ayatollah Khomeini, who was still in France. Hedhaalled for a
massive demonstration, and hundreds of thousandsisobupporters
were being motored into the capital. We found elwess stuck between
lines of Toyota pick-ups black witthadorveiled women. These harpies
quizzed us good-humoredly about our nationalityy fifend, who spoke
some Farsi, had the bright idea of saying that weewtalian. “Italian
good, American no good,” replied the ladies.

The school term resumed as if nothing untoward hagpening.
Shortly after classes had recommenced the Shahtdledlorocco, a
country which | was later to visit, but as a sexwadher than a political
exile. Photographs of the monarch and his famtyctv had adorned the
administrative offices were removed, although theadmaster was
sensitive enough not to replace them with the oapwisage of the
ascendant power. The Ayatollah Khomeini arrivehfrParis and eleven
days later put the finishing touches to the revofutby seizing the
organs of state.

My apartment was near an army barracks which warsnsd after a
prodigal expenditure of ammunition by Khomeini'satzled partisans.
During this battle | could think of nothing betterdo than to go to bed,
although it was early afternoon. The street cdtickv it had been my
wont to feed daily after school, appeared and judnpewith me, and
there the two of us remained until the gunfire atatl have always had
a soft spot for cats, and if | were to abide inayless land, | would
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console myself with the company of such a cuddty layful animal.

A few days later the American Embassy was brieflgrerun, and the
ambassador, William Sullivan, held captive for gabe hours.
Moustachioed members of the loé&dmite appeared at the door of my
apartment, asking pointed questions about what atighPflatmate and |
were doing in Iran. “Yankee go home,” they sdid expectation of such
a visit, as | had heard that foreigners' homes Wwereg searched, | had
wrapped my pornographic collection and my cashptaatic bag, buried
the package in the kitchen garbage, and pouredmeisdregs on top.
As it was, these precautions were unnecessary.y Meaersections had
road-blocks manned by heavily armed youths. Thet@$ah announced
that all weapons looted from army garrisons werbdaeturned to his
government. The appeal, naturally, was ignorethe first executions
took place, some of the Shah's senior commandeds dcdd-time
henchmen being the victims. Lurid pictures of thillet-riddled bodies
appeared in the newspapers. In the midst of &l iy headmaster
announced over the radio that school must resunaneg, in spite of
road-blocks manned by self-appointed Revolutiondanards and of a
severe petrol shortage. That afternoon | got & foain the British
Embassy: there would be an RAF Hercules arrivinthatairport; did |
wish to be put on the passenger list for a flighClyprus? | packed at
once.

The airport was in absolute chaos. The Americakdeveral jumbo
jets on the tarmac in order to evacuate thousahtlseo citizens, who
had been employed in the Shah's massive militanypetent program.
Not only were there Europeans (Iranians were faldidto leave the
country) but also hundreds of Sri Lankans and Rakis fighting to get
on flights. Adding to the turmoil, Yasser Arafaacharrived from Beirut
to convey his congratulations to the new regimeudspeakers blared
revolutionary songs.

As the hours went by, | stood in the immense queaiing to pass
through the Iranian passport “formalities”. | adleme English people
in front of me what the delay was all about. “Qhey're searching
everyone. They're going through all luggage, apgreverything.” |
was aghast. “They” referred to the Revolutionanaféls who had taken
over the customs and passport control. In my bgggeas an envelope
stuffed with my cuttings from Amsterdam. The crowfl waiting
travelers inched towards the examination poiBtitish schoolteacher,
pederast in charge of Iranian youth, discoveregds- session of child
pornography by alert Islamic militia. Would such be the newspaper
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byline after my cache had been revealed? “Ohgdidl $0 the decent,
ordinary English folk waiting around me, “I thinkeé got too much stuff
here. Would you keep my place while | get rid aine of it?”

| took my suitcase to a large rubbish bin in a desepart of the
foyer. There was only a lowly sweeper nearby. ingyto look casual, |
threw away some old bank statements, then the gmeelith its guilty
secrets, then some more odds and ends on topddeddo the sweeper
and rejoined the queue. | was pure again, fiake tmy place among my
fellow creatures. When my turn came before thedRegonary Guards
my chief worry was that my money would be confiedatbut the
Guards, in the first flush of the Revolution, war®re interested in
touting their newly-acquired G-3 automatic riflaamh with material gain.
If 1 had not dumped it, my pornographic collectiould certainly have
been discovered. | would have been shamed not haitre my
compatriots in the queue behind me, but perhapsa d®stage to
revolutionary propaganda, before the world.

Now that the hysteria against paedophiles is in@ng, Great
Britain is not far behind Iran (which shoots theimthe savagery of its
persecution. The Chief Constable of Manchesterstrasgly urged that
paedophiles be castrated. The Conservative gostisnproposed
Criminal Justice Bill will make it an offense just possess child
"pornography”, even in the privacy of one's own lomit is unlikely
that police will not abuse their powers to searcld arash people's
houses, for theirs will be the noble quest to trdokn concealed caches
of pictorial obscenity.

Since the fall of National Socialism, it has ofteeen remarked upon
that it seems incredible that the ordinary citizeh&ermany, the country
of Goethe and Beethoven, should have followed tbastnous bidding
of Adolf Hitler. Sigmund Freud's work on the linksetween self-
repression, guilt, and aggression had already geavithe answer in
psychological, if not historical, terms. Boy-logeioday ask themselves,
“How is it that decent, apparently rational peogteuld turn like wolves
upon their fellow men, solely on account of a d#fece in sexual
preference? How can anyone seriously think thatavee a threat to
society?” Similarly, the Jew, in the Germany o# thhirties, bleated,
“What have | done wrong? | am as loyal and patriatGerman as any!”
As Tom O'Carroll has shown in hiraedophilia: The Radical Casi,is
even counted against him if the boy-lover shoukgrapt by rational
argument to justify himself to men of the™2Qentury. It was as useless
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as a Waldensian heretic to appeal to the teactlihdesus Christ as he
was seared by the instruments of the Inquisititiris necessary, for his
own defense, for the boy-lover to understand bbih nature of his

oppressor and the moral ground on which he hinssaifds.

His oppressor is the ordinary person, whether hgherbe politician,
voter, broadcaster, or readerTdgfe Daily Mail. Newspaper editors know
they will always increase their sales if they ratke cry of “sexual
abuse” or “child molestation”. Exposure of paedtshis prime copy.
One is reminded of, Fritz Lang's film of the early Thirties, made just
before the Nazis came to power. It concerns tfecf on society, on
ordinary people, of the murder of children. No daewws who the
murderer is or where he will strike next. An olehgjeman walks along
the pavement and meets a little girl. He offenseneweet. Immediately
he is surrounded by accusers. He is under susplmcause he has
offered a child he does not know a toffee. Histgstations are ignored
by the gathering crowd. The film does not discloisefate.

Why should ordinary people become so hystericalreviohild-sex is
concerned? Men exposed as paedophiles turn oubrim murderers,
but harmless, contributing members of society. @&hswer lies in the
effects on people's minds of repression of desicedd guilt. Statistical
evidence shows that it igithin the family that most sexual abuse takes
place. In May 1991 the Canadian Center for Jusiegistics reported
that the number of Canadian children who were hmiwictims had
risen dramatically in the past thirty years, anat timost of the killings
were committed by their mothers and fathers. HEbent guilt of parents
could destroy the family. Subconsciously they seskapegoat.

In 1986, Miss Esther Rantzen, the hostess of a Bil€vision show,
That's Life, which had discussed child- abuse, received 3,00€r$efrom
people saying they had been abused as childrenet\Nper cent of the
cases concerned sexual abuse, and in nearly @eof fathers and other
family members were the abusers. Ms. Kraizengisesearch by David
Finkelhor, claims that an “overwhelming percentagfesexual abuse
takes place with a family member, including parermgsandparents,
siblings, aunts, uncles, and step-parents.” Yetwhath of the public,
when it comes to punishing individuals, is gengrdirected against the
solitary paedophile, whose aim, as even Ms. Kradzhmits, is to have
“an intimate, non-judgemental, affectionate relasiop with a child.” It
is the classic scapegoat psychosis, so well amhlyge Freud at the
beginning of the century.

In 1984 my travels brought me to Miami, the drugita of the
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United States. One evening at my hotel, | turnedhe television to
watch the news. There was nothing about the wainagdrugs. The
lead story announced the closure of the Countryk\Wildergarten and
the arrest of its staff for child molestation, ahis due to the
unsubstantiated denunciation of a single disafteqarent. The next
story showed the arrest of a teacher at the HeAmademy. Accused of
molesting one of his pupils, this slight young mbhearded and wearing
a skull cap, was being pushed into a police aathé crowd people were
fighting with each other to glimpse the man's faa®,if he were some
fairground freak. The scene reminded me of anotioentry, another
era.

A few weeks later The Miami Herald published antakl which
lamented the threat to families from child molester “Frightened
parents”, it declared, did not know whom to turnfdo help, whom to
trust. The authorities seemed powerless. The daxs edition had a
matter-of-fact report about a man in Indiana wha tshot himself.
Before doing so, he had also shot his wife andBikdren as they slept.
There was, of course, no outraged editorial orthiheat to children from
their own parents.

| discerned a similar double standard in the moutlook of a young
Cambridge-educated woman who was preparing Amrietgynational's
report on Brazil's human rights abuses. We agtieadin spite of that
country's official evolution into a democracy, thelice continued with
their tradition of arbitrary arrest, torture, andinaer of citizens whose
socio-economic status left them without influenpadtection. When her
report was published some time after | had beexstad myself, | could
not read it without some cynicism. A friend hadtten to me in jail that,
on receiving news of my fate, she had commentetl thaserved it. In
jail 1 had witnessed numerous examples of gross sabwf
constitutionally-sanctioned human rights, but #nisployed and salaried
do-gooder was not in the least interested in raogifirst-hand evidence
from so tainted a source as the pen of a paedophile

The fury (unaccountable in a rational sense) of¢hobsessed with
rooting out the paedophiles from society can bdagxed by its neurotic
origins. Social controls basic to the Judeo-Clanisttradition have
required the repression of paedophile desires. fdttethat these desires
do not themselves cease to exist, so much are @éhdedded in the
nature of man, will burden the people with guikhis guilt, if not dealt
with, will lead to mental suffering in the individl The desire to love
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and cherish children, essential to the survival té species, is
fundamental to the nature of man. To deny it igant in itself to
cause an acute neurosis.

The burden of guilt has been treated in severabw&ne is to make
a moral virtue of renunciation and asceticism. thesce from sex is
thought to exalt the worth of the individual. Ifiet abstainer then
surrenders to desire, even in thought, he shalliregpunishment. He
will invent a Jealous God with which to chastism$elf, or he will call
for yet stricter penalties to be prescribed inléves of his country.

The creation of a taboo, a prohibition enforcedsypernatural or
social sanctions, is another way to deal with guiiaedophiles today are
subject to the full force of a taboo. Primitivedarrational, it cannot be
argued with, only fought by breaking it whenevegrthis an opportunity
to do so. “At its worst and most fantastic,” wrdtkigel, “it involves
mankind in unnecessary and quite unrealistic fesard,imposes curious
and often crippling restrictions on its liberty tfought and action.”
Freud (inTotem and Tabo@aw it as a form of the obsessive-compulsive
neurosis. That which is forbidden is neverthelgssatly desired.
Objects that are revered on the one hand, are demesi unclean and
polluted on the other. Flugel has pointed out thatpuberty rites among
primitive peoples combine a reverence for and dilhgsagainst the
adolescent. Adult privileges (such as sex) areddbr the young until
they go through arduous and unpleasant testshidnmay the repressed
adult can assuage his unconscious envy, even hatrékde adolescent.
The American Adlerian psychologist Rudolph Dreikuirs his Happy
Children, observed that parents often seem irrationally sims of their
children, apparently believing that they are boed land have to be
forced to be good. “Every psychiatrist knows thmist sex play among
children is fortunately never discovered by paréntsviost modern
“experts” on children uncritically take it for griamd that sex, especially
with adults, is not to be countenanced, whereag¥idence, as we shall
see, points to sexual expression as a necessitlyeon.

A third way to deal with guilt is to project it antanother party, the
scapegoat. This has become the nemesis of thdobey-n the last
decade, as this projection is given greater foscésbeing a mass, not
just an individual phenomenon. It appears to psyaehological fact that
those who have renounced their desires and erpobéibitions are then
urged on by an unconscious force to compel othersuffer as well.
This projection of guilt onto others is associateith the condition
known asparanoia. The public is constantly being told by “experts” on
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sexual abuse that there exist paedophile ringsspiaties to abduct
innocent children and debauch them. In this emvirent even the moral
imbecile feels good about condemning paedophildsis righteous
indignation costs him nothing, and distracts attertrom the septic core
within his own mind. It is no accident that theghbrutal persecutors of
paedophiles are criminals in jail, for by assagltihem the criminal feels
he atones for his own inhuman deeds.

The prisoners whom the British government allowedrampage
through Strangeways Prison, Manchester, in 1990e wietent upon
breaking into the' segregated “Section 43" areaex-offenders’ cells.
This was not in order to liberate their fellow sufrs, but to kill them.
In the consequent inquiry into the riot, officialeclared that they were
prevented from regaining control of the prison by Home Office's fear
of bloodshed and loss of life. Evidently this feigal not encompass the
helpless Section 43 inmates: at least one of tHethat the hands of the
rioters and others received horrendous injuries.

The implications for society are sinister. Sot¢iafmony and mutual
trust are fragile. Once a society embarks on ahhiint it may end by
tearing itself to bits. In 1984 a British radiorpenality was put on trial
for molesting little girls. This man had been ipublic swimming pool
and there had played with the children, tossingntiabout and swinging
them around. Other adults observed the frolic cailbd the police. At
his trial the case turned on whether he had ormtwacllowed his finger
to go inside a girl's bathing suit when he picked hp. His wife, a
cripple in a wheelchair, had to give testimony awhmany times the
couple had sexual intercourse each week.

Finally, the persecutor of paedophiles fears th#ébe child-lover is
allowed to continue, he himself will lose his setfatrol, and, tortured by
guilt, seek out what is forbidden. Tolerance reggihe inner happiness
and serenity of someone who knows himself and taptad his life the
best to fulfill his wants. The intolerant perssnncapable of presenting
a morally reasoned case in which he uses his oaasion the nature of
good and evil.

Fortunately, not all ordinary people are afflictedh this obsessional
neurosis about the relationships between adultschildren. Several
people | know accept the fact that | like boys, #mely do not feel the
need to express disapproval. Although they maykthifferently, they
decide to live and let live.

Such a person was my landlady when, in 1983, keceanh apartment
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in San Salvador, the capital of El Salvador. Ocaswon | was visited by
a 13-year-old orphan from San Miguel, which liestie embattled
eastern part of the country. One evening, whenbihe and | were
watching television, there was a knocking on therdd'he boy went to
one of the bedrooms and | opened the door. A safigablicemen,
bearing sub-machine guns, entered. The sergeantiaced that he had
a report that | was keepimgenoresn my apartment. | replied that there
was only one, that the boy was an orphan and Itakisg care of him.
He asked to see him. The boy was in bed and agghéabe asleep. The
sergeant and | sat on the bed, the sub-machineregiimg across the
boy's legs. | “woke up” the boy, and the sergeaneived confirmation
of what | had told him. He asked the boy if | kidshim, and the latter
replied calmly, “Yes, but like a father.” The ar@vsatisfied the sergeant
and the patrol filed out. It was evident the pat@an was not
particularly interested in the matter (EI Salvadws more serious
problems), but was merely investigating a denuimiat The next
morning | told my landlady about the incident. Stas outraged, not
because she might be harboring a pederast, buudecomeone had
called the police and let them irtter apartment building.

She was determined to identify the culprit. It dmt take her long. It
was the person whom | myself suspected. At the loéthe stairs dwelt
the mistress of a lawyer and her illegitimate sdihis woman often had
her front door open, and sometimes she even stiteostairs, so that no
one entering the building would escape her notickad always greeted
her courteously and had shown no interest in heteaisant offspring.
Yet this kept woman had taken it upon herself tothee champion of
morality. The landlady struck swiftly. The renasvalready in arrears,
and on that basis she asked the woman to vacaspénament by the end
of the month. The woman refused, so the landladyoff the water and
electricity. The siege lasted a fortnight befdre tenant finally departed.
| was impressed by the landlady's uprightness @rattier and her
common sense. A widow (her husband had been raddey the
guerrillas), she managed by herself the farhdgienda. Her experience
of life had taught her the real distinctions betwgeod and evil.

Two years later | was living in Brazil. My domeasservant, Carlos,
then a boy of fourteen, told how one day he wagrngig home from
work, when he was summoned by a woman seated eithdsband in a
bar. The boy had never seen her in his life, betsized his arm and
vehemently accused him of committing immoral actithwthe
Americano,meaning me, although | am English. She and hebbdngs
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took him to theDelegacia de Menorgdlinors' Police). The boy's father
was summoned. The woman repeated her allegatidhs. father was
furious that a complete stranger should make sheiiges against his
son, and, though a poor man, he would hire a lawyaecessary. The
agenteswho belonged to the state police, not the Fedastitgy were
exasperated. A pastime of the Brazilians is taodane each other to the
authorities over the most trivial disagreementhe Police, who get paid
anyway, do not like having to waste their time ohofwing up wild and
malicious accusations. The woman, who was now regyathat she
pounded the desk, was herself arrested. She rechairdetention while
her husband went to the bank to withdraw sufficfentls to ransom her.
The police showed a sense of proportion. For ttteamain problem is
the endemic juvenile delinquency stemming from féreelas. In this
instance, a single boy's sex-life was of no impa#¢ato them. In
Britain, the matter would have been remorselesstyestigated
regardless of the cost to the taxpayer and in @diice.

(I wrote the above paragraph before my arrest byF#deral Police.
Unlike their provincial colleagues, thEederaleswere to have no
compunction in wasting their taxpayers' money om riinutiae of my
private life.)

The enormity of man-boy relationships is relative people's
preconceptions. Between those who continually adgitfor greater
legislative and police activity to destroy thesé&tienships and those
who openly lobby for such liaisons to be given lggatection, there is a
majority whose indifference to the matter resultaipractical, if not an
ideological, toleration.

While living in Brazil, | had a German friend whoaw a raving
heterosexual. His way of dealing with my young pamions was to
ignore them. He would come to my apartment to gadga geo-political
discussions. He could spend an hour dissectifgCathtury German
history or the sexuality of the adult female withewer acknowledging,
or being disturbed by, the presence of the smatiwb-skinned boys
playing around us.

When visiting Maceid, in the Brazilian state of §tms, | met a 13-
year-old boy and took him back to my cheap hotelrrthe port. We
were half way up the stairs, when the patron rakisd/oice in protest.
Menorescould not be invited to guests' rooms. When | deedy the
man started shouting and threatened to call thécepol The boy
suggested that we take a taxi to the red-lightidisind try to get a room
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in a castelo,what the French callanaison de passe.Four different
establishments refused us entry. At one placaitewoman at the desk
had given us the key, and we had already lockesebwes in the room,
when there was a violent hammering on the doore pioprietor had
discovered our presence and was enraged — his Wwaspectable” fuck-
hotel. His outbreak of virtue, however, did nodpsthim demanding
payment for the room. We ignored him and wentheadasteloup the
street, which was operated by a couple of Chinadie$. They handed
us a key and a towel with oriental impassivity, @odat last, well after
midnight, my friend and | were able to take advgataf the human right
to free association.

In the Far East, too, | have found hotels run bin€e to be hassle-
free. The remarkable commercial success of thenaSki around the
world is due to their ability to adapt to differiegltures and world-views
without absorbing any other values except their ave most important
of which is the making of money.

The Thais' phenomenal success in attracting foreigjtors is due to
the same strategy. The atmosphere of sexual talerbrings together
people from diverse cultures and backgroundshémtinibus taking me
from Bangkok to Pattaya were a couple of white Zineans and a
Saudi-Arabian. We all chatted amicably on the twox trip to Nirvana.
On a cruise to one of the islands across from thgaRCliff Hotel the
passengers were a party of' male Arabs (their ultvould not have
accustomed them to taking jaunts with the oppasete, an Australian
homosexual with appropriate escort, an AmericaneBtant pastor with
his Thai girlfriend, a respectable married couplghthalmologists from
Bombay, and an Englishman, namely myself, with fwleyear-old boys
in tow. On the island we shared a table for luraafd the conversation
was relaxed and jocular. Nobody interrogated adybelse about the
nature of his relationship.

| have since heard that a BBC documentary exploiteal tolerance
by portraying Pattaya as a den of iniquity. Thessmuence was a
crackdown by the police, who indiscriminately ralit@nocent tourists
out of bed in a desperate search for minors. TaesTshould beware, as
their country relies on tourism for a large partitsf foreign exchange
earnings. The abandoned and decrepit resorts ittehthe west coast
of Sri Lanka owe their devastation as much to opmastic police action
as the smoldering warfare in that beautiful landween Tamils and
Sinhalese.
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2. The Boy-Lover

Lake Toba lies in the mountains of Sumatra. Samsesn island in
the lake, twice as large as Singapore. It is iitbdlby the Batak people,
who, unlike most Indonesians, are Christians. Thpgak their own
language, and until the end of the last century there cannibals. The
Samosir Bataks, for most of their history, werdadted from the rest of
Sumatra. The population is divided into abouegft extended families.
Everyone knows what everyone else is doing. Gossfures absolute
social conformity. The society is rigidly patriaed. Now the island is
overrun with European tourists, mostly young cosipigho trudge
relentlessly around the countryside, to the amaremé the water-
buffaloes.

On Samosir | met a boy as he was walking home &dnool with his
friends. In this almost incestuous society, wheveryone has known
everybody else all his life, the boys have an isgéetlesire to establish an
outside relationhip. My young friend held my haailtlthe way to his
home, where he introduced me to his mother, oldders, and small
brothers. His father was dead. Our friendship alasost a love affair.
Defying harassment from the hotel flunkeys, the bmyld come daily
to visit me, so happy that he would keep clutchimgarm or squeezing
my knee when we were seated together. Severas fimas the honored
guest at his home. His mother was delighted with relationship. |
bought new sarongs for her and her daughters,edaind schoolbooks
for her sons. The household, which had been sigrbhegan to eat
again. When | was visiting, the little brothersuhbsit either side of me
and hold my arms as if they feared | might suddehdypart. The
neighbors observed all this domestic happinessdahaot approve. |
found myself the object of leering remarks fromesldnen and youths.
In a destitute patriarchal society, these mascuéigabouts did not like
to be left out of things; they felt that they couddpropriate me for
themselves. When they were given the cold shouttley lurked and
plotted. The boy became more furtive, less at gas®/ company.

The blow fell one morning when | was still in bed.police corporal
and an old man entered the room. The corporalespokie English. He
introduced the man as my friend's uncle. Althouglad never heard of
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this man, he had charged me with having sex wishnephew. When |
protested my innocence, the corporal sent a calledg fetch the boy
from school. My friend, frightened, guileless, andawe of his elders,
confirmed the truth of the accusation. After tloy lhad been led away,
the corporal said that he had been ordered tortakéo Ambarita Police
Station. The sentence for what | had done woultiveeyears in prison.
| dressed quickly, brushed my teeth, and said | veasly to go. My
escort, however, remained seated. | asked if lddake a book with me.
The request was granted. Thinking of the five geéavould have to read
it, | selected Michael Holroyd's biography of LyttdStrachey. The
corporal looked at the book, studied the photoggsapbked me who was
Lytton Strachey. It occurred to me that he wasbdehtely delaying my
departure, so | inquired of the uncle if there wagthing that | could do
which would persuade him to withdraw the charge.thie negotiations
that followed | tried to put up a front, but in tead | accepted the man's
price, US$ 250. The policeman said, “Now you aeef This matter is
no longer of any concern to you.” The uncle séichope you come
back next year.” At that point, the owner of thatdh came in. “Nothing
like this has ever happened here before,” he t@dsatentatiously. “You
must leave immediately. | did not tell you, butvhs a major in the
Army, and | don't like that sort of thing.” On theunch to the mainland
the boat-boy kept saying loudly, “Homsex, homsex.”

After five hours in a bus, | arrived in Medan, waérchecked into the
best hotel in town. | poured myself a large whisk&d thought about
what had happened. | had lost a friendship, |heeh humiliated, but |
felt elated. | realized that | had passed throtigh whole dreadful
experience without feeling any guilt or shamehdtl never occurred to
me that my friendship with the boy was wrong, angew others had
destroyed it and had justified their predatory @i by gesticulating at
my heinous crime, | could only think them fools dmgpocrites. The
moral superiority | had felt was mine had given the strength to
remain calm and diplomatic throughout the ordedlhad lost two-
hundred-and-fifty bucks, but the uncle had losttilist and confidence
of his nephew. The boy had been humiliated by anb@s of his own
family, who should have protected his dignity aeg@utation. The boy
had lost a lifeline to the future. | was free. eTilext morning | flew to
Singapore, withdrew my funds from the bank, anchtbentinued on to
Sri Lanka.

Several years later | was in Zamboanga City, inRhiippines. Near
the docks | had met a street boy. He was thiregghthought he was a
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Muslim. He had that look of “need”, of an ineffablearning, which so
appealed to Michael Davidsaisome Boys).We went for picnics at
Bulong Beach and swam in the fresh water poolsasoRanca Park. |
asked him why he did not live with his mother aredrbplied that she
was too poor to feed him. One evening we wererftasupper at the
night market called Puericulture (a defunct boysb Suddenly we
were surrounded by policemen armed with assaiésriflt appeared that
someone had complained about us keeping eachsotioanpany.

We were taken to the police station. While the b@g being hit in
the face and stomach to force him to denounce nsat Ibefore the
investigadorand chatted calmly. When a policeman stuck hislvev in
the boy's mouth, | protested, and theestigadortold the thug to desist.
The latter glared at me and said, “You know whatinvéhe Philippines
do with people like you? We cut their penises”offifter some hours
theinvestigadora mild-mannered man with the slightly distressedfi
an elderly school teacher, told me | was free to ¢t said there was
insufficient evidence against me. | would not leparted to the
Department of Immigration and Deportation. He dad ask for money,
but detailed two policemen to escort me back tohwtgl. These | feted
with San Miguel beer anéchon(suckling pig).

| did not know what had happened to the boy, baitiaxt morning he
appeared at my bedroom door. | would not let liipbeing too nervous.
“It's finished,” | said. A look of such misery caroger his face that | put
my arm around his shoulder and he burst into telalsd bought a ticket
to fly to Manila on the following day, but for thast night in Zamboanga
| changed to another, more secluded hotel, asltamat turn away this
boy's plea for love. He was at that age when #witgls have of a
sudden swelled with puberty whereas the body etithains supple,
boyish, and smooth. For all their bullying, thehmuities had failed to
crush our united will; our lovemaking was in itsalsacrament of liberty.

Convinced as | was that loving boys was morallytiig had been
given the strength to bear persecution. Guilt haidtouched me. Like
an agent paratrooped behind enemy lines, the b@r-lmust continue to
believe in his cause, even though he be caughtirdedogated. He
should respect, not repress, his instinctive eesrgand as a healthier
person he will be better able to serve his fellamnan beings. | do not
mean that he should “come out”, for such a coumeédcbe disastrous,
but that, being aware of his nature, he will betdreaible to judge his
behavior and how it affects others. He can assieestively the degree
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of covertness necessary to protect a relationstithput being obsessed
with secrecy and the fear of discovery.

The process of self-knowledge, which leads to astithat are both
beneficial to the individual and to society, begwith the recognition of
the need for values. Moral action involves deeliklwvare in the service
of ends that are considered valuable in themselvWésas an act of
intuitive knowledge, a man has discovered beauthénbeings of young
boys, and realizes that to delight in this lovedmés for him the Supreme
Good, he will seek to understand his ideal throalgkerving boys and,
by service to them, becoming of their company. KBpwing himself,
the lover will gain insight into what really matseto him, and be
strengthened by the knowledge of an ultimate truth.

He should realize that the opinion or prejudiceotters is of no
consequence to the veracity of his own experieride justification for
that experience is self-evident in the existencbéafs themselves, and
cannot be undermined by negative assertions congefiguilt” and
“betrayal of trust”. The only, and necessary, ficaltion to be taken
into account when judging the inherent goodnessuanieersal validity
of the love of boys is that their interests andirdssbe held to be
paramount. As | shall discuss in the following ufes, the benefit to
boys so beloved could be fundamental and immealsyrabit could be
no more than a free lunch, although for many thatilds be sufficient in
the scheme of their carefree lives.

When judging the goodness of his action, the beg@bserves the
facts of themselves; he does not need to comparadtions with the
traditional notions of morality unthinkingly accegt by the mass of
society. His love will manifest itself in rationatts which take account
of the reality he has objectively, even scientificaobserved, the reality
that boys by their very natures demand and drathém the advocacy
and the passion of men. Such acts do not exisibuittheir object, the
interests of the boy. If the love of a boy furthéis interests, then it is
right, however much it may be pronounced as injigiby those who
have not so loved that boy. When parents or thiosties step in to
break up a paedophile relationship they never dendirst whether the
boy would like the friendship to continue. His andg interests as a
human being are sacrificed to conformity with ansitory social
convention. To have destroyed a consensual refdtip out of prejudice
is to have inflicted profound humiliation on a yguperson, and to have
perpetrated an outrage against the liberty of pivét.s

The boy-lover is he who has followed one of therses which
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evolution has set out for mankind. There is nocibepsychological
“type”. Where Ms. Kraizer tries to classify paetidps she merely adds
to her list of errors. She describes them as Ilgabieen themselves
“abused” as children, and, for some unaccountaddsan, this compels
them to abuse others, as if they were victims wfras. She adds that
paedophiles are people who need to have a semsavef and control in
their relationships. This latter assertion is pteminism. Feminists
seem unable to look at love or sexual relationsepixin terms of a
power-play. In fact, paedophile relations resteaguality and mutual
respect. The boy has exercised free choice inpéingethe friendship of
an adult. The man has no power, in a coerciveesansatsoever. The
boy is free to come and go; he can rat on his ldves feels mistreated,
and rarely does he depend on him for his sustenaBog-lovers have
very different personalities, and they have differgpsychological
histories. They do not suffer from any peculiarntaé disease or
emotional deformation. Every now and then childfesually girls) are
raped and murdered by psychopaths, but so are fetdtles. Jack the
Ripper never succeeded in making adult heterosexuefcourse an
offense in law, in spite of the barbarity of hignmes. No one can
identify a boy-lover in a crowd. So profoundlytise love of children
established in the human spirit that it affectsrgvedy. The boy-lover is
merely someone who has had the courage and thigy aérvision to
enrich his being by drinking at that grail whichtii@ has proffered.

It has been said that paedophiles are emotionadigdquate people
who are incapable of sustaining an adult relatigmsfrhe same could be
said about people who like dogs.

During the months that | resided in EsS&ouira, iorddco, |
developed several friendships there with other ifmers who were
homosexuals or boy-lovers. | had come to that sgualmost by
accident. After leaving my job in El Salvadorhiéad been my plan to
spend a year in lItaly, sharing a house with an iBndiriend in the
Abruzzi mountains. Unfortunately, we found that @auld not co-exist
under the same roof, but not before | had lent &ilarge portion of the
money | had put aside for my year's sojourn. \iighfunds drastically
reduced, | realized | could not afford to stay taly, or, indeed, in
Europe. | had to reach a country which was chedjye in, but not too
far away. In Rome | bought a guidebook to the Malglcountries. At
that time, my only experience with boys had beeklisalvador, but in
many books and articles | had read of the tradifigederastic traditions
of the Moors. It was with a feeling of anticipatithat | boarded an Air

25



Maroc flight to Casablanca.

| had chosen to go on to EsSéaouira because it wash town on the
coast, picturesque, and supplied with economicatgd to stay. My
guidebook had also mentioned that boys met onéeabus station to
take one's bags to the hotel. To my dismay, #ftersix-hour trip from
Casablanca, | was greeted not by boys but by old with carts. My
baggage was loaded, exorbitant tips were demarashetl] was escorted
to a dismal hotel. Several times in my life | haagen my plans fall
about me, and have ended up in a hotel room innknawn place. |
look at the walls and wonder what | am going tongitn myself, with my
life. Whatever is decided in that room will altay destiny. It is like a
return to the womb.

For several days | strolled about the town, enjgytime exotic bustle
of the streets. No one spoke to me except somaci@ps-looking
youths whose unwanted company | shunned. CertHielyounger boys
did not give me a glance, except to say, “Donnek-oro dirham.”
Moroccans, once accustomed to lives of plunder amdgder, had
become a nation of beggars, | mused. One eveainipe point that |
had given up hope, | was strolling on the esplanglden an adolescent
boy approached me. He offered me a card. It Hweaddress of the
Hotel Atlantique. The boy was solicitous that losll dine there.
Lobster was thelat du jour. There was also anothetrangerwhom |
could meet. My young guide led me through the ovarstreets to the
old, and somewhat mysterious, hotel. The only dwas the said
etranger,a tall, impressive-looking American in his middieays. We sat
at different tables, but soon fell into conversatio

“Are you here for the same reason as | am?” hedaske

“Yes, the lobster is excellent,” | replied with aimp English
correctness.

“No, | don't mean that. Are you looking for boysEsSaouira?”

“Well... er... | suppose so, yes, but | haven't aret yet.”

“What about him?” He pointed at my adolescent camnign.

“We haven't been introduced yet,” | said, blushing.

“Chain 'em to the bed!” He spoke rapid Frenchhi® boy, and, lo, |
had been fixed up with my first young Moroccanride | am grateful to
this man for embarrassing me into ridding myselfno§ traditional
reserve, the bane of the English gentleman, amdgetting on with the
business of life. Once, to give another exampkewere returning from
a walk to the village of Diabet. On the path we méoy of fourteen or
fifteen. The boy knew my companion and smiled blypa We were
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introduced. My French was very bad, and silenlie fe

“Will he do?” the American asked me.

“Yes, | suppose so,” and | turned to the boy antbled out some
instructions about meeting me at my hotel on therovo

“Why wait?” said the American. “You take him intiee bushes, and
we'll meet for dinner later,” and off he strode #rds the white walls of
EsSéaouira.

| was left alone in théled with the boy. | put my woollen pullover
on the ground. | was awkward because | did notwkmdhat | was
expected to do. The boy's cock was quite big aredthinly did not want
to be fucked. We embraced in the sand. | enjdlgectontrast between
my white, bloated, out-of-shape body and the duslgpleness of his
torso and flexing buttocks. | sucked him for alert@ind then helped him
to jerk himself off onto my chest. | did not comueall, but nevertheless |
was exhilarated. A week before | would never hawagined that |
would have had the nerve to drag a completely uwknboy into the
bushes and perform such gross indecencies.

The American's story was bizarre. Lansing had mafgbrtant posts
in the C.ILA. and had, through most of his carbegn happily married.
After retiring from “the Agency”, he and his wifeatt run a resort hotel
in Florida. As he aged, he gradually realized thatwas profoundly
bored, and was passionately fond of adolescent bblgsmade a wrong
turning by deciding he must be “gay”, and he pluhgénself into the
world of homo bars, pick-up joints, shabby hotedms, and nocturnal
cruising which Miami provided. After his divorcee hmoved to San
Francisco, as he thought that that was where peliehim were
supposed to go to find happiness. He was nevee tooely in his life.
Eventually, following Truman Capote's famous dictum cleaned out
his bank account and fled to Morocco. He had direlaeen in that
country a year when | met him in the dining room tbé Hotel
Atlantique, EsSéouira. By the time | had finisheg lobster |1 had
learned the central facts of his life. It was omly traveling alone
through the cities of the Moors that he had disoed¢hat what he really
yearned for was the adolescent boy, the boy wheptoe extent, could
fill the part of an eternal son.

Another of the foreigners | knew in Morocco wasedired British
Army captain. He, too, had been married and hgtban-up daughter,
but by the time he had emerged from adolescenceaberealized his
inner identity was defined by his secret desireldoys of fourteen or
fifteen. He had received a half of his pensiormaspital sum, and had
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squandered it at the races. On the income fronother half he now
resided in Morocco. If his money ran out, whicHrdaquently did, he
would sign bad checks or cadge cash from “sucKées"myself. | once
supported him for a month. We traveled from Tasnidto Sidi Ifni,

staying in the cheapest hotels and eating breaggetmes, and tinned
tuna fish to economize.

He had joined the Army as a private at the ageigiiteen. It was
1942, and he was posted to North Africa. Afterithasion of Sicily, he
took the credit for liberating Taormina. His platowas lavishly feted by
the mayor and his council. When guarding Germaisopers, he
discovered many of them were not out of their tedde was stunned by
the beauty of some. He wanted to caress theiregafcir, and he cared
for these hapless boys as best he could. WoumdBdrmandy, he was
transferred to a training camp in Scotland. Famfrresenting such a
fate, he delighted in the opportunity of being agai close proximity to
teenagers. Accustomed to life in the Army, he edtiagn after the war
and received a commission. After serving in MaJdy@awas seconded to
the Trucial States, where he was brought into @bréth young Arab
soldiers. Learning Arabic at the famous languadsl the British then
maintained in Beirut, he became cognizant, throtighpoetry of Abu
Nowas, of the traditional pederasty of the Arabldioand he reveled in
the involved and delicate wooing of Arabian boyslast saw him in
Marrakesh, in front of the Cafe de la Renaissanagas not particularly
pleased to see him, as | had lent him 150 poundeho him return to
England. It was apparent, instead, that he hadrblthe money to
extend his stay in Morocco. He had given me a-gattd check by
which | was to be repaid. Six months later | aredlit to my account. It
bounced.

In a guest house in Guatemala | met an Englishnteosg profession
was that of radio operator in the merchant mariiiée had engaged in
conversation, as he had traveled extensively ifrdreEast. At that time,
| had never been to The Philippines and was chhoutavisiting the
country due to the many negative reports aboutrariarrests of boy-
lovers. | dropped the name of Pagsanjan and desedvthat the man,
David, had been there the year before. | mumbdedeshing about the
supposed beauty of the waterfalls in order to caho®y real interests.
David said that he had felt uncomfortable therandphis four-day visit.
He mentioned that the town had been disturbed bgedpphile
operations”. From his use of such a phrase | pnesiuthe man to be a
normal, upstanding sailor whose heterosexual néeds been amply
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catered for by the multitude of whores for whichsMAquino's country
is famous. David had twice been back to The Rtiiligs at his own
expense. | asked him what it was that he so mikgd labout the
country. He replied that he liked the hospitabfythe people. He was
often invited into the homes of simple folk and mad feel a part of
their families. It was a sensitive, interesting\aar.

The next day David came in from the street with tvays, about 12
years old, in tow. He took them directly to his mycclosed the door and
did not emerge for a long time. That evening ited him to share some
of my whiskey with me and returned to the subjddPagsanjan, asking
whether there were other places in The Philippmwesre paedophiles
had been conducting operations. | tried not toeapfoo interested.
Then two 10-year-old boys, who were used to drappwy about dinner-
time, entered the guest house. They embraced ailengia big show of
kissing my cheeks. | blushed, for | stood revealkdtle boys are not
normally so affectionate towards strange adult maieless they have
received some encouragement. The incident brokeresgrve with
David and our conversation became easier. He taththat he accepted
invitations to Filipino homes so he could be clégethe children. At
thirty years of age, however, he had not yet emdjagesexual activity
with a boy. He did not disapprove of such intimatyvas just that he
had not had the courage to initiate it. A few diager | left for Europe,
but | learned by mail that he had finally taken thenge and rented a
house to facilitate his developing life-style.

Based as it is upon the nurture and cherishingp@fybung, the love
of boys brings out the best in a man's naturecolild be that his very
goodness, exemplified by his caring for others, Idoincline him
towards paedophilia. In this sense, child-love satural expression of
virtue. Whereas the self-appointed moralists aoiitigians of the age
hope to attract public acclaim by verbal and leggfjression against
paedophiles and, in consequence, against the paiésdyoung lovers,
the man who desires children behaves towards thearselfless manner.
A cynic might assume that the pervert's show ofsid@ration for his
love-object is merely a preliminary to getting they's pants off. Such
an attitude reveals a trivial, exploitational viesf sex. To care for
children is not just to provide the necessitiesfadd, clothing, and
health, but also to hold significant their affeatib sexual needs. How
many a new boy at a boarding school has been atyuothed and
fed but nevertheless has been almost suicidallgnalide due to the lack
of any kindness shown to him?
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| am impressed by the saintliness of boy-loverstheir conversation
there is little of the verbal coarseness of theefostexual, who prides
himself upon the conquest of adult females. Dathd, radio operator,
emanated a gentleness surely rare in the societfipboard life. Other
boy-lovers, men who have served their country im aragovernment,
manifest a decency and personal modesty uncommongithose who
ogle the female form. No better than the ThirdcReis that society
which savages men such as these.
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3. The Boy

In order to write this book without being disturbbyg importunate
boys, | left Brazil and took lodgings in a Portugeecoastal village.
After doing a little work in the middle of the ddyvould walk down to
the quay for a plate of clams and a jug of winen d@casion, the local
police chief, his wife and two sons would also baching there. The
youngest of his offspring, a child of about sixyveleped a habit of
sitting at my table. He would put his hand on mgé and stare while |
ate, drank, or read a book. | neither encourageddiscouraged this
behavior. Within a few minutes his mother would &&m to her side,
but, after a while, he would return. The closau8oy of a very young
child is disconcerting. One feels that one is ggudged. To mask my
embarrassment | once offered him a clam. He sdizlkk a trophy,
rushed to his mother, and waved it under her nasef this were a
symbolic vindication of his attachment to me. Thether, like a true
Adlerian, finally tried another tactic to removarhfrom my presence.
She sent her elder son with a bag of toys, whickHwved to his little
brother. He asked him if he would like to come @taly with them in
the sand, and off they went. That broke the habite problem, if it was
that, was resolved.

This small boy had shown that he had a mind ofdvis. His
behavior indicated that he was no mere excrescafingarental flesh, but
as a separate individual would associate with wherwished. In all the
talk about “minors” and “victims” of “sexual ass#ult is forgotten that
the boy is a person who exists in his own righthalgh in law he is at
his parents' disposal.

In 1980 a 12-year-old Ukrainian immigrant to theitdd States
refused to return with his homesick parents to So@iet Union. He
“defected”. A lengthy court case lasting seveedng eventually settled
the matter in the boy's favor. It was notable ttet American Civil
Liberties Union provided legal aid to the parergsduse this supposedly
liberal organization regarded the child as his piatgrivate property. It
was unfortunate that the final ruling could only tn@de after the boy
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had reached the age of majority, otherwise an itapbiprecedent in the
establishment of children's rights would have bsstn

Without boys there would not be boy-lovers. Whatelsvs are
passed against boy-love, however many of their tathignds are
imprisoned, it will always exist because boys, tgirt very nature, would
have it so. Even Ms. Kraizer recognizes that chitdnave a natural right
to dispose of their own bodies as they wish:

Children can and should speak up for themselvehey T
definitely have something to say about what happerisem.

(page 15)

Children are capable of making judgments — thathsy
can consider the alternatives and make decisions fo
themselves. (page 15)

Children have very clear ideas about what they kel
what they don't like... They discover that thesd'yes” and
there is “no”. (page 17)

Children learn they have control over what hapgertheir
body when we teach them, and when we show thenowar
behavior, that their body does indeed belong tonthgpage
46)

Ms. Kraizer grants such sweeping liberties to ebilddbecause she
believes that children do not enjoy “sexual abuseoesn't seem to
occur that they might enjoy sex without the abuse.

Rudolph Dreikurs, the American continuator of therkvof Alfred
Adler, argued vehemently in hidappy Childrenthat in the modern
world children, although the responsibility of adulshould be treated as
equals, as human beings in their own right. Heneded the ability to
respect the child as essential for the health@ttmmunity:

Each child has his own creativity; each child resfsoor
reacts to what he encounters in his life. Eaclddias his own
individual hand in the shaping of his personality.

This “progressive” philosophy of bringing up chidr has been
largely absorbed into modern Western culture, hautriously and
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inconsistently, it does not apply to sexual libertffhe whole noble
structure wobbles when the topic of sex is intredlic An attempt has
been made to isolate this rogue element by theeimehtation of “sex
education” in schools. Unlike biology or chemistriasses, in sex
education practical demonstration, surely the leay to teach the
subject, is prohibited, thus rendering the entegpriirtually useless. To
be useful and truly informative, however, is noe thurpose of sex
education. In classrooms, rather than bedroomisl simppressed giggles
and the occasional horse-laugh, children revievisblr colored charts,
so grisly in their detail that, if he had gazed mploem, Don Juan would
have at once disentangled himself from his latestjuest and rushed to
take refuge in the nearest monastery. After tlgeinfrontation with
spermatozoa, ovulation, fallopian tubes, and téstose, it is hoped the
children will banish the subject of sex from theaw sanitized minds. A
far more effective way for children to be introddcto sex, and to
develop a mature attitude to it, would be to leinthexplore each other's
bodies in a guilt-free environment, and for aduwko actually like
children to lend guidance and knowledge by meansindfvidual
counseling sessions.

For there is no question that sex is of supremeitapce to children.
It is my pet theory (I beg the reader's indulgerib@}, in the course of
human evolution, young boys developed their pettobus, chiselled
chins, lovebow lips, and saucy, long-lashed glarinesrder to attract
men sexually. Male monkeys and apes are temptetulipcks, not
breasts. It is interesting that pre-pubertal bayst girls, have the
physiological feature of these curvaceous moundege (zoologist
Desmond Morris has put forward the theory that atluiman females
have developed large breasts, since the specied stect, in order to
simulate the formerly prominent buttocks). By ass\g the female role
the young boy ensured that he would not be seenchallenge or threat
to a dominant adult male. Moreover, he would ha@aned the
protection of the adult and the use of him as ataresind role model.
These advantages would have been of great asgdtatite struggle for
survival.

In matters of sex there is no firm line to be dravatween the pre-
pubertal boy and the adolescent. A decade agalkied into a bookshop
on the Charing Cross Road. It specialised in Greaoed Hellenic
culture. There | discovered J. Z. Eglinto@eeek Lovea work at that
time unknown to me. | read it with passionaterdite. It recounted
earnestly and in scholarly fashion many of theifjgations for boy-love
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that had half-formed in my own mind. To my greeagppointment, the
author flatly stated that boys under fourteen wkre immature to
appreciate a sexual relationship with a man. Adl benefits which he
had claimed for such a union were reserved foremtents alone.

Sigmund Freud, on the other hand, was adamantctiilaren were
sexual beings from birth:

As a matter of fact, the new-born infant brings usdity
with it into the world; certain sexual sensatiortterzd its
development while at the breast and during earfidicbod,
and only very few children would seem to escapeeskimd of
sexual activity and sexual experiences before puber The
reader (of his Drei Abhandlungen zur Sexualtheosid)learn
that the specific organs of reproduction are nat tnly
portions of the body which are a source of pleddara
sensations, and that Nature has stringently ordathat even
stimulation of the genitals cannot be avoided durirfancy....
Puberty merely brings about attainment of the s&tgehich
the genitals acquire supremacy among all the zandsources
of pleasure.... On the other hand, the child isabse long
before puberty of' most of the mental manifestation love,
for example, tenderness, devotion, and jealoudyenCnough
the connection between these mental manifestagmas the
physical sensation of sexual excitation is so ctbaéthe child
cannot be in doubt about the relation betweenwle tTo put
it briefly, the child is long before puberty a bgicapable of
mature love, lacking only the ability for reprodoct, and it
may be definitely asserted that the mystery (abex} which is
set up withholds him only from intellectual compeelion of
achievements for which he is psychically and phalbic
prepared.

— (Open letter to Dr. M. Furst, 1907, translated tayB. M.

Herford)

| have quoted this passage at length because nissé® me to be
defmitive. Children are ready for sex at infaneyd aneed it for proper
development. The passage puts an end to the dabatg at what age
the child should be introduced to sex. The intotiden should start at
birth. The Roman historian Suetonius accused thedtor Tiberius of
taking advantage of the oral instincts of babiepleasure himself. Far

34



from being a monster of vice, the Emperor can herseen, in the light
of Freud's research, to have been assisting iphisical and psychical

development of infants. When they are free to dochildren do act

sexually on their own initiative. They do not hawebe lured into such

activity by the wiles of scheming perverts, or bdbwith ice-cream.

Suetonius, however, revelled in making the kind upicorroborated

charges which would, in a later but no more cietisage, have earned
him a job on The News of the World or The NatioBabuirer.

At Omoa, a small fishing port in Honduras, | meea-year-old boy
who hung around the beach comedores to pick up simahge from the
bourgeois day-trippers from San Pedro Sula. It&vhim for a meal.
He talked incessantly, even if nobody was listening shut up only
when he was sucking his thumb. We became frieadly he used to
visit me at my primitive hospedaje. Sex occurredhanatter of course.
During these sessions he did not utter a squeake Wiis breathing
slowed to a measured, intense rhythm. On occdmonould lie beside
me while | read, sucking his thumb as if in a teanéie seemed to enjoy
so profound a reverie by this practice that | @tehim my cock instead.
Without the slightest hesitation, he laid off hisildish behaviour and
gratefully enfolded the alternative with his ligsicking the vascular staff
embedded in his face with the deep contentmentlfle at the breast.
It was apparent that the oral transition from thfantile to the sexual
was completely natural.

The self-evident happiness which this boy showednyn company
drew the attention of his colleagues, who wouldeadde before
breakfast outside the hospedaje and await me hsvédre Louis XIV
appearing for the Grande Levee. These boys peefaw follow me
around all day to selling the local delicacies fritva baskets with which
their mothers had entrusted them. The money | dvgiNe them for
their embraces was hardly so lavish that one caddume their
affections were motivated by commerce or by grewticed from the
traffic of their young bodies. Gentle, calm, anthffected in manner
was the pie-boy, who had soft, curled brown hail green eyes, and
was adorned with a doughy bottom matched only bgt thf his
companion, the doughnut boy, whose impish, knowsamgirk was
crowned by sandy, ivy-wild locks.

Successful in winning first place in my affectiomas Alex. | had
been swimming by the dock when this 12-year-old dagd into the
sea, surfacing beside me. At first | was reluctardccept his advances,
as my cornucopia of boys was replete, but in thsuieiy days his
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persistence made me yield to temptation. Unlilerhials, he did not
have to go home in the evenings, as he campedeoshtbre with the
fishermen. For a little food he helped them whbit chores. Now he
was free to sleep with me. When | climbed into bedwould entwine
himself around me, pressing his face into my bre&&tvoured by him
was the caress of my tongue upon his anal fisshike wn thesoixante-

neufposition, | spread his pulpy thighs as might af aress a chicken
for roasting. "Yo ti quero, yo ti quero," he refmghin the throes of my
ministrations.

At the port of Acajutla in El Salvador, | used tays at the Hotel
Miramar. From its terrace, during cocktail hougauld view the sun's
blaze as it slipped towards the Pacific horizome @vening | noticed a
boy, naked, revelling with the great rollers asytlieundered on the
beach below. Fearless, he flung his small body&the fall and thunder
of the foam.

| waved to him, and shortly, to my astonishmentappeared beside
me, agleam and grinning. There seemed to be mpthaould do but to
offer him a shower in my room. He was eight yeaslcsand his name
was Xavier. | was amazed that a child so smallcctake as blithely to
sex as to the waves, his little body passing wéseefrom the marine to
the carnal medium. His size and suppleness asdistecomplexity of
our intimacies. | could hold him upside down bg thips so that, while |
tasted of his smooth-seamed interstices, his mofighed haven to my
member. Without disgust or surprise he receiveal fihal libation,
letting the lustral secretions lave cheeks and lips

In this case, the boy was not coaxed, cajoledebritr threatened to
gratify a man's desire; rather his actions cointidestinctively with
mime, as when joyous children dance spontaneowslsnt unknown
choreography, and in their new-found paces celelaatife.

In Belize | visited a town near the Guatemalan bordhich was
inhabited by Mayan Indians. Having been histolycaubjects of the
Spanish Empire, they are Roman Catholic by faitd bhave Spanish
names, but do not speak Spanish. The childrem leame English at
school. After putting up with the boisterousnetsthe negro boys on the
coast, it was a delight to meet the almost demuaigavl youngsters.

One afternoon, while | swam in a jungle pool, augr@f boys like
fauns came to bathe. Without embarrassment thrggpstl and dived
into the limpid waters. One of them, Felicianoswaore forward. He
cried, "Chase me!" and | lumbered after him throtigl undergrowth.
When | was just about to grab him he climbed a. tride laughed down
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at me while | gazed up reverently at his nicelynéar buttocks and
smooth divide.

In the evening Feliciano came to my room at thesgpheuse and lay
down beside me on the bed. | found myself cargskis young chest
and nipples, having rolled his T-shirt up to hisnch He whispered,
"Would you like to do it in my botty?" | was chaech by the quaint
English of his anatomical reference, and assewotédstsuggestion. | did
not take him literally, but anointed him betweem thighs, the while
meditating on the sculpted contrast of muscledechind buttocks orbed
in beauty. | gave him some money for the purcleisehool books. On
two later occasions he slipped into my room anci@d me to undress
as he rolled his trousers down to his ankles. HEaohhe asked for more
money than on the previous occasion. | gave hirtg tantalised by the
phenomenon of a 12-year-old boy with long blackr lzaid delicately
curved lips playing the whore. He deserved to é&warded for his
impudent salacity.

Feliciano had unwittingly followed the preceptsdlalown by Ms.
Kraizer: he had spoken up and decided for himéeldl clear ideas of
what he liked, and had shown with masterful confaethat his body
did indeed belong to him.

In Malacca, in Peninsular Malaysia, | became freemith boys from
the kampong Portuguis This Eurasian community is a relic of the
Portuguese trading empire overthrown by the Dutcthé 17 Century.
The members of the community speak a "patois” wigca mixture of
Portuguese and Malay. | speak some Portuguesé fiound it easier to
talk to the boys in English. Unlike the tightlyrtoolled young of the
exclusive Chinese and Indian communities, theses lad a liberty of
action and an energy level which reminded me ozilams. They were
not cowed by parental or social prejudices. Ome-yiear-old liked to
take baths with me at my hotel. On my last eveiingalacca (I was to
go to Singapore the next day) he asked if he cstalg for the night. He
dismissed my doubts about whether his parents wallddv it, so 1
asked his friends, on their return to tkempong to tell them that their
son would be sleeping at the hotel. Some houes the boy and | were
lying naked on the bed, watching a video film, whieeare was a sharp
knocking on the door. The boy hid behind a curt@n | threw his
clothes after him. With a towel around my waistpened the door. A
man, who looked rather like Charles Bronson, edtere

"Where's my son?" he asked.

"What's his name?" | said, trying to gain time fioy friend to put his
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clothes on. The man was indeed the boy's fathed @alled to his son
to emerge. Fortunately, the child had got intoshisrts.

"Why was he behind the curtain?” the father aslexdmpptorily.

"He was afraid. He did not know it was you."

The man muttered something which | did not undedstaut | caught
the dread word "police”. | put on an effusivelyhiga front. 1 asked him
to sit down and offered him a drink, which he refds Airily | said that
everything had been above board, that it was ér &, who had sent
word to him as to the whereabouts of his son. dl@psed for the
inconvenience caused by his having to come outas® &t night. |
opened my wallet and gave him a sum well in exadsthe taxi fare
which was its ostensible purpose. The father aedejhe settlement and
led his son, who was speechless and literally sigaia terror, off to his
doom. What had been significant was that the bogtrhave known his
father would disapprove of his staying the nightanhotel with a
stranger, but nevertheless he was prepared taariskalloping”, as he
would have put it, in order to sleep in the arma ofian.

In Brazil | was to befriend a 10-year-old boy, mekned Bambino,
who insisted on sleeping with me. When his mottene to my house
he told her to get out and not come back. He g smooth skin and
almost purred when it was caressed. He used te wak up in the
morning and joyfully announce that it was tiea por amor.

This desire is neither unnatural nor perverse udkrm his Analysis of
a Phobia in a Five-Year-Old Boy (1909), argued thatre is no such
thing as a separate homosexual instinct in childben that boys are
likely to express themselves homosexually asttiésmale genitalia with
which they are most familiar.

Although an adult may initiate the sexual encoumtgh a child, this
does not invalidate the genuineness or the qualitythe child's
experience. It is not so much that the paedopi@l®erts or instructs in
vice an otherwise asexual being, it is that theltadreates a free
environment which the child exploits in the exptaa of his own
sexuality. It is not that the paedophile is an tomally immature adult,
but that he is able to relate to the child as & thtter were his peer.
Some children are "babyish", but this is often rmtagem to gain the
attention of neurotic parents. Most kids like totheated by adults with
the same respect which adults accord each otheoimal life. By
giving that respect it is only natural that the ghgehile finds himself
selected by children as their companion. Often dhly “initiative”
which the paedophile takes to win the affectiormaahild is to treat him
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with the decency which should be granted to anyadrulreing.

Sometimes | have seen boys disappointed if | aninbetested in sex
when they come to visit me. My apartment wouldh®eonly place they
had where there was the opportunity for sexualesgon. In Brazil, if |
were not available to lead the class, as it wlepbys would often have
it off with each other. | was once summoned to Imegroom by two
boys who were insistent that | watch them experimeith different
positions of intercourse. | gazed upon their davlies (one boy was 12,
the other 13) twining about each other, alternatwith active and
passive roles. Compared to what these boys wearg do each other,
my own "assaults" upon them were as respectabldaas Fonda's
aerobics.

Once awakened to his own sexuality, the boy wikwfbe zestful in
exploiting opportunities for erotic play. The fiigof his liberated spirit
draws the body with it.

I had first met Cisco in San Salvador, El Salvaddren he was eight
years old. | was interested in his elder brotfieni, and hardly gave the
boy a glance. Four years later | met him agaid,\aas captivated. Toni
was still my best friend (indeed, | had contributedards rearing him),
but, at sixteen, he was now over the hill physycal far as my erotic
responses were concerned. (Toni himself was gugtiswathe through
the girls of hisbarrio. People criticise boy-lovers for "discarding" ithe
boys when they get too old. The point is thatddelescent himself is
what the word implies, someone growing into adwtho He no longer
requires the amount of physical attention that Bnaloys like, rather he
is now the one giving the attention, usually tdsgjr Cisco, on the other
hand, was in his prime. In the meantime, whilenfivin the port of
Acajutla, he had met a German sailor. He adorisdntian, pined for his
return, and kept his photograph. | asked if tHati@ship had been
sexual, and he denied it was so. Yet Hans, thershad already come
back twice to El Salvador on his own account to Geo, and it was
also evident that Cisco had learned some trickedh This boy was one
of the best lovers | have ever met. He would bgsesinuousness of his
12-year-old body to full effect. He seemed to hay@imal yearning for
my own flabby frame. We would swim together in tloeg-spaced
Pacific rollers, he clasping my neck and twining leigs around my hips.
As we were rocked gently by the ocean, the boyhe@dor my cock and
endeavoured to impale himself upon it. On one sioca at my hotel in
San Salvador, just before | left for Panama, hetwewn on his knees in
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the shower and begged for sex, sucking at my dsriitaorder to arouse
me.

| was also sexually assaulted by a small boy itelyat He was about
ten years old, and was a complete waif. When Ihimatin the street, his
shirt consisted of two pieces of cloth joined tbgetby a safety pin. In
order to get him into the hotel | had to outfit hifthe investment paid
off, for once we were in the shower the boy claspedhungrily. His
head hardly came up to my navel, and when my mefgan to rise he
seized it as if it were an ice-cream cone and glitdi@to his mouth.

In Salvador da Bahia, Brazil, | would frequent atkl the Cantina da
Lua in the historic square which is bounded ondhsigles by baroque
facades. As | sipped miyatidas con limapa drink guaranteed to drive
one to lunacy, | would be continually entertaingdte little negro boys
who would be selling peanuts to the imbibers. @neerged as my
friend. His white grin would be first to greet mden | arrived for my
pre-dinner aperitif. Rather than sell peanutsptederred to hang around
my table, lean on my shoulder, whisper in my e@me evening the
drinkers at the other tables became more than lysupfoarious. In
Brazil it is common for people in bars to kill eastiher during drunken
arguments, so the boy suggested | leave the outsilies and withdraw
upstairs. There we sat in a cozy niche. Thereamaslectricity failure,
and we were plunged into blackness. As we chatted discovered that
| was fondling his cock, and it was erect. Thisntven until candles
began to appear on the tables. When it was timkeawee, the boy
followed me, happily holding my arm as we strolEdng the darkened
streets to my apartment building. | was livingaitone-room place with
only a mattress as furniture. My companion saiavbald like to spend
the night. Once we were reclining on the sheats-lnaking began as a
matter of course. After some mutual caressingammounced gravely
that, if | wished, | could go into hisou. He made this suggestion with a
courtesy that was almost archaic.

The sexual desires of small boys are not alwaymyotaste. The
beaches of Natal, Brazil, are lined withrracas,canvas stalls where one
can buy beer, crabs, and fried fish. | have spemy an afternoon in
such places, watching the immensity of the ocead,@nversing with
the boys who purvey peanuts or confections tdotirghistas. One day a
peanut-boy sat beside me and apparently gave upntalhtion of
flogging his wares. He was twelve years old, $kinned, with large
green eyes. | plied him with tapioca and sodasghiNfell. This boy
showed no desire to return to his mother, who liaedoss the river.
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During dinner he was flirtatious and seductive.widts now too late for
him to catch a bus home, and he would have to sgiendight with me.
We were on the bed and naked, but we were at pragoses. The boy
squatted on my chest and thrust his member intonoyth. He gyrated
his hips for a while, then withdrew, slapped mytehes and told me to
turn over. “Viré,” he ordered. | was astounded at the impudencdasf th
little squirt. If anyone was going to do the fuudiit would be me. |
burbled about making love, but he looked at my caskf a toad had
grown between my legs, and when | tried to kneadblittocks (which
were choice) he held his hand over them fast asrigylis. It was a
stand-off situation, but it was too late to get ofl him. The next
morning | sent him packing with bus-fare as hisuaeration, although |
gave him a pair of shorts just so that he could #he hotel looking
reasonably decent.

In the fishing village of Paracuni, Ceara, Bramilimbers of brown-
skinned boys populate the beach. They have somehefmost
beautifully crafted torsos | have ever seen, fogythare constantly
exercising themselves on home-made surf-boardshatming to push
those classic fishing craft of north-eastern Brahik jangadas,up onto
the beach. These boys' lives seemed to be blisshdppy and
completely self-contained. They were friendly, biways kept me at a
distance if | appeared to be suggesting furtheminties. They had no
desire for and no need of sex with me. They ledfoze lives upon the
white, sweeping beaches of Ceara, forever at ptayhé surge, and
nourished by the juice of the coconut and the boohthe sea. | had to
be content to watch day-long their beauty and thagpiness, and accept
that my philosophy did not have universal applmati

The discovery of a gap between theory and practae be
embarrassing. Ramon was a 13-year-old shoeshiye wiwmm |
encountered in the main plaza in Santa Cruz, Boliwe met several
times and he accepted my invitation to lunch in ohthe cabanasn the
former botanical gardens. Afterwards we walkeddeethe river, and he
put his arm around me. He talked of friendship asked me if | would
buy him a bicycle. | replied that that would depemdhow the friendship
developed. | thought my meaning was clear, esjieidoen he agreed
to come back to my hotel room, ostensibly to watdbvision. There
was an awful Indian version of a Tarzan movie, weittended footage of
stampeding elephants. While the trumpetings o$eheeasts filled the
room | gently caressed the boy, and when | felehéxtion grow beneath
the taut cloth of his jeans, | asked him to stapda | could lower them.
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He helped untie the belt, and the well-turned @actvas a few inches
from my face. Hair had not yet begun to grow th& member's size
indicated that the boy had embarked upon adolescefitie genitalia
gave off a clean, flowery odor and | fastened rpg Eround the stem. |
had been sucking for a while when the boy abrupitiidrew. Blushing,

he said, “Why did you do that?” Hurriedly he arraddis clothing and
walked out. Later, whenever | passed him in tlazglhe would turn his
head away, refusing to acknowledge my existence.

What children need is to be allowed to express seiuality free of
guilt, without fear of parental discovery. Guik disabling to the
personality, and much of the hysterical oppositiorchild-sex is due to
the corrosive effect it has on people, long aftexytthemselves have
ceased to be children. The boy-lover is the ideainselor for young
people in matters of sex. The boy finds to higgthelthat not all adults
disapprove of one of his most important instinctdis personality and
self-knowledge, not to mention his happiness and ijo living, will
flourish when he learns from the adult what loval®ut, how it feels
and what it implies. This situation is far pretdeato the silly game of
“playing doctor” with each other, which is the onlgrm of sexual
expression allowed to children under the regimkief Kraizer.

The family should not be the only available unitwhich a boy can
form an attachment to an adult. Most psycholodistiey would agree
that for a child's healthy emotional development factors are essential.
One is that he should feel that he belongs, thas anted, appreciated,
and is useful. The other factor, and this overtmbloy those who
enshrine “the family”, is that the child, in the uree of his self-
realization, must free himself from the authorityhts parents. The most
obvious way to resolve these contradictory nedessis for the child to
develop a strong relationship with an adult to whwenis not bound by
compelling domestic ties. The only person who wddve the patience
to involve himself deeply and for a period of tiimethe life of a child
not his own is the paedophile.

School teachers are often thought of by societyaaseptable
substitutes for parents as adult role models. htplieen a teacher
myself, 1 know this to be false. The predominantenomen in the
American teaching profession can make life exasipgrdor any boy
over ten. As for the male teacher, to be effectivee must work in part
through the natural authority credited to him asaduolt. This authority
would be weakened if he were to absorb his enengiesly a few of the
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children under his command. The numbers of pupith which a
teacher has to cope discourages the formation lattioeships of
sufficient intimacy, as does the public and temppraature of the
association.

The intelligent parent should encourage his sonestablish an
informal connection with an adult male friend odesithe family. This
allows the boy to develop his individuality and @aloindependence in a
manner that does not involve open rebellion orssfté defiance in the
home. Parents often make a child feel hemmed irbdipg overly
concerned about his “progress”. The child may ntetsolying to cover
up his “faults”. Parents whose children lie torthkave only themselves
to blame. The child who does not feel that heallsied in himself may
turn to more extreme forms of anti-social behavidrhese domestic
tensions would be dissipated if a boy-lover werailable to keep the
child's view of himself in perspective. The childbuld realize that the
new person, which he feels himself becoming, isagable to grown-
ups as was the mother's darling of yore. Fundaatignover-protection
of a child by his parents is an insult to his extisie as an autonomous
human being.

The most important sphere in which the boy is opeotected is the
sexual. In the United States, especially, thera [gerverse custom to
force children as young as twelve or thirteen tatéd the opposite sex,
and yet forbid them any more intimate contact tt@mmold hands. In
fact, it is not until well into adolescence thatybalesire the company of
girls at all. Co-education, anyway, has brougbktthup to think of them
as asexual beings. As a teacher supervising akdhace, | remember
the difficulty | had in persuading the seventh-gnadto mix. Each sex
was happiest dancing with its own members. As YRbmeroy has
pointed out in hiBoys and Sexearly adolescents are going through an
intense homosexual phase. Even Pomeroy, who yigitiphasized its
temporary nature, discouraged a too severe repressi adults of this
instinct. For the boy the sexual renunciation Whi€ required of him
has no biological justification; in fact the oppesis the case. If an
adolescent feels the urge to masturbate every dayog it is self-evident
that his sap-filled body is crying out for sexuallease. Social
convention, however, requires the boy to undergimren of psychic
annihilation in which his very concept of himsedf ‘doy” is invalidated
by its repudiation of his most important part, penis, as anything more
than a urinary tract.

A brief sexual encounter with a boy has its ownguei qualities.
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Elements of chance and adventure, drama and péeasertemporarily
but intensely intertwined. Boy- lovers sometimegreemphasize the
benefits of the long-term relationships in whicleythare involved. It is
apparent that having one boy as one's friendas selfer than several. In
Europe today, especially, there are just not thahynboys who are
sufficiently discreet, perceptive, game and sogialWailable for sexual
liaisons with adult males. In consequence, bogisviend to invest
perhaps too much importance in single, airtightatiehships. In

countries where boys do not regard sex with mesuas a big deal,
there are opportunities for one-off encounters taat be satisfying for
both parties.

Actually, one-time encounters are rare, for if $exual and emotional
content of a liaison has been satisfying to bottingas, then a series of
meetings is likely to occur. External factors,elilonward travel or
difficulties of access, may prevent a repeat. $niAcion, Paraguay, | met
a 13-year-old shoe shine boy in the Plaza Uruguayanted a room in a
nearby Korean-run fuck hotel. Unlike the shoe stboy in Santa Cruz,
this one was more amenable. We had a shower tagethd while | was
soaping his balls his penis became erect. Aftgindrhim off, | led him
towards the bed where, unshocked, he accepted nmystrations.
Before he left | gave him a T-shirt and some momey,an extravagant
sum but significantly more than he would have nreseijust for
polishing my shoes. We agreed to meet again iroedh-run cafe. |
was timid, however, about picking the boy up agaira public place,
and | arrived two hours late for the rendezvousy fifend had waited
for me, the cafe owner said, but had finally giwvgnand left. The fault
was mine.

Brief encounters may lend color and variety to &g which may
be otherwise founded on the enduring pillars of glstanding
friendships. These short-term liaisons are adltiiag, scroll work, and
acanthus-leaf ornamentation to the marble columhihwuphold the
edifice of one's affections. They are playful witie senses and not
onerous upon the emotions. Boy-lovers, talking aoflong-term
friendship, may remark that sex is not the mostartgnt element in it.
What is so enchanting about the few-times-onlyiaffathat sexs the
most important factor. Such affairs are the satirierludes lightening
the measured sequence of the more noble drama.

In Marrakesh, one December evening, | was dining #mall French
restaurant. The weather was wintry and | was tharf&r the steak au
poivre and the wine that accompanied it. | became awaae It was
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being observed through the window. Outside, hudliean old coat and
on his head one of those unfortunate woollen sgsddoroccan youths
are prone to wear in inclement weather, stoodatirer leaned, a boy. |
continued eating, but occasionally glanced overfind those large
Moorish eyes directing a yearning gaze not towandsbut towards my
plate. Having left over some bread, potatoes, rapdt, | motioned to
him to enter the establishment and finish up thwaias of my meal.
The boy sat at the table, nervously looking overthet fussy, self-
important waiter, who looked very unhappy and kapttering that my
guest would have to go. Under my protection, hawethe boy ate
heartily. | learned that he was called Mustaphd was thirteen years
old. No, he had no plans. Would he like to sptrenight with me?
“D'accord,” was his laconic reply.

In the darkness | managed to get him pastHihg, who at night
guarded the door of my hotel. Unwrapping Mustajftoen his old
clothes, I told him to take a shower. Unfortunatehly cold water was
provided. After his shower, he got into bed quycéhd clung close to
me, not out of ardor for my physique but for my pdedmperature. He
felt very cold, and | pressed him against me amdsszd him for a while.
With his circulation restored, he recalled the omafr his lying naked in
bed with a strange man. To my delight, he wasadrtkose boys who do
not divide sex into what is permissible and what@. His body
possessed a flexibility and sinuousness whichd tikthink is peculiarly
Moorish. He spent the night entwined about me. dgde up before
dawn, partaking of another bracing cold showeirtoweled him down
vigorously, so that with the sunrise there camdoarh into his being.
With the 20 dirhans | pressed upon him before kgadture he became
positively radiant.

Later that day | was to take the train to TandiBerhaps the next
time you are in Marrakesh?” he said with a sligiMug on leaving, but
both of us knew that the experience that we had togdther was
sufficient in itself; repetition could not improwm it.

The claustrophobic atmosphere of EsS&ouira, wheeewas under
the continual observation of young men “waitingo® chosen”, made a
long-term relationship with a boy all but impossiblYet my time there
was not entirely barren. Once, when returninghieotbwn after a walk
along the beach, | fell in with two boys of abootifteen. One was ugly
— pallid and with a great Arab nose stuck on higfdéhe other possessed
the delicate features and bronze-dark skin of theh&rn Berbers. Our
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conversation was formal and courteous, but my mwad occupied on
how to separate the pretty boy from the other,thed get the former up
to my room without hassle. The gods were with niee-unwanted boy
allowed himself to be fobbed off with a few coimgjile his companion
and | were able to get up the stairs of the hot#Homt attracting notice.
(I always kept my room key with me, in order to i@vgoing to the
reception desk.) Although | sensed that my yourendl was a “good”
boy and had never had any association with a foegjd encountered no
surprise or resistance when, after a few ritualdsoof small talk, |
proceeded to ease him from the folds of gasmdoraand lay his youth-
wrought form upon the bed. He reposed quietlythim attitude of the
Sleeping Hermaphrodite of the Terme Museum in Rowlile my
member caressed the marble-smooth recesses oppes thighs. My
body's homage to his completed, | chatted to himafavhile. | felt
somewhat embarrassed at having engaged so presipitm such
intimacies. What must he think? | distracted nfybg showing him
postcards of London and of the Trooping of the €ddat | soon ran out
of polite conversation. After | had given him 1@hans he left. | was
still sitting on the bed, somewhat stunned by theedence, when the
door opened. The boy had returned. Did he wanemmoney? He
maintained his grave silence, however, and sadbesie. He put his
arms around me and kissed me. He then went toddioe, smiled
suddenly, and again departed. One other time Ildaw He was in the
market with his grandmother. He briefly introducee to her, but
obviously did not wish to appear too intimate im peesence. Yet, while
the old woman was haggling over some vegetablegjalie me one of
those brilliant sidelong glances on which one'sth@ay subsist all day.

The most beautiful boy in EsS&ouira at that times walled Jawad.
He was thirteen and the adored recipient of thé sliseveral local
youths. He had been raped by a Berber peasant aigmine years
old, and, so it was said, his anal orifice was equently open. If we
met in the street, | would try to have a few wondth him. He wanted
to talk, but his admirers would home in and takerahe conversation.
Several times we managed to arrange a place tolategtbut we would
soon be spotted and interrupted by others. Onadden brother saw us,
angrily reproved the boy and ordered him home.

A few days before | was to leave EsSé&ouira for goded decided to
spend my time in Taroudant with my little friend,aNdl) | let it be
known that | would give Jawad 50 dirhans if we dogit together. With
Lansing | was to take a bus to Agadir. | had firsshed packing, had
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locked the door, and, suitcases in hand, was appircathe stairs when
Jawad suddenly appeared at the top of them, aléte.had evidently
given his warders the slip, and was making an end-rl opened my
mouth to say it was too late, but the boy, like Balihe Archangelwas
there, and none but he and | in the corridor. Awgdhis presence, |
reopened the door that | thought | had closed Yer.el put my watch on
the table by the bed. | had half an hour to make ko Jawad and walk
with my luggage to the bus station at the otherafridwn.

The boy, however, did not expect dalliance andpgtd. We
embraced each other and | inhaled the boyish huofdis young flesh.
He positioned himself, and | sustained his buttoeith a pillow the
better that he might proffer himself. He lay witis head nestled in the
linen, haloed in the silk of his hair, his lashedf{dtlosed over some
childish dream, his kiss-sought lips slightly apart

During the few minutes granted to me | reveled lwattboy's
heretofore untouchable beauty, the very intensitymy absorption
bringing the reverie the sooner to its final momehYe struggled into
our clothes. Jawad pocketed the green fifty-dirhate | nonchalantly
handed him and slipped away. Laden with my luggad®bbled
through the crowdedoukto the bus station. My American companion
was pleading with the driver to wait a moment lange

“Where the hell have you been?” he shouted as kdato sight. We
had plenty to talk about during the three- hourijey to Agadir.

These one-off meetings partake of a quality of ewyst The
encounter is the gift of chance, the beloved katranger. It may be that
some kind of deity grants the worshipers of boyssghlittle treats as
reward for assiduous devotion.

Unable to sleep, | was walking one night on a Biezishore when,
from abarraca,| heard my name called. Drawn by that voice, rastn
alto, of a boy with whom puberty is gentle, | anszegethe summons. He
was lying in a hammock, stretching cat-like, chog] bantering with a
bearded man, apparently a relative. That | migiavwk more of this boy
and tarry, | ordered a beer. He held court fromHammock, a 13-year-
old prince in torn T-shirt and jeans.

My drink finished, the moment of decision had con@ould he spare
half an hour and come back to my apartment with nadter politely
asking permission of his older relative, he assknta bed | dallied with
his nipples, which, as is often the case with batyshat stage of life,
were slightly swollen. This attention amused hind drought forth a
musical, almost Mozartian, laughter. Our sessiegr,ol delivered him
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once more into the hands of his guardian on thetbe¥et although on
many other occasions | passed that way, never aigihhear my name
called out of the night in those haunting, Ariahés. | might peer under
the canvas, but would be met by the baffled, irmugigaze of grizzled
drunks.

Guatemala City is a cold, cloudy and dull town.eThdians there are
a reserved people for whom Spanish is very muokcarsl language, if
they speak it at all. White-skinned foreigners ac¢ welcomed with
open arms. The shadow of the Conquistadors endvitesthe “death
squads” that roam the streets.

Unsuccessful in forming any attachment, late oteradon | trudged
back to my broken-down hotel in the center of thiy. c In the
passageway, as | approached my room, stood a laay aily in his
undergarments. He did not seem to be going anywliser 1 asked him
what he was doing. His older brother, he said, wake company of an
American guest at the hotel but he, being too srhatl been told to wait
outside. 1 suggested that he wait in my room. r@hesat in a chair
wondering how to start.

His name was Jose and he was thirteen. | wentughrdéhe usual
vacuous questions one asks in order to assessittaios and to
summon up courage to take the plunge. Did he gohool? How many
brothers and sisters did he have? What did hieefado? This last is
very much a leading question, as it may well befétleer is no longer a
part of the boy's family, or, if so, the family'scg&al status is revealed.
(In Morocco a sweet little boy in a frilly shirt,hen asked, said his father
was the Chief of Police! Later, from other sourdefound out he was
the son of a mathematics teacher.)

Throughout our conversation Jose was standing &esig chair. |
began to stroke his chest and arms. | put my fing¢he waistband of
his underwear and said, “May 1?” He nodded in dtenaf-fact way.
He would have been amazed if told that by legaindein in British or
American law, he was in the process of being séxwmdsaulted. |
pulled the white garment down, revealing his finelgdeled, dusky
thighs, his penis sprouting erect from their nexds. kicked the garment
from his ankles and stood before me hand-on-his tightly apart.

| was still fully clothed, but the boy's smooth,rtess genitals were
asserting themselves only a few inches from my lipsupped one of his
buttocks to support him, with the other hand famgllhis testicles. By
these | drew him to my lips which enclosed the repyicock. After
fellating him for a minute, | withdrew to play maally with the pert,
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salivated member. The boy stood there, his chirhisnchest, mouth
open, breathing shortly, looking entranced at wiat happening to his
young body. Suddenly he spurted, smearing my fsgath his honey.

He grasped my shoulder, steadying himself as high#imuscles

clenched and relaxed.

We showered in embrace. | attended to him witlerdumed soap of
Paris (while he attended to me in a manner quiterdnt). When he
was dry | stretched him out on the bed and powdkigdorso with Eau
Sauvage talc. Thus scrubbed and scented, severads the richer, he
was dispatched to his older brother.

Failing to find an actual partner, the boy may depean alternative
fantasy. Boys' adventure stories often involve digtocation of their
young heroes to remote exotic lands where the parent does not run.
Such a hero may find himself captured by savagés, @ither plan to
slay him in one of their rituals (and there is @3ty subconscious sexual
element in this situation — the boy's desire toasshed) or, through the
agency of a sympathetic adult figure, a man whomsgato the boy for
his own sake and protects him from danger, he dpted into a group
that has no relation with his domestic origin.

Freud, in a note in Otto Rankie Myth of the Birth of the Hero,
wrote that just before puberty the boy may develdgntasy in which his
actual parents are replaced by others of highenemke.

In these fantasies the boy is expressing an instenclesire to be
upheld and loved by someone other than his pardhis.at this period,
just before and during puberty, that the naturahtspsis between man
and boy is at its strongest. Where they are foedot so, boys, on their
own initiative, will attach themselves to someoné a different
background and station. The fantasy's depictiothefboy as lost or set
adrift in a strange world reflects the insecuritg Feels upon his
realization that his home and family no longer sgtihis moral and
psychic requirements. This initial defenselessraabingénuequality
are unspoken calls to one as yet unknown to him.

In the modem world, where the alienation betweengbnerations is
almost complete, it is only the boy-lover who canswer this
immemorial summons. It is a tragedy that Westarciety uses the
whole apparatus of judicial and police powers terkéhe boy isolated
from those who are best able to befriend him. @ndther hand, non-
paedophiles have abrogated their responsibilitycherish and give
counsel.
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Among the most sickening aspects in our societytla@egroups of
rowdy, oafish youths grouping to create peer caftuthat grow more
bizarre and ridiculous each year, and may evendmgetous, as with
soccer hooliganism or gang warfare.

These sub-cultures arise in later adolescence anyg manhood as a
perverse compensation for tpeeviouslack of affection and emotional
bonding with adults in childhood. The idea thatisbworkers, school
counselors, or priests should solve the problenaratearlier stage is
erroneous. Such people have neither the timeuress, nor (unless they
are themselves boy-lovers) the interest in devatppelationships of the
necessary intimacy, intensity, and mutual configewtich the children
need and want.

The success as counselors of the young of such asefeorge
Dennison (The Lives of Children),Paul Goodman(Compulsory
Miseducationand Growing Up Absurd),and John EmblingdTom), is
extremely rare today; it depended on their beinde ao absorb
themselves totally in their children's world and dmeir enduring
sympathy for children as children.

It is a psychological imperative for every boy, esplly as he
approaches puberty, to have had a strong emotidnabt physical,
relationship with a man other than his father.this imperative is not
obeyed, and its mandate is thwarted, what are thseguences for
society? The next chapter examines the implicatiari social
prohibition or encouragement of intimate, consehsumsan-boy
friendships.
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4. Boy-Love and Society

The issue of inter-generational relations is of égm@nce not just to
the individual, but to society as a whole. Thekasaare high. By
repressing the love of boys, modern society hasdishe moral health
of its young, pointing them in the direction of phgpathic behavior, the
result of a lack of affection at a critical agef. he obeys his country's
laws on sex, the boy-lover risks losing his idgntiving in a gray world
of melancholy, guilt, and repression of his libidid.he ignores them, he
finds himself an outlaw, and at any moment he maydéprived of his
liberty of person.

By denying the right of men and boys to cohabitdem Western
society is revealed as unable to nurture its yoargept in the provision
of material sustenance. Bored youths huddle tegetfearful and
callous of adult company and “bourgeois” valueshey sniff glue,
experiment with dope, indulge in weird crazes, lbsamselves for hours
in the dementia of hard rock music. For them ibislate.

Traditional social institutions have failed abysindb give meaning
to the lives and the ideals of the young. Only nghbe institutions have
themselves been penetrated by paedophiles canlbiheyn any way
effective in the moral nurture of youth. Chrisitgrhas nothing to offer
the young person who must set out on the pathxwasenlightenment.
Its failure to provide moral leadership began wille persecution of
classical paganism, that joyous fusion of Naturd e human spirit,
continued through the Middle Ages, where it alwasigpported its
accusations against heretics with charges of sesiabell as doctrinal
aberrations, to the present day, where its legamains as a bituminous
residue in the form of “bourgeois” attitudes andwentions. Heroic
figures like Sigmund Freud and Wilhelm Reich haveiled
unsuccessfully to repair the damage to the humgohps Although few
today believe in the fires of Hell, the sense af, $f guilt, and the
resulting sado-masochistic complex remain.

Christians who are genuine boy-lovers, however, pilobably
attempt to reconcile their affections with theidig®n. The Early
Christian notion ofagape,the love of God reflected in the love of one's
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fellow human beings, is the most obvious link. the Gospel according
to St. Luke (Chapter 9, vw. 47-48) we read:

“And Jesus, perceiving the thought of their hetogk a
child, and set him by him,

“And said unto them, Whosoever shall receive tlhigdcin
my name receiveth me: and whosoever shall receiee
receiveth him that sent me: for he that is leasbrag you all,
the same shall be great.”

It is a traditional Judeo-Christian notion thatlave is expressed
physically it is devalued or corrupted, yet thimi the inference to be
drawn from the canonical gospels. Jesus' teaclgags sanction to the
flesh, for the path to eternal life was throughsémce in the flesh. Love
that is certain, that is felt by the lover to betpaf his being, is pure,
whether it is expressed physically or through pttheopy.

It is a Christian virtue to give alms. Where, asaxt of love, the
lover gives to his beloved those material thinggctvimay sustain him in
life, it is also an act of charity (Christian ohetwise). Yet Christians
feel guilty if the object of their generosity istlone who has been loved
carnally by them.

Father Michael Ingram, in his contribution Thie Betrayal of Youth
(edited by Warren Middleton) writes that “one neegpects an assault
on a child which involves... payment for the cluldervices to go
without some sort of deleterious result upon thdshcharacter.”

This guilt about money is unnecessary. How isatencorrupting to
give a boy the money to buy a sandwich than to bive the sandwich
itself! Money is merely a medium of exchange.nbw some boy-lovers
who proudly proclaim that they “never pay for sexét their natural
generosity and concern for the boys in questiompie them to satisfy,
sometimes on a lavish scale, their friends' mdteaads.

“Pecunia non olit,” (money doesn't smell) said the wise old Emperor
Vespasian when his son criticized him for litterithge streets of Rome
with vespasiani(the gratuitous urine being sold to the fullers).

All my young friends come from social classes befoime, and their
material needs should be satisfied within the beurfdmy budget. The
largest amount of money that | have given on alsingcasion has been
about US$5. In most cases the child has dividedsthm with, or given
all of it to, his mother, to help with the familyfight against poverty. For
me to justify, by invoking Christianity, stinginegsvard those who have
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been so generous of themselves would be the hafigiypocrisy.

In fact, my concern for young boys in Brazil hateofled people to
ask me whether | amadre. The question is not absurd, as my role is,
to the large extent, pastoral. From conversatmith boys, | have
learned that certain orders, such as the Salesiteis, are renowned for
their pederastic tendencies. The boys are amugeatid but it in no
way lessens their liking or respect for the priegh® minister to them.

In Salvador da Bahia | talked with an Irish Domarncwho was
running a parish in one of the poorer quartershef ¢ity. He frankly
admitted his desire for adolescent boys. He ratmnhthis desire with
the prohibition of sexual intercourse for Cathglitests by taking boys
out among the rocks for masturbation sessions. wde agonized,
however, by the fact that he could not bring himgelhave a full-scale
love relationship with a boy.

In the capital of El Salvador, when Toni was livimgth me, the
American Protestant chaplain, who served the Hmgmaking
community, warmly praised my relationship with th®y, without
inquiring too specifically about its nature. Ietle were more people like
me, he said, much of the social deprivation amaray phildren could be
alleviated.

The State, too, has failed to provide moral leddprfor the young.
The old authoritarian hierarchy, which appealed @motions of
nationalism and patriotism, courage and self-saerifmortgaged its
credit to the requirements of the machine gun,quogas, and the atomic
bomb. Modem democracies are retrograde wheresseonicerned. For
example, there was a lot more sexual freedom inthamar Republic
and the Vienna of Dolfuss than there is in Westn@zey and Austria
today. These states have delivered the mandateodd! leadership to
the worst possible agency — the Law.

Laws, throughout legal history, are notoriouslyisesit to change.
They almost always inflict on a society a worldwiéhat is at best out-
of-date and irrelevant, or at worst persecutory atalvistic. Laws
enforce the tyranny of the past over the present.

English Common Law was once a positive force —a$wot so much
concerned with prohibitions, with denying things ofen, as with
upholding their rights against the arbitrary exseadf power by noble or
monarch.  Since then, it has been obscured by twnalated
legislative debris of successive parliamentary gowvents. It took
seventy years to rid Britain of the infamous Laldloére Amendment
which had ruined the lives of so many homosexusdten men of genius
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and brilliance in the civilization of the kingdom.

Too often, the bigot's cry, “There should be a lagainst it!”, is
listened to in the political scramble to curry fawsith this or that
strident pressure group. To have left moralityhiea hands of the Law is
to have reduced it to a list of “don'ts” which la@tevance to real human
situations.

Concomitant with the unthinking surrender of prevatorality to the
statute books is the invasion of people's livegheypolice. One of the
social tragedies of the withdrawal of the Europeapires from what is
now known as the Third World has been the proliferaof police forces
in the newly independent countries, as well ashedlder republics of
Latin America. Where before social custom was g¢huwsufficient to
control people's morals, now rapacious and corpafice invade their
lives using written, European-derived legal codemepress and brutalize
ordinary citizens. Whereas formerly social disappt of perhaps too
blatant homoerotic associations between men and Wwould have been
sufficient to ensure at least discretion, nowadgisthe police who are
called. The whole power of the state is summoreedear apart the
delicate fabric of personal relationships.

As was observed above, the family has also fadegite an adequate
moral framework in which young people can feel asee It is either
used as a form of petty persecution, denying tHsamright to personal
privacy and restricting their freedom of movemaeont,ts authority has
broken down completely, thrusting them into a cramyarchic world
where there is neither guidance, compassion, nomamication.

Western politicians, especially when they are rogrfor re-election,
like to idolize traditional family values. Yetig from the close, blood-
related social unit of the family that almost &k child abuse emanates.
In fact, the boy-lover should be seen as an esdesafety valve for the
claustrophobic emotional pressures to which childege subjected.
Where modern films do recognize the existence wé lor friendship
between man and boy, it is almost always disguisethe context of
father and son. Chuck Norris, in one of his moviescues a pretty 12-
year-old Amerasian boy from the clutches of the thamese
communists, but only because the child is gendyicalated to him. In
Rambo lll,Sylvester Stallone is followed into combat by amgiddn boy
of about twelve. Even though the kid is an orphahen the battle is
over, Rambo just drives off in a jeep, leaving they, with his
memorable, man-yearning, hero-worshiping eyedendust.

Modern urban civilization has made it increasindlfficult for the
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young to experience valuable interpersonal relatigpgs. They are
corralled into classrooms where the curricula arevfer being expanded,
where even their recreation is supervised, coeitodind organized. He
who once had been an inquiring spirit, his deligiing to discover his
world, becomes just another “brick in the wall”ouhg people find that
they shall gain no esteem if they become “goodgrerswho seek to
help others, but only if they become bank manadmrrsiness executives
or bureaucrats. Except with their parents and yaie, harassed school
teachers, children are denied the possibility ofy ameaningful,
individual adult companionship, either emotionalp@dagogic. As the
sociologist Dr. Barry Sugarman wrote in his cdnition to the
Farmington Trust'tntroduction to Moral Education,

A crucial element in moral education is alwayslyk® be a
social relationship between adult and youth. Agspnt this is
one of the greatest obstacles to more effective amor
education.... On the whole, mass society is vagkihg in
effective relationships between youths and adulisis means
that those young people who do not get on withrtharents
often have no alternative models or sources of @ippnd it
means that young people in general are unnecegshiitied in
their choice of adult models. Mature moral deveiept
requires that the individual should have a gred&gree of
choice than merely between a total acceptancerafkaxtion
against, his parents.

Sugarman went on to make practical suggestionslve she problem
of the alienation of youth:

— Some form of residence other than their homehntie provided
for teenagers.

— The teenager would choose for himself whethabide there and
live under the eye of a friendly and responsibleltadThe residence, as
far as possible, would be just that, not an institulike the Y.M.C.A. or
a boarding school. Teenagers “want a place of twen to pass the time
and meet friends.”

— There should be more play between adolescedta@uts “at a
fairly basic physical level.”

— There should be shooting galleries where “ctures or effigies
of authority-figures were set up so that bulleti ks, rotten eggs and so
on could be projected at them.”
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There is no suggestion in Dr. Sugarman's thesis tie moral
education of the young should involve pederastiatians with adults.
If, however, his ideas were to be implemented, luldoregard the
involvement of boy-lovers as essential. The cdsesiablishing and
indefinitely maintaining “residences” would be reded as extravagant
by both local authorities and central governmelso, the supervising
adults would expect to be financially rewarded tfegir time. If, on the
other hand, boy-lovers were to be given free reiorganize their own
adolescent communities it is likely that they woble prepared to use
their own resources, although a provident locahaity could subsidize
certain boys.

In the matter of physical competition with adulidr.( Sugarman
suggests boxing, wrestling, football), presumabbrenwould be needed
than just the odd match with the local police fordde only adults who
would willingly give up their free time on a frequiebasis and enter into
the spirit of the game would be boy-lovers. [fytheere to undertake
this task, and then be arbitrarily arrested on isi@p of committing
indecencies with their charges, the project woalld f

On the beach at Natal, Brazil, boys hung aroundbe®ause they
liked to have an excuse to be together, to play,dmat with each other.
| did not have to talk to them much (I usually readook while drinking
my beer), as they were perfectly able to amuse shbms. Every now
and then a group of boys would run into the sud gambol about,
while others would sit at my table, eating tapiaca sipping sodas. On
those occasions when | had rented an apartmdrgicétme a kind of club
for my young friends. They would come up for compas much as for
sex. There would be food in the refrigerator amelytcould make up
their own snacks if they wished. Some children alivert themselves
with their toys on the balcony, while others migiay cards or read
comic books. Subconsciously the boys were learttiegdiscipline of
co-existence, a civilizing process. Those who efislved knew that
they would be told to leave, and that was usuaByficient deterrent to
anti-social conduct.

On weekends there would be outings. Across therRotengi are
the great dunes which lie between Redinha and @Gbuip It was a
delight to take a party of boys on a hike over thdfmeshwater lagoons
lay tucked between the sand mountains, and, compun them, the
boys would take off their shorts and plunge naked the limpid waters.
Their play, by nature, not by any prompting by mauld be erotic:
embraces, tussles, and underwater fellation. lelpewatched, or
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occasionally helped a child with his back-flips.

A party of boys could be taken by train to the laigoon at Extremoz
(pronounced “eschtremoiz”). Here the setting isalian. The lake is
verged in green, the flamboyance of the palms aehirg with the
sombre hue of mango groves. During the twentyyasds of Dutch rule
in the 17 Century, it was projected for the lagoon to be teetral,
reservoir for a vast irrigation system, but sinbent its waters have
remained undisturbed. In the following century thesuits built a
basilica upon its shores, but hardly had it beempieted when the
Marquis de Pombal in Lisbon decreed the expulsiothat order from
the dominions of the Portuguese crown. Todayruimes, rising amid the
shadows of tropical verdure and of times past,dstarionely witness to
children at play.

The boys | had brought from Natal would bathe, dlamamong the
boughs, or shoot down fruits with catapults. OCignjz eaten, we would
walk along the railroad track to the point where &io Doce, draining
from the lagoon, streams out through culverts. sEhooncrete channels
provided perpetual amusement for my escort. Likerign prep-school
master, | would recline upon the bank and watch“minnows” shoot
through them into the central stream.

At those times that | resided in Salvador da Batrips of several
days would be made to the fishing village of Arepdéor to the island
of Itaparica across the bay. On Itaparica we wtaké long walks down
the palm- colonnaded beaches, stopping at sim@cato savor a lunch
of soft-shelled crabs, or, in the grounds afuinta, explore among the
orchards, the boys reaching to gather succulengoemand guavas. To
my knowledge no one remarked on the curious sightthes fat
Englishman with his gaggle of black boys in towe gymbiosis was so
natural. Boy-love, unfettered by social disapptov@eates its own
balance within the larger society, contributingtibe integration of the
generations.

Another possibility, if the legal emancipation obyblovers is at
present out of the question, would be the grandingquality before the
law to minors. That children should be given eqigiits with adults has
been advocated by the American educational philesogohn Holt, and
by the social theoretician, Ivan lllicfDeschooling Society).lt is not
sufficient to agree with the psychologist Rudolpteikurs, that parental
love is best demonstrated through constant encearext of the child
towards independence, and not be prepared to rhakéntdependence a
reality. As Dreikurs asserts, equality means eglains to dignity and
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respect; but that can only be if the child is &ty to conduct his
private life free from unwanted intrusion and tamoke his own society.
As the Brazilian bishop Dom Luciano Mendes de Ablaeput it to the
influential Brazilian Bishop's Conference in 198The child is not the
problem. The child is the solution.”

His words have gone unheeded. In 1989 the murtiipaf Belo
Horizonte, the third largest city in Brazil, reqtexsits police to round up
all the street-kids as vagrants, even though miostemn were carrying
on tasks, such as shoe shining and peddling, wiiézle essential for a
bare subsistence. The jails were accordinglydfilleth boys. One local
lawyer pointed out that the police action was #legince the boys had
not actually been accused of specific crimes. Toeme, however, as
far as the respectable, bourgeois citizens of Belwizonte were
concerned, was that they existed in the first place

Indeed, in 1990 Amnesty International reported ®izilian police
have been dealing most effectively with this criroé existence:
“Hundreds of children in Brazil's cities have begmned down by death
squads and many more have been beaten and tobyired-duty police
— and the violence is continuing.” Bruce Harris,ddficial of the U.S.-
based charity Covenant House, has filed com- @amgainst 22
Guatemalan police officers for the murders of gtrehildren in
Guatemala City.

In the First World, children are deliberately hirgl in integrating
themselves into society at large. Laws, supposedigted to prevent the
exploitation of child labor, actually deny childrdre right to work and to
support themselves.

One is amazed at the self-confidence of Brazilstreet boys, even
when they are as young as seven or eight. Theg havfears about
going out all night to ply their wares, visitingrband beaches. They get
used to dealing with adults as equals, and can makéeir own minds
whether the man who might suggest a more privdd¢ioaship will treat
them decently. Shoe shine boys who squat at deets their thighs
spread wide, know very well that their client wilé taking a peek up
their ragged shorts. Savvy Brazilian boys are adém@chieving both
sexual freedom and economic independence at aestrok

| recall the old Mercado Modelo in Salvador da Bahwhich was
gutted by fire in January 1984. In the open cotwlad hemistyle by the
quay were numerous tables run by fat negro wonBs=tween the tables,
accosting the eaters and drinkers, boys moved eénhtipe of shining
shoes or flogging cheap jewelery. | used to d¢aheé slave market for,
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once one's tastes were known, the boys would prédeemselves for
hire. In the willingness of Brazilian children be of service, to make
themselves available to fulfill one's requiremenigether such be
running an errand or the provision of friendshipere is hope for the
country's future. Many families are sustained tirt children's sheer
adventurousness and spirit of enterprise.

It is indeed beyond the First World boundaries twatmust look to
see a resolution of the crisis facing man-boy i@tat The Third World
offers models for the integration of children ismciety.
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5. Boy-Love and the World

The repression, if not the suppression, of boy+ieva the United
States and Europe has had an important internhtonaequence. Boy-
lovers have sought in the Third World for their pgufriends. Their
enterprise and financial resources, which mightehd&een used to
ameliorate the psychological and material conditibithe youth of their
own societies, have helped to forge enduring linkih people of the
Third World.

Although in their legal codes, which are copiedrthe First World,
they may forbid man-boy love, not all of these gespegard the crime
as a sin. Under the influence of the First WoHdwever, and out of
xenophobia, these countries as well have launcleedstnal pogroms
against boy-lovers within their frontiers.

“No Sex for Tourists” was the theme of a talk givey Corazon
Aquino, President of The Philippines, to a confeeenf international
travel agents in Manila in 1986. She argued thavas all right for
foreigners to come and enjoy Philippine culture(@jh the implication
that they allow themselves to be fleeced in thegss, but that if they
enjoyed sexual relations with her subjects, thewas exploitation of
their poverty. Mrs. Aquino would rather have hepple continue to live
in the “virtuous” squalor of their shanties thahtleem better themselves
by unofficial alliances with their country's guestShe could solve many
of her nation's economic difficulties if she reatizher fellow-citizens
had a much more profitable resource than “culture”.

Western charities, which have a vested interessei@ing that the
majority of people in the Third World remain in abj poverty, have
raised the cry of “child prostitution” whenever ast World tourist has
dipped into his own pocket, by-passing their buceacies, in order to
help a Third World child. These institutions, wiiclaim a monopoly of
righteousness, would rather have a child die afvateon and disease
than be succored by a paedophile.

After a trip to Guatemala in 1984, | returned te gort of Acajutla in
El Salvador to find my eleven-year-old bed-boy mated with malaria.
This child, for some unaccountable (or not) reasam, fastened himself

60



upon me and had stayed with me for the months llikad there. | had
not lured him into vicious practices, but he hadegi of himself in the

most open and generous manner possible. Nownfjndim unable to
stand up, | ordered a cart and had him conveyeadhple of miles to

the nearest pharmacy, where he was given (for tbess in a row)

injections. These broke the fever and he quickbovered, but had | not
fortuitously arrived when 1 did, it is problematicahether he would

have survived.

In Sri Lanka | was asked to help a 13-year-old bdywse leg was
infected with toxic dermatosis. The family wastla¢ end of its tether,
having exhausted its minimal resources on tradii@ryuvedic folk
doctors whose ministrations had greatly aggrav#tedinfection. The
boy by now was in high fever and moaning with irgangable pain. |
agreed to take the matter in hand because thid tlitl earlier given
himself freely to me. He was one of the few boyséw who actually
sought to swallow sperm, as he adhered to the iarbbhef that it would
make him stronger.

The cost of installing him for a week in a nurshrggme, where he was
treated with penicillin and the swollen leg wasised to drain off the
pus, put me back the equivalent of $150. Thabisangreat amount to
save a boy from becoming a cripple for the restisfife.

It is argued by some that the child suffers himgelfbe sexually
abused because his economic situation is so deéspelrafact, it is the
reverse. If the child has been born into an impsked environment
(impoverished by First World standards), and hasgtore grown up free
from the spinster-morality of the bourgeoisie, igyche is more likely to
have been spared the sexual guilt and shame whichages the
developed nations. First World do-gooders oftezagpof poverty as if it
were a personal degradation. A 1990 editorial in L&nka's most
prominent newspaperhe Daily Newsgomplained that thousands

of our children... sell their bodies to foreign fists often
with the knowledge and consent of their parents.

It is nothing but abject poverty that has driveanthto this.
Dr. (Gamini) Jayakura (a consultant venereologisid a
Secretary of the National AIDS Committee) has shat boy
prostitutes are launched in the trade apparenttl tie tacit
consent of their parents.... During the tourisnorboyears
prior to 1983, Sri Lanka won a questionable repotats a
paradise for gays. Many European homosexuals dohd
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here developed relationships with some of the utnge beach
boys, and the possibilities available were pubdidiin various
gay magazines.

Terre des Hommes, an organization that has done sery
useful social work in Sri Lanka and elsewhere,napted to
wean away some of these beach boys from strikieg e@ney
liaisons on beach resorts.... There were somehkealfted
attempts, some years ago, at trying to stop tauriaking
children they have picked up from the beaches erstheets
into their hotel rooms. There was talk of regua$,
legislation and what have you. But nothing realyne of it.
And in any event, with the depression in tourishe tvhole
business disappeared from the public eye....

Conditions today are vastly different from whatytheere
before 1983. AIDS is very much a fact of life; andny of our
visitors, coming from infected areas, are definitk factors....

They (the boys) get used to an affluent life-stydeugs,
often, are not too far down the road. The cychadgous, and
although some upper middle and middle class childxee
reportedly engaging in boy prostitution, the poas-always —
are the main victims.... The problem, of course/argely
economic. As Dr. Jayakuru has said, if the famili these
boys can manage without the money the children &am
prostitution, the problem can be handled.”

Yet Diogenes was quite content to live in a barrdlhose who
unquestioningly accept that Western materialisnthes moral ideal to
which all men should aspire consider poverty a®ewdh as a personal
disgrace.

With respect to sexual morality, however, and thaspersonal
happiness, it has its blessings. Bourgeois mesatisntradict themselves
when they condemn sex if its practitioners havequaé economic
resources, although the very sexual act may rasah amelioration of
that imbalance.

Hakim Bey put it rather well:

The question of whether one ought to approve @pisove
of boy prostitution is really beside the point,atrleast so un-
subtle a question as to be unanswerable. Idellgpurse, it
wouldn't exist — but ideals do not exist.... livdothere are
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always degrees of control and submission — alwaysrergy
exchange of some sort. If this subtle exchangsolglified
through the medium of money — love for sale — whygutd it
not still be love?

— Pompa: A Book of Hour8) The Fourth Acolyte Reader,
p 65-66.

In Pattaya, in Thailand, there is an orphanagebyran American
churchman. Many of the clip-joints and whorehousage a box so that
the clients can assuage their consciences by batitrg to his charity.
The man was outraged, however, when he discovédntany of his
kids did not wish to sleep in his orphanage, befgred to spend their
nights in the arms of foreign tourists. His jeapuvas presumably
aggravated, as well, by the fact that the boys waraing enough not to
have to depend on his largess. He arranged faographs to be taken
of boys entering a guest-house in the company @igoers. He then
handed the prints to the police, in the hope thatestablishment would
be closed down. The receptionist was arrestedlfowing the clients to
take minors to their rooms. In consequence, hetbdek ransomed for
4,000 baht, and the boys now have to go in seppfaden their patrons.

Another example of a First World do-gooder makihigpgs worse in
the Third World is Shay Cullen, an Irishman who dmnaround
Olongapo, the town which services Subic Bay NawadeéBwith R and R.
This man, a missionary who has worked in The Rpiips for over
twenty years, shows a monumental miscomprehengianTdird World
sexual culture. He claims to help women and ceilddamaged” by the
sex trade: “The Seventh Fleet is supposed to detfem American way.
Well, if sexual abuse of children is the Americaayw'd like to see what
Congress says about it.” Father Cullen wants theelto be closed
down, with the consequence of thousands of peagilegglthrown out of
work, just to prevent the locals having sex witlsUNavy personnel.

On Jomtien Beach, Pattaya, | met a German from &fuwho was in
the company of a pretty boy of fourteen called Laavas enchanted by
their evident happiness. Money had brought thetbgether and helped
to sustain their mutual felicity. Deutschmarks hesen used wisely to
rescue a man from the emotional wilderness whichddem Europe and
bring him to where a needy Thai boy was waitingo® loved. The
trouble is that such relationships have to be trarys On the point of
his departure for Germany the man asked me totkekboy on.
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| took Lao and a companion to the island of Ko Samdere the
three of us stayed in a small chalet in a palm grovhe boys spent most
of their free time fishing while | roamed the isthways. | parted with
Lao when | left for an excursion to Chiang Mai ahd Golden Triangle.
Lao wanted to visit his mother in Lop Burl, north Bangkok, and for
this journey | gave him sufficient funds. Excegt this request the boy
had never asked me for money for its own sakehadrhe pestered me
with demands that | buy him things. If | gave himney or presents on
my own initiative, he would thank me with that exdrdinary courtesy
which to the Thais is second nature.

Upon my return two weeks later Lao had not reapggbaso | took up
with a friend of his called Tep. Tep's consequeydlty and friendliness
was quite genuine, and the money | gave him wasidered as an
expression of my liking for him, not as paymentdervices rendered. If
our relationship had been merely commercial he ot have wasted
his time in my company when we were out of bedl dfked him what
he would like to do on a particular morning, he lgomerely say that he
wanted to be where | was. When | returned to Bakdér the last time
he came with me, as he wanted to take a train tnUdhani, where his
family lived. | bought his ticket and sent him bis way with 300 baht
in his pocket. Moralists who could claim that thelationship was
phoney, because the boy had allowed his body sekeally exploited in
return for money, should realize that the corruptinre amounted to
about twelve dollars in U.S. money.

| was dropped for a time by a boy in Pattaya wheridund a more
generous patron. He was to have spent the nightmé, when his elder
brother informed me that the boy had been recatieBayong by his
father. | discovered, however, that he had mewssSand had been
offered 500 baht a night to sleep with the man ixary hotel. The
Swiss did not stay long and after a while the bidgdtto re-integrate
himself into my train. | cold-shouldered him, agad at having been
jilted for the sake of money.

The boy hung about, friendless. His evident déstrand loneliness
broke my resistance, and he rejoined my entouratgealso happened to
be the best of all my friends when it came to r&@w. sl shall always
remember him because of our first meeting. Inabmpany of another
boy | had been eating one of those delicious Thaimp soups, and my
future friend was lingering near the table. Heklm quite sexy in black
T-shirt and shorts. | pointed to the soup dish said, “You like eat?”

“Yes,” he replied, “I like eat, and too | like fugiuck!”
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| felt no embarrassment about the arrangement kemdten | rented
an apartment in Colombo. | had found it impossitdestrike up a
relationship with a boy in the age-group | prefdrreinstead, | was
plagued by a plethora of youths in their late asltd@ce. These youths
just could not understand why their company wasaloame.

Eventually, | told one of them that what | wantedswsomeone
younger. Did he know anyone? He brought seveng bend after some
experiments, | settled on the 12-year-old to whoreférred at the start
of this book. His visits would follow a routindde and his older escort
would arrive for lunch cooked by my servant anddgui After the meal
the servant and the escort would sit in the fronr to chat, drink tea
and smoke cigarettes, while the boy and | reticethe bedroom. The
business over, the boy, bathed, paid and perfumedld be returned to
his chaperon, who received a commission for his@sge.

The transaction appears clinical, but in Sri Ladkscretion is now
advisable. The mechanics of the arrangement irwag precluded
genuine friendship and affection. | would not haeéected the boy if he
had felt uncomfortable about what he was doings ippy and relaxed
demeanor demonstrated that he would have beeaghpdrson to accept
the common Western idea that he was the victinexfiagl abuse.

When | lived in Acajutla, El Salvador, | made frieswith several of
the local children. | was drinking coffee in a pfame night when | felt a
tap on my shoulder. It was a small boy, with samgro blood, who
wanted me to buy him some milk: Since | was alyeaccompanied, |
felt one more guest would be too much, so | refubedequest. After a
while the boy returned and asked again. | lookeldim more closely.
This was, after all, a human being, not just atflybe brushed aside.
Was it such an imposition for me to provide a chith some milk?

Afterwards, whenever | came to stay in Acajutlae boy attached
himself to me, becoming a kind of mascot at my hot first he was
puzzled by my physical interest in him. He woutdmotionless on the
bed while | stroked him. One day he surprised snéehning up to kiss
me. He had discovered that his little body, stdreé yore and on
occasion wrung out by fever, could be the sourca gfeat happiness,
previously unknown. For him, lovemaking becamehesplay of light
emanating from a knowledge new found. The reltigmnall sums |
gave him, averaging two dollars, he passed ondarather, who really
did need them to buy the very basics of existenthrough the boy's
friendship with me his family received direct ecorio aid. Although
the amount of money was modest, it reached thosehad most need,
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whereas of the hundreds of millions of dollars alinto El Salvador by
the American government that boy and his familyehast benefited by a
cent.

If the quantity of money to change hands is regh@®a measure of
immorality, heterosexual prostitution is far moreifous. Not so long
ago co-eds at Brown University, Rhode Island, werging their bodies
to traveling salesmen for up to $250. On arrivingBangkok, | was
invited by my taxi driver to allow myself to be &kto a brothel. “Not
S0 expensive,” he said, “only thirty dollars.” hiought that an exorbitant
amount and declined the adventure. A few weelks lapaid a visit to
Patpong Road, but the bars there have to closeOat&@m. | found
myself in the street, drunk and without having “mati.

One of the ubiquitous taxi drivers accosted meatp Ise could take
care of the problem. “Do you want long hair or s@bhe asked. He
drove me to a large, nameless building. | was neshnto an empty
room with benches around the walls. The managgpeld his hands
and twenty teenage girls ran in and sat around ®eme of the girls
were giggling, but most had a blank look about them if they had
completely tuned out of life.

| chose a long-haired girl of about fifteen (onetloé tuned-out ones)
and led her to the designated room. The managguested the
stipulated sum (600 baht) in advance. The dodallfirclosed, the girl
took off her clothes like an automaton. She lawmd®n the bed and
opened her legs. The rest was up to me. Aftarggling with a
prophylactic, | endeavored to maintain an erecti@he did nothing to
help me, merely stared at the ceiling. | contemgdelf with watching
our unpassionate lovemaking in the large wall mirrdfterwards, she
went into the bathroom and washed herself up via¢hatid of a piece of
plastic hose. On leaving, | gave her a tip, b& slent straight to the
manager's desk and handed the money over.

In comparison, the expenditures required for bagstavial. It is
apparent that young boys like sex for its own sahe for the friendship
it brings with it. Five dollars in the hands oBeazilian kid is a fortune.
If | gave more, | would be thought a fool, but andutwo dollars is
regarded as handsome. Pre-pubescent boys see &ex aot as a path
to riches. Sex with a boy is not just that. Hé @xpect to hang around,
to pass the time of day in one's company. He wbeldisappointed if he
were paid and dismissed the instant the vaseliddoban wiped off.

Until about 1960, Morocco was thmérvana of European boy-lovers.
Oscar Wilde and Lord Alfred Douglas, Andre Gide,chbel Davidson
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and Lord Maugham were among the illustrious figucelsave graced the
country with their beneficent presences.

Although a peculiarly brutal form of pederasty (gas rape is
commonplace) is customary among the natives, apteiic reaction,
encouraged by the authorities, has, in the last decades, partially
closed the country to foreign paedophiles.

Chaouen, which once had a significant reputatiora &y slave-
market under the French, | found to be a desolatiomathsome youths
followed me about the street, propositioning thamwanted services.
When | finally met a boy who, at fifteen, was justide my upper age-
limit, | discovered, on a picnic to the river vallbeneath the town, that
all he wanted to do was take me into the underdr@ant “berber” me.

Life in EsS&ouira was tedious, as daily | had ghffioff the advances
of these dog-like creatures. Whenever | actuatly igto conversation
with a tender young boy, they would move in to krep the association.

At length, | settled in Taroudant, the old wallegvh on the other side
of the High Atlas from Marrakesh. In tiptacethere, | met 11-year-old
Majid. That little boy had no doubts about theueabf his friendship
with aFrancais. | lived in a native hotel, in considerable squasarthat
he could pass in and out without being conspicudeus:. his sake, | put
up with the occasionadale pedeflung out from a comer cafe. Once,
when | had had an argument over the price of dadaih thesouk,the
enraged shopkeeper followed me back to my hoteltsig 'Vous aimez
les petits garcons! Vous aimez les petits gar¢ons!

Morocco would have been a disappointing wastelandnie, if it had
not been for that sharp little fellow, Majid. Hadha graciousness of
manner which disarmed those who would interferee hHdd the classic
oval, olive face of the Berber peoples of the spatiimated by the large
light-flecked eyes of that race. With him | woudd for picnics in the
bled, where we could enjoy each other's company withe@uagsment.
On several hills about Sidi Borja we knew, and beedriendly with, the
shepherd boys; when we approached they would taibnd come
running to share our simple repasts. | once ahhimy on my shoulders
through ancient olive groves, and he sang as wsedabeneath the
boughs. In the heat of the afternoon, he woulchéataked in the
irrigation canals, their waters still cool with A snows; or we would
retire into the shade of eucalyptus borders, aatetbngage in amorous
dalliance.

| had to leave my hotel when the other guests (neesbf a literary
corps) dragged Majid into a room and interrogatieal dn the nature of
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his relationship with me. Instead of treating ith@dent diplomatically, |

lost my temper. | thought | would be supportedthosy hotel keeper, as |
had been a resident for several months. “This hetal, not a brothel,”
was his reply to my protest. | denied that anyroppieties had taken
place. “Eight witnesses have seen the boy go iatw yoom and shut the
door,” he asserted. As if he were already a wi#trasmy trial, he kept
repeating,“Huit témoinages! Huit Témoinagesl’Exasperated by the
primitive bigotry of the Moroccans, Lansing, my Arean friend, and |

for some time had had plans to go to Brazil. A féays later | took

Majid to Agadir, whence | was to fly to Lisbon, ahdvas fortunate

enough to find a hotel which did not question lusanpanying me.

In Marrakesh, | also had problems with “accessattiis with
conducting boys to one's hotel room. | had metdira lithe fourteen-
year-old, and from one day to the next | would kobw whether he
would be able to to pass unhindered through thbylolSometimes he
succeeded, sometimes not. With the flunkeys dl tdiscreet bribes, but
their point was not always taken. | had a furioow with the night
watchman, a self-important old farthaji. He accused me of insulting
the Monarchy, and said that the police would bkdal

Eventually Lansing suggested that the four of us Ifa also was
accompanied) go to Ourigane, which lies above Asrithe foothills of
the High Atlas. There we checked into one of #he femaining French-
owned hotels in Morocco.

What a difference it was to be in a place free frin@ oppressive
shadows of suspicion and bigotry that lurk in thénda of the
Mohammedans. Madame, recently widowed, welcomed us with
European courtesy. She assigned us our roomsolhdg at what hour
lunch (and it was to be an excellent one) woulddémed. She never so
much as cast an appraising glance at our youtbfupanions.

The next day we planned a hike, and she provideditlisa picnic
lunch. All day we wandered the wooded paths. S&inghepherds or
women bearing vases of water greeted us. This Ma®cco as it
should be, the romantic Morocco which | had imadin&Valking in the
pure air of those hills, with Nurdin's graceful fobeside me, | was able
to rid myself of the underlying tension | had feltMarrakesh, of the fear
of sudden humiliation or arrest.

We halted beside a tumbling stream and, modesthpikg on our
underwear, splashed among the pools which swirletivden the
boulders. This, | felt, was how it must have béermave lived in the
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Golden Age, when boys, and men, arm in arm, corddly pace the
earth, their friendships not reviled, but, in thgesdor of their mystery,
acclaimed and in awe beheld.

When we returned to the hotel, to my confusionjscavered the
grounds to be full of uniformed policemen. Hadytheen informed that
foreign perverts were sleeping there with Moroccaimors? To my
relief it became evident that the local gendarmerege holding their
annual banquet and were in benevolent mood, payingttention to us
as we walked across the lawn to our rooms.

In contrast to that of Morocco, Brazil's blendediabtraditions go
back less than five hundred years. One has reattfed the New
World, and the formation of Brazilian civilizatias not yet complete.
The crust of bourgeois custom is very thin indedéfdone travels there
from Portugal, one is aware that Portuguese catilin's impact has
been limited to only a small class. Inter-racat egan the moment the
first settlers arrived.

The Indian blood evident in the boys of Belem, ésiample, gives
them a striking appearance. | was reminded of BitHDavidson's
phrase, “smoked gold”. Around Salvador the mutattwk one's breath
away with their extraordinary energy, love of mus@nd open-
heartedness. One has only to read Gilberto Fee@@sa Grande e
Senzallao realize that sexual promiscuity has been anéisseatalyst
in the historical integration of Brazilian society.Only the white
bourgeoisie, in their well-guarded apartment blotksto resist this tide
of all-embracing sexuality. The great mass of Biears have assumed
few prejudices against the various forms of segxalession.

Along with Thailand, Brazil is famous for its tramstite culture,
which is particularly noticeable at carnival timBrazilian boys are not
shocked if a man makes it known that he is attthttehim. Sex is
natural for them, and with whom or what they hatvéardly matters.
Gilberto Freyre alludes to rustic boys using watdoms or goats where
other outlets are lacking. The opposition to boyel stems from the
social exclusivity of the white bourgeoisie, whovlaaped the moral
outlook of modem Europe and the United States.s €laiss is ferocious
in defense of its interests, and it is unsettledhgysight of a white man
on terms of utmost familiarity and trust with somemf a darker color.

Over several years | had often returned to Natad of the littoral
cities of theNordeste. The boys there had an alertness and quick-
wittedness which meant that finding friends, wh@wknwhat it was all
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about, was not difficult. As one of my specialdéates moved into mid-
adolescence, becoming preoccupied with disco-dgnaird girlfriends,

his two younger brothers, aged eleven and nine syetmok the

opportunity to fill the vacancy. Josivan and Rogecame daily to

wherever | was living, and used it as a second hornelothed (and

unclothed) them. | fed them, provided materialssichool, and treated
their illnesses. We would go together to the miarkp-town, or to the
beach. It was evident that apart from any matdreefit the boys
incurred, they spent their time with me becausg tlid not want to be
anywhere else. Our relaxed, open association steméhat paedophilic
relationships, if not compelled to be secret antivie, develop a natural
society and structure of their own.

On one of my visits | rented an apartment on thecberont. My
young friends, feeling no guilt, happily came t@ see as usual. This
time | was unlucky with my neighbors. One of thems agitated by the
risk that my friends might play with her childreBhe began to complain
about theAmericanowho invited menoresto his apartment. Several
officials of thePolicia Federalalso lived in the building. The Federal
Palice is the Brazilian equivalent of the Gestafie.purpose is to ensure
that the fifteen million members of the white mieldind upper classes
continue to control the wealth of the country te #xclusion of the more
than one hundred million people of negro and Indiacestry. If there is
anything that could be seen as a threat to thigrpithey move to
eliminate it. My neighbor now complained to them.

One evening | returned from the beach with Josivilawas sitting on
my balcony drinking a whiskey when the boy pointed a disturbance
on the esplanade below. My friend Lansing, who tradeled with me
from Morocco, was sitting at a table with his yduthcoterie and was
being spoken to aggressively by an authoritativdkilog man. Lansing
was waving his arms, and then | noticed his interfor look up at my
apartment and gesticulate in my direction.

| sent Josivan down to find out what was going dte returned to
say that the man was from the Federal Police aai) blaving mistaken
Lansing for me, had gone down to interrogate hibansing had been
able to clear himself, and the policeman, embaediskad apologized
and declared that he could arrest me at any tia¢er he was seen to go
to his car and speak into his radio telephone.

| was at first stunned by all this. | wondered tee | should go
down and talk to the man, do nothing, or get outrate. | took a cold
shower and put on clean clothes, so that if conéebrt would have a
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certain presence. | paced about my bedroom, trginlgink clearly.

| decided to bolt. If the policeman had mistakey identity, it was
unlikely that he would recognize me. Nobody knewfuil name. The
only way | could be identified would be to continuesiding in the
apartment. | told Josivan to leave at once, ctdixafor me, and then go
home. | gave him the name of a small, lower-middlass hotel in the
center of town.

The taxi was waiting when | emerged with my suiésas The hotel
was run by a kindly old widow and her grown-up dategs. | was well
received, and no questions were asked why | shenddenly turn up at
8:00 p.m. with great quantities of baggage. | hadther shower and
then descended to the restaurant for dinner, wgaricoat and tie to give
myself an air of solid respectability. With my rhéalrank a bottle of
Chilean red wine to calm my nerves. | felt like gjddeon after the
burning of Moscow.

| was now far from the boys' familiar haunts, argbyt would
probably have been frightened off altogether. THem door of the
dining room opened and, their faces alight with sement at my
astonishment, in walked Josivan and Rogeiro. Thaa) taken a bus to
the hotel, and, unabashed by the curious glancteeaither guests, they
had now come to have their dinner with me as ustliakir dishes were
duly ordered, and my morale restored.

| was impressed how sensibly these two little bugd reacted to the
dramatic turn of events. They were not going teegip a friendship
they valued just because an officious policemano Wwhd never done
anything for them anyway, had disapproved of it.fteA the meal,
Rogeiro asked if he could spend the night, anéitedully assented.

The next afternoon | went to the beach to findwlat had happened.
| learned that during the day police from thelegacia de Menoresad
repeatedly called at my apartment, and had waited ¢ar outside the
building. At length, Lansing with his retinue afys had passed by for a
swim, and once more the poor man had had to exjlairhe was not the
Americanan question.

This incident occurred in March 1986. In March8&9as we will see
later, | was once again denounced to the FedetaeRbut then | was
not to escape their clutches.

| tarried three weeks in that pleasant, old-fashibhotel. Rogeiro in
particular became the darling of the maids, andvbeld play with the
children of the other guests. The six months, harewvhich the tourist
is allowed in Brazil were now up, and | decidedytoon a half-year trip
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to the Far East. Yet in the Orient my mind condyadwelt upon my

little Brazilian friends, and, after an excursiom $ee my family in

Britain, | once more boarded an aircraft boundtfe tropical coast of
Brazil, that palm-traced shore which for me hadoloee a new Eden, or,
perhaps, that Nirvana where terrestrial beautyesnitith man's immortal
yearnings, for which Robin Maugham sought all lieslbng.

When | reached my destination | was met at theodirpy Josivan,
but Rogeiro was not with him. To my dismay | lesdrthat he had been
farmed out to an aunt who lived in a distéatela. Once ensconced in
my hotel | ordered Josivan to collect two oldertbess and together go
in a taxi to pick up the little boy. Fortunatehetaunt was out when they
arrived at her house. Rogeiro was playing insashel, was abducted. He
refused to believe that | had returned until he e@xucted to my room.
| loaded him with presents: a Meo costume brougdihthae way from
Thailand, a watch, and toys purchased at HamldyRegent Street.
Indeed, some children are lucky enough to discotrext Father
Christmas does exist after all.

| rented an apartment on the esplanade, where Roged | could
live together again. | was following a Brazilianc&l tradition, the
raising of a child who is not one's own. One & tilappy aspects of
Brazilian culture is the lack of strong family tiesAmong the urban
masses parents rarely live together for any leogttime. Siblings in
one family will often have different fathers. Talbsence of a suffocating
family atmosphere gives the kids a tremendous fmstife. It is
common for people to help out with logistics byitakinto their homes a
filho de criacao,a foster child. It is often the child who choodhe
household in which he wishes to be raised. Whethénstreets, the
shops, or on the beach it was unremarkable forontee tin the company
of a small boy who was evidently not my son. Isve&cepted that | was
doing my bit to help rear the child.

Not far from the Federal capital of Brasilia, irethdjacent state of
Goias, | saw a more extreme case of this traditiohad been invited to
spend a few days on the estate of a cattle randtiés. man had traveled
in the United States and Europe and spoke Amegcetish. He was a
boy-lover, and | had met him through mutual and tlyful
acquaintances. In his study he proudly producedopy of Tom
O'Carroll'sPaedophilia: The Radical Casa, work, he said, which had
helped to give him the courage of his convictions.

On his ranch, ofazendathere lived several boys whom my friend
had garnered from different parts of Brazil. Thbsgs reveled in their
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open-air life. They learned the business of rgigiattle and also the
equestrian arts. As | sat on the terrace with umdewner | would watch
those beautiful adolescents, riding bareback, binghe steers to the
corral.

Upon a hilltop, three miles from the ranch house; host had
constructed a pleasure pavilion, tiasa d' Equinox.He had installed a
jacuzzi and, accompanied by some young favoritewbeld immerse
himself within it to view, through plate-glass winals, the final descent
of the sun over his ancestral estates. To mewassthe ideal to which
unfettered paedophilia should aspire, the developrnoé a pederastic
society. There is no question here of prostitytimnmoral corruption.
The association of boys with men is seen to bénictbte to humanity.

Perhaps this ideal may seem obnoxiously aristactatsome. There
is, however, something “feudal” about man-boy la¥eye use the word
neutrally, thinking of its origin in the Latin wofdedusmeaning a treaty
or social contract. In any consensual man-boyticgiship the man is
responsible for the boy, not the other way arowithere the boy is poor
the man may impart to him food, clothing, sheltegney. Where the
boy is already adequately cared for in a matedaks by his family, the
man may impart affection, diversion, instructionsome skill or other,
supremely wisdom and companionship. In returnbibye lends what he
has — his own body, his personality, loyalty, segyiand perhaps the
oblation which is love.

In spite of harassment from neighbors or the atttesy a paedophilic
society can develop and play a beneficial part hie tife of the
community. The presence of a responsible Westaedgphile in a Third
World city can give a positive focus to the livesimpoverished young
boys. Every now and then the media announces alargdrevelations
concerning child prostitution in the Third Worldin almost all cases
these revelations are untrue. In 1982, for examiple Los Angeles
Timesran a story which claimed that there were fifteleousand child
prostitutes (apparently female) in the city of Bején the state of Para,
Brazil. The article mentioned two bars in the Raspar Viana. Shortly
afterwards | was passing through Belém and checkethe joints. | got
drunk on bad rum as | waited to be embraced byppl®scent whores.
Not one manifested herself; instead | had to figifitthe attentions of
alarmingly upholstered dames, who argued over keefish wives over
a piece of haddock.

As with the term “sexual abuse”, that of “child ptitution” has
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become meaningless. It is used of any adult-cdgklal relationship in
which the child receives so much as a pickled orifom his partner.
Such prostitution, however, in the sense of a dividg in a brothel or
acting like a curbside whore, is virtually non-e&rg. Yet it is one of the
most fundamental instincts of mankind to succor ytbeng, to nourish
and cherish them. Even as a matter of courtesyarawould offer food,
drink, or pocket money to a boy whose friendshis lggven him
happiness. A boy is not a scheming cynic who isetgeawaiting the
moment to get paid for his lewdness. The facttthatsums involved are
trifling is not due to the miserliness of Westemegophiles, but to the
on-going nature of the associations, in which moimeytself is not
important, but affection and nurture are. As RpdoDreikurs has
proclaimed, children need a sense of routine, ofmabty, and they
realize this. The paedophile who washes, feedthes, and loves a boy
is not corrupting the morals of a minor, but isfpemning a rite sanctified
by the immemorial instinct to rear the young.

Sri Lanka used to be regarded as a paradise for Ibogrs, as the
natives practiced pederasty among themselves anddis reveled in
guilt-free associations with their First World addiftiends. After a
certain Tim Bond of the Swiss-international charit{Terre des
Hommes”, observed this idyllic scene and raised hbe/l of “child
prostitution”, laws were tabled which would allowet corrupt police
force to burst into bedrooms and hold foreignest @ri Lankans, of
course) to ransom. These threats to boy-love tmaeka devastating
impact on the Sri Lankan economy. The natives t&lllyou that there
are few tourists because of the civil war, but tilsighe “respectable”
reason. The war is confined to the principal Teangas in the north and
east of the country, whereas the main tourist aseasin the western,
southern and central parts of the island.

When | arrived in Sri Lanka in 1986, the Golden Aggs long since
over. | went to Negombo, a town famed of yore. wahs like
Arromanches a week after D-Day, just a strip of gnguest houses and
defunct restaurants with menus in German. There nahing for the
visitor to do, except stare at the Indian Ocearendhiinking little bottles
of Beck's beer at the equivalent of five marks eatthdid not seem to
occur to the locals that people do not travel thaods of miles just for
that.

I moved down the coast, south of Colombo. | foumgself ignored
by the native boys, except when they asked for yamif they thought
me some strange beast from Mars which ambled awmating rupees
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in its path.

At length | came to a small fishing town which,uadly at least, was
the Ceylon of legend. The green phalanx of pakaséd forward as if
to kiss the turquoise chaos of the ocean. | trd@dene down the golden
path which separated land from sea, day-dreaminBratilian shores
where the mulatto boys writhed and tangled in theyes Then, as |
passed a fisherman's hut, that clear note, theotalboy, beckoned to
me. | diverted my course and stood in the darkefwdway. There in
his sarong reclined a boy of about thirteen. Hatéd me to come in,
and motioned to the space beside him. | was daoodb so when, my
eyes becoming accustomed to the gloom, | obsehetdtiiere were six
men in the hut. | nodded a greeting at the comanaywithdrew. | had
not gone a few yards before the boy called agHi@.had left the hut and
now ran up to stand before me.

“Where do you come from?” he asked.

“England.”

“Are you married?”

“No.”

“Do you like boys?”

“Yes.”

“Where are you staying?”

| gave him the name of my simple guest house oméaeh, and told
him to meet me there in ten minutes.

Actually, | was so astonished by this unexpectaghbpohaving fallen
within my grasp that | went to have a beer, and riitl arrive at the
rendezvous until half an hour had passed. The however, was
waiting and, with only a little hesitation, followeme off the beach into
my room. Soon he was being unraveled from hisngp(the pleasantries
could come afterwards). In bed, he had an integegechnique and |
asked from whom he had learnt it. He said he hadnted it himself,
while spending the occasional night at sea witHigtermen.

After the formal introductions to his family, it wacceptable that the
boy would accompany me for the rest of my stayis Thild was not so
much prostituting himself but transferring, for eporary period, the
responsibility for his nurture from his parentstte. He would rise with
the tropical dawn, shower, and go home for breakfanding over to
his mother the half of the money that | chose tovige. | had new
school clothes made up for him, so that he coutdacdash among his
less enterprising fellows. After school, he wouljoin me to play
badminton, take a walk along the beach, or toeadtrmy room for an
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amorous siesta. At dusk he would recline at myt fe® sipping a
whiskey, | meditated upon the palm-tops growingcklagainst the last
of the light.

The temporary transfer of responsibility for therieg of a child:
this is the beneficial social process which thesPrand the do-gooders
have condemned as “child prostitution”. In theecakthe Third World,
it is not a question of the exploitation by West@aredophiles of the
poverty and misery of its peoples, but, rather, thest direct and
effective transfer of resources from the develojpedstrial countries to
the less developed nations. This form of aid bsspa corrupt
government officials and organized charities whod#oated
bureaucracies cream off, in the form of dispropoiitely large salaries
and "perks”, the funds which ignorant and guiltdesh individuals have
entrusted to them. Every European or American gaigite in a Third
World country today is doing, in deed, more to\aliée poverty than a
score of UNICEF desk clerks.

Unlike with the development projects, funded by rsyork-barrel
organizations as the World Bank, the destructiorthef environment is
not involved in this form of economic assistand@ams do not swamp
primeval forests and ancestral villages, wetlamdshat drained to create
deserts and famine, titanic and unnecessary dtegspare not erected to
foul the atmosphere with their detritus. Insteatdere men, boy-lovers,
have come at their own expense to make love toa@hthe children of
the poor, there is no exploitation of natural resesa. Ancient societies
may grow prosperous without their members havingadorifice their
children to the Moloch of modernity.

The opposition of do-gooders, the media, governsantl police to
the work of boy-lovers in the Third World is everoma hypocritical
when that work is directed towards the millionsstrfieet children who
lead their own lives in the teeming, overcrowdedesi The bourgeoisie
often deplore the social “problem” of “abandonediildren. What is
overlooked is that these children have often orir tben initiative
chosen to leave their families in order to livewhat might almost be
called autonomous child-states. Continuous wanfisag exist between
these states and “bourgeois” society, which assuhasa child cannot
be happy and self-reliant unless he is locked timofamily structure and
the educational system. What is extraordinary alebildren is how
easily they can adapt to an independent life i thave the opportunity.
Bourgeois society resents this independence apd td crush it with
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brutal methods, which it justifies as being a favhtompulsory charity.

Sri Lanka'sCeylon Daily Newsrinted a letter from a reader who
demanded that the authorities round up homelessawdrom the streets
of Colombo and sterilize them. The reader put fibivard as a way to
eliminate beggar-children from the capital's sseet

In San Salvador, El Salvador, for several monthsftiended a 13-
year-old boy who had escaped from tReotectura. Mauricio had
approached me while | was playing one of the maghiin an
amusement ground. There was something about dls Yehat Michael
Davidson in Some Boyscalled “need”, which made him win my
attention. He came from laarrio in the east of the city, and from a
young age had wandered the streets in preferenteking among the
shanties. One day, when he was nine years oltdatiebeen picked up
by the agents of thBrotectura,a child-prison on the outskirts of San
Salvador. These men, like dog-catchers, were feaidolonesfor each
urchin they arrested.

Mauricio's mother was happy with the arrangemensle now had
one mouth less to feed. After two years in thidigtec, brutalizing
institution the boy had escaped. In his innocemednad gone home to
present himself to his mother. She reported hithégpolice and he was
taken back to th@€rotectura. After a year, by his calm, helpful manner
and by his natural courtesy, he had won the triibtso“protectors”. He
was given greater freedom and privileges, whichthet opportune
moment helped him escape a second time. He hadfimeever since.
He once took me to a hill overlooking tReotectura,at the place where
the well-traveled escape route came through a farioethe liberty of a
public park. | asked him if he did not feel honoisfor the place — after
all, his guardians had given him clothes, food, andasic education.
With a rare passion, he replied, “I hate them. gming join the
guerrillas and I'll get my revenge.”

| went to Bogota in 1983 to look at tlygaminesthe street kids of
the Colombian capital. 1 succeeded in establishirigendship with a
12-year-old boy who had walked the 110 kilometershe capital from
Villavicencio.

The relationship was strange to me because thelidogot think it
of any importance. Invited to my apartment, he Mcave dinner and
spend the night. He partook of sex in a detachay s if it were just
another bodily function and of no great matter.e Tinoney he earned (a
little under $4) he never kept for himself but taokthe common fund
belonging to his gang.
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| learned from him that thgaminesbelong to groups of about
twenty, and that they usually sleep together iniaed building or in a
crash pad provided by priests. Everything whigfamingains is pooled
for common use or divided equally. In this way they has some
security, for even if he has not been successfull day as beggar or
thief, it is likely that some of his fellows willdve been.

The boy, although happy to be given a good meahatee a hot
shower, and to pass the night in a warm bed, neisdred to live with
me. He did not keep the appointments we made &t again, and my
encounters with him were almost by accident (fovoluld go to those
places most frequented by tgamines.)His personal commitment was
to his group, and | was extraneous to it. He likedpriests because they
respected him and his likes as human beings, wham@aety as a whole
put them on a par with rats.

One night | saw an American in the streets. Hedhdttle of anti-
septic liquid, and whenever he megj@minhe would talk to him gently
and bathe the boy's sores. That was the onlyfattawity towards those
young outcasts which | noted throughout the twadrenonths | stayed
in that dismal city. .

Society was hostile to them. | once went to Beeque Salitre,
where there was a lake, to watch th@minesbathe in the nude. |
reclined at a little distance and observed the gdowys frisking in the
cold water. Mounted police arrived. Apparentlythilag was against
park regulations. The policemen rode behind tlatedng boys, giving
them vicious kicks with their leather boots. | lsheever forget my
anguish as | saw weeping, naked children run pstnicken through the
encompassing woods.

What | learned in Bogota is that young boys areabép by
themselves of organizing their own society. | wasinded of William
Burroughs's booKhe Wild Boys.He imagined a teenage revolution in
Morocco. The adolescents withdraw into the defern Marrakesh,
where they have been persecuted by the policearfay is sent against
them, but, using guile and guerrilla tactics, thadgstroy it. They
reproduce themselves by imagining an act of sod@myyyhich the boys
of fantasy, with whom they are having intercouratain, through the
intensity of vision and sensation, corporeal rgalit

Sitting on a Brazilian beach, a boy may stop by mspeak to him,
offer him something to drink. Soon he will be jethby other boys.
There will now be half a dozen. They begin to ayong themselves. |
cease to be the center of attention. Yet in sarbdesway | am the focus
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of the group, a kind of totem about which a chitatisty is being formed
even as | watch.

Historically, young boys have been able to asderinselves in a
military or paramilitary role. The British Army kaa long tradition of
using boys as young as thirteen. The last phopbgd Adolf Hitler
shows him patting the cheek of a child of that @wbe is being decorated
for having destroyed a Russian tank. In Belfasitidh troops on riot-
control duty have reason to take the Irish Cathcititddren seriously, for
these boys seem to have no fear, being too youirgagine death. The
stones and Molotov cocktails which they hurl careéha demoralizing
effect even on seasoned soldiers.

In 1990 Time Magazine published an article aboiltizdm at war in
Afghanistan and Cambodia. In cases such as thelsizen are usually
following adult example rather than creating thewn child-warrior
societies, such as portrayed in Kevin Esser's ifittamovel, Dance of
the Warriors. Even worse is when children are conscripted inirth
country's army and thrown into conventional battkggh which they
cannot cope. Ethiopia does this, while Iran's walging its war with
Irag, of young boys in human wave attacks uponeectred positions is
infamous. It is not surprising that Iran executedoy-lovers.

In Sdo Paulo, Brazil, the Archdiocese assessesuimber offilhos
da ruaat 600,000 (1987). The trees and fountains ofRteca da Seé
and the Praca da Républica lure them from the etmaanyons of the
largest city in South America. It is as if thesaoast children, despised
by the denizens of Megalopolis, yet have some stiauiemembrance of
Paradise, of that Eden destroyed by the Portugrmenists.

The police drive around in vans in the hope of lwaig them. The
children call these vehicldmrcas de gambér prawn-boats. If they are
caught, they may be interned for a while in a di@ncenter run by the
inappropriately named FEBENFundacao Estadual do Bem-Estar do
Menor). A female human rights lawyer who inspected one such
institution in Salvador (Bahia) compared it to Alnsitz. She suffered
severe emotional distress after her visit. At poat she was talking
with the director in his office when a boy of abaube years, with a
gaping, untreated wound in his chest, ran in aodglko her skirt. He
was prized loose by the guards and dragged ofastrey.

Anyone who has seen the Brazilian filPeixotewill have a clue to
the brutality with which bourgeois society opprestee free children of
the streets. Merely to arrest children and contfireen is no solution to a
problem which reflects fundamental flaws in theigborder.
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One of the most sensible suggestions has been ropdthe
Campanha da Fraternidada, program sponsored by the Conference of
Brazilian Bishops. It called for educators and pgthetic people
themselves to go into the streets, to establisbndiships with the
children, and patiently transform their behavior that they can be
reintegrated into society. If ever there was aifitant contribution
which boy-lovers could make to the good of mankihdould be in this
role of friends and protectors of the street kids.is a tragedy that
society does all in its power to prevent this frbeing carried out, and it
is society which pays for its blindness.

It is apparent that if boy-love were to be madealegwould be the
answer to many of the intractable problems, espgcighere young
people are concerned, which afflict the world tod&y the First World,
children desperately need the moral leadership emdtional succor
from adults which modern urban civilization has iddnthem. In the
Third World children need the very basics of lifshelter, food, clothing,
and medical attention.

Whatever their social or economic background, céild need
affection. Ironically, it is the children of thehifd World who are more
likely to have this ultimate psychological needfifidd. The misery,
squalor and degradation which mires their liveeribes them from
bourgeois values. It is the opportunity granted goyverty to these
children that they will be the better able to bénfbm sexual self-
awareness. Abandoned by the world economic andlssestem, they
have the independence to choose for themselvesr@apaho will give
them succor, guidance, and self-respect.

Those boy-lovers, oppressed in their own countrizo wiravel
abroad in search of the beloved, are not as thensbé of old; they do
not come to further shores as destroyers and e&moi Neither are they
as the friars or missionaries who sought to impthe® own peculiar
outlook upon alien cultures. If boy-lovers infleenor change the
courses of human development, it will not be byrciom or propaganda,
but by love.

80



6. In the Maw of the Beast

“When thou goest with thine adversary to the maafist as
thou art in the way, give diligence that thou maybes
delivered from him; lest he hale thee to the judgel the judge
deliver thee to the officer, and the officer c&se into prison.

“l tell thee, thou shalt not depart thence, tilbthhast paid
the very last mite.”

— The Gospel According to St. Luke, 12, vv, 58-59

1

Since 1984 | had been drawn repeatedly to thecofityatal, in the
state of Rio Grande do Norte, Brazil. In Januafythat year | had
rejected the offer of a teaching post in Tanzaeiealse of my affection
for the city and its younger inhabitants. And #@sathere that | recently
found myself surfeited with a kind of experienauld just as well have
done without, but through which the ideology propded in the first
part of this book was tested to the utmost

The “elbow” of north-eastern Brazil, which bringket South
American continent closest to that of Africa, is desiccated,
impoverished region. Although claimed by the craviriPortugal, in the
16" Century this coast was the haunt of pirates frortta®y and
Normandy. Blond hair is not uncommon among childeed such are
called gallegos,for the earliest Portuguese settlers came froma/dm
Castello, just south of Vigo and Spanish Galicighe principal racial
type is thecaboclo,a person of mixed Indian and European ancestry.

Natal is situated spectacularly on the south banth® estuary of
the Potengi River. The site of the Fort of the Mégorte dos Reis
Magos)received the first Portuguese settlement in 1588rlp a century
after the discovery of Brazil by Pedro Cabral. Theesent fort,
dominating the approaches to the estuary, is théyat of Dutch genius,
dating from the quarter-century when those intreqidnizers succeeded
in wresting the area from the Portuguese. Theagotihts in the hair of
boys is sometimes attributed to the Hollanders,their colonial epoch
was too short, their numbers too few, and theati@hs with the Indians
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too chaste to have influenced the genetic codtstenf generations.

The dry breeze and clarity of the light, especiatlyafternoon,
reminded me of the Grecian archipelago. | thougtw, of ancient
Cyrene as described in Walter Patétarius the Epicurean.During the
few years | frequented Rio Grande do Norte, mangsrf coast were
marred by the construction of hotels to cater f@rvteranistassummer
holiday-makers from S&o Paulo and the industridlseuth.

In spite of the growing development of Natal's istupotential, few
Europeans or North Americans visit the city. 1tLBO0 miles north of
Rio de Janeiro which draws most foreign tourisisench and ltalians
prefer the negro vitality of Salvador da Bahia.kiliLauda, the former
racing driver, was operating a charter flight fréfienna to Recife, some
200 miles to the south. An official sent to Romelb89 to explore the
viability of charter flights was accused of embemént when his
expenses reached US $100 a day.

The discerning traveler will shun the bourgeoisifidbbeaches
adjoining the luxury hotels and prefer to frequitr@ town ones used by
ordinary people. Many an afternoon | would go tateh the boys
swimming upon the foaming margins of the Atlantion her brief stop-
over here in 1941, when flying to Africa, the joalist Eve Curie had
noticed “the brown, naked children diving througje breakers, and, on
the bank of the sleepy river, the huts of wood alay of the local
fishermen.”

Eve Curie was brought to Natal by a combinationhiztory and
geography. Before the Second World War, Natabiprity to the west
coast of Africa made it a vital link in the air tes being developed
between Europe and South America. An Italianrarbtarted a seaplane
service in 1928. A broken column commemoratesdaity link between
the continents. Reputedly excavated from the Ghpit Rome, it was
presented by Mussolini, who dispatched it to Natalair. The Italian
connection was broken with the advent of the wiawve Curie mentions
the “old hangars of Air France, the first ones eteehave been erected
there,” finding them “abandoned, empty — alreadydynd

Natal had also been used by the French aviationepic who flew
the mail between Argentina and Europe, their oslaald tragedy being
so somberly described iWol de Nuitby Antoine de Saint-Exupéry,
“Because of the armistice of 1940,” Eve Curie cmngid, “the French air
lines to South America had become a thing of thst:ptne young
Frenchmen who had toiled and died in operatingetHiees had toiled
and died in vain.”
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Unbeknownst to Eve Curie, the “sad town”, as shieddatal, was
about to enter its only period of international orance. Less than a
month after her departure, the United States of kaaehad entered the
war. The major air route for American personnal amteriel to reach
the theaters of war had to go via Natal and WesicAf Old men
reminisce about the days when the Yanks were thefgaucasian
foreigners are still automatically referred to A®ericanos. Between
1942 and 1945, planes were landing every three tesnat Parnamirim
Field.

The Americans held dances, open “for all’. Thecikasus dance
subsequently known aforr6, a speeded-up version of the forties'
American band music, is the staple rhythm for tgema there today.
More shameless than the samba-badaedbada, forrérequires the boy to
rub his jean-clad crotch against his partner's gpubitil he achieves
orgasm in time with the beat of the music. Thraughhe state even the
smallest municipalities sport open-sided dance shallhere the
criancada,from infants to teenagers, will gather to lose thelves in the
liberating rhythms oforrd, while their elders sit at bottle-cluttered tables
to admire frankly and with open gaze the writhimglies of the young.

The Americans loosened up the conservatiagalensesand freed
them from the constraints of an incestuous peasaciety. Pamamirim
Field is now a flying school for the Brazilian Aorce, although it is
open to civil aviation. The nearest internatiomigbort is at Recife; yet a
legacy of Natal's great days as the world's hulnsopenness with
foreigners, an easy-going friendliness sustainethbysocial informality
of a littoral civilization.

2

Supported by the remains of an inheritance, | dedsmyself for my
inability to find a job by studying what appearen e a pederastic
tradition in Natal. This tradition seemed to beremched in the older
barrios such as Rocas, Brasilia Teimosa, and Santos RE€ss old
quarter of Natal, with its narrow, cobbled stredtas long since been
abandoned by the bourgeoisie, but isfamelaor shanty-town. It is the
home of artisans, small businessmen, and laborers.

Whereas | could not afford to live in Europe, byahing money on
the black market | found myself almost a rich manthis backward
corner of so vast a country. Sometimes | livedpartments, at other
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times in hotels, but my life was centered arousihgle family, that of a
hospital refuse-collector. Three of his sons ket company for five
years. | adored the youngest, Rogeiro, who was iftroduced to me
when he was seven years old. Again and againufrred to Natal to
witness the stages of his boyhood.

My American friend, Lansing, with whom | had firstaveled to
Brazil from Morocco, now followed me to take upidesice in Natal. |
have already described in a previous chapter thgedaof this proximity.
His personality could be described as “baroque’man of great charm,
he is the opposite of a recluse. With our mutusdoaiation and
enjoyment of each other's company, we became titercef a pederastic
society. Some members of the bourgeoisie disappro¥ our life-style,
but in the face of our obvious decency and thadolee Brazilians grant
themselves on sexual matters, they did no moreghamble. There had
been the scare in 1986 when | had felt it necesgaryolt from my
apartment, but upon returning after a six-monthijey to the Far East |
found tranquillity to reign once more.

For both of us 1987 was, in retrospect, an Indiami@er. He had
rented an apartment near the beach and was workimg his
autobiography. | lived in a hotel nearby, reviegvilhe draft of the first
part of this book which | had completed in Portugdnchanted by
Rogeiro' s little-boyness, my emotional life hacaeed a plateau of
stability. The purpose of my existence was tohgeguardian of a boy. |
was as the toiler in a vineyard who at last seewinies mature and may
sit at evening beneath the trellis to savor hisaga.

3

In November 1987 | had gone with Rogeiro to theagg of
Genipabu three miles to the north of the Potegnipabu used to have
one of the most beautiful beaches in Brazil. Thees$, surmounted by
cashew copses, tower above the settlement, andeapaint appear to
invade the ocean itself. Now the dunes have beeded by tourism.
Sand buggiegbugres)hurtle over the delicate declivities, wearing them
down like old molars.

Rogeiro had made friends with local boys and waoalt their horses
for rides. Although his feet got nowhere near stieups he galloped
these beasts along the shore like the young filmo e The Black
Stallion.
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One day | was asked to accompany him and his coiomaon acaju
expedition. | insisted that my horse go at walkiage and a boy lead it
by the reins. After bathing in a fresh watagoa, we returned to the
village with our spoil of ripe cashews. Rogeifar'sther, Josivan, met us
with the news that Lansing, who had been in Potfugas back in Natal.
He also mentioned that many things in Lansing'srtapnt were
missing. | recalled seeing someone's wash drymthe terrace of that
apartment and hearing that someone was living ttherieg my friend's
absence.

Upon my return to Natal, Lansing told me that laisdlord, a Greek,
had put up a compatriot there as a means of repaytebt. The illegal
occupant, a smuggler of electrical goods, had ldelienself to some
eighty house hold objects, which Lansing valuedJ&t $1,000. My
friend deemed the landlord responsible for compangahim for the
stolen items, and when the latter refused to ddeagefused to pay the
rent.

In the meantime, Lansing threatened to lodge a Gntpwith the
police and he hired a lawyer, who was to provelfalacompetent. My
own advice was to reach a compromise and not tttaikgs further, as
the landlord was fully informed of Lansing's uncentional life-style.
Lansing replied that it had been his property, mate, which had been
stolen. Later he informed me that also missingnftis apartment were
photographs of him in the company of young boymeof which could
be considered compromising. | was almost reliegadely he would not
go ahead with his complaint given the hostage ttufie@ now in the
hands of his opponents? “If you proceed,” | tolahhil shall just have to
leave.”

| had decided to go to Belem, in the state of Phata,not until |
received some dollar-denominated bank checks atdftan Europe.
My projected trip was also delayed by minor surgdPgychologically |
was averse to just getting up and leaving. Theuissshould not involve
me. | was not represented in the missing photdgrapMy young
friends, | assumed, wouldn't betray me. | did mish to abandon
Rogeiro just because | was scared. Natal was ah rmy home as
anywhere else in the world.

In January 1988 | received a summons to the loodite station,
where Lansing had lodged his formal complaint agfathe Greek for
theft. | was questioned as a potential witnessorifirmed that | had
seen evidence of someone occupying Lansing's apatrtauring his
absence.
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A few days later Lansing and | were sitting on beach when the
Greek appeared, livid with rage. He became evere rmangry when my
friend refused to speak to him.

“Do you want to go to extremes?” the Greek shout8taken by the
unpleasantness of the incident, | suggested toth&nhhe take no more
than legal recourse to collect his unpaid rent.

One evening not long after, as | was walking altrgesplanade, the
Greek drew up beside me in his car and asked m&\ve.drove off; he
started shouting. While saliva from his lips shoedeupon me, | heard
that, unless Lansing withdrew his complaint, he wasg to denounce
both of us to the Federal Police for involvementhwnenores.| replied
that | was not a messenger for such threats anthketar. | did not wish
to show alarm, having only contempt for bullies @e®ple who menace
others as a matter of course. | informed Lanstwvgn so, of the Greek's
tirade, and | was relieved when he decided to déaidugal for a month.
I, too, was planning to leave Natal in order torgp€arnavalin the
company of Rogeiro's family in Santa Cruz, a towrhe interior where
they had relatives.

Carnival week in that rural town was great fun. féw motley
processions wound through the streets, the revpkarging their faces
with flour or wearing skull masks. That Sundayallevent in a taxi to a
nearby reservoir for a swim. The men sat in pahalters drinking
cachacathe cane alcohol of Brazil. Small boys sold themmaws they
had caught in the reservoir and which their motheus fried.

When | got back to Natal | asked the hotel recedioif anyone had
been inquiring about me. Nobody had. | told himvduldn't speak to
anyone unless the person identified himself. fetdirom Lansing urged
me to join him in Portugal, not because he thougétto be in danger,
but because he would have enjoyed my company adiiigry vinous
dinners. Beforecarnavall had gone to the Federal Police, which has
charge of immigration, and received a three-morthreion of my visa,
but that by itself seemed a poor reason to trdi/gi@way to Europe.

4

In late February a sensational article was pubtisimee one of the
newspapers about an arrest by the Federal Polica atimber of
foreigners accused of illegal sex with teenagesgirThe German who
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rented the house where these goings-on were supposkave taken
place allegedly received an anonymous phone galirtiy him off that
the police were on their way. He tried to escapéiis car but was
waylaid on the road and taken into custody with&tditional charge of
attempting to evade arrest.

The morning after this article appeared | was i@ ldvatory when
there was a hammering on my door. It was the rsayng | had a
telephone call. | shouted that | was indisposatiasked that whoever it
was identify himself and call again in ten minutésalf an hour later the
caller had still not rung back, so | went downhe tobby to inquire. It
seems that it had been a man; he'd used onlyrsisiime and refused to
identify himself further.

On the morning of Wednesday, th& & March, Rogeiro came as
usual to my room. There was a color television laadiked to watch the
daily children's showKuxa,on the Globo channel. Afterwards came a
cowboy film in which Robert Mitchum stalks a gunmara ghost town
and, suddenly appearing behind him, drops him aisingle shot.

In the afternoon | took a walk along the beach réadhe fort.
Rogeiro had gone off on the second-hand bicyclad hought him. |
noticed a white Volkswagen pass me at a curioukdyw speed. It
stopped; | walked by; nobody got out.

On my way back to my hotel | tarried at my usbatraca on the
beach. Rogeiro and some friends were already ,th@eying and
swimming. Four men arrived and sat down at andtit@e. They drank
beer and ate crabs. | ordered soft drinks andfistthe boys but told
them not to sit with me. | didn't want them to aaptoo friendly in
public. | read a book for several hours.

At six o'clock | went along the esplanade towargshotel. Rogeiro
was in the habit of coming in after me to take avedr, put on clothes
for the evening, and receive some money for a smmdwWe had an
arrangement that he should enter the hotel some difter me, so that
people would not see us arriving together. Thissikde provision had
frequently lapsed, especially now that Rogeiro hduicycle and could
catch me up. That evening | delayed further bp@teg at a magazine
kiosk, as | wanted to see if the men who were atbrraca were
following me. | didn't observe them.

A minute after | was in my room, Rogeiro arrivedie stored his
clothes and toys in an old suitcase of mine. H mht keep his
belongings at home because his brothers would #teal. Rogeiro had
a shower and put on trousers and a tracksuit jacke out, but he
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paused to eat some biscuits and watch a Japanéke d@8wenture
episode on the television: bizarre monsters wangeasround Tokyo
being zapped by young men and women on motorcydlegas still in

my bermudas and had turned towards the bathroonm where was a
violent hammering on the door.

5

| opened it immediately. The hotel receptionistwi@ere, along with
several men. At a glance | could see they werdute and not just any
fuzz, but members of the highly efficient and raddPolicia Federal. |
went out to the corridor and closed the bedroonr dedind me. The
receptionist apologized but said that the men leadashded to see me at
once. | asked the one who seemed to be in chahng¢her he and his
companions belonged to the Federal Police andvibis confirmed. |
inquired what | could do for them. The leader askee where Lansing
was. | said he was in Europe. | hoped that | &iaslvered the man's
inquiry satisfactorily, but he and his fellows jugbod there. One of
them, a tall man with a severely scarred face,she who else was in
my room. | said that my friend Rogeiro was watghielevision. Then a
man with a beard suddenly pulled out a huge batigehed to a wallet
and shoutedPolicia Federal!”

“I know that already,” | said.

“We would like to search your room.”

“By all means,” | said and opened the door for thefss | came in |
told Rogeiro to go, but he was detained in theidorr The receptionist
stayed with me as an independent witness. Thel sowmh was filled
with policemen (all in plain clothes). From Rogesrsuitcase they took
his photographs of himself and his family. Theyraveery pleased to
find these, even though not one of them was invaay scandalous. |
had given Rogeiro my old instamatic camera, andthehad built up a
small collection of snapshots including some showime with Rogeiro
and my taxi-driver on visits to scenic points inoRsrande do Norte.
The police put these into a bag along with sevefdlansing's letters
from Portugal which they found on a shelf.

One thug discovered a jar of vaseline among my oress and
proclaimed that | used it to fuakenoresFor a moment my cans of tea
were suspected of beingiaconha(marijuana) and received a good
sniffing before they were considered harmless. ap shelf was a
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computer print-out of a draft of the first chaptafsthis book. The

scarface man leafed through the pages but foundntdmmnprehensible
English too baffling to bother with and let them. b&Vhen a little

collection of things had been gathered — the phafdts, a toy gun,
Lansing's letters, and the vaseline — the policeeweady to leave. | was
told to dress and accompany them.

6

Outside stood two Volkswagens, one white, the otedr Rogeiro
got into the red one, and | the white. We wergairito theDelegacia de
Menoresin thebarrio of Ribeira. The place was swarming with police —
my reception committee. One man with a black beaasl giving orders.
He was Dr. Farhaz, deputy-superintendent of theegédPolice for the
state of Rio Grande do Norte, and, like many it trganization, of
Palestinian origin. There was also a press-liasioer, a fat, gnome-
like creature. | felt that | was about to be pssEa like a product on an
assembly line.

| was told to sit in a hallway and wait. Two p@imen sat next to me
in case | decided to take a walk. In my hands webeok and Rogeiro's
packet of biscuits (each biscuit had a represemtatif Snoopy, the
cartoon dog, molded into it). The little boy wasd laway into the bowels
of the dilapidated police station, cased about byjerous members of
the fuzz.

| tried to read in an unconcerned manner, deephceamed about
Rogeiro and hoping that the little boy would hake sense and guts to
deny that there had been anything physical in elationship. A half
hour later the deputy-superintendent came out efdffice, a look of
triumph on his face.

“You sucked the penis,” he said.

| said | had done no such thing.

| was ordered back to the white Volkswagen and peadrin with four
agentes. | heard that we were going to Natal's main civia{g) police
station in thebarrio of Candelaria. “So you fuck tH#oyzinhos,”one of
my escorts said.

At the Candelaria station | was summoned into ttesgnce of the
night-duty delegado,who informed me that | was accused of a very
serious crime, sucking the penis of a minor. Aftetking my denial of
the charge, | was led down a corridor to a barredr dvhich was the
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entrance to the cell area.

Before this door | was sat down at a desk wherelggman took
down my name. At that moment the deputy-superdgahcame up and
began to shout, “Go back to your own country! Dose filthy things
there, not here in Brazil!” He continued with thdbeatrics until | told
him that it was not necessary to talk so loudly #rad | had great respect
for the Brazilian authorities. He calmed down &edame almost nice.

| passed the dreaded portal between liberty andejsivation. | was
taken into a small room which was littered with astiprisoners' clothes
and told to strip to my underwear. Then | was i a cell which
contained another inmate. Frightened of the kiihgeople | might meet
in such circumstances, | shook his hand, afterwgaisg over to lean
against the opposite wall. The cell itself waslankness, but light came
through from the corridor, from which | was sepadaby a steel grill.

| soon realized that my fellow prisoner was a limat He kept
jumping up and declaring in a panic-stricken vdicat he was about to
be beaten up. Whenever a policeman passed inotiielar he would
beg for a cigarette and sometimes got one.

As time passed about a dozen prisoners were fed tmig cell,
ranging from about seventeen to forty years oldostseemed to have
been connected in one way or another wiiconha(which in Natal is
the poor man's narcotic since the marijuana plantriEhes in the hot,
dry climate).

A man in the corridor pointed me out to the othaptves as a man
who had violated a minor and therefore they hadhjs=ion to rape me.
The prisoners ignored this and continued chattingray themselves — |
suppose my over-weight, middle-aged body wouldhaste stirred their
libidos even in more commodious surroundings.

After about two hours a policeman told me to put ctothes on and
accompany him. Thdelegadowas waiting to take down my statement.
| recounted how | had been arrested and deniechparigaged in sexual
acts with Rogeiro. Theelegadowas very anxious that all the legal
formalities be carried out correctly: He was digauzzled by the case
thrust upon him by the Federal Police. | did nuear to him to be a sex
maniac. He could not understand the significanteghe vaseline,
Lansing's letters, and the toy gun on his desk.

Before returning to the cells | was led into ancaffwhere Rogeiro
was seated surrounded hgentesof the Policia Federal. The deputy-
superintendent was congratulating them on theinlizigopmpetent work.
While Rogeiro sat in silence various policemen kgaiwing and
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caressing him. | asked if the boy was going todberned to his home. |
learned later he spent the night at tbelegacia de Menoreso be
available for interrogation the next day.

The delegado,who seemed almost solicitous, escorted me to a cell
where prisoners scheduled to be put on trial wetd. hl did not have to
take my clothes off again. Using my shoes as awill got to sleep at
4.30 a.m.

v

The cells started to come alive about six o'clokat first morning
there were four other prisoners in my cell, but thenbers were to
fluctuate according to events in the outside worlthere was a Christ-
like figure who had been shot by the police and aesused of drug-
trafficking. His wounds were going septic but lisncern was for
everybody else. He set the tone by welcoming miélasere joining a
club. Other members included two young men whoewerbe helpful
and supportive — one was being investigated fomtleder of a loving
couple in a wood, while the other, an ex-securitiarg, had been
detained for discharging his gun in a bar-room hraw

Soon | was to learn of the existence of other lomg prisoners.
There was Tregeiro, a ridazendeiro(rancher) who had murdered his
male lover and then unsuccessfully tried to bumdadbrpse. There were
a man and wife who had already waited eight motdhse put on trial
for receiving stolen goods.

Next door there was Chamorro, a Nicaraguan whonedito be a
scion of the famous political family. As a medicstudent he had
emigrated to Brazil, and later had risen to thet mdsdoctor for the
inmates of the state penitentiary, known as @wonia Penal. The
Federal Police had arrested him the previous Julycharges of
smuggling and sellingmaconhato his captive patients. He was
appealing against a 10-year sentence.

There was a youth nicknamed Passaro Magro (Skimrdy Bwaiting
trial for a shooting murder committed in the coundegang warfare.
Demus, an extremely mild and decent young man, rdena soccer
player, stood accused of thielacaoof an ll-year-old girl.

The prisoners took care to keep their cells cleBHme lavatory was of
the oriental type, over which one squatted, and basmded by a low
wall to give a modicum of privacy. For bathingrdevas a cistern built
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into the ceiling and plugged by a wooden peg whiok withdrew in

order to have a shower. Food (rice and beans mvifibe a piece of
chicken) was served twice a day. Like most peoa#t into jail (I prefer

the American spelling of this word) | did not atsti have any appetite,
but | had plenty of reserve flab around my middlsck at last could be
put to use.

On my first morning | was visited by Edna, Lansinigiwyer, and his
next-door neighbor, who had heard of my arresthat liotel. Not
knowing any other lawyers at the time, | signed&dp to represent me,
and she brought me personal effects and books fryrhotel. She
prepared a petition to the judge requesting my itiomal release (the
petition was rejected). The neighbor, a salesessmtative for an
industrial cleaning company, turned out to be enfdi of thedelegadoof
the police station where | was lodged (not the same as the night-
duty officer who had taken my statement). Duehie tonnection | was
later to receive some vital privileges.

At 11.00 a.m. | was called to meet the press. Therview”
consisted of a correspondent asking the dwarfidicgpgress-liaison
officer for the details of my case. The journalithred at me, openly
showing his contempt. Two days later my face washe front page of
the local newspaper. The caption described me tasado ingles,an
English rapist. The article asserted that Lansimg) | were homosexuals
who prowled the beaches in search of minors. Thege lured by the
promise of clothes, money, toys and food. Evemghd still denied the
charges, the article continued, it was certain thabuld be convicted
due to the declarations the minors had given tgtiiee and due to the
photographs “found in (my) possession.”

When the paper circulated through the cells, evezyprisoners and
police, treated the article as a great joke. id tietainees had appeared
at one time or another on the crime pages, all hdtered from the
vilification of the press which coordinated its aalts with the
prosecutors; and so this deluge of printed abusktha quality of a
ritual, an initiation ceremony. The best one codidwas to grin and
bear it, to treat the matter as a joke and laugimeself.

The legal machinery which was working towards mynrwas
headquartered at theelegacia de Costumethe Morals Police. This
meant that | got some relief from being confinedhte cell, as | had to
be driven over there to answer questions. The ofiithe Morals Police
was preparing his case for the prosec@boomotora),who turned out to
be a raving virago determined to have me cruskeda foreign tourist |
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had no influential friends in local society. Shmild destroy me without
any risk of retribution.

There was no attempt to torture me, perhaps bedavse a citizen of
an important country. The chief said that the emie given by the
victims (the investigation having now spread frowgRiro to two of his
brothers, Josivan and Reginaldo), combined with fdwt that | was
caughten flagrantemeant that my confession was unnecessary. | would
just make things worse for myself by continuingdeny my guilt. The
flagrante aspect of the case was particularly wicked. Tdderalesin
their statement reported that they had discoveredhnbed with a minor
in a hotel room, implying that they had witnessesl committing sexual
acts with Rogeiro.

Throughout March 1988 these investigations continuély name
was being artificially linked with Lansing's in @dto present a case of
conspiracy. Although | had been living in a hdied the last eleven
months, the prosecution declared that | was agtstdlying with Lansing
in his apartment, the better to plot the corrupoéminors. The Greek,
wishing to force me to pay Lansing's rent arresugre that | was also a
tenant of the apartment.

To improve on the conspiracy theory, my taxi-driveoberto, was
also charged as an accomplice, accused of bringingresin his taxi to
the apartment where Lansing and | would debaucimtheHe was
embroiled in the affair because he appeared in tfoRogeiro's
snapshots. The police had tried to get him to gweence against me,
refusing to accept his assertion that he had nevieume of my sexual
tastes. Thegromotorasaid he ought to have suspected something and
informed the authorities. Roberto was never agrbsalthough he was
put on trial with me. He was to become a vitalklim my
communications with the outside world.

Meanwhile my morale had been boosted by an eveithwhias to
lead to a secret liaison structure critical to nejedise.

8

Lansing's neighbor, the friend of tdelegaddn whose police station
| was confined, received permission to drive mentp hotel to pick up
some sheets, towels, clothes, etc., and to buy thrass (there were
bruises on my joints now from sleeping on the cearflenr of the cell).
We were escorted by two of the station policem&efore we reached
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the hotel | asked for the car to be diverted alting street where
Rogeiro's family lived. Rogeiro and his older bt Reginaldo, were
standing outside their small, two-room house.ghaled to them through
the car window to go to the hotel, which was dote hill towards the
beach.

At the hotel the neighbor, the boys and the polieeraccompanied
me to my room, which | had last entered on the afayy arrest several
weeks before. From the receptionist | ordered éar the police. |
swigged a few shots of Vat 69 from the bottle whias still where | had
left it on a shelf. | was pleasantly surpriseddiscover that the local
police were happy to extend privileges to thoseqmers prepared to tip
them generously.

From the boys I learned that they had blabbed d¢opthlice because
they were frightened. Rogeiro (who had only justched the age of
eleven) said that he had been told that if he didamswer truthfully he
would be incarcerated in a FEBEM institution; thal¢o said | had
already confessed everything.

| couldn't feel aggrieved that he and his brothesd talked, after
more than four years of friendship. The importifuitig was to get them
back on board, to give them the courage to standoughemselves
during further questioning (Edna was to tell meedathat, shortly
afterwards, Rogeiro successfully weathered a thoes- nocturnal
interrogation by the Morals Police).

The boys agreed that whenever they were summorfecelibe judge
they would reverse their previous testimony. My ®gcorts, for whom |
was now a jolly good fellow, also told the boysk&®ep their mouths shut
for my sake.

That was the first of numerous similar expeditioriRoberto would
come to the station at Candelaria each week ardntegs under escort, to
the hotel. The official excuse was for me to hamdr my dirty laundry
and exchange it for fresh, but soon | was stoppireg for lunch as well.

Rogeiro would have already been informed by Robetten to go to
the hotel. After the judge rejected Edna's petifar my release, | gave
up my room, but the management always lent me mnehich to drink
beer with the police escort and discuss my affaits my lawyer. | was
also allowed to talk privately with Rogeiro, whovgame news of the
progress of the investigation against me.

As the months progressed these meetings becameeatadrerate. |
was allowed to spend the whole day away from tladiost to meet
Rogeiro in an up-market hotel near the airport whee could swim in
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the pool or watch videos in the air-conditionedmoo

The tips to the escorting policemen were suffidiefiandsome to
give me quite a free rein. There was a games witma bathroom off
it. The police would not object to the boy and gaoéng to play billiards
or ping-pong while they remained in the bedroomchiaily videos and
drinking beer. We would slip into the bathroom weheve became
proficient in having sex in three minutes flat. IMigaste regime at the
police station resulted in my being able to climaoth profusely and
quickly.

There were many opportunities to escape, but attiime the judge
held my passport and | did not wish to lose all tinest | had
accumulated. The investment | had made in befiignohy captors and
gaining their confidence was paying me consideraleends, and |
did not wish to squander them in an impulsivepidnned flight.

Meanwhile progress toward my trial was proceeding glacial pace.
Brazilian justice is renowned for its slowness.thalgh according to
law aprocesscshould be completed in 90 days, sometimes the rnEiso
must wait years before learning his fate.

Justice issumario,there being no jury except in murder trials. The
judge listens to the evidence of the prosecutaonesme he knows well
and works with daily, and then decides at his leisipon a verdict. In a
cozy provincial set-up like Natal it is not surfmig that acquittals are
extremely rare. The best the defense can hoge &light sentence.

In Rio Grande do Norte the appeals court (whictinésstate supreme
court) always confirms the first-instance judge'srdict, although
sometimes it increases the severity of the sentdribe prosecutor has
formally complained that it is too light.

When my judge had rejected Edna's petition for tml release,
she had appealed unsuccessfully against his rtditige Supreme Court,
a body of five old men who met once or twice a waell were allowed
special holidays for the months of July and January

After her failure | realized she was out of hertiiepnd released her,
taking on a man whom Chamorro recommended, a Dndigleca. This
lawyer was more upbeat. He decided that sinceptbsecution's case
was so flawed, and my continued detention afted&gs so illegal, he
would appeal to the Federal Supreme Court in Beagil have the case
dismissed. He did not submit his appeal until Aignd it was not to be
considered until December by which time my triabveaer.

It was not until June 21, 1988, over three andlfrhanths after my
arrest, that | appeared before the judge. fdroeotorawas prosecuting
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me for two crimes: the violation of minors withegumed violence, and
the corruption of minors.

The violence was assumed because Rogeiro and dosam@ under
14 and Brazilian law does not admit that childrewer that age could
consent to sexual acts with an adult except undexss. The corruption
consisted in my having given food (fried fish araftdrinks in the
barraca,) clothes, toys and “even a bicycle” to minors. Ilasw
automatically assumed that these were used asdnthrt for sexual
relations.

When | entered the simple courtroom (everyone sieasame table
like at a company board meeting) the judge, a fat mith a red, bloated
face and protruding eyes, shook my hand gravelg. hikd mistaken me
for a lawyer (I was dressed with jacket and tieleseua Excelenciavas
open-collared and with shirtsleeves rolled). Ussuhls victims were
presented to him in handcuffs, but my friendly pelescort assured him
that | wasmanso(tame).

| gave my version of events and asked to see th#ographs, to the
scandalous nature of which the press had lurididatl. After my arrest
Rogeiro's snap-shots had been counted and theiberuracorded, but
now the quantity of photos had been doubled by sheeptitious
addition of those which | knew had been stolen ftansing's apartment
and delivered to the Federal Police by the Greek lais smuggler
compatriot friend. They showed my elderly friemdthe company of
other males of much tenderer years, and, of theéoghonly some three
could to the prudish mind be considered scandalous.

My protests that | had never before set eyes upesetimages were
ignored. It seemed absurd that | should be predesd having hoarded
pictures of someone else's social life, but thenwvihole trial, with me
depicted as a violent rapist, was straight out afidd. Lansing, who had
left the country before any charges had been bitofidgtad warned him
by letter not to return to Brazil) had now becomiigitive from justice
(foragido) and was being trieth absentiawith me. After the hearing |
had a few beers with my lawyer, who reassured raelthad not made
any gaffes. Then it was time to return to jail.
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As anyone who has been imprisoned knows, the magoéspecially
if joined with hopelessness, is the most diffictiiing to bear. Most
prisoners come to terms, after a while, with tiiellow inmates and with
their guards. When you have been confined for sameks you cease
believing that you'll be out in just a few more gdagind you try to make
yourself as comfortable as possible. The long-tpnsoners in the
police station at Candelaria had mattresses, cébaets and pillows,
televisions and cassette players. They had thapparnalia, the small
comforts of existence, brought in by relativesstytalishes, coffee, soap,
toothpaste, toilet paper, shaving equipment, detgrg sanitary
chemicals, cigarettes. Since | had no relativash eveek Roberto would
shop for me and bring the purchases, along withraai, to the police
station.

| read a lot, not sitting or lying down too muchpaced the cell, even
if it was only four paces in length, with a bookhiand. | had my weekly
outing to look forward to, although permission fdris was not
automatic.

Sometimes | could arrange a separate foray undeorteso the
Cultura Inglesa, an English-teaching school coreweetith the British
Council. The Englishman in charge, whom | had kndvefore my
arrest, was polite enough never to mention my pesdent. There |
would borrow books to take back to my cell, leavicapies ofThe
Economistmagazine, to which | subscribed, in return. Fomtvaf
material | even read The Holy Bible. Although |svappalled by the
brazen genocide committed by the Jews, as relatéldei Pentateuch, |
found their endurance of endless suffering to Ephjemoving, as | did
the message of Jesus. The reader had been aast it and had met
with repeated disappointment in his attempts taeate himself from it.

The delegadowas decent enough to trust certain prisoners ¢l &tr
the garden behind the station. Passaro Magro egatbe plants, while |
paced up and down, interrupting my reading now agdin to view
shrubs of plantain and papaya wave their leavesivehbreeze blew in
the afternoon light. 1 tried to think of the ndegal step my lawyer was
taking as giving grounds for hope. July was vaid,the courts were
closed for the holidays, but in August Dr. Mendaia¢ last got around to
going to Brasilia to submit his petition to the Eeal Supreme Court (a
campaign which was to be overtaken by events).
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To distract ourselves from boredom, Chamorro apdrsuaded some
of the guards to smuggle in small bottlescathaca. The necessary
planning, then the covert drinking, and the clafidesdisposal of the
bottles, diverted us from the yoke of the passdgem®. Unfortunately
Chamorro would get over-excited when he was drufilhere was a
night-duty delegadawho seemed to be out to get us. We were listening
to forré music, perhaps too loud, in Passaro Magro's cedinvghe made
a raid. When the policemen circulated into thé cé#slought at first they
were joining the party. A bottle of orange juicéxed with the suspected
alcoholic beverage was discovered. Passaro Magad, miserable
youth, immediately ratted on Chamorro and me. Véeewhandcuffed
together and taken to the police forensic laboyatéor testing.
Chamorro, being a doctor, noticed that the bregtivad equipment was
broken, so the attendant had no choice but to deakisober. Thwarted,
and being a woman to boot, thelegadabided her time, confident that
another opportunity would present itself in duerseu

10

On September 21 | again appeared befswa Excelencia. The
promotorahad finally got around to calling the prosecutioitnesses to
take the stand, well over six months after my arréhey consisted of
the doorman to Lansing's apartment building, sofmfe inhabitants of
the same edifice, and the three minors in the abdyrothers, one of
whom, Reginaldo, was now a major. As | had nonleéng there, the
people in the apartment building were unable te giny details about
my sex life. When the boys took the stand theyaded they had never
said the things attributed to them by the polidéne promotorawalked
out in disgust. “They were very well prepared,g said curtly.

As indeed they had been. Two nights before theirigpany lawyer
had driven the three boys to his house and bridiech on the likely
questions they would be asked and how they shoalldniswered. The
following day | had been able to arrange with tfedegadoan outing to
the hotel near the airport, the Pousada do SolthehiJosivan and
Rogeiro were driven by Roberto's father, an old méo had a virulent
loathing for the authorities who were victimizing lson.

While my police escort relaxed as usual in the @nditioned room |
had taken, | went with the boys to the games rdmnefing them there
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for two hours. Not only had they to learn the eotranswers to the list
of questions Dr. Mendonca had drawn up, but alsmvwercome the
psychological timidity likely to overtake a childhile being questioned
by an overbearing adult.

In court their performance was good. Reginaldo ahle to stay
calm when thegoromotorathreatened to have him arrested for perjury
since he was now an adult. Rogeiro, the most itapbrwitness,
confirmed every detail of my version of the so-edlfilagranteincident
and repeatedly denied that | had ever had any kexm#act with him.
Josivan was the least convincing. Although he @nsd the questions
according to our plan, he squirmed and grinned aithembarrassment
that might have thrown doubt on his veracity.

When thepromotorabecame excessively menacing with Rogeiro, my
lawyer calmly pointed out to the judge that thiédiboy was supposed to
be a victim, not one of the accused. At the entthefhearing there was a
discussion as to when the witnesses for the defeheald be called.
The Judge said he could not find time to listethi&m before Christmas,
which meant that | would have to rot in jail forveeal more months just
to reach that state. | told my lawyer to dispemsth it, since my
witnesses could hardly improve on the contributioa prosecution's had
made to my defense. | wanted the trial to be bmbug a close as
quickly as possible. | hoped that a conviction wagikely given the
record of the day's hearing.

11

My spirits revived, | once more returned to my iiegdat the police
station. | found myself enjoying D. H. Lawrencé&lse Plumed Serpent,
his semi-fascist novel about Mexico. His descoipgi of the charred,
death-pregnant landscape of the central valley amebwell with my
lonely walks in the arid station garden with itsheired papaya plants
and sombre plantains. In the hour before duskd altowed to sit with
the duty policemen in the station porch, sippira weile | watched the
traffic pass in the road and the light change agdire painted facades of
the houses opposite.

By October my status at the police station hadhrmdficiently high
for me to be taken on an all-day outing with tredegado.In his office |
heard him complain about having to go to Campinan@e in the
neighboring state of Paraiba. As his visit wasrigape one, he would
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have to pay for the petrol out of his own pockebffered to meet that
expense if he would take me along. He acceptedptbposal with
alacrity.

In the car, besides the driver, was tHlelegado'slawyer. The
delegadowas involved in a dispute over alimony paymentdwiis ex-
wife, who lived in Campina Grande. The lawyer,gédoGeraldo, was
very fat, especially so for a man only in his [atenties. He had come
to Natal from S&o Paulo the year before and wasgrp make his way
as a “fixer” for important people. He was alreadfriend of the judge,
and later | was to use him as a line of commurogatvith that worthy.
He used to take the judge out for drinking partftreey were both
unabashedervejaos,or beer-boozers) and arrange for girls to be on
hand. He even claimed that towards the end ofaogg the judge had
asked him to fuck him and he had obliged. He vmagréssed by my
company because even though | was a prisonerdt@usbn picking up
the tab for everyone.

The boozing started at noon at a street-corndragrivhich goat was
the specialty, and the succulent morsels were wiadben withbatidas
of Cachacaand lemon. We still had time to kill as the exeviflas not
available to see thdelegadountil the middle of the afternoon. The fat
lawyer complained that he was still hungry, so wenwfor a second
lunch at a more up-market restaurant; again | wasessful in grabbing
the check. Before starting on the return trip, deéegadotook us on a
scenic tour of the town.

At dusk we arrived at Nisia Floresta, to the sootiNatal. Jorge
Geraldo again felt hungry, especially since thallalicacy wagitd, or
crayfish. | suggested a restaurant which | hadtedswith Rogeiro
fiteen months before, but after the dishes werevesk the lawyer
condemned the preparation of the creatures andionedt another
establishment which satisfied his exacting culinatandards. We
washed this second dinner down with whiskey. Winenbill arrived |
once again opened my wallet.

“It never ends,” marveled the lawyer at my seenyirigexhaustible
supply of cash. Thelelegado,somewhat shamed, insisted this round
was on him.

The next morning at the police station | had tostod, but, as | had
now procured a cell of my own, | could suffer invacy. The driver,
who was on station duty, was white, and | gave some Alka Seltzer.
The delegado, however, appeared to be in the best of health and
addressed himself to his duties with aplomb.
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All the privileges which | had accumulated duringy mnonths of
imprisonment had depended on the goodwill and hitsnaot the
delegado. Now he informed me he would be taking a three-wleake
at the end of October. As a farewell present halgvallow Chamorro,
Passaro Magro and me to go to the beach for the day

A pick-up truck, provided by Passaro Magro's fatteercontractor,
was to be our transport. The day passed pleasantlygh. Chamorro
was accompanied by his wife and two small daughtekssour note
entered when Passaro Magro wanted to visit hislyameiuse, and so we
had to leave the beach earlier than planned. Wdebean eating and
drinking at a restaurant near the seashore, withfeoéng the bill.
Passaro Magro promised to provide once we readdtbime.

When the truck stopped outside the house, Chanvesntoo drunk
to get out of the back, where he lay spread-eaghedrowd gathered to
watch his prostrate form.

| was ambulatory and asked for a whiskey, which vedissed. | was
so annoyed that on the way back to the statiokedsur escort to stop
the truck so that | could have one last beer atdside bar.

At the station Chamorro and | berated Passaro Mé&grdaving
refused us the promised booze. In the heat oalteecation | flung the
contents of my teacup in his face. He howled dnwited for his pet cop
to come to his aid. Chamorro and | were hustledyato our respective
cells. It was unfortunate that the night-duty €kwvas the samedelegada
who had sent us handcuffed to the forensic depaitimack in August.
Now she filed a formal complaint to higher authest

Before going on his leave, tlielegadoasked whether | would give
him a hundred dollars to help him have a good tfme monthly salary
was about $400.). | agreed, and in return reqdeséemission for an
outing on his last day at the station, as | exgkttaemain locked in my
cell during the three weeks while he was away @vde So on the
morning of October 27, 1988 | found myself swimminghe pool of the
Pousada do Sol in the company of Rogeiro.

This hotel is somewhat decrepit but it has a lagelen with trees,
and running about the garden were small lemur-bBkémals which
Rogeiro used to talk to, offering them bits of fruAfter our gambol in
the pool, we went to the games room for our custgntiaree-minute
session. This had been pared down to me careBggiro’ s small
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body while he knelt or sat on the toilet seat, @irhme to a conclusion
with him jerking me off as | stood before him. Hievays had a look of
innocent surprise, which made me laugh, as he wdtdhe sperm
dribble down his breast towards his belly-button.

My lawyer, Dr. Mendonga, and his family came fondh. While his
children played in the pool with Rogeiro we drardo®&h and reviewed
the legal situation. The paperwork for winding thye trial was nearly
complete and the judge would shortly announce bigligt. We had
wine with the meal and were enjoying the post-pianijueur, a good
imitation of strega, when my escorting policemameato the dining
room to tell me that there had been a phone aath fthedelegado. |
must return to the station at once. | thought Weisy much out of order
and told the policeman to say that | was havingngyortant conference
with my lawyer and needed more time. To soothe mages | had
several double whiskeys at the bar, but finally @sgort insisted that we
go. Leaving Rogeiro and the family to enjoy thelesg, the lawyer
drove me to the police station.

Awaiting me were cars to transport Chamorro andarthe Colonia
Penal by order of the Chief of Police of Rio Grande dorfdo My
lawyer made frantic phone calls from the officetloé delegado,who
insisted that he had had no prior knowledge oftthesfer order, but |
refused to give him his money anyhow. Dr. Mendoggithrough to the
Chief of Police who said he could not rescind théeg as it had been
approved by the judge and was now a judicial matter

My transfer to the state penitentiary was a resithe complaint by
thedelegadaabout the ingestion of alcohol by Chamorro and rifiySo
suit the occasion; | was now drunk and, with thelead release of
adrenalin into my blood, was almost delirious. ibgrthe trip to the
penitentiary, the reputation of which was appallihgeprimanded the
driver: he should have been ashamed of himselfaking me to a place
“worse than Auschwitz”. | was not handcuffed artdyled with the idea
of flinging myself out of the car and making my &se through the
mangrove swamps of the Potengi estuary.

The Colonia Penalis on the north side of the river, not far from the
fishing village of Redinha and the dunes of Genipabften | had read
in the newspaper of its horrors, of the maniacs piosvied within.

Chamorro and | passed through the gate of thetutisth to have
ourselves and our baggage searched by the guaftiey wore the
uniform of thePolicia Militar, Brazil's paramilitary gendarmerie. Two
secretaries typed details onto a card, and thewave summoned to the
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office of thecoronel,the commandant of the prison. | was surprised by
this man's politeness: he shook our hands anckihwis to sit down. He
was an evangelical Christian whose humane treatwietite prisoners
under his charge had gained him their respecthadtdrawn him much
criticism from the local press and opportunistidimans. While we
were in his office the telephone rang; it was mwyear asking if
Chamorro and | could be lodged with the privilegeisoners in the
library. The commandant agreed, and we departéd ouir baggage to
meet our new colleagues. | reflected that thatningrl had been as if in
paradise, frolicking with my lover-boy amid the ges of a luxury hotel,
and how, at dusk, | had made the passage to hell.

13

The alcohol | had consumed earlier that day mdigifwumbed my
awareness of what had happened. Chamorro anddupumhattresses on
the library floor like settlers staking their clarto living space.

On the walls of our new home prominence was giverat1943
framed portrait of the dictator Getulio Vargas. efdnwas also a picture
of Tancredo Neves, the president-elect who had aletthe eve of taking
office in 1985. Later | took this down, as Nevessva symbol of hopes
raised and then lost.

Interspersed with the bookshelves were the livirgas set up by the
various prisoners who, often by informing on thieitow inmates, had
been able to wangle, for their own protection, phiwilege of residing
there. Chamorro was greeted as an old friendh&ras the former
prison doctor, had been one of the principal rolmgsvhich maconha
had been smuggled into the penitentiary. Now hHektyuarranged with
his old buddies for a supply of the stuff for hiergonal use. In fact,
because of the accumulation of traffickers heldaghtheColonia Penal
had become an entrepdt for the trade.

| found conditions in the prison to be more toléeaban at the police
station in Candelaria. The chief drawback was tifficulty in
communicating with the outside world. The libratgtainees had their
own keys to the room so that we could lock ourselveif we were
threatened by the more vicious thugs fromdhkeria. There was plenty
of space for walking around, including access tgaeden which was
home to a herd of goats. | befriended one of ticesatures: she would
playfully butt my thigh until | pacified her witthe offer of banana skins.
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As | was with thanansoprisoners | was not subjected to any physical
aggression or personal abuse. There was noneeofittimization of
sex-offenders for which British and American coti@tal institutions
are notorious. After all, Brazil's is hardly a ppan society.

In the library | found some old textbooks on theihdanguage and |
found the return to schooldays exercises effedtivdiverting me from
the passage of time. | also became friendly vighyloung man who was
the warden of the chapel to which he held the kidg had become an
Adventist after murdering his grandmother. Formeith the interior
town of Caico, he had lived a life of dissipatiowolving alcohol and
drugs. One evening, in his usual state of inebnathe had returned
home and had an argument with the old lady whishlted in her death.
When he awoke in a police cell the next morningh&e no idea why he
was there. He would allow me to rest in the chapehe afternoons
when | took a siesta and | would read the Bibléhose tranquil hours
helped give me a bit more inner peace. Upon thié abmve the altar
were Jesus' words according to the Gospel of 8h:JUf you have faith
in me, you will know the truth, and the truth wskt you free.” Upon the
opposite wall there was a fresco, painted by aopgg of a man's hands
breaking asunder the chains which manacled them.

In early November my legal situation received aldelow. In the
small juridical office used for conferences betwegeisoners and their
lawyers, | received from mine a copy of the ari@ster issued against
me by a judge representing the federal court of ®&ande do Norte.
Although | was already incarcerated in the statdtpatiary, the Federal
Police had petitioned a federal judge to authamigemmediate arrest by
their agents and my indefinite detention at theadyquarters if | should
ever be liberated by the state judge under whodmamces | was now
suffering.

The other blow, however, postponed the implemesniatif the order.
| was informed that | had been condemned to threk a half years'
detention, but imegime aberto.This should have meant that | would be
released from prison on parole. Having been faguitty, | would also
be obliged to pay the costs of the trial. Robethe taxi-driver, was
given the same sentence for being my accomplidehdowas allowed to
continue at liberty.

Dr. Mendonca provided me with the copy of the vettdiThe judge
had discounted the inconvenient fact that the iwist had denied the
police evidence by writing that I, astarista ingles,had obviously had
the money to bribe the boys to change their testimdly lawyer urged
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me to appeal. By refusing to accept the verdidtlaypappealing against
it to the state supreme court, | would not be fiemad to the care of the
Federal Police. Also, | would not yet have to plag court costs. The
drawback, as it turned out, was that the judgegmaht at my not having
signed my name to his verdict, refused to let meobjail.

On the legal front, the weeks before Christmas vegrent drafting
and submitting the appeal, petitioning the fedgudiye to rescind his
arrest order and, when he rejected this petitigpealing to a higher
court, theTribunal Federal de Recursas Brasilia, to overrule that
judge's order. My lawyer left for Brasilia to suibrthis petition just
before the holidays.

Unfortunately, the month of January would be anothalicial
vacation and my appeal against the federal arneravould not be
heard until February 1989 at the earliest. Astli@ appeal against the
verdict of guilty, there was no time limit as to evhit would be heard by
the state supreme court. This consisted of refinddes, all of whom
were chums of the one who had condemned me. $ormpiimet a man
who already had been waiting three years for hgalpto be heard.

During this period my morale reached its lowesnpoilt was as if |
had descended, as in a suffocating dream, dowaotssttunnels into a
dark pit out of which | would never be able to claw way back into the
sunlight of liberty. | had not informed my relatiw in Britain about my
predicament. The disgrace would have been toa.grearote to my
mother informing her that | was involved in a ledé&pute which would
take some time.

I experimented with thenaconhafreely available in the prison, but
found that under its influence my problems seemezheavorse. Time
seemed to pass by too slowly and | could not tlihkhe steps to be
taken which might win my release. | felt none lé sense of calm and
ease which habitual users claimed for the herbe ISklzhenitsyn's Ivan
Denisovich, | had to live each day as it came.

14

| exploited what opportunities there were to maferore bearable.
Under the benign rule of tteoronelit was possible to apply for medical
treatment outside the prison, which had no hospitallinic of its own.
Chamorro's successor held surgeries once a weak iffice, but his
services were mainly for those inmates who did heote the resources
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for private treatment. My lawyer prevailed upondactor friend to

diagnose me as a claustrophobic who had to beutetfgorison twice a
week. This resulted in my gaining more real freadban | had had at
the police station in Candelaria.

My appointed escort waagenteClaudio of thePolicia Civil. We
would leave the prison about 7.30 a.m. and reamonnd ten o'clock at
night. He had no objection to my meeting the baythough this time |
did not engage in any of my hotel antics.

We usually stopped first at Roberto's house whéadl breakfast and
reviewed my finances which Roberto was guardingy I&fal situation
would be discussed at Dr. Mendonga's house ovehlurClaudio, the
boys, and | would go for a swim on the beach at&@dlegra, then repair
to the nearby villa of a cocaine trafficker, onengy colleagues in the
library, who coordinated his “medical treatment’tlwmine. Whiskey
would be served on the terrace and we would watk dall upon the
palm-bordered coast.

After dinner in a restaurant, Claudio and | woutdtg the house of a
man convicted of fraud, who still had large stooksvhiskey left over
from his days of affluence. | was courting higtden-year-old daughter
and would bring her shoes and fancy clothes. | waly diverting
myself, but unfortunately she took it seriously dalll in love with me,
so her father had to quash the budding romance.

Under the influence of alcohol, Claudio would beeomuite
deranged, bemusing the Portuguese-speaking Brazlby conversing in
fluent Spanish.

Just before Christmas, Claudio and | were reporgdgining to the
Colonia Penal*holding each other up”. The result of our indetaon
was a notice on the bulletin board which annourtbedl my treatment
had been suspended indefinitely. | had been obdemturning to the
jail “in a visible state of inebriation”. As it waall excursions from the
prison were suspended during the seasonal holafa@sristmas and the
New Year.

Inmates, however, were entitled to be visited byilia and friends.
My three “victims” came to cheer me up in the lifyral treated Rogeiro
and Josivan to Coca-cola and biscuits, while Rédinanow an adult,
readily accepted a joint ordered from one of tteaioerated traffickers.
The police and the prosecutor had squandered piuslats to imprison
me and protect from “sexual abuse” those minors edwdd hardly wait
for their abuser to get out of jail so they could tabused” and
“victimized” yet again.
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During such visits the prisoners' children wouldypWith each other.
Childish screams and laughter echoed through time kalls. | found
myself assuming the appropriate role of baby-siiteile parents retired
behind curtains to make love. | built up friengshivith several of my
“charges”, who appreciated the sodas and sweetgght for them.

There was one little boy, the son of a professi@ssassin with a
thirty-year sentence, who liked to climb on my lapd take every
opportunity to touch me. When | went to the lawatbhe would follow
me in (as there was no lock on the door) and watehpee, taking out
his own little member and joining his golden lilsgis with mine. The
eight-year-old daughter of asaltante,or mugger, noticed that my gaze
lingered upon her. She responded flirtatiouslyjthimg around on
mattresses and flashing her crotch at me.

Surrounded as | was by the copulation of prisoasis their female
companions, | asked tlesaltanteif he could get me a girl. | was offered
one of his wife's sisters, who was seventeen yadrsShe came twice a
week and was quite happy with the five dollars Vegdner for her
services. Another sister, aged fourteen, was peejty, some mulatto
blood in her descent giving her a richly nubilenfior She denied me the
ultimate act, but permitted me to caress her supeghsts in return for
money with which to adorn herself in lace bloused j@welery.

On Christmas Eve the commandant erected an althe gtoint where
the main passages crossed, and held a non-den@mnaiatervice for the
prisoners and their families. He hoped that oobl@ms would soon be
solved and wished us well. After the service hifevinanded out toys
and sweets to the children. The atmosphere wégdes

On New Year's Eve the atmosphere was even mor&destThe
prisoners waited up, watching on television thaoter civic festasthat
were being held around the country and at whiakwioirks were to be
released at midnight. When the moment came theytst with joy and
ran around shaking each other's hands. | thoumghtdtrange it was that
these oppressed victims of their country's banpatibuld be so happy at
marking the passage of yet another year in jaiher& is a touching
irrepressibility about the Brazilian poor which pipts them to make a
festain the bleakest: of circumstances. For myselfad lalways hoped
that | would be free by the end of the year, ang timat hope had been
disappointed. Hope had become something to beledpas its futility
left one's spirit more broken that it had been fefol resolved that |
must exert myself to look for new avenues by whizlwin my release
before another New Year's Eve came around.
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| had become friendly with the prisoner who wascirarge of the
juridical office. His work was devoted to the légarocedures for
inmates who did not have the money to pay anyonepcesent them.
Many prisoners' confinement was prolonged unnecdéssa they could
not afford lawyers to give the almost inert judicgystem a nudge.
Some of them had been literally forgotten, as thay no one to remind
the judges formally that they had served theiresres. Queveido, my
friend, had taken it upon himself to help theseteires.

He was a portly, middle-aged man sporting the nolrgtaof so many
Latin American politicians and businessmen. He hldady been in
prison for ten years. He was following a tortudegal course in trying
to persuade separate judges in Natal and Sdo Bailtve had already
served his sentence. He had been one of Bramjgest car thieves.
Several weeks before treoupin Paraguay, he told me about General
Rodriguez, who had been one of his clients. Queveundly criticized
my lawyer, Dr. Mendonca, as an alcoholic incompteten

“You should not be here,” he said to me. “You'o# a real criminal
like the others. You are an honest man. What yeed is a big-shot
lawyer with the influence to get you out of herdde had easy access to
the commandant and put my case to him — | needdx tallowed out
again for medical treatment in order to seek adpigivered lawyer with
the right connections.

In the middle of January 1989, however, eventhi@Cblonia Penal
served further to isolate it and me from the owtsiabrid.

The prison is built on sand, and its foundatioresteoneycombed with
the tunnels dug by would-be escapees. Some ofmib&t hardened
inmates were at the time digging a new one, butgssit was nearing
completion the guards were alerted. The foilecapses blamed the
more privileged prisoners in the library for thesadosure. Whether or
not this was true, the failed fugitives decidedrevenge. In the jungle
law of the prison the inmate who rats on his feiahould expect to die.

“Justice” was swift. Shortly after breakfast oe third day following
the attempt, | had gone to the juridical officectmt with Queveido. Our
conversation was interrupted by shouts from thetiparea. Shots were
fired. Queveido barricaded the door with a woodeam. As the
commotion died down we saw from the window the liemd bleeding
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body of one of my colleagues being dragged fromctiis for disposal
by the authorities.

Later we heard the screams of men being beately tipebguards. It
transpired that the would-be escapees had pickedottk of their cell
and had erupted into the area reserved for thelgged prisoners.
Quick action in barricading themselves in theirrgeis had saved all the
prospective victims from death or injury except &ore, who had been
killed with a home-made knife sleeping in his hanioA guard, firing
shots from his revolver, had frightened off theadlasts, who were then
rounded up and beaten. After this outbreak, afopers were confined
indefinitely to their cells by armed riot police.

The pit in which | found myself was getting darkerd deeper by the
day. One morning, however, when | was writinghte British Consul in
Rio de Janeiro, | felt a tap on my shoulder. Itsw@omes, the
commandant's chauffeur. He told me to put on mgestclothes at once:
my “medical treatment” was being resumed.

Before getting into the official car, | was summdnéo the
commandant's office. He told me to moderate mygkiing, but added
that he had not filed the previous complaint in dogsier. | asked him if
there was any way | could express my appreciattmhgatitude. Very
diffidently, he said he would like a Video CassdRecorder. | said |
knew nothing about these new-fangled machines @revto get one, so
we agreed that he himself would choose a modeltzr inform me of
the cost.

The following week Gomes took me out three timdsach day |
based myself in the Hotel Tirol, in the Tirol distr and telephoned
various eminent lawyers whose names had been reended to me.
While | was so engaged, Gomes left, in the commatrglafficial car, to
collect his girlfriend — and Rogeiro for me.

| found the lawyers | had been calling generallyesponsive. The
accusations against me were so lurid that thesénggbrtant men really
did not wish to sully themselves with me. Thefightion | had received
from the press had done its dirty work.

One evening when Gomes was taking me back to tsemrwe
passed the commandant going home in the opposéetidin in his own
car. He flashed his lights, and we turned to damabehind him on the
side of the road. He got out and walked up to nmdew. “You know,
the best man for you is Cleito Barreto. He's espen but he'll get you
out.”

| now realized | needed a consultant to help meosbdhe right big-
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shot lawyer. | had never heard of Cleito Barrelhe next time | was
installed at the Hotel Tirol | spent a long timera with Rogeiro, and
more time drinking, and, elated from love-makingl avhiskey, | picked

up the phone and called Jorge Geraldo, the fat dawyho had

accompanied me to Campina Grande back in Octdhbead enjoyed his
benign cynicism exemplified in his saying, “One damashes the other,
and both wash the face.”

“I have just the man for you,” he said, “Cleito Bato.”

| invited him to come to the hotel at once.

Over drinks at the pool he revealed that he wasn#j partner in
Cleito' s firm and that his boss was amenable &ihg me out. Leaving
Gomes and his girl-friend to baby-sit Rogeiro, Inive/ith Jorge Geraldo
to Cleito's office.

Cleito was a man of modest height, but with a broad face and a
resonant, manly voice. He greeted me as if | veeleng-lost brother.
He noticed my gaze wandering to a bottle of Dinmigldg on his desk
and at once poured me a generous shot. | gavéhieimppapers involved
with my case.

There were two main tasks to be handled — one waernsuade the
judge to let me serve my sentence on parole, aadother was to
persuade thelribunal Federal de Recursos Brasilia to grant Dr.
Mendonca's petition to have the Federal PolicaBsndien order quashed.
Money would facilitate matters — the sum requiredrging on
US$15,000.Carnavalwas to begin shortly and he would be meetng
Excelenciaat a beach party where he would raise the subjechyo
provisional release. When the festive week wag treewould fly to
Brasilia to attend to the other matter.

16

During the first week of February my excursionsnirthe Colonia
Penal were suspended while the country ground to a hih the
Carnaval celebrations. | finally had a bed made for mehia prison
workshop. | had resisted the idea for monthsjtfeeemed that if | were
to do that | would have tacitly accepted the faett @all my legal efforts
to get out of jail had failed. Now, superstitioydl thought that if | had
the bed made | would soon be released, that haagogpted my fate |
would be delivered from it.

Television news revealed that Queveido's old chuggneral
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Rodriguez, had seized power in Paraguay. | setisgdsomehow the
coup was an omen of my deliverance. The deposed tyrlfredo
Stroessner, had fled to Brazil. Fate whisperedchynear that | should
soon be fleeing to Paraguay.

In the juridical office, Queveido and | discusselte tidea of
coordinating our next forays for medical treatmemd absconding
together. We would charter a plane to fly us ®Raraguayahacienda
of a mutual friend of both Queveido and Generalw nBresident,
Rodriguez.

By Friday, February 10 1989, Carnival was ovewolld once again
be eligible for excursions outside of the prisoomes wanted the
commandant to let me out for the weekend so wedcuiglit his girl-
friend's family in Tacima, Paraiba. If | came adnwould save Gomes
the petrol expenses. The commandant had said bé&wose me his
decision before he went home from work.

After lunch (always a piece of chicken with salad@mpanied by a
bottle of Coca-Cola) | went to the chapel for mystounary siesta. |
stretched out on one of the benches, my head aghasvall, the Bible
opened and turned upside down to shade my eydszeld off.

| was awoken by a loud hammering on the door. AHeentist
warden, irritated, went to see what it was all dbobeople rushed into
the chapel. “You're free!” they exclaimed.

“You're joking,” | replied.

"No, we're not. Your lawyer is at the gate. Hentgato see you
immediately.”

A guard told me to pack at once, but | went ficsthe gate to see if
the lawyer was there.

“The commandant is waiting to see you,” Dr. Mendoisaid. “We
must leave in ten minutes to catch the judge to $ige final papers,
otherwise you will not get out until Monday.”

| struggled into my street clothes. Prisoners wemegratulating me
and asking me for items of use — my bed, my eleewter heater, the
wooden boxes in which my clothes were kept.

In his office the commandant shook my hand. Hekédoa little
glum, presumably because he had not got his VCkhariked him for
the excellent treatment | had received, as if lenthe departing guest of
a grand hotel who compliments the manager on thétguf the service.
Indeed, as we started off in the lawyer's car whth court-officer who
had brought the release order, Dr. Mendonca saich@ customary to
give that official a tip, which | did at once.

111



| remained in the car while Dr. Mendonca enterexldburt building
to procure the final signature from the judge.haligh he naturally took
credit for my release, | strongly suspected thatas a consequence of
Cleito's beach-party rendezvous with His Excellency Some
understanding about a pay-off had probably beerhezh

17

| had been imprisoned for eleven months and eigias.d Although |
was no longer subject to the rigors of confinemtathnically | was not
free. | was serving my sentence rggime abertoand had to appear
every two weeks at the court to sign my name iroakb It was also
required that | establish myself in a fixed abodewn to the authorities.
The Federal Police were informed that they could ingplement the
federal judge's arrest order because | was ndibgrado from the state
judge's authority. For the meantime, | was takerDt. Mendonga's
house where | would stay until | found a resideoiceny own.

In fact | spent much of February in the small rurainicipality of
Tacima in Paraiba. By coincidence, not only did n@s, the
commandant's chauffeur, have family and amorousexions with the
town, but my lawyer's mother-in-law also residedréh That Saturday
morning | joined Dr. Mendonc¢a and his family foetdrive to Tacima,
where they also had planned to spend the weekend.

After long confinement, any prisoner will find frd@m disorienting.
Tacima, which | was to visit often during the neit weeks, provided
the balm of tranquility to the spirit strained Hyetugliness of prison
existence. Dr. Mendonca had remarked that | dicappear particularly
elated at being free. Those who have not beeresidgj to prolonged
incarceration do not understand that the prisonesguves his sanity by
depleting emotions from his mind, by taking eacly da it comes. The
captive ceases to be fully aware of the passagimef ceases to be
moved by events in the outside world. He is theddout husk of a man,
desiccated except for the kernel of himself whiehHas so carefully
guarded from extinction during the arid time of blgssness. When at
last he is free, the germ of life cannot at onceosHorth luxuriant
foliage. Tentatively the new green shoots of delignd wonder at the
world make themselves apparent under the sunerftyib

| enjoyed the two-hour drives through the barserrasof that remote
region, then awaiting rains for the planting of leand maize. The
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village, gay with the colors of painted facadeg #sudden green flame
from a watershed, the use of ox and donkey, I@ibkcal nobility to the
landscape.

Since my days in confinement | had grown accustotoeising early.
At Tacima | would go at dawn to the cistern to dnamater for my bath.
Later | watched as a lad would sit by the cow béhine house to
provide milk for breakfast. The concourse of gbma@wted people about
me, the discussions of women in the kitchen, thikswia the countryside
with their menfolk, eased for me the transitiontite normal round of
existence.

Most curative of all was the company of childrenawhl seemed to
attract by some mysterious aura. It was unusutdr all, for a lone
Englishman to appear in that stark hinterland. Id2én, both boys and
girls, would wait outside the house until | emerdgadthe day and would
then provide a perpetual escort. At evening, atdancing place, they
would cluster about me while | drank my beer. ‘tLaght there were
thirteen children at your table!” the lawyer's widace reproved me. |
replied that | did not encourage them; if | so muchlooked in their
direction, they would follow.

On one occasion, when driving to Tacima with Gormésy had been
lent the commandant's official car, | brought alétamgeiro and Josivan.
Gomes' girl-friend was patrticularly fond of the dimaboy. She petted
and fondled him constantly. We had a picnic ateunde,or reservoir,
cooking steaks on sticks, the Natal boys afterwaftdging soccer with
the local kids.

With the coming of April | ceased to visit Tacim&y then | had set
up my own domestic routine in a rented house airfd@d The seasonal
rains also discouraged me from the journey. Tasiparpose had been
fulfilled. With my mind healed, | understood theitations of such a
place, a small town where everyone knows everydee. e Of the
concourse of children about me, there could nabrie who would dare
to escape the group and be my special friend. ®patial friend,
however, was to await me elsewhere, and his presemas to give me
joy in the last months of my Brazilian sojourn.

18

Upon my release | had arranged for a considerafleuat of my
private capital to be transferred from Europe t¢alNal not only needed
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to find a house, maintain myself, but had to purntigelegal campaign,
the object of which was my complete absolutionhw tharges against
me. Cleito Barreto had pointed out that in Braily money counted.

Not only did | have to fight the federal arrest@rih Brasilia, but | also

had to rig the State Supreme Court if my appeainagaonviction was

to have a chance.

At the end of February, Cleito flew to Brasiliagtiend the hearing of
the Tribunal Federal de Recursoshich was considering my appeal
against the arrest order. As a personal friendfamder schoolmate of
the principal judge, he came laden with presemts. airlifted crates of
fresh lobster packed in ice, a welcome gift foridests of the federal
capital, isolated as it was on barren grasslandsarved out of the state
of Goias. Before the hearing, he entertained tidggs to lunch at the
best restaurant in town, of which well-known paldins, such as Delfun
Netto and Ulysses Guimaraes, were regular customéhne wheels of
justice being so well lubricated, the hearing waly @ formality. Cleito
returned to Natal in triumph; the court voted 5A0my favor. Jorge
Geraldo said, “Where there's no water, Cleito miflke rain.”

But the Federal Police had now been made to ld@kfbols, and this
exposed me again to danger, for they decided terebsny movements.
They were soon complaining to the judge that treydn't find me.

At the end of February | had taken a small housthénmiddle-class
suburb of Ponta Negra. At the same time | wastadviby Cleito's
brother, a professor of economics, to rent his samhouse in the
fishing village of Redinha just across the estuewyn the colonial fort. |
had already signed a three-month contract at Pblagra, but the
Redinha house was much larger and was cooled byreeaes. Not
being registered with the authorities as my officésidence, the Redinha
abode provided more security against police spyiBy. continuing to
associate with boys, especially Rogeiro, | riskedurest.

| never doubted that | would go on seeing the bBwath of us had
suffered so much for our friendship. | loved himdacouldn't just cut
him off because of the risk. One cannot repeatoften that the most
effective argument a boy-lover can fling at thejydlece of a bigoted
society is to continue to love boys. After thes@maed apologias offered
by J. Z. Eglinton, Tom O'Carroll and Dr. EdwardoBgersma, there is
little I can contribute to the ideology of paeddjghi- but | can strive to
implement it as a force for good in this world.

The active cooperation of boys with their lovers int&ns a
pederastic culture which becomes, whether courtslicgg or
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homophobic parents like it or not, an integral pafita civilization.
However reasonable and enlightened are the argsmeasented to the
public in favor of boy-love, the sorry result isththoughtless rejection
and often the persecution of their propounderse aidt of loving a boy,
especially if that act is but one of a continuceam in time of like acts,
creates the historicity of this rare and noble fafhsexuality. Boy-love
is proved by the event, not by the dialectic, &irleast in a moment of
time, two individuals, a man and a boy, have aaxbie love between
them as in the natural order of things, morallyhtigand possibly
sublime.

My happiness depended upon my ability to enrich lies of the
boys who had chosen to be my companions, and, htincing my
association with them, | repudiated, through eaxtlotlove, the hatred,
malice, and tyranny of my enemies. In this lightdw my sexual
practices as part of a campaign of Resistancegmislthe face not just
of those petty individuals who had abused their growo attack us,
Rogeiro and his brothers and me, but of that systelaw and morality
which had chosen to condemn one of the principenaedefined by
Plato for the realization of the Supreme Good.

19

Rogeiro visited me in Redinha about twice a weeit,He would not
stay long. We were both nervous of anotfi@grante. Carlos, my old
houseboy, now seventeen, returned to take up biithh me. And then
there was a 10-year-old vagabond who soon camanintiife.

Rogeiro had been playing billiards in the arcaddha old stone club
on the beach. | had been seated at a nearbyddabléng beer. A boy
with fairish hair and deep-gold skin was watchitig.h His clothes were
ragged, the shorts slipping to reveal the top sfthuttocks. Gomes and
his girl-friend had agreed to come for drinks on tegrace at about six,
and when | returned to my house to await them,niéw boy tagged
along.

Gomes' girl-friend who had so much liked Rogeiroktto the child at
once, engaging him in amusing, bawdy repartee.gél@ his name as
Gilberto and said he survived on tips from carryitigstomers' bags
outside a supermarket. He was a natural son eftjilwho preferred to
sleep on the verandas of empty houses, in the arsviof all-night
service stations, or in roadside groves. He hadet@lans as to where
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he was going to spend this particular night. Goomged him to stay
with me. The boy was to acquiesce and, when the tiame, climbed
into my large, extremely creaky double bed. Heyeldemy house rule
that boys must sleep naked. In tropical climati®s,many poor children
retire in dirty clothes which raise rashes, funga@dd parasitical
infections. The boy who is lucky enough to be ieefled by a
paedophile becomes aware of the importance of pal$ygiene.

I cannot remember whether on that night Gilbertgoysd any
“sexual abuse”, but from then on he wished to liveny house. He
became a kind of pet, like a kitten, a source ofisement and delight. |
regarded him as a gift from the gods, for whatdvettward can a boy-
lover who has suffered for his faith receive thiaat tchild of living flesh
who incarnates his beliefs? Rogeiro called him fB@mo” in a
deprecatory way, but the name stuck.

Bambino was very good with adults. When | wastegiby my
landlords, the economics professor and his wifey tomplimented him
on his behavior. We would go for lunch at the Hétmia de Redinha,
which had a swimming pool. Bambino had no trouldking the
afternoon away looking cute in his swimming trungkaying with the
hysterical, overweight children of the bourgeoisie.

| rented a room there for one weekend, sharingth the little boy.
That night Bambino fell asleep on the sofa in thigbly as | lingered late
at the bar. Before going upstairs | tried to rodsen, but it was
characteristic of him to plunge suddenly into apskep as if he had
been shot dead. | gave up and went to my roomealokbout fifteen
minutes later there was a knocking on the doorwds the security
guard, the sleepy boy by his side. “He is notvedid to sleep in the
lobby; he must sleep with you,” the guard told e | put Bambino to
bed, | reflected on how often in the past hotelusgc guards had
indicated that boys wergtwelcome in the rooms.

Bambino's attitude to sex was that it was an agpédi be indulged.
As he would fall so suddenly asleep at night, whileas still reading by
the lamplight, he would wake me up in the mornimgl @lemand his
share of love. Before he met me he had done asckith Pedro, a
retired policeman. | liked Pedro a lot. A warergin, he now ran a bar
and restaurant near my house. Although he wadadatre had an Andy
Capp type of relationship with his wife, who lookié@ other way at the
old man's meddling with young boys.

Bambino was no more of an artist at sex than mogs lof his age,
but he was game to try anything. He expected tcabessed and he did
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not mind being fucked if the operation was perfaidngently. He would
suck if required and was not repelled by spermislijmhis body. He
realized that | wanted to get off on him, not tersgp hours worshiping
his button-like penis.

He became more active with Jodo-Maria, a blondygas-old whom
I had first met two years before. Jo&o-Masiasan artist at sex, and
soon the two boys got the idea to experiment wébheother. | once
opened a bedroom door to find Jodo-Maria sprawbe-fip on the
mattress as Bambino, squatting on top, strove &erinhis minute
member in the older boy's mouth. Another time Jei@oia and | were
in the 69 position when Bambino came in to watchAfter a few
moments of fascinated observation, he teased mypadyer for sniffing
at my balls(cheirando os ovos)."Jo&o-Maria's bottonfcou) smells of
sperm(galla)!” he once proclaimed to me, to the embarrassmenisof h
friend.

The significance of Bambino to me was his unabasiatation.
Every individual who is worshiped by someone whoe loves and
cherishes will admit that the experience is a heawly, and rarely in
people's lives does this magic occur. As a baldcaypulent, and
judicially-condemned pederast, | was surpriseceteive this reverence.
Bambino's extraordinary affection would manifeseit quite suddenly.
Once, at night on the terrace when | was padlocKiegfront door, he
went down on his knees, embraced and kissed mij.thdg other times
he would bury his nose in my breast, or in my naaetl inhale deeply as
if my body were a sack of the perfumes of Araby the morning he
might stroke the stubble on my chin and rub hisklegainst it.

“Do you like me?” | would ask playfully.

“Nao... Eutiadoro.”

When | had to visit S&o Paulo in May and was away days, he
lingered around Pedro's bar where he could watehahad for my return.
He was attacked by some kind of pneumonia and bdokettaken to
hospital for oxygen. When | came back he seemefilagile as bone
china.

In those months | had everything | wanted in litesufficient income
for the circumstances, a boy companion, and théeshef a spacious
house. Yet this happiness was built on sand, diépgmon the whim of a
corrupt tyrant — the judge. | was not yet free.suffered from the
paranoia of the condemned and hunted man; extavets, of no
consequence in themselves, in the imagination somstassuming
dream-harrying, demonic forms.
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After Cleito's brilliant victory at the end of Felary, my legal
situation had stagnated. There was no indicat®moawhen the state
supreme court would hear my appeal. In spite efftimnds | had put at
Cleito's disposal, there was no guarantee thal, igtproven hostility to
me, it would reverse the verdict of guilty as cleatg If that was so, |
would have to enter into the protracted and expenisusiness of taking
my appeal to the federal supreme court in Brasildowever much |
enjoyed my cozy domestic situation in Redinha, nyntiouing
association with boys put me at risk of a returth®Colonia Penal.

After our conviction, Roberto, my taxi driver, hiadveled to southern
Brazil. He had been afraid that the judge migltkdam off to prison as
well. Now, with me out on parole, he had felt adaht enough to return
to Natal and was back living with his parents.

On his trip he had visited Puerto Stroessner @eisamed Ciudad del
Este) on the Paraguayan frontier with Brazil. Ru&troessner is linked
with the Brazilian town of Foz do Iguacu by the dfiship Bridge
spanning the Rio Parana. He said that one coulddtive across the
bridge into Paraguay without border checks. Thas vpossible for
Brazilians as they only required an identity carbhad my passport,
which .the judge had reluctantly returned to merakpeated requests by
Dr. Mendoncga. As a British citizen, | did not needisa for Paraguay.
Roberto's father advised me to make the crossifgyédé was ruined by
legal expenses. Jorge Geraldo also mentioned~tzatlo Iguacu would
be a good place for me to leave the country.

| was in a dilemma. The idea of escape was in&bxig. Just the
thought of it gave me a jolt, like the injectionsime rejuvenating drug.
There seemed to be something predestined involvdatie prospect of
Paraguay. There had been Queveido' s referertuis telationship with
General Rodriguez who had so dramatically seizeglepon acoup d'
etat. Now my ruminations with Queveido were mixed withbRao's
and Jorge Geraldo's information. If | were to @dlk however, and fail, |
would sacrifice everything | had striven to achievevould never regain
my credibility and could look forward to years irBsazilian prison. |
had no experience of crossing frontiers illegatig 4 wanted to have the
verdict against me .reversed in law.

After my arrest my American friend Lansing had ezad his return
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reservation to Brazil, but sent a stream of letvelngch arrived torn open,
their contents read by the Federal Police. Witttar posted by a friend
in Recife to avoid its interception, | had urgedh&mg not to write to
me, as he was putting himself in danger. Backeoddnber, while | was
still in the Colonia Penalhis sister had written to tell me that he was
living in Salta, northern Argentina.

In early May 1989 he sent me a cable giving me thisphone
number. After much trouble | was able to get tigtau It was wonderful
to hear his voice again. | broached the ideayarfidrto leave Brazil via
the Friendship Bridge. He said if | determineditake the attempt he
would come to Paraguay to organize help on that sidthe frontier.
After his career in the CIA he was experiencediamdestine operations.
| agreed to phone him again the following week sg¢ttime.
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In the meantime | had come under pressure fromjutdge. My
finances had been strained by my transfer of fuod3leito, who was in
charge of pay-offs. The trouble with this sortlwihg is that one has no
control over the budget. Although Cleito had véisbagreed to a certain
figure he would still require further contributioficom me. Now he
asked me for $500 which would be transferred to jidge as a
lembranca.

Shortly afterwards | received a summons to the g¢iglghambers.
His Excellency told me that he had been informedhayFederal Police,
both by phone and by , letters, that | was noh@vat my stated address,
the house in Ponta Negra. | replied that | waseum legal obligation
to be in my residence at all times to satisfy thlevenience of those who
wished to spy on me. As required in the conditiohsy parole, | was
signing my name in the court's book every two weekbat should be
sufficient.

The judge said that in order for him to be abldéip me, | had to
help him. | asked if he had received the $500 f@lgito. He had not.
As it happened, | had just come from changing manggelf, and so |
opened my briefcase and handed the judge a wadte$ mmounting to
$500 in local currency (at that time called tttazado novo).We shook
hands and | left.

The next day | received a message from Cleito:asg to come to his
office immediately. He was profusely apologeti©f course he had
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meant to give the $500 to the judge, but he had bekayed by business.
| suspected the judge had complained to him. €lsé&nt on to explain
that His Excellency's son had run his father'sicr a tree and a new
engine was required. So would | mind allowing Biscellency to have
Cleito's $500 as well? | agreed — of course.

| thought that might be the end of the extortiaut, lowas mistaken. A
few weeks later there was another perempsammons to the judge's
office. His Excellency was just leaving for lundbyt on the way was
going to pick up his granddaughter for school. ol care to
accompany him on the drive? In the privacy of ¢he His Excellency
came right to the point: “I need $1,000.” He ekxmdal he was making
additions to his house and did not have enough yndaepay the
builders. He bemoaned the fact that judges wedevaay poorly in Rio
Grande do Norte. | did not feel in the mood to owserate with him,
but felt that | had no choice but to cough up.akwbuying protection.

We drove to Roberto's house, where | then keptumgd. | went in
and withdrew ten $100 bills, while His Excellencyited in the parked
car. | returned to the vehicle and handed him rib&es under the
dashboard.

In May my financial situation deteriorated still rfiber. The
employees of the Banco do Brasil had gone on indefistrike. The
branch in Natal was the only agency there to wtiaeign currency
could be telexed from abroad. Since January 19 1i9&ad been
possible to receive wire transfers in U.S. Dollarsl be paid out in
dollars, not the local currency. After picking ttiellars up at the Banco
do Brasil, | would change them on the black mark@tving to the strike,
my bank in Europe sent remittances to a privateespondent bank in
S&o Paulo. To get my money | would have to flpém Paulo.

| had never been to what was the biggest city intts&merica, and
was a little nervous about finding my way aroundsast a megalopolis.
The flight time from Natal to S&o Paulo is overetihhours. For the first
time in 19 months | found myself in a jetliner @inbus), the experience
bringing nostalgic memories of that distant pasemwhhad been free to
roam the world.

Séo Paulo itself, a serious, modern city buzzinth wnergy, was a
refreshing change from the squalid provincialisNetal. | lunched at
the restaurant on the #floor of the Edificio Italia with its panoramic
views of the many-towered conurbations stretchimg the haze. At the
bank the $5,000's worth of remittances which | digw seemed to
entitle me to treatment accorded to a millionaikfter coffee in his
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office, the manager himself strode into the sttedind me a taxi. It was
exhilarating to be treated as a human being agastead of as a
convicted pervert. | felt almost free.

Yet the baleful influence of the judge was to rea@heven here. On
the day before my return to Natal | telephoned Rwmbt check that
everything was all right. He said the judge hachaeded to know my
whereabouts and was enraged on hearing that | tiael ® S&o Paulo
without his permission. | was commanded to presggelf at his office
as soon as | returned. | felt sick. | wonderecktivbr | should just
proceed to Foz do Iguacu and try to get to Paraguémad my passport
and $5,000. After a few gulps of whiskey | calnaedvn. If | went now
it would be a flight, not an escape. Queveido $eid that for an escape
to succeed it had to be very carefully planned.teléphoned Jorge
Geraldo, who was a social friend of His Excellentty, meet me at
Parnamirim Field when the VARIG flight touched dawn

This jovial fellow was there along with some of hpsofessional
buddies and I invited the whole crowd to lunch atearby steakhouse.
Over the beers, he told me not to worry — he waalehe with me to see
the judge.

When we got to the courthouse, | was surprised doctrdially
greeted by His Excellency. There were a lot ofgbean his office and
he was in a good humor. Jorge Geraldo traded jwkbshim, helping to
sustain the atmosphere of bonhomie. His Excelleidyot refer to my
trip to S&o Paulo but declared that he must knowrevhh was living. |
realized | could no longer keep my Redinha addoésthe record, and |
instructed Jorge Geraldo formally to inform the toaf it. The judge
said he wanted me to teach him English at my hdwa¢urally, | could
not refuse this bizarre request. | felt like orfettmse captive Greek
philosophers that the Romans kept as domesticdaté a few days
hence was made for the first lesson.
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As arranged, | called Lansing's number in Argentihavas surprised
to discover that he had left the hotel where he begh staying. | was
given another number. After the usual difficultiesgetting through, |
was answered by a man who did not sound partigufeendly, but he
did get Lansing on the line. “I'm in the same sgap're in,” he said. I'd
reached the Salta police station and he was beilugthere on charges of
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“you know what”. All | could do was to tell him tstick it out, not to
admit anything, and never give in to despair. dfwWere released he was
to inform me immediately, otherwise | would calirhin five days.

That Saturday the judge was due to arrive at mgédor his English
lesson. | had no idea how to begin teaching annadoth a foreign
language. | dismissed Carlos and Bambino andHefgate open for His
Excellency to drive in. He did not turn up. Thexbmorning Rogeiro
came on one of his short visits. He played hidé-saek with Bambino.
Carlos, the houseboy, was nervous. He was surgidige was coming,
and virtually ordered the two smaller boys from theuse, then left
himself.

Ten minutes later | went to the window and saw Higellency
standing beside his car parked on the curb. Hmwmn to open the gate.
The hog-like form of the judge now entered my houSeating him at
the dining table, | went to Pedro's bar to get sawlel beer, leaving
word in the process that the boys were on no addoureturn until the
judge had left.

While my guest drank his beer, | steadied my newiéis whiskey. |
asked him if he had really come out to learn Ehglis

“I'm liso” (broke), he replied.

| said my funds were low but | would give him haffwhat | had in
the house.

“l don't want you to sacrifice yourself,” he saiggiously.

| returned with $200 in local currency. He did seem very happy,
but I stressed that that was all | could affor¢thatmoment.

“You are under the protection of thetado,”he said formally,

| wanted something more definite for my money, sshed him if he
would have a chat with threelator of the supreme court to the effect that
he would not mind if his guilty verdict were reveds

The judge said he would do so, adding that | haghlm®ndemned on
police evidence alone. As he departed he saiddwddwpay me another
visit about July 20. | wondered whether | shouldrmake an arrangement
to pay him a fixed monthly amount, say $200. Atstethen | would be
able to draw up a sensible budget and live within mreans, as these
sudden hold-ups by His Excellency threw my financ#e chaos and
weighed upon my nerves.

| was intrigued by the date he had chosen: tHedQuly. On that
day in 1944 von Stauffenberg's bomb had nearlgdifdolf Hitler. On
that day in 1989 the judge would coraéone to my house. It so
happened that a neighbor, an unemployed securdydguwas trying to
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sell me his pistol, a vintage Browning manufacturetiege, along with
its ammunition. As a convicted felon | might neigdeven if only to
blowout my own brains. Now | thought of the judgetains. Of course,
the idea was absurd, but then von Stauffenbergs phd also been
“absurd”. 1 didn't think | could really murder amye, but who knew to
what extremes a decent man under intolerable preessuild be pushed?

| telephoned Lansing. The chief of the police istatcut off our
conversation after five minutes. It looked backir® on parole myself, |
could hardy rush to my friend's assistance. | acsally relieved at my
having to postpone a decision to escape to Paraguay

On June 5 | was having lunch with my landlord. @anversation
turned to the events in China. | remarked thatt@ti@h Khomeini had
died at about the same time as the suppressionhef student
demonstrations in Beijing, and recounted my owneexemces of the
revolution in Iran. Whereupon my landlord invitegk to give a talk to
his class at the federal university campus in therior town of Currais
Novos. | did not consider my Portuguese to beouguth a task, but his
insistence wore me down.

Ten days later we made the three-hour drive todumovos. The
town was atypically prosperous for that region dwe tungsten mine
which, out of politeness, | had to inspect. Thiject of my lecture was
Revolution. The students and | agreed that theng@ldwnever be a mass
uprising in Brazil — its people were such accont@ thieves that they
were perfectly capable of redistributing the wealtithout a political
upheaval.

Back in Natal, | gave a copy of the university'&ramvledgement of
my lecture inEconomica Politicao Dr. Mendonga. He included it in a
request to the state supreme court to acceleratedhring of my appeal
which had been submitted to it more than seven hsohéfore. If the
verdict against me was overturned | ought to be te leave Brazil
legally. Unfortunately, holidays would close tlagvicourts for the month
of July.

Roberto's father, the old man who had advised niweak my parole
and clear out while | had the chance, died suddehly heart attack. |
attended the seventh day mass in his honor, andateztion the advice
he had given, his legacy to me.

After a bibulous lunch, Jorge Geraldo and | decidedorce the
Federal Police to acknowledge in writing that tregirest order had been
quashed, as this meant that they had no legal tmd$alow or harass
me. Jorge Geraldo left me in the car outside thios while he entered
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the dragon's mouth to do battle. | was readingwespaper when | heard
my name called. On the pavement were @gentesof the Federal
Police, one of them the man who had arrested meyr&ateen months
before.

“Where are you living?” asked my nemesis.

“In Ponta Negra,” | lied.

“I know you're guilty. I'm absolutely certain df iThe boys told me
the whole truth about you.”

“Apparently they told the judge the complete opposif what you
said they said.”

“They lied.”

“Haven't you got anything more important to do titango around
arresting innocent tourists?”

“Everything is important.”

To my rescue came Jorge Geraldo emerging from daelduarters
building. He tore into thegentedor harassing his client, demanding to
know their names, announcing that he would subnmt cdficial
complaint, etc. With the situation thus defuse@, @vove off. | was
shaken. | knew those swine had it in for me anckvjgst awaiting their
chance. My idyllic existence in Redinha with Carland Bambino
looked terribly vulnerable.

23

The festival of Sdo Jodo, the'2df June, was approaching. In the
nordesteit is commemorated by each household placing ledsrbe the
front door and setting them ablaze. The firegnihate all-night revelry
in the streets.

| received a telegram from Lansing. It gave melaphone number
which turned out to be that of a hotel in Saltatobk them an hour to
make the connection. When | got through, the réoeist told me
Lansing had just left town for an unknown destioiati Some days later
Roberto told me Lansing had telephoned him fromnitema with
instructions on how to contact him. Neither Roberor | knew where
Formosa was. After consulting a map we found lhdcoon the Argentine
side of the Rio Paraguay, south of Paraguay'salagifAsuncion. Again
| sat by Roberto's phone dialing repeatedly urité tonnection was
made. Lansing had been released and the chagmsedr after his judge
and his lawyer had split $1,200 between them. Atige hyper-inflation
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had made the dollar king in that country.

“What about you?” Lansing asked me. | said | wdnib see when
my appeal would be heard. Lansing declared hensagoing to hang
around Formosa indefinitely waiting for me to maigemy mind.

“Give me two days,” | said.

| visited Dr. Mendonca to ask him whether he hadenany progress
concerning the date for my appeal. He replied thatSupreme Count
judges met normally on two afternoons a week, loutheir last working
day none of them had bothered to show up. He woale to wait until
August before making further inquiries. He addeat iy judge, the one
who wasdliso, had already left Natal for the holidays.

This is the moment to go, | thought, the momergdgbout, when the
whole justice system is closed down, with nobodgdbce that | was not
around any more. Finally, all the forces leadimgat decision had
merged. | could either stay and continue my loxgeesive legal war, a
hostage to the archaic, fossilized Brazilian juidystem, always with
the possibility of being re-arrested, or | couldce ubis moment after
which circumstances might never be so favorablenag@risk all for the
supreme prize of liberty.

| rang Lansing. “I'll go,” I told him. “Of coursence the decision is
made, there can be no turning back.”

We both agreed that Carlos, who had been Landiugiseboy at the
time of my arrest and now was mine, and who haavehtimself to be
fanatically loyal to us both, would accompany ndes he had just turned
eighteen he was no longer a minor. In Brazil ménbave to have
judicial permission to cross state lines. He naa la federal identity
card which would allow him to enter Paraguay. liagsvas delighted at
my decision. He would start his journey to Asuncidl was to leave
Natal once | confirmed his arrival in the Paragumygapital, and there
we would start contacting people who could help tmget across the
frontier.

The decision made, | felt elated. With a map ofitBcAmerica laid
out on the dining table | reviewed with Carlos theves that could bring
us to Foz do Iguagu, to Puerto Stroessner and drmeedcross the
Friendship Bridge. 1 felt like a panzer generahrpiing a lightning
offensive as my fingers swept this way and thabssthe map. What a
relief it was to be making my own decisions aboytdastiny, instead of
always having to respond to others'.

Lansing called me from Asuncion, and | gave him pnggram. It
was all systems go; the campaign was on. Theoalati battle helped
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me to fend off the melancholy of separation, ttagitey up forever of so
many friendships.

| took Bambino on my knee and lied to the littleybdde would have
to go home for a few days, | said, as | would l@dfing to Rio to pick
up some money. He helped me burn my papers ang ptestographs
of my years in Natal. | joked that we were makadponfire for Séo
Jodo. When it was time for him to leave | gave nmoney, more than
enough for the period | said | would be away. Hmuld starve slowly
rather than quickly. Should he leave his clothét® asked. No, he had
better take them, | said.

I must live with the burden of my deceit. It waeelthe sacrifice of
Isaac. He was too young to know the truth. Litibeys cannot keep their
traps shut, unless they are autistic or otherwigetally deranged.

Without realizing it, a paedophile's young friewd# betray him — by
careless words, by their gullibility before the gl of a trained
interrogator, even by that sudden happiness aigbewed which their
open faces cannot conceal. Sixteen months beiforspite of many
warnings, | had lingered on, to my ruin, unablab@andon a boy whom
for four years | had cherished and nurtured and inttbe space of half
an hour of police questioning had given the gamayawrhis is the true
immorality of those who abuse their power in order crush the
friendship between a boy and a man: for they ekpdoid by exploiting,
corrupt the innocence of the one to destroy theti@v of the other.

Carlos and | had agreed that we should leave Ngtgdxi, for there
were always police of one kind or another aroural dirport and bus
station. Carlos recommended a driver who knewto@sk questions.
My plan was to make the four-hour drive to Recifethe state of
Pernambuco, there reserve seats on a flight toPs&ido, whence we
would be able to fly to Foz do Iguacu, My cash amti at this point was
$3,000, but | had been waiting over two weeks foraasfer of $2,000
from Europe. The bank strike was now over, buttédiex had failed to
materialize. | had made several fruitless visitshie Banco do Brasil to
trace it. It looked as if the money would havebabandoned. Carlos
and | loaded the taxi. | entrusted the house keyBedro. | said we
were going up the coast for a few days, and gaveahgenerous tip. His
sage old eyes looked into mine, and | knew he hadged that | would
never be back.

When the taxi reached Natal | asked it to stofn@tBanco do Brasil.
| would inquire one last time for my money. It hadived! | felt that its
coming was an omen of the success of my ventungsid®, as | moved
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towards the car, my hand clutching the brown empelstuffed with the
cash, | heard my name called. | tried to ignoréut the voice cried out
more insistently. | turned to meet the threatwdisagenteClaudio, my
old drinking buddy and police escort from tbelonia. Where was |
going? He asked. | stammered that | had renteoluae in Tacima and
was just leaving for there — like right now. Heesed disappointed:
after all, he had not gotten anything out of me yet even a beer. |
pulled a wad of notes from the envelope and preisseid his palm.

“For old times' sake — for an o&imigo,” | added.

His eyes lit up with joy. “Ah, at last | can drimkiskey again!”

| climbed into the car and told the driver to geiuwimg. Outside, the
familiar landscape was slipping by: buildings, stsg monuments that |
would never see again. | remembered the frietdsl llost.
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The journey was uneventful except for a police rdadck near Jodo
Pessoa, the state capital of Paraiba. As in madin LAmerican
countries, police infest the nation like lice.  $he underpaid
supernumeraries put up road- blocks to increase theome. They
usually expect a tip before a vehicle is allowegroceed. In this case |
had to open a suitcase for inspection. Insideethvas a box of cigars. |
gave one to each of the policemen around me. thibige was regarded
as sufficient and we were able to continue on cay.w

According to plan, Carlos and | checked in at thar@de Hotel in
Recife. There was a message to call Lansing. h@tirte he told me he
had contacted a customs broker in Asuncion who dvbel prepared to
bring me across the frontier. He had once beeigla éfficial in the
Paraguayan customs service and had extensive tonteth the
authorities on both sides of the border.

The next evening Lansing rang up with the startlogfession that
he had lost all his money gambling. While | haérbeaptive in Brazil,
he had been wandering around South America squagdes capital in
casinos — and in Argentina every town has one. Mewwvas broke.
Within a year, however, help would be on its wag, daid. With the
fortuitous death of an aunt, his family would béeaio receive a reverse
mortgage (a loan secured by property) on a priraegpof New York real
estate. The legal technicalities were still tonmrked out. | told him |
would pay his hotel bill when | got to Asuncién gmabvide for him until
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he was able to get his affairs in order. One ogusece of this
unexpected development was that | would be unabtettirn to Europe
to see my family, as the expense would be too gréattil Lansing's
cash came in, the two of us would have to remaibaitm America in a
state of indefinite exile.

The travel agent in the hotel lobby was unabledtotigrough to any of
the airlines. He shrugged and explained that ddmolalays had begun
and it would be very difficult to find seats. Tgeds were with me — and
one of them was called Murphy!

The next morning Carlos and | decided to take pck kat the airport.
VARIG and Transbrasil were booked up for a week,vioel were able to
get on a VASP flight to Sdo Paulo.

So for the second time in six weeks | was backat imighty city, but
it was only for one night, as the following day were booked on a
plane bound for Foz do Iguacu, From our hotel o $aulo | called
Lansing to give him details of our projected arriveFoz. He would set
out with the customs broker on the long drive agi®araguay to Puerto
Stroessner.

When we arrived at Guarulhos, Sao Paulo's mainodjrfior our
flight to Foz, we found the terminal thronged wthssengers and their
baggage. The board showed many flights to be reitheceled or
delayed. | learned that a mass of frigid air hachped from Antarctica
and was causing havoc in the southern cone ofahénent. Our plane's
departure was postponed hour by hour until, inl#te afternoon, we
were cleared for take off.

As we descended towards Foz the storm was liftBeneath the
shredded clouds | glimpsed the vast Itaip dam &edthin line of the
Friendship Bridge over the anaconda-like coursthefParana. Beyond
lay the mud- brown plains of Paraguay and freedom.
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My instructions were to remain in the Hotel Estaniltil the broker
came to introduce himself. He would then brief omethe operation. |
entertained him in my room with Ballantine's 12 iy&d which Lansing
had told me was his favorite whiskey. He lookatienlike one of those
aging Hollywood actors of the 1930s, still possdssika rakish charm.
He told me bluntly that he would have nothing towdth me if | were
involved in smuggling arms or drugs. | repliedtthny problem was that
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| had overstayed my permitted time in Brazil by feen months,
showing him the relevant stamp in my passport tdion this. | did not
refer to myself as a fugitive from justice.

He said he would do some shopping and return inamahour. In the
meantime Carlos and | were to pay the hotel bil amit in the lobby
with our luggage. Four hours went by. | thoudtdttthe broker had
decided that | was too hot to handle: | would jnave to go back to
Natal. | still had about four days before | woblg due to sign my name
in the court's book. Carlos stood outside in tb&l dn the hope of
catching sight of the broker's car.

About 4.30 p.m. a huge station wagon, almost &elas an armored
personnel carrier, drew up at the hotel entra¥e.were going after all.
The broker explained that he had been waitingtferrtish-hour traffic to
build up on the bridge, for this would reduce thsk rof our being
stopped by the Federal Police. As instructed irs¢he front seat, and
we eased our way into the bumper-to-bumper trafiigking for the
bridge. The stream of vehicles moved slowly thoudbgé Brazilian
checkpoint. As we passed by, the bearded man gntauned his back
and went into the office. He wore a flak jacketthwiPOLICIA
FEDERAL stamped on it in large orange letters. eL& waiter in an
expensive restaurant, he had turned away at theemohe was most
needed.

We crossed the span of the bridge and | admirecbdaeity of the
river's wooded banks. Paraguayan officials dressgday trousers, blue
blazers and red ties were stopping some cars, auedvon the broker's
easily-recognizable Oldsmobile. We parked in & stteet of Puerto
Stroessner. Carlos and | waited in the car wihke broker took my
passport over to theigraciénto get it stamped. During the half-hour
wait | watched the Guarani boys chattering in thegomprehensible
language. | wondered if | would have any youngrds in Paraguay.

The broker returned. “You must go back to Brazi¢ told me. |
was shocked. He said that the Paraguagaracionwould not stamp
my passport unless | had a Brazilian exit stamp.

Under no circumstances, | said, would | return taZ8. We agreed
to meet with Lansing first.

Lansing was pacing the street, his expression teHgealso had been
waiting for hours, and if | had been caught atlibeder he would have
been stranded in Paraguay without financial resmircHe was very
relieved to see us, and immediately led me into ohéhe numerous
imported goods shops to buy a bottle of champagite which to
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celebrate our reunion.

We discussed my passport problem with the brokir.said he could
arrange for me to acquire an exit stamp from Panadput did not have
the right connections to manage the entry stamgs there was, of
course, no possibility of my going back to Brakiyould risk my status
of being an illegal alien in Paraguay until | colddve the country.

During the night the broker drove us to Asuncidinwas cold and our
host brought out glasses and a bottle of Ballai#ih2g Year Old. With
the whiskey warming my veins, | savored the sucoéske venture. In
spite of my bureaucratic problems, physically | was longer in the
power of a nation which had held me hostage fdesix months.

Carlos and | checked in at Lansing's hotel, a seledyp in the center
of Asuncion. We sat up drinking Lang's whiskey aalting. The first
priority was to regularize my status in Paragua#s a first step, the
broker advised, we must move to more prestigioudgilmgs, and
recommended the 4-star Hotel Internacional. Heftiadds at the ferry
crossing for Argentina (on the other side of the Raraguay), who he
said would stamp one out of the country. As Bmitdid not yet have
diplomatic relations with Argentina, | did not thirthat | could get a
visa, but we thought that with his connections ltheker could get me
stamped in for a twelve-hour visit, and, then, upeturn to Paraguay, |
could procure the entry stamp | did not now have.

A few days later Lansing (who as an American alyeldd a four-
year visa for Argentina), the broker and | boardeel ferry bound for
Pilcomayo on the Argentine bank. | had paid $508dt my Paraguayan
exit stamp.

The migracion at Pilcomayo is in the hands of the Argentine navy,
and its officers refused to make any exception riee with their
regulations. They were stubbornly incorruptible.must have a visa,
they said. As a courtesy they were prepared te gie a day pass to
visit the nearby town of Clorinda, but refused t@ansp my passport. So
after our excursion to Clorinda in a taxi, we ratd to Paraguay and my
$500 exit stamp was canceled. | could not recaiRaraguayan entry
stamp since officially | had never left the countihe only solution was
for me to apply for an Argentine visa. We discasge possibility of the
broker trying to arrange an exit stamp for me atahport so that | could
fly to Bolivia, but he warned that his contactsrthevere not as good as
at the ferry port. At this point | had to conteatel the prospect of
having to spend years in Paraguay as an illegath aliith the possibility
of being arrested at any time.
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Carlos had plane reservations to return to NatahfFoz. The broker
drove us to the terminal where Carlos was to getlibs to Puerto
Stroessner. | gave him my remaining Brazilian ency, about $300
worth. He had been a loyal and devoted friend weitwould never be
able to see each other again. | told him to cantgclandlords so that
they could recover the Redhina house and to exghéngs to Bambino.
In January 1990 | was to receive a letter from @arlBambino was now
living in his house; it had taken five weeks foe thuthorities to realize
that | had vanished; as part of a police investgatooth he and
Bambino had been arrested, but had been releasesh whe
interrogators, who did not know about Carlos's tmiParaguay, had been
unable to extract any clues as to my whereabouts.

To my surprise the Argentine embassy gave me adgriransit visa,
renewable for another ten days. This was a breakgin in my favor.
Soon Lansing and | were once more on the ferryikoiayo. The
broker, after arranging another $500 exit stampnfier was himself to
drive over the new suspension bridge with our bggge Clorinda,
where we would meet. Armed with the full-page siairvisa in my
passport, | had no difficulty with being officiallgnd legally stamped
into Argentina. Now, at last, my papers were ideor— or so | thought.

26

The cold spell was over. In the sunshine | drahikewvine while we
waited for the broker's Oldsmobile. When it ardveve drove to
Formosa, ninety miles to the south. We had a bimilunch to celebrate
our success. As a commission for the broker'sicesy had not been
able to give him more than $1,000, aside from $800expenses. |
thanked him profusely. He had taken considerdabks on my behalf.

My dollars went farther in devastated Argentinae Wécided to tarry
in Formosa to take advantage of tfl@erado season, as Lansing is an
enthusiastic fisherman. Since my visa was onhaasit visa, | could not
return to Paraguay; | had to “transit” to anotheurdry. We decided to
fly from nearby Salta to Santa Cruz, Bolivia.

In the meantime we rented a motorboat, making|ljricr day-long
excursions on the river. Even though we were ashond miles inland,
the Rio Paraguay is so broad that one might consitleself on the shore
of a large lake. Its course is made complex byeroms islands so that
it is difficult to distinguish the Paraguayan bankirawling painted
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decoys, we had little difficulty catching the voiags dorado, a large

salmon-like fish. Mooring at one of the islands would grill one of

our victims, washing it down with Mendoza wine. W&d made friends
with shoeshine boys from the plaza, and would balogg one or two of
them to assist the boatman.

Argentina is very formal and hierarchical in it<cisb outlook. The
bourgeoisie struggle to maintain a standard ohgvsimilar to that of
Italy in the thirties. Surprisingly, we had “acseat our hotel, but it was
only to discover that the boys were not heirs tp pederastic tradition.
| did not get further than a shared shower withalgsen companion.

Lansing suggested we take the ferry to the Paraguaide to buy
whiskey (much cheaper than in Argentina). One was officially
visiting Paraguay, as th®ligracion there merely held one's passport
while one went shopping. Unlike at Pilcomayo, fileatier authorities at
Formosa belong to the Interior Ministry. At thecHothe officials
stopped me getting on the ferry because they didikethe look of my
British passport. | was detained while they chedckeagainst telexed
lists. | feared that Brazil, the immigration redsrof which are
computerized, might automatically provide neighbgricountries with
the names of fugitives. | was finally permitted dmbark. Upon my
return two hours later, the officials again took mgssport. They
informed me that as they had stamped me out oftthmtry | would
have to go to Asuncién and get another visa befstening to Formosa.
| pleaded that | be allowed to stay. Lansing usisdluent Spanish and
his expertise in dealing with Latin American goveent officials to
persuade them to relent. Eventually they canctiedexit stamp, thus
re-validating the visa, for Lansing had dropped tizgne of a certain
major, head of military intelligence for the proee

We had met him at a lunch given by the landlorthefcompany from
which we had hired the motorboat. He spoke fluenglish with an
upper-class accent and was most charming. Afteirgpexperience in
the guerra sucia,he had been assigned to intelligence duties at Rio
Gallegos during the Falklands War. Hikers beariMgw Zealand
passports kept wandering over from Chile. At teeht of the conflict
the Argentines feared an attack on their airbageBrilish commandos.
A Sea King helicopter had already crashed in simmccircumstances
near Punta Arenas in Chile. The hikers had be&mrag®l and brought to
the major for interrogation. He handled them wkit gloves, merely
having them deported. He had great respect foBthish Empire. His
present job, he said, was to reconstruct the tftkeftist subversives
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lurking in Paraguay. During the recesdupin that country, the police
had remained loyal to Stroessner, and the files lemh destroyed or
scattered when the headquarters had been storm&ddps under the
orders of General Rodriguez. His friend the landllwas a fascist whose
father had emigrated from Italy before the war.gélnas he was called,
would terrorize the neighbors by marching abouthe middle of the

night in a black leather jacket while his recordyar boomed out the
speeches of Mussolini and anthems of the Thirties.

A few days later | went to thdigracion office to have my transit visa
extended. The Interior Ministry official there daine that | should never
have been given the visa in the first place. Tibassy in Asuncion, he
said, had no authority to issue a visa to a Britbshould have gone to
the Brazilian embassy, which looked after Britisterests in Argentina.
He agreed, however, to telephone the Ministry irefitis Aires for
advice. After waiting for two hours | was informéuht permission had
been given for me to stay in the country for anotlhieek. If | did not
leave by then, | would be placed under arrest.

27

As the time was short, Lansing and | set off thetraay on a
journey that was to take us to Salta, on the oside of northern
Argentina. There were no flights between Formasa &alta. First we
had to reach the airport at Resistencia, 120 rilése south. We loaded
our worldly belongings into a decrepit taxi (alkig were decrepit in
Formosa). The journey was plagued by gendarme police
checkpoints. The bribes requested, however, wemest, as the police
were little more than roadside beggars. At thedeorbetween the
provinces of Formosa and Chaco they were contetfit tio liters of
petrol siphoned from our taxi.

This vehicle eventually broke down and we spentniight in a drab
hotel in Corrientes. From Resistencia a Fokkeereship took us over
the plains to the mountains' edge at San Migudlueman. From there
it was four hours by bus to Salta.

Lansing was taking some risk by returning there.egdlly his
situation was clean, but his case had appeardtiméwspapers and he
had been warned by his police captors never toatdps transgressions.
He was friendly with the chief croupier at the lbcasino where not long
before he had lost thousands of dollars. This nmaited us to a
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traditional Argentingoarrillada (mixed grill) at his house.

On the afternoon of our departure for Santa CruBdalivia we
decided to have lunch in the scenic restaurant hie little park
surrounding the statue of General Guemes, a hetbeoindependence
war with Spain. To share our meal we had broudgmicatwo ragged
urchins who subsisted by shining shoes. Their itiomdwas pitiful,
made the worse by the cold nights of the southentew The four of us
sat at a table under an arbor.

Delighting in the company of these two boys (13 a0dyears old)
and drinking brandy, Lansing and | had left it eatlate for getting to the
airport. During the meal a uniformed policeman espd in the park.
He circled us and finally entered the restaurarithkin. Lansing
recognized the man's blue uniform and Afrika-Kdnas$ as appertaining
to theBrigada de InvestigacionesAs we left we asked the boys to look
out for a taxi. We would give them a lift to thigyacenter where we had
to collect our luggage from the hotel.

We had just reached the steps leading to the rdehwe heard a
shout. The policeman had followed us. He haddgaee with pig-like,
suspicious eyes. He demanded to know what we deireg with the
boys and tried to grab the arm of one of themmtdrposed to say that we
were looking for a taxi. While the policeman wastiédicted the boys ran
off. Lansing and | walked the couple of blockgtte taxi stand indicated
by the officer. The boys were waiting there, ofi¢hem already seated
in a car. As we got in, the other boy suddenlydzhlcrying to his friend
to run. Two police cars appeared and halted basideThe thug from
the Brigada emerged, yanked open the door of our taxi and gute
shoeshine boy out by the hair. The screaming ch#d dragged away,
pathetically clutching his wooden box.

We ordered the taxi to start. Lansing's statuSaita was delicate,
and my passport was littered with anomalies. At thme Britain had no
diplomatic relations with Argentina. We couldn&k an intervention on
the boys' behalf. A plane was waiting for us atalrport. When we got
there the check-in counter had just closed. A fhélpput appeared,
persuading the airline staff to process our tickéte were conducted to
the head of the queue at thMigracion booth. My documents from
Formosa were examined and my passport receivedlltiraportant exit
stamp. Shortly afterwards Lansing and | were ia #ir, courtesy of
Lloyd Aereo Boliviano. Exhausted by the shock amidvous strain of
our latest encounter with the police, we found ttwmplimentary
whiskey served on board to be very welcome.
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Westward, the black tongues of mountains lookedff &s lick the
belly of our plane, while sudden winds seared tirggviolts. The pilot
announced an unscheduled landing at Tarija. |reckr heard of the
place. Was it in Bolivia or Argentina? | assuntieel pilot was playing it
safe, and yet upon landing the air was found tadden. There were
palm trees and a suggestion of the tropics. Tipgasaannounced that
all passengers must disembark to have their docisnedrecked by the
Migracién. But which country were we in? The effects of thieiskey
had worn off. Like those condemned at the railhabduschwitz, the
passengers marched in file towards the low termiballdings.
Helmeted guards with automatic weapons ensurecdhtra strayed from
the path of doom.

But above the terminal flew the Bolivian tricoloAdvancing, | held
my passport like a banner. We had been misinformtbe Migracion
were not vetting our identities after all. TherasAime to change money
at the bar and enjoy a bottle of frothy Boliviaceribeer, before re-
embarking for Santa Cruz de la Sierra.

The warm, windy climate of that city was like aess. Set where the
last incline of the Andes merges with remote ralactils, which in turn
subside towards Brazil and the Pantanal, Santa, Cityzof thecrucefias
renowned for their loveliness, gave me a sanctagalyst.

A few mornings later | awoke in my hotel room with strange
sensation, and could not at once identify it. It &verished, as does a
child when he presses his cheek against the wash f a comforting
adult. There was a complete absence of anxiefyns€ousness could
serve other things than the struggle to surviveetoain free. | could do
anything | wanted now. Happiness had returned ¢o rBeneath the
palms of the cathedral plaza the shoe shine boysidwalready be
arrayed, awaiting men to come to them.
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Epilogue

Lansing and | were to wander South and Central Asaefor ten
months more. Fugitives from justice, trapped bypecuniosity, we
hobbled from one country to another. Referencessteral incidents on
the way | have added to the personal observatiarthe nature of boy-
love made in the first chapters of this book.

In the spring of 1990 my companion's reverse mgega New York
was finally closed. Overnight, from abject povetty came into
possession of a substantial sum of money. He gaslroffered to buy
my ticket from Guatemala to Amsterdam, whither battius were bound.
| had had enough of banana police-states with the@ith squads and
starving children.

| did not sleep during the flight, in spite of theantity of champagne
| had consumed. An epoch had ended. Like Ralegirned from the
quest for El Dorado, | came to Europe with dimieidiresources. The
South American continent was littered with frienigshfrom which | had
walked away, abandoned. Self-exiled, | was an astitdrom the
harmonious methodologies of modem life-styles.

| found the normality of the Amsterdam airport wdre | had been
away from Europe for two and a half years. No Emthe despised
gringo, | blended with the herd shuffling toward the baggataim. No
longer was | an international child molester bustjanother balding
fellow passing through the airport formalities undiee burden of his
middle-age spread. We checked into a five staurphotel, with
Lansing picking up the tab. In recognition of ngnewhat attenuated
hospitality over the last year, he was to take mme ao sumptuous
gastronomic tour of Belgium and the Palatinate.

Even so, we were tiring of each other's companwerQhe third
bottle of wine, during a lunch &mme Chéz Sai Brussels, we found
ourselves plunged into a furious, irrational alégian. We were like a
married couple who have run out of things to seje agreed to go our
separate ways. As a man of substance, Lansing cagk off the black
fleece and face his family in the sober weeds oNew England
gentleman. | would not be able to subsist longdathe brazen wealth
and gross materialism of modem Europe. Of negedmith financially
and spiritually, 1 would have to seek out some itrgpit, some torrid
strand where, perhaps, young limbs flash in thenfad a foundered
ocean.
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