
NANTUCKET

In June 1962, I moved to Nantucket. I had gone there first in the early fifties when I was still in

the Marine Corps. My brother's in-laws had bought a house on the bluffs in Siasconset, and I went to

visit them. After that I visited for a period of time nearly every summer. When I arrived in 1962, I

learned that Andy Oates and Bill Euler had found a house for me where I could live rent-free ifI

painted the interior and did whatever repairs were necessary. It was an old house, built in the early

1700' s, just off Main Street. As soon as I moved in, the house took possession of me. I worked all

summer making it livable, and when the fall came I didn't want to leave. I decided to stay on for the

winter. Each day I would go down to the docks and watch the ferries leave. The decks were loaded

with summer visitors. The girls would throw flowers into the harbor, and the young men on shore

would dive in after the boats. It was as if they were desperately trying to hold onto the summer.



When I first moved to the island, I knew very few people. I kept almost entirely to

myself. I did not even have a telephone

One night my first winter I was awakened by the beam of a pair of headlights

coming into my driveway - the room where I slept was on the ground floor of my house,

at the back. I looked out of my bedroom window and saw a light grey pickup truck. Not

recognizing the truck, I got out of bed, walked into the kitchen, turned on a light, and

looked out the rear door As I did so I saw two men, obviously drunk, get out of the

truck and begin walking toward the house . I didn't recognize either of the men.

At first the two men did not see me, and I overheard the driver of the truck, a tall

man wearing glasses, say to his companion, "I'm telling you, this guy's a queer,"

As soon as I heard these words, I was filled with fear. "Who are you? What do

you want?" I said.

The men seem surprised to discover that I had been watching them from the

doorway. In an effort to conceal himself, the tall one with the glasses backed against

the wall of the house, and, standing just a few feet from me, he said, "How would you

like a blow job?"

My only reply was, "Get of of here - and fast!"

I immediately closed the screen door and fastened the catch - there are two

doors at the rear of my house: an outer wooden door and an inner screen door which I

had left up and covered with transparent plastic during the winter to keep out cold.

Next I turned out the kitchen light, and as I did so I could hear the tall man with glasses

say, "All right, Mr. Wulp, if you tell us to go, we'll go." Even in my agitated state I was

struck by the servility in the man's tone.



1 went to the front door and locked it, and then 1 went into the bathroom and began getting

dressed. All the while I could hear the two man fumbling at the rear door trying to get in.

About the same time 1 finished dressing, 1 heard a car door slam. I went into the kitchen to find

out what was happening. The lights of the truck came on, the motor started, and it drove off I heaved

a sigh of relief. 1 thought both men must have realized they had come on a fool's errand and so had

decided to leave, but when I turned away from the window I could see the face of the tall man with

glasses peering at me through the plastic covering on the screen door. 1 stood perfectly still and the two

of us stared at each other in the darkness for a few seconds without saying a word. Then 1 went out the

front door and began to walk toward the police station. I was unable to find my keys at that hour of the

night, so 1 was forced to leave my front door unlocked.

It was a beautiful, clear night, and even though 1 was terrified that at any moment 1 might be

spotted by the driver of the pickup, I could not help but be aware of the loveliness of the New England

town, lying ghostlike under the light of the moon. I found it almost impossible to believe that the

houses 1 passed could shelter such inhabitants as the two men I had just encountered.

When I finally got to the police station, there was no one on duty at the front desk. 1 had to wait

a few minutes before a policeman finally came out of the back room. Apparently the policeman had a

woman there because during the time that we were talking, 1 heard her laugh.

"What's the trouble?" said the policeman.

"A few minutes ago a couple of drunks in a grey pickup truck drove into the driveway of my

house," 1 said. "1 have no idea what they wanted." My first instinct was to cover up the true nature of

the incident, but 1 immediately checked myself. "No, that's not true," 1 said. "1 know what they

wanted."

The policeman stared at me with what 1 regarded as a look of contempt, but 1 also realized that



what I had seen in the policeman's glance might have been merely my own self-contempt. I wondered

what had prompted me to lie to the policeman.

"One of them drove off," I went on, "but when I left I could see the other one staring at me

through the screen door. I want you to get him out of there."

"You don't have a phone?" the policeman said.

"No."

"Did you get the license number of the truck?"

"It was too dark."

"Did you recognize the men?"

"No."

"All right, I'll have the police car call for you here and take you back home. Where do you

live?"

The policeman couldn't have seemed less concerned about the whole matter. To him, it was

strict ly routine. He had a mustache which was waxed and curled up at the ends, and I found myself

loathing both him and his mustache.

"No, you let the police car get that guy out of there alone," I said. "I don't want to see him

again."

The policeman shrugged.

"What's your name? Where do you live?" he said.

I told him my name and address . The policeman wrote the information down on a slip of paper.

"Ok, we'll take care of it," he said.

He picked up a microphone and called the man in the police car. He gave him my address and

told him to get over there and see what he could find. "There's a guy here who claims some drunk has

been peeking in his windows," the policeman said.



I turned to go, but whatever it was, either in the policeman's manner or in my own nature, that

had made me lie before, now made me apologize for having taken up the policeman's time.

"I'm sorry to bother you with this," I said. "But I live alone and an experience of this sort can

be pretty frightening."

The policeman shrugged again.

I walked home alone. As I approached my house I saw the police car driving off In the glare

of the overhead street lights the silhouettes of two men were revealed. Therefore , I assumed the police

had picked up the man I had left at my rear door.

When I was once again safely inside my front door, I locked it behind me. Then I walked

through all the rooms of my house, turning on the lights in each one, to make sure no one had stolen in

and hidden himself on the premises during my absence. The entire upper floor of the house had been

closed since the fall, so that when I looked into the rooms they seemed cold and forlorn, but they were

entirely empty.

After that there was nothing to do but go back to bed. Needless to say, I couldn't sleep.

My mind kept racing back over the incidents of the evening. One fact in particular stood out in

my mind. I remembered how I had been struck at the time by the fact that the tall man with glasses had

pronounced my last name correctly - it is an unusual name and most people have to have it spelled out

for them.

"All right, Mr. Wulp, if you tell us to go, we'll go."

I was convinced from the way the man spoke that he had served me in some capacity. But

what?

A tall man. Glasses.

It suddenly occurred to me that a man who filled this description exactly was my postman. He



was a tall man. He wore glasses. And he would know the exact spelling of my name

from having seen it so many times on every piece of mail he had delivered to my door.

At first I tried to put the idea out of my mind. It was too ugly to think that the face I

had seen leering at me through my screen door belonged to a man who had free

access every morning not only to my house, but to all the houses in the neighborhood.

I had only spoken to my postman twice during all the time I had lived here

Once when I told him that the latch on my front door had been removed and I

would have to leave it locked until it was fixed, so that for a short time he would have to

knock when he delivered the mail. The other time when he called to me from the other

side of the street to thank me for the five dolla rs I gave him at Christmastime. And what

made the idea even more preposterous was that my postman was a married man with

nine children and a tenth on the way !

But, try as I would, I could not rid myself of my suspicions. I knew it would be

risky to accuse anyone on such slight evidence, and I feared that in a small community

it would probably be the first concern of the police to protect the reputation of one of

the local citiizens, especially in a case invo lving an outsider. Nevertheless, in order to

satisfy my own curiosity , J decided to go back to the police the following morning.

When I arrived at the police station the next day I was greeted by a friendly,

white-haired man, who I later learned was the chief of police. I told him who I was and

why I had come, and he went to a file and pulled out the official report on the events of

the previous night.

According to the report which the police chief read to me, the police had gone to



my house around 1:55 in the morning. There they had picked up my postman. (I was

right! It had been my postman!) He had been to a meeting of the American Legion, he

had gotten drunk, and, as he told the story, he had been driven to my house in a light

grey pickup truck by some man he professed not to know. The other man had driven

off and left him alone. Shortly after, the police came and found him. He said he had

no idea why he had come to my house. He claimed he was too drunk to know what he

was doing .

I told the police chief I had suspected it was my postman right along, but

nevertheless I was surprised to have my suspicions confirmed . I said that to the best of

my knowledge I had never seen the other man before.

I gave the police chief my own version of what had taken place during the night.

I tried to tell him just as accurately as possible everything that had been said and

done, because I wanted him to know that I had nothing to fear or hide. I also corrected

one of two points in the postman's testimony. For instance, I was sure that the postman

had been driving the truck because I saw him get out of the driver 's seat. I was also

convinced that the postman knew the name of the other man, but I could understand

why he had not revealed it.

And then I posed a question which seemed to take the police chief completely

off guard. I asked him what he planed to do about the matter.

"Do? What do you want me to do?" said the police chief.

I said I would be reluctant to press charges against a person like my postman,

(At this point the police chief repeated the first thought that had entered my own mind:

"Phew! Nine kids and a tenth on the way!" he said) but at the same time I did not think

1



such an incident should be passed over lightly.

The police chief agreed that, however sympathetic one might be to the postman,

it was the duty of the law to protect me as well as him.

I said under the circumstances I thought the best thing to do would be for the

police chief to have a talk with the postman and warn him that if such a thing ever

happened again, I would press charges against him immediately.

The police chief promised to do this he also said he would talk to the postman 's

boss.

So, that was that. The post man who attempted to break into my house was no

different from Joe Creeley. And, once again, as with my father, I had no one to protect

me.

Wherever I went, I carried my homosexuality with me. I could go to the most

remote village in the most remote part of the world, it would be with me still. In those

days it was like a convict's tattoo, a perpetual mark of Cain. It was a terrible time of

secrecy and shame . I tried to break this secrecy by writing about my experiences.

couldn't believe it was so unique that it would not have application to a wider

readership. But this was 1962. I sent it to a magazine editor who was a friend of mine,

but he quickly sent it back with a note of rejection. No editor was going to publish such

an article at that time.



I felt abandoned by a world that no longer had any use for me. It was a

melancholy time, but a pleasant, autumnal melancholy. The house had no central

heating, but was heated instead by kerosene stoves and fireplaces. I began putting up

storm windows and piling wood for the winter. Eventually I settled down at my

typewriter to write a novel about my recent experiences in New York.

In October, 1962, Who's Afraid of Virginia Wolfe was produced in New York.

envied Edward Albe his success.

I sent him a telegram congratulating him. In reply he politely sent a telegram

thanking me for my best wishes.

I had enough money from the sale of the Barbara Harris photographs to get me

through the fall. Then in early December, just when the money began to run out, I

received a telephone call from one of the editors of Esguire saying that they wanted to

publish an unfictionalized section of the novel I was working on, It was funny. I

remembered myoid lesson from Dartmouth . A check arrived a few days later.

I made it to spring, but by then I was in serious financial trouble. I had to think

of some way to make money, and I had to think of it quick. I had painted a few

watercolors over the summer. On the basis of these, I persuaded the local art museum

to include me in a two-man show to be held the following July. I had always wanted to

paint, but the results up to this point had been unsatisfactory. The only real training I

had was a set designer, and my watercolors seemed to me tight and constricted.

But then one bright day in early March I went out into the fields to paint a tree

whose shape had caught my eye. I got out my stool, my jar of water, my palette of



watercolors, and I sat down to paint with my block of watercolor paper on my knee. To

this day I don't know exactly what happened , but all of a sudden the realization came

to me that I was actually painting. It was a feeling similar to what I had experienced in

Miss Grigg's watercolor class so long ago. My hand seemed to know exactly what it

was doing, and as my brush moved rapidly over the paper, the mass of the tree that I

was painting began to appear. The sun was beating down. My golden retriever,

Rufus, was lying stretched out on the ground nearby. I felt magically joined to the

world around me, and for the first time in a long while I was truly happy.

After that I began to paint on every sunny day. I worked entirely in watercolor

because it was the only medium I knew. Right from the start I had no trouble selling

the paintings. It seemed I had only to show them to people, and they would buy them.

Mary Ann Beinecke - busily restor ing Nantucket - bought my first five water-colors.

Even so, I still had to take whatever additional employment I could find. At night

I began to work as a weaver at the Nantucket Looms. Working opposite each other at

a broad loom, Warren Valero, the local garbage man, and I wove the rugs for the Jared

Coffin house, which was one of May Ann Beinecke's restoration projects.

It wasn't much of a living, but I was surviving.
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