
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AFTERWORD 

I began this book while a blinding blizzard raged outside. I was a sick and 

embittered old man. I had thrown my life away. It was all scattered in bits and pieces 

in rotting cardboard boxes in my attic. 

 

When I went into the attic and looked over the photographs I had taken, when I 

reread the manuscripts, when I thought of my paintings, I felt the work I had done was 

of high quality. I was furious with myself for having thrown it all away. 

I decided to write this book to reclaim my past. I had the wild idea that somehow 

I was going to get people to look at my photographs, to reread my manuscripts , to take 

notice of my paintings. It was a quixotic hope, but the amazing thing is that the 

reclamation of my life that I dreamed about has started to come true, People are 

beginning to reexamine my life and work, and they are starting to see in it the same 

value that I found. 

 



Marco Lattimore gave my life back to me. There is no doubt in my mind about 

this fact. But it was in an altogether different way from what I imagined. Out of a tiny 

spark, out of a brief and fleeting memory of his good looks, perhaps foolish, perhaps 

even ridiculous, I rekindled my life, and over the years since that time, it has burst into 

a bright and blazing flame. 

 

There was never a possibility of a long-lasting relationship between us. I see 

that clearly now. We were too widely separated by our own clearly defined 

personalities for that ever to happen. However foolish my own feelings about him 

proved to be, I am still eternally grateful to him. 

 

The first thing I did upon my return to Maine after the failure of Red Eye of Love 

in New York was complete my three paintings of Marco. They were the first paintings I 

have ever done that gave me unalloyed joy. It no longer mattered to me how they 

were created. All my reservations about my skills and abilities suddenly vanished. 

The only thing that mattered to me was my own exhilaration in making them. That 

exhilaration was continued in all the paintings that have come after. 

 

The next thing I did was re-write my novel, The Bingo Bango Orchestra. I turned 

it into this memoir, although I kept the same title. I wanted my book to make a noise. 

A friend read my book and he said he felt that it had sufficient merit so that it should be 

self-published on line, and, with my permission he did this. 

 

Once the book was published, a slow trickle of interest began. Mary Coyne at 

the Walker Art Center saw my photographs of Merce Cunningham and she called me 

to ask if she might use five of them, not only of Merce but of John Cage and Remy 

Charlip as well, in an exhibition that the Walker is planning on Merce for 2017. 

 

She also called Lynn Wickern at the Merce Cunningham Trust. When Lynn saw 

my photographs of Merce, she purchased all of them. She, in turn, called Linda 



Murray at the New York Library for the Performing Arts at Lincoln Center, and 

eventually the New York Public Library sent two archivists here to Maine to sort 

through and catalogue all my work. After this, all other dance and theatre photographs 

of mine were purchased by the New York Public Library. The Library feels, as I do, 

that they document a whole era of the arts in New York City. The Library for the 

Performing Arts is now planning to do an exhibition of my dance and theatre 

photographs. It will include my collaborations with such artists as Robert Wilson , Anne 

Bogart, Edward Gorey, and Robert Indiana. It is also going to set up a permanent 

John Wulp archive. 

 

It has not been an easy time. My health continues to worsen. The failure of Red 

Eye of Love was a painful experience. My memoir keeps being rejected by agents 

and publishers. They say my life is not of sufficient interest to warrant publication. I 

have just read a book which gave me new insight into the nature of childhood trauma. 

On the basis of this I rewrote my own book once again. With my new knowledge I was 

able to perceive a spine in the book that was not there before. I feel that there is now 

the story of a struggle against huge odds that might be of more interest to the general 

reader. I am having the manuscript retyped. As soon as that is done, I will try my luck 

with publishers again. 

 

Over the last several years I have rediscovered my love of writing. In two or 

three months this spring, I have written two volumes of poetry called Cormorant Times. 

Recently I did a reading of a selection of these poems on Vinalhaven and it was so 

successful that a group of island people have agreed to self-publish the poems. They 

have my blessings. I am tired of waiting endlessly for a reaction from the outside 

world. 

 

All is not lost so far as Red Eye of Love, the musical, is concerned. This winter 

Kelli O'Hara made a glorious recording of the score. This has led to the possibility of a 

production of the show in London during the next year. 



 

And finally, I am still painting. I am now starting on a large group portrait of four 

bothers. 

 

My homosexuality is no longer an issue. The times are partly responsible for 

this. I have outlived a period of criminalization, of waste, of pain. I now simply look on 

my sexual nature as one aspect of my personality. It is no longer something to be 

ashamed of, but rather something to be explored and celebrated. 

 

Does this mean that I have won my many battles? Over a long lifetime I have 

learned that in life, you seldom win. There is only and always the struggle. The most 

you can do is learn to enjoy your battles with time. I feel that if one's art has value, it 

will survive all the forces, even the personal ones, arrayed against it 

I have won my wars with myself. My life instead of being something to be stored 

in drawers, in boxes in the attic, instead of being a source of humiliation or 

embarrassment, has become a record of enormous accomplishment and a source of 

great joy. 

 

In my very old age I have been surprised by happiness. The means by which I 

have finally achieved this happiness have been extremely difficult. Through my own 

persistence and tenacity, I have sailed into calmer seas. 

 

One cannot forget the pain of the past. On the other hand, one can rejoice in 

the pleasure of the present. 

 

I now know that death is the only true end to this work. I make a temporary end 

on a peaceful September evening. 

 

The Stone Farm 

Vinalhaven, Maine	


