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ADDENDA 

 I found this article at the same time I found Goodtime Charlie.  I had completely forgotten ever writing it.  From 

comments attached to the article.  I figure it was written around March 1963.  The comments are by James Leo Herlihy, the 

author of Midnight Cowboy and a friend.  Although they are laudatory, I don't believe I showed the piece to anyone else.  

Perhaps I did send it to Byron Dobell at Esquire magazine.  I truly can't remember.  At any rate, the possibility of having 

such an article published in 1963 was minimal. 

 I regard James Leo Herlihy's comment about there being no need to reveal my own homosexuality as a typical 

“have his cake and eat it too” attitude of writers from the Fifties and Sixties, such as Tennessee Williams and James Leo 

Herlihy himself.  Otherwise, I made the corrections he suggested. 

 James Price always said that I was a dishonest writer, especially where my homosexuality was concerned.  I know 

at last that he was wrong.  Perhaps it was his opinion that made me so unflinchingly honest, to put the best light upon it.  

 I was at war, perpetual war, not only with myself, but with the world at large.  I couldn't look for allies within my 

own family, and there were no others.   Only my grandmother, my dear, loving, nourishing grandmother.  I suddenly see her 

sitting in a wicker chair on our back lawn.  She is wearing a sheer grey dress with a floral pattern on it that seems to come 

from another era.  She is sitting beneath a pear tree whose boughs are weighted down with fruit.  I went to see her in the 

hospital when she was dying.  By now a gulf had opened between us.  “Johnny, what's wrong?” she said.  I couldn't find the 

words to tell her.   

 I have never painted a painting, except out of a total commitment to the work at hand.  I wrote because I wrote.  I 

painted because I painted.  It was as simple as that.  There were no hidden agendas.  I never played any tricks or games. 

 Over and over again I have paid a price for my homosexuality.  At several points as I showed in my book, it stifled 

my career.  But I was never dishonest about my true self.  Compromise was never an option, much less a question.  In spite 

of the blows that fell upon my head and back, I never bowed to them.  Now, at the end of my life, I'm like a punch-drunk 

boxer who refuses to cede the fight.  I might have shied from combat, but I never bowed.  I'm proud of that. 

 I include Perversion as addenda.  I think it sheds light on my entire life. 
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PERVERSION 

 I write this not out of any desire to shock, but rather because I believe there is a perversion lying just below the 

surface of American life that is so potentially dangerous it should be brought into the open and discussed.  I can see it in the 

faces of the teen-agers who stand outside the local drugstore dressed in their leather jackets and blue jeans and stare at 

everyone who passes by with a strange hostility, but I can also see it in the faces of many of my fellow townspeople, some 

of them the most respected members of the community, and in their cases the hostility is probably even more intense 

because they always avert their eyes if anyone looks at them. 

 The most frightening thing about perversion is that at any moment it can break into violence.  I was recently made 

aware of this in a way that could happen to very few people in this country, but even though the facts of my case are special, 

I believe the horrifying aspects of our civilization that those facts suggest should be of genuine concern to everyone. 

 At the start, there are certain things about myself that I must make clear.  I am a man who lives entirely by himself 

in a small New England community which, for the purposes of this piece, I would prefer not to name.  I came here because I 

wanted to be alone to do some writing, and, for the most part, I have avoided all contact with the people of the town.  My 

desire for seclusion has been so great that, until the present, I did not have a telephone. 

 One night this winter I was awakened by the beam of a pair of headlights coming into my driveway – the room 

where I sleep in the winter is 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 seemed 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 out 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 



3 

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. ______, 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. 

 I went to the front door and locked it, and then I 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 I finished dressing, I 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.  I 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.  I 

stood perfectly still and the two of us stared at each other in the darkness for a few seconds without saying a word.  Then I 

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 I was forced to leave my front door unlocked. 

 It was a beautiful, clear night, and even though I was terrified that at any moment I 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 I 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.  I 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, I 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,” I said.  “I 

have no idea what they wanted.”  My first instinct was to cover up the true nature of the incident, but I immediately checked 

myself.  “No, that's not true,” I said.  “I know what they wanted.” 

 The policeman stared at me with what I regarded as a look of contempt, but I 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. 
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 “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 strictly 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. 
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 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. ______, 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.  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 citizens, especially in a case involving an outsider.  Nevertheless, in order to satisfy my own 

curiosity, I 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 
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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 of 

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 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 that 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. 

 And that was that. 

            An annoying incident and nothing more?  Perhaps.  I personally cannot regard it so.  As I said to the first policeman 

I encountered, for a person who lives alone without any means of communication with the outside world, such an 

experience can be frightening enough in itself.  What I now find even more frightening are the questions such an experience 

raises not only about the motives and behavior of the two men involved, but also about our whole society.  Even in their 

drunken state, these two men must have been aware that there was no chance of their sexual offer being accepted, so I can 

only suppose that whatever pleasure or gratification they derived from the experience came from their attempt to humiliate a 

stranger, a humiliation in which one way or another they could not help but share.  It was suddenly brought home to me 

with a sense of outrage and shock that in this sort of blind attack by one man upon another I was experiencing a type of 

behavior I had encountered many times before.  The actions of the two men were simply another manifestation, more 

violent perhaps, of a type of perversion so commonplace we have come to regard it as an ordinary part of life. 
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 There are two questions that immediately come to mind.  The first; Am I a homosexual?  The second: Did I do 

anything to provoke the postman? 

 The answer to the first question is yes.  I admit this not because I take any pride or pleasure in my homosexuality, 

but rather because it has given me so much pain that the only pride and pleasure I have left comes from facing the truth 

about myself with as much honesty and dignity as possible. 

 The answer to the second question is no.  I have only spoken to my postman twice during all the time I have 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 dollars I gave him at Christmastime. 

 But my homosexuality is not the question here, nor, on the basis of the little bit I know about my postman, should I 

presume to question whether or not he is a homosexual. 

 The issue is perversion, and, although the two are often confused in people's minds, it is a very different thing 

altogether. 

 In homosexuality, whatever arguments may be made against it, sexual gratification is achieved by the act of sex.  

In perversion, sexual gratification is achieved by means other than the act of sex. 

 Of course, homosexuality and perversion are closely allied so that it is difficult to make a clear distinction between 

them.  But I would say that in perversion sexual gratification is usually gained at the expense of oneself or another person 

either by words, by gestures, by reading, by looking at pictures, or by some methods other than the normal ones of relieving 

the body's physical needs and desires. 

 If I am right in my definition, it is possible to find examples of perversion everywhere about us in the society in 

which we live.  In newspapers and magazines, in books, plays, movies, television shows, in a great deal of our national 

advertising, we can find many glaringly obvious attempts to cater to an appetite for perversion, an appetite which simply 

grows with feeding. 

 But all these things are merely the public symptoms of a private ill.  It is impossible to know the read nature of 

perversion unless one has actually been brought face to face with it.  I am perhaps more conscious of it than most people 

because I first encountered it at a very early age.  If I think back to a time when I was about five years old, I can remember, 

but only by an effort of will, how I was made painfully aware of its existence. 
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 My father owned a taxicab company, and naturally many of his drivers were rough, uneducated men.  Even then, I 

was thought “queer” by them.  They could not understand my interests.  My vocabulary seemed affected for one so young.  

As a result, they ridiculed me and called me “Mary.” 

 One day when my father was out of the office a group of the drivers led by a man named Joe Creeley grabbed hold 

of me and dragged me, kicking and screaming, to a spot behind a huge billboard which stood on my father's property where 

they usually went to urinate.  There, in a dark corner reeking of piss, one of the men grabbed me by the hair, others pinioned 

my arms, while Creeley smeared my face with lipstick and rouge.  When they were done they shoved me into my father's 

office and I fell, weeping, at my father's feet, a horrible, painted travesty of any form of sex.   

 It is to my father's shame that he never did anything to punish the drivers, and I had to wait nearly twenty years 

before I was able to extract my own revenge.  Through a series of maneuvers too complicated to explain here, I saw to it 

that eventually Creeley was thrown out of work.  When I last heard of him, he was one of the town bums. 

 However, I take little or no satisfaction in Creeley's downfall.  The person who extracts revenge pays nearly as 

steep a price as the man from whom it is extracted.  I lived for twenty years with a hatred that boiled and festered within me.  

I live with such hatred still.  I will probably live with it until I die. 

 To a person of my inflamed sensibilities the presence of evil in man and society perhaps seems more frightening 

than it really is.  Nevertheless, I recently reached a point in my life where I thought I could no longer endure the ugliness 

and vulgarity I saw everywhere around me in a city like New York.  I saw an image that was not recognizably human in 

movies, the theatre, and television.  Everywhere I turned, from billboards, from radios and loudspeakers, a monstrous 

perversion blared at me. 

 I came to a small town that seemed to have been by-passed by our civilization to escape that perversion, and now I 

find that it has been here all along, waiting for me.  The men who knocked at my door this winter were the same men who 

molested me as a child nearly forty years ago. 

 For me, there is apparently no escape.  There is no running away. 

  

 What are the causes of this perversion which has infected every area of American life?  What are its consequences?  

What, if anything, is its cure? 

 It is always difficult to get at the truth in this country.  Although we have always prided ourselves on our honesty, 

as soon as we are confronted with any questions about our national character which we find harsh or unpleasant, we will 
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immediately resort to attitudes and posturing in order to preserve the image we have always had of ourselves.  We call upon 

God and religion, conventional morality, and more recently, although I realize I would receive little support for my opinion, 

I believe we have called upon psychiatry to support our delusions. 

 The seeds of perversion which have now come to full growth in our own time were sown in the fertile soil of our 

Puritan heritage and nourished by a public morality based on an inaccurate view of man's nature. 

 From our Puritan ancestors we inherited the belief that sex is evil, a belief so strong that no amount of education 

has been able to destroy it.  Indeed, all attempts at enlightenment would seem to have had a completely opposite effect from 

the one that was hoped for and intended.  Instead of freeing us from the wrong idea, they have simply forced it deeper into 

the recesses of our consciousness where it is more difficult to attack. 

 And, if our Puritan consciousness tells us that sex is evil, our public morality tells us that only heterosexual 

relations are normal, in spite of the fact that scientific evidence strongly indicates that man is a bisexual animal.  

Nevertheless, the conviction that heterosexual tendencies are the only socially acceptable ones for a man to possess is so 

strongly ingrained in all of us that the person who feels any other tendencies usually regards them as criminal and attempts 

to conceal them.  The simple fact of the matter is that in order for a man to exist within the moral framework of our society, 

it is necessary for him to attempt to kill off a part of his nature.  But because he is never altogether able to do this, he comes 

to fear and distrust his own body for harboring instincts which he cannot control. 

 We now come to a curious contradiction.  From our earliest childhoods we are instructed in the rather naive faith 

that the sole purpose of life is to do good and avoid evil.  How, as a man grows older, is he going to be able to reconcile this 

belief with his own increasing awareness of his sex life?  How, after marriage, is he going to be able to maintain a balance 

between two conflicting ideas? 

 The answer is that it is impossible.  If a man feels, however dimly, that sex is evil, if he fears his own body, then 

every time he practices one of the principal acts for which marriage was intended upon his wife, both partners cannot escape 

the sense that they have participated in a criminal deed.  They are torn between a desire for pleasure and a weight of guilt 

that grows increasingly heavier every time they give into what they regard as the animal side of their natures.  Under the 

circumstances it is almost inevitable that an antagonism will develop between them, and that this antagonism may, in time, 

break into warfare. 

 Naturally, hate is just as strong an emotion as love, but I cannot help but feel that if a man and woman regard each 

other as nothing more than an object of their loathing and contempt, nothing more than a victim of their aggressions, 
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nothing more than a constant reminder of their own lonesomeness, then all the reasons for which marriage was originally 

intended have been lost and such an unhealthy union represents the sickest form of perversion we have so far discussed. 

 It is axiomatic that, in any war, the vanquished is always the victor.  We have only to look at the recent economic 

recoveries of Germany and Japan to discover the truth of this on a national scale, but it is no less true on a personal one.  If a 

marriage degenerates into open hostility between a man and woman, the wife will lose all the battles and win the war.  In 

her dark mysteries and inner silences, in the submissiveness with which she accepts all the attacks upon her by her mate, the 

female of the species resembles nothing so much as a guerrilla fighter.  She knows she will be the loser in any physical 

contest so she prefers instead a war of attrition, a battle of nerves, in which her husband, his manhood under steady attack, 

already weighted down with an intolerable burden of guilt for having engaged in a struggle with an opponent he regards as 

unequal, will eventually be only too willing and eager to surrender to her and agree to whatever terms she might set for the 

cessation of hostilities.  It seems wasteful and harmful to me that men and women should consider their relations to each 

other in terms of dominance and submission in the first place. 

 But perversion breeds perversion.  If sex is evil, then marriage becomes insupportable.  If marriage is 

insupportable, then a man will seek an outlet for his physical needs in such so-called criminal activities as homosexuality 

where he feels he will not be called upon to assume any responsibility for his action.  When homosexuality proves 

unsatisfactory, as it most often must in a society all of whose customs and laws are based on the assumption that man is a 

heterosexual animal, then he will turn to forms of perversion in which the necessity for the sexual act is obviated altogether. 

 Were we born guilty, or did we choose guilt?  This is a question that has always tormented Americans, but, 

whatever the answer, our perversions have led us to a crime against our fellow man which is no less shameful for being such 

an integral part of our national life.  I am speaking of the hatred and hostility, the persecution of the Black Men and Jews 

which the free, white Christians in all regions of this country have always carried on and carry on still.  And almost 

inevitably, the Black Man and the Jew have developed their own hatred and hostility as a means of self-protection. 

 If a man allows himself to be cut off from the sources of his manhood and at the same time feels himself 

continually called upon to prove that manhood, he will resort to all sorts of devious devices to accomplish this.  The most 

obvious means at his disposal lie in an attack upon anyone he feels is unable to defend himself, upon anyone he regards as 

weak and infirm. 

 But what happens when the downtrodden raise themselves and turn against their oppressors, as the Black 

population in the country is now beginning to do?  How will we react when the semblances of virility by which we have 
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sustained ourselves for so long are finally stripped from us?  It is frightening to contemplate that the last refuge of a man 

when his perversions are exposed very often is in hysteria and suicide. 

 In the incidents surrounding the admission of nine black students to the Little Rock High School in the fall of 1958, 

we can see all the strange fruits of perversion that I have just attempted to describe.  There was an outraged Puritanism at 

work, the sense that an abhorrent sexual act was about to be committed, but also there was a suppressed desire for 

penetration, for intercourse with what is dark and unknown, a yearning for the secret thrill that comes from being violated.  

It is no accident that, at the moment black people entered the front doors of the school, the men of the town, their faces 

contorted with rage, shouted obscene epithets, while the women became hysterical and threw themselves upon the ground 

sobbing, “They're going in!  They're going in!” 

 I imagine a pervert always has a loaded revolver within easy reach so that if he is ever faced with the danger of 

being called to account for his actions, he can take the coward's way out.  As it is with men, so it is with societies, the only 

difference being that in the case of society the means of self-destruction are much more horrifying.  A man might have a 

pistol.  Society has perfected a bomb. 

              How is a society to be saved when it seems so bent on its own destruction that it has no time to listen to arguments 

or reason? 

 The only solution is love.  The idea itself might sound ridiculously simple, but in reality it is enormously difficult 

to achieve, as centuries of history have already proven.  As a first step toward its attainment all men must achieve a better 

understanding of themselves, of both their physical and spiritual natures, so they might better understand each other, for 

only in a climate of mutual understanding will love be allowed to grow, not only love between blacks and whites, but 

between men and women, between man and man. 

 In embarking on this quest for self-knowledge, we are immediately confronted with an obstacle so seemingly 

insurmountable that it almost paralyses the will just to contemplate it.  As soon as we begin an inquiry into the human 

condition, we are faced with the fact that man is born alone and dies alone, and nothing he can say or do during his lifetime 

– not by language, not by sex, not by acts of love – will he ever completely bridge the gap that separates him from others.  

This is a terrible knowledge to live with, and therefore it is not surprising that very often as soon as a man realizes all efforts 

at communication are doomed to eventual failure, his first temptation is to seek some sort of dialogue with himself, which is 

the beginning of perversion.  But if it is impossible to bridge the gap that separates us from our fellow men, it is possible to 

narrow that gap, and it is the duty of each one of us not to surrender to despair but rather to learn how to make the best use 
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of the tools that are available for accomplishing this – language, sex, acts of love. 

             There is one final point that must be made.  I am an American, and therefore I have attempted to confine this piece 

to a discussion of perversion as it affects America.  The more I think about the problem, however, the more I am convinced 

that what I have said about the behavior of free, white Christians in this country is true of free, white Christians all over the 

world.  Throughout history, in every county in which Christianity has flourished, perversion in the form of persecution has 

always been practiced, not only against the Jews, but against all minorities.  Our behavior toward the Black Man in this 

country is a disgrace, but is it any worse than the behavior of Nazi Germany, or, to go even further back in time, is it any 

worse than the behavior of the rulers of France who, in 1572, condoned the slaughter of 3,000 innocent people in two days 

time, then, as always, in the name of the true religion?  I believe that such perversion, with the rest of the world as with us, 

has, and always has had, its cause in a sexual dilemma which is inherent in the doctrines of Christianity itself.  The belief 

that sex is evil reached its most aggravated form in the Puritanism which played such a large part in the founding of this 

country, but it existed long before them.  Christianity as it has come to be interpreted through the ages has always regarded 

the body as inferior to the mind – the purification of the soul lies in the mortification of the flesh – and I feel that men have 

almost been forced into perversion in their attempts to live with this essentially false, this criminally wrong, idea. 

 Am I justified in making this accusation against a religion that now seems to have so little hold over the minds of 

its believers, especially those who number themselves among the Protestant sects?  I believe that I am.  Christianity, true 

Christianity, may not be a serious concern to many of the people who profess to believe in it, but these same people often 

find a distortion of Christianity useful either as a defense against their fears or as a means of providing a moral sanction for 

their crimes against their fellow men. 

 A desire for impenetrability – the source of all perversion – lies at the heart of the Christian myth.  A fear of sex is 

implied by the belief that Christ was born of the Virgin Mary, and, from all that we know of him, lived the life of a celibate.  

In this was the Son of God remained uncontaminated by original sin which is passed on from one generation to the next by 

the ordinary methods of copulation.  Even the account of Christ's death may be looked upon as a glorification of this desire 

for impenetrability.  (There is a curious paradox at work here, however.  If we accept the accounts of Christ's life in the 

same spirit in which they were written, we cannot find in that life an example of perversion.  But it would seem to be true 

that as soon as we attempt to apply the same sexual standards that governed Christ's life to the lives of ordinary mortals, the 

result is usually some form of perversion.  And, paradox upon paradox, after a man has been led into perversion by the same 

sort of desire for impenetrability that he finds celebrated in the life of Christ, he often seeks an outlet for his perversions in 
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attacks upon others that strongly resemble the attacks made upon Christ, not by the Jews as is commonly supposed, but by 

the Romans.  The pervert does not read the account of Christ's crucifixion as a warning of the horrors that might ensue when 

one man attempts to do violence upon another, but rather he finds in these accounts a model of the means that might be 

employed to effect such violence.  The cross burnings of the Klu Klux Klan in our own South are a dramatic example of 

this.) 

 One cannot deny that the original purpose of Christianity was to exalt man, and yet it has given birth to a morality 

in which, in many instances, attempts to deny man's nature altogether.  In order to free ourselves from our perversions it 

would appear that it might be necessary to free ourselves from the religion, or, at any rate, the misinterpretations of that 

religion, that gave birth to them and now sustain them.  For me, the tragedy of man's present state in which he finds himself 

driven to the brink of suicide lies in the fact that, in its attempts to ennoble life, Christianity has demeaned it to the extend 

that many men no longer find it worth living.  This is not only an American problem, but a problem for all the world. 

              As I finish this I am overwhelmed by a sense of hopelessness.  I know how solidly the forces of ignorance are 

entrenched here and elsewhere, so that it seems almost futile to take arms against them.  I know that my opinions can easily 

be brushed aside as those of a pervert, a criminal, a madman, an outcast.  Even I am aware that, because of the experiences I 

have undergone, my opinions cannot help but be distorted. 

 But one must always be on the side of life – even until the very last moment, one must be on the side of life.  I am 

sustained by my belief that truth will always prevail, no matter what the cost to individual men.  I am strengthened by my 

knowledge that such truth has often been revealed by people who, during their own lifetimes, were reviled in the terms that I 

mentioned above.  And finally, I am supported by my faith that a distortion sometimes enables us to see certain aspects of 

the whole more clearly. 

 It is my firm conviction that if one just and intelligent man, living entirely within the legal strictures of a free 

society, sees evil in that society and feels this evil to be of sufficient force and violence so that it threatens his very existence 

and prevents him from realizing his fullest potential as a human being, then it is that man's duty to report such evil, and it 

would be my hope that society would have the courage to investigate his complaints.  Should they prove justified, it would 

again be my hope that society would have the wisdom and justice to correct its own flaws. 

 I imagine that one question would lead to hundreds more so that in the course of an investigation such as that for 

which I have called we might be forced to touch many sore spots, indeed many open wounds, but I would hope that we 

would be resolute enough to probe all areas of infection so that wherever surgery is required it might be performed.  Only 
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knowledge, only knowledge of ourselves and the world we live in, only such knowledge can save us, and we must be 

ruthless in acquiring it.  We must make yet another attempt to understand man in all his complexity, and then we must see to 

it that our laws, our religion, and our morality are big enough to encompass every aspect of his nature. 

 In the end, the goal is what it was always been: a society where all men can live in peace and freedom. 

 

AFTERWORD 

 From the viewpoint of 2015, I wonder about Islam.  I really do not know enough about the religion to form any 

judgments on it.  In general, I am opposed to all religions.  In their attempt to ameliorate the human condition, they diminish 

man.  When he accepts without palliative his aloneness, he becomes a hero. 


