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  PANSY INTRODUCTION


  There was a time not so long ago, when nearly everyone spoke the N-word, not to insult, but just how people spoke. In historical context, we have Mark Twain’s classic Huckleberry Finn. Later correct terms were debated: Negro, colored or black instead of the N-word. Now, depending on who you ask, it’s black or African-American.


  There was a time not so long ago, when “homosexual” was correct, but sounded clinical and pretentious, and other words were common. “Gay” was used within the gay community, but for straights*, gay meant lightly happy. Terms like pansy, fag, faggot and fairy were common with no insult intended, even though they were understood to be impolite. Now “gay” is accepted. LGBTQ is an awkward mouthful. and “Q” for queer is OK. Who knows what will prevail?


  Point is: TIMES CHANGE. The Man From Pansy, The Daisy Dilemma and The Passion Flower Puzzle were written in the mid-1960s in the language of the time. With that in mind, read on. And as Don Rico intended: HAVE FUN.


  If you want to know what the author really thought and felt about the LGBTQ community, you’ll have to read the book. Go ahead. It ain’t what you expect.


  * Sorry. Straight is now cis-gendered. TIMES CHANGE.
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  THE MAN FROM PANSY


  


  Report #1000


  TOP SECRET: CONFIDENTIAL


  For: Lawrence V. Griffin


  Chief of Staff


  Special Service Division


  United States Counter-Intelligence Department


  The Pentagon


  Washington, D.C.


  Dear Chief:


  In respectful contradiction of all rules and regulations of the United States Counter-Intelligence Department, I am submitting my report in this form, hoping it will pass muster. It is in the only medium in which I can give a proper sequence of events on Case #1000, although unfortunately not in the official language of the Special Service Division of the Department. This is what happened, how it happened, and why, as I saw it.


  So here it is—my official report—in unofficial format.


  WHEEEEEEE!


  Burgess (Buzz) Cardigan


  Special Agent on Assignment


  Special Service Division


  United States Counter-Intelligence Department


  Chapter One


  BLUE MONDAY AND BLUE LIGHTS


  Monday, June 12,11 p.m.; The Queen’s Court “Darling!”


  It was a whispered exclamation, deep and sensual, breathed into my ear as I sat at an isolated corner table of the cocktail lounge. The single word was charged with all the passion of a perfumed boudoir, inundating me with the promise of promiscuity beyond measure. And the speaker was, to actually understate the obvious, beautiful. Ravishingly so. There was only one slight flaw.


  The person standing beside me was a roaring faggot.


  Even though the figure was gowned in a gorgeous, shimmering thing of spangles and sequins, even though the head was crowned by a bright yellow wig of glistening hair, even though the face was fully made up with foundation and powder, with flaming red lips and sweeping artificial lashes, yes, even though “she” was known as Baby Lou, my companion was, biologically at least, a man.


  But you certainly couldn’t tell by looking at her.


  Because Baby Lou was the hostess and mistress of ceremonies here at the Queen’s Court, one of Hollywood’s more flagrant homo hangouts. And the Queen’s Court was, for the past week, the place where I had been drowning my sorrows while the assembled queens gazed upon me with sympathy for my plight.


  Baby Lou leaned even closer to me. “I’m truly sorry about the whole thing, Buzz dear. We all are, every single one of us.”


  Heady perfume oozed from her. One bejeweled hand was on her outslung hip, the other played delicately with a long strand of pearls dangling down before her foam- rubber mound of bosom.


  I stirred my drink morosely. I knew Baby Lou would give her all if I invited her to join me so she could talk with me and commiserate. It would have made her rise head and bare shoulders above all the other queens of the Court. But I knew the pace I had to maintain. So I just sat there, sulking into my vodka-on-the-rocks, and slumped still lower in my seat.


  A lady would have taken the hint and gotten away from me. But Baby Lou was no lady. She sighed deeply and touched my shoulder with a long, sharp fingernail. “They’re just not fair, dear,” she said. “They pick on us and pick on us and won’t leave us alone. And all we want is to live our own lives. After all, one man out of every six is one of us…


  “Look,” I drawled patiently.


  “Yes, lover? At what, sugar? I’ll be delighted to!”


  “I want to be alone, see?”


  “But you’ve been alone for nights! I mean, it’s not fair for a nice boy like you to sit night after night, drinking and staring at nothing, and …”


  “Baby Lou, will you listen as well as look?”


  “Anything! I’ll do anything you say.”


  “Then leave me the hell alone.”


  “You poor dear.” Her hand paused at the nape of my neck, toying with the longish hairs. “They hurt you terribly, didn’t they? I’ll leave you alone, but please remember, when you want company Baby Lou is at your service, hear?”


  She wiggled away, murmuring something about adoring them when they’re rough and brutal, meaning me, of course. She went back to the bar to join the others who were stealing looks at me, their eyes warm with love and empathy, each of the queers suffering with me in my plight.


  I poured more water into my drink. I had to make these things last as long as possible without getting stoned to the gills. My capacity, thank goodness, is enormous, but drink after drink could get to be beyond any capacity. Adding water prolonged the drink and made it seem to my audience that I was indulging endlessly.


  My audience—!


  Gay swishes and he-man rough trade types; manly, handsome, well-dressed junior executives and actors; casual cruisers with restless eyes and itching emotions; middle-aged businessmen trying to recapture a remote but relentless youthful experience—name them, they were here at the Queen’s Court, the inner sanctum of the gay set, presided over by … Merl Porter.


  No queer, he. Merl, lounging at the door leading into the kitchen, looked over his domain through his close- set eyes, centering on me at my table. He was smallish, built like a muscular pear with narrow shoulders, wide hips and tapering legs. But tough, mean-looking, sullen. I always had the feeling that Merl had watched too many Bogart films.


  He was the typical manager of a place like The Queen’s Court, placed there as a tough hood to keep the fags and cruisers in some kind of order. At another time he would have been a trigger man; now his very appearance, ominous and threatening, was used to remind the customers of what could happen to them should they get out of line.


  Our boy Merl Porter was indeed in strange contrast to the rest of the habitues of this garden of pansies. He was an ugly thorn.


  Drawing himself up to his full five feet five, he pulled away from the wall and dug into his pocket for change. Then he moved to the jukebox and began inserting quarters. The lull had lasted too long for Merl. The queens were concentrating on me and not on their drinks. This was bad for business.


  The music broke the mood slowly, and the customers went back to downing the sauce. They also went back to sidling closer to one another and resumed their conversation. It was easy to imagine the line of talk:


  “They just won’t leave us alone, will they?”


  “Well, he was a kind of government agent, you know. And they say they can’t afford to have them on that kind of work. They’re security risks.”


  “Oh, shush! All he did was live a normal life, nice and quiet like the rest of us do. He wasn’t creating scenes and he wasn’t seducing minors. It was just a question of a mature relationship between two consenting adults, a relationship conducted in privacy, I might add.”


  “I’ll say it was private! None of us ever caught on to it.”


  “And so they fire him and cast him out in disgrace. And so here he sits, wasting his life away in drink and staring off into space! What a shame!”


  “I agree. I’d like to be able to make him forget. Believe me, if anyone can do it, I can. I learned a new trick from an Arabian waiter out in Malibu.”


  “You learned a new trick! Honey, for new tricks, you need a young body. Yours is too old for anything new. You’re lucky you can still keep up anything!”


  “I’ll kill you, Belle; I swear I will!”


  “Oh, stop, you two. Can’t you even quit henpecking each other when one of our own is in a mess?”


  “She’s right, girls. Listen, I hear tell he’s got a very important lover; and rich, too.”


  “That’s what I heard. Somebody in Washington who keeps him in the green stuff now that Buzz is out of work. The shame is that they can’t even see each other. The Washington boy can’t afford to carry on with Buzzy now that their romance is out in the open.”


  “But Lover is loyal. The dough keeps coming to Buzz.” I heard Baby Lou’s deep, dramatic, love-torn sigh during a break in the music. And I knew her thoughts, too: All that lovely body gone to waste! Oooh, how I’d love to get him for just a little bit! I’d make Buzz Cardigan forget his troubles!


  And that was exactly what I wanted them all to think and assume. So far, the plan hatched by the Department was working out very well. It was playing hell with my stomach, though, what with all the boozing that was meant to put out the fire of unrequited love. It was also playing hell with my status as a man.


  I quaffed the last of my drink and raised my empty for a refill. Almost the next instant Baby Lou was at my table with a fresh drink.


  “This one’s on the house, dear,” she whispered.


  “Big deal,” I growled. “Now beat it.”


  “Ooooh!” she squealed. “I’d love to, if that’s what you like!”


  As she went back to her place at the bar I saw Merl go to her and say something. I knew he was telling Baby


  


  Lou to not pick on me but to let me get drunk in peace if that was what I wanted. Merl was a smart louse. Baby Lou pouted prettily and moved close to an ad-agency man who slipped his arm around her slim waist.


  I raised my glass to thank Merl. He cracked his thin mouth a bit in response and nodded. I took a sip of the drink and turned away, swallowing hard to keep it down. It was all vodka. And each drink was getting harder to take.


  Merl saw me turn away and was at my table in a second.


  “Everything all right, Mister Cardigan?” he asked. His voice was the grating of sandpaper against cement. It came from somewhere deep in his stomach and rubbed against his ribs on the way up before passing through a cigar-stained throat.


  “Oh, everything’s just great,” I snarled. “Great, great, great.”


  “Look, you know we’re sorry.”


  “Yeah. Sorry. Everybody’s sorry.”


  “You feelin’ sick or somethin’, Mr. Cardigan?” Strange how these mobsters have such a proclivity for formality. I wondered if he would address me the same way if he was putting a slug into me.


  “Naw,” I said, my head slouched almost to the table.


  “Mind if I sit down?” he asked.


  I made out as though I was too far gone to answer, and he took the chair opposite me. I bobbed and weaved my head somewhat so I could glance at him and saw that his beady little eyes were studying me intently.


  “I seen ya around a lot, Mr. Cardigan; you know, at places on the Strip and around town at all. I didn’t know … I had no idea that you were a government agent. Nobody knew. Ya did a pretty good job of coverin’ up, Mr. Cardigan. Always figured ya to be a guy on the town, know what I mean?”


  I nodded, my head connected to my neck only by the merest of threads.


  “What kinda work didja do, Mr. Cardigan?” Merl went on, leaning closer to make sure I got what he was saying.


  “Listen.” I raised my head weakly and concentrated on a point just above his head. In fact, it was the point on his head. “Listen you, just because I’m no longer wish—I mean with—the service, that do not—I mean does not—imply that I talk to the likes of you about it. So get lost, you crumby boniface, and go back to diapering your customers.”


  The tight mouth was drawn down suddenly at the corners. He looked exactly like a mean little kid, the undersized bully ready to tear into the town sissy. But it was only a momentary flash. The Bogart look came back and he squinted his eyes through the cigarette smoke.


  “Don’t get sore at me, Mr. Cardigan. I’m your friend, like, know what I mean? I’m just tryin’ to tell you I’m on your side. I want you to make this joint a home away from home.”


  I pretended to mull that over for a minute. I squinted up at the ceiling, lowered my head, rubbed my chin, lifted my drink, took a sip, and then put it down.


  I reached out and patted the hairs on the back of his knotted little hand. I managed to control my revulsion pretty well, I thought.


  “S-s-sorry, Merl,” I mumbled. “You know how it is.”


  “Sure, kid—I mean Mr. Cardigan. Tough.”


  I nodded. “What I did for the government, Merl old boy, I was in taxes. I sort of did some undercover checking on taxes. That was my job up to three weeks ago.”


  You could almost feel him swell with pride. He had discovered what he wanted to know—in fact, what I wanted him to know.


  “Well, hell,” he said, “what did your personal life have to do with that kind of work? They’re not fair, Mr. Cardigan. Listen, you need anything? I mean, I know you’re fixed okay, but if there’s somebody you wanna meet, say the word.”


  I withdrew my hand and snatched up the drink. “I’ll say the word, buster! The word is get outta here and leave me alone. What d’ya think I am, one of your queens at the bar?”


  He got up, murmuring his apologies, and left. I cursed him under my breath. Also under my breath but lower still, I cursed Lawrence V. Griffin. And the events of three weeks before, leading up to this moment …


  Wednesday, May 24, 8 a.m.; Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel


  “But why me?” I howled. “Jesus Christ, Mr. Griffin, of all assignments and of all people! Why me?”


  “Cool it, Buzz. Can you think of anyone else who’d be perfect for this one? Go ahead, now, give me one name, just one.”


  I ran through a list of names in my head, names of special agents assigned to the area of Southern California. Good men, every one of them, smart, deft, skilled, knowing all the angles, knowing every pitch, able to track down the toughest and most dangerous of cases. And lo and behold, like Abou Ben Adhem’s, my name led all the rest.


  Lawrence V. Griffin, my chief in Southern California, was right as usual. I was the only logical one for assignment #1000.


  He could see the resignation in my face, read the tacit acceptance of the inevitable. But, being who he was, he could not resist following up with the logic leading to the conclusion.


  “You, Buzz, are our top undercover man in the area of Hollywood night life. And why? Because you look and act the type. You, in other words, dig the scene. And the scene digs you. You swing, in short. You look Hollywood, you dress Hollywood, and you act Hollywood. And, even more important, you appear to think Hollywood.”


  “My curse,” I said, gazing out the window onto my stamping grounds, Hollywood Boulevard, the Hollywood Hills, all of it just beginning to come slowly to life in the early morning. “I’m nothing but just another pretty face.”


  “No curse, kid, you know that. Your style and your face have been good for the Department. You’ve busted every case you’ve been on because you mix in easily with the high life here. You’re one of the gang, Buzz. You know the spots and you know the people. You get along with them. Especially the girls.”


  “The girls!” I moaned. “And now you’re asking me to give all that up and play footsies with the Hollywood gay set. Mr. Griffin, I won’t last, I tell you. I’ll die of abject frustration.”


  “So you die, Buzz.”


  “Hell, I’m not afraid to die. I wouldn’t be in this work if I was. The thing I mind, even more than being asked to pass as a queer, is that I’m being drummed out of the service in disgrace.”


  “It’s the only way. It’s part of the cover. But I don’t have to explain that to you. That pretty face covers a damned smart brain. You know the story as well as I do. And you’re the only operator who can fulfill this assignment. Shall we start talking business or do you still want to play prima donna?”


  “Only one question, Mr. Griffin. I don’t have to behave like a swish, do I? I mean, I don’t have to mince or lisp or dangle my wrist, do I?”


  “I told you - you don’t have to do that.”


  “Tell me again. I need reassurance.”


  Lawrence V. Griffin grinned. He, my chief, was a medium-sized guy who could have passed in a crowd as a bank cashier who kept himself in shape by working out at the local gym. Otherwise, he looked like nothing with his blank face, his vague eyes and his mild manner.


  He had, however, graduated from college at the age of twenty with highest honors and a degree in law. He had also won just about every medal for bravery as a fighter pilot in the Korean War. And now he headed up the Special Service Division of the United States Counter- Intelligence Department here in Southern California, being personally responsible for bringing in Serge Kalminoffski with his bare fists. No mean accomplishment, considering that Serge was international amateur light-heavyweight champion, as well as one of the shrewdest Red agents operating in this country. I don’t go into the dozens and dozens of other cases he broke, either personally and directly, or under his management.


  So much for Lawrence V. Griffin except that when he mumbled a suggestion to us, his agents, we jumped to attention. Me, I would have died for him. He has saved my life on three occasions. So I would have done anything for him, walk through fire, cut off my arm up to here, give him the shirt off my back.


  But pass as a Hollywood faggot? Now, I ask you, readers of this report, wasn’t that asking too much of such a loyal, red-blooded, patriotic woman-lover as Buzz Cardigan?


  No, as a matter of fact, it wasn’t. Especially when, at the risk of repeating the obvious, I was destined for the assignment from my birth, when I was voted the most beautiful baby of the year by the nurses of the maternity ward. And I continued to be almost baby-faced from that day on, although I like to tell myself it’s the face of a rather rugged baby.


  Rugged, that is, because of my background: major in political science at UCLA, where I also specialized in the liberal arts and theater. From there, plop! right into parachuting into Viet Nam during the early days under President Kennedy, shot in mid-drop and sent back to the States to recuperate. It was there that I met Griffin. He had to check into the Veterans’ Hospital to have his old wounds looked at from time to time.


  When I was released, I plunged right into the Hollywood life, night and day, all the way. It seemed I suddenly discovered I had an awful lot of wild oats to sow and I sowed them with the prettiest starlets in town.


  I swung, man, from the highest rafters in Hollywood, Beverly Hills, Trousdale, Malibu, and all points east, west, north and south. There was a point I reached, however, that was close to that of no return. That was when, bombed out of my mind, I found myself involved in a gang orgy out in Tarzana. Believe me, Tarzan himself never swung so high or wide as I was doing that night. Edgar Rice Burroughs would have spun madly in his tomb if he saw what was going on upon his hallowed ground.


  I mean there was chasing up and down the stairs and around the estates by nude nymphets and leering satyrs. Not too much chasing, however; mostly catching and nailing. To the ground. By the satyrs. Of the nymphets. One of the chicks (not mine, thank goodness) got hurt in the nailing process. She screamed blue murder and we had to bring in a doctor who was sworn to silence. He took care of her all right, but he looked around at the rest of us in disgust.


  He fixed his baleful eyes on me, and that was when I recognized him even through my boozy daze. He was a medic who had served with me in Viet Nam. And in his eyes I read his opinion of me and what I was doing while a lot of the guys were fighting and dying thousands of miles from home-and from any nymphets, nailed or otherwise.


  The next day I fought my hangover and called up Griffin. I had no idea of what he did except that he looked like a man I could talk to and to whom I could unburden myself. I also hoped he could put me next to something worthwhile.


  And that he did, man. He asked me a lot of questions about myself, spent a lot of time with me, and then, after a month’s wait, he saw me again and asked me if I wanted to join the Service.


  I was astonished. Not only did I have nothing like this in mind for myself, neither did I think I was qualified for it, what with my high-faluting ways on and about Sunset Strip. But he informed me that I was exactly the type the Service needed, a guy who could involve himself with that kind of life and who could uncover whatever cahooting with subversion was going on.


  Well, hell, I wanted to serve my country, didn’t I? X couldn’t do anything else after that doc glared the hell out of me. So I said okay, but the onus was upon Griffin for taking me in. He just grinned, and I was sent to a training center.


  Now it was two years later and I was a seasoned veteran in a job I was crazy about.


  Until Wednesday, May 24, at 8 a.m. in a small room in the Roosevelt Hotel where Griffin was ensconced for this meeting with me, a meeting where X was being told that I would be kicked out of the Service on grounds of homosexuality so that X could operate as a queer in Hollywood!


  Chapter Two


  HERE WE GO ROUND AND ROUND


  Wednesday, May 24, 8:15 a.m.; Roosevelt Hotel


  “Hell, Buzz, we’re not asking you to mince and talk with a lisp or even to go about in drag.”


  “You ask me that, Mr. Griffin, and I hand in my resignation.”


  I lit a cigarette with trembling hand. The room was one of the small singles looking out over Hollywood Boulevard, rented regularly by the Department whenever we had to hold a briefing. Griffin would come into town as an auto parts buyer named Charles Quarles, and he would call us in one by one to give us assignments and instructions.


  “Chicks,” I said. “I like chicks. I dig them not only the most but the only. Mind you, I’ve got nothing against homosexuals. I’m no kind of prude. All I say is let them have their own life and let me have mine. I won’t tell them how to swing as long as they don’t tell me. And I’ve known a few around town, decent and regular men, responsible citizens, too, who contribute a great deal to the community. They keep their sex life where it belongs, in privacy. There are others who flaunt it. Hell, that’s okay by me too. It’s been with us a long time and society might as well accept it and get used to it, make it okay between consenting adults and stop all this nonsensical and immature torture of a way of life that’s been with us one hell of a long time and will be with us until the last gasp.” I took another puff. “Whew! What started me on that?”


  Griffin shrugged. “Dunno. Unless it’s that you suspect the Department’s off on a witch hunt. Well, we’re not at all. Here’s what it’s all about, Buzz …”


  And he told me. Thoroughly, he told me.


  “We’ve discovered, Buzz, that some particular individuals have been shanghaied to Cuba. These persons have several things in common. Item one: they’re all from the Hollywood area; item two: each was a homosexual; three: the families or close friends of each had a good deal of money.”


  He got up from his chair and pulled a bottle of Scotch from his overnight bag. “Drink?” he asked, holding the bottle up.


  “Please.”


  He was silent until we were both sitting with Scotched glasses.


  “Got the picture so far?” he asked.


  I nodded. “Do I smell blackmail?”


  “With a stench so vast it’s reached Washington and we’ve got to do something about it fast. These homosexuals, after they’re shipped to Cuba, are gotten drunk after being deprived of male companionship of the kind they require. Then they are brought together with fully trained and skilled faggots. You can imagine, good friend, the scenes that take place between them.”


  “My mind boggles. Also sickens.”


  “Exactly. Even though the Americans want to resist the blandishments of these young male courtesans, they find it impossible to do so. Sooner or later, they succumb. And this is the result.”


  He set down his glass and lifted the lid of a case that I had noticed on the table. The interior contained an 8-millimeter motion-picture projector, already threaded with a reel of film. Griffin drew the blinds, plunging the room into darkness.


  “Take a deep draught of that booze, Buzz,” he said. “You’re going to need it.”


  He switched on the projector. The rectangle of light hit the white wall. I leaned forward, gasping at the identity of the man on the film. In the first place, he was jaybird naked, and sprawled listlessly on a huge bed. His body was magnificent; it was one I had seen many times on the screen, the athletic body of a swashbuckling hero of tremendous spectaculars, epics that had packed movie houses throughout the world.


  But it was the face that gripped me. You’d know his name in an instant. He had been, for five years, one of the ten male box-office draws of motion pictures, renowned for his romantic valor, for his manhood, for his acting and his athletic abilities, the greatest to come along since Douglas Fairbanks Sr. and Errol Flynn.


  A year ago, the story went, he had retired to his villa in Switzerland. He was studying, according to the stories, various scripts before deciding on which picture to do next. And he had been unheard of since.


  No big mystery, just an ordinary story.


  And now, looking at that face and figure, I knew the story had been a fake. It was confirmed by Griffin.


  “This is one of the films. We got our hands on it when it was sent to his studio, Buzz. What you are about to see was filmed in Cuba where he’s been a prisoner for almost a year. Watch …”


  How could I help it? The scene was like something out of ancient Rome at its most depraved. A boy appeared, slim, handsome as blazes, and also nude. He approached the star on his hands and knees, writhing like a snake.


  The star saw him and tried to turn away.


  “He was still fighting the boy concubine at this point,” Griffin said. He was like a film narrator, filling in the pieces. “He’s a loyal American, Buzz, even though he’s queer, and he tried like hell to hold out. It took the Reds seven months to even get him to this point. They deprived him of sex, kept feeding booze to him, and showed him endless scenes of activities between other men to stimulate him. Then this happened. …”


  The boy’s hands were moving over the star’s body like two sensitive butterflies. The actor tried to rise and get away but two burly men, also naked, appeared and shoved him back, holding him down while the boy resumed his ministrations.


  It didn’t take long. In spite of himself, the star was aroused. When the boy saw this he still did not hurry to consummate the deal. Instead, he kept on working, now bringing his mouth down to replace his hands, traveling the same route with his lips.


  The big strongmen grinned down at the scene of depravity, their black, glistening eyes dancing back and forth over the action going on right beneath them.


  Now the star was arching his body eagerly, anxious to bring matters to some kind of climax. It was then that the boy signaled the men. They nodded and flipped the 5tar over on his stomach. The boy, crouching on his knees on the bed, moved to him.


  But this was not what the star wanted. He fought and squirmed, his mouth moving in words I could not hear. He was begging, entreating anxiously, desperately.


  I closed my eyes at this point, unable to watch what was happening to the victim. But I knew the results, and when I opened my eyes again, it was just as I thought.


  It was the star who was now the aggressor. All discretion was lost as far as he was concerned. He had fallen complete victim to his inner nature and had taken command of the boy. The star was the man and the boy was the woman, their bodies rising and falling together in the spasms of homosexuality.


  This scene was no longer one of an innocent man being seduced by a homosexual. The star assaulted the boy with tremendous lust, a lust suppressed for many months, a lust nourished by exhibitionism, by drink, by an atmosphere of depravity.


  When the action on the bed was joined by the two nude guards descending upon the star to become part of the writhing on the bed, I snapped, “That’s enough, Mr. Griffin! Cut, for God’s sake!”


  The film stopped, the light went black, and Griffin opened the blinds. I was exhausted as well as sick to my stomach. I took a deep gulp of my drink and had to fight to hold it down.


  Hell, it wasn’t the homosexuality that sickened me. In my activities around Hollywood I had been witness to several scenes even more erotic. What got to me was that a man I had respected as an actor was being used like this, forced to suffer an indignity that turned him from the assaulted to the assaulter. And these scenes were being used to blackmail the studio to finance the cause of Cuban Communism.


  “I’m sold,” I said, my voice a growl. “Spell it out for me, Griffin. Everything I have to do, how I make my contacts, everything.”


  Griffin nodded soberly. “No fun, is it? The ramifications are endless and horrifying. Glad you’re agreeable, Buzz.”


  “Boy, I thought I’d heard of everything, but this is terrible. Is he still in Cuba?”


  “The irony of it is that it was he who brought the print of the film back to Hollywood and to his studio. He was in a state of shock when he did that, of course. Well, his bosses paid three quarters of a million dollars to get back the original print plus every other print they had. In short, friend, a major movie studio helped finance a Communist government. And it’s still going on via other victims.”


  “I’m sold! I’m sold!”


  I was pacing back and forth in the room now, my fists clenched at my sides. In my experience working as an undercover man and in counter-intelligence, I’d run into many propositions which made me pretty damned mad. The ingeniousness of the opposition is formidable and its tactics are ruthless. I can respect that if the battle between the free world and the Red is fought on the level of war, even if it is war with ideas as well as with violence. And I can take sneaky undercover stuff; heaven knows we indulge in enough of it ourselves. But when people are involved who are truly innocent (yes, damn it, even if he is a pariah, a pansy), and are used by being bled to death just to serve the purpose of the Red overlords, then my flesh really crawls with horror and rage.


  “How will we set it up, Griffin?” I asked. “Give me everything.”


  “Sure.”


  Griffin filled his glass again. I noticed that even he was acting strangely. It wasn’t like him to get loaded while on an assignment; he left that for the crawlers like myself who had to get bombed as part of their job. But the case was getting to him too.


  “In the first place, you will be drummed out of the service on the grounds of moral turpitude, Buzz. It will be official all the way. A secret trial will take place where evidence will be introduced that you’ve been having an affair with a certain Washington man, a rich man, by the way.”


  “Well, if I’ve got to swing that way it might as well be with the best, right? Anyone I know?”


  “That’s covered too. Remember Pete Blake?”


  “Blake? Pete Blake? Why, sure. He and I took Service training together but he went into the State Department. A very rich guy, as I remember. Came from an oil family.”


  “That’s the pigeon. He’s being kicked out of the State Department on the same charges at the same time. We’re not giving out his name, though. He’s your boyfriend, Buzz. And he’s also your contact. When you have something you will call him or write him and deliver love messages to him, things like knowing you and he will get together again one day even though you know it’s impossible to do for quite a long time. Meanwhile, you’re both brokenhearted because you can’t see each other.”


  “I get the picture. Rough on both of us, eh? And I carry a lavender torch around town?”


  “Exactly. Meanwhile, the word will be spread through various planted informers that you’ve been kicked out of the Service because you’re a fag. Blake, being a loyal lover, will send you money on which you will live. You will rent a pad in the Hollywood Hills appropriate to one of your sexual standing. You’ll live in the style befitting the lover of an important man, but a lover who’s being paid as compensation for an affair that’s fallen into disgrace.”


  “Whew! You guys have really worked this out, haven’t you?”


  “We had to, Buzz. That’s our job, although this is a particularly distasteful one. Pardon me, I need another drink.”


  Fiercely proud Lawrence Griffin, American all the way, a dedicated career man in every sense of the word, ready to die for his country, prepared to take on every duty … but getting sicker and sicker at what we were now called upon to do. I think I saw him age five years during that interview at the Roosevelt. As for me, I must have lost a few pounds through strain, and suddenly the world didn’t seem like such a happy place any more.


  Me, I am by nature a light-hearted and light-headed character. I love life and I enjoy living it. But I was learning fast that life has its seamy side.


  Griffin handed me a slip of paper. “Here’s Pete Blake’s unlisted phone number in Washington. And the code by which you will convey messages to him while you coo sweet love songs in his ear. Memorize it before you leave here and burn it up.”


  I looked at the words and numbers. It took a minute and the job was done. I struck a lighter and burned the paper to a crisp.


  “Anything else?” I asked.


  “You will receive a telegram calling you back to Washington. You will stand trial there and the machinery begins.”


  “What happens to my cover here?”


  Griffin rubbed the side of his cheek with his forefinger. “Let’s see. You’re a space-and-time rep with Mordecai & Hastings, right? After your trial you resign that job in a sulk. That will be part of your new character too, Buzz. Your attitude of sorrow is not because you’ve been exposed as a queer and bounced from the Service; the reason you’re in a funk is because you can’t see your boyfriend. As we see this, you’re a damned good-looking guy and as soon as the gay set knows you’re one of them and carrying the torch, the swishes will take to you, trying to get you into bed with them out of sympathy.”


  I didn’t wait for him to refill my glass, I did it myself this time. To the brim.


  “But you play the lovelorn, Buzz,” he went on. “Nothing intrigues the boys like the unattainable. The point is that you’ve got to
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