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And for all this, nature is never spent; 
There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;

			And though the last lights off the black West went 
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs—

			Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 
World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 

			G. M. HOPKINS 

			

			

			

		


		
			Introduction
God and Sex

			“God and sex,” Robin remarked. “Is there anything else worth talking about?” 

			“Well,” I replied, “people sure talk about sex all the time, but I don’t know about God—at least not in the same breath. I’m a religion scholar. I talk about God a lot. And I talk about sex. But certainly the last thing in the world I expected was to become an expert on prostitution.” 

			I was chatting away an autumn afternoon in San Francisco with Leslie, one of my housemates, and Robin, her friend from school days. I had been describing the research I was doing on one of the most disturbing dimensions of modern sexuality. During the past year I’d worked in a federally funded study of juvenile prostitution and “sexploitation.” In order to understand life in this sexual underworld, I’d lived for a while in San Francisco’s Tenderloin District and in New York’s Times Square. 

			“I think you’re right that spirituality and sexuality are the two major concerns of human life,” I continued. “I’m not sure how they’re reconciled, though I think they need to be. The prostitution project raised some very difficult questions for me.” 

			An interest in God has traditionally been presumed to require transcending the world of money, power, and sex. In that spirit, as a young man I had “fled the world” in the age-old tradition of Christian monasticism and entered Roman Catholic religious life in order to pursue my interest in God. But the more I was exposed to religious thought, the more I found that the traditional religious assumptions were being undercut by contemporary events. One of those assumptions was that sex could be transcended. Psychology was showing that sexual concerns pervade all of life and that good mental health requires dealing consciously with sexual feelings. Sex was being looked at in a new way. 

			Indeed, during the seven years I was involved with monasticism and for about the same number of years afterward, while I was studying comparative religion and Jungian psychology, there was a “sexual revolution” in America. This revolution had been a long time in the making. It came about partly because of the insights of Sigmund Freud and others and the subsequent spread of psychological sophistication in modern society, and partly because of the development of effective and available contraceptives. 

			It stemmed from demographic changes, resulting especially from the “baby boom” and rapid urbanization. It was incubated by the peace and prosperity of the 1950s, hastened by the rebellion against convention and conformity of the ’60s, and colored by the cynicism and economic downturn of the ’70s. It was fomented, as journalist Gay Talese observed in his 1981 book The Neighbor’s Wife, both by a few visible proponents, like Hugh Hefner, who had access to media and high technology and by activists in grassroots movements for sexual equality and liberation. 

			At root what wrought this revolution was simply the advance of knowledge. Information about genetics, endocrinology, epidemiology and psychology has cut through superstitious notions about sex from which traditional attitudes had been derived. Facts are now known. Old issues have been resolved. New issues have arisen. 

			The advance of knowledge has played havoc with religion in many arenas, but perhaps in none so much as those involving sexual behavior. In the context of contemporary socio-sexual realities, there seems little place for God. For many, religion no longer provides the sense of meaning it once did. Next to the new morality of sexually active moderns, traditional moral views and values seem life-denying and benighted. The beliefs of most religions seem doctrinaire, scientifically untenable, psychologically naive, and obsolete. 

			During my years of religious study I struggled to understand the nature of religion in the light of modern realities. In my first book, The Myth of the Great Secret: A Search for Spiritual Meaning in the Face of Emptiness, I described my discovery that in the pluralistic world brought about by international travel and communication the notion of a single religious “Truth” makes no sense. There are too many different religious truths. The function of religion today should not be to promulgate correct doctrine, but to provide patterns by which people can give meaning to their lives. God is found and worshiped, I believe, in the perception of meaning in our everyday experience. God is inside us, in our minds. God is the symbol of our own interior life, the part of us no one else experiences. God is the self we really want to be—and really are. God is the symbol of the function of consciousness to “create” the world of experience, to assemble and organize sense data and previous experience into our world. We “invent” meaning in our lives by associating our personal experiences with the deeply rooted symbols that have been the significant content of religion and myth through the ages. 

			Thus to find God, and so to make my own life worthwhile, I looked at how I interpreted coincidences and imposed subjective meaning on events. Using the symbols and archetypes of myth and religion I had learned so much about in religious life, I wove a pattern of meaning into my experience. I saw life as a complex Rorschach test. I was amazed to find how clearly messages presented themselves and how easily I could follow the clues. 

			In the fall of 1977 the clues led me to work with Toby Marotta, a Harvard-trained social scientist interested in liberationist politics and socio-sexual change. After producing three books together, in 1979 we began working on a study of juvenile prostitution with Urban and Rural Systems Associates, a private consulting firm based in San Francisco. The study exposed me to sexuality in ways I’d never imagined, and my religious beliefs challenged me to make sense of that experience. 

			In the course of the study, I saw squalor and suffering. I saw wasted lives. I saw sex at its most blatant and commercial. I saw an underworld that most people never see. And I also saw that none of these things were what most people think they are. 

			Popular conceptions of prostitution and pornography are simply inaccurate. And the suffering in the sexual underworld is, at least partly, the result of these misconceptions. I saw that God is active in the sexual underworld, albeit in perplexing ways. In fact, at least among some residents of the Tenderloin, God is just as much a concern as it is for me. 

			Robin was fascinated with my observations. Not unlike many of our generation, she thought that sex was good for people. She enjoyed falling in love and acknowledged frankly that the idea of settling down with a single partner for the rest of her life and having children didn’t appeal to her. And she was just as interested in the issues of religion and morality. She practiced daily meditation, read the writings of mystics and spiritual teachers of different religious traditions, and attended several churches and ashrams. 

			Now twenty-eight, she’d grown up during the 1960s. Her experience of sex, love, and relationship had been shaped less by conventional attitudes than by the counterculture, hippie consciousness, and the sexual revolution. Early in her life she’d seen that sex could be fun, liberating, and, once she’d learned to overcome possessiveness and dependency, a source of emotional richness and growth for herself and her partners. Her own experiences had led her to question the taboos of traditional religion. 

			Indeed, she’d come to believe that the mainstream Churches were more concerned with maintaining middle-class arrangements and values than with inspiring the spiritual vision she was seeking. The Oriental and esoteric religions appealed to her because they promoted practices that induced such vision. 

			Robin was a good person. She was remarkably kind, delightfully vivacious, loving, generous, and responsible. If “sexual promiscuity” made people vicious, selfish, debauched, and irreligious, one would never know it from looking at her. Indeed, she believed her sexual experience had made her more virtuous and religious. She also believed that her religiousness, by creating a context of meaning, had in turn enhanced her experience of sex and protected her from becoming neurotic, self-centered, debauched, or degraded. Sex and God—to Robin the two didn’t seem antagonistic at all, and should not be made to seem so. 

			Her perspective was not unfamiliar to me. When I had left religious life in 1970, feeling that the Church wasn’t dealing with modern reality, I’d turned to the counterculture and the Peace and Youth Movements. There I’d found a moral sensibility that urged peace and love and championed a vision of men and women living in harmony with themselves and the world. Far more than the mainstream religions, the countercultural vision seemed to offer an ethics for modern life. 

			For most people, however, and even in what Robin and I would consider our own generation, sex and God have been thought to be antagonistic. God, through the religions, has seemed more concerned with repressing sexual instincts than with encouraging positive and ethical attitudes toward life. The religions have seemed more obsessed with governing sexual relationships than with instructing followers in practices to expand consciousness beyond ego, or with encouraging virtue in dealing with major social issues like affluence, energy consumption, ecological pollution, consumer fraud, tax evasion, oppression of minorities, or war. 

			The Churches’ failure to be realistic in the face of the vast socio-sexual and cultural changes that mark modern life has deterred many from discovering spirituality. This failure has also left few moral guidelines for those who have rejected obsolete religious rules. Some, like Robin, have been successful in constructing value systems that help them lead happy and fulfilled lives. But many others have not been successful. They have become lonely and jaded. They have come to manifest the worst qualities of what has been called the culture of narcissism. They have become self-centered, materialistic in the extreme, and cynical about love. In their effort to vindicate their enjoyment of sexual pleasure, they have stripped their reality of everything but pleasure, leaving it flat and meaningless. 

			It has been said—I believed this myself for a time—that the modern age has lost its moral fiber, that vice and sin are winning over the masses because people can’t resist temptation. But that “temptation” is simply to live according to modern, scientifically-based standards. And the fact is that these standards are inevitably going to supplant traditional religious ones, if only because, as religion scholar Jacob Needleman observes in A Sense of the Cosmos, science creates a “wall of certainty” that naive faith simply cannot knock down. Nor should it try to. The biggest challenge facing the spiritually-minded today is to discover the meaning of God in the terms of the modern world. Like many Jungian and Transpersonal psychologists and scholars of mythology, I believe that this can be accomplished by using the age-old patterns in the religious and mythical traditions to interpret contemporary experience. 

			In The Hero with a Thousand Faces, Joseph Campbell, one of the foremost scholars of mythology, describes the central theme of all myth as “the hero’s journey.” The mythical hero is led out of the secure world of everyday reality to venture into an underworld where he (or she—or they to use the modern non-gendered, inclusive plural for singular) must battle with demons in order finally to see God and to discover their own deepest identity. The hero can then return to the world bearing boons, for they have learned the secret of transformation. They knows who they really are. The hero portrayed in myth and legend is the symbol of the self in each of us. We are all called to seek our deepest identity. 

			This book is the story of how I pursued such a journey, leaving my secure world and entering an underworld, in order to seek the truth of my own life and a truth for modern times. It is an account of how I wrestled with questions that must be of as much concern to advocates of a new morality as they are to proponents of traditional moralities. 

			This book is a report on the juvenile prostitution study—not, of course, the report the government paid for, but the one my heart compelled me to write in order to understand my world in terms of mythic symbols. Hence the book is both the tapestry of meaning I have woven out of my experience and the boon I brought back with me. I hope that the insights into the nature of spirit, consciousness, and virtue I have gained will be useful to other seekers who are struggling to find guidelines for behavior in the midst of the dazzling world of modern sexuality. 

			In a sense, then, this book is a companion to Toby Marotta’s Adolescent Male Prostitution, Pornography, and Other Forms of Sexual Exploitation. His book is an elaboration of the ethnographic and sociological work on male prostitution and sexual social change he undertook for Urban and Rural Systems Associates. Mine is a description of the philosophical insights we shared. To the government, through URSA, we submitted findings and recommendations. To the readers of these books we submit the “truths” behind those findings and recommendations. 

			Some readers may be put off by my tendency to be soft on “sinners” and hard on religion. It is likely that more religious people than sinners are going to pick up a book with the word “God” on the cover. While “sexual underworld” may attract a few others, my guess is that for most who read this book the spiritual life is already an interest. It is you whom I want to shock into seeing the world in a different way. 

			For millennia, religious people have been condemning sinners.  These condemnations have had little effect on the amount of sin in the world. They have, however, excluded many from hearing the “good news” of spiritual reality and diminished the degree to which others have enjoyed life. In the name of such condemnations governments have, in the past, executed sinners, and more recently, established penal and social service systems to rehabilitate them. Yet one of the things I saw most clearly in my research of programs for juvenile prostitutes is that such interventions tend as often to perpetuate the problems as to solve them. 

			Jesus Christ changed the world, not nearly as much through the institution that followed him as through the message he taught. After all, it is not institutions that shape history but attitudes; not changes in regimes and systems but changes in consciousness. We who think of ourselves as spiritual can really only change the world by changing ourselves. And almost all the spiritual teachers have said that the proper direction of that change is toward understanding and forgiving. 

			Jesus condemned very few people. He never condemned the sinners. But he did condemn the leaders of the institutional Church of his day. 

			[image: leaf.jpg]

			I am re-releasing this book in 2021, some forty years after the events it recounts. In those forty years, there has been an enormous amount of change in the world, but, in a way, the spiritual insights I learned back then are still fresh and still needed. Of course, one of the biggest changes has been the development of the personal computer, the Internet, and smartphone/hand-held devices. Since the late ’90s, I have had a webpage to advertise my novels and books and to champion the insights into the nature of religion and God which I call “Gay Spirituality”—and have a book by that very name, subtitled “Gay Identity and the Transformation of Human Consciousness.” 

			My partner, now husband, of thirty-six years and I ran the gay and lesbian community bookstore in Austin, Texas, after I completed the fourteen years I’d pledged to work in social services—though that job behind the counter at Liberty Books probably entailed even more social service than being a therapist had. And after we sold the bookstore, we operated a country B&B, advertising to gay and lesbian clientele. While we were living in the Foothills of the Rockies, I took over editing and publishing a ’zine of gay men’s spirituality called White Crane Journal, using that homemade medium to feature accounts of gay men’s spiritual experiences and adventures. 

			Because the renowned mythologist and philosopher of religion, Joseph Campbell, had been so instrumental in my own spiritual growth and recovery from my childhood religion—and because I had the good fortune to befriend him personally and be part of the crew that worked his appearances in the Bay Area through most of the ’70s, I came to fancy myself—only partly tongue-in-cheek—as “Joseph Campbell’s apostle to the gay community.”

			Though the original In Search of God in the Sexual Underworld was long out-of-print, I’d offered a page scan of the book for free download from my website, tobyjohnson.com. Over the years, it seemed like enough people had found it and downloaded it from that very obscure corner in the collective computer mind of the Internet, I should make it more readily available, if only for future gay historians. 

			After handing the ’zine over to a new editor in 2004, I joined up with the publisher of a small gay press that had taken on the job of republishing gay-genre books which had gone out-of-print when their publishers went out of business. I still had the page layout software from doing the Journal that I could apply to laying out books. I became the Publication Manager for Lethe Press and the editor of an imprint for LGBTQ books on religion and spirituality. I’d brought my own books back into print and many more for other authors hoping to contribute, from our particular perspective, to the evolution of human consciousness.

			I was chided by a gay reviewer when this book first came out that I had not really “come out” in its pages. I’d talked about my spiritual life and my personal life, but not much about my sexual life. I chided myself for making the error of an inexperienced writer thinking that since I’d come out in my first book, though very discreetly but obviously, that I didn’t need to again in my second book because everybody would have read the first one. Hubris or naiveté?

			So now twenty years into the 21st Century, I’m expanding my account of those adventures and discoveries and terrors of the late ’70s to include more of what was really going on, and make more explicit what I have learned about the interior life and mystical traits that, for many, though certainly not all, go along with being sexually deviant—and seeing over the wall and seeing how to change things.
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			Transformation is a power of gay people. In the most mundane way, “coming out” itself is an experience of transformation. The meaning and significance and feeling tone of homosexuality changes dramatically in this experience which people necessarily go through to be gay or lesbian. You have to realize that almost everything everybody says about sex, gender and love is wrong—at least for you. You have to look within to find your own truth instead of listening to parents and authorities. You have to transform your world.

			In general, women are associated with powers of creation and caring, cooperativeness and perceptiveness; the modern Women’s Movement has developed spiritualities and mythologies to explain the special traits of women’s consciousness. Lesbians share these powers, often strengthened by the blending of male competence and daring. Traits associated with lesbians make them psychologists, social workers, teachers—caring helpers.

			The traits that are associated with homosexuality—in particular, with gay men—are those of transformation. Rearranging the furniture, remodeling a house, making up a floral arrangement, doing another person’s hair, or soothing a patient’s pain, teaching a child, writing a book, composing a symphony—all are forms of transformation. And these require “talent.” Talents are what are spoken about in the myths as “powers.” And the people in the myths with powers, queer people—fairies, witch-crones, warlocks, blind seers, berdache two-spirits—are frequently gender variant.

			Much of this book was written before “queer” became the accepted umbrella term for sexual and gender deviations of all sorts, i.e., LGBTQIA+, and it was written from a gay man’s perspective. I use “gay” a lot; I hope the reader will bear with me for being of my generation. 

			Before AIDS spoiled sexual joys and demanded retrenchment and before “gay” was given a middle-schooler connotation of not-hip, uncool/unkewl, embarrassing, gross, “gay” was the word we called ourselves—all our selves in all our variety: gay men, lesbians, bisexuals, crossdressers, queens, femmes, butches, dykes, and faggots, etc.—to celebrate the joys and rewards of living outside the norm and sharing sexually-liberated countercultural community. “Queer” emphasizes the deviance, carries a hint of in-your-face anger, and blurs the varieties in order to open up the community and allow the umbrella to cover everybody, so nobody has to be labeled or defined. The shifting in terms seems to be an inevitable result of generational change. Each generation of youth finds themselves different from their elders. The terms needn’t be exclusive or conflicting. We’re all in this together.

			“Shadow-shooters, Earth-rim-roamers, Walkers-of-the-world’s-weird-wall”—that’s what we, sexual deviants, are. Our obligation to ourselves is to make these into virtues that are good for us and for everybody we come into contact with in our lives, traits that accord insight, understanding, and compassion. The obligation of the spiritual life, the interior life, the “hero’s journey” of our lifetimes, is transformation: to make holy what was thought to be shameful, to transform guilt and alienation into participation and contribution—that is, in the image of myth and fairytale, to spin straw into gold. It is not for nothing that we are called fairies.

			

			

		


		
			Part I 
With Ah! Bright Wings

			

			Angel of God, my guardian dear, 

			to whom God’s love entrusts me here, 

			ever this day, be at my side to lead and guard, 

			to rule and guide. Amen. 

			THE BALTIMORE CATECHISM 

			

			

		


		
			One 
Following the Path of Adventure 

			The hero’s journey begins with “the call to adventure.” A mysterious event causes the prospective hero to break with the life he has been leading and to search after some treasure or some secret knowledge, useful for himself or for his family or tribe. In the search, he encounters obstacles and endures trials by which he proves himself worthy. Sometimes he meets a mate. He is often guided by omens or by a messenger. The messenger points out the way and teaches him how to overcome the obstacles and find what he is seeking. 

			The Biblical Tobias, for instance, was sent by his blind father on a journey into a strange land to seek repayment of a debt which would help the old man in his tribulation. Tobias was guided by an angel who came to him in the guise of a beautiful young man. On the first night of their journey, Tobias was attacked by a monstrous fish when he went to the river to wash. The angel taught him that the entrails of the monster possessed magical powers. The liver protected Tobias from a devil that had slain seven husbands of the woman to whom he was betrothed. And when he returned from his journey, as the angel instructed him, the gall restored his father’s sight. 

			Not unlike Tobias, the diminutive of whose name I’ve gone by all my life, I was guided by an “angel” on my journey into the sexual underworld. Like Tobias, I was taught by my angel how, with the magic of the monsters that lurk in that world, vision can be transformed. 
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			The day my angel first appeared I was doing intake at the community mental health clinic where I worked in San Francisco’s central city Tenderloin District. The clinic was in a storefront in the old Downtown YMCA building which had been partly converted into a halfway house and mental health services. It was my job that afternoon to see whoever came into the clinic to determine how we could help them. I’d dealt with several cases. One of them had been difficult; I was tired and annoyed with the whole mental health system. I’d thought I was through for the day. I was disappointed to find another chart stuck in the intake rack. 

			I looked around the waiting room. Sitting on the far side was a rather shabbily-dressed old woman I recognized as a clinic regular. One of the large population of “burnt-out” schizophrenics who’ve ended up in the Tenderloin, she was one of many whom the clinic supplied with occasional “TLC” and regular maintenance doses of anti-psychotic medication. Sitting near the door was a good-looking man making notes on a clipboard resting in his lap as he paged through a sheaf of papers. 

			He looked in his early thirties—about my own age, I guessed. He was dressed in blue jeans and blue chambray work shirt, not very different from my own choice of clothes that day. His wire-frame glasses, with a sheathing of tortoiseshell rimming circular lenses, gave him an owlish look. The green canvas book bag on the floor between his feet added to the academic appearance. 

			I pulled what I assumed to be his chart from the rack. Inside the folder, instead of the usual pink intake questionnaire prospective clients were asked to fill out, was a note from the receptionist: “Toby, Would you please talk to this man? His name is Toby Marotta.”

			Apparently he wasn’t a client. I looked at his first name a second time to be sure I’d read it correctly. 

			“Mr. Marotta,” I called. 

			He looked up, smiled warmly, tucked the papers he’d been studying onto the clipboard, and stood up. Throwing the book bag over his shoulder, he stepped toward me and extended his band. 

			As we shook hands, I introduced myself, initiating an exchange that we would jokingly and affectionately continue for years to come. 

			“Hi, I’m Toby.” 

			“Hi, I’m Toby.” 

			We laughed as I showed him into an interview room.

			“What can I do for you?” 

			Toby explained that he was working for Central City Hospitality House, the neighborhood community center just around the corner from the clinic. He and several co-workers were studying the Tenderloin. They wanted to learn its history, understand its character, and assess its social service needs. Toby was currently interviewing service providers in the various social service agencies located in the neighborhood. He said he was especially interested in The Tenderloin Clinic because it had a reputation for being avant-garde and progressive. 

			In response, I explained how the clinic operated, stressing that we had developed a social and political perspective on what was wrong with our clients and were determined to do more for them than simply maintain them on drugs. The clinic had also developed a special outreach to the large population of homosexual men and women in the neighborhood and the city, I explained. 

			Toby was especially interested in this and pressed me further. Though it appeared to be only a sleazy heterosexual “red light district,” the Tenderloin was the home of a good many homosexuals. Some of these people had emotional problems and needed help, I added. Some had previously gone to psychiatrists who, for reasons known only to the doctors, were more interested in “treating” their sexuality than in helping them with their problems. 

			Because of such stories of mistreatment, many gay people in San Francisco who could benefit from crisis intervention counseling or from therapy for psychosomatic complaints were reluctant to go to any sort of mental health clinic. 

			To reach these people, the San Francisco Department of Health financed The Tenderloin Clinic as one of the first so-called “gay-supportive” counseling programs in the country. Most of us  professionals on the staff were well-adjusted, out-front gay men or lesbians. All on the staff were committed to providing mental health care that wasn’t simply conventional socialization or an extension of police power over the minds of those who, for whatever reason, found themselves deviant in mainstream American society. 

			I explained my own history with the clinic. I’d been an intern there while in a postgraduate program in counseling psychology and after getting my degree I’d taken the first job that had become available because I’d liked working there. It was certainly very different from the traditional psychiatric hospitals in which I’d been employed—Napa State Hospital and Mount Zion Hospital Psychiatric ER. In fact, my first experience of gay activism had been volunteering in a peer-counseling telephone hotline, called the San Francisco Gay Counseling Service. It had been started by a guy named Cliff Kraus—to whom I became a sort of protégé (with a little bit of unrequited crush on). Cliff believed his own best chance of finding true love was to help all gay men get psychologically healthier so they’d be better lovers and partners.

			Through his personal connections Cliff got openly gay psychiatrist, Arthur Carfagni, MD, who worked in community mental health, interested in our project. A little later the counseling service ceased functioning because of interpersonal and financial problems in the collective household (hippies, idealists, and money, oh my!). By that time, Dr. Carfagni was onboard with the idea and championed the principle of gay-affirmative and gay-identified services for gay clients. When Carfagni became head of Northeast Community Mental Health Services, he incorporated Cliff’s vision into the proposal for services out of the old-Y building which Northeast purchased. The Tenderloin Clinic, I explained to Toby Marotta, had evolved out of our original hotline.

			We’d talked way beyond the thirty or forty minutes usually set aside for an intake. Toby had a clipboard full of notes about the clinic, its history, its two different clienteles (the neighborhood psychiatric patients and the gay men and lesbians), and the problems involved in serving both of them out of the same agency. But I still didn’t know much about his Tenderloin study. I was interested in hearing more of that. And I was curious about his own history, and especially how he’d come by the name Toby. 

			He pointed to his green book bag. He was from Cambridge, a Harvard student, still enrolled in a Ph.D. program there. He’d recently moved to Berkeley with Rusty Kothavala, his lover by that time of some ten years (and for the rest of their lives), a former Harvard geology professor, to complete his dissertation on the politics of homosexuality. He’d been hired by Hospitality House to study life in the Tenderloin. 

			He was particularly interested in the job because he had heard the district was an old gay neighborhood and his long-term plan was to study the origins and evolution of gay life in San Francisco.  He intended to begin by exploring the gay male subculture in the Tenderloin as an anthropologist would explore a foreign tribe. This, he stressed, was an important issue of methodology. 

			Most studies of “deviant” populations were done by detached social scientists who sat in comfortable offices and designed questionnaires to be administered to counselors or clients of social service agencies or people involved in the criminal justice system. That would certainly give a picture of troubled and troublesome elements in the inner city, he argued, but it wouldn’t describe what the people’s lives were really like and how they actually felt about themselves, and it certainly didn’t demonstrate respect for their choice of life-styles. Toby’s ethnographic approach was to be very different. 

			For starters, he’d moved into a hotel in the heart of the lower Tenderloin so that he could gain the trust of the residents and experience life as they did. Such an approach, he believed, was the only way really to understand and to assess unconventional subcultures, and it was also the only way to study those who were part of them without further impairing their self-worth. 

			If I’d known then what my own involvement in ethnography was going to cost me financially and psychologically, I might have shied away from Toby completely, though that would have been a mistake. As it was, I responded positively to his ideas about research methodology and to his liberationist views about respecting individual difference and social diversity. By the time I met Toby, I had been convinced by my exploration of religion and metaphysics that value is a subjective creation of the mind, judgments and opinions only keep us imprisoned: life here and now deserves to be affirmed regardless of what it looks like. 

			So I agreed with his ideas, but realized that their application to Tenderloin types was going to be a real challenge. In truth, like most people, my impulse was to believe that there were certain types of behavior that should not be and certain forms of social interaction that should be eradicated from society. I had seen suffering and wasted human potential in the mental patients I’d worked with over the years. I had walked through the Tenderloin with strong feelings that something had to be done about the neighborhood, that some of its inhabitants should be removed, that their lives and habitats were eyesores, and that their querulousness, alcoholism, drug abuse, and amorality were unconscionable. Indeed, as a religiously-inspired person, I had devoted myself to doing something to alleviate what I perceived as their unmitigated suffering. But I wasn’t about to live among them. 

			Toby’s ideas challenged me to apply my philosophical abstractions to reality. “Oh, I certainly don’t mean that people should live like this,” he hastened to add, “or that nothing should be done to improve their conditions. The point of the study is to make recommendations that might better life in the neighborhood. But I do mean that to find out what life here is really all about and to make realistic suggestions, we must get the truth from the residents’ perspective. And we can do this only if we approach them and their situations with respect and participation.” 

			I admired Toby’s idealism, his obvious intelligence and articulateness, and his curious innocence in being so moral in approaching people and activities that so many in society—especially in the name of religion—considered immoral. 

			When the receptionist peered through the window into the interview room, I noticed the hour. The clinic was closing. It was time for both of us to go home.  

			“But I never got to ask about your name,” I complained. 

			“Then we’ll have to get together again soon,” he rejoined. 

			I invited him to sit in on the rap group David Greenberg and I ran for neighborhood residents. He accepted. He said he’d like to see more of the clinic. 

			Another man named Toby! A curious coincidence, I thought as I showed him out the door and got ready to go home. We’d obviously liked each other and one another’s ideas. Would the coincidence of name be a sign of some deeper connection? 
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			The next week Toby attended the meeting of the drop-in group. Afterward we went to one of the seedier bars in the Tenderloin for a beer and some immersion in the life of the neighborhood. Toby was doing ethnographic research. I was pursuing my fascination with this man who called himself by my name and who, I was discovering, espoused many of the same beliefs and values I did. 

			There were many similarities in our lives, I soon learned. We’d both been given Toby as a childhood nickname. Except in passing, neither of us had known other Tobys. We both had parents who by dint of hard work, good fortune, and concern for their families had managed to provide their children with opportunities for education and social advancement they themselves had lacked. Our fathers had both died during our freshman years of high school, leaving us to grow into adulthood perhaps a little sooner than we otherwise would have. We had both been leaders in our classes, teachers’ pets, whiz kids of one sort or another. 

			Born in Boston, Toby had found it natural to look to Harvard as a choice for college. Growing up in San Antonio in the Texas heartland I really had not known where Harvard was. I’d thought Cambridge was in England. But I’d been fascinated with science as a boy and aspired to a career as an astrophysicist. I told everyone I was going to go to M.I.T. I had, in fact, initiated the process that would have brought me to Cambridge, Massachusetts, and perhaps to a meeting with Toby Marotta in 1963 instead of 1977, but I dropped the application upon deciding to enter religious life after high school. 

			Toby had gone on to graduate school at Harvard, developed expertise in the study of social science and social policy, and with that zeal to integrate the personal, political, and professional and to change the world that was so characteristic of our ’60s generation—turned his attention to the study of gay life. 

			I’d “fled the world” but had felt that same zeal. For me, being spiritually conscious was the way to integrate my life and to improve the world.  Now, fifteen years later, we were carrying similar values and commitments into practice by trying to understand and to change the way society, often unwittingly and unwillingly though no less viciously, imposed suffering on so many of those who did not conform to traditional standards and conventional expectations. 

			Our lives complemented one another. We were born in the same year, 1945, almost exactly six months apart. Toby had been born at the end of January under the sign of Aquarius; I’d been born at the beginning of August under the sign of Leo. Neither of us took astrology literally, but we were conscious enough of symbology and mythology to appreciate the significance we could impute to that coincidence: Our horoscopes were in some respects mirror images of one another. 

			Our generation had championed the notion of “revolution through consciousness change.” We believed that we could live good lives by “actualizing ourselves,” heeding our own hearts, and exploring and experiencing whatever we wanted so long as that didn’t hurt anyone else and promised to “raise consciousness.” 

			The generation was deeply affected by the hopeless and meaningless war in Southeast Asia. We came to believe that the most effective strategy for bringing peace and transforming society was changing the way people thought about themselves, and everybody else. To do this, we had to withdraw from the “system” and develop new ways of thinking and living that would make our lives examples others would want to follow. The result, we argued, would be a snowballing of individual changes of consciousness that would renew American society. 

			At the time Toby and I met, I still thought of myself as a radical, but I’d come to see that for the revolution we envisioned, it was not necessary that capitalism be overthrown, the military-industrial complex dismantled, or the laws against marijuana repealed. I’d realized that the truly radical act was to live as virtuously as possible, to tell the truth always, and to strive to be compassionate and understanding. That was the vision of a good society that had led our generation to declare itself a counterculture in the first place, a term popularized  in 1969 by philosophy professor, social critic, and idealist Theodore Roszak in his book The Making of a Counter Culture, which appeared in the wake of 1967’s “Summer of Love.”
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			But by 1977, the summer of love had been over for a decade. The term counterculture was generally ridiculed. The Age of Aquarius appeared to have been aborted. The revolution seemed to have come and gone without producing the expected results. Like so many who’d been idealistic and enthusiastic in the ’60s, I felt disillusioned and defeated. 

			That season the rock group Kansas had a popular song called “Dust in the Wind.” It reminded me of our expectations. It reminded me that I was mortal and that all I accomplished was going to die with me. On the one hand, it was consoling to realize that nothing ultimately mattered. But it grieved me as well. I wanted my life to be worthwhile, so that the world would be better because I’d been here. I still believed it was possible to change the world by example, but I wasn’t sure I was doing it anymore. I didn’t know if working in mental health really did good. Especially in the Psych E.R. at Mount Zion, I sometimes seemed to be nothing more than a modern-day Inquisitor. I didn’t know if the values I believed in had produced an attractive and imitable personality or if they had resulted only in self-obsession. And by this time, the counterculture was being derided as a culture of narcissism. 

			To me the countercultural values of love for one another, freedom to be oneself, support of individual and social difference, and avoidance of phoniness and conformity to norms antithetical to self-actualization had been modern-day manifestations of the Christian virtues of love, truthfulness, respect for others, and rejection of legalism and hypocrisy. I saw that the counterculture had called people to be open and kind, caring for others and comfortable with themselves, properly indignant at the sight of injustice, but not pushy or demanding and, most of all, vital, interesting, and interested—attentive to others’ lives because only there could be found the substance of truth. 

			In explaining his ideas about self-actualizing—countercultural—values, Toby Marotta explained that there have been a series of such “countercultures” down through history, some of them recognized by everybody as significant moments in human development: Socrates and The Academy (“Know Thyself”), the semi-mythical Camelot, The Court of Love in Provence and Catharism in Languedoc, the Florentine Renaissance, the 18th Century French Court. Toby said the wealthy and nobility had always had opportunity to seek self-actualization and fulfillment of personal goals; they could pursue hobbies, create art and music, travel, experiment with drugs and potions, live as they wished—including having sexual freedoms and amorous opportunities. Now, he argued, the advance of democracy and egalitarianism, should accord these same freedoms for everybody—“the pursuit of happiness.” That is what the Summer of Love was really about.  

			“Follow your bliss,” said Joseph Campbell, and meant “bliss,” not as simple consumerist affluence, instant gratification or keeping-up-with-the-Joneses, but as meaningfulness, intensity of experience, and participation in the fullness of life, “and doors will open where you never even knew there were going to be doors.” Toby Marotta was certainly opening a new door for me.

			In Toby I saw manifested these countercultural values. Of course, sometimes Toby seemed oblivious to things I thought important, overbearing, self-obsessed, cocky, and superior. He struck me as being too easily impressed by the opinions of the Eastern Establishment and slightly scornful of those who did not share his taste in opinion-makers. At times he even seemed petty and possessive. But these traits could hardly be called vices; they were simply personality characteristics. Overriding them I found a zest for life, a marvelous assumption of other people’s good intentions, and a faith that even in the face of adversity things were going to work out. These were the virtues by which I, too, strove to live. That I was to some extent projecting my own values onto Toby, perhaps because I was infatuated with him and his Bostonian mystique, does not lessen the positive influence he had on me. By coming to know him, I came also to know myself better. All that sorrow about being mere dust in the wind faded. My work got better, and I think my clients did, too. 

			Toby was a kind of mirror for me, a manifestation by the universe of myself in the form of another—another with almost my own past and with my own name. In him I could see how my beliefs and values affected a life. I liked the example I saw. Toby became a confirmation of my efforts to live as I believed all should. As the weeks passed and we came to know one another better, often over mugs of beer after the drop-in group, I began to imagine Toby Marotta as a messenger from God, come to reassure me and lead me on my journey. Indeed, I mythologized him as an incarnation of my Guardian Angel. 

			In the Servite Order, which I’d joined toward the end of college, I’d taken Peregrine as a ritual name. It means “wanderer.” It had been the name of a Servite saint. A curious part of his legend, a part I did not learn until sometime after I’d begun to imagine Toby as my Guardian Angel, is that the 13th century Italian Saint Peregrine was said to have been given an angel for a companion. Though I left the Servites after three years, I kept my identity as Peregrine the wanderer, including, apparently, the angel guide. One evening the angel made me a proposition that called me, in Campbell’s terms, to “cross the first threshold.” 
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			Toby completed his dissertation on gay political activity a few months after we met. I’d completed my own dissertation shortly before. Mine, a world away from his, was on the nature of mythology and the problem of finding meaning in the modern, technological world, based in ancient ideas of “emptiness” of the Buddhist philosopher Nagarjuna and “disinterest” of the medieval German preacher Meister Eckhart. 

			Both of us wanted to publish our work. But dissertations by their very nature require extensive revision to make them into readable, marketable books. Faced with that chore, I’d left mine sitting on the back corner of my desk, telling myself I’d get to it one day. Toby was more committed to getting his published right away, but no less appalled by the job. 

			“Writing is such a lonely task,” he observed one evening after dinner at my house. “It would be so much easier if I had some help.” 

			“I’ll help you,” I offered impulsively. 

			“And I could help you with yours.” 

			The idea of doing the work together made it seem possible. There and then we made a pact to help one another revise our dissertations and get them published. We agreed to divide the costs and possible rewards, to help each other explain shared ideals from complimentary perspectives, to keep each other true to those ideals, and maybe to get ourselves famous. 

			Toby was insistent about becoming prominent. At Harvard he’d been trained to value public recognition as evidence of achievement. In the monastery, I’d been taught to value humility and self-abnegation. My goal in life was to be good, to please God, to be a hero. I was in search of a truth more profound than book reviews or limelight. 

			“I’m not talking about limelight,” he responded when I objected to his ideas about recognition. “I agree that humility is a virtue.” He had few illusions about the value of fame over the  long run. But in the short run, he said, it was necessary to touch individual lives if one was to better society. To do that the books had to be reviewed and read. The theory of revolution through consciousness change, he maintained, suggested that the way to change culture was to infiltrate it, to transform the system by succeeding in its terms, then to use that success to establish new values. “You’re not much of a hero,” he said, “if you just sit on your knowledge and enjoy your wisdom and share it with no one.” 

			According to Campbell’s analysis, the last step of the hero’s journey is to bring boons back into the world. Suddenly Toby seemed less like my friend the Harvard graduate talking about fame and fortune and more like the Angel with bright wings pointing out an obligation on my spiritual path. 

			For the next several months we worked, separately and together, to revise Toby’s manuscript into the book that Houghton Mifflin published in the spring of 1981 as The Politics of Homosexuality: How Lesbians and Gay Men Have Made Themselves a Political and Social Force in Modern America. Then through mutual agreement we began to work on Sons of Harvard: Gay Men from the Class of 1967, a book that our agent, John Brockman, thought would make us some money and get some recognition. Toby saw Sons of Harvard, a series of interviews with classmates of his, as a vehicle for popularizing the themes of his scholarship. He wanted to use these lives to illustrate the idea of liberation through consciousness change. We completed Sons of Harvard—with much less smoothness and ease than this capsule chronology suggests—and started on the revision of my dissertation that would be published by William Morrow in greatly changed form as The Myth of the Great Secret. 

			Very different from Toby’s, my book also explained how the countercultural worldviews that became popular during the ’60s had influenced American society. Each of us in our own ways believed the new morality of our generation was the best hope for a more humane future. Both of us felt that the problems of the new morality could be better solved by pursuing the ideals of that morality responsibly than by reverting back to an old morality or by giving up and becoming cynical and materialistic. 

			We recognized that the process of liberation we championed involved new social problems. Changes in sexual morality were altering traditional ideas about relationships. Models of successful relationships in the context of sexual liberation were rare. Teenagers were becoming sexually active much younger. Working in the Tenderloin, for instance, both of us had noticed the teenagers, especially males, engaging in sexual activity that had traditionally been called prostitution. If they were to have any lasting value, we believed, our countercultural outlooks and liberationist politics had to have something sensible to say about such contemporary sexual and social problems as juvenile prostitution. 

			While in Washington, D.C., to interview one of his classmates for Sons of Harvard, Toby learned of an upcoming federal project to study juvenile prostitution. He returned enthusiastic about the possibility of our being hired
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