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Like most New Yorkers, I have my morning 
routine. For many years I would begin my 
day with a freshly baked bagel from Bagel 

Works on East 66th Street and First Avenue.
The man behind the counter, Martin, always 

had a greeting, comment, or remark that 
would make me laugh. I tend to be serious, so 
Martin’s camp and wit were always a delight to 
me. One day Martin announced that he would 
be giving a reading at the Chelsea Barnes & 
Noble, a mega-bookstore that had opened 
and negatively impacted A Different Light and 
Creative Visions, the local Chelsea and West 
Village LGBTQ bookstores. Martin was asked 
to speak at a book launch. “What book?” I 
asked Martin, and he replied calmly, “Well, I 
am in this book about Stonewall because I was 
there.” The book? David Carter’s Stonewall: 
The Riots That Sparked the Gay Revolution. 
Here in my own neighborhood I knew a 
revolutionary.

Of course, I attended that reading and 
Q-&-A and learned much about the events 
surrounding the Stonewall Riots. I wanted to 
learn even more about Martin and his life, so 
we met at the Stonewall Inn and conducted a 
four-hour interview. Thanks to the bold actions 
of gay youth like Martin in June of 1969, I am 
empowered to “just say no” to any personal 
or governmental repression of my inalienable 
human rights today. Martin Boyce is my scare 
drag hero.

Boog City: Shall we start? You’ve had 
your puff. [laughs] Did you ever call 

them fags?
Martin Boyce: No. In an English movie, I 

didn’t know what the heck they were talking 
about, these two guys talking, those teddy bear 
movies. The teddies were like wild ones, like 
Marlon Brando types in England. Teddy boys. 
That’s what they’re called.

Guys who wore leather.
I heard someone say in a movie “Give me 

a fag.” And I was like, “Where are they gonna 
get one?” [laughs] I was like, “Wow,” and then 
he started smoking. And then someone told 
me—I had all these frightening experiences—that 
they’re called fags because of burning gays at 
the stake, so I didn’t like to hear that.

When did people start wearing leather 
jackets?

That look came in with that motorcycle film 

[Marlon] Brando made, whatever it was. [ed. 
The Wild One]

Were people wearing them in the 
street?

Yes, after that. Yeah, because it became 
a look. But the great thing about it was the look 
was there already. He incorporated it for the 
film. It wasn’t like Annie Hall, where people saw 
the film, and then they started incorporating the 
look. Those things blended, and they weren’t 
compartmentalized. That’s the word they use in 
A Chorus Line. Blend. They want everybody to 
blend into the chorus line.

I think it meant more than that.
It’s moving theater.

Well, we should probably start this in 
a semi-formal manner.

I am here at The Stonewall on 
Christopher Street … and I’m interviewing 
Martin Boyce. Hi Martin.

Hi.

… When Patti Smith performed at 
CBGB’s final night, she said, “I remember 

everything,” and she also said, “What 
remains is the future.” So, my question 
to you, Mr. Martin—First you have to 

swear that you’ll tell the truth, the whole 
truth, nothing but the truth, on Blueboy 
magazine.

I do. [laughs]

Earliest Gay Memories
[laughs] What’s your earliest gay 

memory?
Well, since I’m under oath, let’s proceed. 

The earliest gay memory would be, being 
fascinated by the man who brought the laundry. 
And I think that he used to look at me in a 
very strange way, too. But I was practically 
the psychological seducer. But [nothing ever] 
happened. But it was strong, and I couldn’t 
believe how much pull there was to this kind of 
feeling when I’d see him. His blue uniform. His 
muscles. His tattoo.

Another one was my uncle, who was a 
Mexican boxer, who would sit in his boxer 
shorts in the kitchen on this lounge chair and 
smoke a cigar and talk to me about all his 
wild experiences. He was a boxer, and he 
was incredibly sexy. He was incredibly built. 
He had a physique. He also had this slovenly, 
sexual locker-room way of sitting, talking. And 
then telling a kid anything, because the kid’s 

a guy. I learned so much from him that when I 
had my first experience, it was thanks to Uncle 
Ray that I knew just where to put it.

Was he gay?
No. But he was Mexican. He was Latin. The 

top man is never not a man. It was my first 
hint that there were other cultures, besides 
the one I was living in, that looked at things 
differently. That to be gay, you could be the 
social creature or social person, as opposed 
to be[ing] the isolated person that has to hide 
everything. 

This is in your house here in the city. 
You grew up in the city?

Yes. On [East] 43rd Street and Second 
Avenue. On the east side. We’re in Tudor City. 
A lovely neighborhood to grow up in. It was 
wonderful. And—

The guy’s coming to deliver your 
laundry.

Back then, they had wash and folds. Nobody 
had washing machines in their apartments, like 
a lot of people don’t have today. We didn’t 
because my mother was an invalid, and my 
father was always working. So to have the 
laundry man come was important. Because 
we were small. My sister and I, we couldn’t 
do everything. We did a lot, but we couldn’t 
do that. 

Oh, so how old are you when you’re 
starting to feel this way?

Oh, seven, six. Really young.

And so you’re getting turned on.

Oh, definitely turned on, and then I got 
bolder after the first tingles. And my sister had 
this magnificent blue cape. It was made of 
satin. It was short. And I—

I love it. We’re going from tingles to 
the blue cape. OK—

… And then one day, I was sent out to 
get pistachios and Sicilian salami from Anna 
Gabelli, who had this Italian shop on [East] 
44th. And nobody was around, and they were 
in the other room, the living room. And I put on 
the little cape and took my sister’s red wallet 
and put the money in it and went out, mind 
you, with a crew cut. This is, like, 1956, and I 
went out to buy the salami and the pistachios. 
I remember coming back with red fingers 
’cause I ate all the pistachios, which is why I 
got in trouble to begin with. Then they found 
the cape, and then the phone started ringing, 

All photos courtesy Martin 
Boyce, except where noted.

I got rid of the horses and 
then made a little living room 
with the furniture and a little 
kitchenette and put all the 
stuff in the pantry of the chuck 
wagon, put a string on it, and 
had a mobile home. My father  
… just gave up.

There’s a Riot Going On
Martin Boyce Remembers Stonewall 

and Gay Life Before AIDS

I was in Central Park, and I saw 
this man that had some knowledge 
that I needed to have. I could tell 
by the way he was walking, the 
way he was looking. And he had 
a destination. It wasn’t like people 
in the park just walking. And I 
followed him into the Ramble.

Thomas Lanigan-Schmidt, Martin Boyce, and (bot.) Bertie Rivera 
in Times Square photo booth, 1967.
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because everyone lived in my neighborhood for 40, 50 years. Everybody knew everybody. 

And they said …
“Your son, Mr. Boyce, is out in a little girl’s cape, and he’s acting very strangely.” And I picked 

out every penny, and it made it last like you would make an ice cream cone last when you’re a 
kid. Every penny I put out for that experience of opening the purse and putting the little red wallet 
into my blue cape. I paid dearly. [laughs]

What was the punishment?
The worst punishment, my father walking back ‘n’ forth in the kitchen, for seven hours, saying: 

“What am I gonna do? He won’t stop,” to himself. To anybody. … This happened after another 
incident. It was Christmas. … I loved Indians. And my father got me a beautiful set of iron Indians 
that were hand-painted. I would have loved it at any other time, but my sister got a dollhouse. And 
I cried maybe for 60 hours. I mean, my eyes looked like walnuts.

OK. So it’s Christmas morning. Your sister gets a dollhouse, and you get these little 
fabulous iron Indians, which you love.

Which I loved.

But it wasn’t a dollhouse.
… And when she clipped [that dollhouse] together I screamed.

Was she older than you or younger than you?
Three years older.

And when she put it together you screamed at her on Christmas morning? 
Screamed. And I went to the bed. I just kept screaming. And I stayed in the bed for days. No, 

I couldn’t say a word. I just kept screaming.

Oh, you were beside yourself.
And then my father was getting very nervous. And you see my grandmother lived next door, 

and she was Sicilian. And she looked like a Gypsy, so she was very comforting to come in. It was 
amazing to see her. And she came in, and she said, “What’s wrong?” and then I finally told her 
[about] the dollhouse. And then my father said, “Well, you can’t have the dollhouse, but I’ll tell 
you what I’ll do.” … We had twenty dollars, which was a lot in the fifties, and he said, “We’ll buy 
any toy you want in the store—any toy.” Anything, but—

Not the dollhouse.
But not a dollhouse. And I said, “OK,” ’cause I saw a toy, and he thought I answered rather 

quickly. I bought this big chuck wagon that had all this, this thing in the back, [where] you can put 
all these—like they had milks and things that you’d take 
on a journey to the West.

Sort of like Mother Courage.
Yes. It was a big chuck wagon. And I got rid of 

the horses and then made a little living room with the 
furniture and a little kitchenette and put all the stuff in 
the pantry of the chuck wagon, put a string on it, and 
had a mobile home. My father … just gave up. And I 
was so happy they couldn’t take it away from me. So 
this came right after that, the idea of the blue cape. 
So I was rebellious.

But, so really, you had these experiences—
you’re getting turned on by the delivery man, 
and you’re getting turned on by the Mexican 
boxer who’s giving you a little education at 
some age, and at the same time you’re figuring 
out, “I want the dollhouse, I want the cape.”

Oh yes, I knew I was different.

Well, 40 neighbors knew you were 
different.

Oh, did they [laughs], but then they got used to it. 
My sister would paint the house with my father, and I 
would be in charge of making the lemonade. But there 
was always trouble, like I wanted fresh mint leaves. 
This was going to happen. Things were happening.

Oh, because this is what you do today—
so, the beginning of the catering and the 
aesthetic. 

My uncles, I had four uncles that were not married. 
And they could not believe when they came over that 
I was the one bringing in the lemonade and my sister 
was up on the ladder, painting, you see.

Ah.
So these kind of things started happening more and 

more. But then my father got very used to it because he 
thought I was clever, and he liked that [I was clever] 
more than the idea if I’d be straight.

[laughs] What more can you say about 
that?

My father was a very practical man. Well, 
basically. He trained dogs, and he trained boxers. He 

was a very butch man, one of the 
strongest men in the neighborhood, 
and everyone always said when 
Marty had a son, it was gonna be 
something. Well, it was.

You are.
I am. Well my father trained 

fighters, prize fighters. But he also 
raised racing dogs.

Your father trained fighters?
Right.

These men, they’d come back 
to the apartment, sometimes?

Well, they’d come to visit. … 
They’d come from different parts of 
the country to see old Marty. And 
they could not believe his son.

And you would come in with the lemonade and 
the cake.

Well I always asked them if they’d like some refreshment. 
[laughs]

I’m sure you did.
My father was very practical, in [a] sense. Also he had 

this taxi. … And there was this very wealthy woman, she 
was a wonderful woman in Tudor City. She would rent the 
cab maybe five to six hours a day. Eventually somebody 
had to go to her house to represent the family, and I went. 
I was given flowers that were never on the table. Ever. 
And I put [them] in my arms, and I was to bring [them] to 
her. And I loved her. She was wonderful. She let me touch 
Tiffany glass to feel the satin feel. Her apartment was way 
up in Tudor City. She had a view of everywhere. You could 
hear the water; there was no traffic sound. And she was 
very rich and very generous. There were gatherings there, 
and I remember we were having marmalade, and the 
marmalade was a little bitter. ’Cause we had Smucker’s 
[at home]. So I said to this woman who was next to me, I 
said, “It’s so bitter.” And she said, “Well, good marmalade 
should always be slightly tart.” And I never forgot it. So 
when I got home, two days later, my father gave me these English muffins with marmalade, and I 
said, “I’m not eating it.” And he said, “Why?” I said, “Because good marmalade should always be 
slightly tart.” He said, “Eat that or I’ll kill you.” And, I said, “I’m not eating it.” And he said, “Eat it,” 
and I took it and threw it on the wall. I ran out to my grandmother’s apartment, which was around 
the fire escape, and she always had the broom ready, because this was happening a lot. She 
started beating my father, who was trying to get into her apartment. And I was screaming, and it 
was terrible, and then—

So you had a place—you had a safe space?
Yeah, I had a safe space. My grandfather was the one to decide, ’cause he was older and 

a very interesting man. He was a clockmaker, and he was [an] incredibly interesting person. And 
he had decided that since my father had set me up with this woman, why didn’t he think I was 
going to learn. And that if I was going to learn and represent the family, then I should be accepted, 
and I should be able to go out and get a nice bottle of tart marmalade. So my grandmother was 
weary by then. [She] put her shawl on, and she took me to the only gourmet shop we knew and 
then told me—and I was in tears—“Tell the man what you want. Tell him what you want.” And I 
said, “I like,” finally, “good marmalade, slightly tart.” He said, “I have just the thing for you, young 
man.” I mentioned that my sister was not allowed to touch it because she didn’t fight for [the good 
marmalade]. And I mentioned it all the time I was going down. And my father never said a word. 
He would just put it on.

As I’m hearing you say, tell the story, I’m just thinking about how this story repeats 
itself over time. How many little boys didn’t get the toy that they wanted? How many 
little boys threw themselves on the bed in tears? How many kids just had these same 
feelings and things happened to them? And how it does feel like the sky is falling, the 
world is ending, if we don’t have the right marmalade. 

Right, we were a working-class family. It’s not like we were a middle-class family where the 
resources were even stronger; you could get things. These were pivotal and important.

The Ramble in Central Park, the Movie Theaters Along 42nd Street 
So let’s flash forward a little bit. Tell me when you start meeting boys.
I started meeting boys—

Or hanging out down here.
About 11 years old. And about up to 12 or 13. I was in Central Park, and I saw this man that 

had some knowledge that I needed to have. I could tell by the way he was walking, the way 
he was looking. And he had a destination. It wasn’t like people in the park just walking. And I 
followed him into the Ramble. And it was like a world opened up. I knew there were other people 
like me. And I thought nobody could see me from the street. I could always come in here and be 
myself. [I was] about 12, no, 13.

Approaching 13, and you’ve just followed this man into the Ramble. What 

‘I was coming back 

from this party in 

Long Island with a 

big sunflower and 

knickers. I was Oscar 

Wilde. And this cop 

in East New York … 

tried to detain me 

in front of a gang of 

15 boys, hoping they 

would kill me.’
‘I saw this really good-
looking guy. He was 
really hot. He had this 
cigarette dangling 
in his mouth; he was 
giving me one eye. I 
said [to myself], let me 
be bold and get what 
I want. … So I just 
opened the car door 
and sat next to him. … 
I started talking to him, 
and I saw the phone in 
[the car]. I said, “Look, 
I feel that you are a 
police officer.”’

An 8-year-old Boyce on a  
Sunday morning on a treeless  

East 43rd Street and 2nd Avenue.

The young Boyce would dress 
as a cowboy and walk around 
his Tudor City neighborhood 
by the United Nations, 
talking to tourists.

SIEGEL from page 1

Please see SIEGEL page 5
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Bob Dylan’s Highway 61 Revisited performed by the supersized I feel tractor
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happened?
Nothing happened. I was very afraid, 

because I wasn’t sure of the area anymore. But 
nevertheless, I knew I had found something. All 
of a sudden I had a gay geography for myself 
that I could cash in on later, I knew. Oh, the 
Ramble is probably one of the most beautiful 
parts of Central Park, south of 96th Street. And 
it’s a wooded area that gays used because it 
was not only wooded, it was isolated, it was 
beautiful. There were hills, there were places, 
there were bushes.

So at the time you were up there at 
13 years old. How many guys would you 
see?

A lot. A lot. OK, now this would be, 19, 
I had moved up to Yorkville from Tudor City, 
Turtle Bay, so probably about 1962. ’61, ’62.

So ’62, the boys are in the bushes. 
Right.

Men are in the bushes.
Men are in the bushes. But I was very afraid 

of that. I was afraid; I didn’t know what could 
be done.

’Cause it was unknown.
And there was no one to ask. And they 

would take advantage of you as a kid. And 
I was afraid … ’cause I was always warned 
about them.

Who warned, who gave you the 
warning?

My father. Because we were on the east 
side of 42nd Street, and we all went to the 
west side of 42nd Street to see movies ’cause 
they were 35 cents—

I was going to ask you about the 
movies.

Right. And my father would come down 
and all the boys would gather and [he would] 
say, “Look, there’s certain guys who like to fool 
around with other guys. And be careful, stick 
together, and don’t let anybody grab you. And 
don’t let anyone cut you off.” [I started to notice 
men] in the streets, as opposed to isolated in 
Central Park or next to the trees. It’s different. 
The sleaze factor came in. And that was it for 
me.

Going to the West Village 
and Street Friends at Age 16

I made a friend. I started making friends 
down here. Fascinating friends—Captain 
Faggot, Mary Queen of the Scotch.

Captain Faggot, tell me about him. 
Captain Faggot was a very interesting 

person. He would go around dressing like 
a navy captain of the old days, a captain 
on a tug boat, nothing fancy. And I thought 
maybe he would be embarrassed, and my 
friend Tommy Schmidt, too, thought he would 
be embarrassed about being referred to as 
Captain Faggot. And Tommy wasn’t sure if 
he really was Captain Faggot, because there 
was somebody else that looked a little bit like 
that. I was with Tommy, and Tommy said, “I 

thought Captain Faggot was the other guy.” 
And he said, “There’s only one Captain 
Faggot, and that’s me,” like an old—like an 
old sea dog. Captain Faggot was in his 
40s. I was 16. He was ancient to us. They 
accepted their nicknames—Captain Faggot; 
Mary Queen of the Scotch (she drank 
scotch a lot); Orphan Annie, who looked 
just like Orphan Annie with a big Afro before 
they were famous; Congo Woman named 
because her hair looked like a thatched hut; 
Dead Frog Jerry.

The names, were they given? Or did 
people create their own personas and 
name themselves?

No, they were given. And they could 
accept it or not accept it. Dead Frog Jerry did 
not accept it. Dead Frog Jerry was very hung 
up on being extremely beautiful. She was the 
opposite. I met her [because] she was on Saint 
Joseph’s Church steps in front of me and there 
was no one to talk to. She obviously needed 
someone to talk to, and I was sitting behind her 
on the steps smoking a cigarette. She turned 

her little dead frog eyes up at me and 
said, “I’m a b-b-b-beauty now,” ’cause 
she stuttered. “Could you im-im-imagine 
what a few operations could do?” And 
I just said, “The poor thing,” I said, but 
she’s too valuable to let her go. And I 
said, “Can I be your friend?” And she 
said, “Well, of c-c-course you can, you 
b-bitch.” She’s a very brave queen. …

The Afternoon, 
Evening of Stonewall

What happened, as you 
remember? Remember, you swore 
on the Blueboy magazine.

Right, this group of queens was 
extraordinary. They were really living 
street theater—Dead Frog Jerry, Captain 
Faggot, Mary Queen of the Scotch, 
Congo Woman, and then those that 
had more simple names. They were 
really crazy. I mean I didn’t realize how 

crazy they were, even myself. They 
did this 24 hours a day. I went home. 
I had an invalid mother to take care 
of. They were really out there. They 
were wild. Charles Ludlum used to 
come along and take us all to the 
theater, because he wanted us to do 
exactly what we were doing on the 
street. That’s how interesting it was. 
But it was really interesting to [us] … . 
We were really actually playing it 
off ourselves.

Did you follow Charles, and 
were you on stage?

Oh yeah. Just doing what we did 
in the street.

Wow!
It was great.

How did he stage those? Do you 
remember the titles of any of the 
productions?

They were given a title right away, whatever 
title [the play] would be called—”Tonight” or 
“Rainy Night.”

And he’d round people up, and that 
was the performance.

Everyone willing. These were really die-
hard, hard-core people.

Police Harassment, Raids of 
Gay Bars, Undercover Police, 

the Tombs (Jail)
There were a lot of arrests. A lot of vice 

squad arrests. [The police] were plain clothes. 
They were going into the tea rooms, into the 
park. They were in unmarked cars.

Please explain the term “tea room.”
That was the bathrooms. Subway bathrooms. 

People would carry on [public sex]. There were 
designated ones that were considered safe. 
I didn’t like them. People would go to them. 
You’d always hear everything. Even if you didn’t 
like it, you’d hear what was happening, where. 
Maybe [East] 42nd Street’s tea room was 
great or a tea room up in the Bronx. I would 
always go up to see it, just to see what was 
going on, but I didn’t like tea rooms. That’s just 
too much. [The undercover police were] plain 
clothes. Good-looking. And they all had big 
dicks. This was the problem. Now the question 
in my mind—

How would you know?
Because everybody that got arrested, they 

grabbed the guy either because he was so 
huge or so good-looking.

So everybody’s having the same 
experience?

Well a lot of people are and a lot of people 

say, “Why do they have such big dicks? They 
have to be chosen.” So how sick is it for the 
police department to choose to ask what guys 
have a big dick, and then you are on this kind 
of duty; that they can make that many arrests.

What did it mean to get busted back 
then?

They handcuffed you and took you in the 
paddy wagon, or in a car, and they take you 
downtown. Which was really bad because 
if you were gay, and there were really rough 
queens getting their 5 o’clock shadow, they 
didn’t like it if you came in fresh [to jail]. It wasn’t 
like everybody was sticking together. It was like 
Oz [the HBO series]. And here was this fresh 
queen, she was a bitch, a monster. She’s gonna 
get it. And I heard that these queens prayed 
for time to pass. Prayed. So their beards would 
come in. Because looking at the others you 
wouldn’t get murdered. There was a pecking 
order. The guys would yell out when they saw 
fresh queens come in.

Were people segregated from the 
general population?

Yes, they were. The gays would go 
together. I think they stopped that. I never 
was arrested, either. I made sure of that. I was 
caught once. I was coming down[town] in my 
school clothes—I was going to private school 
at Rhodes on Fifth Avenue. I saw this really 
good-looking guy. He was really hot. He had 
this cigarette dangling in his mouth; he was 
giving me one eye. I said [to myself], let me 
be bold and get what I want. Because I was 
going through the psyche [then] that I wasn’t 
bold enough, not getting what I want.

So I just opened the car door and sat next to 
him. I was very insecure. I started talking to him, 
and I saw the phone in [the car]. I said: “Look, 
I feel that you are a police officer. And I hope 
you are, because I am stuck down here. There 
are only men down here. They’re looking at 
each other. I’m really frightened, officer. I have 
a sick mother, so I can’t be tainted.” And he 
said, “You poor thing.” I said: “Officer, please 
help me. I don’t know what to do. You look 
like my dad.” And he said, “You know what, 
I am going to take you to the subway.” So he 
took me here to Christopher Street–Sheridan 
Square. And I got out, and I said, “Thank you 
very much.” He said: “Don’t worry about it, but 
don’t come down here again. Know where you 
are going next time.” And he left. My friends 
[on the street] came. I was standing there. I 
started gossiping, “Oh Miss Thing, you don’t 
know what happened to me, girl.” And then 

‘Then she went like this, lit a match. And it wasn’t right. And then she lit another one. 

She had plenty of time. This was right. This had to be perfect. And she threw it, and it 

went “Boom!” The right flame. She wasn’t just going to throw a spark on it. She wanted 

a flame that only a cigarette commercial wanted.’

‘So he’s holding onto the back handles of the paddy wagon, an armored truck. 
And he’s doing that when I saw a high heel and this sort of green glitter stocking 
came and pushed him back. And he just fell off the bumper of the paddy wagon, 
’cause the heel kicked him. I didn’t see a person; it was surreal. And then all of a 
sudden it just burst.’

Six-year-old Martin, sister Beverly, 
and Uncle Joe in Tudor City on 

East 42nd Street overpass 
after his sister’s communion.

Cousin Jacky applies the tag as 
nine-year-old Martin slides into 
home plate in a vacant building on 
East 44th Street and 2nd Avenue.
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[the undercover cop] passed [in his unmarked 
car]. I said, what can I do, so I waved to him. 
He was giving me a look like “you’re dead.”

He wished he had arrested you? Do 
you remember his badge or name and 
number?

No. I saw the phone in the car. He had 
been driving by me slowly. He stopped, and 
he gave me this look. And I said that’s it, he’s 
looking. I’m going. Boom, I opened that door. 
I sat next to him. Saw that phone and changed 
my mind.

You were a quick thinker with street 
smarts. Bold with street smarts.

Oh yeah. ’Cause I couldn’t have the men 
I wanted without having street smarts. That’s 
a big incentive. I mean your type is your type. 
Oh God. No other type. I mean there’s no 
substitute for your type. That’s victory. There 
would be other places we would go. A lot of 
raids, a lot of arrests, a lot of harassment, boys 
running out, beating people up. The cops were 
saying that we were at fault, because we were 
faggots, and why were we running out dressed 
like that, you should get killed.

Arrested for Drag
So the cops thought it was OK not to 

protect you as citizens of New York?
They could be more sympathetic if you 

were wearing regular clothes and you got 
beat up. But if you were in scare drag like 
me, well you were asking for it. I would say 
to the cops, “These guys are following me.” 
They’d say, “Well, sure they’re gonna follow 
you, and I hope they get you. Then go.” I 
went to a costume party as Oscar Wilde 
with knickers. And the law stated that you 
had to have three articles of male clothing 
on you, which destroyed any real outfit that 
you wanted if you do drag. I was coming 
back from this party in Long Island with a big 
sunflower and knickers. I was Oscar Wilde. 
And this cop in East New York—I took the 
wrong train, I didn’t change in Jamaica—and 
the cop tried to detain me in front of a gang 
of 15 boys, hoping they would kill me. He 
wouldn’t let me catch that train, and he kept 
saying I didn’t have three male articles on. 
But everything I had was male. Who brings 
receipts from the store?

There was a law on the books in New 
York City, in what year?

In the ’60s, that said if you were of male 
sexuality you had to have at least three articles 

of male clothing, definitive male clothing.

And if you didn’t come up with the 
number three?

You would be arrested for drag.

You were arrested for drag in the 
streets?

Right, that’s how they [would] get you [then] 
on Halloween. The cops wait until midnight, so 
one after midnight the arrests started.

Here you are in Boy George drag in 
the ’60s, and there’re cops counting the 
articles of clothing that you decided from 
your wardrobe to put together that day. 
And the difference between a blouse and 
a dress shirt is the difference between 
being arrested?

Right, and at the same time unisex clothing 
was coming out. So this was getting to be a 
problem. But don’t forget, all this depended 
on personality. If the police didn’t like you, 
you’d get arrested. But you could talk your 
way out of it if you had personality. I never 
got arrested, no matter what I had to do. 
Sometimes I took the coward’s way out. But 

you know the 
s t a t i s t i c s 
weren’t with me. 
It was survival. 
I had a lot of 
backup. My 
father gave me 
the right to call 
him any time I 
was in jail. In 
the teapot was 
bail money. 
If somebody 
was with me 
I needed to 
protect who 
was underage 
like me, I could 
call my father 
and he would 
get both of us 
out. My father 
really was 
supportive. He 
thought it was 
all unfair. I was 
taking care of 
my mother; she 
was an invalid. 
I had two 
responsibilities 
at home. I was 
a good son. 

Father rewarded 
me by being a very good father.

What was the Stonewall Like? 
More About the Raids

So here you are at Stonewall with the 
boys.

I would go to these bars, Stonewall and 
everything. It wasn’t my major hangout, but 
it was a center for everybody. That was an 
amazing bar, the freest of them all, the most 
comfortable, and the most fun.

In the book by David Carter  [Stonewall: 
The Riots that Sparked the Gay Revolution] 
… I remember being very interested to 
learn that Stonewall had two rooms, a 
front room and a back room. Describe 
how that was set up.

The first bar you went in was really the bar—
a long bar. And that bar had all different types 
of people in groups but not the really wild 
ones. Most of the wild people got their drink 
there and went to the other section around the 
back where there was a great jukebox and all 
the wild people were hanging out.

A lot of people in the Stonewall in the first 
bar [area] I would describe as “A” gays were 
ashamed of us. They thought we were really trash. 
They were dressed differently and everything. 
Generally a different economic class, dressed 
differently, middle-class—truly “A” gays. They 
weren’t really wild. They just wanted to live their 
lives. They weren’t mean. They just didn’t respect 
what you were doing. Too loud, too much. They 
had to make a living. They just couldn’t do this. 
There was no fighting. You just knew where your 
place was in the bar. Nobody bothered you. 
They didn’t look at you and give you dirty looks. 
They sometimes raised their eyes because it was 
too much for them. And we were really out to 
pluck nerves, and we did. If we didn’t, if we went 
on the subway and everybody didn’t just look at 
us, we would go home and change. We wanted 
to pluck nerves. People couldn’t really read their 
paper. They had to put down their paper and 
look at us. That’s when we knew we would 
have a good night. We were plucking nerves. It 
was great. But this was like a rebellion—a small, 
smoldering rebellion.

What songs were on the jukebox?
The jukebox was controlled by the black 

queens on the other side of the bar. They are 
leaning there, lounging around. They would 
give you this look as to wonder what songs 
you were gonna play—a look like, “Bitch, 
you’re not gonna play that shit.” You know 

they wanted [to listen to] soul. You had to put 
money in. Say you put in a dollar. The queens 
would let you pick one or two of what they 
considered duds, but then they would stop 
you. The third song they’d say: “Girl, you’re 
not playing that shit again. You are not playing 
that, girl. You’ve got two of your own songs. 
Let somebody else get in here.” And they 
would take over and play what they wanted, 
but you would wind up loving their songs 
more than the one you played. Then you 
were considered trained. The big song was 
“Ain’t Nothing Like The Real Thing,” because 
if two drag queens were fighting, one would 
go straight to the jukebox, put money in, play 
that song, and it would come on, and they’d 
go snap their fingers in front of the other drag 
queen’s face. Like she was more real than you. 
You know? So you were the realest one. “Ain’t 
nothing like the real thing, baby.” Snapping 
their fingers and putting them down.

Didn’t you tell me that people also used 
the jukebox as a way of communicating 
one to the other within the bar?

Yes. I didn’t find anybody in the bar that I 
liked. I would go out cruising. I’d have my drinks, 
and I’d go to the trucks [along the waterfront 
elevated West Side Highway Christopher Street 
Piers]. But for people that did find somebody, if 
somebody in the bar said they loved a certain 
song, they would play it for them to try and get 
closer and say, “Hey, look, I put that on for you.” 
You know it was really nice, really cool.

And there was dancing?
Yes, there was dancing, a dance floor way 

in the back.

You called the Stonewall  the watering 
hole.

We all had to drink at the same pond. We 
were all clever, [all here], the stupidest gay 
person to the smartest gay person.

Living in New York City today, what 
would be the equivalent in terms of a 
space that brings together that sort of 
diversity?

There’s nothing. Because of the time we 
were so grateful to have anywhere to go.

How many bars were there to choose 
from at that point in time?

Only several, unless you wanted to go to 
other neighborhoods, The Tenth of Always on 
Third Street, but that was considered straight city. 
We called it that because it was a straight area. 
And a lot of us didn’t want to go over to straight 
city. But it was a nice place—nice songs, nice 
jukebox. But then of course they would press 
the button, and the lights would go on, and 
you knew the police were raiding. It’s dark. This 
place had a Parisian ambience. So you could 
dance, slow dance. If they pressed the button, 
the lights would come on, and everyone knew 
to run to those seats because the police were in 
there. They’re at the door. I remember one came 
in that looked like Orson Welles—Old Orson 
Welles—and he looked at every table.

If he caught two people dancing?
All the lights started going on. Everybody ran 

before they came in. We all knew, everybody 
knew. We knew what they were going to do. 
[The raids were] just a part of life. But that was 
the sad thing—a part of life. The great thing 
about gay people is that they didn’t accept 
that in the end.

The Evening of the Stonewall Riots
Take me to the night of Stonewall. 

What time of day was it?
We were up the block over here. Tommy, 

Bertie, and I had decided it was still early 
enough. We didn’t know what to do. We 
were gonna let the current take us wherever 
we were gonna go. And when we did this, 
we always had a good time. But the current 
hadn’t come yet. And so we were sitting on the 
stoop. And then there was a commotion down 

‘Word spread everywhere 
that we had fought. And the 
raids stopped, and the raids 
started stopping.’

Boyce in his Upper East Side kitchen.SIEGEL from page 5
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the block. And we looked and said, “Let’s see 
what’s going on,” and I was the most curious 
because my grandmother always took me to 
every disaster in the city. I was most curious if 
anything happened. My grandmother would 
always say: “Get dressed. This building’s on 
fire.” I remember once I had my pants on 
backwards. She rushed me. Sometimes we’d 
take a cab to see the disaster. So I was trained. 
I said, “Let’s go and see,” and Bertie and 
Tommy said, “OK.” So we went, and as I got 
there the paddy wagon was there already, and 
I was on the side of the paddy wagon. And 
the policeman was holding on but not tightly, 
just doing his job, thinking like, “Oh, well let’s 
get this over with” [raiding Stonewall]. So he’s 
holding onto the back handles of the paddy 
wagon, an armored truck. And he’s doing that 
when I saw a high heel and this sort of green 
glitter stocking came and pushed him back. 
And he just fell off the bumper of the paddy 
wagon, ’cause the heel kicked him. I didn’t 
see a person; it was surreal. And then all of a 
sudden it just burst. They had gotten the queens 
[from the roundup in Stonewall] in the paddy 
wagon already.

They hadn’t closed the door. So the leg 
came out from the back of the van and 
kicked the police officer?

And all the queens jumped out. Some 
of them got out. Well perhaps they got out 
some of them. Everybody started going crazy. 
Everybody. Stonewall had been busted. And 
now there’s a huge crowd, and it’s all gay. 
And they wanted to know what happened. But 
they already knew what happened. And they 
started closing in on the bar. And the police 
were pushing, being pushed back. Something 

was happening. Anybody that was going to 
a restaurant, going to the movies, they were 
meeting there [at Stonewall Sheridan Square]. 
Whatever was happening, it was a meeting 
place. We all came over, and for some reason 
we all just knew. And [now] the cops control 

the bar and a perimeter oval outside the bar. 
And that’s what was being moved on. We all 
started moving, like Night of the Living Dead. 
We weren’t backing up. We just kept moving. 
Dumb. They [the police] were surrounded. 
They started moving back nervously into the 
bar. They closed the doors, the wooden doors, 
and they were looking out nervously, laughing 
through the glass windows. They weren’t on the 
phone yet, because they didn’t think anything 
was gonna happen. They just thought, how are 
we gonna figure this out to clear the place?

They thought it was just another bust?
This was not gonna go smooth, but 

everything was gonna be fine to the police. 
Then the doors went on fire.

An unidentified person in drag took 

all her lighting fluid on the door and lit it. 
The police were freaked out. That was the 
only way out of here.

She took her time. She went like this, shaking 
the lighter fluid on the door like she was pissing. 
Then she went like this, lit a match. And it wasn’t 

right. And then she lit another one. She 
had plenty of time. This was right. This had 
to be perfect. And she threw it, and it went 
“Boom!” The right flame. She wasn’t just 
going to throw a spark on it. She wanted 
a flame that only a cigarette commercial 
wanted. They burned the doors. I was 
there. I saw them. I saw the policemen’s 
faces. I was very happy, I was happy to 
see the smiles wiped off their faces. Then 
Miss New Orleans, she went and she 
pulled—because she had this superhuman 
strength because of her anger and hate—
she pulled a [parking] meter out of the 

sidewalk. She went back and forth, back and 
forth, and she loosened it. And then her friends 
grabbed the parking meter, and they started 
ramming the door. To break it, yes. To get at 
the police. Now that’s when [the police] were 
really calling [for backup].

Meanwhile, the riot had broken out all over 
the street. It started maybe with 400 people, 
within 15 minutes 1,000 people, and it must 
have ended up with about 2,500 people. … [It 
was a Friday night;]  anyone who wasn’t going 
to Stonewall was just coming down to go to the 
movies. All this action was happening in front 
of Stonewall, but the ramifications and ripple 
effect had hit over to Sixth Avenue and Sheridan 
Square. Miss New Orleans with her friends, 
and then the riot took place spontaneously all 
over the street. [People picked up] rocks and 
threw them at the window, started banging 

on cars that were full of straight people. Now 
they didn’t hurt them. Their anger—it was all 
anger—and things were getting smashed. Fires 
started to be lit in trash cans. Everybody was 
arriving to know what was happening.

The word on the street was the police 
raided Stonewall.

When I moved away from The Stonewall 
being burned, I knew the police were coming. I 
ran up to Sixth Avenue. A number of plainclothes 
police all of a sudden grabbed the person next 
to them who had something in their hands ready 
to throw. And now we start to see that in our 
ranks were some plainclothesman already. All 
of a sudden we were infiltrated. And everybody 
realizing everything just crystallized—that these 
people had come to do their nice duty of 
arresting [gays], to blend in with us, [and 
now] they were revealed once the riot started 
because they were arresting people. There 
were some black people who were [acting] 
like it’s liberation day. They didn’t care what 
was going on; we were fighting the police. 
They came and said, “We’re joining.”

Are these Black Panthers?
No, they were just black guys that came 

down to be liberated, saying, “Well, you’re 
fucking fighting the police. We’re joining you.” 
And they joined. I remember them. They were 
heroes to me. Because they didn’t have to fight. 
It wasn’t their fight, but they joined in.

Was this all on one night?
One night. Now the current of the night 

became an ebb tide. We were all drawn into 
it. People started attacking cars and shaking 

An 18-
year-old 
Martin 
and his 
older 
sister 
Beverly in 
1966.

Please see SIEGEL page 8



people up. I remember there was this man in 
a cab with his girlfriend. The cab was being 
shaken. They were caught in the midst of the 
riot right near Stonewall. And the girl, whose 
name was Kimberly, and the guy got out [of the 
cab]. And he was one of those guys with those 
large booming voices that was usually yelling 
at us, “Faggot.” But he was saying—because 
the girl was saying, “Ahh, I’m so afraid”—and he 
was saying: “Don’t worry, Kimberly. They’re not 
gonna hurt us.” And to hear that voice imply it, 
no matter how, but only by nuance … imply it, 
enraged maybe 14 people near them.

What happened to the couple?
They let them go. But [the crowd] was 

getting more angry. The way the straight people 
were reacting to us. Well it was like they were 
surrounded by a thousand gay people that 
were screaming. We had orange peels in 
our hands. They had tops of trash cans. They 
had rocks, they had sticks. They had anything 
you could find that was torn from branches in 
that park over here. It was very, very scary for 
these people. Because they never saw a gay 
revolt. We didn’t even. So we didn’t know. I 
was scared, I was more scared of the center 
of the riot, which was right in front of this bar, 
then up further. But the police came. And they 
couldn’t get us all right away. We were taunting 
them. We knew this area like the Iroquois Indian 
knows the forest. We knew the area.

So the police chased you, and they 
were in their cars, and you would go 
down the wrong street [so] that the 
police would have to go the wrong way.

Street Theater at Stonewall
There was a conga line at some 

point?
In the fighting there was a lull, and in that 

lull, the police weren’t too sure what to do. They 
couldn’t arrest everyone. So what they did was 
present themselves very forcefully in a line. Yes, 
they were staring at us, and they didn’t move, 
and so we grabbed hands and formed this line 
in front of them. And I started singing the song, 
and we kick to it. You know the song? “The 
Village Girls.”

Please sing the song.
[There were] about five or six of us, and 

we held on arm-to-arm, round each shoulder, 
and started kicking and singing: “We are 
the Village girls. We wear our hair in curls. 
We wear our dungarees above our nellie 
knees. But when it comes to boys, we simply 
hypnotize.” And that was it. A policeman 
came and hit me in the back. And everyone 
scattered and ran down the street. And all 
these images passed in my mind. I saw the 
pink patch at Dachau when I went to Europe 
five years before, all the things that were 
done, needless, cruel things that were done.

You got 
knocked by a 
billy club?

In the back. 
And the cop said, 
“There you go, 
titless.” He told 
me I had no tits. 
I was scare drag, 
so that was a 
terrible put-down. 
I felt so bad [to 
be called titless].

Tell me about 
the other songs 
you sang?

I stood on top of a car, and I didn’t know 
what to sing, so I sang this song because it 
was on T.V. all the time, and it made no sense, 
but it made this crazy kind of sense: “Look for 
the Union Label when you are buying a coat, 
dress, or blouse. Remember somewhere, you 

are sewing—” I can’t sing it now.

So there is this lull. Now at what point 
is there some documentation in terms 
of photographs. Were you ever aware 
at any point that there were reporters 
nearby?

Yes, people were yelling, “They’re taking 
pictures.” And then Tommy 
Schmidt ran, and I was 
behind Tommy Schmidt, so 
I was there in that photo 
[Fred McDarrah photo of 
drag queens and gays 
and lesbians on the steps 
near Stonewall]. So that’s 
what happened. But we 
didn’t know, we didn’t care 
who was taking pictures. 
We didn’t know it was The 
Village Voice or anything. 
We just were all gay, so 
we were a cultural tool. 
We knew the media was 
important.

And none of the 
people who got busted 
that night—were they 
hurt?

Some were hurt, yes. 
Because billy clubs were 
going on people’s heads. 
People were—their arms 
were twisted, as there were 
plainclothes policemen 
behind them. They would 
twist their arms mercilessly. I 
could hear cracks.

You could hear cracks from the billy 
clubs. How does that evening end, and 
how does the next day result in people 
coming down here? I understand people 
protested for a number of days.

Yes, what happened was it was over and 
dawn was approaching. A lot of people 
had been arrested. The street was a wreck—
smashed, destroyed. It looked like we had 
rioted. And we just didn’t know what the 
consequences would be. Were they gonna 
penalize us terribly for this? What were they 
going to do? Could we ever come down here 
again? Could those streets be ours again? Did 
we lose territory? But we all felt this amazing 
feeling that we couldn’t describe to each 
other—the feeling that we had needed to do 
that. We needed to do this.

From hearing you speak at Barnes 
& Noble from the David Carter book, I 
understand that people fought back so 
strongly to protect Stonewall because it 
was one of the few places in New York 
City where it was a mixed group and 
there was music and drinking, where you 
could dance and be yourselves.

Right.

And that 
was somehow 
s o m e t h i n g 
that needed to 
be protected, 
because there 
wasn’t another 
option. There 
wasn’t another 
place to go.

Right. There 
were leather bars. 
There were other 
kinds of bars, 
black bars. This 
[Stonewall] was 

a bar where everybody could go. Everybody. 
So to lose this was terrible. A last resort.

People weren’t sure if Stonewall would 
open the next day?

It was closed for a few days after the bust. 

It was reopened by the end of the week. I was 
here for the second busting, the second raid. 
There was only about eight of us here. The police 
came in, and they looked at everybody’s IDs. 
My friend who was 17, I said he was with me, 
and my father knows I’m here, and my father’s 
giving me his approval to hang in the Village. 
I’m a junior in college, and my father thought 

it would be very good to 
have an onsite education, 
and I went on and on. And 
the cops said: “All right, all 
right. Just get the fuck out of 
here. You win.” And the kid, 
Demetrius, thanked me so 
much afterwards [because 
you had to be 18 to drink 
in a bar]. And then the 
next day my father told me, 
because he owned a cab, 
“Well I heard you guys 
finally rioted.” And I didn’t 
think it was that well-known. 
I guess he had been 
working at night, and he 
heard there was a gay riot 
in the West Village.

Martin’s Father 
Reacts to the News

And so you came 
home, and your dad 
said?

I woke up the next 
morning. He said: “I heard 
you guys rioted, and I heard 
it was really something. 

How do you feel?” And I said: “I really feel 
great, Dad. They were really being mean.” He 
said: “No, they can get to you. I see it, I see it. 
I was young, too, once, kid. Don’t worry, I saw 
it. But don’t worry, you did the right thing. You 
fought. I’m glad you fought. I never heard you 
fight before. You didn’t get a bloody nose.” And 
my father loved the idea of someone defending 
himself. I ran into my father in a bar called 
Wilds. He was comfortable having a drink. 
And he would put his arm around me and say, 
“This is my son. He’s a real fighter.” My father 
was letting them know I was a fighter. And they 
were looking at my father like he was crazy, 
because I’m looking like a girl. You could not 
tell I was a boy in any which way. I would 
love to wear short shorts with my father’s shirts, 
’cause it looked like I had nothing on under my 
shirt, the shirt’s so big—just my legs showing, 
with sandals and an Isadora Duncan scarf. I 
always had a six-foot long Isadora Duncan 
scarf. And I would wrap it around. She was 
famous at this time, and I adored her. When 
the wind would blow, it would be like four feet 
behind me. I used to stand at the docks with the 
winds blowing. I would wear a Garbo hat. I 
had my peekaboo bangs. And sneakers or light 
sandals. I felt beautiful with them. And a clutch 
bag. And pieced-on lips. Very twenties. Just red 
lips. … I was on the trucks.

How did things change after 
Stonewall?

I don’t think people thought harassment 
was going to end. There was relief that we did 
something that night. We thought [the busts and 
harassment were] going to come back maybe 
harder. But it didn’t come back harder. In three 
or four days, we knew we had changed things. 
The great fighters had reputations already—
Bertie, Miss New Orleans, Dead Frog Jerry. 
Those people were admired because they 
were so crazy. Word spread everywhere that 
we had fought. And the raids stopped, and the 
raids started stopping. And people, the police, 
weren’t bothering us as much. Things were 
changed. Big change.

News Coverage of the Riots, 
First Gay March a Year Later

What were the headlines like?
The Voice was very good. They said it was 

a gay riot. They gave some of the history as 
to why. They were correct, too—the raids and 

this treatment. The Times was very careful, did 
not use the word gay. It was homosexual. They 
wouldn’t use the word gay, or they used it in 
quotes. The Times underreported it. It was a 
gay riot. It was an event. The Village Voice 
had a big deal of it. Their offices were right 
here then. They were in touch with a lot of us. 
For the first gay parade, “We’ll march up Sixth 
Avenue.” I can never forget the crowd—people 
from Japan, from Thailand saying: “In my 
country, you couldn’t have this. You couldn’t 
have people marching like you.” And people, 
it was the first anniversary of Stonewall. “We 
[have] Sixth Avenue. We’re gonna march. So 
what’s the big shit?” said my friend. We didn’t 
have Fifth Avenue. So I said: “OK, you’re right. 
We’re gonna march. Let’s march.” And we 
marched. And I took it very seriously.

Whenever I took something seriously I took 
my hair down and put it in a bun. I was as 
serious as a librarian. I put my hair in a bun, 
and I marched up the street, and I answered 
any question that people on the sides had. 
They saw that we were friendly. They danced. 
[I explained,] “This is for our rights.” “Are you 
feeling better about what is happening in 
this city?” [people asked]. And I said, “Yes”, 
because my hair is up. See I’m not a really 
wild person, except when in the back of a 
truck, with my little red lips. If they would see 
me three minutes ago in the truck—[laughs] But 
my hair was up now. And in the course of the 
year the world had 
really changed. 
But the great thing 
was everybody 
was involved in 
this. And nobody 
was mad at each 
other. Because the 
“A” gays had hard 
jobs to keep and 
important ones. 
And the people 
who fight like me, 
who were living 
at home, angels 
on the streets—we 
fought. Everybody 
did their part.

What were 
the signs that 
people made 
for that first 
anniversary?

Extremely crude. 
No floats, no 
nothing. Just signs. 
We marched, 
and we were 
proud. And the 
march—everybody 
decided to go at 
the last minute. 
And we made 
something. ’Cause 
we all went. I knew 
that many of the gays I knew were working for 
the NAACP. They were volunteering for feminist 
groups. They were volunteering for everybody 
else but their own group. Not because they 
didn’t want their own group; we didn’t know we 
could have that. Stonewall made us realize we 
could have this. … Bertie was working volunteer 
work. I was helping the feminists. I was stuffing 
letters for them. Trying to make the world better. 
But we just didn’t realize we could actually 
make it better for ourselves. 

Harrassment of Lesbians
What was the sense of the lesbian 

scene at that time?
The butch gay women wanted to match 

those queens. And they did.

Women were not hassled for dressing 
in male clothing?

There were categories of hate. The police 
hated the dykes. The butch dykes they looked 
down upon more so than anybody, or else they 

just got beaten. They hated the drags. They 
hated the scare drags. They hated the “A” gays. 
But less so as you went down the line to dyke. 
Because these were like what working-class 
men from working-class neighborhoods—

So they didn’t hassle the dykes as 
much as the out gays?

The butch dykes were challenging.

They did challenge in appearance and 
action and behavior.

Those dykes got it.

The ’70s and ’80s
And tell me about life in the village. 

This is after Stonewall, like in the ’70s 
and ’80s.

Things had moved away from here [The 
West Village], towards The East Village. That 
was the center of activity. I stopped coming 
west, too. Our job was done. Now we could 
go anywhere. I never turn back. I never look 
back. The scene was like everybody could 
be together. … The hippies didn’t discriminate 
against anybody. They had dropped out 
because they decided to drop out. We were 
out. They had no category for us. We were 
still infiltrated or part of those groups. A hippie 
could come from Long Island. The hippie could 
come from New Jersey. The cult that bound the 
hippies together was love. I remember being 

in a room just 
smoking with 
hippies who were 
saying, “Man you 
don’t know what 
it’s fucking like to 
drop out.” I said, 
“Baby, I was never 
in. So what the 
fuck would I know 
about dropping 
out?” It was crazy. 
I said I don’t like 
these people, 
because it’s a cult, 
an alternative to 
conform[ity]. It’s 
bullshit. Be yourself. 
We’re fags. We’re 
here. We’re gay. 
The hippies also 
helped because it 
was a free society.

Sexual 
Freedom 

and Martin’s 
Experiences
… As we look 

back, this was 
an era, a time of 
a lot of sexual 
freedom. And 
I want to hear 
some of your 

direct experiences—where you’re having 
sex in the trucks. People were having sex 
in the tea rooms. People were having sex 
in the baths.

Everywhere.

Everybody was having sex.
Oh yes, even in the trains, the subway. I 

remember being on the subway. I was in a fur 
coat, a beautiful fur coat, wasn’t expensive, 
but it made me feel very lovely. And I used to 
hold my coat. I looked like Bette Davis with 
my peekaboo hairdo. And I was [at West] 
72nd Street and Broadway, and this big … guy 
who was a transit worker came up on the tracks 
and looked at me and said: “You look sensible. 
You wanna follow me down the tracks.” And 
he held my hand and took me along the third 
rail, and we went in this little shack, but we 
didn’t come out of there for a while. But what 
happened was people saw me go down. I 
used to be a little shy. But the crowd changed, 
so when we finished and he took me to show 

me the steps and carried me over the third 
rail—It was so romantic, he was such a bruiser. 
He put me down; he said, “Run up those stairs.” 
When I came up those stairs, the crowd [had] 
changed. And people were putting down their 
papers, like [they were wondering] where 
the fuck did I walk out of the tracks like that 
and dragging a peekaboo hairdo. I was just 
trying to get past them, to get up to the street. 
I couldn’t breathe, because they were freaking 
me out, these people. I had no trouble getting 
laid. Because that was such an outlet. … But a 
lot of relationships were total in their shortness 
at night. I could have asked for more, but 
morning came, [and] if I was alone, I had a 
certain spirit with me. It did not mean anything. 
Because those relationships were short and 
complete, as a good drawing is complete. It 
was wonderful. Because I shared something 
with those men that was not just a gay world, 
it was the world. The old world. The world 
of Rome, Greece, where people could [be] 
people and do what you wanted to do.

Yeah, I love that. Tell me the story 
about Central Park and an undercover 
cop. Can you share that?

It was wonderful. Oh, what a man. I was on 
Riverside Drive. It was about 2 in the morning. 
I had given up, but it was always beautiful to 
be out. The wind was blowing. My Isadora 
Duncan scarf was blowing. I had my little 
clutch bag. And I was holding my clutch bag, 
and I saw this man at the monument. It was 
unbelievable. It was just too good to be true. 
I thought that he was looking at the view and 
was going to go back to the car. He wasn’t. He 
took me into these bushes. … They [had] told 
me [to] look at their shoes, and if their shoes 
look like a cop, you can ask them, “Are you a 
cop?” and they have to say yes or no. Well, I 
looked at the shoes. I said, “Are you a police 
officer?” And he said, “No.” So it wasn’t true. 
I said, “OK.” So he took me to a spot that was 
so relaxed, wonderful, with the breeze and 
just the marvelous smell of masculine sweat. 
But anyway, as I was doing him, and he was 
so hot, I reached up and hit the gun with my 
hand. And I said, “Oh my God!” I said, “Look.” 
I said, “Officer, let me just take out—” I had a 
little Charles of the Ritz Limoges box in which 
I kept valium. I said, “Officer, I was just going 
to take this pill. And can I just finish … and I’ll 
take the pill, and then we can go down to the 
police station.” He said, “But I’m not going 
to arrest you.” I said, “You’re not.” He said, 
“No, you’re not a criminal.” 
I said, “Thank God. Well, 
we’ll save the valium, and 
we’ll finish.” … Valium was 
very hard to get. I was very 
glad to save that one. He 
took me to the end of the 
park and said goodnight 
like a gentlemen.

 
Sex and AIDS

Do you want to talk 
more about sex, or shall 
we start talking about 
when you first started 
hearing about AIDS?

Let’s get to AIDS. Well, 
we were too afraid. Just too 
afraid. And the celebration 
was a decade-long 
celebration of open sex, 
and it led to a disaster. 
For me being promiscuous 
meant one a night.

One a night.
Right. And not every 

night. Occasionally, it 
would be two. But never 
more than that. … 

And you were after a very specific 
type, and performing a very specific act.

Or acts, with it. But you know I had control 
over myself. Later on, after the liberation, I was 

shocked with someone having sex with maybe 
20 people, these kind of orgies. This is at the 
piers, the backs of the trucks, orgies. … I was 
working for my brother-in-law in this building, 
and this guy had brought someone home. And 
the guy died while the guy who lived in the 
building was doing him. The cops came.

So was there violence?
No, no, they weren’t violent. Just died of a 

heart attack. But the 
police who was sent 
to guard the body, he 
was trying to seduce 
the policeman. I 
thought this was a bit 
much. His roommate 
came home from 
Fire Island sick from 
hepatitis. Too much, 
too much was going 
on. There was no 
control. It was like a 
free-for-all.

Did you ever 
get an STD?

Well, yes, 
because, yeah, 
gonorrhea. I went 
to the clinic on 
28th Street.

What were 
they doing for gonorrhea back then?

They gave you an injection. 

What did you tell your friends? Did 
you say “I’m going to get a shot for 
gonorrhea”? 

Well, I would say to my friends, “I think 
I have gonorrhea,” and they would tell me 
where to go. The doctor who gave me the 
shot, he couldn’t care less, and he gave me 
an abscess. And then he said, “Look around 
the room, and don’t any of you go with each 
other for the next week.” That’s all he would 
say. He was disgusting and a pig. And I said, 
“Look what you did to me, doctor, you gave 
me a big abscess.” And he said, “Oh please, 
you’re lucky it’s not on your ass.” I said, “Some 
doctor,” and I walked out. He said, “Well, go 
to a private place.” I would have gone to a 
private place, but everybody else was going 
there. … 

Tell me about the 
early ’80s? Where were 
you, and what was 
happening?

In the early ’80s, now 
remember I had now found 
a man. And I was very true. 
I wouldn’t have sex [with 
anyone else].

So you stopped 
having sex [other than 
with your partner] once 
you—

Unless the person was 
exceptional. And there 
weren’t that many that were 
exceptional. I was very 
sexually happy. … There 
was no need for that. It was 
unusual. And I just didn’t 
even look at anybody else. 
And that saved my life. I 
was terribly promiscuous. 
And I first heard of this girl, 
and she was straight, and 
she’d gotten AIDS because 
her boyfriend was a hustler 
and a junkie.

So it was a woman who’s the first 
person—

She went to Bellevue, and they gave her this 
kind of fluid. I went to visit her, and she had to 
wash the doorknobs and everything that was 

touched with this fluid.

In order for you to visit her, things had 
to be washed down in the room?

Yes. She was taking pills or something. 
There was nothing they could do for her.

There was no medicine at this point 
in time.

She died. She died very quickly—within 
a few months. She 
was a very nice girl. 
Very nice and very 
beautiful. She was 
horrified. 23. Then I 
started seeing more 
and more.

The first person 
you knew who 
died of AIDS was a 
straight girl, Puerto 
Rican, 23 years 
old, who …

… was religious 
and had a boyfriend. 
And the boyfriend 
was promiscuous. He 
was a hustler and a 
drug addict. But she 
didn’t know he was 
taking drugs. [Her 
family] didn’t know 
how she got it. The 

doctors said, “We think you have the gay 
cancer.” “And how is it so?” the mother would 
tell the doctor. She was rich and everything, 
and how is this so, and it turns out to be her 
boyfriend.

The doctors are starting to inquire as 
to who were your partners. So they’re 
taking this seriously as to who’s getting 
AIDS.

Right. And then more and more cases 
came up. I had a very good friend. He came 
to my house, he took a nap, he was gonna 
go out. He used to go to the baths a lot. And 
I loved him very much, Jimmy. And he left, 
and he didn’t make the bed. He rested on 
the couch. And I picked up the sheets, and 
they were dripping. I didn’t know. I knew 
he couldn’t have sweat that. I didn’t think 
he could take a drink and have that much 
water [soak in]to bed. I looked for the leak, 
’cause it was near the radiator. And I took 
the flashlight. I couldn’t find the leak. I just 
didn’t know where that water came from. I 
could ring it. It was night sweats. And then 
he got it. He got it. Some people died in 
months. Some were killing themselves. Well, 
this guy—they drilled a hole in his head so 
they could wash his brain with fluid. He killed 
himself. ’Cause you could imagine. Who 
wants to live like that? He was in a ward. 
There was no family. They didn’t care.

So tell me about ACT-UP and Larry 
Kramer, and tell me about the people 
that stood by their lovers, and the people 
who were getting angry around this and 
losing their loved ones. I mean, what 
were some of the reactions you were 
seeing among your friends?

We were going to meetings at the Gay 
Center. We were trying to find out what to do. 
We were very afraid—some more than others. 
And we started seeing other people on the street 
that couldn’t carry a laundry bag. They were 
just dragging them behind them. They looked 
like ghosts. And they had AIDS. And there were 
very sad, sad stories, of people dying, being too 
weak, losing their looks, drained. People were 
dying like flies. It was just horrible. It was one of 
the most horrible eras that I lived through. And 
[I] just didn’t know what to do. And we followed 
instructions. People came together. They went 
to the Center, they got information, and they 
supported their friends.

Thanks to Austin Publicover for recording 
this interview.

‘[There were] about 

five or six of us, and 

we held on arm-to-

arm, round each 

shoulder, and started 

kicking and singing: 

“We are the Village 

girls. We wear our 

hair in curls. We wear 

our dungarees above 

our nellie knees. But 

when it comes to boys, 

we simply hypnotize.” 

And that was it. A 

policeman came and 

hit me in the back.’

‘This big … guy 
who was a transit 
worker came up 
on the tracks and 
looked at me and 
said: ‘You look 
sensible. You 
wanna follow me 
down the tracks.’ 
And he held my 
hand and took me 
along the third rail, 
and we went in this 
little shack, but we 
didn’t come out of 
there for a while.’
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SIEGEL from page 7

‘I remember being in a room just 
smoking with hippies who were saying, 
‘Man you don’t know what it’s fucking 
like to drop out.’ I said, ‘Baby, I was 
never in. So what the fuck would I know 
about dropping out?’

Boyce in his Upper East Side 
living room.

Nathaniel Siegel photo

Martin, 17, as a soda jerk.
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Julian Brolaski
Fort Greene, Brooklyn

Sea Aloe Song
 Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.
    -Shakespeare, Sonnet 8.2

Stellar sea cows, svelte manatees embrace
And lob their salty aloes each to each
While we graze greenly on the filtered rays
Fanned from their froth.  I beg for you to teach
Me all the ways the Romans fucked, and how
Juventius, with honeyed eyes, would sit
In Catulle’s lap, and lick his salty brow.
Of all the wooing words that ere were writ
Did Bernadette choose want for wit
Or skylark for a skylark’s fond embrace?
Such salt would teach the sun to shade its rays
And cow fond lovers chomping at the bit.
    When I do buck and bray in sensate ardor
    Bottoming out the sea, fond sailor, fuck me harder. 

fools act so hard
what, for a fool to act so hard
saying no they will go get the wine
leaving notes around like
“let cash be earned while you’re sleeping or cruising” 

you can do better
I began to gather all my hands and malodorous shoes together
petrified mulberry, crocus in clay

what makes hard fools to be wearing such motley scrappery?
we all decant our prophecy into ratjars
cowering behind the tain

portrait of brittany at the vma awards
long bleak queer derailment
as one who gets high on frottage

apex
 telemundo
the word as it was writted on waking:
 “lillotry”

betides the rhymes on the train are fake
continually going toward woodlawn and never arriving
a hilite in the dramedy
we rapture under waves of lilletry, snap

nurse on the defense
 yr ill toil
as one who on waking revelld

how the siberian tiger transgressed its compound
people call here wanting monty

a personnage or object inches toward an other
blood, vomit, the sound of someone having a cow
sudoku lost in the smell of fish

POETRY Ana Božičević
Huntington, N.Y.

Live a Little
Turn the music on, any music. 
We’re doing this like a school play. 
First, you’re born in a position of looseness: everyone, stand in the same position!
Hands down your sides, head-loll round:
that’s how you do “you.” OK, next, “religion”— 
What’s the basis of this one?  Rigidity. 
Do the Christ, arms out, head side right: 
those uncomfortable with this move, make like you’re mourning: your husband 
said he loved you, but when’s the last time you made love? And now he’s dead. 
Those kinds of tears. Next, let’s do “gay” — 
Tickle me pink, it’s a fairy!  No, not like that. Have the body
of a hopelessly damaged person seeking approval for your counterfeit union. 
I know, you’re hot. And as she shows you the ruby-red pin-dot birthmark 
on her breast, & between-your-legs gives birth to gaudy wings, try to keep in mind 
that 31 perfectly pleasant States would much 
prefer you just weren’t, 
except to jerk off to: right? So show us that fist-pump. Now
we do nature. Trees swaying
wind howling A crime happening in the forest. This one’s called “the others.” 
Do the Kitty Genovese 
in the cold corridors of Queens. No pink Cali stucco, decoy of roses:
just Forest Hills, & the space between those nomers. Like this: shield your face 
Make like something’s entering 
your palms. What’s this one based on?  Crawling. 
There are 38 animals hidden in the trunks
asleep for the winter, and your trail blood on the wall-to-wall leaves
smells to them remotely. But they’re silent. So be Kitty for the 10-minute crawl,
then try being him: now with a wide-brimmed hat:
Shall I embroider you Make out of you
a doily to finger horny grandma death on
Slice you like the moon Always missing a piece 
Aren’t you hungry like me?  You, do Kitty’s terrified little baby bear brother looking on
from somewhere forever in Connecticut— and you do Kitty
stuck in the slow place where light grows orange 
thickens & bubbles, and ancestors’ guilt-trips 
start to squawk at you from bulbous chicken-heads: 
you asked for it, girl. (She was almost to the top of the mountain when. 
There he was, not the fourth-man guardian angel but
the hinderer, anti-loving the world: tearing it right through her
like the sheetrock walls of the comic book. Fog & nothing seep in through the rips in the 
comic book.
Hollow-palmed, Catherine pushes off & 
trembles in her basket on the ocean.)
Breathe out.

Now do Pinochet reading Zurita. 
Smack your forehead. From a chopper, spell out words
pressed into the land they belong on, where you don’t. 
Know you can never land.
I don’t really want to offer you a rose.
Sorry.  Next, do the motion of offering me a rose
like you mean it. Do it like it’s based on laughing. This 
is the next-to-last one: make a shape that, on closer look
is nothing but an infinite row of photos, bees, or human bodies: women’s 
are fine too. There’s violence in the form, though outside
it’s peace, a perfect chair. Call this one “the dangers of abstraction.”
The danger of abstraction is finding, at the end of thought, another body
laughing and dancing. No matter how many times
you say “always” and “never,” her pink toes are just out of reach
unworshipable, unfuckable, unassassinable— 
you think these shapes are getting monstrous, 
bulging? To tell the truth, lately I’ve been feeling
like something essential’s fleeing me: ball lightning,
woman, or feeling— or I’m not catching up to myself, or— know what I mean?
So for the last one, let’s do “me.” I’m 10 years old
up a tree in an orchard 
weighed down with snow. And someone calls my name
and I answer. To them, it looks like the orchard’s answering,
to me like the invisible world is calling. Make like you’ve not recovered
from all that page-white simplicity. (To make things worse,
it was Dad.) Jig like the imp of need
to follow every word-beat, each body, to this kind of mountaintop—
a fake neatness world’s rags always never show, lost caught forest
in a jar: just so you can start the descent.  As for “the end,”  
it’s based on lying down. 
Let’s phase it out slowly: arc arms smaller,
lower. Stretch out face away, so they can’t tell
you’re really breathing: and from down there, hear them
choke the air between their palms. Picture what they’d do 
to you if they could reach you, lay those palms on you; what you’d do
to you if you were them;  what you’d do to them. Make like you’re sipping 
punch, mingling at the break, checking their coats: flow into gaps
of coach, spectator, mom. Talk to them as friend… Break ends: 

sit down to watch you get up, do it all over again.
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Bill Kushner
Chelsea

Lili Marlene
These streets, these rooms, these soldiers.
One guy plays from a dusty accordion, what
a gloomy old place.  No one dances.  I sit 
on a bench.  In a moment, I will ask him, 
Gunther, to dance with me.  There are no
women left for us, so why not dance, he and
I together, to Lili Marlene?  A bottle of wine
and a rather sad little song, shuffling round 
and around?  Later, outside, after we kiss and
he grins and spits,  “Let’s go for some Chinese,
baby!” and suddenly his arm around me, as if
we were buddies, old pals.  We pass a comrade
lying dead on the sidewalk, face down in the 
red red snow, his helmet askance.  “It’s Josef,”
I whisper.  “Yeah, yeah Josef,” he says, letting
out great breaths, “let’s go.”  “We’ll come back,
won’t we?” I ask.  “Maybe,” he answers, spits,
and laughs.  “And maybe not,” he adds.  “It’s
war, baby.  And who the fuck knows, huh?  Does
anyone know?”  As if in silent answer, snow, the
snow starts to fall again on us, the dead and the
damned.  “Fuck,” he says, “why even fight and die
for a country with such bad fucking weather, huh?”
Laughs.  My soldier laughs.  “You’ll be my Lili,”
he mutters.  “Tonight.  All night.  My Lili Marlene.”
 

About the Poets Ana Božičević’s first book of poems is Stars of the Night Commute (Tarpaulin Sky Press), a Lambda Literary Award finalist. Julian T. Brolaski 

is the author of buck in a corridor (flynpyntar), gowanus atropolis (forthcoming, Ugly Duckling Presse), and Advice for Lovers (forthcoming, City Lights), and coeditor, with erica 

kaufman and E. Tracy Grinnell, of NO GENDER: Reflections on the Life & Work of kari edwards (Litmus Press). Brolaski is an editor at Litmus Press, curates vaudeville shows, and 

plays country music with The Low & the Lonesome. Bill Kushner is the author of many poetry books, all good, all writ by your friendly rebel.

Mason
Mason, of course, drops to his knees, while
Kurt, of course, mutters something about never
all while standing on one leg like a pink flamingo
looking for love online.  Does he have a huge thingo
for Mr. Postman, or is it hey hey just us?  Looking
like the cat that just swallowed the canary, Kevin,
you know him, comes in and comes in and comes in.
Mormon missionary?  Census taker?  The Second
Coming?  We’ll sigh never know.  Dreamboat Maxx
up in the window does his special tongue flute dance.
So which one is the straight guy, you ask?  Beats us.
And who cares because delicious and vulpine, duh,
Rocky is in need of a shower. The water fetchingly 
pounds on his Call Me Jim and drips down his manly
sins to be lost forever in that crazee gushing LaLa-land 
river of no return.  Ah, innocence! goodbye forever 
and so so looooong!

Straw Gate Books
( P h i l a d e l p h i a )

www.leafscape.org/StrawGateBooks/index.html
Featuring readings from Valerie Fox, Stephanie Gray, Bill 
Kushner, David Mills, Karin Randolph, and Tom Savage, and 
music from Krista Weaver. The event will be hosted by Straw 
Gate Books’ editor Phyllis Wat. Plus cheese and crackers, and 
wine and other beverages.

Tues. June 29, 6:00 p.m., free

ACA Galleries 529 W. 20th St., 5th Flr. (bet. 10th & 11th aves)

d.a. levy lives
each month celebrating a renegade press

Series hosted by BOOG CITY editor David Kirschenbaum
For information call 212-842-BOOG (2664) • editor@boogcity.com

Your Ad Here
editor@boogcity.com
212-842-BOOG (2664)

AVAILABLE WHEREVER BOOKS ARE SOLD

VISIT WWW.STMARTINS.COM/STONEWALL TO ORDER A COPY ONLINE
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BY DOUGLAS MANSON

Hi. I’m Doug Manson, the new Small 
Press editor here at Boog City. I am a 
small press publisher myself and recently 

moved from Buffalo, that great iron furnace on 
Lake Erie with an amazing small press and poetry 

scene, to Brooklyn.
I got a few adjunct slots that allow me to eat 

beans and rice daily and sometimes chocolate 
and have a beer once in a while. For four months 
I have lived like a zombie tunnel-dweller and 
messy-haired, poorly-dressed earnest literature-
loving teacher in classrooms of amazing students 
from all walks of life. I’m not one to gild the lily 
too much, but I love it here. While I am driven 
by a curiosity for Romanticism, lyric and dramatic 
poetry, Language poetry, science, and nature, I’ve 
noticed that my dearest artist and writer friends are 
very much invested in water, food, and money as 
central to their thought and work. I have written a 
great amount of poetry over the last 25 years and 
am currently writing a play. 

Perry Brass’ Most Exciting Feeling in LGBT 
Literature, and What He Doesn’t See in 

Gay Writing But Wishes He Did See
A few words from Perry Brass, author of The 

Manly Art of Seduction: How to Meet, Talk 
To, and Become Intimate with Anyone (Belhue 
Press) and organizer of the Rainbow Book Fair 
in New York City (www.rainbowbookfair.org).

Boog City: What would you say are 
the most exciting movements taking place 
now in LGBT literature? Is it coming from 
individual authors or from a number of 
writers? Does it seem specific to a community 
or communities? Is a style emerging?

Perry Brass: The most exciting feeling I have 
now in LGBT writing, and I can speak more for 
men’s writing than women’s writing, is that the 
old “sad fag” school of writing based very much 
on internalized homophobia, that was taken 

up so seriously by queer academics in the late 
’70s through the ’80s, that became for many 
academics the foundation for a canon of gay 
fiction, such as Andrew Holleran’s Dancer from 
the Dance, Larry Kramer’s Faggots, and some 
of the more baroque titles by Edmund White (I 
would not put him exclusively in this school)—has 
been supplanted by books that see the depth, 
range, and extent of queer men. 

The earlier school of gay lit was based 
on older acceptable academic models, like 
[Marcel] Proust, [Jean] Genet, [Ronald] Firbank, 
or [Henry] James: being gay was this wound in 
your heart that never healed, and any deeper 
sense of personhood or manhood behind it was 
not there. So, models like Joseph Conrad or D. 
H. Lawrence—who both genuinely explored 
maleness, male closeness, and intimacy—were 
ignored, except by a few writers who would 
never make it into the acceptable canon. 
Two I would recommend for the “acceptable 
canon” would be Samuel Delany, (Delany is 
a genius of outlaw queer writing) and Tobias 
Schneebaum, whose book Keep the River on 
Your Right I have always asserted to be one 
of the few truly magical books ever written, 
certainly by an openly gay writer. This “sad 
fag” kind of queer writing is still promoted by 
academics and still manages to be resurrected 
by younger academics out of an attraction to 
the glamour of its “perversity.” 

What I find exciting is that we have had, for a 
while, another movement in gay writing that sees 
queer men as explorers of an entire spectrum of 
male behavior, of rapturous homoerotic feeling 
and depth. A real breakthrough was George 
Chauncey’s Gay New York, which, although 
nonfiction, captivated you with the excitement 
of being gay in an earlier time; Paul Russell (The 
Salt Point), James Lear (The Back Passage), 
Christopher Bram (in his wonderful Dr. August 
book), Jamie O’Neill (At Swim, Two Boys), 
to name only a few, have been seeking this 
new definition of maleness and queerness. I 
would include my own books, Warlock and 
Carnal Sacraments, in this rank. The idea 
that a gay book is not just a keyhole into the 
hidden world of queerness, but a keyhole into 

the hidden world of men, is something that I 
have wanted in gay writing ever since I was 
a kid and was thrilled to discover writers like 
Christopher Isherwood and James Purdy but 
always wanted something else. I think that 
something else is happening now.

What I don’t see in gay writing, but that I wish 
I did see, is a sense of a community of writers 
and readers. This may happen online somewhat, 
but the demise of the LGBT bookstore has been 
a real loss for writers appealing to this audience. 
Queer writing has been vanilla-ized to the point 
that a huge number of books are just ground out 
under the rubric of M/M (male-on-male) writing, 
which has become cartoonish. In these books, the 
men are always hung, wealthy, successful, and 
their biggest problem in life is either getting laid or 
finding “true love.” The only good thing I can say 
about this situation is that it has brought another 

group to the people, to the table. Lots of gay 
books are now being written by straight women 
who like the heat of queer writing but should be 
writing straight romance books, probably. But I’m 
not sure that what’s on the table is doing much 
good for anyone. On the other hand, you never 
can tell what’s going to happen next and where 
the next Jeanette Winterson will come from.

Straw Gate Books
According to Straw Gate Books’ website 

(www.leafscape.org/StrawGateBooks), the 
press was founded by Phyllis Wat in 2005 
and publishes poetry and occasional related 
works. It is especially dedicated to publishing 
books by women, “non-polemical writing with 
an underlying social content,” and new and 

underappreciated authors. Phyllis Wat is a poet 
(The Influence of Paintings Hung in Bedrooms; 
The Fish Soup Bowl Expedition; Shadow Blue) 
and a founding coeditor of the late magazine 
6ix. A biographical note explains that Wat, 
a graduate of the writing program at Temple 
University, “migrated” to Maureen Owen’s 
workshop at the Poetry Project at St. Mark’s 
Church and “became an aficionado of New 
York School poetics.”

Straw Gate Books published Stephanie 
Gray’s Heart Stoner Bingo in 2007 and Bill 
Kushner’s In Sunsetland With You, a book 
of poems that, as Barbara Henning says, 
“celebrates and mourns dailyness, laying out 
the secrets of ordinary nyc life, apples and 
buses and blowjobs.” It also published The 
Rorschach Factory by Valerie Fox in 2006.

I smile when I read Gray’s lines: 

seeing this city past
the point of no return
return before my eyes, a point
somewhere between city,
country, suburb, and industry
gone awry.

I smile when I read Kushner’s lines:

I feel soft & warm like a chewy shoelace.
I dream I live in a chocolate house with
a chocolate man & whenever I get awful
hungry why I just take a bite of him, mmm.

And I smile when I read Fox’s lines:

she pay the blood hand cat around her 
 mouth dried
the face of the melodramatic cat is nearly 
 forgotten
next to the curb.

You can hear some of these and more Straw 
Gate Books authors on Tuesday June 29 at 
6:00 p.m. at ACA Galleries, 529 W. 20th St., 
5th Floor, between 10th and 11th aves.

Douglas Manson lives in Williamsburg with 
Parker Posey.

The Keyhole or the Gate 
The Queer Lit Expansion; Straw Gate Books

‘The idea that a gay book 
is not just a keyhole into the 
hidden world of queerness, but 
a keyhole into the hidden world 
of men, is something that I have 
wanted in gay writing ever since 
I was a kid.’

‘What kinds of meanings do collaborative, polyvocal 
works of poetry reach for, as opposed to poems built on 
the bulwark of the much-relied-on (and -awarded) Western-

individual Authorial Voice? The Voice is an identity politics and 
a poetics that makes elision of source its standard, and it’s also 
one of the building blocks of M.F.A.-in-Creative-Writing culture. 
Poetic jewels-in-the-rough enter writing programs, wherein the 

impurities and 
imitations shall 
be sloughed 
off each Voice 
and its valuable 

“original” strains amplified in the hothouse collectivity of the 
workshop. M.F.A. programs are premised on this alchemical 
narrative of learning—that the many will help the one find 
One’s Voice. And true, collective ritual often does work some 
form of magic, but to what extent the resulting change in 
pitch is a “mastering”—or a harmonizing with or tuning in to 
received poetic culture—is up for debate. And what happens 
when the complex experience of M.F.A. collectivity, with all 
of its dead-ons and dead-ends, is standardized into a calling 
card, an initiation ritual required for a successful “poetic 
career?”

The Tolerance Project, spearheaded by Rachel Zolf, is a 
radical and necessary intervention on the current narrative of 
M.F.A. collectivity. Zolf is an award-winning Canadian poet 
whose fourth full-length book of poetry, Neighbour Procedure, 
was recently released by Coach House Books. Her partner 
got a tenure-track job in the United States, and, since American 
immigration authorities don’t recognize same-sex unions, Zolf 

enrolled in an M.F.A. program to obtain a U.S. student visa. She 
is also a poet who collages poems through meticulous research 
and sourcing (Neighbor Procedure contains only three “original” 
phrases) and doesn’t believe in “originality or the supremacy of 
the authorial voice.”

It is no surprise, then, that Zolf’s M.F.A. project should 
build and implode on its context. She invites 85 writers, artists, 
and thinkers from across North America to donate written 
and visual material from which she constructs poems for her 
M.F.A. workshops. She uses these constraints to examine 
those in her poetic and political life. She also blogs about 
the poems, inviting comments and stimulating controversy 
by sharing (anonymous) workshop critiques online. Donors 

receive barcodes they can use to find out when the poems 
sourced from their “poetic DNA” are being discussed. Zolf 
calls her project a “reality poetry show.”

And what of the poems? As ever in project-based collaborative 
and collaged poetry, the process, the seams, are right there on 
the surface. The poems of The Tolerance Project swerve from 
meta-chat on violence and feminism and gay dogs, to fragments 
in a Big Brother manual discussing the necessary containment 
of hope, to Language-DNA word-strings, performing themselves 
above the always present, cacophonous chorus of commenters 

and critics. There’s much elation, arrogance, and violence to 
their movement—and they’re never not funny. From Poem 23, 
“Useful Bullshit”:

You call this a performative nature? In my Lustrelessness, 
norm, form and function are revealed as blithely editable. 
I want my terminal degree, but we’re not competing. 
 
We’re all encased in plastic, then turned into an intonation 
beyond the irrigated “pirate” mind. Why not center your poems 
– both physically and theoretically?

Polemic is a bad riposte against the triumph of “whimsy,” 
but I want poetry to be funny. You might want to give 
up entirely, learn to write linearly and do your memoir. 
 
Thinking through these questions has been a difficult but 
pleasurable exercise.

Some are written as themed class assignments (“Write a 
biography poem.” “Write a caption poem.”), and their week-
to-week cycling maps M.F.A. programs’ thematic and temporal 
territory. But beyond its work of dissection and real-time insitu 
critique, The Tolerance Project accomplishes an unexpected 
magic inverse from that of the workshop narrative’s test tube/
cauldron. Zolf, the project’s one initiator, provides a platform for 
the many to find their Voice(s) and shows-and-tells the process 
that the authorial legend would discard as scaffolding. The 
potion of authorship separates into its base DNA elements, and 
they sing each to each.

www.thetoleranceproject.blogspot.com

The Tolerance Project Redefines M.F.A.

The poems of The Tolerance Project 
swerve from meta-chat on violence and 
feminism and gay dogs, to fragments in a 
Big-Brother manual discussing the neces-
sary containment of hope.
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Stonewall Uprising
Directed by Kate Davis and David Heilbroner

‘It really should have been called Stonewall Uprising,” said 
Howard Smith, a Village Voice reporter at the time. “They 
really were objecting to how they were being treated. That’s 

more an uprising than a riot.” 
The new documentary Stonewall Uprising, by Kate Davis and 

David Heilbroner, about the Stonewall “Riots,” reveals truth and 
brings surprises to the popularly believed and oft-told story. Based 
on David Carter’s 2004 book Stonewall: The Riots That Sparked 
the Gay Revolution, this is one of the rare documentaries that 
does something transformative with history. It opens a window 
into a story that you’re sure you know, that everyone knows, but 
you find out it’s not what it all seemed to be, and then you wonder 
how on earth history is really constructed.

We learn that actually very little footage or photos exist of this 
event, which occurred just over 40 years ago on June 27 and 
28, 1969. The directors break down the story in point-by-point 
detail. They slow time down with expert editing of a multiplicity 
of voices telling the story, so you feel you’re right there, moment-
by-moment. You feel worlds away from the Stonewall story that is 
normally referenced in sound bites in popular culture.

To contextualize the time before the uprising, horrifying 
public service announcements are shown from a treasure trove 
of lesser-seen footage from the ‘50s. We see shock therapy, 
Stepford-wife-like model nuclear families, Boy Scout parades, a 
1961 “Boys Beware” PSA, TV specials about “homosexuals,” 
and a detective warning a whole auditorium of school children 
against the evils of homosexuality.

One subject who obsessed me was not a protestor. I could 
hear a pin drop when the officer in charge of the raid, Seymour 
Pine (now in his mid-90s) recalled a tense moment when he and 
the Voice reporters were trapped inside the Stonewall before 
backup arrived: “You knew they were on edge, and you knew 
that the first shot that was fired meant that all the shots would be 
fired.” Another of Pine’s comments, shown at the end the film, left 
me crying: “They were kids. You knew you could ruin them for 
life. And you felt bad that you were part of this, when you knew 
they broke the law, but what kind of law was that?”

I asked co-director Davis a few questions to find out a bit 
more about Stonewall Uprising.

Boog City: I felt like you uncovered a hidden, “real” 
story about Stonewall, even though it’s a universal 
story so many of us think we know. I felt as though I 
didn’t really know the “real” story, which came through 

the detailed and heartfelt interviews. How did you 
decide to approach such a widely talked about, even 
mythologized, event, and what were you hoping to 
uncover? 

Kate Davis: We wanted to first off help make the story 
emotional and immediate, so people could get beyond the 
myths and understand more deeply what it felt like to participate 
and why such explosive nights happened. We had never seen 
this done, especially as told through the words of the witnesses. 
It was, however, a great surprise to find that the bar patrons, 

Village Voice reporters, and even the 
cop who led the charge could speak 
about the dramatic unfolding of events 
in such vivid, heartfelt terms, as if those 
nights of 1969 were yesterday. This 
supported our intent of helping bring 
to life the anger, humor, and collective 
courage that kept the fight going for 
nights and sparked a revolution.

Did doing this film uncover 
some, if any, of your own 
preconceptions about Stonewall? 

Many people don’t know the 
actual dramatic unfolding of events, 
how one night differed from the next; 
how camp grew into violence. Also, 
we found that the drag-queen bravery 
was only one ingredient that fueled the 
fire, though an important one. By the 
final night, all kinds of people joined 
in—Black Panthers, anti-war protesters, 
straight Villagers—as the regrouping of rioters at the Stonewall 
suggested that something larger and more important was taking 
place. The first night of retaliation against the police, however, 
was largely initiated by the street kids whose only homes were 
places like the seedy Mafia-run bars. Although they may have 

admired Judy Garland, her death, so they told us, was not in 
the forefront of their minds during a hot June night in ’69 when 
the New York City Police Department once again tried to throw 
them into paddy wagons. 

How did you find the interview subjects, and how 
did you narrow down the participants to your final 
selection? The level of detail and emotion that the 
participants recall is especially striking. 

David Carter helped us in finding the participants, as he 
spent some 10 years on his book about the uprising. We 
interviewed each person for hours, and perhaps our comfort 
in working on LGBT films for years helped us reach a level of 
intimacy quite easily. We’ve interviewed victims of anti-gay hate 
crimes and transpeople who have been discriminated against 
and wanted to tell their personal stories. But ultimately it was 
the depth, warmth, and openness that will help connect the 
Stonewall subjects to viewers.

The story that emerges from many voices flows 
seamlessly from person to person. How did you go 
about arranging the individual stories and shaping 
[them] into one? Were you surprised how it worked out 
in the end? 

We have done many films that interweave stories—even 
Southern Comfort extends the central character’s narrative to 
his friends’ life stories. But we also found that the subjects in 
Stonewall Uprising supported each other, [from] talking about 
their closeted childhoods to their resentment of police, religious 
and legal oppression in the ’60s, to their mix of fear and 
excitement during the riots. This helped enormously in linking one 
to the next. And in the end, it is after all a collective story where 
a whole segment of society begins to come out.

What I found daring and different was your inclusion 
of one of the police officers from that evening. Yet his 
responses never totally felt antagonistic—rather, more 
descriptive and matter-of-fact. His ending comment is so 
touching. How did you find him, and what was it like to 

work with him? Were there surprises? 
David Carter had interviewed the NYPD cop, Seymour Pine, 

extensively. He is in his mid-’90s, however, and we interviewed 
him in a wheelchair. It was surprisingly moving to feel his 
remorse, his humane questioning of why he acted as he did. 
And we felt that if “the enemy” could exhibit a change of heart, 
so might everyone.

What I found very interesting was the quality of the 
found footage, even of places unrelated to Stonewall, 
that I had never seen before. How did you go about 
finding this footage? It feels much more extensive than 
other documentaries about the time. 

We did an extensive search through archival houses across the 
country and were amazed to unearth shocking institutional anti-
homosexual films and also gems from gay bars and ’60s riots.

How did you strategize to do this documentary when 
it’s been known little footage or photos existed of that 
night? How did you envision it working? 

The challenge of bringing the riots to life in a realistic way 
was immense. We integrated vintage photos and shots from 
New York City riots with a few reenactment shots we filmed at 
a small bar. The effect is that of a collage from different media 
sources, which doesn’t seem to break from the film’s realism.

Did all of this lead to uncovering what you hoped? 
Or were you surprised by what you uncovered? What 
would you hope the documentary does for those who 
have lived through the time and those who know little 
about it except for generalities? 

The film became a much larger story than we thought at 
first. During the production, it became clear to us that one can 
only understand the importance of the riots by understanding 
the social context of the time. And so Stonewall Uprising may 
most importantly serve as a vivid document of a dark, before-
now hidden chapter of American history—when gay people 
were systemically oppressed by our main institutions. They were 
considered mentally ill, perverts, and any contact between them 
was strictly illegal. The riots were an almost inevitable explosion 
of anger that sprung from this and that ushered in the beginnings 
of a group solidarity. This has led to the enormous changes we 
now almost take for granted. However, this story—the riots, the 
formation of the gay pride parades, and the barbaric world from 
which they sprung, is little known by a generation of gay youth 
or mainstream Americans. Details of the laws and clash against 
the police are even little known [to] many older gay people, as 
the word “Stonewall” has almost become a footnote or cliché in 
conversation. Now the film is poised to open in over 30 cities, 
and our hope is that the film will open people’s eyes and help 
place the Stonewall events more firmly in civil rights history. 

Stonewall Uprising (2010, 82 mins.) is screening through June 
29 at Film Forum, 209 W. Houston St., www.filmforum.org.

Stephanie Gray is a poet and filmmaker whose experimental 
super 8 films include queer studies of Kristy McNichol and Joan 
of Arc.

Beyond Drag-Queen Heroics
New Documentary Expands Perceptions of Stonewall Riots

It was … a great surprise to find that 
the bar patrons, Village Voice reporters, 
and even the cop who led the charge 
could speak about the dramatic unfolding 
of events in such vivid, heartfelt terms, as 
if those nights of 1969 were yesterday.

FILM

Stonewall Inn, July 2, 1969.  Larry Morris, The New York Times

Co-director Kate Davis.  
Courtesy Murphy PR
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So just what is Soce, the Elemental Wizard, up to these 
days? When last we checked in on the East Village’s 
only gay, Jewish, Yale-graduated Level 27 Hip-Hop 

Spellcaster, he’d recently released The Lemonade Incident and 
was rapping at rock clubs all through the city. Since then, things 
have widened a bit in scope.

Soce, sometimes referred to as Andrew Singer, is still gay, still 
Jewish, and still an MC playing in and out of New York. He still 
records—2009’s Master of Fine Arts is the biggest package he’s 
unleashed yet and represents some dramatic updates to his style. 
A much more collaborative release, this album features a multitude 
of guest stars. It is not quite so militant in its Gay Pride stance, and it 
features a whole second disc full of Soce’s recent video projects.

There are multiple music videos to support the album, as well 
as a couple of historical tracks. The real finds follow afterward. 
Soce has a plethora of comedy videos and some strange shorts, 
starting with the fan favorite “Soce Floats” (available online at 
YouTube).

And that’s not all on Soce’s plate. On one recent Tuesday, he 
had to rush out of Positively Awesome, the packed weekly comedy 
showcase he co-hosts with Abbi Crutchfield, to get to his online 
interview with DJ SirRah about outing the music industry. On the 
show, he explained 
how, with the 
comedy gigs, 
along with all the 
producing he’s 
taken on for other 
acts, the regular 
collaborations (he 
debuted a new 
recording with Hard 
Core Boris called “I 
Love My Job”), and 
his weekly Internet 
math problems, he only plays one or two solo shows a week. 

The boy is busy. At greathiphop.com, Soce’s central website, 
he links the curious to all that occupies his time—videos, 
collaborations, music tracks. But it all starts for Soce with the 
music, and the music that the classically-trained violinist and 
chorale singer likes to make is, of course, hip hop. Like many 
a hip-hop album, Soce, the Elemental Wizard’s Master of Fine 
Arts has a storyline running through it. Like most rappers, he tries 
to keep it real, so he writes about lust, video games, and early 
mid-life crises.

The album, 19 songs strong, including the super secret 

bonus tracks not listed on the physical album, 
is segmented with like-minded cuts side by 
side. Starting with the orchestral “Running Free,” 
Soce sings his own swooping and sweeping 
majestic choruses, introducing themes that run 
through the album. “I wish I could do whatever 
I want, knowing that I do it well,” states Soce, 
then goes into the creepy, snaky second track, 
“The Master,” where he reminds the listener 
that “there’s nothing I won’t try. … My list of 
extracurricular activities is long.”

The next thematic segment begins with “Internet 
Treasure Quest,” featuring one of Soce’s many 
interests. It leads immediately into “Not Ready,” 
which describes a new take on a familiar hip 
hop trope, the artist who seeks to be authentic in 
the face of massive success. Of course, for our 
Elemental Wizard, the aforementioned success 
is from one of his viral videos. Over a complex 
chorus of Soces, the artist tells himself, “You’re 
gonna be famous … when I saw your Internet 
video, I said to myself, ‘That was the best humor I 
have ever seen. That kid’s a genius who’s got what 
it takes.’ Here’s a ticket to Hollywood.” Still, Soce 

relates his ambivalence: “I’m 
not ready for the fame that’s coming to me. 
I wanna post on the Internet anonymously. 
I’m a scholar-to-be working for my college 
degree.”

Things take a more serious turn around 
“I Love You,” which, followed by the 
thoughtful “My Friend,” “Moving On,” and 
“Slipping Away,” describes a disappointed 
artist who’s struggling with ennui. “The 
optimal tactic is giving up, to scream uncle,” 
he raps, before harmonizing the “slipping 

away” chorus, concurrent with what sounds like string and wind 
instruments. The feel of this song-sequence is darker and less 
ballsy than the tracks on Lemonade. It is the work of a more 
mature artist. 

The darkness lifts with “Brand New Day.” Soce describes his 
early post-college attempts to find his place in the world. He and 
guest Fresh Daily detail the trials and struggles of the everyday 
but see a silver lining. “I’m dropping my dead weight; no longer 
a head case. I’m starting to get paid. Tell me, can you play?”

“Looking Back” and “They Call Me” continue with the MC 
self-aggrandizement trend before opening up the final album 

sequence. “Grossed 
Out” introduces the new 
theme with the very first 
words: “Yo, my name 
is Soce. I like hot guys. 
It’s just that I’m still kinda 
grossed out by the dick.” 
This returns to the sweet 
spot the artist found last 
album with “SD.” The 
challenges of Soce’s own 
homophilia run through 
the next couple of tracks: 
“Squeeze” features Soce’s 
hope for light posterior 
pleasure, while “SMT” 
encourages his audience 
to “suck my titty” over an 
insanely catchy beat. And 
then there’s “You Know 
the Deal”: “I am a homo. 
I like to make out in slow-
mo. Now all the people 
at the whole show know. 
I’m not an alcoholic, and 

I don’t smoke. You cannot [bleep] my ass, ’cause you’re a 
slowpoke.”

“Meeting in Person” does double duty as the penultimate 
track as well as one of the videos included on the DVD. It 
presents the dark side of some of the themes introduced in 
the first two tracks, on independence, autonomy, and multi-
tasking. Soce, meeting an online paramour on the street, 
has trouble connecting when offline. His potential downfall 
harkens back to lines introduced all the way back in “Running 
Free,” which, in retrospect, appear to foreshadow the finale. 
This return to the beginning continues in “Come Fly Away,” 
which ends the album, suggesting a better way to travel than 
simply “Running Free.” 

All told, Soce sequences his 65-minute album with something of 
an autobiographical story structure—not infrequent in the ego-directed 
hip-hop medium. But his artistry, instrumental versatility, singing, and 
rapping—to say nothing of the extra DVD of viral videos—all prove 
that the creator is, as self-described, quite “The Master.” 

www.greathiphop.com
Jonathan Berger used to rehearse with Soce for a 

collaborative performance that never happened because he 
never booked it. That’s just how he rolls.

When Strikes the Wizard
Gay Hip-Hopper Hurls His Hits 

Like many a hip hop album, Soce, 
the Elemental Wizard’s Master of 
Fine Arts has a storyline running 
through it. Like most rappers, Soce 
tries to keep it real, so what kind of 
adventures does the New Hampshire 
native relate? Read on. 

URBAN FOLK
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Sophia Wallace is an award-winning photographer and video artist. Her series Truer 
was awarded honorable mention by MAGENTA Flash Forward 2010, CENTER Project 
Competition 2010, American Photography for AP-25, and ARTslant. Recent exhibitions 
include Umbrella Arts Gallery, Kopeikin Gallery, Carnegie Art Museum, Aperture Gallery, 
and Sasha Wolf Gallery. In addition to her fine art practice, Wallace shoots editorially 
for The New York Times—Styles, T Magazine, and The Guardian. Born in Seattle in 1978, 
Wallace holds a Bachelor of Arts in government from Smith College and a Master of Arts in 
photography from New York University and the International Center of Photography.

Artist Statement
Since the late 1990s my art practice has been situated within a discourse of feminist and 
critical theory. My work addresses presumed social norms of gender, idealized relationships, 
aesthetics of beauty, and universalized narratives. Through photography and video, I explore 
these topics through various approaches such as documentary, self-portraiture, performance, 
fashion, and installation.

Berlin Lookbook
Berlin Lookbook utilizes the visual language of fashion photography to aestheticize female 
masculinity. At first glance appearing as an advertising campaign for high-end denim 
or a new fragrance, Berlin Lookbook instead advertises subversive gender presentation 
as fashionable and desirable. Through  fetishizing female masculinity, Berlin Lookbook 
continues Wallace’s 10-year exploration of femininity and gender. Urban context is of vital 
importance to this work, as is the casting of real subjects as models, styling, makeup, lighting, 
and the direction of the models themselves. The series is site specific to Berlin, Germany.

Truer
Truer is an autobiographical series that explores the heightened, fragile and often temporal 
nature of love. The work renders visible social expectations of romantic narratives–as 
heterosexual and gender conforming. Shot over a seven-month period, the series is raw, 
intimate, and frank in its approach. The centrality of female desire is a prominent theme within 
the work. In this way and others, Truer departs from conventional depictions of female bodies 
and sexuality in Western art.

www.sophiawallacephotography.com
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Sophia Wallace
Red Hook, Brooklyn
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