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Editor’s	Note:		In	1971,	President	Nixon	invaded	Laos	and	ended	the	embargo	
against	China,	the	26th	amendment	to	the	Constitution	lowered	the	voting	age	to	18,	
and	rock	star	Jim	Morrison	of	The	Doors	died	of	cardiac	arrest	in	Paris.		The	level	of	
US	troops	in	Vietnam	stood	at	330,000,	and	American	causalities	were	nearing	
45,000.		The	Stonewall	riots	in	New	York	City	were	just	two	years	old,	and	the	
nascent	lesbian	and	gay	rights	movement	operated	mainly	in	the	shadows	–	and	
mainly	in	New	York	and	California.		“AIDS”	were	assistants	to	someone	in	need	of	
help.		Bill	Nelson’s	love	for	all	things	French,	including	its	language,	lured	him	to	
Paris	as	a	young	man	in	1971,	and	this	daily	journal	embodies	his	private	thoughts,	
events	and	encounters	–	living	on	his	own,	for	the	first	time,	in	Paris.		Bill	would	in	
later	years	return	to	France	many	times,	often	with	his	students	who	learned	the	
culture	of	France	through	Bill’s	tutelage.	Friends	and	students	lucky	enough	to	
accompany	Bill	on	these	trips	were	impressed	by	his	command	of	the	language,	and	
his	seemingly	comprehensive	knowledge	of	where	to	go	and	what	to	see	made	the	
trips	even	more	memorable.	

After	Bill’s	death	in	1990,	his	caretaker	and	mother	started	reading	Bill’s	
Paris		journal	until	she	came	to	this	sentence	on	one	of	the	early	pages:		“I	mean	
there	are	some	things	that	are	going	to	happen	that	I	shouldn’t	like	dear	Mother	to	get	
her	hands	on,	nor	Dad	either	for	that	matter,	so,	if	either	of	you	are	reading	now,	and	if	
you	love	me,	then	gently	close	the	cover	and	put	it	away	forever.”			

And	so	she	stopped.		She	entrusted	the	journal	to	Bill’s	close	friends	Mike	
Anglin	and	William	Waybourn,	and,	not	knowing	what	Bill	had	written,	her	simple	
request	was	that	it	not	be	shared	publically	until	after	her	death.		The	journal	was	in	
safe‐keeping	until	2014,	when	Anglin,	a	frequent	traveler	to	France	himself,	began	
the	pains‐taking	task	of	transcription,	inserting	pictures,	geographical	context	and	
explanatory	footnotes	where	possible.			Bill’s	handwriting	style	made	the	process	all	
the	more	difficult,	but	nothing	has	been	left	out.		It	is	clear	that	this	journal	was	
written	with	the	intent	that	it	should	be	read	by	others	in	the	future;	it	was	not	a	
“private”	journal.		For	example,	Bill	writes:	“I	mention	the	full	names	of	my	friends	
with	the	pompous	notion	that	someday	somebody	may	find	some	interest	in	these	
lines.”		

After	Stonewall	and	the	end	of	the	Vietnam	war,	sexual	expression	flourished	
as	never	before.		Nothing	like	AIDS	was	imaginable,	sex	was	more	open,	and	the	
phenomenon	of	the	“Sexual	Revolution”	had	fully	begun	–	even	for	the	gay	
community.		These	are	Bill’s	words	written	in	1971.		While	the	words	are	his,	it	
should	be	acknowledged	that	sentences	and	paragraphs	of	an	earlier	era	can	
sometimes	be	taken	out	of	context	when	read	decades	later,	and	can	suggest	new	
meanings	not	originally	intended	by	the	author.			This	is	a	diary,	a	richly‐detailed	
account	of	one	young	gay	man's	coming	of	age	amidst	his	newly	liberated	life	in	
Paris	in	1971.	We	are	fortunate	it	was	not	lost.		Enjoy	it	for	what	it	is.	
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Jan.	31,	1971	‐	Sunday	‐		Paris	

Well,	today	isn’t	really	the	day	that	I	feel	like	
beginning	my	journal,	but	I	guess	that,	since	I’ve	
already	been	in	France	for	over	a	week,	it’s	about	
time	I	got	started.	

I	came	to	Paris,	like	many	young	men	before	
me,	I	suppose,	searching	for	an	escape	–	but	that	
sounds	a	little	dramatic	–	actually	just	looking	for	a	
little	free	time.		Going	to	SMU	and	working	put	a	real	
load	on	me	after	awhile,	and	the	added	load	of	an	
undesirable	relationship	was	just	about	to	put	things	
over	the	brink.		I’m	referring,	of	course,	to	Gerd	–	that	
little	bit	of	Germany	in	good	old	Big	D.		It’s	funny	that	
I	should	have	to	come	all	the	way	to	France	just	to	get	
away	from	Germany!		

I	won’t	dwell	long	on	it,	but	suffice	it	to	say	
that,	where	I	used	to	consider	Gerd	a	thing	of	interest	and	a	true	door	to	the	
European	way	of	life	that	I	found	so	fascinating,	the	relationship	soon	became	such	
that	I	saw	him	as	a	door	alright	…	but	a	very	tightly	closed	one	…	and	as	a	result	I	
was	rapidly	becoming	a	very	cruel	person	and	an	extremely	unhappy	one.	

I’m	young,	21	for	the	moment,	and	I	do	truly	resent	anything	that	stands	in	
the	way	of	my	development	as	a	human	being	–	so	I	came	to	France,	knowing	that	
eight	months	of	absence	is	enough	to	make	any	heart	grow	fonder	(for	somebody	
else)	…	so	the	letters	will	slowly	grow	less	frequent	–	and	less	intimate	–	and	soon	I	
hope	to	get	word	from	my	spies	in	Dallas	that	things	have	worked	themselves	out	
well,	like	I	hoped	they	would.		But	my	being	here	in	Paris	is	still	as	much	a	surprise	
to	me	as	it	is	to	anybody	else.		One	day	I	just	decided	that	I	was	going	to	have	to	
avoid	the	draft	somehow,	since	I	was	determined	not	to	wait	until	the	last	minute	
like	my	best	of	friends,	John	Thomas	Martin	(hereinafter	referred	to	as	JT	‐	‐	I	
mention	the	full	names	of	my	friends	with	the	pompous	notion	that	someday	
somebody	may	find	some	interest	in	these	lines,	also	in	the	possibility	that	I	might	
cross	paths	with	somebody	that	the	world	will	later	consider	famous).	

Well,	anyway,	I	casually	mentioned	the	possibility	of	a	trip	to	France	to	my	
father,	as	a	possibly	profitable	way	of	extending	my	period	of	education	–	being	a	
French	major	–	and	much	to	my	surprise,	he	really	supported	the	idea	and,	sure	
enough,	here	I	sit,	smack	in	the	middle	of	the	Latin	Quarter	of	Paris,	France,	1971!!!	

As	I’ve	already	said,	I’ve	been	here	for	a	week	now.		I	could	fill	page	after	
page	with	the	things	that	I’ve	already	done	and	seen.		My	friend	that	I	met	on	the	
beach	of	the	Caravelle	Hotel	in	Guadeloupe	three	years	ago	has	been	absolutely	
wonderful	about	driving	me	around	and	helping	me	to	get	situated.			
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Finding	a	place	to	live	in	Paris	in	January	of	1971	has	been	no	easy	task.		All	I	
wanted	was	a	little	room	near	the	center	of	town.		That	really	isn’t	asking	too	much	
by	Dallas	standards,	but	there	must	be	1,000	or	more	people	in	Paris	looking	for	
exactly	the	same	type	of	situation.		In	those	days	of	continuous	searching,	I	got	so	
fed	up	with	the	placement	agencies	here	that	I	was	ready	to	accept	anything!!	

Just	for	the	sake	of	recorded	history,	let	me	put	down	how	those	damn	
organizations	operate!		They	are	based	entirely	on	the	fact	that	there	are	more	
people	looking	for	rooms	than	there	are	rooms	to	rent.		Therefore,	they	set	
themselves	up	in	a	room	with	a	telephone	and	wait	for	landlords	to	call	them	with	a	
room	to	rent.		Then	they	wait	for	prospective	renters	to	come	to	the	office	looking	
for	a	place	to	live.		If	they	have	anything	at	all	like	what	you’re	looking	for,	you	go	
with	them,	look	the	place	over.		They	have	to	go	along,	because	they	absolutely	
refuse	to	tell	you	the	address.		Why?		Well,	this	part	is	the	clincher:	if	you	decide	to	
accept	the	room,	you	have	to	pay	the	agency	12%	of	what	the	first	year’s	rent	will	
be!!!	

Now,	for	the	kind	of	place	that	I	am	looking	for,	the	cost	of	the	agency	would	
run	just	a	little	over	$100.		That’s	a	little	steep	for	an	8	month	stay!!		And	I	haven’t	
even	begun	to	tell	you	how	they	can	manage	to	screw	you	around.		Every	once	in	
awhile	there	is	really	an	interesting	and	inexpensive	room	up	for	grabs,	so	the	
agency	advertises	it	in	the	paper,	and	that	morning	the	race	is	on	to	see	who	can	buy	
the	morning	paper,	find	the	room,	call	the	agency	to	get	their	address	(it	isn’t	given	
in	the	paper),	and	then	be	the	first	one	to	the	office	and	go	see	the	room	and	snag	it	
up!!	

Well,	just	to	recount	a	personal	experience	of	the	third	day	of	searching,	
Gerald	Fortier,	my	friend,	the	steward	from	Air	France,	had	some	things	to	do	and	
had	left	me	to	shift	for	myself	for	a	day	to	see	what	I	could	come	up	with.		Well,	I	
played	the	newspaper	game	and	picked	out	the	three	most	interesting	rooms,	called	
the	agencies	and	then	set	out	by	foot	and	Métro	and	map	to	find	what	there	was	to	
find.		Well,	as	you	might	well	imagine,	the	agencies	don’t	put	everything	in	the	
newspaper,	nor	do	they	tell	the	whole	story	on	the	telephone!		It	was	not	until	I	
knocked	myself	out	going	clear	across	town	that	they	got	around	to	telling	me	that	
the	room	we	were	discussing	was	completely	independent	except	that	it	was	in	“sort	
of”	a	hotel	and	I	couldn’t	have	any	guests	in	my	room	past	10	o’clock	in	the	evening!!			

Well,	I	was	mad.		As	I	have	said,	the	race	
is	to	see	who	can	get	there	first	–	an	early	bird	
gets	the	worm	sort	of	thing.		I	didn’t	get	the	
room,	but	I	began	to	get	the	impression	that	
these	agencies	certainly	could	have	given	me	
rooms	if	I	kept	it	up.		So,	if	you’d	like	to	look	in	
the	January	28th	issue	of	“Le	Figaro”	you’ll	find	
what	we	tried	next.		In	the	“rooms	rented”	
section	of	the	classified	ads,	the	“Etudt	Americ.”	
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is	me!		And	that	ad	was	no	small	gamble.		Two	lines	cost	me	$10.		It	may	be	the	
newspaper	with	the	largest	circulation	in	France,	but	I	still	think	that’s	a	lot	of	
money	for	two	little	lines!!	

Well,	I	did	get	results:	2	calls	–	one	from	an	agency	(damn	their	ornery	
hides!)	and	the	other	from	Mme.	Madeline	Andrè	Bergeret!!			

I	feel	sure	that	many	future	pages	of	this	journal	will	be	filled	with	news	of	
“La	Madame,”	as	I	insist	on	calling	her	(much	to	the	chagrin	of	my	friend	Gerald	…	he	
says	it	has	a	bad	sound	to	the	French	ear).		To	begin	with,	Mme.	Bergeret	wanted	a	
girl,	but	I	absolutely	refused	to	let	her	off	the	line	until	she	granted	me	an	interview.		
I’m	sure	that	at	that	particular	time	I	sounded	so	desperate	and	pitiful	that	nobody	
could	have	turned	me	down.		So	I	got	my	interview,	but	before	I	went,	and	God	only	
knows	why,	I	got	a	haircut	and	put	on	my	best	suit.		The	suit	part	was	nothing	
extraordinary,	but	a	haircut	is	a	rare	event	in	this	young	man’s	life.		But	my	guardian	
angel	must	have	been	watching	over	me,	because	Mme.	Bergeret	turned	out	to	be	
quite	a	woman.			

She’s	74	years	old,	looks	60,	and	acts	35!!		I	both	prevue1	and	dread	the	night	
that	she	decides	to	crawl	into	bed	with	me!		It’s	not	too	far	off	the	mark	to	say	that	
she’s	a	very	close	equivalent	to	a	French	Auntie	Mame!!	

Actually,	she	was	born	in	St.	Louis,	but	left	at	the	age	of	7	and	has	spent	the	
rest	of	her	life	in	France	(that’s	a	real	reversal	on	the	old	emigrant	story	for	you!)	–	
so	she	has	forgotten	almost	all	her	English,	but	still	throws	it	into	the	conversation	
every	once	in	awhile	just	for	the	hell	of	it,	I	suppose.	

She	has	outlived	two	husbands,	the	last	of	which	was	a	famous	professor	of	
something	or	other	at	one	of	the	schools	here	in	the	city.		Her	only	son	(I	believe	
she’s	lost	three	other	children)	is	a	famous	actor	here	in	France.		I	don’t	know	much	
about	him	yet	except	that	he’s	currently	on	tour	with	some	play	by	Anouilh2	–	AND	
from	what	I’ve	seen	of	him	–	in	the	numerous	portraits	of	him	hanging	in	the	
apartment	–	the	clothes	that	he	wears	in	these	studies	reveal	a	rather	strong	taste	
for	the	flamboyant,	and	since	he	didn’t	marry	until	the	age	of	45	–	and	then	it	was	to	
a	very	rich	French	woman	–	Gerald	and	I	suspect	very	strongly	that	Bergeret	son	
may	be	a	little	on	the	gay	side.		I	just	may	find	myself	fighting	off	both	mother	and	
son	some	night!!		I	don’t	think	that	anything	is	impossible	in	this	city!!	

So,	obviously,	from	what	I’ve	said,	I	took	the	room,	and	believe	me,	it	is	not	
without	disadvantages.		My	first	demand	when	dealing	with	the	agencies	was	that	
the	room	must	absolutely	be	completely	independent!!		Well,	in	order	to	get	to	my	
room	Chez	Mme.	Bergeret,	I	have	to	walk	right	through	the	middle	of	the	apartment.		
That	means	that	not	only	do	I	not	have	visitors	after	10:00	o’clock	‐‐	but	not	before	
10:00	o’clock	either.		Only	persons	of	culture	and	good	breeding	are	allowed	past	
the	door	with	three	(3)	locks	that	make	the	entrance	to	the	apartment.		I	didn’t	get	
in	myself	without	answering	all	kinds	of	questions	about	my	family	and	why	I’m	
here	in	Paris	–	and	Gerald	got	a	pretty	strong	‘third	degree’	himself.		Between	the	
																																																								
1	French:		foresee	
2	Jean	Anouilh	(1910‐1987)	
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time	we	made	the	appointment	and	the	time	we	got	there,	“La	Madame”	had	done	
some	research	and	wanted	to	know	why	Gerald	was	not	listed	in	the	phone	book.		
After	all,	she	does	have	some	valuable	things	in	the	apartment	–	but	in	case	I	decide	
to	split	and	lift	anything,	she’s	got	my	passport	number	and	home	address	all	duly	
recorded!	

So	why	did	I	subject	myself	to	this	situation,	so	foreign	to	what	I’m	used	to,	
and	so	different	from	what	I	wanted?		The	first	reason	is	that	I	was	pretty	well	fed	
up	with	the	agency	game	and	was	beginning	to	rebel	at	the	idea	of	paying	them	$100	
to	put	me	through	that	torture.		Then	there	is	the	fact	that	the	room	is	comfortable	–	
small,	but	comfortable	–	and	it	is	located	right	smack	in	the	middle	of	the	Latin	
Quarter:	95	Rue	de	
Seine.		And	according	to	
Mme.	B,	it’s	in	the	same	
house	where	Verlaine	
once	lived	–	and	that’s	
enough	romance	to	win	
me	over,	even	if	it	does	
mean	almost	a	total	loss	
of	the	liberty	that	I	so	
ardently	wanted.		But	
what	worries	me	now	
about	the	place	is	what	
“La	Madame”	has	in	mind.		
There	have	just	been	too	
many	instances	from	the	
very	beginning	when	she	leaned	a	little	too	close	while	showing	me	out	the	window	
where	to	catch	the	bus	for	Madeleine	(I	wanted	to	go	to	Montmartre	anyway).		And	
she	takes	great	delight	in	telling	me	that	all	her	friends	and	relatives	are	absolutely	
scandalized	that	she	would	have	a	male	living	under	her	roof	(for	the	past	twelve	
years	there	have	been	girls	living	here).			

And	then	tonight	when	I	came	in	early	and	went	into	the	bathroom,	I	came	
out	to	find	her	in	her	bathroom	hurriedly	putting	on	lipstick	in	order	to	invite	me	
into	her	bedroom	to	watch	the	Apollo	liftoff	on	television.		And	then	she	wanted	to	
talk	–	but	that	was	nothing	unusual,	she	always	wants	to	talk	–	in	fact,	I’ve	been	late	
almost	every	time	that	I	try	to	leave	the	apartment.		But	it’s	all	probably	just	a	sweet	
old	lady	that’s	a	little	bit	lonely	who	wants	to	have	somebody	to	baby	and	to	talk	to.		
I	suppose	time,	and	therefore	these	pages,	will	soon	tell.	

But	it’s	late	and	I	had	a	big	day	today.		Since	the	Louvre	is	free	on	Sundays,	I	
went	and	was	once	again	absolutely	overwhelmed	by	both	the	quality	and	the	
quantity	of	civilization’s	treasures	that	the	French	have	collected	under	one	roof.		
They	must	have	raped	the	art	treasures	of	half	the	countries	of	the	world	to	put	that	
place	together.		But	before	the	Louvre	I	walked	to	Gerald’s	apartment	for	lunch	with	
him	and	his	friend,	Jacque	Legros.		Then	tonight	I	met	them	again	in	front	of	the	Café	
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de	Flore	on	the	Boulevard	St.	Germain	and	we	went	to	the	St.	Michel	area	and	ate	in	
an	absolutely	charming	Japanese	restaurant.			

I’ve	also	been	stabbing	at	art	the	past	couple	of	days	in	the	form	of	
watercolor.		I	will	modestly	admit	that	I	haven’t	had	much	success.		To	be	frank,	the	
results	have	been	generally	shitty!	

Tomorrow	promises	to	be	a	very	interesting	day	if	things	work	out	the	way	I	
hope	they	do.		So	much	for	the	first	entry	in	the	journal.		I	doubt	seriously	that	
following	entries	will	be	as	lengthy,	but	perhaps	I	can	find	some	way	to	make	them	
more	interesting.		I	admit	that	I	have	in	the	back	of	my	mind	the	idea	that	someday	
these	words	may	be	published.		Granted	that	it’s	a	pretty	pompous	way	for	a	21‐
year‐old	to	approach	his	“memoires,”	but	one	never	knows.			

But	that	end	does	have	one	little	drawback,	and	that	is	that	there	are	some	
things,	some	facets	of	my	existence,	shall	we	say,	that	I’m	not	sure	I	should	commit	
to	print.		I	mean	there	are	some	things	that	are	going	to	happen	that	I	shouldn’t	like	
dear	Mother	to	get	her	hands	on,	nor	Dad	either	for	that	matter,	so,	if	either	of	you	
are	reading	now,	and	if	you	love	me,	then	gently	close	the	cover	and	put	it	away	
forever.	

Now	I	guess	that	I’m	free	to	get	on	to	the	good	stuff.		But	unfortunately	there	
ain’t	been	no	good	stuff	yet,	so	I’ll	close	for	tonight	and	get	some	rest	(in	the	event	
that	some	good	stuff	should	present	itself	tomorrow!).	

	

Feb.	1,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

The	day	began	early	for	a	change,	at	least	I’ll	presume	it	was	early	–	I	haven’t	
been	able	to	see	the	sun	yet	because	of	cloud	cover,	and	the	light	is	the	same	all	day	
long.		That	little	fact	may	seem	insignificant,	but	it	is	surprising	just	how	much	even	
a	city	boy	like	myself	depends	on	the	sun!		I	am	continually	finding	myself	on	the	
correct	street,	but	walking	in	the	wrong	direction!!!		I	bought	this	marvelous	little	
book	that	all	the	Parisians	carry,	but	I	still	haven’t	figured	out	the	intricacies	of	when	
to	turn	the	map	upside	down,	etc.		And	I	can’t	figure	it	out	because	I	can’t	see	the	
sun!!!		Of	course,	when	it	does	finally	happen	that	it’s	a	clear	day	and	I’m	lost,	it	will	
probably	be	exactly	noon!!!!	

This	morning	I	took	the	Métro	to	the	Champs‐Elysees	to	my	bank	–	the	Crédit	
Commercial	de	France	–	to	open	an	account.		Then	I	hooked	it	over	to	the	Alliance	to	
sign	up	for	some	courses,	but	I	was	confronted	with	such	a	huge	crowd	that,	it	being	
the	first	of	the	month,	that	there	was	absolutely	no	way	I	could	convince	myself	to	
endure	the	hassle	–	registration	at	SMU	is	bad	enough	without	having	to	put	up	with	
the	inefficiencies	of	the	French	educational	system.		And	besides,	at	the	moment	I	
have	absolutely	no	desire	to	go	back	to	school.		Laziness	has	already	set	in!!		After	
giving	the	Alliance	the	shaft,	I	set	out	for	home	along	the	Blvd.	Pasqual	(but	in	the	
wrong	direction,	of	course).		I	got	a	sandwich	and	a	coke	at	a	little	café	and	then	
called	Pierre.		Although	I	called	at	11:30	instead	of	11:00,	I	still	woke	him	up,	but	he	
was	as	charming	as	ever,	and	we	made	a	rendezvous	at	3:00	PM	at	the	Café	
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Bonaparte.		I	was	unhappy	to	hear	that	he	already	has	plans	for	this	evening,	but	at	
least	that	means	I	can	eat	in	peace	at	the	U.J.G.P,	cheap	and	without	the	French	folly	
of	the	table!!			

It	truly	escapes	me	how	a	people	can	be	so	obsessed	with	eating!!		When	
Gerald	and	Jacques	are	together,	almost	all	they	talk	about	is	what	they	had	for	
lunch!!		I	must	admit	that	it	is	already	beginning	to	drive	me	crazy,	but	I’m	sure	I’ll	
get	used	to	it	after	awhile.		I	would	estimate	that	one‐fourth	of	the	time	spent	in	
conversation	in	France	is	occupied	by	some	discussion	related	to	food!!!	

Unfortunately,	I’m	far	more	interested	in	something	else	that	France	is	quite	
famous	for!		But	I’ll	leave	that	up	to	Pierre.		I’m	really	afraid	that	it	may	prove	a	bit	
awkward.		I	just	haven’t	mastered	enough	of	the	subtleties	of	the	language	yet.		Hell,	
I	haven’t	mastered	them	in	English	yet!	

I’m	keeping	up	a	pretty	steady	outpouring	of	letters	so	far,	but	I	have	many,	
many	more	yet	to	write.		The	expense	just	may	become	prohibitive,	but	I	doubt	it.		I	
just	may	be	able	to	keep	today’s	expenditures	in	the	range	of	$3.50.		I	guess	that’s	
not	really	very	good,	but	that	does	include	a	visit	to	the	UJGP,	which	is	about	a	
dollar!!		Enough	for	now.		It’s	one	hour	‘til	rendezvous,	and	I	need	to	change!	

Well,	the	rest	of	the	day	certainly	proved	to	be	interesting!!		I	met	Pierre	at	
the	café	and	after	talking	at	great	length	we	set	out	on	another	tour	of	Paris!		There’s	
absolutely	no	doubt	in	my	mind	that	the	Parisians	are	proud	of	their	city.		We	
started	by	going	into	the	church	as	St.	Germain	des	Pres	and	ended	up	in	a	café	
somewhere	near	a	lycèe	[high	school]	near	L’eglise	de	l’EStuaire	de	Mort	‐‐	or	
something	like	that.				

Pierre	turned	out	to	be	quite	a	great	guy.		He	can	talk	for	thirty	minutes	
straight	without	taking	a	breath,	and	he	didn’t	seem	to	be	at	all	bored	by	the	fact	
that	I	was	a	foreigner	(and,	believe	me,	I	am	well	aware	of	the	feelings	that	that	
difference	can	illicit).		Toward	the	end	of	the	afternoon	he	took	me	to	a	special	place	

that	was	really	the	best	of	all.			I	got	to	visit	the	
workshop	of	Jean‐Guy	Vermont3,	one	of	the	world’s	
four	designers	of	embroidery.		M.	Vermont,	it	seems,	is	
Pierre’s	lover,	or	ex‐lover	–	it	hasn’t	been	made	entirely	
clear	as	yet.			

But	through	his	friends,	Pierre	has	met	some	
very	important	people	here	in	Paris,	and	he	promised	to	
take	me	to	view	some	collection	of	a	couturier.		I	hope	he	
comes	through	on	his	offer,	and	tomorrow	I	intend	to	do	
my	best	to	see	that	he	has	reason	to	want	to	see	me	
often	–	we	have	another	rendezvous	at	the	Café	
Madeleine4	(my	closest	spot	for	rendezvous,	being	as	it	

is	the	closest	to	where	I	live,	and	since	Café	de	Flore	really	has	too	questionable	a	
reputation	with	some	of	my	more	conservative	amis	–	and,	so	far,	they’re	all	
																																																								
3	Founded	Vermont	embroidery	ateliers	in	1956.		Company	later	acquired	by	Christian	Dior.	
4	1	Rue	Tronchet,	Paris	75008	
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conservative:		Gerald,	Jacques	and	Pierre!).		And	as	a	result	of	spending	the	
afternoon	with	Pierre,	I	was	late	for	the	second	time	for	my	gymnastic	course	at	the	
Union	des	Jeunes	Guineens	de	Paris	[UJGP]5!!		So	I	took	the	sermon	as	usual,	but	I	
absolutely	insist	that	I	will	be	on	time	next	Wednesday!		Gerald	and	Jacques	were	
there	and	insisted	that	I	eat	with	them	at	Germain’s	near	the	Champs	Elysees.		For	
some	reason,	French	came	easily	tonight,	and	I	really	had	a	good	time.			

Before	leaving	the	UJGP,	I	was	invited	to	have	a	drink	with	a	Mr.	Ned	Norbert.		
The	gentleman	was	very	nice	and	we	discussed	his	travels	in	the	U.S.,	but	I	believe	
he	had	something	else	quite	different	in	mind.		At	any	rather,	I	was	saved	by	Gerald	
and	Jacques!!		But	the	UJGP	is	very	interesting,	for	lo,	Michel	has	appeared	upon	the	
horizon!!		I	went	to	Gerald’s	after	dinner	to	pick	up	a	letter	that	had	arrived	for	me	
today	–	the	first	since	I	arrived	–	expecting	it	to	be	from	my	parents.		I	was	very	
pleasantly	shocked	out	of	my	mind	to	see	that	it	was	from	Austin	–	Jim	Webb	–	I	
haven’t	seen	the	the	last	of	that	kid.		There	are	some	very	important	things	that	we	
need	to	discuss.		I	wish	I	knew	what	it	was	about	him	that	interests	me	so	strongly!		
And	I	also	wish	that	I	knew	what	he	was	all	about.		I’m	probably	just	refusing	to	see	
what’s	right	before	my	eyes	because	it	isn’t	what	I	want	to	see,	but	there’s	that	
lingering	element	of	doubt	that	is	driving	me	crazy!			

I	walked	home	from	Gerald’s	and	immediately	replied	to	his	letter.		Mme.	
Bergeret	has	just	come	home	from	the	theatre.		She	attended	the	opening	of	Lilly	
Veteux	(or	something	similar).		It	seems	that	she	really	does	know	some	important	
people.		She	told	me	today	that	she	knew	Charlie	Chaplin	and	Marlene	Dietrich	–	and	
those	theatre	tickets	were	given	to	her,	after	all.		I	just	hope	that	some	night	soon	
she’ll	invite	me	along	as	her	escort.		Hell,	I	guess	I’ve	been	worse	things	than	a	
gigolo,	and,	if	I	haven’t,	then	I’m	damn	well	ready	to	try	it!!	

	

Feb.	2,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	I	must	admit	that	today	had	a	little	more	color	than	some	of	my	past	
days	in	this	city.		It	all	began	quite	early	with	my	taking	off,	Mme.	Bergeret	on	my	
arm,	to	find	out	where	to	do	my	shopping.		We	tromped	all	over	the	quarter	with	her	
showing	me	all	the	best	places	to	buy	things.		Well,	maybe	it’s	just	that	I	don’t	
understand	the	way	the	French	do	things,	but	if	my	eyes	didn’t	deceive	me,	the	
places	she	showed	me	were	considerably	higher	than	others	I’ve	seen!!		But	“La	
Madame”	took	great	pleasure	in	showing	me	all	the	people	that	know	her	by	name.		
It’s	a	shame	the	days	of	nobility	are	all	gone.		She	would	have	made	a	marvelous	
duchess.		But	she	did	finish	by	showing	me	a	marvelous	place	to	buy	hot	lunches	to	
go	–	in	little	aluminum	plates	–	just	like	in	the	good	old	U.S.A.		And	I	also	learned	
from	my	shopping	today	that	all	this	bit	about	Americans	being	the	only	people	that	
cook	out	of	cans	is	a	bunch	of	bullshit!!		And	if	any	Frenchman	has	the	nerve	to	tell	
me	that	their	canned	goods	are	better	than	those	in	the	States,	I’ll	laugh	in	his	face!	

																																																								
5	70	Rue	Vouill,	Paris	75015	
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After	shopping	and	lunch,	more	to	get	out	of	the	house	than	for	any	other	
reason,	I	went	to	the	Alliance	Française	to	try	and	enroll	again.		The	whole	
experience	served	nothing	but	to	piss	me	off	considerably!!		Not	only	was	there	once	
again	a	huge	crowd	signing	up	for	classes,	but	I	got	lost	going	both	ways!!		And	that’s	
beginning	to	get	on	my	nerves.		The	route	is	not	that	difficult.		The	next	time	it’s	
absolutely	no	short‐cuts!	

Finally,	four	o’clock	rolled	around	and	I	met	Pierre	at	the	
Café	Madeleine.		It	seems	that	he	had	had	lunch	with	Gerald	at	
Orly	[Airport],	and	Gerald	had	advised	him	that	I	had	the	keys	to	
his	apartment,	so	off	we	went	to	Rue	Jean‐Nicot.		In	speaking	of	it	
afterwards	to	Gerald	(who	rates	him	an	8	or	10),	I’m	not	so	sure	
that	I	would	rate	him	so	highly!		It	was	fantastic,	and	he	certainly	
does	love	to	be	fucked,	but	there	was	that	certain	something	
missing	that	pushes	me	over	the	brink.		I	pretended	that	I	came,	
but,	alas,	untrue.		But	I	certainly	want	to	see	him	again	–	many	
times.			

I	got	the	feeling,	call	it	vibrations	or	whatever,	that	he	didn’t	totally	enjoy	
himself.		It	certainly	wasn’t	abandoned	ecstasy.		I’m	supposed	to	call	him	next	
Monday	afternoon	because	he’ll	be	flying	with	Pres.	Pompidou’s	plane	between	now	
and	then.		But	there	is	no	way	that	I	would	ever	turn	down	a	body	like	that!!		And	I	
think	that	it	just	may	turn	out	to	be	like	Reagan	James	Caraway6	in	Dallas	(gets	
better	every	time).			

Pierre	also	informed	me	that	I	was	invited	for	dinner	at	Gerald’s,	so	we	made	
the	bed	and	about	that	time	Gerald	arrived!		A	little	shopping	and	then	dinner	with	
Jacques	and	Jacques	(his	cousin)	and	another	steward	from	Air	France	–	Jean	Paul.		I	
absolutely	ate	far		too	much,	and	now	I	must	get	to	bed,	because	it’s	up	early	in	the	
morning	to	be	ready	before	the	locksmith	arrives	to	fix	my	armoire!		I	also	have	to	
go	shopping	to	look	for	an	overcoat.		Mme.	Bergeret	about	shit	a	brick	today	when	
she	saw	how	lightly	I	was	dressed.		I	also	think	she	wants	me	to	buy	something	a	
little	more	chic!		I	also	may	give	the	Alliance	one	more	try	–	after	all,	I’ve	got	to	keep	
busy	to	justify	my	staying	out	of	school	all	this	time!!	

	

Feb.	3,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

Oh	boy,	such	a	nothing	day	that	I	almost	hate	to	record	it.		It	all	started	off	
well	enough	at	8:30	this	morning.		Well,	to	be	honest,	I	guess	it	was	closer	to	9:00.		I	
had	to	get	up	because	Mme.	Bergeret	had	the	damn	locksmith	here	to	fix	two	locks	
in	my	room.		And	from	there	my	day	of	nothing	proceeded.			

																																																								
6	Reagan	James	Caraway,	Jr.,	(born	1941	in	Tyler,	Texas.		Died	November	1993	of	an	accidental	fall	in	his	Dallas	
home.		He	graduated	from	Highland	Park	High	School	in	1959	and	studied	a	the	University	of	Texas	in	Austin	
and	the	Parsons	School	of	Design	in	New	York	and	Europe.		In	1967	he	was	presented	with	the	French	Medallion	
of	Honor	for	his	work	with	the	decorative	arts	of	the	Napoleonic	Empire	period.)	
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The	whole	day	I	spent	reading	an	extraordinary	book	that	Gerald	gave	me	
last	night.		It	was	called	No	End	to	the	Way	by	Neville	Jackson7.			It	is	certainly	no	
great	classic,	but	it	was	uncanny	how	it	was	almost	exactly	the	story	of	Gerald	and	
me!		Cor,	the	Dutchman	in	the	study,	even	had	the	same	mannerisms	and	
expressions	that	Gerald	had!		God,	was	it	ever	depressing!		According	to	that	story	
line,	I	moved	out	just	in	time!		I	did	interrupt	my	day	of	reading	once	when	Mme.	
Bergeret	all	but	chased	me	out	of	the	apartment	to	go	over	near	the	Place	de	la	
Madeleine	to	look	for	an	overcoat.		Both	of	the	places	she	gave	me	were	to	expensive	
(in	keeping	with	her	tastes,	if	not	her	means).		Then	finally	six	o’clock	rolled	around		
and	I	took	off	for	the	UJGP	and	gymnastics	class!		I	really	think	that	class	is	going	to	
do	me	a	lot	of	good!		I’m	going	to	be	sore	as	hell	in	the	morning,	but	I	really	enjoyed	
it.		Michel	was	there	again,	and	before	I	leave	Paris	that	kid	is	going	to	get	it,	and	I	
think	that	he’s	reasonably	interested	himself!		If	I	had	an	independent	room,	things	
would	probably	still	be	underway!!		After	the	class	I	went	with	Jacques	back	to	
Gerald’s	apartment	for	dinner	with	him	and	Jean‐Paul	(another	dull	meal)	–	the	
leftovers	from	last	night.		Then	I	walked	back	here	for	instructions	from	Mme.	
Bergeret	on	how	to	avoid	soreness	in	the	morning	(two	aspirins	and	a	large	glass	of	
water	–	which	I	think	is	silly,	since	I	know	aspirin	is	only	a	pain	killer	and	won’t	last	
until	morning	…	she’s	probably	right,	of	course,	but	I	can’t	find	the	damn	aspirin,	if	I	
even	brought	any!)	and	also	to	write	a	scalding	letter	to	my	parents	to	cuss	them	out	
for	not	writing	to	me	before	the	mail	strike	hit!		And	that	about	wraps	the	day	up.		I	
guess	now	I’ll	just	masturbate	to	keep	in	practice	and	then	go	to	bed.	

	

Feb.	4,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Oh,	oh!!!		Today	marks	the	beginning	of	what	could	really	grow	to	be	a	real	
problem!		And	who	else	could	be	at	the	bottom	of	it	but	“La	Madame”	Mme.	
Bergeret.		I	suppose	I	should	begin	at	the	beginning.	

Today	I	woke	up	at	2:00	PM!		Both	my	clock	and	my	watch	had	run	down	and	
it	wasn’t	until	I	was	completely	dressed	that	I	actually	found	out	that	it	was	so	late!		I	
rushed	downtown	to	see	if	I	couldn’t	get	a	hot	plate	at	Mme.	Blanchere	(the	
boulangerie8),	but	of	course	they	were	closed	for	the	afternoon,	so	I	came	back	and	
ate	two	oranges.		Then	the	problems	began.		Still	being	the	NICE	boy	that	I	am,	I	
agreed	to	have	“tea”	(I	guess	you	would	call	it	that)	with	Mme.	Bergeret	and	
Claudette	(the	girl	that	lived	in	my	room	for	three	years	before	I	moved	in).		Also	Mr.	
Charpentier	showed	up	again	(Mme.	Bergeret	says	that	he’s	a	very	famous	lawyer),	
and	the	four	of	us	sat	and	talked	for	about	two	hours	from	4:00	to	6:00.		Well,	as	

																																																								
7	The	1965	novel	No	End	to	the	Way	was	actually	written	by	the	award‐winning	Australian	author	Gerald	
Glaskin	(1923	–	2000),	who	used	the	pseudonym	Neville	Jackson	at	the	suggestion	of	his	publishers.		It	was	a	
novel	about	a	homosexual	love	affair	between	an	Australian	advertising	executive	(Ray)	and	a	Dutch	barman	
(Cor).		Interviewed	in	later	life	about	the	novel,	Glaskin	said:	"It	was	banned	in	Australia	…	the	paperback	
publisher	researched	the	Australian	censorship	laws	and	discovered	that	the	book	could	not	be	shipped	to	
Australia.		So	they	chartered	planes	and	flew	them	in."		The	novel’s	storyline	may	have	been	inspired	by	
Glaskin’s	relationship	with	Leo	van	de	Pas,	whom	he	met	in	a	gay	bar	in	Amsterdam	and	lived	with	in	later	life.		
It	is	said	to	be	the	most	successful	novel	of	all	time	written	in	the	“second	person.”				
8	bakery.	
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Claudette	was	leaving,	Mme.	Bergeret	dropped	the	bomb!		She	told	Colette	that	she	
must	be	sure	and	invite	me	when	she	went	to	a	get‐together	of	young	people	–	
especially	when	there	would	be	some	young	girls	there!		Now,	damn’	it,	I	absolutely	
refuse	to	go	through	that	shit	unless	I	absolutely	have	to	‐	‐	and	I’m	free	here	‐	‐	I	
don’t	have	to!		But	I’ll	be	damned	if	I	know	how	to	get	out	of	it.		If	that	old	biddy	
doesn’t	get	her	nose	out	of	my	life,	she	just	may	find	herself	with	an	empty	room	or	
here	hands	sooner	than	she	thinks!		I	hate	to	be	cruel,	but	I’m	only	going	to	have	this	
experience	in	Paris	one	time,	and	I	really	ought	to	make	the	most	of	it!		Tonight	I’m	
supposed	to	eat	here	with	Mme.	Bergeret	and	her	cousin	(female	–	who	is	
previewed	as	being	plain	and	shy).		I	can’t	knock	a	free	meal,	but	I’m	sure	that	I’ll	
have	to	work	for	it!		And	Claudette	and	I	did	have	a	few	moments	to	talk	alone,	and	
she	tells	me	it	does	get	much	better	as	time	goes	on.		She	tells	me	that	she	had	to	
listen	an	awful	lot!		But	I’m	afraid	that	I	could	preview	that	myself!		Well,	almost	
time	for	Round	2	to	start	–	different	girl,	but	still	the	ever‐present	Mme.	Bergeret!	

Well,	now	it’s	all	over	and	before	I	call	it	a	night,	I	suppose	that	I	should	
record	what	happened.		Rene,	the	girl,	turned	out	to	be	exactly	as	Mme.	Bergeret	
said,	only	more	so	–	ugly	and	very	strange!		At	least	I	don’t	have	to	worry	about	her	
wanting	to	hitch	me	up	with	that	one.		She	just	wanted	me	there	for	company	so	the	
evening	wouldn’t	be	so	difficult!		We	had	a	nice	dinner	of	ravioli	of	all	things,	and	I	
drank	half	a	bottle	of	champagne	(which	made	me	quite	dizzy,	I	might	add	‐	‐	I	might	
also	add	that	I	needed	it!),	and	then	we	talked	and	talked	and	Mme.	Bergeret	
showed	me	her	jewels.		I	must	admit	that	she’s	got	quite	a	collection!		She	has	two	
fabulous	bracelets	of	emeralds	and	diamonds	and	a	Persian	rug	that	the	Sultan	of	
Morocco	gave	to	her	after	she	helped	her	husband	operate	on	him.		She	also	has	a	
fabulous	collection	of	rose	Baccarat	crystal.		Will,	wonders	never	cease!		I	really	am	
living	amongst	the	rich,	even	if	it	is	a	bit	outdated!			

We	finished	the	evening	by	walking	Rene	to	the	Métro	and	showing	Mme.	
Bergeret	the	coat	that	I	intended	to	buy	tomorrow	–	what	a	day!		But	tomorrow	shall	
be	better:	buy	a	coat,	enroll	at	the	Alliance,	and	go	to	the	Y	(and	who	knows	what	
may	happen	there	–	I	intend	to	let	Michel	know	that	I’m	damn	interested!).			

	

Feb.	5,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

The	day	started	early	for	a	change.		I’m	absolutely	
determined	to	stop	wasting	so	much	time	and	get	some	
things	done	and	seen!		The	first	thing	that	I	did	this	morning	
was	to	go	to	“The	Tube”	to	buy	my	coat.		I	wore	my	suit	to	be	
sure	that	the	coat	would	fit,	and	sure	enough,	it	wouldn’t	–	
quite	a	disappointment.		Then	I	trotted	over	to	the	Alliance	
Française	(for	once	not	getting	lost)	and	took	the	test	for	
enrollment.		I	didn’t	get	into	the	“V”	degree	(the	highest),	but	
only	the	“IV”	–	but	that’s	okay	with	me!		Heaven	knows	that	I	
don’t	want	to	work!		And	my	class	is	just	going	to	be	two	
hours	a	day	–	from	8:45	to	10:45.		I	couldn’t	ask	for	better	
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than	that!		Gives	plenty	of	time	for	weekend	trips	later	on!	

I	ate	a	hot	plate	from	Mme.	Blanchere	again	for	lunch	and	then	went	to	a	
Printemps	where	I	found	exactly	the	coat	I	wanted,	even	cheaper	than	“The	Tube”	
(400	francs).		I	don’t	have	enough	money	to	buy	it	until	I	get	something	from	home,	
but	they’ve	put	it	aside	for	me!		If	this	damn	mail	strike	will	get	over	I	should	have	
some	mail	coming	in	pretty	quick.		If	I	don’t	I’m	going	to	be	incredibly	pissed!			

I	also	dropped	by	the	cleaners	and	picked	up	my	two	shirts.		I	almost	shit	
right	there	in	the	store!		Thirteen	francs	for	2	shirts!		That	over	$1.00	a	piece!		I	
couldn’t	believe	it!		I	spent	a	good	part	of	the	later	afternoon	watching	the	Apollo	
XIV	mission	on	T.V.		I	have	a	feeling	that	the	Europeans	are	much	more	interested	
than	most	Americans	were.		At	least	this	American	wasn’t	very	interested.		But	Mme.	
Bergeret	could	hardly	tear	herself	away	from	the	screen!			

Tonight	was	a	Y	night	and	about	the	only	comment	I	have	is	that	I	think	I	
worked	out	most	of	my	soreness	and	Michael	wasn’t	there	(I	was	very	disappointed,	
to	say	the	least).			

Afterwards	I	ate	at	a	self‐service	near	the	Y	and	then	got	off	the	Métro	at	St.	
Michel	for	a	change,	instead	of	Odeon.		I	didn’t	realize	just	how	close	I	really	was	to	
that	quarter.		I	walked	back	to	Rue	de	Seine,	but	then	went	back	and	explored	the	
quarter	again	and	rediscovered	most	of	the	places	that	Gerald	has	taken	me	before.		
I’m	so	close	that	I	just	can’t	believe	it.		The	location	of	my	housing	is	a	continual	
source	of	amazement	to	me.		It	really	couldn’t	be	better!		Got	a	letter	off	to	JT	and	
Don	Reid	–	not	much	accomplished	today,	I	guess,	but	I	enjoyed	myself	and	did	a	hell	
of	a	lot	more	than	yesterday,	that’s	for	sure!	

	

Feb.	6,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	today	was	hardly	a	day	full	of	excitement	and	intrigue,	but	I	guess	I	
can’t	expect	too	much	–	but	of	course	I	am	looking	forward	to	the	time	when	it	
finally	does	arrive!		One	thing	that	I	forgot	to	mention	last	night:	while	I	was	out	
walking	on	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain,	I	came	across	a	street	corner	where	the	strangest	
little	man,	dressed	in	a	black	turtleneck	and	top	hat,	had	drawn	off	a	big	chalk	circle	
and	was	in	the	process	of	kicking	every	bit	of	trash	out	of	that	area.		He	had	brought	
along	his	unicycle	and	bag	of	equipment,	and	before	long	he	suddenly	gave	the		
crowd	a	long	sad	stare,	quickly	doffed	his	hat,	and	bowed	his	head,	and	then	began	
juggling	three	wooden	bottles.		When	he	dropped	one,	he	just	stared	at	it	for	a	
moment	as	if	to	say	“What	in	the	world	is	that	doing	down	there?”	–	picked	it	up	and	
balanced	it	on	his	nose	while	he	juggled	the	other	two!		I	didn’t	watch	him	for	long,	
although	he	was	a	very	strange	and	interesting	little	man!		Just	one	more	example	of	
how	life	is	really	interesting	and	bizarre	here	in	Paris.	

Today	began	with	a	rendezvous	at	Place	St.	Michel	with	Jacques,	and	we	ate	
in	a	little	Greek	restaurant	in	the	quarter.		Then	he	took	me	to	a	little	book	shop	“a	
gauche,”	and	we	spent	about	30	minutes,	and	no	money,	there.			Then	I	returned	
home	where	I	soon	went	to	do	the	shopping	with	La	Madame,	but	before	that	I	
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helped	her	move	some	wine	down	into	the	cellar.		It	was	really	interesting.		The	
whole	house	is	built	over	a	huge	basement	and	each	apartment	has	a	little	section.		I	
told	Madame	that	she	should	put	a	little	nightlight	in	–	it	would	be	perfect!		I	would	
love	to	have	a	room	down	there,	although	I	guess	eventually	I	would	miss	the	sun.		
but	it’s	the	perfect	place	for	a	boutique	or	something!		Then	we	went	out	to	do	the	
shopping	for	tonight’s	dinner.			

Between	the	shopping	and	dinner,	I	began	a	watercolor	which	really	turned	
out	pretty	good.		I	used	JT’s	method	of	splashing	on	the	color	first	and	then	doing	the	
ink	drawing.		Madame	saw	it	and	I	think	she	may	want	to	claim	it.		If	not,	I’ll	
probably	send	it	home	(I’m	almost	proud	of	it).			

In	preparation	for	dinner,	I	helped	Madame	clean	the	mussels	that	we	
bought.		That	was	a	new	experience.		We	ate	with	Michelle,	Madame’s	god‐daughter,	
and	did	quite	a	bit	of	laughing.		It	doesn’t	sound	so	good	to	say	so,	but	I	did	quite	a	
good	job	of	charming	them	both.		The	god‐daughter	looks	like	she	needed	one	of	
those	Nordic	hats	with	the	horns	that	they	wear	in	Verdi	operas	(or	is	it	Wagner?),	
but	I	still	ain’t	knocking	another	free	dinner.		That	makes	two	today.		Jacques	paid	
for	lunch	(but	that	pissed	me	a	little	…	I	don’t	like	for	him	to	pay).		So	much	for	the	
day.		Not	really	much	to	report,	n’est‐il	pas?			

Maybe	when	I	finally	start	to	school,	things	will	get	a	little	more	“exciting,”	if	
you	know	what	I	mean.		I	already	had	one	show	some	interest	when	I	went	to	enroll,	
but	only	time	will	tell.		I	still	have	the	gym	three	times	a	week	and	the	rest	of	Paris	in	
the	meantime,	but	I	crave	an	independent	room.		But	I	guess	I	should	be	thankful.		
I’d	probably	be	incredibly	lonely	on	my	own.		I	finally	got	a	letter	from	home,	quite	a	
mystery	since	the	post	is	still	on	strike.		Mom	states	that	she’s	very	happy	I’m	in	
such	good	hands	and	Madame	sounds	wonderful	–	huh!!		The	letter	was	a	little	
outdated	because	they	hadn’t	received	any	instructions	for	sending	money	or	
anything,	all	sent	long	ago.		Monday	I	expect	to	get	quite	a	bit	of	mail	because	the	
mail	strike	will	be	over.		It	may	take	a	few	days	to	get	it	all	sorted	out,	but	Gerd,	for	
one,	should	have	written	by	now,	and	maybe	JT!			

Tomorrow	I	go	to	Versailles	for	lunch	and	a	little	sightseeing.	

	

Feb.	7,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris,	Versailles)	

Quite	a	day,	yes,	quite	a	day.		For	the	first	time	since	I	arrived,	I	really	fell	out	
of	my	element.		I	guess	it	had	to	happen	sooner	or	later,	but	it’s	nothing	serious.		The	
day	began	early,	but	not	really	early	enough.		I	had	a	rendezvous	with	Jean‐Paul	to	
catch	the	train	to	Versailles,	and	I	had	absolutely	no	idea	how	long	it	would	take	to	
get	to	the	Gare	St.	Lazare	in	the	Métro.		Well,	it	didn’t	take	nearly	as	long	as	I	thought	
it	would,	and	I	arrived	just	in	time	to	see	my	first	French	demonstration.		Big	red	
banners	and	chanting,	etc.		Unfortunately,	it	was	all	over	a	football	game:	Reims	vs.	
Grand	Bretagne!			

So	we	took	the	train	to	Versailles	and	spent	the	entire	afternoon	eating	lunch	
–	really	unbelievable!		I	thought	I	was	going	to	die,	I	was	so	full!		I	won’t	begin	an	
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account	of	all	we	had	to	eat	because	that	would	reveal	the	extent	to	which	I’m	being	
influenced	by	the	French!		Then	we	hooked	it	back	to	Paris	and	went	to	the	movie	–	
“Two	Gentlemen	Sharing”	–	a	story	about	a	man	outside	of	his	country	–	probably	
what	made	me	feel	a	little	bit	sad.		It	also	made	me	a	little	bit	sad	that	the	two	
Frenchmen	didn’t	enjoy	it	more!		Really	showed	how	different	we	are.		They	have	no	
conception	of	what	a	racial	problem	is!		Then	I	cam	back	to	Mme.	Bergeret	expecting	
to	be	presented	like	a	little	monkey	(I	even	stopped	to	comb	my	hair	at	the	front	
door),	but	I	entered	to	find	the	table	all	set	for	the	big	dinner	tomorrow	night!			

Swapped	the	day’s	activities	with	Madame	for	awhile,	quite	awhile,	but,	but	…	
I’m	saving	the	best	part	until	the	last!		When	I	retired,	on	my	bed	I	found	a	note	–	
and	what	a	note!		Pierre	had	called	and	wants	me	to	meet	him	tomorrow	at	the	
Madeleine	at	3:00	PM!			Was	I	happy!!?!			Of	course	I	knew	that	he	was	coming	back	
into	town	today,	and	I	was	planning	to	call	him	tomorrow	at	2:00,	like	he	said	–	BUT	
he	called	me!!			That	is	the	best	news	that	I’ve	had	since	I	arrived.		I	mean,	that	says	
something!		I	only	wish	that	I	had	they	keys	to	Gerald’s	apartment!		Oh	well,	I	guess	
things	will	work	themselves	out,	and	if	not,	it	will	be	nice	just	to	see	him	again!!		But	
enough	of	that.		Tomorrow	has	lots	of	promise,	not	only	Pierre,	but	the	end	of	the	
strike	and	lost	of	mail,	I	hope!		If	not,	I	just	may	have	to	write	some	scorching	letters	
back	home!	

	

Feb.	8,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

The	strike	was	over	today,	and	I	really	did	get	a	lot	of	mail	–	four	letters!!		
One	each	from	Mom	and	Dad,	and	two	from	Gerd.		Actually,	one	of	Gerd’s	was	a	
letter	from	the	English	department	at	SMU	asking	me	if	I	would	be	interested	in	
taking	a	teaching	job	in	Japan.		Of	course	Id’	be	interested,	but	I	won’t	be	finishing	in	
the	spring,	nor	will	the	draft	permit!		Dad’s	letter	included	money	so	I	immediately	
trudged	off	to	Printemps	to	buy	the	coat.		I	really	feel	much	better	about	walking	on	
the	street	now!		It	may	be	vain,	in	fact	I’m	sure	that	it	is,	but	I	was	almost	
embarrassed	to	appear	in	that	black	one	–	but	now	I’m	up	to	the	latest	style	in	my	
maxi’	and	I’m	sure	that	my	life	will	be	correspondingly	more	exciting!		I	had	a	little	
trouble	at	the	bank	this	morning.		Banks	just	don’t	work	as	easily	as	they	do	in	the	
U.S.		Although,	to	be	fair,	I	guess	I	ought	to	admit	that	my	case	is	a	rather	unusual	
one.		I’m	sure	that	a	Frenchman	dealing	in	francs	has	no	problem	whatsoever!		One	
thing	from	Gerd’s	letter	that	I	absolutely	must	record:		I	should	past	in	the	whole	
letter	it	was	so	funny.		He	went	to	get	his	license	plate	and	the	lady	kept	repeatedly	
asking	him	for	his	title,	and	he	kept	repeatedly	answering	“bar	tender.”			And	I	just	
have	to	quote:	“Can	you	believe	what	was	happening	..	everybody	started	to	laugh.”		
I	think	that	has	got	to	be	one	of	the	funniest	things	that	I’ve	ever	heard!		I	can	just	
picture	the	whole	situation	in	my	mind,	and	it’s	really	hilarious!			

After	I	got	back	from	Au	Printemps,	I	went	down	to	the	post	office	and	fell	in	
love.		For	the	first	time	in	a	long	long	time	I	was	a	little	disappointed	that	I’m	queer!		
There	was	this	beautiful	young	girl	there	dressed	like	she	had	just	stepped	out	of	Dr.	
Zhivago!		Blond,	blue	eyes,	fur	hat	and	cuffs,	really	beautiful.		She	looked	at	me	and	
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asked	in	a	horrible	accent,	“Parly‐vous	anglais?”		I	said	“yes”	and	she	began	asking	
me	if	there	was	a	way	to	mail	letters	more	cheaply,	but	she	spoke	very	slowly	and	
enunciated	every	word.		I	interrupted	long	enough	to	say,	“Wait	a	minute,	I’m	from	
Texas!”		She	was	overjoyed.		We	talked	for	a	long	time	and	then	I	walked	her	all	the	
way	to	the	Métro	station.		Her	name	is	Karen	Jordan	and	she	is	a	model	from	New	
York.		We	exchanged	addressees,	phone	numbers,	and	she	suggested	that	we	get	
together	for	dinner	sometime	soon.		It	was	so	easy,	and	she	was	so	beautiful.		She	
may	prove	to	be	a	little	dumb	to	go	along	with	it,	but	she	certainly	got	enough	on	the	
ball	to	get	around	in	Paris	without	speaking	any	French!			

Well,	when	that	little	adventure	was	over,	I	had	just	enough	time	to	get	to	the	
Mandarin	to	meet	Pierre	–	Actually	I	had	plenty	of	time	because	he	was	late,	but	I	
enjoyed	standing	on	the	corner	cruising	in	my	new	coat	–	such	a	whore	at	heart!			

To	put	it	mildly,	we	were	mutually	glad	to	see	each	other!		One	of	the	first	
things	he	asked	was	if	I	had	the	key	to	Gerald’s	apartment.		I	had	to	tell	him	no	
because	I	had	given	it	back	to	Jacques.		Well,	everything	worked	out	fine	because	he	
took	me	to	his	place	–	and	I	was	right	about	it	improving	every	time	–	it	was	
absolutely	incredible	today.		And	there	was	no	doubt	in	my	mind	that	he	enjoyed	it	
too!		There	was	no	pretending	this	time	around.		We	came	right	together,	I	mean	I	
felt	it.		And	his	practically	went	all	over	the	bed!		We’ve	already	made	plans	for	
tomorrow,	and	now	I’ve	got	the	keys!			

Afterwards,	Pierre	showed	me	the	drugstore	St.	Lazare,	and	then	I	walked	to	
the	Y	and	the	gymnastics	class.		Michel	was	the	only	morsel	of	interest,	and	for	
future	reference,	I	told	him	that	some	night	we	would	have	to	have	a	drink	together,	
and	he	agreed.		He’s	really	nice,	but	seems	a	little	flighty.		Time	will	tell,	I	suppose.		
After	the	lesson,	Etienne,	the	locker	man,	came	up	and	told	me	that	Jacques	was	
waiting	for	me,	so	I	met	him	upstairs	and	we	ate	dinner	together	at	the	Self‐Service	–	
good!			

It	was	there	that	I	got	the	keys.		Jacques	and	
I	get	along	well,	but	the	language	difficulty	will	get	
old	quick	if	I	push	myself.			I	think	it’s	probably	
better	to	be	an	occasional	friend	and	give	him	and	
Gerald	a	little	more	time	alone	together.			

Near	the	Y,	I	pulled	a	souvenir	of	Paris	out	
of	a	trash	pile.		It’s	the	fake	marble	plaque	from	
what	used	to	be	the	Hotel	du	Bresil.9		It’s	not	in	
very	good	shape,	and	at	first	I	thought	it	was	real	
marble,	but	it	may	still	make	an	interesting	table	
someday	–	although	it’s	pretty	heavy	to	be	hauling	
back	to	the	U.S.			

It’s	pretty	early	in	the	evening	to	be	going	
to	bed,	but	I	have	to	call	Pierre	in	the	morning	at	10:30,	and	I	need	at	least	an	hour	

																																																								
9	10	Rue	le	Goff,	Paris	75005,	located	just	east	of	the	Luxembourg	Gardens	on	the	Left	Bank.	
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before	that	to	get	myself	beautiful,	and	at	least	another	hour	to	dispense	with	the	
morning	conversation	with	Mme.	Bergeret!	

	

Feb.	9,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Tonight	I	am	tired,	probably	because	today	I	did	the	first	little	bit	of	work	
that	I’ve	done	in	weeks.		And	I	also	had	a	long	day	with	lots	of	walking.		I	even	have	
to	stop	and	think	for	a	moment	to	remember	what	it	was	that	I	did	this	morning.		
One	of	the	first	things	that	I	did	after	I	got	dressed	was	to	call	Pierre	to	find	out	what	
time	I	was	supposed	to	meet	him.		12:30	at	the	Métro	Montmartre.		So	before	I	
started	out	on	that	trip,	I	trudged	up	the	hill	to	the	post	office	to	buy	some	stamps	–	
the	big	fancy	kind	like	I	love	to	put	on	letters!		Then	I	went	to	the	store	and	bought	
my	first	bottle	of	wine!		But	also	a	coke	for	good	measure!		Then	it	was	off	to	meet	
Pierre.			

We	had	lunch	in	that	quarter	with	two	charming	French	girls	and	then	
hooked	it	all	the	way	over	to	the	other	side	of	Paris	to	visit	his	tailor.		Then,	by	the	
Theatre	de	Bois	l’Epicier	(or	something	like	that)	to	see	a	friend	that	wasn’t	there	–	
and	then	finally	to	Gerald’s	apartment!		This	time	wasn’t	so	good,	but	then	it	couldn’t	
possibly	be	better	than	the	last	time!		He	told	me	that	this	time	he	wanted	to	fuck	
me.		Well,	I	certainly	did	my	beset,	but	he	was	too	soft,	and	I	was	too	tight!		A	little	
later	I	got	an	explanation.			I	wondered,	because	I	knew	when	he	couldn’t	really	get	it	
hard	that	he	didn’t	really	want	me.		He	later	explained	that	last	night	when	he	took	a	
bath,	he	noticed	that	he	had	bled	after	we	made	love.		I	wasn’t	kidding	when	I	said	it	
was	wild!		I	was	a	little	upset	because	I	really	didn’t	like	the	idea	that	I	had	hurt	him,	
but	he	assured	me	that	it	didn’t	hurt	at	all	while	we	were	making	love,	and	it	was	
only	afterwards	that	he	noticed	that	things	had	gotten	a	little	out	of	control.		But	that	
explained,	by	the	way,	the	active	role	this	afternoon	–	to	give	time	for	wounds	to	
heal	before	a	new	battle.		But	it	was	great	anyway.		He	kisses	something	fantastic	
(like	most	Frenchmen	that	I’ve	known),	and	he	certainly	has	a	nice	body	that’s	fun	to	
snuggle	up	against.		And	I	really	think	that	he	enjoys	it	as	much	as	I	do!			

Frenchmen	are	sure	capable	of	a	lot	of	sentimental	bull‐shit,	but	I	think	on	a	
second	examination	they	are	usually	quite	sincere.		They’re	just	a	romantic	people,	
that’s	all!			

Pierre	had	to	go	to	the	opening	of	some	movie	tonight	so	when	he	left	I	
cleaned	up	Gerald’s	apartment	from	one	end	to	the	other.			I	even	bought	some	
flowers	for	the	table	–	but,	good	grief,	it’s	the	very	least	that	I	can	do	after	all	that	
he’s	done	for	me.	

Oh	yes,	and	one	other	thing	before	I	leave	Gerald’s	apartment:		I	had	quite	a	
bit	of	mail	waiting	for	me	there	–	two	letters	and	some	magazines	from	Gerd	and	
(the	big	surprise)	a	packet	that	I	thought	was	from	Greg	Loos,	but	it	turns	out	that	it	
was	to	Greg	Loos	from	his	parents!		Shit,	that	means	that	he’s	on	the	way	here	right	
now!		Or	at	least	he’ll	be	here	before	too	much	longer.		I	really	don’t	know	what	to	
do!		I	had	told	the	poor	guy	that	he	could	stay	with	me	in	Paris	–	before	I	knew,	of	
course,	that	I’d	be	living	in	a	convent!		God	knows	I’d	love	to	have	him	sleeping	in	an	
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apartment	alone	with	me!		Especially	with	a	boat‐mattresed	double‐bed!		Maybe	
things	will	work	out	okay	and	he	will	be	here	when	Gerald	is	away	on	a	flight	and	he	
can	stay	there	–	but	I	hat	to	ask	Gerald	that	type	of	favor.		It’s	really	going	a	bit	too	
far	I	think.		But	if	Greg	does	stay	there,	then	I’ll	just	love	to	stay	with	him	–	Gerald’s	
orders	(or	so	I’ll	say).			

I’ve	been	toying	with	the	idea	of	telling	Mr.	Loos	my	situation	–	after	all,	it	
would	be	the	fair	thing	to	do	and	would	certainly	solve	a	lot	of	potential	problems.			
Of	course,	it	could	create	a	few,	too,	but	you	never	know.		He	just	might	be	curious	to	
know	what	it’s	like.		Hell,	he	may	be	a	full‐fledged	faggot	for	all	I	know!		But	I	guess	
I’ll	wait	and	feel	the	situation	out	first.		I	don’t	know	what	I’m	going	to	do	with	him	if	
Gerald	isn’t	gone.		Damn,	I	wish	I	had	an	independent	room!		Every	acquaintance	
that	I	make	is	going	to	know	that	I’m	looking!			

After	walking	all	the	way	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	from	Gerald’s,	I	left	almost	
immediately	for	Blvd.	St.	Michel	and	the	Self	Service	(love	that	food!)	–	walked	
around	the	quarter	near	Place	St.	Michel	and	then	came	back	to	the	room.		This	last	
trip	was	both	preceded	and	followed	by	extended	sessions	of	shooting	the	shit	with	
Mme.	Bergeret.		She	just	loves	to	talk	to	me	and	it’s	beginning	to	get	on	my	nerves.		
But	I	absolutely	must	keep	that	feeling	under	control.		It	isn’t	all	that	bad,	I	keep	
telling	myself.		But	I	am	looking	forward	to	school	starting	–	believe	that	or	not	–	so	
that	I	can	meet	some	different	types	of	people	(less	settled,	more	student‐type	than	
Gerald	or	Pierre).				

I	was	going	to	do	some	painting,	but	didn’t	really	have	anything	obscure	
enough	to	paint,	so	I	did	some	washing	instead.		I	also	“heard”	my	first	manifestation	
(a	real	one	–	not	football)	in	France	‐‐‐	right	down	the	middle	of	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain	
–	but	by	the	time	I	got	the	window	open	they	had	already	passed.		Now	it’s	rack	time	
–	gymnastics	tomorrow	and	I	absolutely	must	get	some	rest!		

	

Feb.	10,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	a	day	–	a	day	of	real	live	honest	to	goodness	adventure!		Things	I	
have	never	dreamed	of	seeing	I	saw,	and	never	dreamt	of	doing,	I	did!		It	started	out	
pretty	late	this	morning	because,	as	usual,	I	wouldn’t	get	my	lazy	ass	out	of	bed!		But	
once	it	started,	it	moved.		Mme.	Bergeret	really	came	pretty	close	to	getting	me	
super‐pissed!		She	drug	me	to	the	bank	to	clear	up	the	mess	of	my	checking	account	
(the	bank	just	can’t	seem	to	get	things	straight	–	at	least	not	to	Mme.	Bergeret’s	
satisfaction!).		Well	I	know	that	she’s	an	old	lady	and	one	should	make	allowances	
for	that,	but	things	can	go	just	a	little	bit	too	far!		In	the	street	she	talks	at	the	top	of	
her	lungs	and	is	very	patronizing	and	condescending	to	all	the	quaint	little	common	
people.		And	she	tows	me	around	like	a	pet	puppy	on	a	chair,	too.			

When	we	got	to	the	bank,	she	insisted	on	accounting	the	entire	story	of	the	
checking	account,	not	leaving	out	one	single	telephone	call,	name	or	fact,	that	she	
loaned	me	500	francs	so	I	would	have	to	go	to	the	Champs	Elysees	branch	for	money.		
There	were	lines	of	people	waiting,	of	course,	but	that	didn’t	stop	(or	even	speed	up)	
Mme.	Bergeret!			
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After	that	affair	was	over	and	I	had	finished	my	role	as	the	dumb,	helpless,	
smiling	American,	she	towed	me	across	the	river	to	visit	the	St.	Chapel.		It	was	closed	
but	Mme.	Bergeret	couldn’t	read	the	sign	posted	inside	the	gate,	so	she	yelled	to	the	
guard	(remarkably	strong	lungs	for	a	woman	of	her	age)	and	he	yelled	back	that	it	
was	posted	and	she	could	read	it	just	like	everybody	else!		Then	it	really	started	–	
yelling	back	and	forth	between	the	guard	and	La	Madame.		When	she	finally	got	the	
information	she	wanted	(it	reopened	at	1:30)	we	left,	but	not	before	she	had	told	the	
guardians	at	the	outer	gate	the	whole	story.		Then	she	wanted	to	show	me	the	
garden	of	the	archbishop	behind	Notre	Dame,	but	I’ve	already	seen	it,	and	besides,	I	
was	very	late	to	make	a	phone	call	to	Pierre,	so	I	finally	disengaged	myself	from	the	
sweet	old	thing	and	headed	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	stopping	only	at	Mme.	Blanchere’s	
for	something	to	eat.		

Pierre	had	the	first	good	news	of	the	day	for	
me	–	really	good	news!		He	had	arranged	for	us	to	go	
see	the	collections	at	the	House	of	Dior!		Really	a	
treat!		I	never	thought	that	I’d	ever	get	to	see	that.		So	I	
got	all	dressed	up	and	walked	all	the	way	there	–	
Avenue	Montagne	–	one	hell	of	a	walk.		But	I	arrived	
just	in	time	and	the	whole	affair	turned	out	to	be	quite	
interesting.		The	collection	sucked,	I	mean	there	was	
nothing	interesting	except	the	collections	of	furs.		The	dresses	were	copies	from	the	
war	years	–	really	horrible	–	and	the	models	were	unbelievable.		When	I	think	of	all	
the	girls	in	the	States	that	want	to	be	models	and	how	much	better	they	would	be	
than	the	nothings	that	I	saw!		And	I’m	not	talking	about	skinny.		I	mean	ugly	and	

awkward!		But	what	a	fantastic	experience	–	and	then	
Pierre,	wonderful	guy	that	he	is,	took	me	for	a	tour	of	
the	couturier	section	of	town.		We	visited	many,	many	
stores	and	houses	that	I	can’t	even	remember.		We	
also	visited	the	two	galleries:	Garnier	and	David.		I	can	
only	remember	the	painter	at	the	David	gallery.		It	was	
something	like	Vincent	Roux.		The	painter	at	the	
Garnier	is	more	famous,	but	I’ll	be	damned	if	I	can	

remember	his	name.		Neither	one	particularly	impressed	me.		I	love	modern	art,	but	
there	was	nothing	innovative	or	outstanding	about	either	painter	to	me.	

We	finally	ended	up	at	the	embroidery	house	of	Jean	Guy	Vermont,	Pierre’s	
friend,	to	pick	up	the	tickets	for	the	concert	tonight	and	also	to	hitch	a	ride	to	
Pierre’s	apartment	to	get	his	car.		We	had	a	drink	there	with	Jean‐Guy,	Eveline	and	
Pierre	–	we	waited	around	pretty	late	for	for	Framier	Genoni	to	arrive	because	he	
has	a	little	maid’s	room	just	off	the	Champs	Elysees	that	he’s	leaving,	and	I	wanted	to	
look	into	the	possibility	of	taking	it	over.		It	doesn’t	look	too	promising,	however,	
because	it	has	absolutely	no	comforts,	but	I’m	going	to	see	it	Friday	anyway.		It’s	
only	120	francs	a	month	and	it’s	independent!			

When	we	finally	got	away	to	the	concert,	we	just	had	time	to	eat	a	sandwich	
at	a	café	across	the	street	from	the	Theatre	des	Champs	Elysees	and	then	on	to	the	
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concert.		It	was	orchestra	and	Alexis	Weisenberg	as	the	soloist	for	Tchaikovsky’s	
Concert	No.	1	‐‐		really	fantastic	concert.		Afterwards,	we	went	backstage	to	
congratulate	Mr.	Weisenberg	because	he	and	Pierre	
are	good	friends.			

Then	we	went	to	the	Odeon	Drugstore	for	
some	ice	cream	–	then,	right	around	the	corner	to	a	
real	live	gay	bar	(finally),	where	we	had	told	Franco	to	
meet	us.		We	had	a	drink	there	and	then	went	to	
another	place	on	the	Ile	St.	Louis	that	was	out‐of‐sight!		
Dancing	downstairs	in	the	cellar,	and	we	stayed	until	
3:00	AM	–	really	fun	–	I	had	one	dancing	session	
(slow)	with	Franco	that	I	wasn’t	sure	I	was	going	to	emerge	from	in	one	piece!		I	
wonder	if	all	Italians	are	that	easy	to	excite!		I’ll	probably	end	up	bedding	down	with	
him	on	Friday	afternoon,	but	that’s	okay	with	me	because	he	has	one	fantastic	body,	
and	besides,	I’ve	never	been	to	bed	with	an	Italian.		I	just	hope	he	likes	to	be	fucked!		
Then	he	and	Pierre	drove	me	home,	and	for	once	I	got	to	my	room	without	having	to	
give	a	full	report	to	Mme.	Bergeret.		Tomorrow	has	promise	for	being	a	real	killer	–	
to	the	country	to	see	Mme.	Bergeret’s	brother.		And	for	added	excitement,	Rene	is	
coming	along	–	oh	joy!		Pierre	told	me	to	call	him	when	I	get	home.		This	could	be	the	
start	of	something	big!	

	

Feb.	11,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris	&	town	to	the	south)	

	

Despite	the	fact	that	I	wanted	to	get	up	early	this	morning,	I	didn’t	make	it	up	
before	my	usual	10:30	or	11:00	o’clock.		Therefore,	I	had	quite	enough	time	to	get	
ready	before	it	was	time	to	leave	for	Mme.	Bergeret’s	brother’s	house	in	a	little	
village	just	south	of	Paris.		It	was	Mme.	Bergeret,	Mr.	Chapentier,	Rene,	myself	and	
the	brother	and	his	wife,	and	oh	yes,	their	grand‐daughter	Nicole.		And	I	also	mustn’t	
forget	that	there	was	some	other	relative	there	that	is	a	school	teacher	and	a	very	
obnoxious	American.		And	from	the	way	he	was	ogling	me,	I’d	say	that	he	was	also	
very	queer.		It	was	established	in	the	course	of	conversation	that	he	he	is	not	
married.		But	enough	of	that;	I	found	him	completely	uninteresting.		After	the	lunch	
we	came	back	to	Paris	and	that	made	it	6:00	PM	already.		French	lunch	always	
seems	to	shoot	the	whole	day!	

When	I	got	back	I	called	Pierre	like	he	had	asked	me	to,	and	he	was	
absolutely	charming	on	the	phone.		I	really	think	that	the	guy	sincerely	likes	me.			If	
not,	he	sure	is	one	hell	of	a	sexy	talker!		He	told	me	that	he	would	be	back	in	town	
Sunday	afternoon	and	that	I	was	to	call	him	at	5:30	sharp.		I	assured	him	that	it	
would	be	my	pleasure,	and	it	most	surely	will	be!	

Then	I	tore	my	ass	for	the	Y,	where	I	discovered	that	the	gym	class	on	
Thursdays	is	“mixed”	–	no	thanks.		I	can	save	my	money	and	wait	until	tomorrow!		
So	instead	I	went	to	Gerald’s	apartment	to	leave	a	note	for	Greg.		Both	Gerald	and	
Jacques	were	there,	so	I	had	a	nice	long	talk	with	both	of	them.			I	began	to	get	the	

Theatre	des	Champs	Elysees	
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slightest	bit	of	feeling	that	I	may	have	gotten	on	their	nerves	(especially	Jacques).		I	
really	hope	that	I’m	jus	being	over‐sensitive	and	it	will	pass,	because	I	love	them	
both.			

Then	I	walked	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	and	walked	in	the	door	just	in	time	to	get	
a	long	distance	phone	call	from	the	U.S.		It	scared	the	SHIT	out	of	me!		It	was	only	
Gerd	wanting	to	tell	me	about	some	problems	at	the	hotel.		After	the	call	I	sat	down	
and	wrote	the	poor	guy	an	extremely	long	letter	in	
which	I	told	him,	in	essence,	to	face	up	to	the	problem	
of	reality.		I	hope	that	I	put	things	subtly	enough	so	
that	he	won’t	go	bananas	and	do	something	crazy	
(he’s	quite	capable	of	it),	but	I	also	hope	that	I	drove	
some	points	home!		But	that	just	about	put	the	wraps	
on	the	day.		I	still	may	write	a	couple	of	letters.		I	need	
to	answer	Colley	McWilliams’s	letter	of	today,	and	I’ve	
been	horribly	neglecting	JT.		Tomorrow	I’ve	got	one	
hell	of	a	lot	of	things	to	do,	not	the	least	of	which	is	to	
meet	that	crazy	Italian	at	the	Drugstore	Publicis	on	the	Chaps	Elysees	for	lunch.	

	

Feb.	12,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	a	day	that	saw	more	of	the	things	done	that	I	needed	very	badly	to	
do!		This	morning	I	didn’t	get	out	because	the	locksmith	was	coming	to	re‐fix	a	lock	
in	my	room.		Then	I	walked	to	the	Drugstore	Publicis	on	the	Champs	Elysees	and	
met	Franco.		We	had	lunch	at	Chez	Germain	and	he	informed	me	that	the	room	he	
was	leaving	would	not	be	available	because	the	proprietor	didn’t	want	to	re‐rent	it	
until	some	improvements	had	been	made.		But	the	afternoon	was	not	a	
disappointment	because,	quite	by	surprise,	Franco	asked	me	if	I	wouldn’t	like	to	go	
with	him	to	see	the	collection	of	Nina	Ricci!		Of	course	I	
wanted	to,	so	we	went	up	to	his	room	so	he	could	change,	
then	we	went	to	see	the	maison.		It	was	really	different	from	
Dior,	not	nearly	so	elegant	or	sophisticated,	and	the	clothes	
had	a	very	ready‐to‐wear	look	too.		All	during	the	
presentation	the	women	jabbered	like	birds.		Two	women	
behind	me	(one	of	whom	I	know	was	American)	were	really	
horrible,	and	I	just	couldn’t	believe	her	accent.		She	spoke	
perfect	French	but	the	accent	was	absolutely	atrocious.			

After	the	show	I	went	upstairs	with	Franco	and	met	the	designer,	Gerard	
Pipart.		Quite	an	honor	for	me,	but	of	course	the	real	men	never	realize	what	an	
honor	it	is.		

Afterwards,	I	caught	the	Métro	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	–	you’ll	notice	that	there	
was	no	mention	of	hanky‐panky	today	–	there	was	a	little	when	he	changed	in	his	
room,	but	nothing	serious.			

When	I	got	back	home,	I	bought	Mme.	Bergeret	some	flowers	to	stay	in	good	
graces	–	the	12th	of	every	month	is	her	day	because	12	is	her	lucky	number.		Then	I	

Gerard	Pipart	
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just	barely	had	time	to	head	for	the	gymnastics	lesson.		
I	met	Gerald	and	Jacques	there,	and	afterwards	we	
joined	Jean	Paul	for	dinner	at,	you’d	never	guess	
where,	Chez	Germain	again!		And	guess	who	was	
there:	Franco!		Quite	a	coincidence.		Then	they	
brought	me	home	and	I	did	some	washing	and	now	
here	I	sit.		But	…		Gerald	and	Jean	Paul	had	some	news	
for	me.		Pierre	had	seen	them	at	the	airport	and	he	
told	them	to	tell	me	that	he	had	gotten	a	special	flight	
and	that	he	would	be	back	tomorrow	instead	of	Sunday.		I	was	to	call	him	at	6:30	
PM.		So	that	means	that	my	entry	for	tomorrow	may	have	to	be	delayed	a	little.		I	
doubt	that	I	will	be	spending	the	at	Rue	de	Seine!		Heaven	only	knows	what	I’m	
going	to	tell	Mme.	Bergeret,	because	I	probably	won’t	be	here	Sunday	either.		But	I’ll	
think	of	something.		I’m	sure	that	the	two	evenings	will	be	more	than	worth	any	
trouble	that	I	may	have	to	go	to!	

	

Feb.	13,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

When	I	had	planned	for	tonight’s	entry	to	be	later	than	usual,	as	it	turned	out	
it’s	much,	much	earlier	–	only	9:30	and	here	I	sit,	as	I	have	throughout	most	of	the	
day!		The	possibility	exists	that	something	may	develop	later	in	the	evening,	but	it	is	
only	a	very	unlikely	possibility.		But	all	that	should	be	explained	in	its	own	good	
time.			

This	morning	I	actually	got	up	when	the	alarm	went	off	for	a	change,	because,	
being	Saturday,	there	were	a	few	things	that	just	had	to	be	done	before	12:00	noon.		
I	sent	the	telegram	to	Grammy	and	Gramps	congratulating	them	on	their	50th	
wedding	anniversary,	but	I	had	to	make	two	trips	to	the	post	office	to	do	it	because	
the	first	time	I	forgot	to	take	their	address!		Then	I	hiked	to	the	Alliance	Française	to	
pay	for	my	course,	but	as	it	turned	out,	although	the	office	was	open,	the	cashier	was	
closed.		The	lady	assured	me,	however,	that	I	could	start	the	class	on	Monday	and	
pay	afterwards.		Then	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	and	lunch	with	Mme.	Blanchere	(not	
actually	with	her,	of	course,	but	that’s	the	way	Mme.	Bergeret	always	says	it).			

The	afternoon	turned	out	to	be	one	of	the	tamest	that	I’ve	spent	in	weeks!		I	
had	nothing	to	do	but	paint,	so	I	did	a	watercolor	of	some	tulips.		I	got	the	idea	of	
painting	what	I	could	see	from	my	window.		I	didn’t	get	beyond	the	sketching	state,	
but	if	it’s	not	too	cold	tomorrow	and	I	can	leave	the	window	open,	I	can	probably	
finish.			

During	the	day	I	went	outside	several	times	to	buy	a	coke,	to	buy	some	
chocolate	at	the	Supermarket,	and	at	last	to	phone	Pierre.		That	was	the	beginning	of	
a	disappointing	evening.		As	I	said	yesterday,	the	word	was	passed	along	to	me	that	I	
was	to	call	Pierre	today	at	5:30	instead	of	tomorrow,	so	I	turned	down	the	invitation	
by	Gerald’s	cousin	Jacques	to	eat	dinner	there	(that	I	had	already	tentatively	
accepted	..	risking	a	pretty	big	insult).		So	now	I’ve	called	and	called	with	no	
response	from	Pierre.		So,	either	something	happened,	or	Jean	Paul	mistook	

Ches	Germain	
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“Dimanche”	[Sunday]	for	“demain”	[tomorrow]	–	damn	it	–	I	know	I	missed	one	heck	
of	a	meal	at	Jacques’s!	

		But	I’m	equally,	really	more,	disappointed	that	I	didn’t	get	to	see	Pierre	like	I	
was	hoping	to.		Spending	tomorrow	night	there	is	going	to	present	a	problem	in	
getting	to	school	on	time	Monday	morning.		I’ll	sure	have	to	get	up	damn	early	in	the	
morning	to	come	back	here,	shower,	dress,	and	get	to	school	before	8:45!		And	old	
Mme.	Bergeret	is	going	to	shit	a	brick	when	I	don’t	come	home	on	Sunday	night!	

		Tomorrow	is	a	wide	open	day	–	maybe	I’ll	go	to	the	flea	market,	then	at	
5:30,	it’s	back	on	the	phone	trying	to	get	hold	of	Pierre!		Tonight	may	have	been	a	
disappointment,	but	Pierre	continues	to	fascinate	me.			

When	I	went	to	the	Self	Service	on	Blvd.	St.	Michel	for	dinner,	I	was	stopped	
three	times	on	the	way	there	and	back	(1)	some	guy	stopped	me	for	something	(and	
he	used	“tu”)	that	I	didn’t	understand	and	didn’t	care	to	and	I	told	him	so,	(2)	a	little	
girl	asked	for	the	time,	(3)	and	a	student	asked	for	directions	to	Odeon.		This	
happens	with	greater	and	greater	frequency	lately.		I	must	really	look	French	and	
like	I	know	what	I’m	doing.		If	only	they	knew!			

And	walking	back	I	saw	two	men	doing	the	strangest	thing	on	the	street	–	one	
was	yelling	and	waving	a	stick,	occasionally	whacking	it	against	the	wall.		The	other	
man	had	a	longer	stick	and	every	once	in	awhile	he	would	turn	the	stick	end	over	
end	across	the	sidewalk,	then	bang	it	up	against	the	wall	where	the	other	guy	was	
hitting	it	like	a	battering	ram.		Then	they	would	both	laugh	and	start	all	over	again.		
Weird.		And	then	as	I	turned	onto	Rue	de	Seine,	a	very	non‐gay	looking	guy	suddenly	
smiled	and	very	obviously	winked	at	me	and	then	just	continued	on	his	merry	way	–	
very	unusual	behavior	for	a	Parisian!		But	this	quarter	of	town	is	strange,	there’s	no	
doubt	about	that,	but	I	like	it.			

I’m	probably	a	fool	for	not	going	out	tonight,	but	when	I’m	alone	I	always	find	
myself	walking	very	fast	with	no	place	to	go.		But	tonight	I	think	it’s	best	to	get	some	
rest	–	for	some	reason	today	I’ve	been	tired.	I	guess	walking	really	takes	it	out	of	you	
before	you	realize	it.	

	

Feb.	14,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

	

Actually	it’s	not	the	14th	at	all,	but	the	afternoon	of	the	15th.		I’m	trying	to	
remember	what	happened	yesterday	(the	night	passed	very	well).		All	I	can	
remember	is	that	I	got	up	late,	went	downstairs	to	the	Italian	boulangerie	(Mme.	
Blanchere’s	is	closed	on	Sunday),	bought	lunch,	then	headed	for	the		flea	market.	

It	started	on	the	Métro.		I	saw	him	and	he	wasn’t	too	bad.		He	saw	me	and	as	
it	turned	out,	he	too	was	going	to	the	flea	market.		He	half	followed	me	and	I	half	
followed	him	all	through	the	stalls.		I	managed	to	see	a	hell	of	a	lot	of	chandeliers	an	
finally	bought	one	of	the	old	18th	Century	apothecary	jars	and	a	little	bitty	jar	with	a	
glass	cork	for	JT.		At	that	booth	I	finally	walked	up	to	him	and	said,	“I	hope	you’re	not	



BILL NELSON  --  PARIS JOURNAL  Page 24 of 233		

looking	for	anything	special?!”		But	after	that	he	disappeared	and	I	think	I	scared	
him!		After	I	couldn’t	find	him	again,	I	went	back	to	the	stall	where	I	had	found	an	

out‐of‐sight	chandelier	and	on	the	way	back	to	the	
Métro	I	saw	him	again.		I	asked	him	if	I	had	scared	him	
and	then	we	rode	back	into	Paris	together.		He	told	me	
that	his	name	was	Francois,	but	that	was	all	the	
information	he	wanted	to	give.		So	I	told	him	that	I	
hoped	I	would	see	him	again	sometime	and	got	off	at	
Odeon.		Then	I	got	all	dressed	up	and	went	to	Pierre’s	
to	go	out	with	him	and	Eveline.		We	went	to	a	bar	just	
off	the	Place	de	Tertre	in	Montmartre	and	then	to	
Michou’s	–	a	very	famous	gay	place	here	in	Paris	

where	the	drag	is	all	in	fun	and	they	imitate	famous	French	singers.		It	was	all	a	lot	
of	fun	and	we	ate	dinner	there,	too.		Then	we	spirited	Eveline	home	and	Pierre	and	I	
shacked	up	at	his	place.		The	sex	was	prolonged	and	fantastic,	but	I’ll	be	damned	if	I	
could	come!		I	had	a	hard‐on	that	wouldn’t	quit,	but	no	climax	–	really	pissed	me	off!		
But	I	faked	it	again	and	Pierre	loved	it.		We	slept	together	wonderfully	and	the	
morning	saw	an	even	harder	hard	in	my	groin	area	and	we	played	around	quite	a	bit	
–	but	that	was	this	morning	and	not	yesterday	–	so.	

	

Feb.	15,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

	We	woke	up	at	11:30	and	didn’t	make	it	out	of	bed	until	much	later.		We	had	
a	monstrous	breakfast	and	messed	around	listening	to	records,	etc.,	and	finally	got	
around	to	getting	dressed	about	3:00	PM.		Pierre	had	an	appointment	with	Alexis	
Wiesenburg,	the	pianist,	but	he	had	time	to	take	me	to	the	Alliance	Française,	where	
I	finally	got	signed	up	(I	didn’t	go	to	class	this	morning	for	obvious	reasons!).		Then	
we	had	a	cup	of	coffee	at	a	little	bar	near	the	Alliance	and	then	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	
to	change	and	if	I	don’t	hurry,	I’m	going	to	be	very	late	for	the	gymnastics	class!		

Well,	I	wasn’t	late,	in	fact,	I	was	early.		Everything	went	just	fine	there.		
Things	just	may	be	very	interesting	for	the	future	at	that	place.		There’s	always	
Michel	and	Jean	Pierre	has	recently	made	his	appearance.		After	the	class,	I	called	
Pierre	and	Gerald	and	I	went	to	the	apartment	for	a	
drink	–	or	maybe	I	should	say	that	Gerald	went	for	a	
drink.		I	knew	what	I	was	going	for!			

Later	Pierre	something‐or‐other	came	over.		He	
works	in	a	perfume	shop	next	door	to	the	“Le	Grande	
Zine”	on	Rue	de	Faubourg	on	Montmartre.		He’s	the	
lover	and	manager	of	Antonio	something,	a	singer,	and	
Pierre	says	that	he	has	more	friends	and	contacts	than	
anyone	in	Paris!		He	was	very	nervous	because	Antonio	was	recording	a	record	last	
night	that	either	makes	or	breaks	him.		If	this	one	doesn’t	go	over,	he’ll	just	have	to	
try	something	else.			

Place	de	Tertre	‐‐	Montmartre	
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The	four	of	us	went	to	Chez	Germain	for	dinner	–	Gerald	left	for	home	and	the	
three	remaining	went	back	to	Pierre’s.		Pierre	had	a	rendezvous	at	midnight,	so	he	
left	us	about	11:45.		Pierre	and	I	practically	jumped	into	bed	where	it	got	pretty	
rough	right	from	the	start.		I	mean	I	was	turned	on!		There	was	no	faking	it	like	last	
night.		I	played	Texas	oil	well	and	gushed	like	mad	–	it	was	heaven!		And	what	makes	
it	so	good	is	that	I	know	Pierre	loved	it,	too!			I	spent	the	whole	night	there,	knowing	
that	Pierre	had	to	get	up	for	a	flight	to	Majorca	this	morning	early.		God	only	knows	
what	I’m	going	to	say	to	Mme.	Bergeret!		I	haven’t	seen	her	in	two	days	and	have	
spent	two	nights	out!			She	must	wonder	what	the	hell	is	going	on.		We	should	set	
some	good	precedents	on	our	next	encounter.	

	

Feb.	16,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Everything	worked	out	for	the	better	(better	than	I	could	have	ever	
anticipated)	this	morning.		It	seems	like	an	eternity	ago.		We	woke	up	with	the	alarm	
clock	ringing	like	mad.		We	just	laid	there	together	for	awhile,	playing	around,	but	
time	demanded	that	we	get	things	together.		Pierre	made	me	the	first	cup	of	coffee	
that	I’ve	ever	really	liked,	and	we	got	dressed.		He	dropped	me	off	at	Rue	de	Seine	
where	I	changed	clothes	and	hooked	it	for	l’Alliance.		I	didn’t	see	Mme.	Bergeret,	and	
I	was	glad	of	it!		I	walked	to	l’Alliance,	like	I	guess	I	had	better	get	used	to	walking.		It	
has	to	be	a	regular	thing	now,	damn	it!		The	class	is	really	okay,	I	guess.		The	
students	are	very	uninteresting	–	mostly	South	Americans	and	Orientals.		They’re	a	
little	more	advanced	than	myself	grammar‐wise,	but	not	when	it	comes	to	accent	
and	conversation.		My	teacher	is	evidently	a	communist	from	what	I	gather	from	
several	remarks	that	she	made	in	class,	but	that	should	be	a	nice	change	from	the	
status	quo	of	SMU.		But	I’ll	say	one	thing	for	SMU,	it	was	sophisticated.		This	teacher	
comes	on	with	clichés	like	a	naïve	tape	recorder.			

The	course	itself	shouldn’t	be	too	bad	because	it’s	not	literature,	thank	God	…	
mostly	culture	and	grammar	(the	two	things	that	I	need	most).		After	class,	I	went	
immediately	to	the	bank	to	relieve	my	position	of	having	absolutely	no	money	‐	‐	
then	I	could	go	buy	lunch	at	least!		I	managed	to	spill	it	all	down	the	front	of	my	coat	
for	about	the	third	time.		It	made	me	madder	than	hell!		I	finally	got	around	to	
writing	some	letters	that	I	really	needed	to	send	and	then	went	out	to	buy	my	
textbook.		I	spent	the	whole	afternoon,	quite	agreeably,	at	Gerald’s	apartment	doing	
my	homework	while	he	went	about	his	business.		Finally	Jacques	showed	up	and	
they	cooked	dinner	there.		I	did	the	dishes.		Then	we	went	for	a	little	ride	and	visited	
two	gay	bars	that	I	hadn’t	seen	before.		We	stopped	for	a	drink	in	one,	but	Jacques	
was	so	damned	uncomfortable,	even	irritable,	that	it	wasn’t	much	fun		Gerald	is	
going	to	get	tired	of	that	quickly.		He	loves	to	be	on	stage	too	much	to	pass	up	that	
kind	of	activity.		Then	they	brought	me	back	home,	and	here	I	sit.			

I	forgot	to	mention	Mme.	Bergeret’s	reaction	when	I	finally	saw	her	again	–	
nothing,	absolutely	nothing!		All	she	said	was	“it’s	been	a	long	time	since	I	last	saw	
you,”	and	that	was	it.		No	questions,	no	nothing!		I	don’t	mind	saying	that	I	was	really	
surprised.		Evidently	the	old	girl	is	more	with	it	that	I	expected.	
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When	I	got	back	to	the	room	tonight,	Mab10	had	two	notes	for	me.		Pierre	had	
called	and	talked	with	her	for	a	long	time,	and	had	completely	charmed	her,	I	might	
add.		She	even	invited	him	for	the	birthday	feast	she’s	planning	for	me.		That	should	
be	quite	an	evening!		But,	damn	it,	the	second	note	was	that	Gerd	had	called	again	
from	Dallas!		That	really	pisses	me	off,	because	I	know	very	well	what	it’s	about.		
He’s	had	just	time	enough	to	get	that	“tell	it	like	it	is”	letter	I	wrote	to	him.		God	only	
knows	what	he	wants	to	ask	or	say	–	or	what	condition	he’s	in!		But	I	do	not	want	to	
talk	to	him.		I’m	really	and	truly	fed	up	with	that	,	and	anything	further	can	only	
result	in	bad	memories.		I	just	wish	the	poor	guy	had	brains	enough	to	figure	out	
where	he	is	and	what	he	wants	to	do.		He’s	26	years	old	and	still	has	never	been	on	
his	own.		I	don’t	what	he	says,	he’s	always	had	somebody!		Surely	things	would	be	
better	if	he	would	just	go	back	to	Germany.		He	hasn’t	got	the	emigrant	mentality.		
Tomorrow	promises	big	things	as	usual	in	this	wonderful	city!	

	

Feb.	17,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

A	good	day	–	a	very	good	day,	indeed	–	and	long.		I	woke	up	early,	thanks	to	
my	alarm	clock,	and	got	up	early	thanks	to	my	will‐power.		Class	at	the	Alliance	until	
11	o’clock	and	then	lunch	at	Chez	Mme.	Blanchere.		I	imagine	that	that	type	of	
morning	will	soon	be	almost	as	routine	as	breathing.		Soon	afterwards,	I	called	
Pierre	like	he	had	told	me	to	–	only	succeeded	in	waking	him	up	(12:00	noon)	and	
wasting	50	centimes,	because	I	told	him	I	would	call	him	back	later	when	he	had	his	
wits	about	him.			

I	also	spent	a	great	deal	of	time	waiting	for	that	damn	Gerd	to	telephone.		He	
never	did.		I	spent	the	afternoon	finishing	the	inking	of	the	view	from	my	window.		I	
think	that	I	partially	ruined	it.		I	liked	it	better	without	the	ink.		Oh	well.	

I	finally	called	Pierre	again	and	he	told	me	to	come	on	over,	so	I	hopped	on	
the	Métro.		I	listened	to	the	middle	two	parts	of	“Jesus	Christ	Superstar”	–	really	a	
fantastic	composition.		The	idea	of	a	real	rock	opera	is	fascinating	and	I	don’t	know	
why	nobody	had	tried	it	earlier.		I’ve	een	thinking	about	how	I	would	stage	it	if	I	
were	a	director,	and	there’s	no	denying	that	it	really	presents	some	problems.			

But	before	going	to	Pierre’s,	I	had	to	withdraw	another	100	francs	from	the	
bank	because	I	invited	Pierre	to	eat	an	a	movie.		I	have	to	do	that	
(not	that	I	didn’t	want	to)	because	he	has	spent	so	much	money	
on	me	that	it	is	just	unbelievable.		After	Pierre	got	things	
arranged	at	home	and	I	finished	listening	to	the	records,	we	
went	to	see	Pierre	(at	the	perfume	shop)	and	then	I	left	for	the	
gymnastics	lesson.		It	was	a	good	one	and	I’m	still	sore,	although	
my	soreness	may	be	from	what	transpired	afterwards!			

Pierre	took	me	to	a	Vietnamese	restaurant	that	was	
really,	really	good	and	then	we	hurried	to	a	movie:	“Max	et	la	

																																																								
10	Bill	sometimes	refers	to	Mme.	Bergeret	as	“Mab”	throughout	this	journal	on	account	of	her	initials	“M.A.B.”	
(for	Madame	Madeline	Adrè	Bergeret).			
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Ferrailleurs”	or	something	like	that.		I	thought	it	was	a	pretty	stupid	story.		Pierre	
defended	it,	but	I	don’t	think	he	much	liked	it	either.		Then,	then	we	went	to	his	
apartment	and	things	began	to	happen!		I	was	tired,	really	too	tire	to	make	love	–	
but	–	Pierre	wasn’t,	and	we	fucked	like	I	have	never	fucked	before.		It	was	incredible.		
I	don’t	know	how	the	poor	guy	takes	it.		I	enjoyed	it	immensely,	but	damn	it,	had	to	
fake	another	orgasm.		Pierre	wanted	to	prolong	things.			By	the	time	he	was	ready,	I	
could	hardly	move,	much	less	come.		But	he	did,	more	than	ever	before	and	that	
satisfied	me	immensely.		When	we	quit,	I	was	so	tired	that	I	could	hardly	breathe,	
but	since	I	didn’t	come,	it	was	hard	again	in	about	ten	minutes	and	I	told	(and	
showed)	Pierre	that	I	wanted	to	do	it	again.		He	was	impressed,	but	I	was	only	
kidding.	If	he	had	accepted,	I	probably	would	have	fainted.		But	I	love	sleeping	with	
him.		He’s	got	something	that	really	excites	me	and	its	just	fun	being	with	him.		And	
he	does	ever	so	much	love	to	be	screwed.		We	finally	got	to	sleep,	but	I	have	no	
earthly	idea	what	time	it	was	–	late.	

	

Feb.	18,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Like	several	days	ago,	we	woke	up	early	at	Pierre’s	because	he	had	to	catch	a	
flight	and	I	had	to	et	to	the	Alliance.		Unfortunately,	Pierre	is	leaving	for	a	week	to	
Tehran,	Bombay,	Bangkok,	Saigon	and	Manila.		He’s	excited	because	it’s	the	first	
time	for	him	on	that	route,	but	I’m	sure	going	to	miss	him.	I	really	love	these	affairs	
with	no	permanent	strings	attached.			We	just	enjoy	each	other	unselfishly	and	have	
a	good	time	together.		He	got	me	to	Rue	de	Seine	just	in	time	for	me	to	run	upstairs,	
change	shirts	and	head	out	for	lass.		Also	time	to	arrange	things	so	that	Mme.	
Bergeret	would	think	that	I	had	been	here	last	night!			

The	class	was	conversation	today	–	listening	to	the	other	people	talk	about	
themselves.		I	was	wrong	about	their	nationalities.		Today	we	heard	from:	Mexico,	
Greece,	Czechoslovakia	and	Japan.		And	I	believe	that	Germany	and	Italy	are	also	
represented	among	several	other	countries.		I	was	really	surprised.		And	so	far,	I	
seem	to	be	the	only	American.			

I	came	back	from	class	to	face	a	real	pisser.		The	only	mail	that	I	had	was	from	
Gerd	and	it	was	a	really	schmaltzy	thing	about	how	much	he	loved	me	and	telling	me	
about	how	his	body	is	beginning	to	degenerate	without	me	(the	game	again)	and	
how	he	never	goes	out	and	isn’t	life	sad	and	why	can’t	we	be	free	and	happy.		
Bullshit!		The	poor	guy	is	really	sick	and	I	don’t	know	how	I	can	help	him	any	more!	

The	second	bit	of	correspondence	on	my	desk	was	from	Mme.	Bergeret.		Gerd	
had	called	at	10	o’clock	and	would	call	back	at	noon	–	damn	it.		I’m	sure	it’s	about	
that	letter	that	I	wrote	and	I	still	don’t	want	to	face	a	dramatic	confrontation	over	
the	phone,	but	may	it	would	be	better	just	to	get	it	over	and	done	with!		Well,	we’ll	
soon	see.		It’s	only	30	minutes	away!			

Mme.	Bergeret	also	noted	that	she	had	taken	it	upon	herself	to	relocate	the	
false	marble	plaque	that	I	found	on	that	trash	heap	–	just	another	example	of	how	
non‐independent	I	am.		She	didn’t	like	the	way	the	plaque	looked	where	it	was	so	
she	moved	it.		The	poor	thing	thought	she	was	doing	me	a	favor	(and	I	recognize	
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that),	but	it	really	only	succeeded	in	making	me	mad.		There’s	been	a	lot	of	talk	lately	
about	the	advantages	and	disadvantages	of	living	alone	–	completely	alone	–	since	
I’m	gay,	I’m	sure	that	I’ll	have	plenty	of	time	alone	and	shouldn’t	be	so	damned	
anxious	to	get	started	–	but	I	absolutely	must	see	what	it’s	like.		I’ve	never	really	
lived	alone	and	it	just	might	have	a	pretty	strong	effect	on	what	I	want	to	do	with	my	
life.		That’s	deep,	but	important	enough	that	it	doesn’t	require	an	apology.	

Well	today’s	log	is	going	to	be	written	in	segments.		This	second	part	being	at	
5:00	PM.		I’ve	spent	all	afternoon	sitting	doing	nothing	but	reading	and	writing	some	
letters.		No,	I	take	that	back.		I	did	go	out	roaming	for	quite	awhile	–	wanted	to	take	a	
look	at	the	films	that	are	showing	in	the	quarter	because	I	think	I’ll	be	going	to	one	
tonight.		My	attempts	to	save	money	are	futile.			

The	big	news	of	the	afternoon	is	that	I	just	got	a	telegram	from	poor	Gerd.		
His	brother	died.		I	guess	that’s	why	he’s	been	trying	to	reach	me.		I	just	can’t	believe	
that	that	guy	has	so	many	problems.		He’s	arriving	tomorrow	at	Orly,	and	I’m	
supposed	to	meet	him	there.		I	just	realized	that	he	must	have	booked	the	plane	
through	Paris	especially	to	see	me.		Oh,	God!		I’m	not	ready	for	that.			He	should	have	
gone	on	Lufthansa	directly	to	Frankfurt.		Surely	he	doesn’t	mean	that	he	wants	me	to	
go	to	Germany	with	him!		No,	I	don’t	think	so.			He	would	have	been	much	more	
explicit.		I’ll	do	my	best	to	comfort	him,	but	I’m	also	going	to	try	and	convince	him	to	
stay	in	Germany.		That	would	cause	some	enormous	problems,	of	course,	but	
nothing	that	couldn’t	be	taken	care	of.		I	know	that	his	family	needs	him	now.		We’d	
have	to	get	a	key	to	the	apartment	(to	Hans)	and	have	him	destroy	everything	gay	in	
the	apartment.		Then	my	family	could	pack	up	his	junk.		Dad	could	bring	it	over	
when	he	comes	to	Paris.		With	the	situation	of	Gerd’s	job	in	Dallas	being	so	bad,	
maybe	this	would	be	a	good	time	to	call	the	whole	affair	of	the	USA	quits.	

Having	him	so	close	in	Germany	wouldn’t	be	so	cool,	but	I’ve	got	to	get	him	
out	of	Dallas!		I’d	feel	guilty	about	feeling	this	way	except	that	I	honestly	feel	that	it	
would	be	the	best	thing	for	him.		I	also	called	Gerald	this	afternoon,	and	right	away	
he	wanted	to	know	how	I	knew	that	he	was	in	town	–	evidently	he	was	supposed	to	
be	on	a	flight	to	Moscow	today,	but	got	put	on	reserve	at	the	last	minute.		He	made	a	
big	point	of	telling	me	that	if	I	saw	Jacques,	not	to	bother	him	by	telling	him	that	
Gerald	was	really	in	Paris.		I	accused	him	of	hanky‐panky	and	he	just	laughed	
guiltily,	but	didn’t	deny	it.		And	he	has	the	nerve	to	accuse	me	of	being	whorey.		For	
all	I	know,	he’s	probably	shacked	up	with	Pierre!	

			

Feb.	19,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was,	without	much	doubt,	probably	the	
most	eventful	day	since	my	arrival.		It	was	certainly	long	
and	I	think	“diversified”	is	the	right	word	to	describe	it!			

It	started	very	early	this	
morning	when	I	had	to	get	up	
to	catch	the	bus	for	the	Gare	
des	Invalids	to	get	to	Orly	to	
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meet	Gerd.		He	arrived	at	10:30	on	a	Pan	Am	747.		He	was	pretty	upset	about	his	
brother,	of	course.		He	didn’t	know	all	the	details,	but	it	seems	that	he	was	killed	in	
an	automobile	crash	like	Gerd’s	parents	and	his	first	love,	Ralph.		If	he	had	to	die,	
that’s	probably	the	worst	possible	way	for	Gerd	and	his	family.		I	brought	Gerd	back	
to	my	room	and	we	ate	lunch	from	Mme.	Blanchere’s	as	usual.		I	tried	to	make	as	
much	light	conversation	as	possible,	but	Gerd	wanted	to	talk	about	serious	things.		I	
saw	it	coming,	but	tried	to	put	it	off	as	long	as	I	could.		We	went	out	to	find	him	a	
hotel	and	we	finally	settled	on	the	Studio	Hotel	at	the	corner	of	Rue	St.	Sulpice	and	
Rue	Bonaparte.		It’s	a	nice	little	place	and	the	room	is	only	$4.		They	said	that	it	was	
on	the	third	floor	(that’s	the	fourth	American	floor),	but	it	turned	out	that	there	was	
a	floor	between	the	ground	floor	and	the	first	floor	called	the	“entresol”		–	putting	
Gerd	on	the	fifth	floor	and	no	elevator.		While	Gerd	tried	to	get	some	rest,	I	started	
reading	a	book	that	Gerd	had	brought.		I	had	heard	of	it	before,	of	course.		It	was	the	
gay	classic	The	Lord	Won’t	Mind.		But	before	long	Gerd	absolutely	insisted	on	
discussing	what	I	dreaded	most	–	us!			We	had	a	long,	long	talk	in	which	I	absolutely	
refused	to	be	put	on	the	line.		It	was	a	selfish	attitude,	but	I	couldn’t	help	it.		I	won’t	
lie	to	him	and	let	him	wait	for	me,	expecting	me	to	come	back	to	him,	but	I	can’t	tell	
him	that	it’s	quits	either	because	I	know	that	it	would	kill	him.		But	something	is	
wrong	with	the	guy.		I	can	see	it	in	his	eyes.		Every	once	in	awhile	he	opens	them	
really	wide,	and	he	gets	the	wildest	look	of	a	cornered	animal.		I	think	that	all	his	
problems	musts	have	really	affected	his	mind.		I	sense	something	really	different	
about	him,	and	he’s	come	to	depend	on	me	so	strongly	that	it’s	pathetic,	but	we	
finally	ended	the	conversation,	having	accomplished	nothing	except	possibly	getting	
Gerd	incredibly	upset	because	I	refused	to	definitely	commit	myself	to	a	lifetime	
liaison.			

We	went	for	a	walk	before	heading	for	the	Métro	and	the	gymnastic	lesson.		It	
was	then	that	I	began	to	see	the	trouble.		The	Blvd.	St.	Germain	had	been	crowded	all	
day	again	today,	and	traffic	really	backed	up.		Today	was	the	day	of	the	boy’s	trial	
that	all	the	protesting	is	over.		I	had	heard	sirens	all	day	and	we	even	saw	the	police	
helicopter	overhead,	but	it	was	not	until	I	actually	saw	some	riot	police	that	the	true	
drama	of	it	all	hit	home.		Their	uniform	is	one	of	the	most	sinister	looking	things	that	
I’ve	ever	seen.		Big	Plexiglas	visors	on	their	helmets,	and	later	I	saw	a	bunch	of	them	
carrying	big	Plexiglas	shields.		I	mean	it	was	like	a	war.		We	walked	up	and	down	the	
Blvd.	St.	Germain	and	we	saw	where	the	police	wagons	were	pulled	up	waiting	for	
the	students.		I	think	the	police	are	really	fools.		All	they	do	is	provoke	trouble	by	

creating	a	confrontation.		Gerd	and	I	had	to	
catch	the	Métro	at	Odeon,	but	as	we	got	closer	I	
began	to	see	another	problem:	one	guess	
where	the	students	were	gathering	for	the	
march	–	that’s	right:		Place	de	l’Odeon!	

The	Métro	was	surrounded,	and	they	
really	were	chanting	and	carrying	red	flags,	
just	like	in	the	movies	(sometimes	I	can	be	so	
naïve!).		Just	as	we	started	to	cross	the	street	to	
get	around	the	crowd,	they	chose	that	street	to	

Place	de	l'Odeon		‐		Paris	
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go	down	instead	of	Blvd.	St.	Germain	to	face	the	police.		We	just	barely	made	it	
across	without	being	trapped.		After	all	the	warnings	that	Gerald	and	Pierre	had	
given	me,	I	was	a	little	bit	afraid	and	we	went	down	the	Métro	entrance	only	to	
confront	a	huge	crowd	waiting.		Jut	about	that	time	the	police	must	have	started	
advancing	because	hundreds	of	students	suddenly	started	pressing	into	the	
entrance	of	the	Métro	–	not	paying,	just	pushing	through	–	and	I	do	mean	pushing.		
The	students	were	really	rude	and	pushed	like	crazy,	but	the	regular	commuters	
pushed	even	harder.		For	awhile	we	were	just	like	cattle,	but	we	did	get	a	free	ride.		
The	lady	said	that	it	was	ridiculous	to	punch	our	tickets	when	everybody	else	was	
just	walking	in.			

We	got	to	the	Y	and	Gerd	decided	that	he	didn’t	want	to	take	the	exercise,	so	
while	he	waited,	Gerald	and	I	did	the	class.		Then	the	three	of	us	went	to	Chez	
Germain	for	dinner,	then	to	Gerald’s	apartment	for	coffee.			

Later	we	went	to	the	Rocambo	(I	think),	a	gay	dancing	bar	on	the	Ile	St.	Louis.		
Gerald	left	early,	but	Gerd	and	I	stayed	until	2:00	AM	dancing.		I’m	almost	ashamed	
to	admit	it,	but	I	cruised	and	got	cruised	right	under	Gerd’s	nose,	and	as	a	result	I	
have	a	rendezvous	at	the	same	club,	next	Saturday	night,	the	27th,	with	Jean‐Luc,	a	
fairly	interesting	French	boy.		I	explained	to	him	that	I	lived	in	Paris	but	with	a	74	
year‐old	lady.		He	said	that	he	also	lived	in	Paris,	but	that	his	lady	was	only	62	(his	
grandmother).		I	hope	that	maybe	Gerald	will	be	out	of	town	next	Saturday	so	we	
can	shack	up	at	his	place.		Will	just	have	to	wait	and	see.			

Finally	Gerd	and	I	walked	back	to	his	hotel.		I	couldn’t	believe	that	Place	St.	
Michel	and	Blvd.	St.	Germain	were	so	deserted.		It	may	have	been	2:00	AM,	but	it	
was	Friday	night	and	there	was	no	one!		Gerd	wanted	me	to	stay	with	him,	of	course,	
but	the	hotel	solved	that.		I	had	to	promise	to	be	at	the	hotel	early	tomorrow	and	
perhaps	I	may	have	to	perform	certain	duties	that	I	abhor	even	thinking	about,	but	
that	strange	wild	look	in	his	eyes	was	acute	when	he	said	good‐bye.		It	really	scares	
me!			

Now	it’s	3:00AM	and	I’m	beat.		If	I	don’t	get	some	sleep	tomorrow	night,	I	
ain’t	gonna	be	worth	shit	next	week.		Oh,	I	also	got	a	fantastic	letter	from	JT	–	and	
with	another	poem	–	I	must	record	it:	

Introduction:	It	finds	its	inspiration	in	“The	Rape	of	the	Lock.”		Virginity	there	
is	associated	most	often	with	China	(remember	those	18th	century	China	dildos),	
and	rape	with	the	breaking	or	falling	of	China	(“when	frail	China	jars	in	glittering	
dust	and	painted	fragments	lie”).		Also	playing	on	the	meaning	of	this	couplet	in	a	
statement	in	The	Good	Soldier11	which	goes	“Someone	has	said	that	the	death	of	a	
mouse	from	cancer	is	the	whole	sack	of	Rome	by	the	Goths.”				The	couplet:	

	

																																																								
11	Ford	Madox	Ford’s	The	Good	Soldier	(1915)	is	so	subtle	and	shapely	a	domestic	tragedy	that	it	very	nearly	makes	good	the	
narrator's	extravagant	claim:	"The	death	of	a	mouse	from	cancer	is	the	whole	sack	of	Rome	by	the	Goths,	and	I	swear	to	you	
that	the	breaking	up	of	our	little	foursquare	coterie	was	such	another	unthinkable	event."		Ford	founded	and	then	ran	the	
century's	two	most	brilliant	literary	journals,	the	English	Review	(London,	circa	1909)	and	the	Transatlantic	Review	(Paris,	
circa	1923).	He	possessed	a	rare	perception	of	genius	in	others.	The	list	of	writers	Ford	published	early	reads	like	a	mail‐order	
come‐on	to	some	20th	century	great‐writers	anthology	
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Someone’s	poked	her	virgin	vagina	
The	Sack	of	Rome,	the	Fall	of	China!	
Her	fate,	I	hate	to	tell,	
You	see,	she	was	a	Southern	Belle,		
And	that	just	won’t	do	in	North	Carolina	
(To	have	a	hole‐up	unholy	vagina)	
And	life’ll	seem	pleasant	in	Hades	
Compared	with	being	balled	by	the	KD’s,	
And	what’s	being	consumed	by	flames	vermillion	
Compared	with	being	left	out	of	the	deb	cotillion?	

	

Feb.	20,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

Another	long	,	long	day	–	it	started	as	usual	with	the	alarm	clock,	today	
reminding	me	that	I	was	due	at	Gerd’s	hotel	at	9:00	AM.		I	shaved	and	dressed,	not	
really	in	any	hurry	to	be	on	time,	knowing	what	might	await	me,	but	there	was	no	
need	for	worry.		We	had	had	to	rush	to	get	everything	in.		I	knocked	on	Gerd’s	door	
only	to	receive	no	answer	and	then	just	walked	through	the	unlocked	door.		He	was	
in	an	unbelievably	deep	sleep.		God	knows	he	needed	it,	and	when	I	woke	him	he	
jerked	so	violently	that	it	seemed	unreal.		Then	he	looked	around	with	another	one	
of	those	recent	wild	looks	of	his,	obviously	not	knowing	where	he	was	nor	seeing	me	
at	all	–	so	weird	–	and	so	scary.		He	repacked,	and	we	left	the	suitcase	at	the	hotel	
and	took	the	Métro	to	Au	Printemps	to	buy	him	a	shirt	(in	the	nervousness	of	
packing	in	Dallas	he	had	forgotten	to	include	shirts	–	the	mind,	the	mind!).		Then	we	
took	the	Métro	back	to	St.	Michel	and	hurriedly	ate	at	a	Self	–	then	walked	back	to	
the	hotel	to	retrieve	the	suitcase,	caught	the	bus	for	the	Gare	des	Invalides	and	then	
on	to	Orly.			

During	the	day	Gerd	talked	about	what	he	is	going	to	do	back	in	Dallas.		As	I	
had	suspected,	he	absolutely	refuses	to	hear	what	I	say	to	him	–	That	strange	mind	
at	work	again.		He	was	dreading	meeting	his	family	in	Frankfurt,	of	course,	but	he	
seemed	far	more	concerned	about	us,	the	poor	kid.		I’ll	never	understand,	either,	but	
I	know	that	it	will	never	be	the	same.			

The	bus	ride	back	into	Paris	and	the	remainder	of	the	day	was	chiefly	
occupied	with	finishing	The	Lord	Won’t	Mind	–	not	a	bad	book	–	a	little	fanciful,	but	
nice.		I	had	a	rushed	dinner	at	the	St.	Michel	Self	again	tonight.		Mme.	Bergeret	had	
invited	me	to	watch	“The	Misanthrope”	on	television	with	her,	but	I	just	couldn’t	
concentrate	–	only	watched	half.		I	excused	myself,	giving	tiredness	as	a	reason	(and	
that	was	not	a	lie).		Tomorrow	I	have	absolutely	no	intention	of	setting	the	alarm.		I	
have	letters	to	write	tomorrow,	but	that’s	it.		I	have	some	homework	for	the	Alliance,	
too,	but	I	can	see	right	now	that	it	isn’t	going	to	get	done.		The	teacher	can	just	get	
fucked	if	she	doesn’t	like	it!		Air	France	is	on	strike,	so	Gerald	is	in	Paris	for	awhile.		I	
hope	that	Pierre	isn’t	stranded	in	some	place	horrible!		It’s	too	late	–	I	can	write	no	
more.	
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Feb.	21,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	the	day	started	late,	thank	goodness.		I	sure	needed	the	rest.		Gerd’s	
visit	put	the	crowning	blow	on	a	tiring	week.		Today	was	almost	as	uneventful	as	
yesterday	was	the	opposite.		I	ate	lunch	from	the	Italian	boulangerie,	as	is	my	
custom	every	Sunday	now.		Then	I	devoted	almost	the	whole	day	to	writing	letters	–	
six	in	all.		I	did	take	one	break,	however,	to	walk	to	Gerald’s	apartment.		He	wasn’t	
there,	but	it	was	a	nice	walk.		I	got	to	cruise	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain	up	one	side	and	
down	the	other!		I	also	did	a	little	washing.		About	the	only	thing	interesting	that	
happened	was	this	evening	when	I	went	to	dinner	at	the	Self	on	Blvd.	St.	Michel.		I	
started	out	at	what	I	thought	was	7:30,	but	it	turned	out	that	it	was	9:30.		My	watch	
had	stopped	this	morning.		I	had	forgotten	to	wind	it.		So,	as	I	walked	to	the	
restaurant,	a	regular	looking	man	walked	up	to	me	and	in	a	loud	voice	(and	in	
French)	said	to	me:	“Monsieur,	do	you	know	that	today	God	is	manifested	on	the	
earth	in	a	man	…”		I	didn’t	even	bother	to	answer.		I	just	gave	him	what	must	have	
been	a	very	blank	look	and	walked	away.		Then	I	made	a	little	tour	of	the	quarter	
before	I	came	back	and	a	student	walked	up	and	handed	me	two	books	and	started	
babbling	away	in	French.		I	saw	6F	written	on	the	book,	so	I	just	handed	them	back	
and	used	the	old	standby	line	that	is	good	in	all	situations	of	that	type:	“Je	ne	vous	
comprends	pas!”		These	are	times	when	it’s	good	to	be	a	foreigner!	

While	I	was	out,	I	also	got	an	article	that	I	love!			It	says	in	big	letters:	“Sunday	
Express:		My	Dear	Pussy	–	The	revealing	diary	of	a	Prime	Minister’s	Mistress.”		
Someday	it’s	going	to	be	framed	in	my	bathroom!	

Upon	returning	home,	Mme.	Bergeret	told	me	a	story	of	all	the	crazy	people	
that	accost	you	on	the	street	in	this	quarter.		I	guess	that	I	had	better	do	some	more	
walking	around.		I’ve	been	approached	many,	may	times,	but	it’s	always	about	street	
directions	or	God	or	something.		Maybe	eventually	somebody	will	propose	
something	interesting!	

	

Feb.	22,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Another	long	day.		I	only	hope	that	I	can	remember	all	of	it.		I	remember	that	
it	started	with	school	like	many	other	days.		The	class	does	seem	to	be	getting	
shorter,	so	I	guess	that’s	a	sign	that	it’s	getting	more	interesting.		Then,	as	usual,	I	
got	lunch	from	Chez	Blancher,	then	I	blew	off	a	little	time	doing	some	washing	and	
then,	since	it	is	Monday,	I	headed	for	the	bank	to	withdraw	200	francs	and	set	out	
for	the	flea	market.		I	found	that	the	old	lamp	I	saw	last	week	(which	I	wanted	so	
badly)	was	still	there,	but	the	man	that	would	sell	it	to	me	wasn’t	,	so	I	just	walked	
around	the	market.		One	thing	I	managed	to	accomplish	was	to	cruise	the	hell	out	of	
one	of	the	antique	dealers	there.		But	more	about	that	later.		I	finally	got	around	to	
buying	the	lamp,	a	marvelous	piece	of	work	(only	in	my	opinion)	from	around	the	
turn	of	the	century.		The	French	hate	the	style,	but	I	think	it	has	a	charm	that	makes	
it	beautiful!	
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After	I	bought	the	lamp,	I	took	it	over	to	show	to	my	new‐found	friend,	and	
also	to	give	him	a	card	with	my	address	and	phone	number.		He	was	terribly	excited	
and	wanted	to	see	me	tonight,	but	I	put	him	
off	until	tomorrow	(although	I	don’t	really	
know	why).		Anyway,	his	name	is	Claude	
and	he	has	a	very	strange	air	about	him	–	
but,	like	I	said,	he	is	an	antique	dealer	and	
just	may	prove	to	be	very	useful.		I	need	
some	more	contacts	to	get	an	independent	
room!		Besides,	if	he	doesn’t	turn	out	to	be	
too	dirty,	it	should	be	quite	an	adventure!		
A	quick	fuck	tomorrow	afternoon	can’t	do	
me	any	harm!		And	he	looks	like	he	just	may	love	exactly	that!	

I	barely	had	time	to	get	home	with	the	chandelier	(by	Métro),	talk	to	Mab	and	
write	a	letter	home	before	I	had	to	hurry	back	to	the	Métro	to	go	to	the	gymnastics	
class.		Nothing	came	of	it,	as	usual.		I	ate	dinner	in	the	Self	Montmartre.		Got	off	the	
Métro	at	St.	Germain	des	Près	for	a	change	and	walked	back.		Then	I	wrote	another	
chapter	for	“Le	Petit	Prince”	by	Saint‐Exupèry	as	I	was	assigned	by	the	school.		
Tomorrow	should	prove	to	be	an	interesting	day,	so	I’d	better	get	to	sleep	so	it	will	
hurry	up	and	get	here.	

	

Feb.	23,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

I’ll	get	an	early	start	on	the	journal	today,	not	because	more	has	happened	
than	usual,	but	simply	because	the	entries	of	late	have	been	cut	rather	short	due	to	
the	lateness	of	the	writing,	and	I	think	that	it’s	time	that	I	expanded	my	style	a	little	
bit!	

This	morning	started	off	as	usual	with	classes	at	the	Alliance.		My	teacher’s	
only	comment,	when	I	handed	in	my	homework,	was	a	smile	and	“pas	vrai!?”	12		‐‐	
then	lunch	at	Mme.	Blanchere’s.		I	had	a	crepe	suzette	that	Mme.	Bergeret	was	
serving	for	ten	this	afternoon	for	dessert.		Good,	but	certainly	nothing	to	have	an	
orgasm	over!	

It	may	be	remembered	that	I	was	expecting	a	phone	call	from	Claude	at	noon.		
Well,	the	bastard	didn’t	come	through!		I	don’t	know	what	happened.		He	probably	
just	chickened	out.		He	had	kind	of	a	timid,	scared	look	on	his	face	yesterday	and	
probably	doesn’t	want	to	commit	himself	to	a	blatant	phone	call,	but	I’m	sure	as	hell	
ready,	and	if	he	calls	later	this	afternoon,	I’m	going	to	want	some	action	…	tonight!		
And	if	he	doesn’t	call,	I’m	really	going	to	give	him	HELL	the	next	time	I	go	to	the	
Marchè	Aux	Puces.13		If	he	wasn’t	really	interested,	then	he	shouldn’t	have	acted	so	
interested.		Of	course	I	guess	that	I	didn’t	give	him	much	encouragement	with	my	
flippant	attitude.		Oh	well,	I	have	time.		Lots	of	time.		But	I	did	get	a	call	that	I	would	
much	rather	have	any	day,	and	reconfirms	my	loveableness:	that	was	from	Pierre!		
																																																								
12	Literally:	“not	true”	but	probably	meant	“Really!”	in	this	context.	
13	“flea	market”	
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He	was	on	the	last	flight	out	of	Manila	and	just	arrived	in	Paris	this	morning.		After	
having	spent	24	hours	on	an	airplane,	he	is	dead	to	the	world,	but	he	says	that	I	am	
to	call	him	tomorrow	at	11:30,	and	he	wants	to	see	me!		I	can’t	wait!		What	a	shame	
that	Jean‐Guy	is	back	in	town.		And	all	the	more	reason	that	Gerd	is	going	to	prove	a	
real	pain	in	the	ass.		The	doorbell	continues	to	ring	as	Mme.	Bergeret	receives	all	the	
Grande	Dames	of	Paris	to	play	bridge	here	this	afternoon.		This	last	one	was	25	
minutes	late!		She	has	even	more	friends	coming	at	5:00	for	tea.		Since	today	is	Mardi	
Gras,	the	tradition	is	that	you	eat	crepes	while	holding	a	piece	of	gold	and	it	brings	
you	wealth	for	the	coming	year.	

Well,	I’m	sitting	here	in	a	coat	and	tie	waiting	to	be	presented	like	a	
debutante!		How	I	get	trapped	into	situations	like	this	I	don’t	know,	but	it	has	
happened.		I	guess	I	wasn’t	cut	out	to	be	a	socialite,	because	I	look	forward	to	it	with	
nothing	but	dread.		Thanks	to	dear,	damn	Claude,	I	have	no	plans	for	the	evening	(it	
has	absolutely	nothing	to	do	with	him,	of	course,	but	it’s	as	good	an	excuse	as	any).		
Maybe	I’ll	get	around	to	writing	that	essay	on	the	bidet	I’ve	been	thinking	about	–	
but	I	kind	of	doubt	it.	

Well,	now	it’s	over	and	naturally	things	weren’t	nearly	as	bad	as	I	thought	
they	would	be.			I’m	sure	that	I	wasn’t	as	charming	as	I	could	have	been.		I	just	tried	
to	sit	there	like	a	mannequin,	radiating	beauty.		But	the	five	old	ladies	were	nice	–	
real	hell‐raisers,	just	like	Mme.	Bergeret.		I	took	a	long	walk	down	the	Blvd.	St.	
Germain	before	dinner	and	a	long	walk	in	the	quarter	St.	Michel	afterwards,	having	
eaten	at	the	Self,	of	course.		I	finally	found	the	Leclerge	Club	(Le	boite	aux	Chanson).		
It’s	just	right	down	the	street.		In	fact,	my	window	overlooks	Rue	Gregoire	de	Tours,	
the	street	that	it’s	on!		I	probably	should	go	tonight	late	since	it’s	Mardi	Gras,	the	
drag	day	for	France,	but	I	think	I’ll	go	to	bed	and	rest	up	for	Pierre	tomorrow.	I	
intend	to	rape	him	as	soon	as	I	set	foot	inside	the	door.	I	hope	that	nobody	else	
happens	to	be	visiting	him	when	I	arrive!	

	

Feb.	24,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

Started	another	regular	day.		I	guess	that	it	will	soon	get	old	repeating	the	
same	thing	five	days	a	week,	but	from	waking	up	until	about	noon,	it’s	the	same	
thing:	class	at	the	Alliance	and	lunch	at	Chez	Mme.	Blanchere.		Today	the	only	
variation	was	that	I	seemed	to	be	the	chosen	one	in	the	class	–	every	time	the	
teacher	asked	a	question,	it	was	followed	by	“Monsieur	Nelson!”		I	guess	I	should	be	
honored,	but	HELL,	I	don’t	know	all	the	answers.		But	I	definitely	see	a	crack	in	the	
original	wall	of	indifference,	and	that’s	always	a	good	sign.			

I	called	Pierre,	and	he	had	me	wait	until	2:00	PM	before	I	went	to	his	
apartment,	so	I	passed	the	time	writing	a	letter	to	Don	Reid	in	California.		I	couldn’t	
believe	it,	but	I	actually	got	a	letter	from	him	today!			

Pierre	and	I	did	noting	physical	today	because	the	maid	was	there,	but	we	
fluttered	around	Paris	like	two	butterflies!		First	we	had	a	rendezvous	with	Mario	
Aloisio	at	the	Café	de	Flore	.		I’m	meeting	him	Friday	to	visit	some	of	his	classes	of	
English	–	that	should	be	interesting.			Then	we	went	to	see	Pierre’s	friend	Nicole	at	



BILL NELSON  --  PARIS JOURNAL  Page 35 of 233		

the	Manpower	office	and	she	informed	us	that	she	is	pregnant.		She’s	not	married,	of	
course,	but	she’s	going	to	get	rid	of	the	baby.		Then	Pierre	told	me	to	get	lost	while	
he	ran	up	to	see	his	lover	Jean‐Guy.		Actually,	I	wasn’t	supposed	to	get	lost;	I	was	just	
supposed	to	go	wait	for	him	at	Pierre’s	perfume	shop.		I	waited	but	he	called	from	
Chez	Vermont	and	said	that	he	was	coming	with	Jean‐Guy,	so	I	was	to	split	and	he	
would	see	me	tomorrow.		So	I	headed	for	my	gymnastics	course.		I	was	in	full	form	
tonight.		I	finally	told	Michel	that	I	was	interested	in	him,	and	he	said	that	we’d	get	
together	sometime	soon.		Okay.		Then	I	proceeded	to	make	plans	to	be	with	Jean‐
Pierre	Marchand	Friday	night.		This	weekend	is	going	to	be	very	difficult	if	Gerd	
insists	on	coming.		After	the	lesson,	Gerald,	Jacques,	Georges	Mayuer	and	I	went	to	
Chez	Germain	for	dinner	…	then	to	Gerald’s	apartment	for	coffee.		Then	I	proceeded	
to	Party	2	to	shack	up	with	Georges.		He	had	a	beautiful	body	as	far	as	muscles	were	
concerned,	but	two	positive	charges	in	one	bed	can	be	rather	frustrating.		But	he	
was	very	nice	and	finally	brought	me	back	to	Paris	about	1:30.		Not	having	come,	I	
beat	off	“vigoureusement”	and	noticed	a	little	blood	in	the	sperm.		I	don’t	know	what	
the	hell	that	means,	but	compounded	with	the	damn	fleas	that	insist	on	recurring,	
I’m	getting	tired	of	the	damn	maladie	of	the	groin!			

	

Feb.	25,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Entry	one	date	late.		Just	too	tired	last	night	to	even	remember	to	write	
anything	down.		The	day	started	in	he	usual	routine:	school	and	then	lunch	at	
Blanchere’s,	but	my	good	communist	teacher	has	parted	for	a	month	in	Cuba.		I	
guess	I	can	always	hope	for	a	young	good‐looking	male	replacement!		I	called	Pierre	
and	he	said	to	meet	him	at	the	Mandarin	at	1:30.		Then	at	2:00	we	went	to	see	
“Performance.”		I	thought	it	wasn’t	half	bad,	but	Pierre	absolutely	hated	it.		I’m	
beginning	to	understand	a	little	more	now	about	the	French	way	of	looking	at	and	
judging	things,	and	it	varies	radically	from	that	of	the	American	viewpoint.		The	
French,	at	least	the	ones	I	know,	have	an	incredibly	conservative	attitude.		
Artistically	speaking,	I	mean.		I	really	don’t	see	how	they	ever	create	anything	new	
when	it’s	as	a	result	of	a	revolution	against	the	conservative	spirit.		That,	too,	may	
help	explain	why	they	go	so	bananas	during	and	over	their	revolution.		That’s	the	
only	time	they	get	out	of	their	classical	little	rut.			

After	the	movie	and	a	heated	discussion,	we	went	to	a	children’s	club	where	
Pierre	used	to	be	a	monitor	and	made	crepes.		I	began	to	sense	for	the	first	time	that,	
yes,	I	just	may	have	problems	being	a	teacher.		You	see,	at	the	age	of	21,	I’m	already	
a	lecherous	old	man.			

But	even	after	a	long	stay	at	the	school,	my	day	was	far	from	over.		I	had	been	
invited	to	Pierre’s	sister’s	house	to	dinner	and	a	slide	show.		Pierre,	Jean‐Guy,	
Eveline,	Nicole,	two	Michels	(one	male	and	one	female)	Gerald,	myself,	Pierre’s	
sister	and	her	husband	(that	we	are	all	convinced	is	also	gay)	Jean‐Marie	–	were	all	
there.		We	listened	to	Jean‐Marie	play	a	sonata	he	composed	for	his	wife,	and	then	
we	saw	slide	after	slide	after	slide!		During	the	show	Pierre	suggested	that	the	
Caravelle	Hotel	in	Guadeloupe	looked	like	a	factory	or	an	exhibition	hall	and	that	the	
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unfinished	cement	effect	of	the	roof	wasn’t	pretty.		That	just	about	did	it	for	his	god‐
damn	French	taste!		I	don’t	agree	with	him	at	all,	and	I	think	that’s	only	living	on	
past	glories.		The	same	reason	that	I	think	the	décor	of	the	Fairmont	is	a	farce!		But	
as	Pierre	was	leaving,	he	whispered	for	me	to	call	him	the	next	day.		Needless	to	say,	
I	was	thrilled.	

	

Feb.	26,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Almost	as	soon	as	I	got	out	of	bed	this	morning,	before	I	ever	got	dressed,	the	
doorbell	rant	twice.		I	had	a	good	idea	what	it	was	and,	sure	enough,	I	was	right.		
Dear	old	Gerd	had	sent	a	little	night	telegram,	so	of	course	it	arrived	the	first	thing	in	
the	morning.		But	it	had	wonderful	news.		He’s	not	coming	until	Sunday,	and	that’s	
absolutely	perfect	because	tonight	and	Saturday	night	are	taken!		My	teacher	having	
left	for	Cuba,	we	still	had	no	new	teacher	–	only	the	crazy	substitute	that	we	had	
yesterday.		I	sure	would	like	to	know	what	happened	to	my	new	chapter	for	Le	Petit	
Prince.		After	school	I	ate	a	quick	lunch	from	Blanchere’s	and	then	hooked	it	to	the	
L’Escurial	Café	at	the	corner	of	Rue	du	Bac	[and	Blvd.	Saint‐Germain]	to	meet	Mario.		
We	got	a	quick	cup	of	coffee	and	split	for	the	University	of	Vincennes14	so	I	could	see	
what	a	French	university	is	like.	

Well,	I	saw.		They	certainly	are	free	–	free	to	destroy	the	buildings,	free	to	
paint	on	the	walks,	free	to	scar	everything	in	sight.		It	was	really	horrible.		I’ve	never	
seen	such	filth	since	the	midway	at	Fair	Park,	and	the	dirt	is	reflected	in	the	
students.		In	general,	just	a	dirty	obnoxious	crowd	of	slobs,	and	I	sat	in	on	a	class.		
Those	kids	are	no	smarter	than	well‐behaved	American	students.		I	was	surprised	
that	the	class	today	was	so	much	like	my	classes	at	SMU	–	about	15	students.		They	
sat	and	discussed	incredibly	irrelevant	bullshit,	but,	and	here’s	the	big	difference,	for	
three	hours	straight.		It	was	greatly	to	the	teacher’s	credit	that	I	wasn’t	absolutely	
bored	to	tears!		But	it	was	probably	one	of	my	more	interesting	experiences	since	
coming	to	France.			

Mario’s	not	a	bad	guy,	but	unfortunately	he	is	fucked	up	in	the	head	(not	just	
the	ass)	–	but	I’m	supposed	to	call	him	tomorrow	morning	to	see	about	making	a	
recording	of	my	American	accent	for	him	.		But	I’m	also	supposed	to	call	big	Pierre	
tomorrow!		Because	before	going	to	gymnastics	lesson,	I	dropped	by	to	see	him	and	
he	said	that	he	wanted	us	to	spend	tomorrow	afternoon	together.		That’s	okay	with	
me	because	I	like	him	–	even	if	thee	are	times	that	I	don’t	understand	him!			

																																																								
14	As	soon	as	it	opened	in	1968,	the	University	of	Vincennes	became	the	venue	for	a	continuation	of	student	unrest,	being	
occupied	almost	immediately	by	student	radicals,	and	being	the	scene	of	violent	confrontations	with	the	police.		It	became	
particularly	notorious	for	its	radical	philosophy	department,	assembled	and	then	headed	by	Michel	Foucault,	who	in	this	stage	
of	his	career	was	at	his	most	militant,	on	one	occasion	participating	in	a	student	occupation	and	pelting	the	police	outside	the	
building	with	projectiles.	The	scandal	of	this	department	emerged	not	around	this	incident,	however,	but	around	one	of	the	
philosophy	professor,	Judith	Miller,	who	was	not	only	a	committed	communist,	like	most	of	the	faculty,	but	indeed	a	Maoist	as	
well.	The	department	had	its	accreditation	withdrawn	after	it	was	revealed	that	Miller	had	handed	out	course	credit	to	
someone	she	met	on	a	bus.	(Miller	was	subsequently	fired	by	the	French	education	ministry	after	saying	in	a	radio	interview	
that	the	university	was	a	capitalist	institution	and	that	she	was	trying	to	make	it	function	as	badly	as	possible.)	
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Then	I	went	to	the	Y	where	poor	Jean‐Pierre	Marchaud	was	waiting	to	begin	
the	events	that	would	give	him	the	highly	dubious	honor	of	being	included	and	rated	
in	my	journal.		I	suppose	that	the	word	to	describe	him	tonight	was	“eager.”			He	
suggested	that	we	eat	at	his	apartment	near	Auteuil.15		Well,	judging	by	the	sex	that	
followed,	I	would	rate	him	about	a	3	over	10,	maybe	4	because	he	does	show	
definite	possibilities	for	improvement.		But	it’s	just	as	well,	because	his	friend	
George	certainly	wouldn’t	rate	any	higher!		The	second	time	around	he	finally	let	me	
fuck	him	but	it	wasn’t	exactly	pleasant	for	either	of	us,	although	I	certainly	came	fast	
enough.		The	next	time	I’m	taking	my	tube	of	KY	and	we’ll	see	if	we	can’t	screw	some	
life	into	the	old	boy.		But	I	miss	Pierre	–	he	does	love	it	so.		(I	talked	to	him	at	noon	
and	it	looks	like	I’ll	have	to	wait	until	the	first	of	next	week	to	see	him	–	Gerd	
permitting?).			

Jean‐Pierre	brought	me	back	to	Paris,	and	if	I	don’t	get	to	bed	soon,	I’m	going	
to	fall	fall	asleep	at	the	pen!	

	

Feb.	27,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

A	wonderful	day	–	a	truly	wonderful	day!		It	started	just	in	time	for	lunch	and	
now	that	I’ve	seen	the	way	it	ended,	I’m	really	glad.		I	called	Pierre	and	made	a	
rendezvous	at	the	Café	Madrigal	on	the	Champs	Elysees	for	7:30,	then	called	Mario	
and	made	the	same	for	the	Café	de	Flore	at	2:00	PM.		Just	time	left	to	get	dressed	and	
meet	Mario.		We	walked	around	the	quarter	getting	books	for	him,	then	we	went	to	
see	“The	Navigator”	with	Buster	Keaton.		I	guess	that	was	the	first	silent	movie	that	
I’d	ever	seen	and	I	really	considered	it	something	extraordinary!		Those	people	were	
really	geniuses	that	could	have	created	something	that	is	funny	to	all	ages	at	all	
periods	of	history.		And	I	respect	the	actors,	too,	because	at	that	time	there	was	no	
such	thing	as	a	double,	and	some	of	the	stunts	that	they	did,	especially	the	women,	
were	incredibly	dangerous!	

Afterwards,	I	diplomatically	extricated	myself	from	an	invitation	for	a	“drink”	
at	Mario’s	apartment,	came	back	and	dressed	to	go	meet	Pierre.		And	that’s	when	the	
day	really	began	to	get	interesting.		We	met	at	the	café,	then	he	took	me	to	a	quiet	
old	bar	just	off	the	Champs	Elysèes	with	an	Italian	name.		Then	we	went	to	dinner	a	
the	Bistro	de	Notre	Dame,	or	as	Pierre	calls	it,	the	Bistro	Violet.		Everything	was	
purple!	

We	had	a	marvelous	dinner	and	the	whole	place	was	entirely	filed	with	men.		
I	really	began	to	see	why	Pierre	is	so	popular	in	Paris	–	he	is	very,	very	funny.		I	only	
wish	that	I	spoke	French	better	so	that	I	could	fully	understand	him!		After	the	
dinner	we	went	to	two	cocktail	parties	–	the	first	wasn’t	too	interesting	because	it	
wasn’t	very	gay	–	near	the	Place	de	la	Republique.		We	left	there	after	awhile	and	
moved	on	to	the	second	party,	which	turned	out	to	be	a	costume	party.		It	was	
incredibly	boring	–	at	the	beginning.		Then	Pierre	began	to	insist	that	I	pair	off	with	
a	certain	Georges	St.	Gilles	–	my	pleasure	–	he	was	absolutely	beautiful,	even	if	he	
																																																								
15	A	wealthy	neighborhood	in	west	Paris	(16th	Arrondissement).			
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was	the	only	thing	of	interest	here.		It	was	really	a	very	romantic	encounter	and	I	
hope	that	I	didn’t	insult	Pierre	too	much	by	semi‐abandoning	him,	but	I	must	say	
that	he	was	very	insistent.		I	don’t	know	if	he	had	any	plans	for	me	last	night,	but	I	
don’t	see	how	he	could	with	Vittorio	at	home.		Besides,	he	didn’t	really	indicate	
anything.			

Well,	Georges	and	I	did	the	impossible	–	at	least	to	my	provincial	Dallas	way	
of	thinking.		We	made	a	rendezvous	for	4:00	AM	at	the	Pergola	Café	at	St.	Germain.		
When	I	arrived,	having	left	the	party	with	no	small	difficulty,	I	was	pissed	to	find	
that	I	had	chosen	practically	the	only	café	on	the	boulevard	that	was	not	open!		I	had	
to	stand	out	in	the	cold	for	at	least	thirty	minutes	cursing	myself	because	I	
remembered	that	there	was	also	a	Pergola	on	the	Champs	Elysèes,	and	I	knew	that	
there	would	be	a	mix‐up.		Well,	things	did	work	out	very	well,	especially	for	so	late	
at	night.		I	finally	found	somebody	else	that	likes	to	be	fucked	(and	without	lubricant	
–	damn!	…	next	time	I’m	taking	KY!).		No	rating	yet	because	I	want	to	try	it	fresh	and	
really	put	it	to	him!		But	I’m	pretty	sure	that	he	liked	me	and	that	we’ll	see	each	
other	again	soon.		If	I	ever	get	rid	of	Gerd,	that	is!		He	certainly	is	a	beautiful	man,	I’ll	
say	that	for	him.		I	spent	the	whole	night	there,	what	was	left	of	it.		A	long,	long	day,	
but	I	enjoyed	it	immensely.		Suppose	I	should	note	that	I	absolutely	abandoned	Jean‐
Luc	at	the	Rocambole.		I	hope	that	he	wasn’t	too	pissed.		There	wasn’t	much	that	I	
could	do.		I	swear	that	I	had	good	intentions,	but	all	was	forgotten	after	I	saw	
Georges!	

	

Feb.	28,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

I	can’t	believe	it.		Here	it	is	only	10:00	PM	and	I’m	actually	getting	ready	to	go	
to	bed.		But	I	guess	that	the	day	was	full	enough		to	warrant	an	early	ending.		It	
started	out	wonderfully	this	morning.		I	have	no	idea	why,	but	I	woke	up	early	in	
George’s	arms.		We	played	around	for	awhile	and	called	Lufthansa	to	see	what	time	
Gerd’s	plane	was	arriving	(to	see	if	I	could	stay	with	George	for	the	rest	of	the	
morning),	but	as	it	turned	out,	the	telegram	was	incorrect	as	far	as	a	flight	number	
was	concerned,	so	I	head	to	hop	on	the	Métro	to	await	Gerd’s	call	at	home.			

Leaving	Georges	was	regretful,	and	the	tenderness	of	it	made	it	almost	
enjoyable.		When	I	called	him	later	in	the	afternoon,	he	sounded	sincerely	glad	to	
hear	from	me.		I	think	that	may	prove	to	be	a	very	interesting	liaison.	

Just	as	I	was	getting	into	bed	for	a	nap,	Gerd	called	from	the	airport.		I	gave	
him	instructions	on	how	to	get	to	the	Gare	des	Invalids	and	then	went	back	to	bed	
for	what	was	perceived	to	be	30	minutes.		Unfortunately,	my	alarm	didn’t	go	off	and	
poor	Gerd	had	to	call	again	to	find	out	what	had	happened.		I	walked	to	the	Gare	and	
found	out	that	plenty	had	happened	to	him!		The	poor	guy’s	nerves	were	absolutely	
shot.		It	seems	that	he	had	passed	out	at	the	Frankfurt	airport,	a	real	sort	of	nervous	
breakdown,	and	for	good	reason,	I	was	later	to	learn.				
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It	seems	that	Gerd	was	under	pretty	bad	stress	and	
got	into	a	discussion	about	his	marriage	with	Sue	with	his	
brother‐in‐law.		His	family	is	Catholic	and	didn’t	take	the	idea	
too	well.		Well,	because	his	nerves	were	shot	and	because	he	
is	a	total	dumbass,	Gerd	spilled	out	the	whole	story!		Sort	of	
an	“I’m	gay,	so	there!”	thing.			

Well,	his	brother‐in‐law	reacted	in	grand	style,	threw	
him	out	of	the	house.		Germans	really	are	fucked,	there’s	just	
no	doubt	about	it!		But	I	had	a	talk	with	Gerd	and	things	seem	
to	be	better	now.		But	that’s	the	damn	problem.		They’re	
always	better	after	he	talks	to	me.		He	absolutely	depends	on	

me	for	all	support.		I	don’t	doubt	that	he	would	be	one	dead	man	by	now	if	he	didn’t	
love	me	so	much.		Of	course,	there’s	the	other	possibility,	too,	that	he	just	might	be	
one	hell	of	a	lot	healthier	if	he	hadn’t	met	me.		But	at	any	rate,	he’s	now	installed	in	
the	Hotel	le	Senat	right	around	the	corner.		Tonight	we	went	to	the	quarter	St.	
Michel	for	dinner	at	Mitsuko,	my	favorite	little	Japanese	restaurant.		Then	back	to	
the	hotel	for	Gerd,	and	home	for	me.		Gerd	isn’t	entirely	well	physically,	and,	as	if	he	
didn’t	have	enough	problems,	a	new	one	seems	to	have	cropped	up.		He	can’t	come.		
I	think	the	passages	must	be	clogged	or	something,	and	it	really	seems	to	hurt	him	
when	I	get	an	erection;	it	is	almost	agony.		But,	damn,	it	seems	that	he	hasn’t	been	to	
bed	with	anyone,	or	even	beat‐off,	since	I	left.		Now	that	just	damn	foolish.		His	
fidelity	may	piss	me	off,	but	I	realize	that	many	would	find	it	admirable.		But	nobody,	
nobody	is	going	to	get	jealous	over	a	hand!		A	little	masturbation	is	good	for	the	
soul!		

	

Mar.	1,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Damn	it,	I	seem	to	be	getting	worse	and	worse	about	writing	this	journal.		
Last	night	I	just	clunked	off	to	bed	without	ever	giving	it	a	thought.		Yesterday	did	
not	start	off	as	usual,	damn	it,	because	I	slept	right	though	my	
class	at	the	Alliance.		So	I	piddled	around	the	room	here	to	have	
some	time	to	myself	before	going	to	pick	up	Gerd.		Finally	did	
same,	went	by	Mme.	Blanchere’s	for	lunch	in	my	room,	then,	
since	Gerd	didn’t	really	have	anything	that	he	wanted	to	do,	
and	because	we	had	decided	to	go	to	the	opera	tonight,	we	
headed	out	for	the	Grand	Boulevard	and	the	Opera	Comique	to	
get	some	tickets.		We	stopped	off	to	see	Pierre,	and	then	
walked	all	the	way	down	to	the	Place	de	la	Republique,	and	
then	down	to	Rue	de	Temple	to	Notre	Dame.		We	took	a	little	
tour	of	the	Ile	St.	Louis	to	see	if	I	could	locate	the	Rocambole	again,	then	later	Gerd	
informed	me	that	he	had	never	been	inside	Notre	Dame.		Well	I	though	everybody	
had	been	inside	Notre	Dame!		Then	finally	back	to	the	hotel	–	amid	snow	flurries,	I	
might	add.		I	try	to	refrain	from	discussing	the	weather,	but	this	was	the	first	snow	
that	I’ve	seen	this	winter	and	I	believe	the	first	snow	in	France.			
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Back	at	the	hotel	I	beat	Gerd	off	to	see	if	we	could	blow	the	plug	that	was	
blocking	his	dear	little	dick.		He	almost	lost	his	hair	it	hurt	so	bad.		Later	in	the	sauna	
at	the	Y,	where	we	went	afterwards,	the	plug	really	did	come	out.		Gerd	said	that	it	
was	as	hard	as	a	piece	of	corn.		I	hope	that	he’s	learned	his	lesson	and	jacks	off	lie	a	
normal	person	from	now	on.		God,	Germans	are	fucked!	

After	the	Y	we	went	with	Gerald	to	the	same	Vietnamese	restaurant	that	
Pierre	had	taken	me	to	–	somehow	it	wasn’t	as	nice	without	Pierre.		Then	it	was	
back	to	Gerd’s	hotel	to	wait	for	11	o’clock	to	roll	around	so	we	could	got	to	the	bars.		
First	the	Leclarge	on	Rue	Gregoire	de	Tours,	and	then	to	the	Rocambole.		Around	
2:00	AM	I	finally	made	it	back	to	my	room.		Things	weren’t	quite	as	bad	as	I	
anticipated	they	would	be	with	Gerd,	but	I’m	still	anxious	for	him	to	get	his	little	ass	
home.		I’m	going	to	push	him	into	a	steward’s	job	if	I	possibly	can.		There’s	just	no	
way	he	could	never	be	stationed	in	Dallas	–	heh,	heh!!	

	

Mar.	2,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Damn	it,	missed	school	again	today.			Two	days	in	a	row	is	getting	serious.		
Funny	how	I	don’t	miss	it	one	single	bit!		So,	instead	of	going	to	school,	I	did	my	
washing,	at	least	part	of	it.		Gerd	and	I	had	planned	to	
go	to	the	Louvre	this	afternoon	and	it	was	the	perfect	
day	for	it:	wet,	cold	and	snowing!		Unfortunately,	I	
remembered	that	today	was	Tuesday,	and	all	museums	
are	closed.		So,	instead,	we	had	lunch	at	Blanchere’s	
and	then	semi‐wrapped	the	chandelier	for	Gerd	to	take	
back	with	him.		Then	we	decided	to	go	see	the	movie	
“The	Music	Lovers”	–	the	story	of	Tchaikovsky.16				It	
was	absolutely	inspiring,	literally,	a	true	hymn	to	art.		
When	I	came	out	of	the	theatre	it	was	cold	and	snowing	
and	I	felt	inspired	to	really	create	something.		Every	
once	in	a	great	while	I	really	get	that	feeling.		It’s	
wonderful,	but	it	an	be	very	frustrating.		Today,	for	
instance,	I	had	no	way,	nor	the	time,	to	provide	any	
outlet	for	my	creative	urge.		I	took	the	time	to	whack	
out	a	letter	to	JT	to	try	and	capture	for	him	the	emotion	of	the	moment,	but	even	
that	was	a	little	forced.		The	film,	as	it	turned	out,	was	only	vaguely	true	to	history,	
but	it	was	beautiful	all	the	same.		After	the	movie	and	my	quick	letter	to	JT,	I	only	
had	time	to	get	dressed	for	the	Opera	tonight.		We	took	the	chic	Métro	to	the	Opera	
Comique	to	see	Les	Noce	de	Figaro17	–	really	a	great	experience.		The	building	itself	is	
a	really	happening	–	four	balconies,	the	whole	works	–	and	we	had	some		of	the	best	
seats	in	the	house	for	about	$3.50	–	just	incredible	–	and	of	course	as	it	is	with	most	
good	cheap	entertainment,	the	place	was	about	half	empty.		We	had	to	rush	out	at	

																																																								
16	Staring	Richard	Chamberlain	and	Glenda	Jackson,	the	story	of	piano	teacher	Tchaikovsky	who	struggles	
against	his	homosexuality	by	marrying,	but	unfortunately	he	chooses	a	nymphomaniac	whom	he	cannot	satisfy.	
17	“The	Wedding	of	Figaro”	
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the	very	end	because	I	was	afraid	that	we	would	miss	the	last	Métro.		On	the	way	out	
of	the	building,	we	almost	ran	into	a	man	puking	in	the	gutter.		Paris	does	have	its	
seedy	side,	too.		Not	all	of	it	is	beautiful	art	and	fine	music.			

During	the	mid‐afternoon	I	also	called	Georges	St.	Gilles	and	he	made	it	very	
clear	that	he	wanted	to	see	me	the	night	that	Gerd	left	–	that’s	Thursday	and	I	can’t	
wait!		I	also	want	to	see	Pierre	again	soon.		It’s	been	a	long	time	since	I’ve	had	an	
adventure	on	the	Rue	de	Vienne.		I	wouldn’t	want	Jean‐Guy	to	think	that	I’d	lost	
interest	and	he	had	his	lover	to	himself	again	–	oh,	such	a	wicked	boy	I	am!	

	

Mar.	3,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

It’s	late,	much	too	late	to	be	writing	in	this	journal,	but	there	are	some	tings	
that	I	absolutely	must	get	down	tonight	because	the	whole	world	may	be	upside‐
down	tomorrow.		It	all	revolves	around	Gerd,	of	course,	that	little	bit	of	life	that	I	
supposedly	left	behind	me	in	Dallas!			

But	it	was	a	long	day.		Let	me	begin	from	morning.		I	started	back	into	the	
semi‐normal	routine	of	school	again.		I	have	a	new	teacher,	young	and	full	of	life.		
Should	be	a	lot	of	fun	from	now	on,	but	that’s	unimportant	at	the	moment.		

I	went	by	Gerd’s	hotel	and	we	caught	the	bus	to	Gerald’s	apartment	where	we	
ate	lunch	with	him	and	Pierre	Filhol.		Then	they	took	Gerd	and	me	to	visit	Le	Petit	
and	Le	Grand	Trianon	at	Versailles.		Gerald	and	Pierre	were	charming.		Gerd	was	an	
absolute	moronic	turd!		Afterwards	we	went	to	Georges	Mayieur’s	apartment	for	tea	
and	it	was	unanimous	among	the	three	of	us	that	Gerd	was	an	absolute	nothing,	and	
that	they	could	never	figure	out	why	the	hell	we	ever	got	together.		How	do	I	explain	
he	changes	that	have	taken	place	since	this	time	last	year?			

I	also	had	some	big	arguments,	discussions	with	Pierre	and	Gerald	about	
French	tastes,	but	those	will	just	have	to	be	put	aside	for	the	accounting	of	later	
events.			

After	tea,	Pierre	took	us	to	the	Métro	and	we	hurried	to	the	gym.		As	long	as	
we	were	with	any	other	person,	Gerd	was	the	absolute	moron	that	he	becomes	
when	we’re	not	alone	…	not	capable	of	any	sound	above	a	grunt	or	any	emotion	
above	a	pathetic	smile.		It	was	just	incredible.		To	put	it	selfishly	and	bluntly,	I	was	
incredibly	embarrassed.	

After	the	gym,	we	ate	in	a	Self‐Service	and	then	took	the	Métro	back	to	
Gerald’s	apartment	where	I	had	left	my	briefcase.		The	big	surprise	of	the	evening	
was	waiting	for	me	there.		Who	should	be	sitting	just	inside	the	door	to	Gerald’s	
building,	but	Greg	Loos!		And	with	a	girl.		Well,	to	make	a	long	story	short,	he	had	a	
place	to	stay	and	all	was	well.		We	went	up	to	Gerald’s	room	and	I	offered	them	a	
drink.		Then	the	girl	got	in	a	cab	and	the	three	of	us	that	were	left	headed	for	Rue	de	
Seine	to	get	Greg’s	letters.			

Gerd,	meanwhile,	had	returned	to	his	silent	state	of	impending	doom.		Greg	
and	I	babbled	away	and	the	first	sign	that	something	was	really	wrong	was	when	we	



BILL NELSON  --  PARIS JOURNAL  Page 42 of 233		

got	to	the	Drugstore	at	St.	Germain.		I	suggested	that	we	walk	through,	and	Gerd	said	
in	a	loud,	rough	voice:	“No,	I	don’t	want	to	go	in	there!”		It	shook	up	both	Greg	and	
me	but	we	sort	of	laughed	it	off.		When	we	got	to	95	[Rue	de	Seine],	Gerd	abruptly	
left	us	saying	that	he	would	go	to	his	hotel.		I	could	come	there	if	I	wanted.			

Greg	once	again	looked	justifiably	confused,	but	attributed	it	to	Gerd’s	being	
upset	about	the	death	of	his	brother.		So	Greg	came	up	to	my	room	and	then	we	
walked	all	the	way	over	to	his	place,	which	was	over	behind	Les	Invalides.		I	stayed	
there	for	a	few	minutes	talking	to	him	and	then	I	came	back	to	95	to	put	on	a	
sweater	and	get	my	papers	so	Gerd	and	I	could	go	out	and	maybe	try	to	straighten	
out	the	problem	that	I	knew	would	be	waiting	for	me.				

Well,	when	I	got	to	the	hotel,	the	desk	clerk	said	that	Gerd	had	been	waiting	
for	me,	drinking	Scotch	at	the	bar,	and	that	he	had	gone	upstairs.		So	I	called	and	
Gerd	insisted	that	I	come	up.		The	clerk	informed	me	that	I	had	15	minutes	before	
they	closed	the	door,	so	I	went	up	and	found	a	drunk	and	extremely	unhappy	Gerd.	

He	tried	to	tell	me	that	I	didn’t	have	to	come	to	the	hotel	tomorrow	–	in	other	
words,	that	everything	was	finished.		I	tried	to	reason	with	him	and	calm	him	down,	
but	God,	the	poor	guy	is	really	sick	and	I	don’t	know	hoe	to	help	him.		I	tried	to	leave	
him	several	times,	but	each	time	he		made	some	type	of	little	cry	to	call	me	back.		
Once	I	was	all	the	way	out	and	he	threw	himself	across	the	bed	crying.		I	finally	left	
him	in	a	fairly	calm	state	sitting	on	the	edge	of	the	bed	with	his	head	in	his	hands.	

The	reason	I	think	the	world	may	be	topsy‐turvy	tomorrow	is	that	I	wouldn’t	
be	at	all	surprised	if	he	commits	suicide	tonight.		That	sounds	horribly	cruel,	but	he	
really	scares	me.		He	does	things	so	much	on	the	spur	of	the	moment	and	he	was	
very,	very	upset	tonight.		Much	of	what	he	said	and	was	thinking	was	true,	but	his	
emotions	had	blown	them	all	out	of	proportion.		What	a	night!		I’m	a	little	scared	by	
what	I	may	find	tomorrow	at	the	hotel	when	I	go	by	to	pick	him	up	at	12:30!	

	

Mar.	4,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	like	most	big	build‐ups,	nothing	came	of	this	one.		Of	course	I	can	hardly	
say	that	I	was	disappointed	that	Gerd	didn’t	commit	suicide,	but	the	actions	this	
morning	were	quite	an	anti‐climax	compared	with	last	night	(thank	goodness!).		
This	morning	I	trotted	off	to	school	like	a	good	boy	and	then	afterwards	met	Mme.	
Bergeret	at	the	Hotel	Lutetia,	and	we	went	to	the	Au	Bon	Marchè	to	look	at	an	
antique	show.		Then	as	were	were	walking	back,	Mme.	Bergeret	told	me	that,	
although	her	husband	was	a	Nazi	sympathizer	during	he	war,	she	was	the	mistress	
of	an	American	general	who	she	says	killed	himself	at	the	Hotel	George	V,	over	her!		
Quite	a	story	–	quite	a	woman!			

Then	I	went	to	Gerd’s	room	at	the	hotel	where	we	went	through	a	small	
scene	with	him	pawing	at	me,	but	I	finally	extricated	myself,	all	in	the	process	of	
pissing	him	off.		But	later	everything	was	okay,	despite	the	fact	that	we	sat	for	hours	
without	saying	a	word	to	each	other.		It	is	really	weird	what	Gerd	has	become	and	
what	kind	of	life	he	must	want	to	lead.		The	afternoon	we	spent	in	my	room	packing	
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the	lamp	and	running	out	to	the	bank,	etc.		Gerd’s	last	impression	of	me	in	Paris	
should	be	of	me	washing	out	my	underwear!		I	accompanied	him	to	the	airport	and	
by	the	time	I	got	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	the	fatigue	of	the	past	four	days	caught	up	
with	me,	and	I	had	to	lie	down	for	awhile.			

I	had	called	Georges	St.	Gilles	earlier	in	the	day	from	the	Hotel	Lutetia	and	we	
had	a	rendezvous	at	11:00	PM	at	the	Deux	Magots,	but	while	I	was	napping,	I	had	
two	other	calls.		The	first	was	from	Claude	Vergne,	my	antiques	dealer	(he	said	that	
he	had	just	re‐found	the	paper	with	my	
number)	–	whatever	the	case,	I’m	going	
to	his	apartment	tomorrow	night.		Then	
Georges	called	me	and	told	me	that	his	
sister	had	not	left	Paris	like	he	had	
expected	and	that	I	could	not	spend	the	
night	with	him,	as	she	was	staying	there.		
He	said	that	he	would	like	for	me	to	
come	over	immediately	if	I	could.		I	was	
there	in	less	than	an	hour	and	by	Métro	
that	ain’t	bad!		We	stayed	together	until	
11:00	when	I	came	back	home	and	ate	
dinner	at	The	Wimpy.		I’m	so	glad	Gerd	is	gone	that	I	don’t	know	what	to	do.		It	
really	takes	a	load	of	of	me.		Maybe	I’ll	have	time	to	write	a	few	letters.		I	need	to	
answer	a	couple.	

	

Mar.	5,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	different	in	that	for	the	fist	time	in	over	a	month	I	spent	almost	
the	whole	day	with	an	American.		I	was	supposed	to	meet	
Greg	at	11:00	AM	in	front	of	Notre	Dame	(it	was	the	only	
place	that	we	were	sure	that	he	could	find)	after	I	got	out	
of	class	at	the	Alliance.		Well,	I	woke	up	at	exactly	5	
minutes	until	11;00,	pulled	on	some	clothes,	tore	out	of	
the	apartment	and	made	it	to	Notre	Dame	15	minutes	
later!		The	first	thing	we	went	to	see	was	the	Sainte‐
Chapelle.		It	was	nice,	but	like	most	things	I	build	up	in	
my	mind,	I	found	it	disappointing.		Then	we	went	to	Chez	
Germain	for	lunch,	because	I	wanted	to	show	him	what	a	
real	French	restaurant	was	like.			Then	we	took	the	Métro	
out	to	the	University	of	Vincennes	so	he	could	see	the	worst	of	the	French	university	
life.		We	stayed	there	a	big	part	of	the	afternoon,	but	before	we	came	back	to	the	city,	
we	visited	the	Chateau	de	Vincennes,	and	it	proved	to	be	quite	interesting,	too.		Of	
course,	in	typical	French	style,	the	tour	only	showed	the	very	oldest	part	of	the	
castle,	but	that	was	fascinating.		We	went	up	in	the	15th	Century	tower	that	really	
gave	an	interesting	view	of	that	part	of	the	city.		Then	back	to	Paris	where	we	got	off	
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at	the	Louvre	station,	but	ended	up	on	the	terrace	of	La	
Samaritaine18	for	another	view	of	the	city	–	really	a	good	
view	at	that.			

Then	a	quick	sandwich	at	a	little	Tunisian	
restaurant	in	St.	Michel,	and	I	had	to	leave	Greg	to	go	get	
ready	for	Claude.		Before	I	left	him,	though,	he	told	me	a	
story	that	confirmed	that	he,	too,	is	fucking	his	way	across	

Europe.		It	seems	that	he	was	in	Paris	for	two	days	earlier	in	the	year,	but	he	never	
left	his	hotel	room.		He	was	with	some	girl	that	had	him	tie	her	to	the	bed	and	tell	
her	gross,	dirty	stories	while	he	was	screwing	her.		And	people	say	that	
homosexuality	is	perverted!		But	after	I	got	dressed	I	headed	for	Claude’s.		It	proved	
to	be	a	nice	evening.		He’s	an	interesting	guy	and	loves	to	be	screwed.		He	doesn’t	
smell	just	real	great,	but	it	ain’t	too	bad	either,	and	he	gave	me	a	little	present:	a	19th	
Century	charm	with	an	edelweiss	encased	in	it.		It’s	ugly,	but	it	was	a	nice	thought.		
And	now	I	know	a	very	interesting	Marchè	Aux	Puces	merchant.		May	prove	handy	
someday	and	I	think	that	I	may	ask	him	if	I	can	go	out	some	day	with	him	where	he	
does	his	shopping!		Afterward	I	came	home,	grabbed	a	snack	at	Wimpy’s	and	then	
back	to	my	room	to	finish	a	letter	to	JT.		That	snack	at	Wimpy’s	is	just	a	sign	of	the	
scant	amount	of	food	I	consume	every	day.		Greg	though	that	I	had	gained	weight.		I	
hope	that	it’s	true,	although	I	doubt	it.		Enough’s	enough,	I	have	to	get	sup	in	the	
morning	and	get	some	things	done!	

	

Mar.	6,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

Writing	this	on	the	7th,	but	yesterday	was	one	of	those	days	that	didn’t	have	
an	ending	where	I	could	sit	down	and	write	something.		The	day	started	out	early	
for	a	change.	When	I	don’t	have	class	it	seems	that	it’s	twice	as	easy	to	get	up!		I	
needed	to	go	to	the	bank	and	the	post	office,	and	such	things	must	get	done	before	
noon.		Well,	the	bank	was	closed,	but	most	of	the	things	got	done,	and	around	12:30	
I	started	out	walking	for	the	Gare	des	Invalides	because	that	is	the	only	place	I	know	
of	where	I	can	change	my	$10	birthday	present	from	Granny	and	Gramps	with	
francs.	

So,	having	made	the	conversion,	I	immediately	set	out	for	the	flea	market	to	
see	what	little	piece	of	“	I	could	get	for	my	50	francs	–	and	also	to	see	Claude.		Well,	I	
succeeded	in	the	former,	but	the	visit	to	Claude	was	somewhat	distant	for	some	
reason.		I	think	that	he’s	just	like	that	–	he	always	has	the	air	of	being	a	little	bit	
afraid	of	me,	but	the	poor	guy	was	practically	frozen	through	as	it	was	–	the	
temperature	yesterday	was	incredibly	low.		But	I	bought	myself	a	birthday	present!		

																																																								
18	La	Samaritaine	was	a	large	department	store	in	Paris	near	the	Pont‐Neuf.		The	store,	which	had	been	
operating	at	a	loss	since	the	1970s,	was	finally	closed	in	2005	because	of	building	code	violations.		Plans	for	
redeveloping	the	building	involved	lengthy	complications,	as	the	representatives	of	the	store’s	original	founders	
argued	with	the	new	owners	(LVMH)	over	the	building’s	future	as	a	department	store	vs.	a	mixed‐use	
development.		In	2010	it	was	finally	announced	that	a	Japanese	firm	had	been	chosen	to	redesign	the	building	as	
a	combination	hotel/apartments/offices,	with	a	small	retail	component.	
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In	the	same	stall	that	I	found	my	chandelier	(they	really	seem	to	have	good	prices),	I	
found	a	scale	that	I	really	liked	and	some	little	weights	(little,	hell,	they	weigh	one	
kilogram	each!).		Mme.	Bergeret	thinks	it’s	monstrous,	of	course,	but	I’m	sure	that	in	
the	States	it	will	be	really	nice.		Just	like	all	the	other	junk	that	I’m	transporting	over	
there,	bit	by	bit!	

When	I	came	back	from	the	market,	I	had	to	display	my	wares	to	M.	P.	
Charpertier	and	Mme.	Bergeret	who	were	in	the	sitting	room	(a	presentation	which	
produced	much	glee	at	my	expense),	and	then	I	had	to	run	downstairs	to	get	a	
raiment	(more	under	orders	from	“Capt.	Bergeret”	than	for	any	other	reason	–	after	
all	we	must	keep	up	the	image	of	the	haute	bourgeoisie!).			After	that,	I	had	a	few	
moments	to	write	some	letters,	because	my	rendezvous	with	Georges	St.	Gilles	at	
the	Mandarin	wasn’t	until	9:00	PM.		We	ate	dinner	at	Mitsuko	and	then	went	back	to	
his	apartment	to	“warm	up”	–	and	we	certainly	needed	it.		I’ll	be	interested	to	find	
out	just	how	cold	it	was	last	night,	because	just	going	from	the	restaurant	to	the	car	
was	a	bone‐chilling	experience,	and	the	heating	in	the	apartment	couldn’t	even	cope	
with	it.		But	as	it	turned	out,	things	got	a	little	bit	too	warm!		I’m	afraid	that	I	hurt	
him	pretty	bad,	from	the	way	he	talked,	it	seems	that	perhaps	
this	being	screwed	business	is	new	for	him.		At	any	rate,	it	
was	a	little	bit	too	wild	last	night	–	so	wild,	in	fact,	that	he	
said	he	couldn’t	even	go	to	sleep	afterwards.		That	makes	the	
second	Frenchman	that	I’ve	wounded.		I	really	must	be	more	
careful.		As	Georges	said,	“I’m	not	made	of	wood!”		He	wasn’t	
made,	but	I	was.		I	love	to	fuck,	but	I	sure	as	hell	don’t	want	to	
hurt	anybody.		Next	time	it	will	be	more	gentle.		But	I	spent	
the	whole	night	there	and	it	was	very,	very	nice.		I	did	finally	
find	out	what	it	is	that	he	does	for	a	living.		It	may	sound	a	
little	stereotyped,	but	he’s	a	hairdresser,	and	evidently	a	very	successful	one.		He	
seems	to	be	making	a	mint	as	far	as	money	is	concerned,	and	he	mentioned	that	he	
does	Melina	Mercouri’s	hair.19		And	he	certainly	seems	to	enjoy	life,	so	by	any	
measure,	I	would	say	that	he	is	successful.			

	

Mar.	7,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

My	22nd	birthday	–	twenty‐two:	some	reflections.		To	some,	especially	those	
much	older,	it	may	sound	foolish	for	me	to	say	that	22	sounds	very	old	to	me	–	21	
sounded	much,	much	older	than	20,	and	now	22	is	even	more	so.		But	I’m	very	
thankful	that	I	have	a	lot	to	show	for	my	22	years,	and	not	much	to	regret.		To	be	
where	I	am	and	how	I	am	at	the	present	gives	me	unbelievable	pleasure,	and	I	
realize	that	it	is	almost	a	dream	and	can	never	happen	again.		That	that’s	why	I	

																																																								
19	As	an	actress	Melina	Mercouri	made	her	film	debut	in	Stella	(1955)	and	met	international	success	with	her	
performances	in	Never	on	Sunday,	Phaedra,	Topkapi,	and	Promise	at	Dawn.	She	won	the	award	for	Best	Actress	at	
the	1960	Cannes	Film	Festival,	and	she	was	also	nominated	for	an	Academy	Award,	three	Golden	Globe	Awards,	
and	two	BAFTA	Awards.		Hair	stylist	Georges	Saint‐Gilles	built	a	highly	successful	salon	in	Paris	over	the	years	
and	achieved	wide	acclaim	as	a	mentor	and	teacher	of	up‐and‐coming	stars	of	the	hair	style	industry	of	France.	

Melina	Mercouri	
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intend	to	live	these	moments	to	the	fullest.	I	hope	that	the	preceding	and	the	
following	pages	of	this	journal	will	bear	me	out.		

This	morning	I	didn’t	even	wake	up	until	12:30	and	then	I	spent	the	next	1	½	
hours	talking	with	Georges	–	but	around	2:00	PM	I	decided	that	I	really	did	need	to	
get	back	home.		After	a	long	ride	on	the	Métro,	I	returned	to	find	a	very	quiet	
apartment.		Mme.	Bergeret	in	her	bed	with	her	earplugs	securely	in	place	and	a	pile	
of	notes	on	my	bed	all	about	me	staying	up	all	night	…	a	telegram	from	Gerd	having	
been	called	in	this	morning	at	7:00	AM.		Now	she’s	fast	asleep	until	4:00	PM,	so	she’ll	
be	bright	and	shining	this	evening.			

She	has	gone	to	incredible	trouble	to	make	this	evening	the	most	elegant	
thing	imaginable!		When	I	walked	in	this	afternoon,	I	saw	the	table	–	at	the	head	
place	where	I’m	going	to	sit,	she	had	placed	a	little	card	with	the	menu	for	the	
evening	(a	slight	pause	while	I	move	to	the	dining	room	to	give	a	full	account	…).			

The	card	says:	Menu	–	22nd	anneversarie	de	Bill	Nelson	–	chez	Mme.	Bergeret	
a	Paris	–	France	–	1971.		Dinner:		Soupe	de	poisson	de	pechesers	–	plation	de	
macaroni	a	la	crème	–	jambemeau	de	pove	pane	avec	salade	de	marche	–	bethare	et	
celerie	remoulade	–	gateau	de	chocolat	“Mab”	–	vin	de	muscadet	–	glace	et	Chateau‐
neuf	du	Pape	rouge	–	avec	des	bon	amis	de	Bill	et	Mab	quia	tout	Prepare.”			

Some	of	what	I	have	copied	may	not	be	exactly	correct,	but	I	can’t	read	her	
handwriting	very	well.		The	table	is	unbelievable	–	3	glasses:	one	high	stemmed	
lightly	tinted	green	are	for	the	red	wine,	I	believe	–	one	champagne‐type	in	red	for	
the	white	–	and	one	clear	crystal	goblet	for	water,	I	guess.		Soup	bowls	are	oriental	
china	and	the	plates	are	white	with	a	gold	border.		All	of	it,	of	course,	is	incredibly	
old	and	valuable,	but	if	the	prices	are	anything	like	what	I’ve	been	seeing	in	the	
stores,	there’s	a	fortune	on	the	table	alone!		Mab	says	that	she	hasn’t	had	such	a	
dinner	since	she	entertained	the	Prince	of	Morocco	and	his	wife.		She	even	has	
candles:	two	big	ones	and	two	little	ones,	all	in	blue,	for	my	22	years.			

After	dinner.		Well,	despite	all	my	thoughts	to	the	contrary,	the	evening	
turned	out	to	be	something	fantastic	and	very	memorable.		But	first,	I	spent	the	
remainder	of	the	afternoon	making	a	watercolor	painting	of	the	table	Mab	had	set	
out	for	the	dinner.		Just	as	I	was	starting	it	Mab	awoke	and	found	me	in	the	middle	of	
arranging	my	paints		She	was	very	flattered	and	that	made	me	very	happy.		
Eventually	the	time	came	when	I	had	to	get	dressed.			

The	two	girls	were	the	first	to	arrive,	then	Gerald,	soon	followed	by	the	two	
Pierres.		They	all	brought	gifts.		Claudette	and	Michel	brought	plastic	sacks	for	my	
collection,	Gerald	a	book,	Guide	de	Paris	Mystèrieux,	Grand	Pierre	some	cologne,	and	
Petit	Pierre	two	ties.		But	Mab,	of	course,	outdid	them	all.		Besides	this	wonderful	
dinner,	she	presented	me	with	two	little	weights	for	my	scale	and	another	book,	
Paris	tel	qu’on	l’aime,20	which	happened	to	be	published	in	1949	–	the	year	that	I	

																																																								
20	“Paris	As	We	Like	It”			Note:		After	transcribing	this	paragraph	in	the	journal,	Anglin	remembered	that	in	1990	
he	had	been	bequeathed	a	number	of	French	books	in	Bill	Nelson’s	will.		He	went	downstairs	to	the	little	library	
just	off	his	living	room	and,	to	his	surprise,	found	this	book	among	them!		It	contained	an	inscription	to	Bill,	in	
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was	born!		The	evening	was	absolutely	marvelous!		Mab	put	on	an	incredible	show	–	
everybody	had	a	wonderful	time,	found	her	
charming	and	she	found	everyone	else	charming!		
We	at	and	drank	and	talked	and	talked	and	talked!		
In	the	middle	of	the	dinner	I	even	received	a	phone	
call	from	Georges	St.	Gilles	wishing	me	a	happy	
birthday.		Earlier	in	the	afternoon	Mom	and	Dad	
had	called	to	wish	the	same.		It	was	a	very	strange	
feeling	to	realize	that	that	was	the	first	time	in	
over	a	month	that	I	had	spoken	with	either	of	
them.		I	guess	that	I	feel	so	close	to	them	by	letters	
that	I	don’t	notice	it	much.		But	I	must	say	again	
that	the	evening	was	fabulous.		Mab	insisted	that	
everyone	sign	my	watercolor.		The	apartment	is	
now	full	of	flowers	thanks	to	the	three	gentlemen	–	
and	dirty	dishes	thanks	to	us	all.		Mab	is	absolutely	
radiant.		I	think	that	she	lives	to	give	pleasure	to	

others.		I	hope	that	I	am	never	so	ungrateful	as	to	regret	these	days	that	I’ve	spent	
with	her	–	the	experiences	and	the	way	of	living	are	something	from	another	era	and	
a	thing	that	I	could	never	relive	in	another	place	at	any	other	time!		It	turned	out	
that	I	was	wrong	about	the	wine	glasses.		The	tall	green	ones	were	for	the	white	and	
the	red	ones	were	for	the	red	(they	were	of	18th	Century	Baccarat	crystal)	–	and	the	
white	water	goblets	belonged	to	Tsar	Nicolas	II	and	Empress	Alexandra.		Yes,	it’s	
another	world	that	I’m	living	in	–	and	I’m	happy	–	especially	tonight		–	but	it	is	3:00	
AM	and	there	is	school	tomorrow,	so	enough	birthday.		It	may	not	be	as	eventful,	but	
tomorrow	is	another	day.	

	

Mar.	8,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	not	without	its	surprises,	too.		It	all	started	out	the	same,	although	
going	to	the	Alliance	is	hardly	part	of	my	regular	routine	anymore.		But	I	did	
somehow	get	out	of	bed	at	7:30.		I	think	if	I	only	get	five	hours	sleep,	I	seem	to	be	
better	off	than	if	I	had	eight.			Somewhere	after	5	½	hours	I	reach	a	point	beyond	
which	it	is	no	small	thing	to	wake	me	up!		Well,	anyway,	I	did	make	it	up	and	to	
school.		Afterwards,	I	returned	to	the	apartment	to	read	my	mail,	among	which	was	
a	letter	from	Doris	Davies,	my	SMU	French	teacher,	saying	that	she	was	in	Paris!!	

I	tried	to	call	her	hotel,	but	missed	her.		Ate	lunch	in	my	room,	from	Mme.	
Blanchere.		Then	it	was	off	to	the	Champs	Elysees	and	the	Credit	Commercial	de	
France	to	try	and	straighten	out	that	confusion	that	I	call	a	bank	account.		As	things	
turned	out,	the	bank	actually	made	a	mistake	and	all	is	now	well	in	the	Franco‐
American	economy	as	far	as	I	am	concerned.		In	my	opinion,	French	banks	do	
business	in	a	very	strange	way,	but	they	are	extremely	nice.		I	really	shouldn’t	judge	

																																																																																																																																																																					
French,	from	Mme.	Bergeret	on	the	first	page,	dated	7	March	1971.		The	book	had	been	on	that	shelf,	unknown	
and	untouched,	for	over	23	years.			
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them	by	my	American	standards.		I	also	called	Pierre	
and	woke	him	up,	of	course.		He	said	that	he’d	call	
back	but	never	did.		Mme.	Davies	did	call,	however,	
late	in	the	afternoon	after	I	had	once	again	gone	out	‐‐	
for	stamps	and	chocolate	this	time	–	and	we	made	an	
immediate	rendezvous	at	Le	Dome	Café	on	the	
Boulevard	du	Montparnasse.		We	spent	the	remainder	
of	the	afternoon	babbling	like	two	sorority	girls	about	
Paris	and	when	the	time	came	that	I	had	to	leave	for	
my	gymnastics	lesson,	I	made	the	mistake	of	insisting	
once	too	often	that	I	pay	the	check.		So	much	for	
dinner.			

After	a	long	Métro	ride,	I	spent	a	very	leisurely	and	enjoyable	lesson	at	the	
gym.		Nobody	waiting	for	me	and	no	place	to	go.		I	didn’t	even	have	any	money	so	I	
wasn’t	in	a	hurry	to	eat	dinner.		As	it	tuned	out,	I	did	scrape	together	4	francs	which	
I	used	to	buy	two	huge	Arab	sandwiches	in	the	quartier	St.	Michel.		I	could	only	eat	
one	and	a	half,	and	only	wanted	one,	but	I	was	determined	not	to	be	hungry	because	
of	my	poverty.		Sick,	maybe,	but	not	hungry.		I	finished	out	the	evening	by	whacking	
out	some	correspondence,	most	significantly	to	Betsie	McCook	and	to	JT.		It’s	been	a	
long	time	since	it’s	been	necessary,	but	it’s	been	a	long	time,	so	It’s	a	beat	off	night	
tonight	and	then	a	full	eight	hours	worth	of	rack!	

	

Mar.	9,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

One	day	late	writing	this	segment	of	the	journal.		I	forget	to	record	on	the	
strangest	nights.		Sometimes	when	I	get	in	at	3:00	AM	I	never	forget,	but	if	I	go	to	
sleep	at	10:30,	it’s	likely	that	I	won’t	write	anything.		But	yesterday	[March	9]	was	a	
lazy	day	all	the	way	around.		I	was	Patrick	straight	out	of	Auntie	Mame	most	of	the	
day,	or,	if	not	that,	at	least	the	haute	bourgeoisie	of	the	19th	Century.		

The	day	started	off	with	my	being	extremely	bored	in	class	despite	the	fact	
that	the	new	teacher	is	rather	interesting.		After	class,	I	ran	around	to	the	bank	and	
the	Primistere	(Coke)	and	Mme.	Blanchere’s	–	then,	having	absolutely	nothing	to	do	
for	the	whole	afternoon,	I	positioned	myself	in	front	of	a	vase	of	roses	in	the	sitting	
room	and	commenced	creating	my	latest	work	of	art.		For	orangey‐pink	roses,	I	
guess	they	turned	out	okay,	but	the	way	I	painted	them	was	just	too	much.		A	
leisurely	afternoon	in	the	parlor	painting,	stretched	out	on	a	chaise	lounge	and	
listening	to	Tchaikovsky	on	the	record	player.		Mab	wanted	me	to	stick	around	for	
tea	so	I	could	account	my	birthday	party	to	MP	and	a	friend	of	hers	that	were	
coming.		The	friend	never	showed	up,	but	M.P.	was	his	usual	charming	and	amusing	
self.		After	all	that	was	finished,	I	knocked	out	a	letter	or	two	and	then	changed	
clothes	to	do	that	thing	that	never	ceases	to	amaze	me	that	I	actually	do	it	–	I	went	to	
the	Opera	Comique.		Pierre	F.	had	said	that	he	might	want	to	go	with	me,	but	I	didn’t	
hear	from	him	again	so	I	just	went	alone.		This	time	it	was	Orphie	aus	Enfens	and	it	
was	hilarious.		Offenbach’s	music	was	out	of	sight	and	this	particular	production	was	
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especially	creative	and	very	funny	–	and	literally	a	cast	of	thousands.		I	played	the	
part	of	the	semi‐poor	student	and	took	a	seat	for	11	francs.		That	put	me	on	the	first	
row	of	the	third	balcony.		Hanging	over	the	edge,	I	could	see	and	hear	everything,	
but	it	certainly	ain’t	the	orchestra.		If	I	want	to	see	the	opera	often,	I’m	going	to	have	
to	find	me	a	freaky	keeper	that	grooves	on	that	sort	of	thing,	and	that	just	may	be	a	
little	difficult.		It’s	hard	enough	finding	somebody	that	is	willing	to	keep	you	without	
trying	to	find	one	with	particular	qualifications!		After	the	opera,	I	ate	in	that	
gourmet’s	delight	that	is	the	only	place	I	know	that	is	cheap	and	open	at	that	hour	–	
Wimpy!		So	much	for	another	thrill	packed	day	of	culture	and	intrigue	in	the	capital	
of	France.	

	

Mar.	10,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	different.			Whereas	yesterday	was	more	or	less	a	stay‐at‐home,	
today	I	covered	lots	of	ground	–	most	of	it	in	the	back	seat	of	Pierre	Fillol’s	car.		But	
it	began	just	like	all	normal	days,	off	to	school	at	an	
ungodly	hour,	but	no	lunch	at	Blanchere’s!		Instead	I	
met	Gerald	and	Pierre	in	front	of	the	Mandarin	and	we	
took	off	for	Fontainebleau.			Pierre	wanted	to	visit	
Marie‐Paul,	that	girl	that	we	met	at	that	kids’	school	
on	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain	several	weeks	ago.		So	we	
picked	up	both	her	and	her	baby	at	some	camp	of	Air	
France	and	went	to	eat	in	a	charming,	common	little	
restaurant	in	Milly.		Then	we	dropped	off	the	baby	somewhere	and	tore	out	for	
Fontainebleau.		As	our	fantastic	luck	would	have	it,	it	was	closed	on	Wednesday,	but	
we	walked	around	the	grounds	and	had	a	look	at	the	outside,	the	most	impressive	
part,	they	say.		I	must	admit	that	it	certainly	was	impressive.		We	walked	all	the	way	
around	the	chateau	and	then	went	to	a	place	in	the	forest	of	Fontainebleau	called	the	
“caverne	brigands”	or	something	like	that.			It	was	interesting	and	a	very	nice	hike.		
Unfortunately	I	had	on	my	plain	plastic	sole	shoes	–	great	for	climbing	around	on	
rocks!			

We	deposited	Maria‐Paul	back	at	the	camp	and	then	we	took	off	for	a	place	in	
the	woods	that	I	later	finally	understood	to	be	a	cruising	spot.		Sometimes	Gerald	
can	be	unbelievable.		He	can	be	a	terrible	whore	and	is	incredibly	over‐sexed.		He	
can	be	turned	on	in	ten	seconds	flat!		The	only	trouble	is	that	anything	from	a	female	
German	shepherd	on	up	can	excite	him!	

We	finally	headed	back	to	Paris	and	to	Gerald’s	apartment.		Once	again	I	was	
in	the	dark	as	to	what	was	happening,	but	it	soon	became	delightfully	clear.		Gerald	
abruptly	left,	leaving	me	the	keys	and	saying	to	be	sure	to	come	to	the	gymnastics	
class,	because	he	needed	them	later.		So	Pierre	and	I	were	left	alone	for	the	first	time	
in	a	long	,	long	time.		We	made	love	like	two	dogs,	but	I’ll	be	damned	if	by	the	end	I	
wasn’t	so	tired	that	I	had	to	fake	an	orgasm!			And	I	sweated	like	a	pig!		But	it	was	
incredible	and	I	do	so	love	to	fuck	with	Pierre.		
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Afterwards,	I	was	very	touched	by	something	he	said	to	me.		It	seems	that	the	
reason	we	haven’t	seen	each	other	much	lately	is	because	he’s	been	avoiding	me.		He	
said	that	during	those	four	days	or	so	that	we	were	together,	he	felt	himself	growing	
more	and	more	attached	to	me,	liking	me	more	and	more	–	so	he	decided	that	before	
it	got	too	serious	and	fucked	up	his	life	with	Jean‐Guy,	he’d	just	take	it	easy	with	old	
bill	and	avoid	any	problems.		I	thought	that	was	sweet.		I	do	like	Pierre,	but	he	
needn’t	worry	about	me	forming	an	attachment.		I’ve	had	a	bad	experience	(or	am	
having,	present	tense)	and	have	learned	my	lesson,	but	well.		Yet	he	indicated	that	
the	problem	stems	from	his	direction.		He	also	indicated	that	this	would	not	be	the	
last	time	for	us,	but	it	would	have	to	be	infrequent.		So,	okay,	what	must	be	must	be.	

But	Georges	is	a	different	story.		I	tried	to	call	him	this	morning,	but	he	was	
too	busy	to	come	to	the	phone.		Then	at	7:30,	when	I	finally	was	able	to	call	again,	he	
had	already	left	the	shop,	and	I	haven’t	been	able	to	make	contact	yet.		But	I	doubt	
that	he	is	sitting	at	home	pining	away	over	me.		I’ll	try	again	tomorrow.	

So,	after	Pierre	left	me,	it	was	to	the	Y	for	a	shower	(which	I	needed	after	that	
bit	of	exercise)	and	then	back	to	St.	Michel	for	dinner	at	the	Self	Service.		It’s	a	good	
indication	of	how	busy	I’ve	been	to	notice	how	long	it	has	been	since	I’ve	been	there.		
Then	back	home	for	journal	writing	and	washing	dirty	socks!	

	

Mar.	11,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

A	strange	day.		Absolutely	nothing	planned,	and	absolutely	nothing	planned	
for	me!		Almost	a	new	experience	for	me.		But	I	must	admit	that	I	didn’t	do	too	badly	
on	my	own.		The	morning,	ah	yes,	the	morning	was	the	usual.		If	my	attitude	doesn’t	
improve	soon	regarding	school,	I	may	have	to	change	
my	plans	for	a	career.		Teachers	aren’t	supposed	to	
hate	school,	I’m	told!		But	I’m	getting	tired	of	getting	
up	so	damned	early	to	do	so	damned	little!			So,	lunch	
at	Mme.	Blanchere’s	and	then	I	was	faced	with	an	
afternoon	of	absolutely	nothing	to	do.		So,	I	got	out	the	
old	“Pariscope”	and	found	something	to	do.		I’m	really	
pretty	proud	of	myself,	that	I	strike	out	on	my	own.		
Today	it	was	the	Theatre	de	la	Ville	and	a	play	called	“Rintru	par	trou	tar,	hin!”	by	
Francois	Billetdoux.		It	was	about	a	man	whose	building	exploded	with	a	police	
investigation,	etc.			The	“mise	en	scene”21	was	extremely	interesting,	as	was	the	
theatre	and	the	play	itself.		At	the	end,	like	many	(most)	French	plays,	I	think	there	
was	supposed	to	be	some	sort	of	heavy	moral,	but	I’m	afraid	that	I	missed	it.		But	it	
was	an	enjoyable	afternoon	all	the	same.			

I	absolutely	must	force	myself	to	get	out	more	in	the	city.			Once	again,	
tomorrow	I	have	nothing	to	do	and	I	think	I’ll	go	for	a	walk	–	a	long,	long	walk.		

																																																								
21	The	“placing	on	stage”	of	the	design	elements	of	a	theatrical	stage	production.	
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There’s	a	hell	of	a	lot	of	this	city	to	be	seen	as	yet,	and	it’s	high	time	I	did	some	
looking.		I	think	Ave.	St	Antoine22	may	be	a	good	subject.	

Tonight	I’m	“free”	as	well.		I	must	admit	that	I	say	that	with	a	bit	of	
annoyance.		I	have	that	terrible	feeling	today	for	some	reason	that	I’ve	wasted	a	day.		
It’s	not	at	all	true,	of	course,	but	the	feeling	is	there	all	the	same.		I	was	sure	that	
Mme.	Bergeret	was	going	to	invite	me	to	eat	dinner	with	her	and	Rene	tonight,	but	it	
seems	that	such	is	not	the	case		I	tried	to	call	Claude	the	antique	dealer	–	tried,	hell,	I	
got	through	–	but	he	was	not	in	the	least	bit	interested	in	talking	to	me	and	made	
that	very	clear	from	the	beginning	of	what	small	bit	of	conversation	there	was.		Oh	
well,	I	made	my	effort	and	he	made	me	a	bit	mad.		No	more	calls	until	I	see	him	again	
this	weekend	ant	the	flea	market	(I	think	that	I	have	become	an	addict).		I	also	talked	
to	Georges	St.	Gilles	and	he	said	that	he	was	going	to	try	to	free	up	tomorrow	night	
for	me.		After	that,	it’s	three	days	at	his	sister’s	house	in	the	country.		That	makes	
three	goodbyes	in	two	days!		Poor	little	Bill	is	going	to	get	awfully	horny	awfully	
soon!		I	just	may	have	to	go	to	the	Rocambole	alone	on	Saturday	to	try	to	find	Jean‐
Luc,	the	long	lost	grandson.		I’d	call	Georges	Mayeur,	but	I’m	afraid	of	getting	my	
little	ass	violated!		Well,	off	to	the	Self	Service,	and,	if	nothing	unforeseen	happens,	
that	should	be	all	for	tonight.		Maybe	a	little	drawing	if	I	can	find	something	to	draw.		
If	not,	reading	or	writing	and	then	off	to	bed	(alone,	damn	it)	early!		And	so	it	did	
pass.		A	horrible	meal	at	the	Self‐Service,	then	a	walk	around	the	quarter	and	return	
to	Rue	de	Seine	to	talk	with	Mab	and	Rene	–	and	to	be	fed	a	second	dinner	by	Mab	
with	the	leftovers	after	she	heard	that	I	hadn’t	eaten	well.		Quite	a	woman.	

	

Mar.	12,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Oh,	what	a	day.		I	am	so	tired	that	I	can	hardly	write,	and	that’s	a	shame	
because	today	there	is	one	hell	of	a	lot	to	tell.		For	one	thing,	I	got	enough	exercise	to	
kill	two	horses	–	a	nice	early	start	with	the	Alliance	as	usual,	then	lunch	with	Mme.	
Bergeret	and	a	quick	trip	to	the	bank	to	stock	up	for	the	weekend.		Then,	because	
I’m	spending	a	hell	of	a	lot	of	time	(and	money)	in	Paris	and	am	seeing	damn	little	of	
the	city,	I	decided	to	start	the	first	of	what	I	hope	will	be	many	tours	by	foot	of	the	
various	quarters	of	the	city.			

Today	I	chose	the	Marias,	both	because	we	
discussed	it	at	the	Alliance	and	because	it	contains	
Les	Halles	–	those	steel	pavilions	of	commerce	
that	I	had	heard	so	much	about	and	have	passed	so	
many	times	underground	but	have	never	seen.			So	
I	started	out	on	what	turned	out	to	be	a	three‐hour	
walk.		I	went	first	to	Les	Halles	by	way	of	Chatelet	
and	even	drew	a	quick	sketch	of	one	of	the	
pavilions.		I	am	rapidly	coming	to	the	conclusion	
that	I	am	not	an	artist.		Perspective	is	definitely	no	natural	talent	for	me!		Then	I	just	

																																																								
22	Probably	referring	to	the	famous	Rue	du	Faubourg	Saint‐Antoine	/	Rue	Saint‐Antoine	on	the	Right	Bank.	
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wandered	through	the	quarter	until	I	found	the	Place	des	Voges,	then	back	to	the	
Seine	by	way	of	the	Place	de	la	Bastille	and	the	Blvd.	Henri	IV.			

By	then	it	was	just	about	time	to	follow	the	instructions	that	Pierre	had	given	
me	earlier	in	the	day	by	phone	–	that	was	to	go	to	the	gym	in	coat	and	tie	tonight	

because	Gerald	had	arranged	to	reserve	
a	place	for	me	at	La	Comédie	Française.		
And	that’s	exactly	what	happened.		I	had	
an	excellent	workout	at	the	gym	
because	I	was	really	tense	(the	end	of	a	
long	week).		I	met	Gerald	and	Georges	
Mayeur	at	the	gym	and	we	joined	
Jacques	at	the	theatre.		The	play	was	“Le	
Dindon”	by	Georges	Feydeau	and	was	
extremely	amusing.		I	was	also	highly	
impressed	by	the	theatre	itself	and	the	

mise	en	scene.		Then	afterwards	the	four	of	us	had	dinner	with	Pierre	and	Jean‐Guy	
Vermont	at	a	little	gay	restaurant	off	the	Rue	des	Martyrs	called	“The	Blue	Rose.”		
Georges	brought	me	home	finally	(3:00	AM)	and	we	made	a	date	for	next	Tuesday	
afternoon.		I	wasn’t	just	real	thrilled	about	that,	but	we’ll	see	…	

	

Mar.	13,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris	&	Boutigny)	

Pierre	is	due	any	minute	and	I’m	afraid	that	I	won’t	have	much	time	to	write,	
but	as	I’m	not	likely	to	be	in	Paris	for	a	few	days,	I	want	to	record	as	much	as	I	can	
before	I	leave	and	begin	to	forget.		

Today	started	gloriously	late	–	the	first	time	that	I	looked	at	my	watch	was	at	
11:00	AM	(heaven	only	knows	why	I	woke	up	so	early).		I	got	up	for	a	phone	call	
from	Pierre	saying	that	we	were	going	to	the	country	house	of	Jean	Guy	for	the	
weekend.		As	I	was	completely	naked	underneath	my	overcoat	when	I	went	to	
answer	the	phone,	I	decided	that	it	was	high	time	that	I	got	dressed.		So	I	did,	since	I	
had	been	invited	to	eat	lunch	here	at	Mme.	Bergeret’s.		the	big	event	was	a	festival	of	
snails”	as	she	called	it,	but	I	must	admit	that	it	was	very	good!		Now	I’m	waiting	for	
Pierre	to	come	pick	me	up.		As	usual,	he’s	over	20	minutes	late!	

Well,	of	course,	it’s	now	Monday,	but	I’ll	try	to	get	everything	in	the	correct	
order.		Pierre	picked	me	up	with	Eveline	and	we	took	off	for	Boutigny,	the	property	
of	Jean‐Guy	in	the	country.		But	we	took	our	time	and	visited	one	little	village	on	the	
way	and	took	a	tour	of	the	back	roads	to	see	some	chateaus.		Finally	we	arrived	and	I	
was	absolutely	flabbergasted	by	the	house.		Its	true	that	it	was	at	one	time	just	a	
little	peasant	house,	but	it	had	been	completely	transformed.		It	had	three	
bedrooms,	one	in	the	house	itself	and	two	others	in	the	roof	with	private	entrances	
to	the	outside.		It	was	beautifully	decorated	and	totally	amazing.		We	just	goofed	
around	doing	absolutely	nothing	until	Jean‐Guy	and	his	Turkish	lady	arrived.		By	
that	time	it	was	well	past	the	hour,	to	my	way	of	thinking,	that	we	should	have	
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begun	dinner,	but	we	ate	in	the	fabulous	dining	room	(which	used	to	be	where	they	
kept	the	pigs	–	maybe	that’s	ironic?).		We	ate	to	candlelight	surrounded	by	antiques	
from	centuries	past.		Around	10	o’clock	Pierre	and	Eveline	left	to	go	pick	up	Pierre	
Peythieu	who	was	arriving	by	train.		When	he	arrived	we	stayed	at	the	table	a	few	
hours	longer	and	then	retired	to	the	living	room	where	the	funny	Turkish	lady	read	
the	remains	of	the	Turkish	coffee	from	our	cups.		She	was	a	hoot!		Incredibly	naïve	
(and	she	should	have	had	to	be,	not	to	have	known	what	was	going	on	in	that	
house).		She	only	spoke	English	(and	Turk,	of	course,	but	that	wasn’t	much	help!).			

Finally	we	all	went	to	bed.		No,	I	take	that	back	–	we	all	went	upstairs	to	the	
“masters’	bedroom”	(notice	the	placement	of	that	apostrophe)	to	see	some	slides	–	
then	off	to	bed.		I	slept	in	the	same	bedroom	as	Pierre	P,	but	not	in	the	same	bed,	
much	to	his	chagrin.		Soon	after	we	turned	in,	we	heard	this	scratching	on	the	wall	of	
our	room	and	then,	all	of	a	sudden,	the	closet	door	flew	open	–	and	all	of	this	after	
most	of	the	conversation	of	the	evening	had	concerned	spirits,	etc.	–	well,	it	was	
Pierre	Tilhol	doing	it	all	of	course	and	the	evening	ended	with	a	kiss	from	Pierre	P	
and	no	further	incidents.	

	

Mar.	14,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Boutigny)	

I	woke	up	that	morning	at	1:00	PM	–	a	usual	day	by	no	stretch	of	the	
imagination	–	went	downstairs	expecting	to	be	the	last	one	for	breakfast	and	found	
that	everybody	was	just	sitting	down	to	brunch.		Jean‐Guy’s	cousin	and	his	
“girlfriend”	were	there,	and	later	Pierre,	Joel,	Pierre	P.	and	I	went	for	a	walk	in	the	
village	of	Boutigny,	despite	the	rain.		The	day	passed	very	slowly	and	very	
peacefully.		Most	everybody	except	me	watched	television.		I	spent	most	of	the	
afternoon	reading.		Then	almost	before	I	knew	it,	it	was	back	to	the	table	for	dinner.		
I	was	more	than	ready	for	it.		I	seemed	to	have	developed	an	absolutely	enormous	
capacity	for	food.		I’m	never	too	full	to	take	something	else!		The	evening	passed	
much	the	same	afterwards.		The	Turkish	lady	read	coffee	cups	again	and	this	time	
around	it	was	my	turn,	but	strangely	enough,	she	couldn’t	see	hardly	anything	in	my	
cup,	nor	my	saucer	–	nothing	stuck	at	all	and	the	cup	was	almost	clear.		Supposedly	
that	means	that	my	future	is	very	clear	and	supposedly	that	is	lucky.		She	said	that	I	
will	make	lots	of	money	without	working	hard	for	it	(as	a	teacher	I	can	see	how	that	
may	prove	to	be	rather	difficult).		I	should	add	that	by	this	time	the	lady	and	I	had	
become	good	buddies	because	I	talked	with	her	at	the	dinner	table	while	everyone	
else	left	to	watch	a	movie	on	TV,	and	I	helped	her	make	Turkish	coffee.		That	was	my	
little	contribution	to	Jean‐Guy’s	business	reception.		Soon	afterwards,	Joel,	his	
girlfriend	(who	had	spent	a	year	in	Dallas,	strangely	enough),	Pierre	P.,	and	Eveline	
left	for	Paris.		Pierre	and	I	played	gin	while	Jean‐Guy	and	the	Turk	played	(or	tried	to	
play)	a	word	game	with	dice.		Jean‐Guy	went	to	bed	and	the	three	of	us	remaining	
played	a	game	similar	to	slap‐jack	which	was	noisy	and	hilarious,	which	pleased	the	
Turk	to	an	incredible	degree.		She	was	timid	at	first	(God	was	she	timid),	but	
towards	the	end	she	was	getting	the	hang	of	it	and	cheating	in	the	best	of	style.		
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Finally	we	called	it	a	night	and	I	trotted	up	to	bed	after	a	good‐night	peck	from	
Pierre!	

	

Mar.	15,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Boutigny	&	Paris)	

Pierre	came	upstairs	at	12:30	to	wake	me	up		and	informed	me	that	we	were	
alone	in	the	house.		Everyone	else	had	left	early	in	the	morning.			During	the	night	
the	house	had	run	out	of	fuel	oil,	so	no	heat	and	no	hot	water,	but	neither	were	much	
inconvenience.		Pierre	and	I	ate	a	leisurely	breakfast	and	then	got	ready	to	leave	for	
Paris.		Just	before	we	left,	and	during	the	ride,	I	learned	some	very	interesting	facts	–	
some	good,	some	bad.		The	first	one	was	bad.		Pierre	apologized	that	he	couldn’t	
make	love	with	me	this	morning	because	it	seemed	that	he	was	bleeding	again.		At	
first	I	thought	that	it	was	because	he	and	Jean‐Guy	had	made	mad	love	last	night,	but	
to	my	horror	I	was	to	learn	that	such	was	not	the	case.		It	seems	that	he	was	still	
bleeding	from	the	last	time	we	made	love	in	Gerald’s	apartment!			

I	have	never	thought	of	myself	as	a	brute,	but	I	sure	as	hell	am	tearing	up	a	
lot	of	Parisians!		It	seems	that	Pierre	had	the	same	trouble	one‐and‐a‐half	years	ago	
and	his	doctor	told	him	no	more	fucking	–	ever.		Well,	the	little	episode	with	me	did	
the	trick	again,	and	that	means	penicillin	shots	and	suppositories	for	poor	Pierre!		
And	that	brings	up	the	second	point	of	interest.		I	wondered	how	the	hell	Jean‐Guy	
kept	from	tearing	up	Pierre,	and,	without	my	asking,	Pierre	confided	that	it	was	he	
that	usually	fucked	Jean‐guy.		That	was	a	bit	unexpected,	but	not	completely	
surprising	–	but	still	a	bit	unusual	from	what	I	know	about	Pierre’s	tastes.		So	now	

that	two	other	people’s	sexual	tastes	are	
recorded	for	posterity,	I’ll	move	on	to	
the	earth‐shaking	news:		Pierre	left	me	
at	the	Métro	station	and	I	cruised	back	
to	the	Odeon	(literally)	and	returned	
home	must	in	time	for	champagne	with	
Mab,	her	sister,	her	cousin	Rita	(who	
was	on	her	way	to	the	States	from	
Saigon)	…	then	off	to	the	gymnastics	
lesson	and	a	quick	shower.		Afterwards	I	
met	Pierre	again	at	the	Café	de	la	Paix	
and	then	to	Harry’s	Bar	and	then	to	see	

Lilli	Vertu	–	a	cute	little	musical	about	gay	boys.		Afterwards	we	went	upstairs	to	
thank	Helen	Duc,	who	had	given	us	the	tickets	thanks	to	Mme.	Bergeret.		She	turned	
out	to	be	a	very	charming	lady.		Then	we	went	to	“Le	7”	–	the	very	“in”	gay	
restaurant	and	bar	of	Paris	–	and	met	Jean‐Guy	and	Eveline	there	for	dinner	(Jean‐
Guy	paying	again	–	it’s	just	incredible!).		Afterwards	it	was	Jean‐Guy	himself	that	
brought	me	home,	and	it	was	a	bit	strange.		We	talk	very	easily	together	and	when	
we	got	to	Rue	de	Seine,	he	asked	for	my	telephone	number	(notice	that	he	didn’t	
want	to	ask	Pierre,	who	he	very	well	knew	had	it).		Then	he	said	that	maybe	we	
could	go	out	sometime	or	maybe	to	Boutigny.		I	wouldn’t	be	surprised	if	I	were	to	
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get	an	invitation	from	him	while	Pierre	is	on	vacation,	but	that	will	be	a	completely	
separate	story	–	time	will	tell.		It’s	now	2:35	AM	and	I’ve	completely	talked	myself	
out	of	the	idea	of	going	to	class	tomorrow	morning.		I	need	rest	for	tomorrow	
afternoon.		I	may	have	a	fight	on	my	hands.	

	

Mar.	16,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris	&		Versailles)	

Well,	no	fight	–	but	almost.		I	didn’t	go	to	class,	but	that’s	really	no	surprise	
since	I	planned	it	that	way	last	night.		I	got	up	just	in	time	to	get	dressed,	go	
downstairs	and	get	something	from	Mme.	Blanchere’s	and	then	off	to	the	Gare	St.	
Lazare	to	catch	a	train.		French	trains	are	really	shitty.		I	guess	the	service	is	good,	
but	the	milieu	is	hardly	pleasing.		I	arrived	at	the	Gare	de	Versailles	a	little	bit	early,	
but	George	Mayeur	showed	up	after	a	little	while.		We	went	to	the	shopping	center	
at	Parly	II23	and	had	lunch	at	the	Drugstore	West	–	or	he	had	lunch	…	I	ate	a	banana	
split.		Then	we	just	took	off	for	the	country.		We	drove	and	drove	and	drove,	looking	
at	the	scenery,	playing	with	each	other.			

We	even	stopped	at	one	antique	store	along	the	way.		It	seems	Georges	likes	
that	kind	of	stuff,	too,	but	of	course	while	he’s	looking	at	empire	furniture,	I’m	
looking	at	20th	Century	junk	–	but	no	matter	–	toward	the	end	of	the	afternoon	we	
drove	up	a	little	road,	up	the	side	of	a	mountain,	that	overlooked	a	big	valley.		It	was	
a	private	driveway,	and	since	there	was	not	much	chance	of	anyone	disturbing	us,	
we	made	ardent,	if	somewhat	cramped,	love	on	the	mountainside	in	the	car.		It	was	
pretty	romantic,	I	guess,	at	least	it	had	all	the	elements	–	beautiful	view,	close	to	
nature,	rain	on	the	roof,	etc.,	etc.		But	things	really	were	getting	extremely	
uncomfortable	so	we	headed	for	Parly	II	where	the	facilities	were	somewhat	better.			

And	this	is	where	I	expected	the	fight	that	I	mentioned	last	night.		Georges	is	
just	as	determined	as	he	can	be	to	violate	my	little	asshole,	and	I	am	just	as	
determined	that	he	isn’t!		It	all	started	out	fine,	but	after	awhile	I	really	lost	interest,	
and	when	I	lose	interest,	well	…	that’s	all	she	wrote.		You	could	tie	my	dick	in	a	knot	
it	was	so	soft!		This	disturbed	Georges	to	no	end	and	he	asked	just	what	it	was	that	
he	should	do	in	order	that	I	would	come.		Hell,	if	I	knew	what	to	tell	him	–	maybe	
dress	up	like	Shirley	Temple,	stand	on	your	head	and	beat	off	–	but	I	don’t	know	
how	to	say	all	of	that	in	French!		But	I	sure	made	him	come,	and	afterwards	we	took	
a	bath	together.		Then,	into	Versailles	for	a	dinner	of	crepes	from	Brittany.			

Then	he	drove	me	back	into	Paris.		It	was	a	nice	day,	I	guess,	but	I	hope	that	
that	is	the	last	time	I	have	to	grapple	with	M.	Mayeur.		Mab	was	still	awake	when	I	
came	in	and	she	informed	me	that	George	St.	Gilles	had	called	around	8:00	PM,	but	I	
decided	that	11:30	was	too	late	to	return	the	call.		But	I	do	hope	that	something	
works	out	for	tomorrow.			

	

																																																								
23	Parly	II	::	A	large	shopping	center	on	the	east	side	of	Versailles	(west	of	Paris).			
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Mar.	17,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

I	guess	subconsciously	I	really	didn’t	want	to	go	to	school	this	morning	
because	for	some	reason	last	night	I	wound	an	set	the	alarm,	but	didn’t	push	up	the	
little	button	that	turns	on	the	alarm.		So	I	woke	up	early,	but	too	late	to	go	to	school.		
What	awakened	me	was	the	phone	ringing	–	that	special	ring	in	France	that	only	the	
long‐distance	operator	uses.		I	thought	it	was	probably	Dad,	but	it	turned	out	to	be	
quite	a	surprise.		It	was	Joan	Williams,	the	girl	that	I	worked	with	at	the	Fairmont	in	
Dallas,	and	I	think	that	she	was	very	drunk	(with	Joan	sometimes	it’s	hard	to	tell!).		
Well,	anyway,	I	don’t	think	the	connection	was	very	good,	because	I	didn’t	
understand	much	of	what	was	going	on.		Evidently	Gerd	was	having	some	sort	of	
party	–	at	least	cooking	breakfast	(10:00	AM	should	have	been	3:00	AM	in	Dallas),	
and	Lilly	from	the	Venetian	Room	was	there	and	I	don’t	know	who	else.		They	had	
been	to	the	Bayou	or	something.		It	was	all	very	confusing,	and	I	honestly	wasn’t	
very	interested.		What	a	way	to	wake	up.		I	should	have	gone	to	school!	

Then	I	ate	lunch	with	Blanchere,	tried	to	call	Georges	St.	Gilles,	but	he	was	too	
busy	to	come	to	the	phone.		I	told	the	lady	that	he	could	call	me	anytime	this	
afternoon.		That	was	a	mistake	because	as	a	result	I	spent	the	whole	afternoon	at	
home	waiting.		I	wrote	a	letter	home	and	a	huge	one	to	JT.		Finally,	before	I	left	for	
the	gym,	I	caller	him	again	and	he	said	to	call	him	after	the	Y	at	home.		I	did	so	and	
then	went	to	his	apartment.		There	he	informed	me	that	his	sister	was	coming	to	
spend	the	night	at	his	apartment		(if	that’s	not	a	true	excuse,	then	he’s	beginning	to	
run	it	into	the	ground).		We	went	to	dinner	together,	at	a	place	called	the	Brasserie	le	
Flaubert	or	something	like	that	right	here	near	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain	and	Rue	de	
Seine.			

I	discovered	that	there	is	a	whole	quarter	of	my	quarter	that	I	don’t	know	
anything	about	…	a	quarter	that,	turning	the	day,	is	probably	very,	very	dead	–	and	
that’s	exactly	how	I	feel	right	now.		I	am	getting	so	lazy!		But	I	must	get	some	rest.		
Dad	is	due	tomorrow,	despite	the	fact	that	I’ve	received	absolutely	no	news	in	over	a	
week.	

	

Mar.	18,	1971		‐		Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	a	good	day.		A	good	day	all	around.		I	actually	managed	to	get	my	
ass	out	of	bed	for	school	for	one	thing.		But,	as	it	turned	out,	I	hadn’t	missed	much	
during	he	three	days	I	didn’t	make	it.		I	came	back	to	the	apartment	and	had	lunch	in	
the	usual	way	after	visiting	the	post	office	and	the	bank.		Then	about	the	time	I	was	
getting	ready	to	leave	for	the	Theatre	de	la	Ville	matinee,	I	got	a	phone	call	from	Dad.		
I	almost	forgot	…	I	also	got	a	call	from	Pierre	saying	goodbye	and	that	he	would	see	
me	in	a	week.		So	much	for	that.	

The	call	from	Dad	was	from	Paris.		He	had	arrived	this	morning,	found	
himself	a	hotel,	and	had	taken	a	nap.		The	hotel	he	had	chosen	was	153	Blvd.	St.	
Germain,	right	between	the	Drugstore	and	he	Brasserie	Lipp,	a	rather	interesting	
location.		I	went	immediately	to	the	hotel	to	gather	up	all	the	stuff	that	he	had	
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imported	for	me	(four	bottles	of	Scotch,	two	cartons	of	cigarettes,	a	set	of	sheets	for	
Gerald)	–	all	the	things	I	need	to	pay	back	people	in	part	for	the	wonderful	way	that	
they	have	treated	me.		Then	we	came	back	to	the	apartment	so	he	could	meet	Mme.	
Bergeret	and	get	a	quick	look	at	the	apartment.		Then	we	took	a	short	tour	(Sainte	
Chapelle,	the	upper	terrace	of	the	La	Samaritaine,	the	Seine,	St.	Michel)	and	back	to	
the	apartment	by	5:00	PM	for	champagne,	caviar	and	conversation	with	Mab.		That	
lasted	until	7:00	PM.			Quite	a	long	talk,	I	must	say.		Then	we	went	back	to	the	hotel	
to	wait	until	dinner	time,	but	poor	Dad	was	so	tired	from	the	trip	and	the	time	
change	that	we	set	out	right	away	to	eat	so	he	could	get	to	bed	early.		That	meant	a	
walk	all	the	way	to	St.	Michel	for	dinner	at	Mitsuko.		It	was	absolutely	delightful	and	
Dad	enjoyed	it	very	much.		Then	as	we	were	waling	back	to	the	hotel,	looking	for	a	
café	to	have	some	coffee	(at	Dad’s	suggestion),	right	in	front	of	the	Eglise	Saint	
Germain,	we	came	across	this	little	bank	of	about	ten	guys	playing	oompah‐pah	jazz	
and	a	weird	girl	dancing	and	an	old	lady	dancing	with	another	old	lady.			Dad	was	
delighted,	so	was	I	because	it	was	the	perfect	example	of	the	weird	kind	of	things	
that	happen	in	this	quarter	and	why	I	love	Paris	so	much!		We	had	coffee	at	the	Deux	
Magots	and	who	should	be	sitting	there	but	Georges	St.	Gilles	with	two	girls.		I	said	
hello,	but	Dad	and	I	sat	alone	and	had	a	truly	wonderful	conversation	about	all	kinds	
of	interesting	things.		Really	one	of	the	few	dimes	that	we’ve	had	a	chance	to	talk	
alone	together.		We	discussed	Gerd	a	lot	and	it	was	clear	that	Dad	understands	the	
problems	without	understanding	too	much.		But	it	was	also	very	clear	that	damn	
Gerd	comes	pretty	close	to	telling	too	much	occasionally!		He’d	damn	well	better	
watch	his	step.		He’s	fucked	up	his	own	life,	now	he’d	better	leave	mine	alone!	

Finally	at	about	10	o’clock	I	left	Dad	at	the	hotel	and	came	back	for	an	
evaluation	from	Mme.	Bergeret.		I	was	a	little	bit	surprised	to	find	out	just	how	
impressed	she	was	with	Dad.		It	seems	that	Dad	had	told	her	when	they	were	alone	
how	much	he	appreciated	everything	that	she	was	doing	for	me,	because	for	him,	I	
was	the	most	important	thing	in	the	world	(a	comment	that	didn’t	go	unappreciated	
by	yours	truly,	nor	failed	to	bring	tears	to	my	eyes).		She	was	very	touched	by	his	
intimacy	and	I	was	happy	beyond	words	that	things	worked	out	so	well.		I	hope	that	
the	rest	of	the	trip	is	the	same.		I’m	sure	it	will	be.		Everything	points	that	way.		I’m	
glad	that	I	can	report	such	happy	things	on	such	a	historic	page	(this	being	the	mid‐
point	of	the	book,	at	least	of	my	journal).		I’m	a	little	surprised	at	myself,	that	I	have	
been	so	faithful	to	it	and	I	must	say	that	I	find	may	of	the	happenings	and	comments	
rather	interesting	myself.		I	hope	that	I	keep	it	up	during	the	whole	stay	here	
because	I’m	sure	that	if	I	do,	it	will	be	a	most	interesting	(for	me	at	least)	bit	of	ready	
by	next	September.			

	

Mar.	19,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	a	day	devoted	entirely	to	Dad	–	or,	maybe	I	should	say	that	he	
devoted	the	entire	day	to	me!		I	set	the	alarm	and	woke	up	early	at	about	10:30,	got	
dressed,	and	went	to	the	hotel,	knocked	on	the	door	and	discovered	that	Dad	was	
still	asleep.		That	was	a	surprise.		After	he	got	dressed,	we	hooked	it	to	the	Louvre	
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(without	breakfast	or	lunch),	but	
after	seeing	a	lot	of	oriental	
antiques,	I	couldn’t	stand	it	anymore	
and	we	ate	in	the	tea	room	of	the	
Louvre.		I	couldn’t	help	wondering	
what	Louis	would	have	said	if	he	
could	have	known	that	someday	the	
common	people	would	be	eating	at	
the	head	of	the	stairs	of	his	palace!			

After	the	museum,	we	walked	
all	the	way	over	to	Les	Invalides	to	
see	Napoleon’s	tomb,	then	onto	the	
Métro	to	go	see	the	Galeries	

Lafayette	(just	a	little	something	different	from	Sanger‐Harris)	

By	that	time	we	were	both	pretty	well	pooped	out	and	stopped	in	a	café	for	a	
drink	–	spotted	a	cute	waiter	–	why	is	it	when	I’m	free	that	never	happens?		Back	on	
the	Métro	for	St.	Michel	this	time	and	a	big	Tunisian	sandwich.		Then	back	to	the	
hotel	for	a	few	hours	of	rest	and	reading.		I	read	the	article	in	this	month’s	copy	of	
“Playboy”	on	homosexuality.		I’ll	say	one	thing	for	that	magazine:	to	be	so	hetero‐
oriented,	they	certainly	are	understanding	with	queers!			

Then	it	was	‘up	and	running’	again.		This	round	to	95	Rue	de	Seine	for	a	“petit	
gouter”24	and	picture	taking.		Mab	outdid	herself.		She	donned	a	red	brocade	
Japanese	kimono	and	posed	like	a	starlet	for	every	picture.		I	put	on	a	suit	and	we	
left	for	the	evening’s	entertainment.		Tonight	I	really	splurged	with	Dad’s	money	and	
we	went	to	the	Alcazar	–	that	crazy,	zany,	queer	place	that	Paris	is	so	crazy	about.		
We	had	a	good	table	in	the	balcony	and	I	think	that	Dad	really	enjoyed	himself.		I	

was	a	little	worried	that	the	place	might	be	a	little	too	
gay,	but	I	don’t	know	why	I	worried.		The	crowd	was	
far	from	being	gay,	but	I	do	think	that	most	of	those	
naked	women	that	my	father	was	admiring	were	boys!		
One	of	the	stars	was	the	girl‐boy	(?)	that	sat	next	to	
our	table	when	Pierre	Eveline	and	I	went	to	Michou	
that	night.		I	told	Dad	that	it	was	a	boy	and	then	the	
bastard	did	a	striptease	and	had	tits!		I	felt	pretty	

stupid.		Of	course,	I	guess	it	could	be	done	with	injections,	but	I	didn’t	want	to	
appear	too	knowledgeable	on	the	subject.		But	it	was	one	hell	of	a	show	and	it’s	now	
3:00	in	the	morning	–	past	time	for	rack!	

	

Mar.	20,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

At	least	this	morning	started	at	a	reasonable	hour	–	that	means	about	11:00	
AM.		I	threw	my	pretty	self	together	and	dragged	the	result	over	to	Dad’s	hotel.		
																																																								
24	A	“petit	gouter”	is	the	classic	afternoon	“high	tea”	with	a	simple	pastry	and	fruit	snack	love	by	the	French.	
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Today	he	was	up	and	ready	to	go	when	I	arrived,	so	we	headed	out	directly	for	the	
flea	market.		Once	again	postponing	lunch.		We	walked	around	for	a	little	while,	sent	
by	to	see	Claude	and	then	Dad	began	to	get	restless.		I	decided	that	I	had	better	get	
him	to	a	restaurant	quick.		Well,	believe	it	or	not,	after	that	Dad	actually	got	
interested	in	the	antiques	business	(even	suggested	opening	a	shop	in	Dallas)	and	
he	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	poking	his	nose	into	every	little	stall	looking	for	a	
clock	for	Frank	Austin	to	fix	up.		Four	hours	later	we	were	finally	back	on	the	Métro	
heading	for	St.	Germain	des	Pres,	forgetting	until	the	last	moment	that	we	needed	to	
change	money	–	so	then	on	to	Montparnasse,	and	back	to	Les	Invalides	and	the	Air	
France	terminal.			

Then,	as	if	we	hadn’t	had	enough	walking	for	one	day,	we	walked	back	to	
Blvd.	St.	Germain,	and,	because	all	the	cafés	on	one	side	of	the	street	were	full,	we	
had	to	cross	over	to	the	Deux	Magots.		We	sat	outside	and	who	should	I	see	walking	
across	the	sidewalk	but	Jean‐Luc	(the	long‐lost	guy	from	the	Rocambole).		I	waived	
to	him	and	then	ran	to	talk	to	him.		He	was	with	a	friend,	but	we	made	sort	of	plans	
to	meet	at	the	Rocambole	next	Saturday.		I	hope	that	I	don’t	end	up	blowing	that	one	
too!		I’d	say	that	two	contacts	in	one	day	(Jean‐Luc	and	Claude)	right	under	my	
father’s	nose	wasn’t	a	bad	average.		But	I’ll	have	to	see	how	things	work	out.			

After	the	café,	I	went	back	to	the	apartment	to	get	dressed	for	dinner.		Dad	
had	invited	Mme.	Bergeret	to	dinner,	and	she	had	made	reservations	at	a	restaurant	
on	the	Blvd.	des	Italiens	call	Poccardi.		She	and	I	walked	back	to	the	hotel	and	from	
there	the	three	of	us	had	an	aperitif	at	Brasserie	Lipp	and	then	a	cab	ride	to	the	
restaurant.		It	was	really	a	perfect	choice,	except	that	we	almost	fainted	from	the	
heat	at	several	points.		But	they	had	piano	and	guitar	and	very	good	food.		

Then	I	suggested	that	we	go	to	the	Café	de	la	Paix	for	coffee,	so	we	walked	
down	there,	but	only	stayed	a	few	minutes,	not	even	long	enough	to	be	served,	
because	Mab	was	hot,	and	it	turned	out	nobody	wanted	any	coffee	anyway.		Back	in	
a	cab	to	95	Rue	de	Seine.	

Then,	as	soon	as	we	got	upstairs,	I	went	right	back	down	again	to	go	to	the	
Place	St.	Michel	to	get	some	tape	at	“Gilbert	Jeune,”	which	I	knew	was	open	late.		I	
was	really	lucky	though	because	it	was	just	closing	as	I	walked	up		at	11:30,	and	I	
had	thought	that	it	stayed	open	much	longer	than	that.		I	came	back	and	wrapped	up	
the	boxes,	glad	to	get	that	shipment	off	to	the	States.		If	it	arrives	intact,	that	means	
that	the	whole	chandelier	finally	made	it	over.	

	

Mar.	21,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

	 Well,	I	said	that	I	wouldn’t	count	it	up,	but	I	just	did	–	the	11th	day	without	
satisfactory	sex.		I’m	not	counting	the	episode	with	Georges	Mayeur	because	that	
was	far	from	satisfying,	but	I	am	counting	the	last	time	with	Pierre,	although	I	didn’t	
come	that	time	either.			But	that’s	history.		Now	about	today.		

This	morning	was	a	very	strange	awakening.		I	actually	dreamed,	and	it	was	
about	a	girl	of	all	things,	and	I	forget	what	we	were	doing,	but	I	do	remember	that	all	
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of	a	sudden,	for	no	reason	at	all,	she	started	screaming	–	a	horrible	piercing	scream.		
It	scared	me	to	death	until	I	woke	up	and	realized	that	it	was	the	alarm	clock	
ringing.			

But	no	wonder	things	were	weird.		After	all,	it	was	8	o’clock	in	the	morning!		I	
got	up	and	dressed	right	away	because	Dad	was	due	at	the	house	at	9:00	AM,	and	he	
showed	up	right	on	schedule.		He	said	his	goodbyes	to	Mme.	Bergeret	and	we	picked	
up	the	two	antique	cartons	and	headed	for	the	hotel.		We	stopped	at	the	Café	
Apolliani	for	breakfast	and	watched	the	very	few	people	walk	by	St.	Germain	on	a	
Sunday	morning.		Then	on	to	the	hotel	for	the	rest	of	the	luggage	and	in	a	cab	to	the	
Gare	des	Invalides.		There	I	left	Dad	on	the	bus	to	Orly	and	walked	back	to	Rue	de	
Seine	–	200	francs	richer,	thanks	to	my	dear	father.			

I	went	down	and	bought	lunch	at	the	Italian	store	and	then	set	out	to	find	
some	place	to	spend	the	afternoon.		I	finally	settled	on	the	Opera	Comique	and	got	
all	dressed	and	went	on	the	Métro,	but	when	I	got	there	the	line	was	huge	and	I	gave	
it	up	as	a	lost	cause.		By	the	time	I	got	back	to	St.	Michel	all	the	movies	had	just	
started,	and	I	had	to	pass	the	time	until	4:00	PM	walking	in	Notre	Dame	and	all	the	
book	stalls	along	the	Seine.			

The	movie	I	chose	for	this	afternoon	was	Cecil	B.	DeMill’s	“Cleopatra”	with	
Claudette	Colbert.		Quite	an	interesting	experience	and	the	theatre	was	almost	full.		
The	guy	sitting	beside	me	gave	me	a	new	experience.		He	rubbed	against	me	all	
during	he	movie,	at	times	being	very,	very	obvious.		But	I	discouraged	it	because	he	
was	very,	very	unattractive.		Then	when	we	got	outside,	he	followed	me	for	a	little	
way,	then	got	ahead	of	me,	confronted	me	on	the	sidewalk	and	said	in	French	“I	
don’t	want	to	bother	you,	but	would	you	like	to	continue?”		I	said	no	and	that	was	
the	last	that	I	saw	of	him.			

When	I	got	back	to	Rue	de	Seine,	it	was	an	evening	of	
letter	writing	with	Colby	McWilliams	being	the	major	recipient	
‐‐	he	getting	a	four‐page	typed	letter,	and	Gerd	and	Don	
Plumleigh	getting	an	aerogramme	each.		Claudette	ate	dinner	
with	Mme.	Bergeret	and	I	talked	to	her	for	awhile.		It	seems	that	
Gerald	and	she	are	planning	to	have	dinner	with	me	on	
Tuesday.		I	don’t	know	what	the	hell	is	in	Gerald’s	bed	
sometimes,	but	maybe	he’s	right.		Personally,	I	prefer	to	avoid	
the	problem	of	female	company!			

I	did	take	time	off	to	do	some	eating	of	dinner	(at	the	
romantic	“Source”	self‐service,	Blvd.	St.	Michel),	and	I	called	

Gerald	and	Georges	St.	Gilles	(both	busy),	and	that	just	about	wrapped	up	my	day.			

But	one	other	little	fact	of	intent	that	I	want	to	get	recorded:		Mme.	Bergeret	
did	some	research	about	Verlaine25	and	the	results	were	quite	interesting.		It	seems	

																																																								
25	Poet	Paul	Verlaine	lived	from	1844	to	1896.		He	was	world‐renowned	and	beloved	by	the	French	people	of	
that	era,	despite	his	notorious	life	of	drug	addiction,	frequent	poverty,	abandonment	of	his	wife	and	child,	and	
his	stormy	love	affair	with	the	young	and	handsome	fellow‐poet	Arthur	Rimbaud	(as	vividly	portrayed	in	the	
1995	Leonardo	DiCaprio	film:	Total	Eclipse).	

Paul	Verlaine	
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that	he	not	only	lived	in	this	building,	but	he	lived	in	the	same	apartment!		His	
bedroom	was	the	same	as	Mme.	Bergeret’s!		He	lived	here	from	1892	until	1895,	but	
that	was	just	one	year	before	his	death.		He	died	an	old	man	so	I	guess	my	room	
never	housed	any	pretty	little	boyfriends.		Probably	nothing	more	romantic	than	a	
maid,	or	a	valet	de	chamber!	

	

Mar.	22,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	common,	and	that’s	about	all	I	can	say	for	it.		Of	course,	so	few	of	
my	days	are	alike	that	it’s	hard	to	pick	out	one	that	would	be	typical,	but	this	one	
resembled	more	others	than	any	comparison	I’ve	yet	discovered.		But	enough	of	that	
babbling	and	on	with	the	story.		I	woke	up	early	this	morning	with	the	alarm	clock,	
but	no	dream	that	I	can	remember.		School	began	at	8:30	since	it	was	Monday,	but	
there	were	very	few	people	there	when	I	arrived,	and	I	think	that	I	was	about	5	
minutes	late.			The	class	was	very	normal	and	progressed	slowly	to	its	dreary	end.	

Lunch		to	day	was	with	Mme.	Bergeret	and	we	had	blood	sausage	among	
other	things	–	and	that	was	just	about	as	close	as	I	ever	want	to	come	to	eating	
cooked	shit!		Of	course,	it	tasted	alright,	but	the	look	of	it	was	enough	to	do	the	
normal	American	in	–	and	it	was	nice	and	crumbly,	not	at	all	like	a	sausage,	but	very	
much	like	the	other	stuff!			

After	lunch	I	just	piddled	around	reading	the	Gentlemen’s	Quarterly”	that	
arrived	from	Gerd	and	wrapping	the	sheets	that	Dad	brought	for	Gerald.		It	seemed	
that	the	afternoon	was	progressing	very	slowly,	and	it	was	not	until	I	left	with	Mme.	
Bergeret	and	we	discussed	the	time	that	I	discovered	that	my	watch	had	stopped	
and	then	started	again	sometime	in	the	early	afternoon.		I	was	over	30	minutes	late	
to	be	at	Gerald’s	apartment.			

When	I	arrived,	he	informed	that	he	had	a	friend	that	he	wanted	me	to	meet.		
He	had	waited	until	3:10,	and	when	I	didn’t	show	up,	he	had	to	leave.		Damn	it!!		So	I	
spent	the	afternoon	at	Gerald’s,	reading	and	fighting	him	off.				He	is	really	
something.		He	really	wasn’t	all	that	interested	because	he	had	already	fucked	his	
friend	that	morning,	and	he	has	to	do	the	same	to	Jacques	tonight,	but	he	couldn’t	
resist	making	a	few	advances,	parading	his	enormous	prick	under	my	nose.		But	I	
forgive	him	all,	and	I’m	not	at	all	interested!			

When	the	time	came,	we	went	to	the	gymnastics	class.		I	really	needed	it.		I	
was	uptight	physically	and	also	very	dirty.		Exercise	and	shower	felt	very	good.		
Then	afterwards	I	ate	at	Le	Source	Self‐Service	Montmartre	and	the	returned	home	
on	the	Métro.		The	remainder	of	the	evening	passed	in	writing	letters,	talking	to	
Mab,	writing	this	entry	and	doing	a	bit	of	homework	for	he	Alliance	for	a	change.	

	

Mar.	23,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	
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I	did	a	strange	thing	yesterday	morning	(for	not	it’s	already	tomorrow	–	I	
couldn’t’	write	the	journal	last	night	for	reasons	that	I	will	explain	later).			

I	woke	up	to	the	usual	ringing	of	the	alarm	clock	and	started	getting	dressed	
to	go	to	school.		I	glanced	over	at	the	clock	while	shaving	to	see	how	much	time	I	had	
left	and	that	when	the	confusion	started.			For	some	reason	I	couldn’t	remember	
what	time	my	class	started.		I	finally	had	to	get	out	my	student	card	to	check	and	be	
sure.		The	problem	was	that	when	I	glanced	at	the	clock,	the	class	had	already	been	
underway	for	15	minutes.		For	some	reason	last	night	I	had	made	a	mistake	in	
setting	the	alarm.		May	be	the	first	signs	of	me	loosing	my	mind!		But	I	used	the	
morning	time	that	was	left	to	write	a	letter	to	JT	and	that,	of	course,	lasted	well	into	
the	afternoon	as	well.		I	had	lunch	from	Mme.	Blanchere’s	as	usual,	and	then	went	
out	on	one	of	my	cruisey	little	nature	hikes	in	Paris.		Despite	Mab’s	suggestion	to	the	
contrary,	I	decided	to	take	a	look	at	the	Blvd.	Montparnasse.		But	she	was	right,	of	
course,	there	really	isn’t	much	to	see.		I	walked	thorough	the	gardens	of	the	
Luxembourg	Palace	and	then	all	the	way	up	the	boulevard	to	where	it	joins	the	Blvd.	
des	Invalides	and	then	back	to	the	Gare	and	then	down	Ave.	du	Maine,	and	
eventually	found	myself	on	the	Rue	Mouffetard.			

It	was	right	about	then	that	I	began	to	have	problems.		One	eye	really	started	
acting	up,	and	it	made	me	mad,	because	that	was	the	first	part	of	town	that	I	had	
seen	any	interesting	people	in.		Mab	really	does	know	what	she’s	talking	about,	even	
if	she	doesn’t	realize	it.			Well,	the	eye	didn’t	get	any	better	and	I	headed	home	with	
all	haste,	crying	all	the	way.		Then	after	I	finally	made	it,	cleansed	the	eye	and	set	out	
again	on	the	Blvd.	St.	Michel,	I	soon	returned	after	having	given	up	trying.		Evidently	
the	eye	condition	was	a	result	of	a	rapidly	gaining	cold	and	not	foreign	matter	in	the	
eyeball.		But	by	that	time,	it	was	about	the	hour	that	Claudette	was	to	be	here	to	pick	
me	up	to	go	to	Gerald’s.		She	did	and	we	went	there	for	dinner.		Why	the	hell	Gerald	
felt	like	he	needed	to	that	that	I’ll	never	know,	but	he	did.		Sometimes	his	mind	
works	in	strange	ways!		But	I	guess	that	I	was	pretty	bitchy	all	evening	and	it	
became	quite	clear	that	the	cold	was	gaining	ground.		By	the	time	I	got	home	I	was	
pretty	miserable,	but	it’s	a	strange	cold:		ears,	glands	and	my	gums	hurt	like	crazy.		
So	I	decided	to	blow	off	school	again	and	try	to	stay	in	bed	for	a	day	to	nip	the	crazy	
thing	in	the	bud.	

	

Mar.	24,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

And	that’s	exactly	what	I	did.		I	slept,	or	stayed	in	bed,	until	afternoon	and	
only	got	up	then	to	go	downstairs	and	get	something	to	eat.		Mab	has	begun	the	
nursing	project	that	I	knew	would	not	be	long	in	coming.		Thank	goodness	she	had	
plans	for	this	afternoon,	or	she	probably	would	have	driven	me	crazy!		I	don’t	know	
what	the	hell	it	is	that	I’ve	got.		The	glands	under	my	jaws	are	swollen	and	my	gums	
are	so	sore	that	they	feel	like	any	minute	all	my	teeth	could	just	fall	out!		Maybe	it’s	
just	my	wisdom	teeth	coming!		I	don’t	really	feel	bad,	but	I’m	afraid	that	it	will	get	
worse	if	I	go	out	and	around.		I	don’t	know,	either,	if	I	should	go	to	the	gym	or	not	
tonight.		If	I	don’t	get	some	exercise,	I’ll	never	be	tired	for	tonight,	but	I	really	don’t	
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feel	like	getting	out.		And	besides,	Mab	will	split	a	gut	if	she	returns	and	finds	me	
gone!	

I	passed	the	major	part	of	the	day	reading	the	all‐time	classic	Bloody	Manor	–	
not	bad,	but	not	all	that	good	either.		At	least	it	passed	the	time.		But	now	it’s	night	
and	time	to	go	to	sleep	–	I	hope	that	upon	waking	tomorrow	morning,	whatever	it	is	
that	I’ve	got	will	be	over	and	done	with	and	I	can	go	on	my	merry	perverted	way	
spreading	evil	throughout	the	city	of	Paris!		I	finally	decided	against	going	to	the	
gymnastics	lesson	tonight.		My	muscles	may	have	suffered,	but	I	spared	my	peace	of	
mind.	

Mab	fed	me	–	some	of	her	delicious	cuisine	that	is	just	barely	palatable.		That	
may	be	a	little	cruel	since	she	went	to	a	hell	of	a	lot	of	trouble	for	me,	but	rice	and	
prunes!!	Really!!		The	rest	of	the	afternoon	and	evening	were	occupied	by	reading	
The	Painted	Bird	by	Jersy	Rosinski.		That	makes	two	books	in	one	day.		I	haven’t	
done	that	in	one	hell	of	a	long	time.		Maybe	being	sick	is	good	for	me	after	all,	or	
maybe	my	brain	is	just	starved	for	English.		But	tomorrow	I	and	determined	to	get	to	
school	and	forget	about	this	sick	business.		I	need	to	circulate.		I	want	to	be	in	damn	
good	form	for	Jean‐Luc	on	Saturday	night,	and	I	also	miss	Pierre	a	lot.		I	hope	that	he	
is	having	a	good	time	in	San	Francisco,	and	I	hope	that	maybe	we	can	be	together	a	
little	while	when	he	comes	back!	

	

Mar.	25,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	shit!		This	mouth	situation	is	no	fun!		Another	day	of	it	and	now	I’ve	had	
enough.		Woke	up	this	morning	feeling	okay,	but	I	got	dressed	and	started	out	for	
the	Alliance	before	I	gave	myself	a	chance	to	really	see	how	I	felt.		I’ve	found	that	it’s	
better	to	sneak	up	on	mornings.	They	go	better	that	way.		At	school	things	went	
reasonably	well	because	at	least	I	was	animated.		I	was	the	chosen	one	to	write	the	
dictation	up	on	the	board	(mainly	because	I	haven’t	been	there	for	the	past	two	
dictations).			

I	returned	home	and	at	lunch	from	Blanchere’s.		I	also	continued	pouring	
orange	juice	and	milk	down	my	throat	in	an	effort	to	get	things	cleared	up.		I’m	a	
little	worried	that	the	pimple	on	my	face	and	the	three	mysterious	ones	on	my	
stomach	are	not	clearing	up.		I	future	that	because	the	white	blood	cells	are	fighting	
other	parts	of	my	body,	they	don’t	have	time	to	worry	about	little	pimples.		But	my	
vanity	demands	that	the	one	on	my	face	clear	up	damn	quick!	

This	afternoon	I	began	reading	“Le	Cheval	Blanc”	by	Elsa	Triolet,	but	after	
awhile	I	decided	that	I	absolutely	had	to	get	out,	so	around	5:00	PM	I	decided	to	give	
the	Blvd.	St.	Michel	a	cruise.	

Well,	no	sooner	had	I	stepped	onto	Rue	de	Seine	that	there	he	was	–	in	a	slick	
black	raincoat	and	long	hair	–	the	whole	scene	with	passing,	stopping,	looking	back,	
etc.,	etc.		But	damned	fool	that	I	am	(and	I	must	attribute	part	of	my	timidity	to	my	
lack	of	health),	I	walked	away	from	it,	but	hoping	all	the	rest	of	the	walk	that	I	would	
run	into	him	again.		If	I	see	that	black	raincoat	again,	you	can	be	sure	that	that	will	
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be	one	Frenchman	who	gets	accosted	on	the	street.		The	reset	of	the	walk	was	
exceedingly	uneventful.		I	returned	home	to	read	and	paint.		Then	Mab	returned	and	
gave	me	some	almost	tasteless	soup	(I	did	mention	the	rice‐and‐prunes	casserole	of	
last	night,	didn’t	I?).		But	I	also	ran	downstairs	to	grab	a	quick	bite	at	Wimpy	(which	
almost	destroyed	my	poor	tender	mouth).		Now	I’m	sick	and	I’m	tired	and	I’m	going	
to	bed.		This	damned	mouth	condition	had	better	bet	itself	over	with	by	in	the	
morning!	

	

Mar.	26,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	of	course	it	didn’t.		No	miracle	occurred	during	the	night	so	I	awoke	
with	things	just	as	bad	as	the	night	before,	but	I	went	on	to	school	simply	because	
there	really	wasn’t	anything	better	to	do.		This	sickness	is	cramping	my	style.		But	
after	I	got	back	from	class	Mab	suggested	that	maybe	I	ought	to	go	see	a	dentist.		I	
finally	agreed	and	she	made	the	appointment	with	her	dentist	for	the	same	day!		So	I	
ate	lunch	from	Blanchere’s,	trying	to	choose	the	softest	things	possible	and	then	I	
just	fucked	around	until	2:30	and	the	time	to	get	on	the	Métro	to	go	to	the	dentist	
(clear	on	the	other	side	of	Paris,	of	course!).				

When	I	got	to	the	office,	I	was	really	surprised	by	how	absolutely	big	and	
beautiful	it	was,	really	too	much	for	a	dentist’s	office.		Paris,	crying	for	housing	
space,	and	all	that	wasted	room	for	one	dentist.	Oh	well,	if	you’ve	got	it,	flaunt	it.		
But,	he	has	to	get	it	some	way	and	I	have	a	funny	feeling	that	he’s	probably	going	to	
be	about	the	most	expensive	medical	consultant	I’ve	ever	been	to.		Mab	says	he’s	
“reasonable,”	but	that	doesn’t	mean	a	damn	thing.		He	was	nice.		Unfortunately	he	
wanted	to	take	two	x‐rays	(there’s	no	way	that	isn’t	going	to	be	expensive!)	to	see	if	
it	was	my	wisdom	teeth	that	are	causing	the	problem.		I	can	well	imagine	that	that	
might	be	it,	but	he	also	did	two	things	that	have	never	happened	to	me	before	in	a	
dentist’s	office.		He	gave	me	a	prescription	for	some	antibiotics	and	he	wants	me	to	
go	to	a	laboratory	for	some	blood	tests!		I	laughed	at	all	my	friends	about	Europe	
being	medicine	crazy	and	now	I’m	joining	them	in	the	pill‐taking	brigade.	Oh	well,	If	
it	clears	up	everything	I’ll	be	more	than	happy	–	but	if	the	wisdom	teeth	have	to	
come	out,	that	means	a	quick	trip	back	to	Dallas.		That	would	really	be	a	pain	in	the	
ass!		At	any	rate,	I	came	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	and	went	by	the	pharmacy	to	pick	up	
my	little	pills	–	my	little	pills	cost	$12.00.		I	was	pissed.		God	only	knows	how	much	
this	whole	thing	is	going	to	cost.		I	don’t	even	like	to	think	about	it.		I	just	piddled	
away	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	and	then	decided	to	go	to	the	gym	or	to	go	crazy,	and	
I’m	glad	that	I	did.		Not	only	did	I	feel	better	because	of	it,	but	there	was	a	super‐
highly	interesting	person	that	that	I	had	never	seen	before.		But	with	my	mouth	in	
the	condition	that	it’s	in,	and	whit	this	damn	boil	on	my	cheek,	I	was	in	no	mood	to	
try	and	get	anything	accomplished.		But	if	it	should	show	up	again,	I	intend	to	go	into	
high	gear	that	I’ve	never	used	before.		He	was	really	strange,	alternating	between	
highly	interested	and	highly	straight,	but	usually	that’s	the	best	kind	–	and	he	was	
“just	the	way	I	like	them.”		Really	beautiful.		If	I	just	got	another	chance	in	good	
health,	Paris	will	reel	from	the	proposition!			
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I	returned	home	to	take	the	first	set	of	pills,	then	out	to	a	nice	soft	dinner	at	
the	Self	and	then	immediately	home	and	to	bed.		I	keep	telling	myself	that	the	more	
rest	and	sleep	I	get,	the	better	my	body	will	be	able	to	fight	the	disease,	but	I	sure	as	
hell	don’t	see	any	tangible	results.	

	

Mar.	27,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

Woke	up	this	morning	around	7:00	AM,	even	before	the	alarm	went	off,	to	
take	my	breakfast	pills	and	then	reset	the	alarm	for	noon,	closed	the	curtains	and	
sacked	out	again.		I	wasn’t	sleepy,	of	course,	but	all	according	to	that	more	rest	=	
better	health	theory.		I’m	just	about	to	the	point	where	I’m	willing	to	try	anything.		I	
wanted	my	face	to	be	cleared	up	by	tonight	because	I’m	supposed	to	meet	Jean‐Luc	
at	the	Rocambole	and	I	doubt	if	he	likes	lepers	(that	should	be	really	cool,	anyway,	
just	time	to	leave	my	calling	card	and	then	split,	telling	him	to	call	me	when	I’m	in	
better	health!).				

But	with	Mab	leaving	on	the	3rd,	good	times	may	be	on	the	way	for	95	Rue	de	
Seine.		I	wonder	if	I’m	the	first	queer	to	live	in	this	apartment	since	Verlaine.		
There’s	Jacques	Francois,	of	course,	but	I	don’t	think	he	ever	actually	lived	here.		
Well,	anyway,	I	got	up	again	around	noon	to	go	down	and	get	lunch.		Now	I	eat	just	
so	I	can	take	my	pills.		I	must	admit	that	I	feel	a	little	better	today,	but	I	don’t	know	if	
it’s	because	of	the	treatment	or	because	the	infection	has	just	run	its	course.		It	
seems	like	if	it	was	the	wisdom	teeth	then	it	wouldn’t	get	better	until	the	teeth	come	
out.		I	hope	that’s	a	good	sign.		Once	again,	I’m	just	spending	the	afternoon	farting	
around.		There’s	nothing	left	that	I	want	to	paint	and	I’m	tired	of	reading	and	writing	
letters.		Today	was	a	flea	market	day,	but	lack	of	funds	because	of	the	damn	pills.		I	
guess	that	this	is	the	closest	I’ve	come	to	being	unhappy	since	I	arrived,	but	if	this	is	
as	serious	a	“malheur”26	as	I	have	to	endure	in	my	life,	I	guess	I’ll	manage	to	live	
through	it.			

Later:		the	rest	of	the	day	slowly	passed	away.		A	long	letter	to	JT	helped	and	
more	reading.		I	must	admit	that	I’m	feeling	one	hell	of	a	lot	better,	too.		Dinner	was	
at	the	Self	again	after	I	got	all	dressed	up,	then	11	o’clock	finally	rolled	around	and	I	
set	out	for	the	Rocambole.			Well,	everybody	has	their	turn	and	tonight	it	was	Jean‐
Luc’s	turn	to	stand	me	up.		I	waited	until	1:15	(they	were	really	just	getting	going)	
and	then	I	called	it	a	night.		If	he	was	going	to	show,	he	would	have	done	it	by	then.		
But	if	that	wasn’t	enough	to	give	a	poor	sick	guy	a	complex,	two	other	events	
certainly	were.	

#1		‐		I	asked	a	kid	to	dance	that	I	had	seen	dancing	by	himself,	and	he	just	
turned	to	me	and	said	“How	can	I	dance	with	you?		It	isn’t	a	slow	dance.”		Sometimes	
I	think	Frenchmen	can	be	really	weird.	

																																																								
26	“misfortune”	
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#2		‐		I	asked	another	kid	to	dance,	but	he	refused	because	he	was	with	an	
older	friend	(lover,	I	think),	but	then	he	asked	me	to	dance	for	the	next	slow	one	–	
but	just	one	…	oh	well,	I	shouldn’t	have	been	there	tonight	anyway.	

	

Mar.	28,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	one	of	those	days	lifted	right	out	of	the	19th	Century	–	or	at	least	
as	close	to	it	as	you	can	get	these	days.		Thank	goodness	either	the	disease	has	run	
its	course	or	the	antibiotics	are	doing	their	job	because	the	gums	are	in	much	better	
condition	and	the	old	face	seems	to	be	clearing	up	a	bit,	too.		I	woke	up	first	to	take	
my	pills	at	around	8:00	AM	and	then	sacked	out	once	again	until	noon.		I	really	am	
getting	to	be	a	lazy	son‐of‐a‐bitch!		And	by	that	time	I	was	almost	late	getting	ready	
for	the	lunch	here	at	Mme.	Bergeret’s.		Michel	was	there	and	also	M.	Gilbert,	M.	
Chambrot	(a	conseiller	de	Paris),	who	was	just	defeated	for	reelection.		It	seems	the	
socialists	didn’t	do	too	well.		Anyway,	he	is	Mab’s	brother‐in‐law	and	he	and	his	wife	
and	cousin	from	Switzerland	were	also	there.		After	lunch	we	sat	in	the	salon	and	
talked	and	talked,	and	before	long	I	noticed	that	my	plans	for	visiting	the	flea	market	
had	just	as	well	be	forgotten.			But	the	afternoon	passed	very	well	at	any	rate	and	I	
was	very	well	amused.		Then	when	the	rest	of	the	company	left,	Michel,	Mab	and	I	
went	for	a	walk	in	the	Jardin	de	Luxembourg	where	we	walked	and	sat	for	at	least	an	
hour	while	Mab	went	on	and	on	about	everything	under	the	sun.		I’ve	never	seen	
another	human	being	that	could	put	as	many	parentheses	in	a	conversation	and	yet	
never	forget	the	original	purpose	of	the	sentence.		She’s	uncanny.		The	story	may	last	
ten	minutes,	but	the	end	always	fits	the	beginning.		Sometimes	when	she	starts	a	
story	about	me,	I	think	that	she’s	forgotten	in	the	telling	of	it,	but	she	never	fails	to	
drag	it	up	to	stab	me	in	her	charming	way.		Then	after	the	walk	we	all	washed,	dried	
and	put	away	the	dishes.		Then	Mab	fed	us	both	and	finally	Michel	went	home	to	her	
pet	monkey	and	Mab	and	I	bullshitted	for	about	another	hours	before	I	got	around	
to	the	journal	and	putting	myself	to	bed.			Tomorrow	I	have	tests	to	take	at	the	
laboratory,	but	I	also	have	some	phone	calls	to	make	if	I	intend	to	have	any	friends	
lift	in	this	town.		This	past	week	I	haven’t	felt	like	seeing	anyone,	but	I	should	have	
called	at	least	–	especially	Pierre	P.	and	Jean	Guy	Vermont.		Oh	well,	I’ll	try	to	patch	
that	up	tomorrow	‐	‐	and	dear,	lost	Georges	St.	Gilles	…	well,	I	guess	he’s	completely	
lost	interest.		But	that’s	damn	well	what	I	get	for	being	such	a	brute	the	last	time	we	
were	together.	

Mar.	29,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	this	morning	was	a	little	different	from	the	ordinary,	that	I	must	admit.		
Instead	of	betting	up	early	for	school,	I	went	instead	to	a	laboratory	at	#2	Rue	
Monsieur‐le‐Prince	to	get	a	blood	test.		They	stuck	a	tube	up	my	vein	and	just	let	the	
blood	flow	into	a	little	bottle.		Sometimes	these	Frenchmen	can	be	downright	
barbarians!		But	I	did	survive	the	wound	and	went	immediately	to	the	bank	to	stock	
up	for	what	I	knew	was	coming	in	the	afternoon.		But	before	that,	I	went	through	the	
usual	routine	of	lunch	from	Bergeret’s	and	I	also	spent	the	late	part	of	the	morning	
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answering	two	wonderful	letters	that	I	got	from	JT	at	9:00	AM	(four	typewritten	
pages,	the	last	one	single	spaced).		That	guy	is	such	a	genius,	I	hope	he	makes	
something	of	himself	someday!		Soon	after	lunch	I	hauled	it	for	the	flea	market	and	
as	it	happened,	I	discovered	some	things	that	were	absolutely	out‐of‐sight.		I	ended	
up	buying	two	old	coffee	grinders	(I	offered	one	lady	12	francs	for	one,	but	when	she	
found	out	that	I	was	from	Texas,	she	gave	it	to	be	for	10!).		I	also	bought	a	glass	tulip	
like	one	that	I	needed	for	the	chandelier	at	home	–	but	then	I	discovered	a	
marvelous	brass	store	with	piles	and	piles	of	stuff	at	extremely	cheap	prices,	and	I	
bought	two	light	fixtures,	both	of	which	require	tulips.		So	I	have	even	more	
glassware	to	look	for	now!		But	it	is	so	beautiful	and	so	cheap.		There’s	no	doubt	that	
I	won’t	be	back	there	many,	many	times	in	the	future	–	tomorrow	if	I	thought	my	
conscience	would	allow	it!			

I	hauled	all	my	prizes	home	and	before	long	it	was	time	to	go	to	the	gym,	
hoping	that	I	would	see	the	guy	that	I	fell	in	love	with	last	Friday.		But	no	such	luck.		
Just	the	usual	crowd	and	nobody	really	interesting.		I’m	afraid	that	loving	just	
doesn’t	figure	into	this	particular	segment	of	my	life.		So	I	ate	at	Chez	Germain	with	
Gerald,	Jacques	and	his	cousin	Jacques,	to	Gerald’s	apartment	for	coffee,	and	then	
the	cousin	brought	me	home.		Nice	day,	and	so,	so	nice	to	be	back	in	good	health.		Let	
the	propositions	in	the	street	begin!		And	all	in	good	time,	too,	because	Mab	leaves	
Saturday	morning	for	two	weeks!!	

	

Mar.	30,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Writing	this	a	day	late,	and	I	really	had	to	think	to	remember	what	it	was	that	
I	did	,	and	the	reason	is	because	I	didn’t	do	much	of	anything.		Oh	hell,	yes	I	did.		And	
no	wonder	I	tried	to	forget!		Oh	well,	I’ll	start	at	the	beginning.			

Up	early	and	off	to	school	(funny	how	that	has	become	a	rarity	rather	than	
the	usual).		Got	home	and	ate	lunch	from	Blanchere,	then	the	big	stuff	began,	all	in	
keeping	with	my	see‐Paris‐by‐foot‐or‐else	campaign.			

I	took	off	walking,	determined	to	take	a	look	at	the	Place	d’Italie.		Well,	I	sure	
as	hell	saw	it	and	then	continued	on	to	the	Porte	d’Italie.		Then	took	the	Avenue	
Massèna	until	I	went	back	across	the	Seine	(at	the	Pont	de	la	Garre).		That	was	easy	
to	tell,	but	it	was	one	hell	of	a	long	walk.		I	did	get	a	look	at	a	part	of	Paris	that	I	
didn’t	know,	a	very	modern	part	and	in	some	ways	a	very	ugly	part.		My	opinion	of	
modern	French	architecture	is	about	the	lowest	imaginable,	but	it	looks	like	the	stuff	
they’re	putting	up	now	is	somewhat	of	an	improvement.		Continuing	the	walk,	I	
finally	found	Gare	Austerlitz	(but	only	after	I	had	finished	cruising	the	truck	drivers	
on	the	expressway),	then	took	a	walk	through	the	Le	Jardin	des	Plantes	and	then	
back	home	on	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain.			

Needless	to	say,	I	was	pretty	tired,	but	Mab	was	in	one	of	her	tyrannical,	
helpful	moods,	so	she	soon	succeeded	in	chasing	me	out	of	the	house	just	to	give	my	
ears	a	rest	–	to	hell	with	my	feet!				
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The	rest	of	the	afternoon	passed	very	quickly	(the	walk	lasted	4	½	hours),	
and	I	ended	up	leaving	for	dinner	at	the	Self	quite	late.		I	tried	a	different	Self	this	
time:	Cluny	on	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain.		I	sat	down	opposite	a	guy	that	wasn’t	too	bad	
looking	and	started	eating.		We	kept	exchanging	glances	while	the	other	wasn’t	
looking.		Finally	he	picked	up	a	copy	of	the	Herald	Tribune”	from	the	chair	beside	
him	and	that	provoked	me	into	saying,	“Don’t	tell	me	that	you’re	American.”		Well,	
he	wasn’t.		He	was	Norwegian,	but	he	spoke	perfect	English	…	and	was	really	pretty	
cute.		He	seemed	lonely,	so	we	walked	around	St.	Michel	(he	seemed	more	intent	on	
talking	to	me	than	looking	at	the	scenery).		Then	over	to	Notre	Dame,	which	turned	
out	to	be	closed.		Then	all	the	way	to	St.	Germain	des	Près,	where	we	had	coffee	at	
Deux	Magots.		I	had	no	indication	on	the	big	question,	but	he	was	interesting	to	be	
with,	and	has	“tendencies,”	to	say	the	very	least.			Then	I	walked	him	back	to	his	
hotel	(he	didn’t	seem	very	anxious	to	go	back),	and	we	exchanged	names	and	
addresses	to	meet	again	later.		I	may	try	a	little	experiment	with	him	later,	but	more	
on	that	another	time.		He	told	me	that	he	turns	20	next	week.		Then	it	was	back	
home	and	to	bed	to	get	some	rest	for	what	would	turn	out	to	be	one	hell	of	a	big	day.	

	

Mar.	31,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

Yes,	today	turned	out	to	be	one	hell	of	a	day.		It	witnessed	the	death	of	the	
flea	market,	but	the	birth	of	something	far,	far	better.		But	on	with	the	story.	

I	woke	up	early	in	order	to	catch	the	Métro	for	Claude’s	apartment.		He	had	
told	me	to	be	there	no	later	than	9:00	AM.		I	arrived	at	8:30.		We	went	together	to	
the	Salle	des	Ventes	at	Versailles	–	that’s	an	auction	that	is	held	once	or	twice	a	week	
and	it	was	there	that	I	almost	went	of	of	control.		The	prices	were	so	incredibly	
cheap	that	I	almost	cried.		I’ve	already	written	long	letters	to	Mom	and	Dad	and	JT	
about	the	bargains	that	passed	before	my	eyes,	so	I	won’t	expand	the	journal	with	
them,	but	they	were	truly	magnificent,	and	it	fully	convinced	me	that	there	is	a	
fortune	to	be	made	in	the	antiques	business	between	Europe	and	the	U.S.		today	
really	made	me	think	seriously	about	such	a	profession	–	even	mentioned	it	to	the	
family	in	a	letter	–	will	wait	for	reply.		But	I	didn’t	have	any	money	at	the	sale	so	I	
didn’t	buy	anything	(a	void	that	will	definitely	be	filled	next	Wednesday	morning).		
So	I	took	the	train	back	to	Paris	and	went	to	eat	at	the	Self	Le	Source	because	
Blanchere’s	and	everything	else	was	closed	by	the	time	I	got	back	to	the	
neighborhood	from	Gare	des	Invalides.		The	rest	of	the	afternoon	I	spent	writing	and	
later	I	went	down	and	left	a	letter	at	the	Norwegian’s	hotel	and	did	a	little	shopping.		
Then	it	was	off	to	the	gymnastics	lesson	which	I	met	Gerald	and	Georges	Mayeur,	
and,	as	it	turned	out,	the	guy	that	I	fell	in	love	with	last	Friday	was	there.		I	even	said	
“good	evening,”	but	he	wasn’t	looking	tonight,	and	I	was	with	too	many	people	
anyway.		But	he	is	so	beautiful	and	there	is	such	a	huge	question	mark	above	his	
head.		I	don’t	think	he	likes	to	play	with	the	guy	crowd.		There’s	always	the	chance	
that	he’s	just	a	friendly	guy	with	roving	eyes,	but	give	me	the	chance	and	I	just	may	
make	a	fool	of	myself!		After	the	gym	it	was	back	to	the	Hotel	de	la	Sorbonne	to	see	
if	Tove	was	there,	but	since	he	wasn’t	(and	I	had	to	climb	to	the	seventh	floor	to	find	
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out)	I	ate	alone	at	the	Self	again,	then	home	for	more	writing,	a	little	masturbation,	
and	to	bed.	

	

April	1,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

April	Fool’s	Day!		Don’t	know	if	it	applied	or	not.		I	woke	up	at	a	nice	early	
hour,	threw	myself	together	and	set	out	for	class.		It	was	moderately	boring	as	usual,	
then	home	for	lunch	at	Blanchere’s.		Mab	was	in	an	incredibly	bad	mood	because	
M.P.	left	for	three	weeks	in	Bretagne.		She’s	afraid	that	she’ll	never	see	him	again.		
Having	nothing	else	to	do,	I	spent	most	of	the	day	walking.		In	fact,	it	got	a	little	out	
of	hand.		All	here	in	the	quarter,	but	there’s	a	lot	to	see	right	here	close	to	home	and	
a	lot	of	the	territory	between	Rue	de	Seine	and	Rue	de	Rennes	is	strange	to	me	–	or	
was,	at	least.			

The	whole	day,	in	fact,	was	spent	in	walking	and	riding	up	in	the	elevator,	
only	to	come	down	and	walk	some	more,	but	I	did	some	reading,	too,	waiting	for	
telephone	calls	that	never	came.				

My	last	walk	produced	some	interesting	observations.		At	the	Jardin	de	
Luxembourg,	they	were	having	a	protest	against	the	“Keep	Off	the	Grass”	rule.		I	
think	it’s	funny	because	every	Frenchman	
thinks	it’s	wonderful	to	have	a	nice	formal	
18th	Century	garden,	but	at	the	same	time	
they	get	pissed	that	they	can’t	walk	on	the	
grass.		So	in	keeping	with	their	lack	of	
moderation	in	anything,	the	various	hippies	
and	children	“sitting	in”	on	the	grass	
weren’t	content	to	just	sit	…	they	had	to	run	
around	lie	a	bunch	of	idiots	absolutely	
tearing	the	turf	to	shreds.		They	like	that	green	grass,	but	give	them	a	chance	and	
they	tear	it	up	completely!		Another	amusing	thing	was	that	there	were	hundreds	of	
little	kids	running	all	over	the	grass,	too,	today,	and	I	know	that	they	all	didn’t	
belong	to	the	protestors.		All	those	good	French	mothers	and	nannies	just	turned	
them	loose	when	given	the	chance,	even	after	all	those	days	of	telling	them	that	they	
couldn’t	walk	on	the	grass.		And	then	they	wonder	why	the	kids	rebel	against	
authority	when	they	get	older.		Just	as	it’s	natural	for	an	American	to	obey	laws,	it’s	
natural	for	a	Frenchman	to	rebel	against	any	kind	of	restraint.		Well,	I	would	imagine	
that	their	little	“protest”	set	back	the	work	of	the	gardeners	about	two	weeks,	and	
that	means	a	late	spring.		Frenchmen	are	so	crazy!	

No	telephone	calls	today.		The	little	Norwegian	must	not	be	that	interested	
and	I	couldn’t	reach	Pierre	all	day,	nor	did	he	evidently	try	to	call	me.		I’d	think	that	I	
was	forgotten	except	that	I	got	a	letter	from	both	Colby	and	JT	this	afternoon.		JT’s	
was	fabulous,	full	of	optimistic	news	about	his	coming	to	Europe	–	sounded	almost	
definite.		I	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	and	evening	beating	out	a	reply	on	the	
typewriter.		I	will	have	to	answer	Colby’s	tomorrow	–	too	tired	today.		On	the	way	to	
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the	Self	for	diner	tonight	I	suddenly	realized	just	how	tired	I	am	and	how	far	I	must	
have	walked	this	afternoon.		About	the	last	thing	that	happened	was	Mab	giving	me	
instructions	before	her	departure	on	Saturday	–	two	weeks	alone	with	the	
apartment!	

	

April	2,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

May	be	hard	to	fill	a	page	tonight	because	this	is	written	a	day	late	(getting	to	
be	more	the	rule	than	the	exception).		I’m	just	remembering	bit	by	bit	what	
happened.			

I	know	that	I	pulled	the	stunt	again	of	doing	everything	to	may	alarm	clock	to	
set	it	except	push	the	alarm	button	up,	so	I	missed	class	at	school,	and	I	was	actually	
looking	forward	to	that	section.		Oh	well,	I’ll	live.		But	I	made	it	up	in	time	to	go	
downstairs	to	Blanchere’s	to	grab	a	bite	to	eat.		Then	I	just	fucked	around	reading,	
etc.,	until	it	was	time	for	my	dentist	appointment.				

I	got	on	the	Métro	after	having	gone	by	the	laboratory	to	see	if	my	tests	had	
been	sent,	and	I	arrived	at	the	dentist’s	office	quite	early.		As	I	had	hoped,	he	was	
able	to	take	me	early,	and	I	was	out	even	before	the	real	time	for	my	appointment.		It	
seems	that	everything	is	okay	with	the	gum,	but	evidently	the	wisdom	teeth	were	
one	of	the	causes.		He	said	that	I	could	probably	wait	until	September	and	the	U.S.	to	
have	them	out.		And	then	I	paid	him.		And	that	was	the	big	surprise	of	the	day	–	
eighty	francs!		That’s	nothing,	absolutely	nothing!		When	Mab	heard	it,	she	
suggested	that	maybe	I	might	want	to	send	him	a	gift	(she	suggested	a	nice	book)	
and	that	sounds	like	a	good	idea	to	me.		He	can	pull	my	wisdom	teeth	any	day	he	
feels	like	it!			

After	that,	because	I	didn’t	have	anything	better	to	do,	I	spent	the	rest	of	the	
afternoon	reading	in	the	Jardin	de	Luxembourg	–	no	sit‐ins	today,	and	the	grass	was	
getting	a	rest	after	yesterday.		But	no	cruising	either.		At	least	the	book	was	good.		
Then	to	the	gym	where	there	was	nobody,	I	mean	nobody!		So	afterwards	I	went	to	
eat	dinner	across	the	street	from	the	gym	in	a	Vietnamese	restaurant	with	Gerald	
and	Jacques.		Then	they	took	me	for	a	tour	of	the	Marias	–	a	nighttime	tour	of	almost	
the	identical	route	that	I	made	by	foot	a	few	weeks	ago.		Then	they	brought	me	home	
and	I	went	to	bed	like	a	good	boy!	

April	3,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)	

The	day	of	liberation	of	the	apartment.		Just	as	had	been	previewed,	Mab	was	
up	and	out	by	9:30	and	I	got	up	to	help	her	with	the	luggage	and	to	see	that	she	
really	was	leaving	the	apartment	all	to	my	lonesome!		Supposedly	this	is	to	mark	the	
beginning	of	a	great	epoch	(short	though	it	may	be)	of	debauchery,	but	I	don’t	know;		
things	don’t	seem	to	be	working	out	that	way.	

But	more	on	that	later.		After	the	great	departure	I	sat	around	writing	letters	
until	Gerald	called	saying	what	time	he	and	Jacques	were	picking	me	up.		I	got	a	
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quick	sandwich	across	the	street	and	they	were	right	on	time.		Then	it	was	off	to	
Chartres.			

The	route	was	clogged	with	traffic	all	the	way	and	I	don’t	know	which	is	
worse,	the	crazy	French	drivers	who	all	think	they	are	race	car	drivers	or	the	three	
lane	highways!		But	I	can’t	complain.			We	
made	it	there	and	back	safely,	and	I	must	
say	this	for	Chartres:	despite	great	
expectation	on	my	part,	I	was	not	
disappointed.		It’s	really	an	impressive	
building,	especially	in	its	setting.			I	can’t	
help	but	think	what	it	must	have	seemed	
like	to	the	peasants	of	the	Middle	Ages.		I	
had	the	pleasure	afterwards	to	learn	that	
not	only	had	Jacques	and	Gerald	invited	me	
for	lunch,	but	we	were	also	invited	to	
Gerald’s	cousin	Jacques’s	home	for	dinner.		But	before	that	we	stopped	at	Jean	
Paul’s,	the	steward	friend	of	Gerald,	and	saw	his	awful	apartment	–	not	much	more	
than	a	cell	and	completely	unorganized	in	design.		No	cabinets	built	in,	no	nothing.		
Frenchmen	must	go	wild	in	the	States,	but	then	they	expect	everything	to	be	good	in	
the	States.		But	then	we	went	to	cousin	Jacques	and	had	a	delicious	dinner.		
Afterwards,	Jacques	brought	me	back	to	Paris	and	because	I	had	told	them	that	I	had	
a	rendezvous	on	the	Isle	St.	Louis,	he	took	me	there.		So	I	had	to	walk	all	the	way	
back	to	Rue	de	Seine	to	get	dressed	and	then	back	to	the	Rocambole.		By	that	time	it	
was	1:00	AM.		I	was	hoping	that	I	would	see	Jean‐Luc	there	tonight,	but	still	no	luck.		
And	unfortunately	that	is	not	the	only	case	of	my	bad	luck	–	hell,	I	don’t	even	like	to	
talk	about	how	long	it’s	been	since	I’ve	shacked	with	someone,	but	I	would	imagine	
that	it’s	been	about	a	month	now.		I	don’t	think	that’s	healthy	and	I	intend	to	do	
something	about	it.		Now	that	the	apartment	is	free,	I	intend	to	walk	the	street,	but	I	
hope	that	I	have	better	luck	than	at	the	Rocambole.		I	didn’t	even	see	anything	that	I	
liked,	and	even	what	I	did	see	I	couldn’t	get.		Oh	well,	four	o’clock	in	the	morning	is	
no	time	to	be	writing	a	journal!	

	

April	4,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris	&	Chantilly)	

A	lazy	morning,	and	a	well	deserved	one	I	
must	admit,	but	for	some	reason	I	woke	up	
around	11:00	AM	before	my	alarm	even	went	off,	
thinking	that	it	must	be	at	lest	noon,	and	
probably	well	after.		But,	the	body	works	in	
strange	ways.		Michel	(Mab’s	god‐daughter)	
called	about	11:30	and	we	made	a	rendezvous	
for	1:30	at	the	Métro	Vougirard,	so	I	just	the	time	
to	go	downstairs	to	the	Italiens	to	get	something	
to	eat	and	then	go	to	the	Métro.			
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Michele	had	promised	to	take	me	to	the	Foire	a	la	Ferraille,	but	since	she	had	
her	monkey	with	her,	she	preferred	to	go	see	the	Chateau	de	Chantilly	–	and	since	
that	was	okay	with	me	(I	didn’t	have	any	money	to	buy	anything	anyway),	that	was	
what	we	did.		The	chateau	was	really	beautiful	and	I	was	particularly	impressed	by	a	
gallery	of	painted	glass	windows	–	all	brown.		I’m	going	to	suggest	that	technique	to	
J.T.	to	see	if	he	can’t	come	up	with	something	equally	interesting.		The	chateau	trip,	
of	course,	took	the	whole	day,	especially	with	all	the	Easter	holiday	traffic.		We	came	
back	to	Paris	to	drop	the	monkey	off	at	Michele’s	apartment	(which	turned	out	to	be	
a	real	dump),	and	then	she	took	me	to	an	Alsacienne	restaurant	where	I	ate	a	huge	
place	of	French	sauerkraut.		Then	we	came	to	Blvd.	St.	Germain	for	a	drink	and	she	
decided	the	she	wanted	to	take	me	to	the	“Au	Flore”	to	see	all	the	“little	pederasts.”		
It	seems	that	she	really	gets	a	kick	out	of	that.		Well,	I	was	only	too	happy	to	
accommodate	here,	except	that	I	would	have	preferred	to	be	“sans	fille.”		I	even	got	
cruised	for	the	first	time	in	weeks.		And	it	wasn’t	half	bad.			But	as	luck	would	have	it,	
of	course,	I	was	with	Michele.		We	walked	around	for	awhile	and	then	I	took	her	
back	to	her	car	and	sent	her	on	her	way.		Then	I	set	out	on	the	same	route	we	had	
just	finished,	but	this	time	cruising	on	my	own.		And	this	time	finding	absolutely	
nothing.		I	guess	the	sidewalks	and	bars	really	just	aren’t	my	style.		But	it’s	such	a	
shame	to	be	letting	these	lovely	nights	go	to	waste.		I	know	that	as	soon	as	Mab	gets	
back,	all	the	pretty	boys	of	Paris	that	live	with	their	parents	are	going	to	throw	
themselves	at	my	feet	–	I	wish!			

	

April	5,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	it’s	now	after	2:00	AM	and	Dr.	Roux	just	left,	but	that’s	a	long	story	and,	
as	usual,	I’ll	start	at	the	beginning.		I	got	up	extremely	early	this	morning	to	go	to	the	
Alliance,	and	I	sat	my	ass	down	in	the	class	and	waited	and	waited	…	and	waited.		
Finally	the	Greek	showed	up	and	we	waited	together	until	a	woman	showed	up	and	
told	us	that	our	class	didn’t	exist	during	the	holidays	and	we	had	to	change	rooms.		
As	it	turned	out,	we	also	had	to	change	buildings.		True	to	form	for	all	bureaucracies,	
she	sent	us	to	the	wrong	room,	and	I	sat	through	a	class	of	review.		The	teacher	and	I	
immediately	developed	a	witty	bitchy	antagonism,	which	I	love,	and	at	the	end	of	the	
class	he	told	me	that	I	was	too	advanced	and	should	be	in	another	course	‐	‐	but	that,	
if	I	didn’t	like	it,	to	come	back	to	his.		I	was	kind	of	sorry	to	leave.		I	think	he	was	
queer,	of	course,	but	that’s	beside	the	point.			

After	class,	I	hauled	it	to	the	Credit	Commercial	de	France	–	Champs	Elysèes	on	
the	Métro	to	take	care	of	some	banking	business,	then	back	home	and	lunch	from	
Blanchere.		Then,	because	I	had	nothing	else	to	do,	and	because	I	can’t	resist	it,	I	
went	to	the	parks	at	the	Porte	de	Clignancourt,	bought	four	light	fixtures	in	brass	
and	three	tulips.		I	saw	Claude	and	now	I	am	absolutely	convinced	that	he	doesn’t	
want	to	see	me	anymore	–	but	that’s	just	as	well.			

I	got	home,	there	was	just	time	to	clean	up	my	purchases	and	head	for	the	
gym.		No	close	friends	there	tonight,	but	had	a	good	time	talking	to	casual	friends.		
After	the	lesson,	I	cruised	around	with	a	rather	interesting	man	that	had	shown	
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interest	several	times.		Finally	he	followed	me	and	asked	me	if	I	wanted	a	lift.		Well,	
since	it	was	obvious	that	we	were	both	after	each	other,	I	accepted	the	ride	even	
though	it	wasn’t	in	the	right	direction.		He	had	plans	to	eat	with	friends,	but	I	asked	
him	to	come	by	later.		So	I	came	home	and	ate	the	dinner	that	I	had	bought	at	
Blanchere’s	late	in	then	afternoon.		Then	I	waited	until	Dr.	Charles	Roux	rang	the	
bell	–	and	we	did	have	a	good	time.		He	ain’t	real	keen	on	getting	screwed,	but	lets	
me	do	it.		Before	I	knew	it,	or	wanted	it,	it	was	2:00	AM	and	he	had	to	leave.		I	hope	
that	he	calls	again	soon,	and	I	think	that	he	will,	but	I	could	be	wrong.		Still,	it	would	
be	a	little	silly	to	fake	enjoyment	for	over	three	hours!		But	at	any	rate,	I	sure	
enjoyed	it	and	am	definitely	glad	to	have	broken	my	long	losing	streak.	

	

April	6,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	this	entry,	too,	is	quite	late,	but	for	once	I’ve	got	a	damn	good	reason	for	
it’s	being	that	way.		In	fact,	this	just	may	be	the	beginning	of	a	whole	new	chapter	in	
this	journal.		But,	as	always,	the	beginning	is	the	best	place	to	start.			

The	morning	began	relatively	early	with	my	waking	up	in	time	to	call	Pierre	
by	10:00	AM	and	succeeding	in	waking	him	up,	of	course.		We	talked	for	awhile	and	
then	he	told	me	that	he	would	call	back	about	2:00	PM.		So	I	got	lunch	from	
Blanchere’s	and	even	made	provisions	for	dinner	that	night.		Having	Mab	gone	and	
the	refrigerator	all	to	myself	relieves	me	of	the	necessity	of	hauling	my	ass	to	the	self	
every	night	and	also	saves	one	hell	of	a	lot	of	money	in	the	process!	

Then	I	just	piddled	around	until	2:00,	when,	true	to	his	word,	he	called	and	
said	that	he	should	be	over	about	5:00	or	5:15.		I	went	out	and	bought	some	things	

to	eat	and	prepared	to	received	him	in	royal	
style.		He	showed	up	right	on	schedule	in	
uniform	(leaving	for	Rio	that	night)	and	we	
talked	for	about	30	minutes.		He	really	
didn’t	enjoy	his	vacation	very	much,	but	I	
must	admit	that	any	place	would	be	hard‐
pressed	to	match	the	chic	life	he	lives	in	
Paris.		I	even	got	the	feeling	that	I,	too,	was	
being	left	behind	in	the	rush,	but,	after	all,	in	
that	particular	instance,	I	know	that	it’s	
necessary	to	be	a	little	bit	reasonable.			

Almost	as	soon	as	he	left	(and	I	don’t	
to	this	minute	know	why	–	perhaps	because	
I	had	been	inside	all	day	and	felt	like	some	
air),	I	went	downstairs	to	go	to	the	Jardin	de	
Luxembourg	to	read	the	rest	of	Le	Cheval	
Blanc.		As	I	walked	through	the	park,	I	
noticed	a	young	guy	sitting	down	painting	
one	of	the	statues.		Well,	I	gave	him	the	
usual	cruising	routine	and	he	returned	the	



BILL NELSON  --  PARIS JOURNAL  Page 74 of 233		

smile	–	so	I	went	two	benches	away	(a	good	distance)	because	the	other	two	were	
occupied	by	an	old	lady	and	an	equally	old	man.		I	sped	through	the	end	of	the	book	
because	I	was	afraid	that	the	artist	would	pick	up	and	leave	before	I	could	go	admire	
his	work	(the	next	step	in	the	process).		Well,	he	didn’t	finish	before	I	did,	so	I	
tripped	over,	just	brimming	with	ooo’s	and	ahh’s,	but	before	I	got	there	he	was	
absolutely	inundated	by	a	huge	crowd	of	little	girls	that	were	even	more	full	of	
expletives	than	I	was.		So	I	stood	aside	and	waiting	until	the	flood	passed.		Finally	I	
went	over	and	looked,	and	the	first	words	that	Ramuntcho	Barbero	was	to	say	to	
me	were:	“J’etais	invali.”27		As	thing	would	have	it,	he	was	destined	to	say	much	
much	more	to	me	in	the	future.			

About	this	time,	a	guy	of	about	my	age	that	also	happened	to	be	standing	
nearby	approached	me	and	in	English	asked	me	which	are	the	best	chateaux	to	visit	
in	the	neighborhoods	of	Paris.		I	suggested	a	couple	to	him.		He	was	Austrian,	but	
insisted	that	I	call	him	Harry.		Then,	in	order	to	pursue	a	conversation	with	the	
artist,	I	suggested	to	Harry	that	we	ask	a	real	Frenchman.		I	was	happy	to	learn	that	
dear	Harry	had	thought	that	I	was	French.			

																																																								
27	“I	was	confirming.”		
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From	that	moment	of	usefulness	on,	Harry	became	nothing	but	a	pain	in	the	
ass!		The	artist,	Ramuntcho,	suggested	a	few	chateaux	and	then	packed	up	all	his	
stuff.		I	was	very	afraid	that	he	was	going	to	leave,	but	he	leaned	against	the	wall	
behind	us	and	continued	the	conversation.		I	was	in	the	damn	middle,	talking	to	
Ramuntcho	in	French	and	loving	it,	while	trying	to	be	nice	to	Harry	in	English	at	the	
same	time.		By	that	time	I	was	sure	that	Ramuntcho	was	gay	and	interested,	but	time	
was	to	prove	me	very,	very	wrong.		After	awhile,	in	the	French	side	of	the	
conversation,	I	invited	Ramuntcho	to	come	to	the	apartment	for	a	drink	and	also	
asked	him	to	help	think	of	a	way	to	get	rid	of	Harry,	who	had	begun	to	exhibit	the	
primary	personality	characteristics	of	the	animal	known	as	a	leach.		I	was	later	to	
learn	that	Ramuntcho	thought	we	were	both	Americans	and	good	friends,	but	we	
didn’t	succeed	in	shaking	Harry.		So,	the	
three	of	us	came	upstairs	to	drink	Mab’s	
whiskey	and	talk.		By	this	time	it	was	
getting	late.		When	we	finally	went	back	
downstairs	it	was	10:00	PM,	but	during	
the	conversation	Ramuntcho	showed	
himself	to	be	a	really	charming	guy.		
He’s	very	good	looking,	of	course,	and	it	
turned	out	that	he	is	not	French	at	all	
but	from	Mauritius	Island	–	off	the	coast	
of	Madagascar.		The	more	he	talked,	
especially	about	home,	the	more	I	
realized	that	he	would	turn	out	to	be	a	
really	interesting	person.		He	is	from	the	
planter	families,	although	his	father	
owns	a	corned	beef	factory.		His	ideas	
and	customs	are	those	of	an	18th	
Century	sugar	plantation,	only	slightly	modified	by	three	years	of	art	study	at	the	
Louvre.		He’s	scandalized	by	blacks	that	drive	cars	and	own	property,	and	he’s	used	
to	what	amounts	to	almost	a	slave	culture	–	or	at	least	almost	a	caste	system.		He	is	
enchanted	by	Americans	because	they	are	so	open,	but	he	was	a	little	cautious	that	
he	and	I	were	to	become	friends	quickly	without	his	knowing	anything	about	my	
family	background.		Anyway,	shaking	Harry	at	the	Métro	was	almost	cruel,	but	I	was	
invited	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	and	he	wasn’t.		The	artist	and	I	continued	the	
conversation	non‐stop	all	the	way	to	his	little	room,	which	was	extremely	nice,	but	
was	also	on	the	8th	floor	(no	elevator).		I	looked	at	some	of	his	art	and	pictures	of	
Mauritius	before	we	went	downstairs	to	a	very,	very	American	restaurant	under	the	
arcade	of	the	Tuileries	(the	menu	was	even	in	English	…	no	French).		He	paid	and	it	
wasn’t	cheap.			

We	went	back	upstairs	to	get	my	coat,	which	I	had	forgotten,	but	of	course	
that	isn’t	all	that	I	was	going	back	up	for.		Looking	back	on	it	all,	it	seems	so	strange.		
There	were	all	those	winks	and	touches,	and	the	constant	pressure	of	knees	under	
the	table	during	dinner	–	everything	to	point	to	the	fact	that	he	wanted	me	as	badly	
as	I	wanted	him.			
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We	talked	and	looked	at	more	pictures	sitting	hip	to	hip	on	the	bed.		Then,	
when	we	were	about	as	close	to	each	other	as	we	could	be	without	being	on	top	of	
each	other,	the	conversation	got	around	to	the	zodiac	momentarily	(doesn’t	it	
always	these	days).		He	reached	over	and	took	my	hand	to	read	the	lifeline	–	but	he	
didn’t	give	it	back.		Then	we	sat,	beside	each	other	on	the	bed	holding	hands.		I’ll	
have	to	be	forgiven	if	I	look	back	on	all	that	very	tenderly,	because	I	guess	it	does	
sound	corny.		I	was	to	learn	that	it	was	all	in	the	utmost	sincerity	and	innocence,	for	
when	I	finally	leaned	over	and	kissed	him,	the	response	was	not	one	of	immediate	
giving,	but	quite	reserved.		It	was	then	that	he	said	that	I	was	the	first	man	to	ever	
kiss	him	…	and	it	was	then	that	I	knew	that	I	would	be	the	first	for	a	lot	of	things.			

The	rest	of	the	evening	progressed	very	slowly	sexually,	but	very	quickly	
time‐wise.		I	sensed	right	away	that	I	liked	Ramuntcho	very	much	and	that,	if	I	was	
to	be	the	one	to	introduce	gay	life	to	him,	it	was	going	to	be	a	pleasant	experience	–	
not	moving	too	quickly	–	giving	him	the	time	to	decide	what	he	liked	and	what	he	
wanted.		Nor	did	I	want	to	push	all	my	accumulated	knowledge	on	him	in	one	night,	
and	I’m	so	glad	that	I	didn’t.			

We	spent	that	whole	night	just	looking	at	and	touching	each	other,	and	when	
I	rolled	over	and	looked	out	the	window	it	was	quite	light	–	and	I	had	not	had	one	
second	of	sleep.		I	could	not	help	thinking	about	Peter	in	The	Lord	Won’t	Mind	and	
his	first	night	of	gaiety.		Ramuntcho	is	almost	the	same	way.		He	is	extremely	giving,	
has	come	to	trust	me	completely	and	wants	to	do	everything.		I	did	a	little	bit	of	
normal	exploring	and	had	a	tentative	confirmation	that	he	and	I	would	fit	together	
very	well,	but	that	could	wait	wait	for	a	good	while.	

Since	I	was	absolutely	determined	to	go	to	the	auction	at	Versailles	despite	
the	fact	that	I	had	met	a	beautiful	young	thing.		In	order	to	get	home,	then	to	the	
station,	then	to	Versailles,	I	had	to	leave	him	at	7:30	AM.		Leaving	was	a	touching	
experience.		I	must	admit	that	my	decision	to	leave	was	supported	by	the	fact	that	
Ramuntcho	had	plans	to	leave	for	the	country	that	day	at	noon.		The	night	had	now	
gradually	evolved	into	the	next	day	...		

	

April	7,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris	/	Versailles)	

After	leaving	Ramuntcho,	I	took	the	Métro	back	to	Odeon	and	tried	to	pull	
myself	together	enough	to	face	a	long	day	without	having	had	any	sleep.		Luckily	the	
electric	and	gas	meter	man	sowed	up	before	I	left,	so	I	didn’t	have	to	leave	the	key	
with	the	concierge.		Then	I	grabbed	a	bag	for	all	my	Versailles	goodies	and	set	out	
for	the	Métro	station	–	then	straight	to	Versailles,	of	course.			

It	was	then	that	I	noticed	that	it	would	be	a	rough	day.		I	couldn’t	keep	my	
eyes	open!		The	worst	thing	of	all	was	that	the	auction	turned	out	to	be	a	real	loser.		I	
was	all	ready	to	spend	my	money	on	something	really	crazy,	but	the	opportunity	
just	didn’t	present	itself.		I	think	that	I	finally	bought	the	next	to	last	item	to	go	up	for	
bid,	but	that	was	at	5:30	in	the	afternoon.			The	whole	day	I	just	sat	there	and	
watched	a	parade	of	junk	go	by.		The	prices	were	corresponding.		They	were	actually	
giving	away	beds	and	armoires!		I	ate	lunch	in	a	café	near	the	Salle	des	Ventes	and	
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then	walked	around	the	garden	at	Versailles.		I	heard	not	one	bit	of	French	the	
whole	time.		I’d	swear	the	town	was	either	German	or	English.	

But	the	afternoon	was	a	little	more	interesting.		I	did	bid	on	several	paintings,	
but	since	I	didn’t	want	to	pay	over	100	francs,	I	didn’t	get	any.		Some	of	the	art	was	
damn	good,	but	I	wanted	a	real	bargain	or	nothing	at	all.		Hell,	I	can	buy	a	lot	of	light	
fixtures	for	100	francs!	

Well,	the	next	to	last	item	to	come	up	for	bids	was	an	old	frame	with	a	
photograph	of	a	soldier	…	probably	near	the	First	World	War	or	before.		He	has	a	
mustache	and	it	is	quite	obvious	that	it’s	old.		Anyway,	in	the	confusion	I	bought	it	
for	one	Franc.		I	was	happy	to	at	least	have	something	for	my	wasted	day.	

I	got	on	the	train	back	to	Paris	with	damn	little	time	to	make	it	to	the	gym,	
and	the	closer	I	got,	the	shorter	the	time	was.		By	the	time	I	made	it	to	Rue	de	Seine,	I	
was	almost	at	a	gallop.		But	that	was	all	to	change,	for	there	on	the	door	was	a	note	
waiting	for	me	from	Ramuntcho.		It	said	that	the	people	he	was	going	to	the	country	
with	had	postponed	the	trip	for	one	day	and	he	was	in	the	Luxembourg	gardens	
drawing	again.	

I	put	everything	aside	…	picture,	fatigue,	and	plans	to	go	to	the	gym	…	and	set	
out	for	the	park	to	find	him.		Since	it	was	6	o’clock	and	I	had	no	idea	what	time	he	
left	the	note,	I	had	no	luck,	but	I	was	not	to	be	put	off	so	easily.		I	got	my	ass	onto	the	
Métro	(by	this	time	feeling	a	little	drunk,	I	was	so	tired)	and	headed	for	the	
Tuileries.		I	rang	and	rang	at	his	apartment,	but	no	answer,	so	I	went	to	a	stationery	
store	and	bought	a	pen	and	a	pad	of	paper	to	write	him	a	note.		Just	as	I	was	
finalizing	the	note,	in	he	walks!		I	think	he	was	as	happy	to	see	me	as	I	was	to	see	
him!	

We	climbed	up	the	eight	flights	of	stairs	while	he	told	me	the	story	of	how	
Harry	had	returned	to	Luxembourg	and	leeched	on	to	him	again	today.		It	seems	that	
poor	Ramuntcho	even	went	to	the	Eglise	St.	Germain	to	pray,	thinking	that	would	
shake	Harry,	but	it	seems	that	Harry	just	crossed	himself	right	along	with	
Ramuntcho	and	stuck	like	glue.		He	told	me	that	he	really	had	to	be	rather	explicit	to	
shake	him	(a	fact	that	wasn’t	too	easy	to	accomplish,	not	speaking	the	same	
language).		But	I	was	very	happy	that	we	were	together.		He	grabbed	what	he	had	
bought	to	eat,	and	we	walked	back	to	my	apartment	for	dinner.		It	was	a	very	nice	
little	tête‐a‐tête,	although	I	felt	myself	gradually	slipping	off	the	deep	end	as	the	
evening	progressed.		We	talked	and	kissed	and	cuddled	for	awhile,	and	then	he	sat	
beside	the	bed	to	draw	my	portrait	–	and	the	last	thing	I	remember	was	trying	
desperately	to	keep	my	eyes	open	to	watch	him	draw.	

	

April	8,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning,	upon	awakening,	I	found	Ramuntcho	in	my	arms	and	realized	
that	I	couldn’t	remember	a	thing	that	had	happened	the	night	before.		And	the	
reason	was	that	nothing	had	happened!		I	was	so	beat	that	I	had	fallen	asleep	right	
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there	under	his	eyes	(not	very	polite,	but	he	didn’t	seem	to	be	upset).		I	do	
remember	him	crawling	in	under	the	covers	with	me,	but	that’s	all.			

The	morning	was	wonderful.		We	made	love	in	our	limited	sort	of	way	for	a	
long	time.		Then	I	went	downstairs	to	buy	some	things	for	breakfast	and	we	ate	
together	in	then	kitchen.		Really	a	romantic	morning	–	then	plop!		Back	into	the	bed	
for	round	two	that	lasted	until	1:00	PM.			

During	the	morning	there	were	major	things	of	importance	to	account.		First,	
Ramuntcho	has	an	absolutely	wonderful	trust	in	me	and	puts	himself	completely	in	
my	hands.		I’m	so	afraid	of	hurting	him	that	I	may	never	get	around	to	showing	him	
how	things	are	done.		We	tried	to	fuck,	plain	and	simple.		I	asked	him	if	he	wanted	to	
try	it,	and	he	was	ready	and	eager	(so	willing	and	so	giving	–	it	really	touches	me).		
He	has	absolutely	no	preconceived	notions	about	the	way	things	should	be	and	it’s	
really	a	beautiful	experience.		I	was	very	embarrassed	to	get	out	the	KY,	but	I	
assured	him	that	it	was	to	make	it	easier	for	him,	and	he	accepted	the	idea	readily.		
But	his	eyes	got	very	big	when	I	started	towards	him	and	he	asked	in	a	scared	voice,	
“You’re	going	to	put	it	on	me?”		More	assurances	told	him	that	it	was	for	us	both	–	
finger	and	then	the	real	thing,	but	it	hurt	from	the	beginning,	so	I	backed	off	and	that	
was	it.		I	had	explained	that	it	might	hurt,	and	he’s	still	ready	to	try	it	again.		The	next	
time	I	just	wish	that	there	was	some	way	to	make	it	easier	and	less	vulgar	for	him,	
but	smearing	grease	on	an	asshole	just	isn’t	very	romantic.		But,	he’s	going	to	love	it.		
I	can	tell	by	the	way	he	moves.			

In	fact,	I’d	almost	swear	that	he’s	been	through	all	this	before.		I’m	just	glad	
that	I	read	about	Peter	in	The	Lord	Won’t	Mind	or	I’d	never	have	believed	it.		Neither	
of	us	has	ever	come	during	the	time	we’ve	been	together,	except	he	came	a	little	by	
himself	today.		He	was	impressed,	but	doesn’t	have	any	idea	of	what	it’s	going	to	be	
like	in	the	near	future!		I	have	a	feeling	that	it	just	may	drive	him	up	the	wall	–	and	
the	really	serious	action	won’t	be	long	in	following.		I	know	that	he	wants	it	and	
heaven	knows	I	do.		There’s	no	reason	to	put	off	enjoyment	like	that	much	longer.			

But,	like	I	said,	at	1:00	PM	we	got	dressed,	and	damned	quickly	too,	because	
he	was	supposed	to	have	been	at	the	people’s	house	with	whom	he’s	going	to	the	
country	for	lunch	at	noon	–	and	he	had	skipped	out	on	dinner	the	night	before,	too,	
to	be	with	me.	

So	we	walked	together	to	their	apartment	over	by	the	Louvre.		The	poor	guy	
was	a	little	scared	to	go	up,	and	I	can’t	say	that	I	envied	him.		We	enjoyed	very	much	
being	together,	but	it	was	he	who	had	to	pay	for	it.		I’ll	be	interested	to	hear	how	
things	worked	out.	

I	walked	back	home	and	ate	for	lunch	what	was	left	in	the	refrigerator.		Then	
I	spent	the	afternoon	getting	things	straight	in	my	little	room	(no	small	job)	and	
writing	these	monstrous	entries	in	the	journal.		This	morning,	when	I	went	
downstairs,	the	concierge	gave	me	a	notice	for	a	registered	letter	(we	heard	the	bell,	
but	thought	it	was	Harry	and	didn’t	answer).		So,	this	afternoon	I	went	traipsing	all	
the	way	over	by	the	Faculty	of	Law	to	the	wrong	post	office	–	it	was	the	one	
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indicated,	but	the	postman	fucked	up!		Then	I	went	to	the	right	one	and	was	happy	
to	get	both	my	new	check	books	and	my	Eurail	Pass.			

Now	I	need	to	decide	pretty	quickly:	when	and	where.		I	hope	that	when	
Ramuntcho	gets	back	(Tuesday,	damn	it!)	he	and	I	will	go	someplace	together!		But	I	
need	to	make	some	plans	on	my	own,	too.		On	the	way	back	from	the	post	office,	I	
stopped	by	Blanchere’s	to	pick	up	something	for	dinner,	and	then	on	to	get	some	
bread,	and	then	back	upstairs	for	what	will	probably	turn	out	to	be	a	very	
uneventful	evening	–	at	least	in	comparison	with	the	past	two!	

				

April	9,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Mmmmm	–	so	for	a	day	of	absolutely	nothing.		I	woke	up	late,	but	not	nearly	
so	late	as	I	though	I	would.		I	did	have	to	hurry	to	shave	and	dress	to	get	downstairs	
in	time	to	get	something	to	eat	before	Blanchere’s	closed.		Then	the	rest	of	the	early	
afternoon	was	spent	getting	things	pulled	together	around	my	room.		I	walked	up	to	
the	post	office	to	forward	some	letters	to	Mab	and	then	back	home.			

I	am	terribly,	terribly	restless.		It	is	probably	because	it	is	spring,	but	I	have	a	
horrible	feeling	that	it	just	might	have	something	to	do	with	Ramuntcho.		I	have	
sworn	up	and	down	that	I	will	forever	remain	a	free	man,	but	I	sure	have	a	craving	
to	be	with	that	guy	again!		But	at	least	this	time	there	is	an	end	in	sight.		September	
will	permanently	end	anything	that	I	start	now,	and	there	could	be	worse	things	
than	having	a	nice	warm	friend	in	Paris.		Poor	Ramuntcho	doesn’t	realize	what’s	
happening.		He’s	just	waking	up	to	the	world	of	gaiety	and	some	of	the	things	that	he	
say	make	me	very	jealous.		Oh	brother,	I	think	I	got	it	bad,	and	I’ve	got	to	talk	myself	
out	of	this	one!	

But	anyway,	I	wrote	him	a	little	note	today	and	walked	over	to	drop	it	into	
his	mailbox.		Tuesday	is	a	long	way	off;	maybe	it	would	be	best	if	things	worked	out	
so	I	could	go	to	the	country	with	Pierre	and	Pierre	–	but	will	have	to	see	about	that.		
I	suppose	that	I’ll	spend	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	writing	letters.		I’m	afraid	to	go	to	
the	Luxemburg	Gardens	because	I	know	that,	if	I	do,	I’ll	run	into	Harry	again.	

That’s	exactly	what	I	did:	wrote	and	wrote.		And	now	I	intend	to	write	some	
more.		In	the	late	afternoon	I	went	down	to	get	everything	necessary	for	dinner	and	
then	left	for	the	gymnastics	lesson.		I	stopped	off	on	the	way	to	see	Pierre	and	to	get	
some	shaving	cream.		The	lesson	tonight	was	long	and	tiring.		I	was	very	hungry	
when	it	was	over.		I	came	back	home	and	ate	diner,	and	now	back	to	my	
correspondence	for	the	rest	of	the	evening.		The	mail	today	was	really	interesting.		A	
letter	from	both	Mab	and	the	family	in	Dallas,	an	Easter	card	from	Gerd	with	$10	in	
it,	and	a	letter	from	Jim	Webb	telling	me	that	he	had	dropped	out	of	school	–	that	last	
one	disappointed	me	quite	a	bit.		So	I	have	a	lot	of	thinking	and	a	lot	of	writing	to	do!	

	

April	10,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	
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Today	was	a	very	empty	day	–	a	lot	happened	and	yet	it	drug	on	like	it	would	
never	end.		I	woke	up	to	the	doorbell	at	9:00	AM	for	the	mail	and	spent	the	rest	of	
the	morning	doing	absolutely	nothing.		Finally	went	down	and	bought	a	hot	lunch	
from	Blanchere’s	along	with	provisions	to	last	me	over	Easter.			

After	lunch,	I	walked	as	far	as	Châtelet	in	order	to	pick	up	a	ticket	for	the	
ballet	there	that	afternoon	at	the	Theatre	de	la	Ville.		Then	I	got	on	the	Métro	and	
went	to	the	flea	market,	as	is	my	usual	habit	on	the	weekends.		But	this	week	things	
definitely	did	not	go	well.		I	wanted	to	get	the	name	of	a	shipping	company	from	
Claude,	but	he	wasn’t	open.		I	guess	he’s	in	England.		Then	I	went	to	the	brass	shop	
and	rummaged	around	for	one	hell	of	a	long	time,	only	to	find	out	that	the	things	I	
had	picked	out	were	too	damn	expensive.			

I	returned	with	arms	full,	of	course,	but	not	entirely	content.		Then	it	was	
back	home	where	I	bought	some	brass	polish	and	went	to	work	on	my	light	fixtures.		
Before	long	it	was	time	to	leave	for	Châtelet,	so	off	I	went.		The	ballet	was	modern	
dance	and	I	enjoyed	it	immensely.		The	costumes	were	leotards	of	the	flags	of	
various	countries,	and	I’m	sure	the	dance	was	significant	and	had	a	lot	to	say,	but	I	
don’t	know	enough	flags,	or	I’m	not	with	it,	or	something	.	.	.	because	I	didn’t	
understand	what	they	were	trying	to	say.		It	was	good	anyway.	

On	the	way	back	to	the	apartment	I	stopped	by	St.	Michel	to	get	some	bread.		
Then	after	dinner	the	rest	of	the	evening	was	spent	polishing	brass	and	listening	to	
Radio	Luxemburg.			

Now,	the	reason	that	the	day	seemed	so	empty:		I	miss	Ramuntcho.		I	got	a	
postcard	from	him	this	morning,	and	thinking	about	him	has	been	driving	me	crazy	
all	day.		I	keep	telling	myself	to	be	sensible	and	to	be	careful	but	there’s	nothing	
doing.		I	didn’t	even	want	to	go	to	the	bar	tonight	to	see	if	I	could	find	Jean‐Luc,	and	I	
don’t	even	cruise	on	the	street	as	much	–	or	at	least,	when	I	do,	I	think	of	him.		Yes,	
I’ve	got	it	bad.		I	do	hope	that	Pierre	comes	through	with	that	invitation	to	the	
country	on	Sunday,	or	I’ll	go	crazy	before	Tuesday.	

	

April	11,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

Easter	Sunday	and	at	least	I	have	something	to	report.		In	order	to	force	
myself	to	think	of	other	things	besides	the	little	islander,	I	decided	to	fill	my	day	
with	happenings.		I	woke	up	earlier	than	I	intended	to	and	just	piddled	around	the	
room	waiting	for	lunch	time.		Then	down	to	the	Italienes	for	some	chicken	as	usual	
for	lunch.		Then	it	was	off	to	the	Musée	des	Arts	Décoratifs,	which	was	closed,	but	
they	had	two	exhibits	open,	so	I	went	to	both	of	them.		The	first	was	really	fantastic	
…	all	about	Art	Nouveau	and	Gaudi,	Van	der	Velde	and	Gaillard.		I	really	fell	in	love	
with	the	style,	as	if	I	didn’t	already	love	it!		I	intend	to	buy	up	every	little	thing	I	can	
find	in	it,	because	the	damned	French	are	destroying	it	bit	by	bit	and	soon	there	will	
be	nothing	left	of	what	there	was	little	to	begin	with.		The	other	exhibit	was	about	
20th	Century	England,	and,	like	the	country,	it	wasn’t	worth	shit!		From	there,	I	
decided	to	take	Gerald’s	advice	and	go	take	a	look	at	the	terraces	of	the	Tuileries.			
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Well,	it	was	a	lot	more	than	he	explained.		He	said	that	sometimes	when	the	
weather	is	nice,	it	is	cruisey.		Well,	today	it	was	a	meat	rack.		I’ve	never	seen	
anything	like	it.		I	was	embarrassed	and	that	doesn’t	happen	very	often.		From	there	
I	dropped	by	the	Louvre	to	see	if	I	could	find	the	painting	that	Ramuntcho	is	copying	
–	no	luck!		I	don’t	think	that	I’ve	ever	seen	so	many	people	in	all	my	life.		It	was	like	a	
stock	pen!		And	not	one	word	of	French	to	be	heard.		During	Easter,	Paris	becomes	a	
German	city.		I	understand	very	well	why	all	the	Frenchmen	leave.		It’s	really	
horrible,	and	they	say	that	it’s	even	worse	when	the	Americans	arrive	in	the	
summer!	

After	I	couldn’t	take	any	more,	I	came	home	and	called	Pierre.		He	invited	me	
to	go	to	Livry‐Gargan28	to	hear	Victorio	Santos	sing	for	s	a	bunch	of	Portuguese	at	a	
dance.		I	took	the	Métro	at	St.	Michel	and	arrived	Chez	Pierre	just	in	time	to	find	him	
not	near	ready.		We	finally	got	away	and	got	to	the	dance.		It	was	really	something.		
There	was	almost	nobody	there	when	we	arrived,	but	we	went	to	eat	dinner	and	
when	we	came	back	the	place	was	packed.		It	was	nice	to	meet	Victorio.		He’s	good	
looking,	nice	and	sings	not	bad	–	what	more	can	you	ask	from	a	first	impression!		We	
stayed	there	until	about	1:00	AM	talking,	watching	and	finally	dancing.		Then	Pierre	
dropped	me	off	at	Place	de	la	Concorde	and	I	walked	back	to	Rue	de	Seine.		

It’s	very	late	and	that’s	good	because	I’ll	sleep	late	and	the	day	will	pass	
quickly	–	then	it	will	be	Tuesday	and	Ramuntcho	will	be	back	in	my	arms	–	and	the	
course	will	begin	in	earnest.		It	scares	me	a	little	to	be	so	anxious!	

	

April	12,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	after	getting	to	bed	so	late,	for	a	change	I	slept	late.		It	was	about	one	
o’clock	by	the	time	I	dragged	myself	up	and	out	of	bed,	although	I	must	admit	that	
lately	I’ve	been	forcing	myself	to	stay	in	bed	late	because	I	want	the	days	to	pass	
quickly.		All	that	changes	tomorrow!	

I	ate	lunch	in	my	room	from	the	stuff	in	the	refrigerator	that	I	stored	up	for	
the	holidays,	then,	after	arranging	things	in	the	room	a	little,	I	set	out	walking	for	my	
afternoon’s	entertainment.		It	wasn’t	easy	to	find:		Studio	Parnasse	to	see	“Myra	
Breckenridge.”		It	was	worth	all	the	trouble	and	walking	and	having	to	ask	
directions	twice.		I	thought	the	movie	was	absolutely	fantastic!		I	sat	in	the	theatre	
and	just	howled	all	alone.		I	came	to	realize	very	quickly	how	absolutely	essential	it	
was	to	be	American	in	order	to	appreciate	that	film.			For	one	thing	the	French	
subtitles	translated	“bullshit”	into	the	French	equivalent	of	“You	talk!”		That	just	
doesn’t	cut	it!		But	then	“bullshit”	is	a	very	delicate	word.		I	was	thinking	today	how	I	
would	explain	the	meaning	to	a	Frenchman.		It’s	certainly	more	complicated	than	
the	single	denotation!			

I	also	appreciated	that	film	because	it	was	such	a	satire	on	the	American	way	
of	life,	but	a	thought	struck	me	that	made	me	damn	proud	to	be	an	American	(and	
that	doesn’t	happen	very	often).		I	have	noticed	or	discovered,	or	whatever	you	wish	

																																																								
28	Livry‐Gargan:	a	commune	in	the	northeastern	suburbs	of	Paris,	ten	miles	from	the	center	of	the	city.	
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to	call	it,	that	America	is	the	only	country	with	a	20th	Century	culture.		This	is	the	
century	of	the	U.S.A.		French	culture	is	18th	Century,	Greek	is	5th	Century	B.C.,	but	to	
be	modern	is	to	be	American!		Let	these	snobby	chauvinistic	Frenchmen	put	that	in	
their	little	pipes	and	smoke	it!	

After	the	movie,	I	literally	strutted	back	through	
the	Luxemburg	Gardens	and	back	home.		Then	I	wrote	a	
touching	little	note	to	Ramuntcho	and	set	out	for	his	
apartment,	taking	a	rather	drastic	detour	by	way	of	St.	
Michel	to	see	if	Gilbert	Jeune	was	open	to	buy	some	air	
mail	envelopes;	it	wasn’t.		Then	all	the	way	to	Rue	Saint	
Roch	to	drop	the	note	in	the	box.		Then	all	the	way	back	to	
St.	Michel	where	I	ate	dinner	in	the	Self	Cluny	–	my	first	meal	out	in	about	a	week	
(alone,	that	is).		Then	I	went	back	to	the	room	for	some	washing	and	some	writing	
and	some	resting	of	my	poor	aching	feet.			

I’d	like	to	say	more	about	“Myra	Breckenridge,”	but	it	was	just	a	feeling	I	got	–	
much	like	that	of	“The	Music	Lovers”	that	was	hard	to	put	into	words.		But	it	is	really	
interesting	to	realize	what	it	is	that	I	react	to	–	especially	those	things	that	other	
people	don’t	react	to!		I’m	certainly	learning	a	lot	about	Europe,	but	at	the	same	time	
I’m	learning	a	lot	about	my	own	country	and	a	lot	about	myself!	

	

April	13,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Since	I	did	my	best	to	make	the	hours	pass	quickly	last	night	by	going	to	bed	
early,	of	course	I	woke	up	at	the	crack	of	dawn	this	morning	to	make	up	for	it		(I	say	
“this	morning”	as	if	this	entry	were	written	on	time	–	actually	it’s	almost	three	days	
late).			

Since	it	was	finally	Tuesday	and	the	day	that	Ramuntcho	was	to	return,	I	
ended	up	doing	what	amounted	to	just	about	wasting	the	entire	day.		I	piddled	
around	the	room	straightening	things.		I	wrote	letters	like	crazy	(including	one	to	JT	
in	which	I	really	let	him	have	it	for	writing	me	one	that	was	really	depressing).		I	ate	
lunch	at	Blanchere’s	and	then	later	in	the	afternoon,	when	I	had	decided	that	
Ramuntcho	wasn’t	going	to	show	until	late	evening,	I	went	back	to	get	the	things	
that	I	would	need	for	dinner.	

Around	6:15	the	door	bell	rang	and	there	he	was!		I	was,	to	put	it	mildly,	very	
happy	to	see	him.		We,	if	you’ll	pardon	the	expression,	fell	into	each	other’s	arms	and	
before	too	long	had	managed	to	babble	out	each	other’s	activities	during	the	four	
days	of	separation.		We	talked	for	longer	than	one	would	expect	and	then	it	was	
Ramuntcho	that	first	headed	for	the	bedroom.		Buy	the	time	I	got	there,	he	was	
already	down	to	his	underwear.		That	was	certainly	a	surprise	–	quite	a	change	since	
the	first	encounter.	

I	don’t	even	remember	what	happened	that	evening,	but	I	think	it	would	be	
safe	to	assume	that	it	took	place	mostly	between	the	sheets!	
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No,	now	I	remember!		Frist	we	went	to	the	Rocambole,	but	I	must	admit	that	
by	then	it	was	1:00	AM.		We	had	eaten	at	the	apartment	from	what	I	had	at	the	
apartment	and	what	Ramuntcho	brought	from	the	country.		The	Rocambole	was	
another	surprise.		Ramuntcho	was	very	cautious	about	going	in,	but	after	he	took	
the	step,	he	was	out	on	the	dance	floor	dancing	with	the	crowd	in	no	time	at	all.		We	
finally	left	the	bar	and	walked	back	home	around	3:00	AM.		The	big	event	of	the	
evening	was	that	we	fucked.		Ramuntcho	was	just	asking	for	it	with	his	body	and	I	
wasn’t	too	hot	on	the	idea	of	putting	it	off	any	longer,	myself.		To	say	that	he	liked	it	
would	be	a	bit	premature,	but	to	say	that	he	didn’t	like	it	would	be	the	same.		At	
least	he’s	willing	to	do	it	and	that’s	something!	

	

April	14,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris	&	Versailles)	

We	woke	up	early	the	following	morning	even	before	the	alarm	went	off.		It’s	
amazing	that	we	can	both	sleep	in	that	little	bed,	but	it	does	make	for	early	rising.	

It	was	go	to	the	antique	auction	or	bust!		I	was	absolutely	determined	to	find	
something	interesting	this	week.		We	got	on	the	Métro	and	then	on	the	train	and	
made	it	to	Versailles	just	in	time	to	find	out	that	the	regular	auction	would	not	take	
place,	but	there	would	be	one	that	afternoon	at	2:00.		So,	that	left	us	with	a	good	
healthy	four	hours	in	Versailles	with	nothing	to	do,	so	we	went	to	some	stores	and	
bought	things	for	a	picnic	lunch.		Then	we	hiked	down	to	the	edge	of	the	Grand	
Canal	and	ate	and	sunned,	and	Ramuntcho	even	did	a	drawing	of	me!	

The	time	passed	fairly	quickly	and	we	had	to	almost	hurry	to	make	it	in	time	
for	the	auction.		It	wasn’t	an	outstanding	sale,	but	I	did	end	up	buying	some	stuff:	a	
clock,	two	frames	and	a	painting.		I	was	not	really	too	happy	with	my	purchases			
After	getting	getting	them	home	and	cleaned	up,	I	guess	they	aren’t	really	all	that	
bad,	but	they	weren’t	the	fantastic	bargains	I’m	used	to.		Next	week	should	really	be	
something.		They’re	even	starting	the	auction	30	minutes	early	to	get	everything	in!		
We	left	the	sale	before	it	was	over	in	order	to	catch	a	bus	to	take	us	to	a	friend	of	
Ramuntcho’s	house.		We	visited	with	her	and	her	two	kids	until	about	7:30.		I	
thought	that	Ramuntcho	was	never	going	to	say	that	it	was	time	to	ho	home.			

Finally,	it	was	the	lady	who	suggested	it	was	time	to	split.		We	got	on	the	train	
and	headed	back	into	Paris.		By	the	time	we	got	back	to	Rue	de	Seine,	gathered	
together	all	the	stuff	to	feed	our	starving	bellies	from	Blanchere’s	and	ate	the	said	
same,	it	was	late	and	we	were	both	tired.		So,	plop,	straight	into	bed,	and	even	the	
love	making	was	limited	by	the	fatigue.		And	besides,	the	first	grains	of	boredom	on	
the	part	of	the	writer	had	already	begun	to	take	root.		This	seems	to	be	one	
passionate	flame	that	proved	to	be	early	extinguished.	

	

April	15,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Once	again	a	morning	of	early	rising.		No	particular	reason	this	time,	except	
that	it	was	rather	early	when	we	called	it	a	night	–	Ramuntcho.	



BILL NELSON  --  PARIS JOURNAL  Page 84 of 233		

I	had	just	about	decided	(for	Ramuntcho	never	makes	any	advance	plans	–	
that’s	the	islander	in	him	–	I	had	just	about	forgotten	about	Guadeloupe)	to	go	to	a	
swimming	pool	since	it	was	such	a	beautiful	day.		Ramuntcho	had	mentioned	
something	about	an	outdoor	pool	that	he	knew	about,	but	we	were	afraid	that	it	
would	be	closed,	so	he	called	around	and	we	ended	up	getting	on	the	Métro	and	

going	all	the	way	to	the	Michel‐Ange	Molitor	station	
and	further	by	foot,	only	to	find	that	the	pool	was	
indoors	and	there	was	no	sun	deck.		Well,	I	was	in	a	
bad	mood	that	morning	and	I	guess	that	I	was	pretty	
pissed	at	Ramuntcho,	without	having	a	very	good	
reason	for	being	so	–	but	we	hauled	it	back	to	Paris	
and	the	Place	de	la	Concord	to	see	if	the	Piscine	
Deligny	was	open	yet.		It	turned	out	to	be	closed,	too,	
but	luckily	they	were	letting	people	use	the	sundecks,	

and	that’s	how	we	spent	the	afternoon.	

Ramuntcho	went	to	a	café	somewhere	and	got	some	things	to	eat	lunch	(we	
do	one	hell	of	a	lot	of	picnicking	together)	and	we	spent	the	entire	afternoon	soaking	
up	rays.		A	girl	near	us	with	a	scrumptious	looking	boyfriend	took	off	the	top	of	her	
bikini	and	Ramuntcho	began	sketching	her.		The	boyfriend	came	over	and	proved	to	
be	as	interested	as	he	was	interesting.		Ramuntcho	does	seem	to	be	able	to	attract	
people	to	him.		I	guess	he	is	rather	beautiful	and	his	naiveté	is	fascinating.			

After	leaving	the	pool,	we	went	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	for	a	shower,	but	
while	we	were	waiting	for	the	water	heater	to	heat	the	water,	Ramuntcho	did	
several	sketches	of	me	in	the	nude	that	I	thought	were	damn	good	–	and	extremely	
flattering.		Then	we	took	a	soapy,	sexy	shower	together,	and	then	two	more	poses	
during	which	I	caught	a	cold!			

For	dinner	we	went	to	a	restaurant	for	a	change	–	a	place	that	I	knew	in	the	
St.	Michel	quarter	(but	not	Mitsuko).		We	drank	a	bottle	of	wine	between	us	and	that	
was	too	much	for	the	both	of	us.			My	head	was	spinning	like	crazy	and	Ramuntcho	
was	acting	pretty	silly.		I	got	mad	because	I	don’t	like	that	feeling	and	Ramuntcho	got	
pouty	because	I	was	in	such	a	nasty	mood.		So,	instead	of	going	out	dancing,	the	
evening	ended	soon	afterwards	in	bed	–	and	this	marked	the	second	round	of	butt‐
fucking.		I	don’t	know	if	Ramuntcho	is	ever	going	to	get	around	to	liking	that	or	not.		
He’s	got	so	many	conflicts	going	on	in	his	head	that	I	don’t	see	how	he	enjoys	any	of	
it	at	all.		God	and	the	Catholic	Church	sure	make	it	hard	on	pious	perverts!	

	

April	16,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

At	last	I’ve	got	this	damn	journal	caught	up	to	date,	but	this	had	been	the	first	
moment	alone	that	I’ve	had	in	days.		I’m	really	kind	of	sorry	that	the	past	days	
haven’t	been	recorded	more	religiously,	because	I’m	sure	that	there	would	have	
been	much	more	detail,	and	a	more	logical	and	obvious	progression	of	emotion	and	
feelings.		But	things	must	fall	as	they	do.			
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Last	night	was	a	restless	one.		I	had	a	sore	throat	and	got	up	during	the	
middle	of	the	night	for	orange	juice	only	to	discover	that	Ramuntcho		had	done	the	
same	earlier	without	waking	me.		For	such	a	sound	sleeper	as	myself,	the	past	few	
nights	have	really	been	strange.		We	woke	up	at	the	crack	of	dawn	again	for	some	
reason,	but	we	profited	of	the	time	by	Ramuntcho’s	doing	another	portrait	of	me	–	
this	time	smaller	and	in	what	must	be	described	as	a	semi‐pornographic	pose.		It	
was	really	completely	innocent,	but	the	smallness	of	my	room	necessitated	a	rather	
strange	perspective.		I	am	now	the	owner	of	the	designs	from	yesterday	and	today,	
and	am	completely	delighted!	

I	went	down	to	get	some	things	for	breakfast	and	we	ate	in	the	kitchen	as	has	
become	our	habit.		When	Mme.	Bergeret	gets	back,	it	is	really	going	to	cause	some	
changes!		I’ve	really	enjoyed	having	free	rein	of	the	house	and	free	use	of	the	
refrigerator!			

Around	11:15	Ramuntcho	actually	left	me	to	go	back	to	his	apartment	to	
dress.		He	was	to	eat	lunch	with	the	famous	Françoise	and	her	family	(the	ones	he	
had	gone	to	the	country	with).		It	seems	that	the	relationship	between	the	two	is	
presumed	to	be	somewhat	more	serious	than	was	originally	indicated	to	me	–	or	at	
least	Francoise	thinks	so.		But	poor	Ramuntcho	is	only	just	now	beginning	to	realize	
what	he	really	wants	–	or	maybe	I	should	say	“poor	Françoise.”			

Since	I	was	faced	with	the	prospect	of	an	afternoon	alone,	I	ate	lunch	at	
Blanchere’s	and	then	headed	for	the	Piscine	Deligny	–	admittedly	to	see	if	I	could	
find	that	beautiful	boyfriend.		The	pool	turned	out	to	be	opened	two	days	early	to	
capitalize	on	the	good	weather.		The	topless	wonder	showed	(although	not	as	much	
as	yesterday),	but	the	boyfriend	was	nowhere	to	be	found.		Damn!		And	I	had	even	
paid	to	get	in!			

Around	4:00	I	decided	to	stop	shivering	in	the	wind	and	call	it	a	day.		The	
bodies	weren’t	all	that	interesting	anyway	and	every	minute	that	I	remained	bare	
was	just	tempting	pneumonia	to	set	in.	

I	walked	back	home	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	writing	a	huge	letter	
to	JT,	having	received	a	few	words	of	apology	over	his	last	letter	in	this	morning’s	
mail	along	with	a	long	lost	letter	that	he	had	written	weeks	ago	–	just	recently	re‐
found.		As	of	this	writing,	I	haven’t	heard	from	Ramuntcho,	but	he	thinks	I	am	at	the	
gym	(I	couldn’t	go	for	paying	for	the	gym	after	shelling	out	for	the	pool).		I	went	
down	to	buy	dinner	from	Blanchere’s	–	that	place	seems	to	be	supplying	my	steady	
diet	lately	–	and	I	suppose	that	I	will	spend	the	rest	of	the	evening	in	
correspondence	until	I	get	a	call	from	the	Mauritius	marauder!	

	

April	17,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

Well,	to	what	I	must	admit	was	my	surprise,	Ramuntcho	never	showed	up,	
nor	did	he	ever	call.		I’m	beginning	to	understand	that	that	corresponds	with	his	way	
of	thinking:	no	advance	plans,	just	take	things	as	they	come.	
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So	I	spent	a	very	roomy	night	(having	all	of	the	little	bed	to	myself	for	a	
change!)	and,	as	a	result,	I	slept	both	late	and	very	well.		None	of	this	waking	up	at	
5:00	AM	for	a	glass	of	orange	juice	business!	

After	rising,	I	decided	that	I	had	better	get	to	work	on	the	apartment	since	
Mab	is	due	back	pretty	soon	…	too	damn	soon	as	far	as	I’m	concerned!		I	started	
dusting	off	all	the	junk	which	was	no	small	job,	and	around	11:00	or	so	the	doorbell	
rang	and	there	stood	Ramuntcho.		So	we	ate	at	Blanchere’s	but	only	after	we	had	
walked	half	way	to	Notre	Dame,	me	thinking	that	we	were	headed	for	Ramuntcho’s	
university’s	restaurant,	and	Ramuntcho	not	thinking	at	all.	

After	lunch	we	messed	around	a	little	in	the	usual	way,	and	then	I	finally	
pried	myself	away	long	enough	to	get	us	to	the	Métro	and	the	flea	market.		There	we	
passed	the	entire	afternoon	–	I	mean	the	whole	day:	until	6:30!		Ramuntcho	groves	
on	the	crazy	junk,	too,	or	at	least	he	isn’t	repulsed	by	it	like	Gerald	pretends	to	be!			

We	came	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	after	I	had	bought	a	tulip	and	a	seltzer	bottle,	
visited	Blanchere’s	again	to	get	the	stuff	for	dinner,	and	ate	again	in	the	kitchen.		
Afterwards	we	talked	at	great	length	about	all	kinds	of	reasonably	deep	stuff.		
Ramuntcho	has	really	got	a	17th	Century	mentality	and	it	really	shocks	my	poor	20th	
Century	ears.		Like	he	believes	that	we	should	mistreat	Negroes	but	that	there	
certainly	ought	to	be	different	laws	governing	blacks	and	whites.		And	the	fact	that	
he	really	doesn’t	want	me	to	model	at	the	school	because	he	doesn’t	consider	the	
models	as	having	a	soul,	and	only	one	step	above	whores!		My	little	Southern	liberal	
mind	was	just	sent	spinning!		When	11:30	finally	rolled	around,	we	went	to	the	
Leclerge	Club	(Le	boite	aux	Chanson).		for	some	dancing,	then	it	was	back	home	and	
into	bed.		Report	on	the	evening’s	activities	between	the	sheets:	for	the	first	time	
Ramuntcho	showed	that	he	enjoyed	what	was	going	on	between	his	cheeks	and	that	
he	would	like	it	very	much	if	I	stayed	there	–	and	that’s	exactly	what	I	did	…	and	the	
morning	was	to	prove	very	interesting.	

	

April	18,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

Yes,	the	morning	was	to	prove	interesting.		Just	like	always	when	we	sleep	
together	in	these	one‐place	beds,	we	woke	up	at	some	ghastly	hour	of	the	morning,	
but	I	must	admit	that	the	time	was	well‐spent.		Morning	is	the	time	when	all	good	
healthy	boys	are	the	horniest,	and	we	are	certainly	no	exception.		Ramuntcho	
wanted	it.		The	First	time	that	he	admitted	that	he	really	desired	to	be	screwed.		We	
did	it	with	him	on	his	stomach,	but	the	big	surprise	was	when	he	told	me	to	lie	on	
my	back	and	he	proceeded	to	impale	himself.		It	still	continues	to	amaze	me	to	how	
open	he	is	to	certain	aspects	of	sex	play.		But,	since	he	had	a	luncheon	date	with	
Françoise,	all	that	came	to	an	end	in	the	late	morning	and	he	trotted	along	on	his	
way,	while	I	pulled	myself	and	the	room	together.		Then,	as	usual,	it	was	down	to	
Blanchere’s	for	lunch.			

The	afternoon	was	open	to	me	with	absolutely	nothing	to	do	.		Gerald	called	
and	we	made	plans	to	meet	in	front	of	Notre	Dame	at	5:15	to	hear	the	free	organ	
concert.		So	I	wrote	a	note	to	Ramuntcho	and	walked	over	to	Rue	St.	Roche	to	
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deposit	it	in	his	box.		Then	I	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	trying	to	catch	up	on	this	
journal	and	my	correspondence,	both	of	which	I	have	badly	neglected.			

It	was	soon	time	to	head	for	Notre	Dame	where	I	met	Gerald	and	Jacques	
(who	was	sporting	a	new	outfit	and	haircut,	in	which	I	must	say	he	looked	
absolutely	ridiculous	–	but	I	must	add	that	all	credit	goes	to	Gerald,	who	picked	out	
everything;	they	could	both	be	damn	good	looking	if	they’d	quit	trying	to	be	so	
damned	conservative	and	would	act	their	ages	and	live	in	these	times;	but	it	is	
amusing	to	see	Gerald,	who	considers	himself	a	great	authority	on	fashion,	dressing	
his	friend	in	the	cheapest	looking	clothes	possible).			

We	made	a	quick	tour	of	some	streets	around	Notre	Dame,	pausing	to	look	
over	a	building	being	restored.		Then	we	went	to	the	concert	which	was	very	boring.		
If	I	were	an	organist	and	had	the	chance	to	give	a	concert	in	Notre	Dame,	I	would	
pick	pieces	that	matched	the	grandeur	of	the	cathedral,	but	not	this	cat.		First	some	
varied	pieces	and	then	screwed	the	whole	thing	up	with	one	of	his	own	
compositions	that	was	worth	less	than	nothing.		After	that,	still	on	foot,	we	made	a	
long	tour	of	the	Isle	St.	Louis	and	then	to	dinner	at	“Le	Dauphin”	on	Rue	du	Bac,	I	
think.		Then	Jacques	and	Gerald	walked	me	back	almost	to	my	door,	but	didn’t	come	
upstairs.		It	was	9:30	and	although	I	really	didn’t	expect	Ramuntcho	to	call	that	late,	
I	waited	for	awhile	all	the	same,	while	writing	a	letter	to	Bob	Panté.		Then	because	I	
was	tired,	I	called	it	a	night	and	sacked	out	alone	–	satisfied	to	be	alone.			

	

April	19,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Since	I	did	have	the	whole	bed	to	myself,	I	slept	reasonably	late,	so	upon	
arising	I	went	almost	immediately	downstairs	to	Blanchere’s	for	lunch.		Everything	
was	quickly	finished	and	by	noon	I	was	ready	to	head	for	the	flea	market.		Since	I	
thought	Ramuntcho	might	be	a	little	pissed	over	last	night,	I	made	an	attempt	to	find	
the	little	café	where	he	said	I	could	find	him	every	afternoon.		Since	I	wasn’t	sure	
which	one	it	was,	I	stood	on	the	street	like	a	whore	waiting.		Finally	he	showed	up	
and	was	very	surprised	to	see	me	–	although	he	said	that	he	had	waited	for	me	to	eat	
lunch,	but	evidently	not	very	long.			

We	sat	in	the	café	and	talked	to	his	friends	until	2:00	PM,	when	I	went	to	see	
the	school.		Ramuntcho	gave	me	the	full	tour	and	in	his	atelier29	it	finally	happened.	
There	was	a	girl	sitting	there	and	no	model,	so	Ramuntcho	somewhat	reluctantly	
asked	if	she	would	like	for	me	to	pose	for	the	two	of	them.		She	was	for	the	idea	as	
long	as	she	didn’t	have	to	pay	me,	so	Ramuntcho	and	I	went	downstairs	to	buy	some	
big	papers	and	then	back	up	where	I	bared	my	ass	for	three	hours.		I	will	make	one	
comment	on	it.		It	is	nothing.		It	just	surprises	me	that	I	can	stand	in	one	position	so	
long	without	moving	and	just	have	my	own	thought	to	myself.		Other	people	came	in	
and	out	and	one	other	girl	started	to	sketch.	

At	6:00	PM	they	asked	me	if	I	would	mind	posing	the	next	day	for	some	oil	
painting.		They	said	they	couldn’t	pay	me,	but	they	would	give	me	the	paintings.	I,	of	
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course,	was	both	flattered	and	delighted	at	the	idea	of	having	three	oils	(although	I	
sure	as	hell	don’t	know	how	I’m	going	to	explain	them!).		Ramuntcho	passed	the	
drama	of	seeing	his	friend	nude	before	the	world.		Once	he	denied	that	we	were	
good	friends	–	such	a	strange	boy!		In	fact,	at	the	beginning,	it	was	the	girl	and	
Ramuntcho	that	were	horribly	nervous	and	not	the	naked	body	standing	in	front	of	
them.	

After	that,	Ramuntcho	and	I	went	to	eat	at	the	University	Cafeteria,	which	is	
one	hell	of	a	lot	worse	than	SMU	or	any	other	institution	I’ve	ever	visited.			But,	at	1.5	
francs,	you	can’t	complain.	

After	dinner	we	went	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment,	stopping	on	the	way	to	call	
Mab	and	wish	her	a	happy	return	and	to	inform	her	that	I	would	be	sleeping	at	
“Veramiller”	with	some	friends	of	Ramuntcho.		Then	a	quick	trip	up	to	the	
apartment	and	back	down	again,	because	we	had	plans	to	go	to	the	Comédie	
Française	and	were	to	meet	Ramuntcho’s	friend	Beatrice	there.		The	theater	turned	
out	to	be	completely	reserved,	and	Beatrice	turned	out	to	be	a	raving	beauty.		We	
went	in	her	car	to	St.	Michel	and	saw	the	movie	“Le	Genou	de	Claire”	which	was	
absolutely	horrible,	horrible,	horrible.		Then	back	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	where	
I	passed	a	nice	peaceful	evening	and	was	soon	asleep,	thanks	to	a	lack	of	KY.	

	

April	20,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

Since	I	never	know	these	days	when	I’m	going	to	have	time	to	sit	down	and	
fill	in	the	journal,	I’m	going	to	put	in	a	short	word	here	–	though	it	be	only	noon.	

This	morning	we	woke	up	at	7:00	AM,	even	before	the	alarm	went	off,	horny	
as	ever.		Last	night	Ramuntcho	told	me	that	tonight	he	wanted	me	to	be	sure	and	
bring	the	cream	(that’s	certainly	a	giant	step).		This	morning	we	just	played	around	
and	finally	around	8:00,	we	showered	and	got	ready	to	go	to	École	de	Beaux	Arts.			

When	we	arrived	a	the	school,	there	standing	at	the	front	door	was	one	of	the	
girls	that	had	sketched	me.		We	stopped	to	say	hello.		I	don’t	know	how	on‐the‐ball	
these	French	women	are,	but	that	meeting	should	have	been	all	she	needed	to	know	
that	we’re	sleeping	together.		Thee	we	were	together	at	9:00	AM,	me	dressed	the	
same	as	yesterday	and	unshaven.		And	then	when	I	didn’t	stay	at	the	school,	that	
should	have	clinched	it.		There	was	no	other	reason	for	me	to	be	there.		But	luckily	
people	don’t	usually	notice	such	things,	not	even	artists.		I	came	back	to	the	
apartment	and	had	a	30‐minute	“hello‐how‐have‐things‐been”	session	with	Mab.		
Then	I	showered	and	changed	and	got	lunch	from	Blanchere’s.		Now	I’m	just	passing	
time	until	I	go	to	meet	standing	at	the	front	door	at	his	café.	

Went	to	the	café	and	found	standing	at	the	front	door	and	his	friends.		From	
there	we	went	to	the	banks	of	the	Seine	until	2:00	PM	or	even	a	little	afterwards.		
Then	it	was	up	to	the	atelier	for	a	little	more	bare‐assing	it	–	for	three	hours,	no	less.		
There	were	certainly	a	lot	more	people	there	today	and	the	numbers	grew	the	
longer	I	stayed	there.		Beatrice	even	showed	up	and	played	it	just	as	cool	as	she	
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could	and	even	invited	us	to	come	with	her	to	Bois	de	Boulogne.		She	drove	us	there	
and	we	had	a	drink	in	the	little	auberge	behind	the	Cascade	de	Boulogne.				

Then	we	got	on	the	Métro		and	hauled	it	back	to	Paris	where	we	ate	again	at	
the	University	restaurant,	then	quickly	upstairs	at	Rue	de	Seine	to	“get	my	shit	
together.”		Then	a	walk	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	–	where	I	spent	the	night	–	or	will	
spend	the	night	–	the	rest	must	follow	later.		

	

April	21,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris	&	Versailles)	

I	woke	up	this	morning	a	little	pissed	because	it	was	about	9:00	AM,	and	I	
wanted	to	be	at	Versailles	by	9:30.		But	I	hadn’t	gotten	to	sleep	until	quite	late	the	
night	before	not	because	of	anything	as	exciting	as	passionate	lovemaking,	but	
simply	because	I	was	uncomfortable	and	didn’t	get	to	sleep	easily.		That	aside,	I	
jumped	out	of	bed	and	walked	all	the	way	to	Invalides	where	I	took	the	train	to	the	
Salle	de	Ventes.		There	were	so	many	people	there	that	I	had	to	stand	during	the	
morning	half	of	the	auction.		There	were	certainly	some	interesting	pieces,	but	the	
prices	were	out	of	sight!			

I	ate	some	sandwiches	for	lunch	in	a	little	café	and	then	went	for	a	walk	in	
the	garden	of	the	palace.		The	afternoon	was	a	little	better.		The	prices	were	low	and	
I	had	seat.		I	left	the	place	about	4:00	PM	having	bought	not	one	single	thing	all	day.		
I	must	admit	that	it	was	a	pretty	empty	feeling	to	have	spent	the	whole	day	there	
and	come	away	with	nothing.		I	guess	I	should	be	thankful	that	I’m	merely	interested	
and	not	obsessed	by	this	antiques	thing,	and	I	really	should	begin	to	pay	attention	to	
both	the	quality	and	the	weight	of	the	things	that	dear	papa	is	going	to	have	to	lug	
through	customs.		After	coming	back	to	Paris,	I	ate	dinner	in	my	room	from	
Blanchere’s	and	then	hauled	ass	to	Ramuntcho’s	where	I	was	late	for	a	7:00	PM	
rendezvous.			

Oh	yes,	but	before	that,	I	walked	all	the	way	to	Ile	St.	Louis	just	to	look	over	a	
book	called	“L’art	1900”	and	to	find	that	it	costs	85	Francs	(too	expensive).		I’ll	have	
to	hit	up	Dad	for	a	little	present	when	he	arrives.			

When	I	got	to	Ramuntcho’s,	we	passed	the	evening	watching	T.V.		“Marriage	
Italian	Style”	–	with	dubbed‐in	French,	no	less!		And	during	the	film,	I	also	
contributed	my	little	bit	to	art	by	designing	three	stained	glass	windows	–	
“Paradise,”	“Hell,”	and	“Lotus”	…	style	1900.		Afterwards	I	left,	believe	it	or	not,	and	
walked	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	where	I	spent	an	excellent	night	of	badly	needed	sleep.	

	

April	22,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Having	spent	the	night	alone	in	my	own	bed,	I	slipped	back	into	the	habit	of	
sleeping	until	11:00	AM.		I	leisurely	got	up	and	shaved	and	got	dressed	before	going	
down	to	Blanchere’s	and	getting	something	for	lunch.		Then	I	actually	took	the	time	
to	write	my	dear	parents	a	short	letter.		It’s	funny	that	I	couldn’t	think	of	too	many	
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things	to	talk	about	in	my	letter.		I	guess	my	activities	of	late	have	been	a	little	but	
more	of	the	“journal”	kind	that	the	“write	home	to	mother”	kind.	

Finally	2:00	PM	rolled	around	and	I	headed	for	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts	
where	I	was	supposed	to	pose	for	the	three	portraits.		Well,	at	2:30	nobody	had	even	
bothered	to	show	up	at	the	school.		I	was	a	little	disappointed.		When	Ramuntcho	
showed	we	went	down	to	one	of	the	other	ateliers	and	while	he	drew	I	read	a	book	
about	Carthage.		Then	at	4:00,	we	went	back	upstairs	and	worked	until	6:30	on	the	
portraits.		Ramuntcho	and	Christina	continued	theirs,	and	Annie	Lantoin	began	one	
which	I	found	to	be	really,	really	good	…	both	in	the	working	stages	and	in	the	nearly	
finished	product.		I	posed	pants‐on	today	because	there	was	nobody	to	do	any	
sketching	and	everybody	else	was	only	doing	a	portrait	(except	for	Ramuntcho,	who	
really	didn’t	want	me	to	bare	my	penis	in	the	first	place).			

At	6:30	I	left	for	Rue	de	Seine	where	I	ate	dinner	from	Blanchere’s	and	once	
again	just	had	the	time	to	get	everything	down	before	I	was	due	for	another	
rendezvous	with	Ramuntcho	at	the	Louvre	–	this	time	to	sit	through	a	course	on	the	
history	of	art	in	the	17th	Century	at	the	École	du	Louvre.		It	turned	out	to	be	half	
interesting	and,	of	course,	Annie	was	right	there	beside	Ramuntcho	like	a	little	
puppy.		Then	after	the	course	was	over,	we	walked	to	Ramuntcho’s	and	Annie	
defended	Martinis.		Then	we	came	upstairs	and	passed	the	evening	drawing	and	
writing	and	talking	like	great	wise	men	of	the	era	–	and,	who	knows,	maybe	we	are.		
Plans	are	not	to	spend	the	night	here	and	see	what	happens	–	mostly	just	talking	and	
love,	I	would	imagine.	

	

April	23,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Yes,	that’s	exactly	what	happened	–	just	talked	and	then	just	made	love	–	
nothing	really	great,	but	certainly	nothing	to	complain	about.			This	morning	
Ramuntcho	got	up	and	went	to	his	class,	leaving	me	to	sleep	until	about	noon.		On	
the	way	back	to	Rue	de	Seine,	I	stopped	at	Blanchere’s	for	lunch	and	then	snuck	into	
the	apartment,	but	not	without	being	noticed	by	Mab	and	M.P.,	who	was	visiting.			

After	lunch,	it	was	time	to	go	to	École	de	Beaux	Arts	for	another	posing	
session.		Before	that	I	stopped	at	the	Larenne	Hotel	to	make	a	reservation	for	Dad,	
only	to	find	that	it	was	completely	full.		I	don’t	know	what	to	do	now.		Anyway,	the	
afternoon	was	completely	taken	up	with	posing.		Ramuntcho’s	portrait	is	taking	
shape	slowly	and	should	turn	out	to	be	fairly	interesting.		Annie	makes	me	look	like	
a	Greek	god,	which	is	flattering,	but	I	prefer	her	first	day’s	work	on	a	finished	
product.		The	other	two	girls	are	a	couple	of	units	and	they	wasted	the	entire	day	
doing	nothing.		This	posing	is	okay,	but	I’ve	just	about	had	enough,	in	front	of	this	
group	anyway.		I’m	not	sure	it’s	too	good	for	my	mental	health	after	all.		I	think	I	
need	to	examine	my	motives!		Ramuntcho	and	I	left	the	school	about	7:00	PM	and	
went	to	eat	at	the	university	restaurant	at	Mabillon.		I	got	caught	tonight	without	a	
card,	but	they	let	me	in	anyway.		After	dinner,	we	went	for	a	walk	down	the	Blvd.	St.	
Germain	and	then	St.	Michel	and	suddenly	decided	to	go	to	the	Comiche	Françoise.		
Ramuntcho	bought	a	paper	and	discovered	that	the	entire	theatre	was	reserved	
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tonight,	so,	instead,	we	ended	up	going	to	the	Opèra	Comique	to	see	“La	Bohème”	
and	I	must	say	that	I	really	enjoyed	it.		We	sat	in	the	upper,	upper	balcony,	but	it	
wasn’t	bad	at	all	and	the	music	was	truly	beautiful.			

We	walked	back	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	to	find	a	letter	from	his	friend	
Roger	saying	that	it	was	okay	to	come	to	Chartres	for	Sunday	and	Monday,	so	it	
looks	like	that	is	on	the	agenda	for	the	weekend!			

Ramuntcho	is	not	at	all	excited	about	the	prospect	of	that	little	visit,	but	I	
think	it	should	at	least	be	interesting.		I	walked	back	home,	and	in	front	of	L’Iglise	St.	
Germain	I	was	stopped	by	an	oriental	guy	who	was	speaking	English	and	wanted	to	
know	if	it	knew	were	the	“Nuage”	was	(a	gay	bar).		Maybe	I	ought	to	be	more	careful.		
I	didn’t	realize	that	I	looked	so	American	and	so	queer!	

Upon	returning	to	the	apartment	I	found	one	letter	each	from	Mom	and	Dad.		
Mom	told	about	the	weekend	in	Portland,	and	Dad	sent	me	my	check	for	May,	and	
also	included	the	news	that	I	should	plan	to	come	home	around	the	first	of	August	–	
yuck!		He	says	that	it	is	a	matter	of	getting	settled	and	also	a	matter	of	finance,	but	
he	increased	my	allowance	by	$50	(an	amount	which	I’m	sure	will	prove	to	be	
totally	unnecessary	–	at	the	moment	I	have	a	huge	surplus	and	my	tax	refund	is	on	
the	way	–	but	if	I	were	smart	that	would	just	mean	more	antiques	to	ship).			I’ll	
probably	end	up	telling	them	to	forget	about	sending	any	money	in	July,	but	we’ll	
have	to	wait	and	see.		Tonight	is	one	of	those	blessed	nights	alone	in	my	own	bed	
(funny	how	I	switch	from	bitching	about	not	getting	enough	and	then	getting	too	
much	–	just	never	satisfied).		Ramuntcho	was	not	at	all	happy	that	I	chose	to	leave	
tonight,	but	I	know	that	he’s	not	near	as	much	in	love	as	he	pretends	to	be.		
Tomorrow	should	prove	to	be	a	big	day	if	I	can	manage	to	get	myself	out	of	bed	
before	it’s	half	over.	

	

April	24,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

I	did	get	myself	out	of	bed,	but	I’m	not	sure	that	it	turned	out	for	the	best.		As	
soon	as	I	got	dressed	I	hauled	ass	for	the	Métro		and	by	11:00AM	or	before	I	was	at	
the	flea	market.		The	first	thing	that	I	did	was	to	go	to	the	shipping	company	in	the	
Binon	Market	and	get	the	information	necessary	for	shipping	junk	to	the	U.S.	–	
having	in	mind	something	like	an	armoire.		Then	I	went	to	visit	the	little	lady	that	
had	the	glass	tulips	and	sold	on	the	sidewalk.		To	my	pleasant	surprise,	she	had	
gotten	together	seven	of	the	damn	things,	and	of	course	I	bought	them	all.		Then,	
because	I	couldn’t	be	content	to	have	just	enough	with	a	little	surplus	for	my	light	
fixture,	I	had	to	go	to	the	old	brass	stall	and	ended	up	buying	seven	more	fixtures.		
So	I’m	now	in	the	same	situation	of	looking	for	extra	tulips,	but	the	number	and	
weight	involved	is	increasing	rapidly.			

I	was	back	at	Rue	de	Seine	by	12:15	and	I	ate	lunch	from	Blanchere’s	and	
BS’ed	with	Mab	for	awhile	before	going	to	the	little	café	across	from	the	university	
restaurant	to	meet	Ramuntcho.		From	there	(after	talking	for	over	an	hour	with	one	
of	his	friends)	we	went	to	the	La	Samaritaine	to	look	for	some	screws	for	the	
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fixtures	(which	we	didn’t	find).		Then	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	where	Ramuntcho	
studied	and	I	washed	my	brass.				

By	that	time	it	was	past	the	hour	that	we	should	have	started	for	Boulogne	
where	we	were	to	visit	an	old	friend	of	Ramuntcho’s	from	Mauritius.		The	visit	was	
particularly	planned	for	me	to	look	over	Yves	and	tell	Ramuntcho	if	the	rumors	
about	his	being	gay	were	true.		I	was	a	little	disappointed	that	the	reports	of	his	
good	looks	were	a	little	exaggerated,	but	I	must	admit	that	he	was	a	very,	very	
charming	guy.		So	charming,	in	fact,	that	it	was	absolutely	impossible	for	me	to	tell	
what	his	sexual	preferences	were!		But	I’m	pretty	sure	that	he’s	open	minded	to	just	
about	anything.		After	leaving	Yves,	we	ate	in	the	university	restaurant	at	Mabillon.		
Then	Ramuntcho	waited	downstairs	for	me	while	I	went	up	to	get	together	my	stuff	
for	the	next	day’s	excursion	to	Chartres.		Ramuntcho	suddenly	came	up	with	the	
idea	that	he	wanted	to	go	to	the	Comiche	Françoise,	and	that’s	exactly	what	we	did	–	
up	in	the	rafters,	but	at	3	Francs	a	seat,	they	were	really	fantastic.		We	saw	“Tartuffe”	
and	I	was	happy	to	discover	that	I	can	actually	understand	Moliere.		From	the	
theater	we	went	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	and	after	some	preliminary	eating,	went	
right	to	bed	–	highly	limited	love,	just	cuddles	and	rack!		The	rest	was	to	“come”	with	
the	morn.	

	

April	25,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)	

For	a	morning	that	supposed	to	see	eager	activity	getting	ready	for	the	first	
use	of	my	Eurail	Pass	by	going	to	Chartres,	it	certainly	turned	out	to	be	a	strange	
type	of	eager	activity.		That	is	to	say	that	I	spent	the	whole	morning	fucking!		Or	to	
be	more	accurate,	I	spent	the	morning	building	up	to	a	marvelous	fuck.		It	soon	
became	quite	obvious	that	Ramuntcho	really	didn’t	want	to	go	to	Chartres	at	all	and	
looked	for	every	opportunity	possible	to	put	it	off	–	thus	this	morning’s	distractions.		
But	finally	we	did	get	out	of	bed	and	from	his	apartment	walked	to	the	Gare	des	
Invalides	where	Ramuntcho	assured	me	that	the	train	left	for	Chartres.		Then	we	got	
on	the	Métro		and	went	to	Montparnasse	where	the	train	actually	left	from.			

My	Eurail	Pass	is	fantastic.		I	just	get	on	the	
train	and	go	–	no	ticket,	no	reservation,	no	
nothing!			

Upon	arriving	at	Chartres,	we	went	to	
Roger’s	apartment	and	it	was	soon	evident	that	all	
Ramuntcho’s	fears	were	unfounded.		Although	
Roger	was	certainly	more	happy	to	see	Ramuntcho	
than	myself,	he	was	very,	very	nice	and	the	
weekend	turned	out	to	be	quite	enjoyable.	

We	sat	around	and	talked	for	awhile,	but	
soon	left	to	visit	the	cathedral	and	the	town	of	
Chartres.		On	this	trip	I	was	especially	fascinated	by	the	town	itself.		Roger	showed	
us	all	the	little	canals	that	weave	through	the	city	and	we	made	plans	to	rent	a	boat	
for	the	next	day	and	go	rowing.			
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We	visited	two	other	churches	in	the	city	before	going	to	a	charcuterie30	to	
buy	dinner.		I’m	not	sure	what	it	was	that	we	ate,	but	it	smelled	and	tasted	like	shit.		
It	was	made	out	of	intestines,	but	I	hope	the	next	time	they	take	the	trouble	to	clean	
them	out	first.			

I	must	say	that	Roger’s	apartment	was	in	a	modern	building,	but	is	in	very	
bad	taste	–	or	really	just	a	lack	of	taste.		I	still	can’t	believe	that	the	French	are	sill	
building	boxes	and	calling	them	apartments.		All	the	pipes	stick	out	of	the	walls	and	
there	are	absolutely	no	built‐in	fixtures	whatever.		As	a	result,	there	is	an	absolutely	
huge	amount	of	wasted	space	–	space	that	they	badly	need.		We	spent	the	rest	of	the	
evening	looking	at	Roger’s	movies	of	Africa	and	Japan	and	then	it	was	time	to	call	it	a	
night.		The	sleeping	arrangement	was	quickly	decided	upon	by	Ramuntcho	(perhaps	
I	should	clarify	that	Roger	is	after	his	body).		Ramuntcho	and	I	together	in	the	big	
bed	and	Roger	on	the	mat	on	the	floor.		And	before	we	could	get	to	sleep,	I	was	
actually	attacked	by	Ramuntcho!		After	all	the	warnings	and	worrying,	it	was	him	
that	almost	embarrassed	us	both	in	front	of	Roger!		But	I	quickly	discouraged	him,	
not	without	a	hell	of	a	lot	of	trouble,	and	the	night	passed	in	peace.	

	

April	26,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Chartres	&	Paris)	

We	awoke	to	a	morning	of	pouring	rain,	which	quickly	discouraged	any	plans	
for	rowing	or	further	sightseeing.		So,	after	looking	at	a	few	more	slides,	it	was	off	
for	the	train	station	at	Ramuntcho’s	insistence	to	get	back	to	Paris	for	his	afternoon	
course.		Roger	went	to	the	station	with	us	and	told	me	to	write	him	if	I	came	back	to	
the	Salle	des	Ventes	and	I	could	spend	the	night	before	at	his	apartment	–	and	that’s	
just	exactly	what	I	intend	to	do.		He’s	not	bad	looking	and	the	game	of	his	not	being	
sure	about	me	is	a	lot	of	fun.		Watching	his	movies	with	us	alone	could	be	very	
fascinating	–	especially	with	us	both	in	the	same	bed!		Ramuntcho	will	be	pissed	as	
hell,	of	course,	but	will	just	have	to	wait	and	see	what	happens.			

Upon	arrival	at	Montparnasse,	we	took	the	Métro		for	Odeon	and	from	there	
we	went	our	separate	ways.		I	spent	a	good	part	of	the	afternoon	polishing	my	brass	
and	getting	things	packed	up	for	Dad	to	take	back	to	Dallas	this	weekend.		I	ended	
up	with	three	boxes	worth	and	also	discovered	that	the	metal	pieces	on	my	clock	are	
not	painted	like	I	thought,	but	are	real	brass.		I	forgot	that,	at	that	time,	there	was	no	
such	thing	as	“fake”	–	mostly	because	a	fake	cost	more	than	the	real	thing.		That	
certainly	increased	the	value	of	my	clock,	but	it	means	a	lot	of	work	to	get	it	clean.	

I	ate	dinner	in	my	room	early	from	Blanchere’s	and	then	went	to	the	École	de	
Beaux	Arts	to	rejoin	Ramuntcho.		I	found	him	finally	in	the	amphitheater	sketching	a	
nude.		I	waited	there	with	him	until	7:00	when	he	and	a	girl	friend	left	for	dinner.		I	
left	them	at	Rue	de	Seine,	telling	Ramuntcho	that	I	would	see	him	tomorrow	at	2:00	
PM	(and	not	noticing	any	regret	on	his	part).			

When	I	got	home	I	discovered	that	a	play	we	wanted	to	see	was	at	the	
Comédie‐Française,	so	I	tried	to	intercept	Ramuntcho	at	a	movie	that	he	said	he	was	

																																																								
30	butcher’s	shop	
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going	to	at	the	school	–	but	I	had	no	luck.		So	I	proceeded	alone,	only	to	find	out	that	
the	damn	theater	was	reserved	again.		That	makes	three	times	that	I’ve	tried	to	see	
the	same	damn	play	and	it’s	been	closed.	

I	rushed	back	to	the	university	theatre	to	try	to	find	Ramuntcho	(having	in	
mind	spending	the	night	with	him),	but	when	I	didn’t	find	him	there,	I	just	didn’t	
have	the	courage	to	walk	all	the	way	to	his	apartment.		After	all,	it	was	raining	and	it	
was	cold!	

Tonight	was	the	first	time	that	I’ve	ever	given	money	to	a	beggar.		It	was	in	
front	of	the	Louvre	and	it	was	a	little	old	lady	asking	for	Métro		tickets.		I	thought	
maybe	she	was	stuck	and	needed	a	ride	home,	but	after	I	gave	her	the	ticket	she	kept	
her	post.		I	would	imagine	that	during	the	day	she	sells	all	the	tickets	that	she	
collects	at	night.		Oh	well,	she	needs	the	money	at	any	rate.	

Finally	giving	up	on	Ramuntcho,	I	returned	home	and	spent	the	rest	of	what	
was	left	of	the	evening	writing	home	and	finalizing	packing	my	junk.		Be	it	here	
recorded	that	I	think	the	26th	of	June	[sic]	is	too	damn	late	to	have	to	wear	a	maxi‐
coat	to	stay	warm,	unless	perhaps	one	is	in	the	Southern	Hemisphere.		But	such	was	
the	case	today.		I	don’t	care;	Dad	is	taking	my	coat	home,	even	if	it’s	below	zero	on	
the	day	he	leaves.		France	can	just	damn	well	change	it’s	climate	because	I’m	ready	
for	warm	weather!		If	not,	I’m	packing	up	my	Eurail	Pass	and	heading	SOUTH!	

	

April	27,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

I	spent	a	nice	easy,	quiet	night	in	my	own	bed	–	all	alone	–	and	as	a	result	
slept	until	noon	and	beyond.		So,	of	course,	the	first	thing	that	I	did	after	rising	was	
to	go	down	to	Blanchere’s	to	get	something	to	eat.		After	that,	it	was	a	trip	to	the	
bank	to	get	prepared	for	the	next	day’s	journey	to	Versailles	and	to	the	Hotel	de	
Seine,	where	I	made	a	reservation	for	Dad,	who	is	due	in	this	weekend.	

By	that	time	it	was	sufficiently	past	2:00	PM	so	that	I	thought	I	could	go	to	the	
École	de	Beaux	Arts	and	not	find	myself	alone	in	the	atelier.			Well,	I	was	dead	wrong.		
Ramuntcho	didn’t	show	until	around	3:00	and	then	two	damn	girls	didn’t	bother	to	
show	there	faces	at	all	the	whole	afternoon.		I	get	the	distinct	impression	that	this	is	
one	man’s	penis	that	they’re	tired	of	looking	at.		They’d	better	take	advantage	of	it	
while	they	can	because	with	their	looks,	they’re	not	likely	to	see	better	–	so	there!	

But	I	spent	about	two	hours	bare	assed	while	Ramuntcho	worked	on	what	
just	may	turn	out	to	be	a	good	painting	despite	the	rather	…	shall	we	say	“blunt”	
pose.		Annie	continued	to	work	on	hers	too,	and	even	if	it	wasn’t	very	good,	at	least	
it’s	damn	flattering.			

At	five,	they	both	had	a	class	to	go	to	so	I	returned	home,	packed	up	my	brass	
light	fixtures	and	set	out	trying	to	find	some	little	screws	that	are	very	important	
and	are	very	missing!				

After	a	fruitless	search	that	took	me	all	over	the	quarter,	I	returned	to	
Blanchere’s	for	dinner	and	an	extended	conversation.		I	just	had	time	to	get	dinner	
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up	to	my	room	and	down	to	my	stomach	before	it	was	time	to	head	for	Ramuntcho’s	
where	I	wanted	to	watch	“War	&	Peace”	on	his	television.		After	waiting	on	the	
stairway	for	about	five	minutes,	he	showed	up	and	was	happy	to	see	me	to	say	the	
very	least.	

We	watched	the	movie	and	a	couple	of	interesting	interviews	that	came	
afterwards	before	calling	it	a	night	–	without	making	love,	as	has	become	the	usual	
custom.		Ramuntcho	loves	being	queer,	there’s	no	denying	that,	but	he	still	has	some	
rather	strange	ideas	about	things	…	like	he	absolutely	refuses	to	let	himself	go	and	
come	all	over	everything	in	sight	like	is	physically	healthy	for	a	growing	boy.		
Sometimes	I’m	afraid	that	he’s	going	to	burst	a	blood	vessel	or	something	trying	to	
hold	it	back.	

	

April	28,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris	&	Versailles)	

Having	set	the	alarm	last	night	to	be	sure	and	not	repeat	the	mistake	of	last	
week,	I	got	up	early	–	or	make	that	woke	up	early	turned	on	the	hot	water	heater	so	
I	could	take	a	shower,	but	while	I	was	waiting	for	the	water	to	get	hot,	Ramuntcho	
beat	it	to	it.		I	waited.		I	waited	a	long	time,	and	then	I	even	asked	–	because	I	wanted	
to	make	sure	that	that	was	exactly	what	Ramuntcho	wanted,	and	after	a	few	
minutes,	there	wasn’t	any	doubt	that	he	certainly	did.		So	we	fucked,	and	fucked,	and	
fucked.		I	must	say	that	my	days	of	“not	getting	any”	are	certainly	passed	for	the	time	
being.		Ramuntcho	has	certainly	filled	my	void	by	letting	me	fill	his!	

I	did	manage	to	get	shaved	and	showered	in	time	to	get	me	to	the	Gare	des	
Invalides	to	catch	the	train	for	Versailles,	and,	thanks	to	my	Eurail	Pass,	it	was	first	
class	all	the	way!	

The	morning	at	the	Salle	des	Ventes	passed	without	a	single	bid	–	too	many	
damn	people.		I	may	have	to	give	up	on	Versailles	and	see	what	Chartres	has	to	offer.		
Besides,	a	handsome	antiques	dealer	that	I	know	goes	there!			

This	journal	of	mid‐day	is	being	written	in	the	little	café	where	I	always	eat	
lunch	when	I	come	to	Versailles.		I’m	going	to	go	visit	the	gardens	of	the	chateau	as	
usual	to	see	if	they’ve	put	out	the	flowers,	although	I	seriously	doubt	it,	considering	
that	it’s	still	as	cold	as	a	witches	tit!	

I	did	go	for	a	walk	in	the	gardens	to	look	at	the	statues,	and	no,	the	flowers	
were	not	out	yet.		After	that	I	walked	back	to	the	Salle	des	Ventes	and	sat	myself	
down	on	a	bench	outside	the	building	to	pass	the	time	until	it	reopened.		I	decided	to	
write	a	letter	to	Granny	and	Gramps,	but	I	soon	got	chilled	and	decided	to	go	sit	on	
the	steps	where	it	would	be	warmer.		When	I	got	there,	much	to	my	surprise,	the	
sale	was	well	underway.		My	damn	watch	had	stopped	and	I	was	late.		So,	I	had	to	
stand.		I	did	end	up	buying	something	finally,	although	it	wasn’t	the	best	of	buys.		I	
bought	four	glass	tulips,	only	two	of	which	I	really	like,	and	then	some	money	from	
the	time	of	the	French	Revolution.			

As	the	sale	went	along,	something	very	interesting	was	to	occur.		The	man	
standing	next	to	me,	who	was,	shall	we	say,	mature	but	very	good	looking,	struck	up	
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a	conversation	with	me,	and	before	long	I	was	off	and	running	with	him.		He	took	me	
to	visit	a	friend’s	store	who	is	an	antique	dealer	and	then	on	to	his	apartment.		The	
man	turned	out	to	be	Roger	Normand,31	author	of	“Lilli	Ventu”	and,	before	the	
afternoon	was	out,	I	found	myself	the	proud	owner	of	two	tickets	to	the	show.		
Unfortunately,	Mr.	Normand	has	a	friend,	and	the	invitation	came	across	as	one	for	a	
3‐way,	and	I	was	not	in	the	least	bit	interested.		Not	only	because	I	swore	off	3‐ways	
long	ago	with	Gerd,	but	because	his	friend	had	absolutely	nothing	that	I	wanted.		But	
they	were	awfully	nice	and	brought	me	back	to	Paris.			

By	that	time	it	was	late	and	I	ran	upstairs,	dropped	off	my	stuff,	and	then	ran	
for	Ramuntcho’s	apartment,	picking	up	two	sandwiches	(making	a	total	of	four	for	
the	day)	on	the	way	for	dinner	and	to	watch	the	second	half	of	War	&	Peace.		
Ramuntcho	informed	me	that	he	had	a	class	tomorrow	night	that	he	didn’t	want	to	
miss,	so	therefore	couldn’t	go	to	the	theater	with	me.		So,	I	either	won’t	go,	will	go	
alone,	or	will	find	somebody	else	(hell	if	I	know	who)	to	go	with	me.		Leaving	
Ramuntcho,	I	walked	back	home	where	I	finished	some	washing	and	tried	to	get	a	
few	things	pulled	together	in	that	disaster	area	that	I	call	my	room.		Tomorrow	is	
wide	open	and	should	prove	to	be	quite	interesting.	

	

April	29,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris	&	Blois)	

Almost	the	end	of	April	already.		I	cannot	believe	how	quickly	time	is	passing.		
Soon,	very	soon,	it	will	all	be	over.		But	as	some	Elizabethan	or	Victorian	or	some	
period	poet	said	(or	a	reasonable	facsimile):	“If	we	can’t	make	our	sun	stand	still,	
then	we	will	make	him	run!”32		Therefore,	the	day	started	off	on	the	run	this	
morning	at	8:30.		I	actually	got	out	of	bed	at	that	hour,	got	dressed,	threw	a	few	
things	together	and	headed	for	the	Métro	at	Odeon,	stopping	on	the	way	to	pick	up	a	
few	things	for	breakfast.		Then	into	the	Métro	and	on	to	the	Gare	d’Austerlitz,	and	
there	I	used	my	Eurail	Pass	for	the	first	big	trip	by	going	to	Blois	to	visit	the	chateau	
there.			

When	I	left,	I	wasn’t	at	all	
sure	that	there	really	was	a	
chateau	at	Blois,	but	I	seemed	to	
remember	something	in	the	back	
of	my	mind	that	attested	to	that	
fact.		Upon	arriving,	I	was	to	find	
that	there	was	indeed	a	chateau	
there,	a	very	famous	one	in	fact.		

																																																								
31	Roger	Normand	was	a	little‐known	French	actor	and	playwright	with	bit	roles	in	several	French	movies	and	
TV	series	between	1955	and	1982:	e.g.,	Gueule	d’ange	(1955),	Cain	from	Nowhere	(1970),	and	Femmes	Vicieuses	
(1975).	
32	From	the	poem	“To	His	Coy	Mistress”	by	Andrew	Marvell	(1621‐1678).		The	last	stanza:	“Now	let	us	sport	us	
while	we	may, And	now,	like	amorous	birds	of	prey, Rather	at	once	our	time	devour Than	languish	in	his	
slow‐chapt	power. Let	us	roll	all	our	strength	and	all our	sweetness	up	into	one	ball, and	tear	our	pleasures	
with	rough	strife thorough	the	iron	gates	of	life: Thus,	though	we	cannot	make	our	sun stand	still,	yet	we	will	
make	him	run.	
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I	made	the	tour	with	the	guide	and	discovered	that	Henry	III,	the	drag‐queen	king,	
had	actually	lived	there.		When	we	visited	his	bedroom	I	noticed	that	they	had	not	
put	his	bed	there	–	can’t	imagine	why.			

Afterwards,	I	spent	the	rest	of	the	day	just	walking	around	Blois	and	visiting	
three	antique	shops.		Towards	late	afternoon,	while	waiting	for	the	train	back	to	
Paris,	I	got	a	little	bored.		After	visiting	the	chateau	and	the	three	big	churches	of	the	
town	(one	of	which	,	St.	Nicolas,	had	beautiful	modern	stained	glass	windows	–	the	
abstract	modern	and	Gothic	going	very	well	together),	there	just	isn’t	one	whole	hell	
of	a	lot	to	see	in	Blois.		Luckily	I	left	at	4:15	PM	because	I	know	that	at	night	that	
town	must	turn	into	a	cemetery!	

The	train	ride	both	ways	was	really	nice	–	first	class	all	the	way.		The	only	
problem	is	that	in	a	train	it	is	almost	impossible	to	write	letters,	much	too	rough.		
The	next	trip	is	going	to	be	dedicated	to	reading,	if	I	can	find	a	book	that	is	half‐way	
interesting,	that	is.		This	“Les	Célibataires”	thing	that	I’m	into	now	is	either	no	good	
or	over	my	head,	and	I	tend	to	think	it’s	the	latter.	

Upon	arriving	back	in	Paris,	I	took	the	Métro	directly	home	and	to	
Blanchere’s	to	feed	my	starving	gut.		I’m	afraid	that	I’ve	abandoned	Roger	Normand.		
I’m	almost	afraid	to	go	to	the	theater	alone	for	fear	of	getting	myself	into	something	
I	want	no	part	of.		It	really	ain’t	too	polite	just	to	leave	him	hanging,	but	he	doesn’t	
know	how	to	contact	me,	so	it	will	probably	be	just	as	well.		The	only	thing	is	that	if	
he	really	insists	on	trying	to	find	me,	he	has	only	to	stop	by	the	Salle	des	Ventes	at	
Versailles	some	Wednesday	afternoon.		As	my	plans	are	now,	I	won’t	be	going	next	
week,	so	maybe	he	will	get	discouraged.		(I’m	flattering	myself	to	think	that	he	
would	go	to	the	trouble.)	

On	the	train	I	wrote	Jim	Webb	a	letter	that	is	so	obvious	that	even	I	don’t	
believe	it	–	but	I’m	going	to	send	it	anyway,	of	course.			The	straight	mind	works	in	
strange	ways	and	he	will	probably	hurt	his	brain	trying	to	find	hidden	meaning	in	
the	obvious	faggot	things	that	I	said.			

As	it	stands	now,	I	intend	to	spend	some	time	in	my	room	this	evening	
getting	things	together	and	maybe	getting	caught	up	on	my	correspondence.		I	got	a	
card	from	Gerd	today	that	was	very	interesting.		He	made	no	comment	about	that	
mysterious	3:00	AM	phone	call	that	supposedly	came	from	him.		He	said	that	he	had	
a	wreck	on	Central	Expressway	and	almost	got	himself	killed,	and	he	sent	me	$10.00	
which	I	intend	to	return	in	the	next	mail.		Oh,	will	things	never	be	clear	for	that	dear	
boy!	

My,	my	…	the	evening	turned	out	to	be	quite	interesting	after	all.		After	doing	
a	few	things	around	the	room	and	eating	dessert	with	Mab	and	René,	I	set	out	for	
Ramuntcho’s	apartment.		Upon	arriving,	I	nearly	got	the	piss	scared	out	of	me	by	
finding	that	he	had	someone	else	in	his	room	with	him,	but	it	turned	out	to	be	Annie.		
I	did	have	a	good	excuse	for	being	there	of	coming	for	Roger’s	address.		We	sat	
around	and	talked	until	the	time	that	Annie	had	to	leave	for	her	house,	and,	of	
course,	I	had	every	intention	of	coming	back	upstairs	with	Ramuntcho	when	he	
accompanied	her	to	the	Metro,	but	before	we	could	get	out	the	door,	a	new	arrival	
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showed	his	face	–	and	who	should	it	be	but	good	ol’	Roger	of	Chartres.		My	heart	
sank	about	down	to	my	navel,	and	I	could	see	that	Ramuntcho’s	was	dangling	
precariously	around	his	knees!	

The	comedy	was	getting	a	little	heavy,	but	things	did	pass	off	fairly	well.		I	
made	plans	with	Roger	to	come	to	Chartres	on	Monday	to	spend	the	night	to	be	
ready	for	the	Salle	des	Ventes	on	Tuesday.		But	there	we	were,	three	different	people	
all	after	the	same	thing.		And	what	a	funny	group:	Annie	who,	by	all	the	laws	of	
nature,	should	have	both	the	right	and	the	advantage	of	getting	him,	was	the	
furthest	of	all	from	achieving	her	goal;	myself,	who,	thanks	to	Ramuntcho’s	taste,	
had	all	the	advantages	but	one,	was	forced	by	the	rules	of	the	game	to	quit	my	own	
terrain;	and	Roger,	who	lucked	out	and	had	the	major	advantage	of	the	right	to	
spend	the	night	in	the	apartment.		And	then,	of	course,	Ramuntcho,	who	was	just	all	
around	miserable.	

Well,	anyway,	Ramuntcho	and	I	accompanied	Annie	to	the	Metro	and	then	he	
and	I	had	a	long	talk	before	he	went	to	rejoin	Roger	–	and	I	set	out	walking	back	
home.		I	must	admit	that	I	was	a	little	unhappy	at	the	way	things	turned	out	and	was	
not	at	all	sure	of	the	success	of	the	way	that	Ramuntcho	would	handle	the	late	
evening	situation.		But	all	that	will	be	known	tomorrow.		Now	I	absolutely	must	get	
to	bed	in	order	to	be	rested	and	healthy	looking	for	dear	Dad	tomorrow	afternoon.	

	

April	30,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Since	I	wanted	to	get	up	early	this	morning	in	order	to	get	a	few	things	done	
before	Dad	arrived,	it	is	only	natural	that	I	would	sleep	until	12:30,	and	that’s	
exactly	what	I	did.		I	rushed	downstairs	to	buy	lunch	at	Blanchere’s	before	the	closed	
and	then	proceeded	to	spend	the	afternoon	waiting	for	Dad.		But	just	as	I	came	up	
with	my	hot	plate,	the	phone	rang	and	who	should	it	be	but	Ramuntcho.		So,	since	
Mab	was	gone,	I	invited	him	to	come	over	to	explain	last	night’s	activities.		He	
arrived	about	ten	minutes	later	and,	while	I	ate,	he	told	his	story,	and	quite	a	story	it	
was.		I	seems	that	Roger	didn’t	waste	any	time	last	night	at	all,	and	just	climbed	right	
into	the	bed	with	Ramuntcho.		And	it	didn’t	stop	there	either	(and	I	can	well	
understand	why,	since	that	bed	is	so	small).		Well,	it	seems	that	Ramuntcho	didn’t	
offer	any	resistance,	but	neither	did	he	offer	any	encouragement.		Roger	kissed	and	
fondled	and	much	to	my	surprise	Ramuntcho	reported	that	he	didn’t	ever	get	a	hard	
on,	and	I	can	hardly	believe	that	because	when	he’s	with	me,	he	never	gets	a	hard	
off!	

Evidently	it	is	true	because	reportedly	Roger	got	extremely	pissed	over	
Ramuntcho’s	being	such	a	cold	statue.		Can’t	say	I	blame	to	poor	guy.		But	during	the	
course	of	the	evening,	Ramuntcho	told	him	that	he	had	been	with	two	other	men	
before	that	he	had	met	in	a	bar,	but	that	he	hadn’t	enjoyed	it	at	all.		This	could	have	
only	added	to	Roger’s	frustration.		One	interesting	little	fact	is	that	Roger	has	
absolutely	no	thought	that	Ramuntcho	and	I	have	something	going.		Ramuntcho	told	
him	that	I	was	a	model	at	school	that	he	had	made	friends	with	and	Roger	accepted	
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the	story	without	any	further	questions.		And	that	plain	well	wraps	up	any	nasty	
little	plans	I	had	for	Chartres.		That	night	will	have	to	be	played	damn	straight.	

At	2:00	PM	Ramuntcho	had	to	leave	to	go	to	a	class	and	I	was	left	alone	to	
write	some	letters	and	wait,	still,	for	that	paternal	phone	call.		A	bit	later	the	phone	
rang	and	it	was	Dr.	Charles	Roux	wanting	to	know	when	he	could	see	me	again.		He	
said	that	he	thought	he	would	see	me	at	the	gym,	but	as	I	never	came	anymore,	he	
decided	to	call.		I	told	him	that	I	would	call	him	next	Tuesday	and	we	would	try	to	
get	together.		I	hate	to	be	such	a	whore,	but	I	would	enjoy	seeing	him	again.	

Finally	Dad	called	from	the	Larame	Hotel	(he	didn’t	get	my	letter)	so	I	went	
to	get	him	and	took	him	to	the	Hotel	de	Seine.		We	sat	around	in	his	room	and	talked	
until	we	decided	to	go	sit	in	a	café	(Apollinaire)	where	the	conversation	continued.		
Then	we	walked	around	between	St.	Germain	and	Montparnasse	until	the	Mitsuko	
opened.		That	was	the	first	time	I	had	visited	the	new	one	behind	the	Drugstore	St.	
Germain.		After	that	we	had	coffee	and	sat	for	hours	in	the	Deux	Magots.		Then	for	a	
good	finale,	it	was	up	to	Place	St.	Michel,	then	up	the	boulevard,	past	the	Sorbonne,	
and	finally	back	to	the	hotel.		I	went	back	to	the	apartment	where	I	found	Mab	busily	
making	preparations	for	the	next	day’s	lunch.		When	I	realized	that	she	was	going	to	
piddle	around	until	late	into	the	night,	I	just	picked	up	with	only	half	an	explanation	
and	headed	for	Ramuntcho’s	apartment.		There	I	found	him	asleep,	but	very	happy	
to	see	me	and	we	stripped,	made	love	and	then	went	to	sleep.	

	

May	1,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris	&	Versailles)	

I	woke	up	to	the	alarm,	of	course,	because	I	had	to	get	back	to	my	room	and	
clean	up	before	too	late,	since	I	had	to	go	meet	Dad	sometime	before	lunch.		I	made	
the	usual	walk	without	anything	unusual	happening	and	returned	upstairs	to	find	
Mab	still	in	bed	and	not	realizing	that	I	hadn’t	come	in	for	the	night.		Around	10:00	
AM	I	began	hearing	some	noise	from	that	direction,	and,	although	later	she	claimed	
to	have	been	up	since	6:00	AM,	I	believe	that	was	the	sound	of	her	rising.		

I	got	cleaned	up	and	did	the	same	for	my	room.		Then	I	walked	to	the	hotel	to	
pick	up	Dad.		We	had	a	while	left	before	we	were	supposed	to	arrive	for	lunch	with	
Mab,	so	we	just	walked	across	the	Pont	des	Arts,	down	the	Seine	to	the	Pont	Neuf	
and	then	back	to	the	hotel	for	Dad	to	change	and	head	for	number	95.	

We	stopped	on	the	way	to	buy	some	nauguettes,	traditional	in	France	on	the	
1st	of	May,	for	Mab	and	then	went	up.	

When	we	got	there,	Ramuntcho	had	already	arrived	and	Mab	was	giving	him	
the	third	degree,	I’m	sure.			And	he	was	dressed	fit	for	killin’	in	a	suit	and	tie,	and	
was	very,	very	inhibited.		But	the	lunch	progressed	very	nicely	and	finally	
Ramuntcho	was	at	ease.		We	ate	in	the	usual	Mab	fashion	–	that	is	to	say:	not	very	
well,	but	with	lots	of	flourish.		After	lunch	it	was	late,	but	we	were	determined	to	try	
to	make	it	to	Versailles	before	the	chateau	closed.		We	took	the	bus	at	St.	Sulpice	and	
road	it	to	the	Gare	des	Invalides.		From	there	straight	on	the	antiques	trail	to	
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Versailles,	where	we	arrived	just	at	the	time	the	chateau	should	have	closed	–	to	find	
that	it	had	been	closed	all	day	because	it	was	May	1.	

We	walked	around	the	gardens	and	Ramuntcho	poured	out	seemingly	
unending	streams	of	French	history.		Then	back	on	the	train	to	Javel33	where	we	
took	the	Metro	to	Mabillon	and	sat	our	asses	down	at	the	Apollinaire	for	a	drink.		We	
sat	for	hours	again	and	finally	said	good‐bye	to	Ramuntcho,	and	Dad	went	to	his	
hotel,	and	I	went	back	to	the	room.		About	an	hour	later	I	went	back	to	the	hotel	and	
we	walked	to	the	Pont	Neuf	where	we	took	a	boat	ride	one	of	the	“Vedettes.”			

After	the	ride	we	seemed	to	be	finally	hungry	again	(it	was	10:00	PM),	so	we	
went	to	St.	Severin	for	dinner.		Afterwards	we	walked	down	to	Blvd.	St.	Michel	and	
found	that	there	were	demonstrations	in	progress	–	riot	police	were	out	with	rifles	
and	tear	gas	guns.		We	circled	around	and	ended	up	on	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain	a	little	
bit	further	up	from	Odeon,	but	evidently	close	enough	to	the	demonstration	because	
before	long	we	heard	the	tear	gas	guns	firing.		We	took	off	running	with	the	crowd	
heading	for	the	safety	of	St.	Germain	des	Pres.		Finally	we	sat	down	at	the	Deux	
Magots	and	watched	the	evening	pass	by	until	11:00.		I	must	say	that	the	riots	
certainly	came	at	a	nice	time	so	that	Dad	could	see	what	it’s	like	living	in	the	Latin	
Quarter.		At	11:00,	we	snuck	back	up	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain	to	Rue	de	Seine	without	
any	incidents	and	then	split	for	our	separate	ways.		And	this	night	I	stayed	by	myself	
in	my	room.		I’ve	had	quite	enough	of	the	walk	past	the	Louvre	for	this	week.	

	

May	2,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

Another	morning	to	be	awakened	by	the	alarm	clock,	but	this	time	I	had	
miss‐figured	and	had	to	hurry	to	get	all	ready	and	to	Dad’s	hotel	before	8:30,	when	
he	wanted	to	leave.		The	visit	didn’t	last	long	this	trip,	but	it	was	just	as	well	because	

I	was	running	out	of	both	things	to	do	and	things	to	say.		I	
enjoy	being	with	Dad,	but	too	long	does	stretch	things	a	
bit.			We	loaded	everything	into	a	taxi	at	the	hotel	and	
went	to	the	Gare	des	Invalides	again.		There	good‐byes	
were	exchanged	and	before	long	I	was	on	my	way	hiking	
to	Rue	St.	Roch	to	find	Ramuntcho.		I	climbed	the	seven	
flights	and	found	him	just	getting	out	of	bed,	so	I	waited	
for	him	to	get	dressed	and	then	we	went	to	the	church	
near	his	room	(Eglise	St.	Roch,	I	believe).		While	he	said	

his	little	prayer,	I	looked	around	the	church.		From	there	we	got	on	the	Metro	and	
headed	for	Montmartre.		We	got	off	at	Pigalle	and	right	there	near	the	entrance	to	
the	Metro	I	saw	a	real	live	whore.		Not	the	kind	I’m	used	to	knowing,	but	the	real	
stand‐on‐the‐street‐in‐a‐doorway‐with‐bleached	hair	and	a	mini‐skirt	kind.			

We	climbed	up	the	Butte	Montmartre	and	took	a	look	at	Sacre	Coeur.		
Ramuntcho	tried	to	explain	to	me	why	it	was	ugly	and	I	tried	to	explain	to	him	why	
he	was	crazy.		As	usual,	I	won.		We	went	to	Place	du	Tertre	to	watch	the	people	and	

																																																								
33	Javel:		a	small	independent	municipality	located	in	the	southwestern	part	of	Paris.	
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the	artists	and	ended	up	sitting	on	a	bench	watching	for	a	long,	long	time.		Then	we	
walked	to	a	little	side	street	and	we	both	sat	down	to	watercolor.		I	chose	a	view	of	
the	Place	due	Calvaire	and	Ramuntcho	chose	the	view	behind	me.		He	told	me	that	he	
didn’t	like	my	watercolor,	and	I	insulted	his	effectively,	too.		About	that	time,	a	little	
Canadian	cherub	showed	up	and	asked	us	to	fuck	him	–	not	really,	of	course,	but	he	
stuck	like	glue,	and	if	the	poor	little	lad	isn’t	queer	already,	it’s	quite	obvious	that	he	
will	be	as	soon	as	possible.		I	was	willing	,of	course,	but	Ramuntcho	was	not	the	least	
bit	interested,	so	we	sent	him	on	his	way	and	we	went	to	sit	on	the	steps	leading	up	
to	Sacre	Coeur.		Finally	we	took	the	Metro	back	to	Tuileries	where	I	showed	
Ramuntcho	the	terrace	and	all	the	pretty	boys	that	go	with	it	on	a	warm	Sunday	
afternoon.		It	was	quite	a	parade.		We	sat	there	for	about	an	hour	before	I	insisted	
that	we	go	to	the	Self‐Tuileries	for	dinner,	then	up	to	the	room	for	a	quick	fuck	–	
literally	–	and	Ramuntcho	even	wanted	to	put	the	KY	on	himself	this	time.		Then,	at	
my	insistence	and	Ramuntcho’s	unhappiness,	I	demanded	that	we	go	to	the	
Comédie‐Française	to	see	“L’Arane”	–	it	was	hot,	and	it	was	long,	and	it	wasn’t	all	
that	good.		Before	it	started,	Ramuntcho	asked	me	to	change	places	with	him	
because	a	black	had	sat	down	beside	him.		I	don’t	understand.		As	soon	as	he	gets	
home	he’s	going	to	let	some	black	bull	shove	his	dick	up	his	ass,	but	he	won’t	sit	by	
one	in	the	theater.		Too	complicated	for	my	simple	mind.		After	the	play	was	finally	
over,	it	was	back	up	to	Ramuntcho’s	room	and	to	sleep	as	soon	as	possible,	which	
was	not	very	soon	because	Ramuntcho	is	becoming	a	real	sex	fiend.		Bill	is	laissez	
faire.			

	

May	3,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

Today	was	a	wasted	day.		Really	a	wasted	day.		I	thought	Ramuntcho	was	
never	going	to	leave	for	school	this	morning.		Of	course,	the	fact	that	I	seemed	to	
have	a	permanent	hard	on	didn’t	help	matters	any,	but	he	finally	did	leave	and	I	got	
my	shower	and	dressed	and	headed	for	home.		This	time	I	met	Mab	upon	arriving	so	
there	was	no	question	whether	I	had	spent	the	night	there	or	not.		I	wonder	what	
she	thinks	anyway.		Oh	well,	I	got	showered	and	redressed	and	headed	down	to	the	
bank	and	to	get	something	for	lunch,	since	I	was	absolutely	starving.		I	ate,	forgot	to	
give	Mab	her	money	for	the	rent,	and	then	headed	immediately	for	Ramuntcho’s	
room	where	I	had	forgotten	my	wallet.		I	walked	all	the	way	over	there	and	then	
took	the	Metro	to	the	flea	market.		I	tried	to	buy	the	missing	screws	for	my	light	
fixture,	but	they	insisted	that	they	didn’t	have	any.		Then	I	picked	out	some	old	pipes	
from	the	gas	light	era	and	when	they	priced	them	at	15	Francs	each,	I	left	in	disgust.		
Then	to	the	Veranaus	market	where	I	did	not	find	another	seltzer	bottle,	then	back	
in	the	Metro	to	be	back	at	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts	in	time	to	pose	for	the	last	time	
for	my	portraits.		I	was	fifteen	minutes	late,	but	Ramuntcho	and	Annie	hadn’t	
bothered	to	show	up.		After	all,	the	disappointment	and	discouraging	nothingness	of	
the	morning,	that	didn’t	sit	too	well.		At	3:00	Ramuntcho	showed	up	explaining	that	
he	forgot	that	he	had	had	a	course.		By	then	it	was	too	late	to	start	posing,	so	we	
went	downstairs	for	coffee	in	a	café	across	from	the	Faculté	de	Médecine	on	Rue	
Bonaparte.		I	was	in	not	too	good	a	mood	because	it	just	looked	all	around	like	one	
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of	those	days	when	I	wasn’t	going	to	accomplish	anything,	and	with	the	prospect	
tonight	of	going	to	Chartres	and	the	unknown	of	Roger	–	well,	my	mood	just	want’	
the	best.			

I	left	Ramuntcho	and	came	back	to	the	room	where	I	caught	up	this	journal	
and	set	about	getting	ready	for	catching	the	train	at	Montparnasse	for	Chartres.	

Due	to	talking	to	Mab	and	getting	ready,	I	had	to	run	like	crazy	to	the	metro	
and	through	the	huge	correspondence	at	Montparnasse	in	order	to	reach	the	station	
in	time	to	discover	that	the	train	Roger	had	given	me	did	not	even	exist.		So	I	took	a	
later	train	and	arrived	at	Chartres	around	89:30	PM.		We	ate	in	Roger’s	kitchen,	and	
that	is	one	Frenchman	that	doesn’t	eat	worth	shit.		After	dinner,	we	looked	at	some	
of	his	slides,	and	by	the	time	11:00	PM	rolled	around,	I	was	well	ready	to	go	to	bed.		
We	racked	in	the	same	bed,	of	course,	not	with	me	on	the	floor	as	Ramuntcho	had	
hoped,	and	it	was	then	that	the	game	began.		Let	me	clarify	that	I	fell	into	what	was	
supposed	to	be	an	extremely	profound	sleep,	but	I	confirm	that	I	was	fully	aware	of	
everything	that	went	on	–	and	that	was	quite	a	bit.		Roger	did	everything	but	fuck	
me	during	the	night,	all	while	I	was	as	limp	as	a	dishrag.		But	I	must	admit	that	when	
he	began	to	suck	my	dick,	I	almost	had	to	“wake	up”	in	order	to	climb	the	wall.		And	
this	little	play	continued	well	into	the	early	morning	hours.		Evidently	the	poor	guy	
is	so	horny	that	he	would	make	love	to	a	corpse	if	he	had	the	chance,	but	it’s	his	own	
fault.		He	himself	admitted	that	when	he	is	asked	questions	about	homosexuality	by	
his	students,	he	denies	any	knowledge	whatever	of	the	subject.		No	wonder	the	
provinces	of	France	are	so	dull!	

	

May	4,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)	

This	turned	out	to	be	a	day	that	I	must	honestly	say	I	regret	a	little,	but	to	
begin:		Sometime	in	the	early	morning	hours	the	game	began	again	and	let	me	say	
that	I	did	nothing	to	discourage	it.		But	finally	around	10:00	AM	I	“woke	up.”		Roger	
asked	me	a	few	questions,	all	leading	to	the	fact	that	yes,	I	sleep	extremely	
profoundly	and	no,	I	didn’t	remember	anything	that	happened	during	the	night,	not	
even	when	we	changed	places	in	bed.		I	really	had	to	work	at	it	to	keep	a	straight	
face!		But	after	that	little	conversation,	he	didn’t	stop,	and,	to	make	a	long	story	
short,	I	ended	up	screwing	his	ass.		And	it	turns	out	that	that	is	exactly	what	he	
wanted.		I	guess	he	and	Ramuntcho	wouldn’t	get	along	so	well	together	after	all,	but	
what	I’m	going	to	tell	the	painter	from	Mauritius,	I	don’t	know.			

After	we	“got	things	straight	between	us,”	so	to	speak,	we	got	up	and	
showered	and	ate	lunch	from	the	left‐overs	of	the	night	before	–	that	is	to	say	almost	
nothing	at	all.		Then	we	set	out	for	the	Salle	des	Ventes	to	see	if	there	was	an	
afternoon	auction.		As	it	turned	out,	Roger	didn’t	really	know	where	the	place	was,	
but	I	found	out	by	asking	in	a	café.		Chartres’s	auction	turned	out	to	be	extremely	
interesting.		There	is	an	awful	lot	of	useless	junk	that	you	have	to	sit	through,	but	the	
prices	are	about	half	of	Versailles	and	there	are	much	fewer	people.			Roger	had	to	
leave	after	about	an	hour’s	worth,	and	he	was	not	at	all	happy	when	he	learned	that	
I	did	not	plan	to	spend	another	night	with	him.		I	wonder	what	he	would	have	said	if	
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I	had	told	him	the	truth	–	that	I	do	not	intend	to	ever	spend	another	night	with	him!		
But	I	bought	all	I	could	carry	at	the	auction	–	much	more	than	I	could	carry,	actually	
–	including	a	terra	cotta	head	and	all	kinds	of	old	engravings	and	maps	and	
magazines,	and	one	painting	of	a	French	farm	like	those	in	the	region	of	Chartres.		I	
did	my	best	to	lug	everything	to	the	train,	which	took	no	small	effort.		I	had	a	bit	of	a	
wait	for	the	first	train	to	Paris	and	I	had	to	sit	in	the	entryway	of	the	first	class	
wagon	with	all	my	junk.		Upon	arriving	at	Montparnasse,	I	put	half	of	the	junk	in	a	
locker	and	came	home	only	with	my	briefcase	and	the	head.	

Here	I	found	two	notes	from	Mab	saying	that	Pierre	Tilhol	and	Charles	Roux	
had	called.		Then	it	was	off	to	“La	Source”	St.	Michel	where	I	treated	myself	to	an	
extremely	filling,	if	not	extremely	delicious,	dinner	and	tried	to	call	the	good	doctor	
with	no	success.		Then	back	to	Montparnasse	where	I	gathered	up	the	last	of	the	
junk	from	Chartres,	and	back	to	Rue	de	Seine.		Then	I	pulled	myself	together	after	
what	was	quite	a	day	and	until	midnight	I	leafed	through	the	pile	of	papers	that	I	
had	acquired	during	the	day.		The	engravings	are	hardly	what	you’d	call	good,	but	
they	are	75	years	old	and	at	two	centimes	apiece,	I’m	not	complaining.		Finally	I	
called	it	a	night	and	was	extremely	content	to	stretch	out	in	my	own	bed	all	alone,	
knowing	that	the	night	would	pass	without	complication	or	interruption.	

	

May	5,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning	I	woke	up	deliciously	late	at	around	10:30,	and	it	was	only	the	
fact	that	I	had	a	phone	call	to	make	at	11:00	that	got	me	up	at	all.		Shaving	and	
making	the	bed	were	all	a	pleasure	this	morning	–	the	pleasure	that	you	get	from	
being	at	home	and	in	familiar	and	convenient	surroundings.		At	11:00	I	called	Pierre	
and	we	made	plans	for	an	aperitif	together	at	7:00	at	his	apartment.		Then	I	called	
Charles	Roux	and	we	made	plans	to	meet	at	the	Deux	Magots	tomorrow	at	7:30.		My,	
my,	the	week	is	really	filling	up.				

I’m	not	planning	to	do	enough	traveling.		That	Eurail	Pass	is	wasting	away!		
Now	I’m	just	sitting	around	writing	and	waiting	for	2:00	PM	to	roll	around	in	order	
to	go	pose	for	what	should	be	the	final	time	at	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts.		I	ate	an	
absolutely	enormous	lunch	from	Blanchere’s	and	noticed	that	skinny	ol’	Bill	just	
may	be	getting	a	spare	tire	around	the	middle	–	either	that	or	maybe	it’s	just	that	I’m	
constipated	and	it’s	all	building	up	on	the	inside.	

I	went	to	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts	right	on	time	as	usual	and,	as	usual,	the	
artists	were	late.		I	posed	and	they	worked,	but	it	soon	became	apparent	that	they	
wouldn’t	be	able	to	finish	today.		At	around	5:30	we	called	it	quits	and	Ramuntcho,	
Annie	and	I	headed	for	my	home	where	I	had	invited	Ramuntcho	only	to	come	up	
and	look	at	the	things	that	I	had	bought	at	Chartres.		We	got	rid	of	Annie	only	at	the	
last	minute	when	I	absolutely	refused	to	invite	her	up,	too.		Ramuntcho	looked	at	all	
the	junk	while	I	recounted	the	story	(slightly	censored)	of	what	happened	at	
Chartres.		And	it	was	a	good	thing	that	I	censored	it,	too,	because	I	was	pretty	mad	at	
the	little	bit	that	I	told	him.		At	that	time	I	was	under	the	impression	that	Ramuntcho	
was	going	to	come	with	me	to	Pierre’s	but	when	we	got	downstairs	he	said	he	was	
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going	to	Mabillon	for	dinner	and	couldn’t	come	with	me	for	some	crazy	ass	reason	
like	he	hadn’t	been	introduced.		I	was	a	little	bit	pissed	and	didn’t	attempt	to	hit	it,	
but	as	it	worked	out,	I	was	damn	glad	that	he	finked	out	on	me!			

I	went	to	Pierre’s	for	the	promised	aperitif	and	discovered	that,	as	is	usual	
with	Pierre,	the	evening	was	completely	jam	packed	with	plans	–	and	they	all	
included	me!	

It	started	with	a	visit	to	an	ex‐lover	of	Pierre’s	that	turned	out	to	have	a	damn	
weird	ending.		His	friend	was	Louis	Bozon,	a	TV	
and	radio	announcer,	who	lived	on	the	Avenue	
Montaigne	and	who	was	absolutely	beautiful	–	a	
little	old,	but	fabulous	looking	and	muscles	bulging	
like	the	fat	on	most	men	his	age.		And	then	there	
was	also	a	younger	buy	named	Robert	there	that	
was	soon	to	lay	an	interesting	role.		We	sat	around	
and	talked	for	awhile	and	when	we	got	ready	to	
leave,	somebody	made	some	comment	about	exchanging	addresses.		It	was	then	that	
Robert	turned	to	me	and	said	“But	don’t	you	live	on	Rue	de	Seine?”		I	answered	yes	
and	then,	after	thinking	for	a	minute,	I	inquired	just	how	he	happened	to	know	that.		
He	gave	a	little	Cheshire	Cat	grin,	opened	his	little	address	book,	and	said	“95	Rue	de	
Seine.”		I	was	absolutely	flabbergasted.		I	could	not	remember	seeing	that	guy	in	my	
whole	life,	and	I	was	super	embarrassed.		I	should	have	insisted	on	finding	out	how	
he	knew,	but	I	kept	waiting	for	the	joke	to	break.		It	never	did.		Later	I	made	Pierre	
promise	that	he	would	find	out	from	Louis	what	the	story	is.	

From	there,	instead	of	going	to	a	movie	like	we	had	planned,	we	went	to	eat	
in	a	little	restaurant	near	Odeon	that	was	very	new,	very	nice,	and	very	queer.		Then,	
with	non‐stop	Pierre,	it	was	on	to	more	friends	at	a	new	gay	bar,	“Le	Bureau,”	
directly	across	the	street	from	“Les	Nuages.”		We	talked	and	danced	and	stayed	
there	until	around	2:00	AM.		By	this	time	Pierre	had	long	since	invited	me	to	spend	
the	night	with	him,	since	Jean‐Guy	was	in	Italy.		I	had	been	more	than	content	to	
accept,	but	as	we	headed	for	his	apartment,	I	jokingly	suggested	that	it	was	too	early	
to	go	home	and	that	we	should	go	to	the	F	–	and	that’s	exactly	what	we	did.		And	
who	should	we	meet	there	but	good	ol’	Georges	St.	Gilles.		I	must	admit	that	that	was	
one	sweet	ass	that	I	gave	the	super	cold	shoulder	to.		He	was	truly	embarrassed	
when	he	saw	who	it	was	that	Pierre	was	introducing	him	to.		His	face	was	worth	
painting	if	the	expression	could	have	lasted	long	enough.		Since	it	was	so	late,	we	
didn’t	stay	long	at	the	F	and	before	long	we	were	crawling	between	the	covers	of	
Pierre’s	bed.		It	had	been	such	a	long	time	since	he	and	I	had	been	together	that	it	
seemed	more	like	a	class	reunion	than	a	love	scene,	but	we	fucked	in	the	usual	wild	
manner	and	a	good	time	was	had	by	all.			

	

May	6,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Because	Pierre	was	so	tired	and	slept	so	late,	the	day	began	almost	with	the	
afternoon.		Immediately	upon	rising,	I	made	Pierre	try	to	call	Louis,	but	since	there	
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are	some	people	in	the	world	that	actually	work	for	a	living,	he	wasn’t	there.		The	
mystery	continues.		I	got	my	little	body	dressed	and	hauled	it	back	home	on	the	
Metro,	stopping	by	Blanchere’s	for	lunch.		Once	back	in	my	room	I	ate	and	changed	
and	packed	up	some	books	that	I	had	bought	at	Chartres	and	wanted	to	send	home	
since	I	had	found	out	the	fabulous	rate	for	shipping	books.		Before	long,	in	the	usual	
rushed	fashion,	it	was	time	to	leave	for	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts	for	what	was	to	
finally	turn	out	to	be	the	last	posing	session.		Upon	arriving	at	2:00,	I	found	nobody	
there	and	it	was	not	until	2:30	that	Ramuntcho	showed,	and	3:00	before	we	got	
started	painting.		Since	it	was	Ramuntcho	that	was	the	only	one	seriously	working,	
when	he	finished,	Annie	quickly	completed	hers,	too.			

Ramuntcho’s	portrait	was	really	pretty	good,	but	Annie	ruined	hers	several	
days	ago	by	working	on	it	too	much.		Now	I	just	have	to	wait	until	they	dry	to	get	
them	to	sign	and	date,	and	then	I	have	the	problem	of	hiding	my	naked	body	from	
the	world.			

Around	5:30	I	left	Ramuntcho	and	Annie	in	the	sketching	amphitheater	with	
a	curt	farewell.		I	haven’t	warmed	back	up	to	Ramuntcho	after	yesterday,	and	he	
shows	no	signs	of	cracking,	himself.		I	just	may	end	up	blowing	the	whole	thing,	
because	this	makes	several	days	since	we’ve	slept	together,	and	with	my	plans	to	
leave	for	Rome	tomorrow,	it	will	stretch	out	to	over	a	week.		Maybe	it’s	just	as	well.		
He	needs	to	get	some	work	done,	and	I	seem	to	be	experiencing	a	rebirth	of	
popularity	among	my	old	friends,	myself!			

The	reason	I	had	to	leave	this	afternoon	was	to	get	ready	for	that	rendezvous	
at	the	Deux	Magots	with	Charles.		I	did	just	that.		When	I	got	to	the	café,	I	found	it	
absolutely	jammed	with	people	and	not	a	single	free	table,	so	I	just	stood	on	the	
corner	looking	more	like	a	whore	than	the	real	whores,	and	waited.		He	finally	
showed	and	we	got	in	his	car	and	went	directly	to	his	apartment	near	the	Porte	
d’Orleans.		We	made	love,	but	with	no	fucking	this	time	(he	really	seems	not	to	like	
it).		He	certainly	does	all	the	other	stuff	damn	well.			In	fact,	during	the	course	of	the	
evening,	I	played	fountain	twice,	making	no	small	mess	each	time.		He	served	me	a	
fabulous	dinner,	but,	nevertheless,	I	found	it	more	desirable	to	cut	out	for	the	Metro	
around	midnight	instead	of	spending	the	night.		He	invited	me	to	go	to	St.	Tropez	
with	him	next	weekend,	but	the	invitation	didn’t	make	too	clear	in	what	capacity	
financially	I	would	be	going.		That	will	have	to	be	cleared	up	and	thought	over	after	I	
get	back	from	Rome.		I	must	admit	that	it	does	sound	inviting	and	I	have	absolutely	
nothing	against	going	as	a	gigolo,	but	otherwise	I’m	not	sure	if	I	could	keep	up	
financially.		Oh	well,	time	will	tell.		Now	it’s	late	and	I	have	what	should	be	a	big	day	
tomorrow,	so	now	to	rack!	

	

May	7,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

I	woke	up	quite	late	in	the	day,	having	absolutely	nothing	to	do	but	to	get	
ready	to	leave	for	Rome.		That	entailed	a	trip	to	the	bank	and	a	few	other	things,	so	I	
threw	on	some	clothes	without	shaving	and	set	out	for	lunch.		That	meant	
Blanchere’s,	as	usual.		I	took	advantage	of	the	trip	to	stop	by	the	bank	where	they	
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told	me	that	they	had	suspended	the	sale	of	all	foreign	currency	because	of	the	
monetary	crisis.	By	the	time	I	got	back	upstairs,	Mab	had	received	a	call	from	
Ramuntcho	for	me,	saying	that	he	wanted	me	to	meet	him	at	the	usual	café	after	
lunch.		Earlier,	I	forgot	to	say,	I	had	made	a	call	to	Pierre	to	fine	out	the	answer	to	
the	riddle	of	Robert	Fortune	(who,	in	the	time	I	was	gone,	had	also	called	to	say	
hello).		Damn,	my	curiosity	is	killing	me!		But	Pierre	hadn’t	been	able	to	get	Louis	
yet,	so	I	tried	myself,	but	with	absolutely	no	success.			

I	ate	a	nice	peaceful	lunch	and	then	set	out	for	the	SNCF	office	at	34	Blvd.	St.	
Germain.		That	turned	out	to	be	one	hell	of	a	lot	further	than	I	thought!		Upon	
arriving,	I	had	the	pleasant	surprise	to	find	that	the	office	was	closed,	so	I	walked	all	
the	way	back	to	the	café	to	meet	Ramuntcho	as	he	had	requested.		I	had	been	both	
surprised	and	flattered	that	he	had	called,	and	I	was	interested	to	see	what	he	had	to	
say.		Upon	arriving	at	the	café,	I	found	him	surrounded	by	his	usual	herd	of	adoring	
females,	but	it	wasn’t	long	before	he	surprised	me	by	getting	up	and	saying	that	he	
wanted	to	go	to	my	room	to	look	at	the	things	I	bought	at	Chartres.		Well,	of	course,	
that	wasn’t	the	reason	at	all,	but	I	got	the	message	that	he	wanted	to	see	me	alone,	
so	off	we	went	for	the	SNCF	office	again	to	try	and	make	my	reservations.		This	time	
we	discovered	that	the	office	was	only	for	baggage	and	not	passengers.	

What	Ramuntcho	wanted	to	talk	to	me	about	was	why	I	hadn’t	come	to	him	
for	two	nights,	and	to	see	if	I	was	mad.			It	seems	that	the	poor	kid	really	underwent	
some	torture.		I	assured	him	that	all	his	fears	were	unfounded	and	to	reassure	him,	I	
put	off	my	departure	for	Rome	one	day.		So	we	went	up	to	my	room	to	get	my	things	
together	and,	since	Mme.	Bergeret	was	gone	for	the	afternoon,	we	fucked.		This	
marked	the	first	time	that	Ramuntcho	really	loved	it	and	considerably	helped	in	the	
process.		I	must	have	stayed	in	him	for	thirty	minutes.		By	that	time	it	was	getting	
late	and	there	was	the	fear	that	Mab	would	return	and	find	me	not	gone	for	Rome,	so	
I	packed	up	and	headed	for	the	Gare	de	Lyon,	by	Metro,	in	order	to	make	
reservations	for	the	next	day’s	train.		There	I	got	the	pleasant	surprise	of	finding	out	
that	trains	such	as	the	Palatine	are	off	limits	to	my	pass	unless	I	want	to	pay	the	
supplement.		Therefore,	I	made	reservations	on	the	TEE	that	took	about	the	same	
amount	of	time,	but	left	and	arrived	later.			

Then	it	was	back	to	Ramuntcho’s	room	to	drop	off	all	my	junk.		Then	(busy	
day)	off	to	the	Comédie‐Française	to	pick	up	tickets	for	the	night	performance,	but,	
of	course,	with	our	run	of	luck,	it	was	closed,	too.			

At	Palais	Royal	we	made	an	interesting	maneuver.		The	gate	system	in	that	
station	is	rather	strange,	and	while	I	was	looking	at	a	map,	Ramuntcho	
misunderstood	something	that	I	said	and	got	on	the	first	Metro	he	saw	leaving.		It	
happened	to	be	going	in	a	completely	different	direction	from	the	one	we	wanted	to	
take.		I	didn’t	even	notice	that	he	was	gone	until	I	turned	around	and	he	wasn’t	
there.		And	even	then	I	couldn’t	believe	it	was	actually	happening.		I	had	no	idea	
what	to	do	because,	although	I	knew	where	we	were	going,	I	wasn’t	sure	what	time	
he	would	eventually	be	arriving,	so	I	just	waited	and	hoped	that	he	would	figure	out	
how	to	make	a	round	trip.		My	lack	of	confidence	was	unfounded,	however,	because	
before	long	he	showed	up	on	the	other	wharf.				
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After	a	good	laugh	we	headed	for	our	destination,	which	was	a	Creole	
restaurant	on	the	other	side	of	Paris.		There	we	at	a	very	un‐French	meal	of	rice	with	
some	crap	ladled	over	it.		Ramuntcho	was	in	heaven.		Maybe	someday	I’ll	
understand	what	it	is	to	be	homesick.		From	the	restaurant	we	got	back	on	the	Métro	
(with	no	further	incidents)	and	went	to	the	Comédie‐Française,	where	we	saw	“La	
Jalousie”	by	Sacha	Guitry	and	“Mais	ne	te	Promene	Donc	Pas	Toute	Nue”34	by	George	
Feydeau.		The	second	play	was	incredibly	hilarious.		Afterward,	while	walking	back	
to	Rue	St.	Roch,	Ramuntcho	insisted	that	we	go	by	“the	7”	but	I	refused	to	go	in	
because	of	the	way	that	we	were	dressed.		Ramuntcho	was	disappointed	and,	much	
to	my	surprise,	he	insisted	that	we	go	upstairs	and	dress	and	come	back	down.		I	
gave	him	absolutely	no	encouragement,	since	I	was	both	tired	and	really	didn’t	want	
to	spend	that	money,	but	there	we	were,	at	the	“7”	dancing	until	about	3:00	AM	–	
then	finally	upstairs	to	bed.	

	

May	8,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

The	day	started	late	–	very	late	–	but	just	as	well	because	it	was	going	to	
prove	to	be	a	long	one.		Rising	was	about	12:30	and,	since	it	was	necessary	to	fill	our	
guts,	we	went	to	the	Self	Tuileries	for	lunch.		After	being	filled,	but	not	satisfied,	we	
left	in	the	Metro	for	the	flea	market.		This	time,	believe	it	or	not,	it	was	at	
Ramuntcho’s	suggestion.		He	wanted	to	buy	a	shirt	that	he	had	seen	there.		Well,	we	
bought	the	shirt	alright,	but	I	also	ended	up	buying	two	vases,	two	seltzer	bottles	
and	a	tulip!			But	all	that	is	normal	activity	for	the	flea	market.		What	was	not	normal,	
however,	was	the	fact	that	we	ran	into	Gerald	Fortier!		He	was	with	an	Argentine‐
German	passenger	that	was	just	as	straight	as	he	was	interesting.		Poor	Gerald,	he	
must	have	been	climbing	the	walls	wanting	to	get	into	that	guy’s	pants,	but	all	he	
talked	about	was	women.		I	was	highly	amused,	and	even	though	I	was	jokingly	a	
little	bit	nasty	and	teasing	with	him,	he	was	nice	enough	to	buy	me	a	drink	and	give	
me	a	ride	back	to	Paris.	

Ramuntcho	and	I	then	proceeded	to	make	love	as	completely	as	we	could	
considering	that	I	left	the	one	devise	necessary	in	my	room	at	Rue	de	Seine.		But	it	
was	still	nice	and	before	long	it	was	time	for	me	to	leave	for	the	train.		We	got	on	the	
Metro	and	got	all	the	way	to	the	Gare	de	Lyon	before	I	realized	that	I	did	not	have	
my	passport	and	had	left	it	in	the	pocket	of	Ramuntcho’s	coat	last	night	because	I	
needed	it	for	identification	at	the	bar	in	case	it	got	raided.			

Well,	that	meant	that	I	missed	my	train	for	Rome,	but,	not	letting	that	stop	
me,	or	even	get	me	down,	we	got	back	on	the	Metro,	back	to	Rue	St.	Roch,	back	on	
the	Metro,	back	to	the	Gare	de	Lyon,	and	there,	armed	with	my	passport	we	ate	
dinner	in	a	little	café	across	the	street	from	the	Gare.		Ramuntcho	accompanied	me	
all	the	way	and	even	went	so	far	as	to	buy	a	ticket	to	the	wharf	and	boarded	the	
train	with	me.		We	pulled	down	the	shades	and,	since	there	were	very	few	people	on	
the	train,	I	had	the	entire	cabin	all	to	myself	the	whole	trip.		Ramuntcho	and	I	sat	in	
the	dark	cabin	talking	and	furtively	kissing	before	the	window,	and	finally	it	was	
																																																								
34	See:		http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sE4sKJk1qDA			
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time	to	leave,	so	I	waved	goodbye	to	Ramuntcho	as	the	train	pulled	away	for	the	15‐
hour	trip	to	Venice!			

As	the	train	gained	speed,	I	quickly	confirmed	that	I	would	not	be	able	to	
write	during	the	trip,	but	I	did	start	reading	Gide’s	“Corydon”35	that	Ramuntcho	
loaned	to	me.		It	was	late,	and	I	was	already	stretched	out	trying	to	get	some	sleep	
before	we	reached	Dijon.	

	

May	9,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Venice)	

Considering	everything,	I	guess	I	slept	pretty	well.		The	conductor	must	have	
awakened	me	every	hour	on	the	hour	because	every	time	we	changed	countries,	the	
personnel	of	the	train	changed	and	they	had	to	see	my	ticket	again.		And	then	there	
was	the	customs	man	who	had	to	see	my	passport,	but	in	the	case	of	both	
Switzerland	and	Italy,	it	was	my	pleasure	because	they	both	were	beautiful	(the	
customs	men,	not	the	countries).	

Upon	arriving,	I	tried	to	eat	the	stuff	that	I	had	brought	in	my	suitcase	and	
succeeded	only	in	downing	the	eclairs	and	some	cheese,	but	around	12:30	we	finally	
pulled	into	Venice.		After	having	passed	Milan	we	had	almost	converted	into	an	
omni‐bus	we	made	so	many	stops.	

At	the	train	station	I	made	reservations	for	the	next	day’s	return	trip	and	
changed	some	money.		Then	I	started	walking	down	the	street	that	everybody	else	
was	walking	down	and	before	long	I	went	into	a	hotel	to	sample	the	prices.		The	first	
one	was	fine	at	a	shopping	$3.00	a	night.		Having	that	settled	and	the	load	off	my	
mind,	I	set	out	to	see	the	city.	

First	I	took	the	boat‐bus	on	the	Grand	Canal	to	the	
Piazza	San	Marco	and	proceeded	to	drink	in	the	beauty	of	
this	fascinating	city.		I	cannot	remember	having	been	so	
impressed	in	a	long	time.		Although	the	church	itself	was	
disappointing	by	its	small	size,	the	city	is	something	from	
out	of	Disneyland!		One	of	the	rare	cases	when	something	
is	actually	better	than	the	stories	about	it.		It’s	quite	

obvious,	too,	that	it	exists	entirely	for	the	tourist,	but	they	do	it	in	a	charming	way.	

I	ate	lunch	in	what	I	would	consider	a	local	café	hidden	in	a	side	street	not	far	
from	St.	Mark’s,	and	there	I	ate	my	first	real	Italian	spaghetti.		The	afternoon	I	spent	
voluntarily	losing	myself	in	the	teeny‐tiny	streets	of	the	city	and	was	once	again	
surprised	to	learn	how	really	small	the	city	is.		Even	the	back	streets	are	Byzantine	
and	are	almost	as	interesting	as	the	Grand	Canal	itself.		For	dinner	I	ate	in	a	sidewalk	
café	and	had	my	first	real	Italian	pizza	and	more	Italian	spaghetti!	

Then	more	walking	and	finally	back	to	my	hotel	room	where	I	must	have	
written	a	million	postcards	and	finally	got	around	to	catching	up	this	journal	now	

																																																								
35	Andre	Gide’s	book	“Corydon”	is	about	homosexuality	and	named	after	Corydon,	the	classical	character	
described	in	Virgil’s	Ecologues	who	was	a	humble	shepherd	in	love	with	a	boy.	
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that	I	have	a	surface	that	doesn’t	lurch	back	and	forth.		I’m	now	going	to	try	and	get	
some	sleep.		I	say	try	because,	although	my	room	is	wonderfully	cheap,	it	also	seems	
to	be	located	immediately	next	to	an	Italian	Movie,	and	since	nothing	is	air	
conditioned,	every	word	comes	across	loud	and	clear.		But	that	is	not	the	problem	in	
an	Italian	movie,	because	the	dialogue	is	never	very	abundant	(that	takes	talent)	–	
but	they	make	up	for	the	void	with	music	(and	that	takes	volume!).		I	have	an	hour	
left	before	the	end	of	the	movie	I	just	pray	they	don’t	have	a	late,	late	show.	

	

May	10,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Venice)	

So	begins	chapter	two,	or	volume	two	rather,	of	this	journal	–	not	in	France,	
but	on	the	shores	of	the	Adriatic	in	Venice,	Italy.		The	noise	of	the	Italian	movie	not	
having	disturbed	me	one	bit,	I	spent	a	pleasantly	lonely	night	of	sound	sleep	before	
being	awakened	by	the	hotel	“wake	up	call”	of	someone	knocking	on	my	door.		I	got	
up	and	put	myself	together	before	heading	out	to	the	boat	dock	to	catch	the	express	
water	bus	to	the	Piazza	San	Marco.		There	I	had	the	dubiously	pleasant	surprise	of	
learning	that	the	Doge’s	Palace	(the	one	thing	left	that	I	really	wanted	to	see)	was	
closed	because	of	some	kind	of	damn	strike.		I	was	later	to	learn	(upon	arriving	
home	in	Paris,	for	this	page	is	written	a	day	later)	that	all	of	Italy	was	in	upheaval	
and	this	was	just	a	small	thing	compared	to	the	piles	of	garbage	and	transport	snarls	
in	Rome.				

I	spent	the	rest	of	the	day	losing	myself	in	the	tiny	
streets	of	the	city.		San	Rocco	School	was	certainly	worth	
mentioning,	although	I	must	admit	that	it’s	beauty	was	
somewhat	marred	by	the	fact	that	it	is	in	the	process	of	
being	restored	–	by	an	American	foundation,	no	less	–	just	
like	the	large	Baroque	church	on	the	Grand	Canal	is	being	
restored	by	the	French.		Venice	really	seems	to	belong	to	
the	world!			

I	ate	lunch	in	a	little	sidewalk	café	outside	the	church	with	Titian’s	painting	of	
the	Assumption.		The	afternoon	passed	by	slowly	because,	being	Monday,	almost	all	
the	points	of	interest	such	as	museums	were	closed	for	the	day.		So	I	actually	had	a	
little	time	to	do	some	heavy	cruising.		One	of	three	conclusions	may	be	drawn	from	
that	little	adventure:		(1)	ol’	Bill	has	gone	a	long	way	toward	losing	his	charm,	(2)	
what	charm	ol’	Bill	has	is	not	for	Italian	taste	buds,	(3)	Venice	is	one	hell	of	a	lot	
straighter	than	the	Grand	Canal.		The	first	two	conclusions	are	hardly	pleasing,	and	
the	third	is	hardly	likely,	so	I	just	really	don’t	know	what	to	think	about	that	city.		I	
must	admit,	too,	that	I	was	hardly	hard	put	to	hold	myself	back,	for	there	was	“fort	
peu”	that	was	of	any	interest.		They	tell	me	that	Rome	and	Florence	are	both	
beautiful	and	friendly,	but	it’s	a	shame	that	Italy	should	centralize	its	assets	that	
way.	

I	spent	the	later	part	of	the	afternoon	sitting	on	my	suitcase,	watching	the	
tourists	go	by,	and	waiting	for	my	train	to	leave.		Finally	at	5:40	it	did	just	that	and	
once	again	I	found	myself	alone	in	a	first	class	compartment.		I	ate	my	dinner	of	
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sandwiches	and	banana	that	a	guy	brought	around	on	a	cart,	and	spent	most	of	the	
evening	finishing	Corydon,	which	I	didn’t	completely	understand,	but	which	did	give	
me	some	groovy	ideas	for	some	paintings	by	Ramuntcho.		I	called	it	a	night	early,	
and,	aside	from	the	continual	interruption	by	ticket	and	passport	checkers,	I	passed	
a	reasonably	good	night	stretched	across	three	first	class	seats.	

	

May	11,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)	

At	5:30	in	the	morning	the	train	reached	Dijon	and	that	ended	my	peaceful	
slumber.		My	quiet	dark	cabin	was	invaded	by	two	men	and	a	woman	that	talked	all	
the	way	to	Paris.		I	did	get	to	see	a	little	bit	of	France	that	way	and	found	that	part	to	
be	not	as	interesting	as	Italy,	but	a	lot	more	rural	and	a	lot	less	civilized.		Roman	is	
nice,	but	Baroque	is	better!		Arrival	at	the	Gare	de	Lyon	was	around	8:30	and	was	
marked	by	nothing	extraordinary	except	the	observation	that	the	return	trip	
seemed	much	shorter	than	the	going.		I	grabbed	the	Metro	for	home	and	arrived	just	
in	time	to	find	Mab	in	a	flurry	over	the	expected	arrival	of	her	new	television	set	–	
the	latest	example	that	all	her	economies	are	a	bunch	of	bull‐shit!			

Having	other	plans	for	the	rest	of	the	day,	I	pressed	on	to	unpack	and	head	
back	downstairs	to	the	bank,	then	to	Blanchere’s	for	something	to	sooth	the	savage	
beast	ravaging	my	stomach	–	and	by	the	time	the	taming	of	the	hoards	was	
complete,	it	was	time	for	me	to	haul	ass	on	the	Metro	to	Montparnasse	where	I	took	
the	first	train	for	Chartres	and	the	Salle	des	Ventes.			

I	arrived	just	a	little	before	it	opened	and	stayed	until	the	very	end,	a	very	
strange	sale	today,	full	of	confusion.		At	one	point	the	auctioneer	closed	the	whole	
thing	down	because	nobody	wanted	to	bid	on	the	items	offered.		But	there	wasn’t	
just	one	hell	of	a	lot	that	was	very	interesting.		I	ended	up	buying	a	coffee	mill	in	the	
regular	sale,	and	then	asked	especially	for	a	102‐‘s	base	that	I	know	they	sold	last	
week,	but	must	not	have	been	claimed.		Well,	I	claimed	it,	and	if	nothing	cataclysmic	
happens	in	the	next	four	months,	it	should	eventually	find	its	way	to	the	U.S.	

I	had	a	pile	of	mail	delivered	to	me	today,	putting	me	even	further	behind	in	
my	correspondence.	A	letter	from	Gerd	denied	any	knowledge	of	the	third	phone	
call	and	only	deepened	the	mystery.	JT	is	the	only	other	possibility,	or	a	drunk	Gerd	
that	doesn't	remember,	or	won't	admit	to	the	call.	I	finally	got	a	card	from	JT	
acknowledging	the	fact	that	he	was	still	alive	and	still	loved	me!	Gerd	also	sent	a	
grand	total	of	three	copies	of	the	Advocate	to	catch	me	up	on	the	gay	goings	on	of	my	
homeland.		

Upon	leaving	the	Salle	des	Ventes,	I	discovered	that	I	had	a	long	wait	before	
the	next	train,	made	even	longer	by	the	fact	that	I	missed	the	schedule	and	went	for	
a	Coke	in	a	café	across	from	the	station	and	on	a	short	walk	in	the	streets	of	the	
town.	The	train	I	finally	took	was	an	omnibus	and	stopped	in	every	damn	station	
between	Chartres	and	Paris	(and	that	is	no	small	number).		

I	arrived	home,	therefore,	quite	late,	and	I	had	to	go	to	the	Self	at	St.	Michel	
for	dinner.	When	I	got	back,	Mab	called	me	in	to	watch	some	program	about	some	
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weird	lesbian	artist	that	lives	in	the	ruins	of	a	Baroque	church	and	has,	shall	we	say,	
rather	weird	ways	of	painting,	dressing,	talking,	and	receiving	guests.	Mab	loved	
her!	By	the	time	that	program	was	over	and	my	duty	was	done,	it	was	11:00	PM,	and	
I	only	had	time	to	get	the	journal	up‐to‐date	and	get	into	bed	to	get	rested	for	what	
promises	to	be	a	busy	day	tomorrow.	But	before	I	close	tonight,	I	want	to	
congratulate	myself	on	the	beginning	of	my	second	volume.	I	never	really	dreamed	
that	I	could	be	as	loyal	for	so	long	to	anything,	and	my	only	hope	is	that	the	
experiences	recorded	in	this	volume	are	even	wilder	and	more	varied	than	the	last	
160	pages!	

	

May	12,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	
	

I	woke	up	well	after	the	alarm	had	gone	off	…	at	least	an	hour's	worth	
anyway…	and	just	had	time	to	get	things	to	the	laundry	and	visit	Blanchere’s	for	
lunch	before	going	to	meet	Ramuntcho	at	the	Pre	St.	Germain.		I	had	set	aside	the	
whole	afternoon	knowing	that	we	would	spend	it	together;	perhaps	even	starting	a	
new	painting.		

Well,	Ramuntcho	was	happy	to	see	me	and	recounted	the	simply	fabulous	
weekend	he	had	spent	without	me.	He's	really	beginning	to	get	around	on	his	own.	I	
must	admit	that	I	am	desperately	fighting	jealousy.	We	talked	in	the	café	for	about	
an	hour,	and	then	it	became	quite	apparent	that	we	would	not	spend	the	afternoon	
together.	It	seems	that	there	was	now	another	model	at	the	school,	and	he	had	plans	
to	go	to	the	Modern	Art	Museum	anyway.		

Bill's	ego	was	hurt,	so	I	left	him	and	decided	to	take	advantage	of	the	time	
interval	to	get	a	haircut.		I	subjected	myself	to	the	usual	butchering	and	came	out	
most	unhappy	with	my	"new	look".		Ramuntcho	had	given	me	a	rendezvous	at	his	
apartment	at	6:00	PM,	so	in	order	to	avoid	the	15	ladies	that	were	going	to	descend	
on	the	apartment,	and	in	order	to	change	the	color	of	the	pale	substance	I	call	my	
skin,	I	decided	to	go	sit	on	the	bank	of	the	Seine	and	absorb	sunrays	until	6:00	PM,	
fully	intending,	of	course,	to	cruise	the	hell	out	of	anything	sporting	a	penis	that	
should	happen	to	walk	by!		

I	had	been	there	for	about	15	minutes	when	a	dark	cloud	came	over	the	sun	
and	it	started	to	rain.	I	took	refuge	under	the	bridge	…	Ponte	Royale	in	fact	…	and	
waited	until	it	stopped.	Since	the	weather	was	no	longer	worth	shit	for	sun	bathing,	I	
decided	to	go	wait	out	my	time	sitting	in	the	Tuileries	garden.	No	sooner	did	I	get	up	
the	stairs	on	the	other	side	than	WHAM!	I	was	struck	by	lightning!	There,	on	the	
terrace,	on	the	other	side	of	the	street	was	a	beautiful	creature.		He	stopped	and	
looked	just	at	the	same	time	I	did,	so	I	immediately	crossed	over	and	installed	
myself	on	a	bench	near	the	terrace	and	waited.		He	made	several	runs	high	(getting	a	
better	look	at	me	before	making	any	other	move),	and	I	didn't	(almost	couldn't)	take	
my	eyes	off	of	him.	Finally…	finally,	he	came	over	and	sat	down	on	the	bench	beside	
me,	and	absolutely	no	time	was	wasted	on	subtleties.	He	turned	out	to	be	English,	of	
all	things,	but	he	was	truly	beautiful!		
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I	explained	that	I	had	the	appointment	with	Ramuntcho	so	we	walked	over	
that	way,	stopping	to	buy	a	TV	guide	for	him,	and	then	we	parted	company	with	
plans	for	me	to	call	him	around	1:00	PM	the	following	day.	I	was	in	seventh	heaven	
because	he	was	truly	beautiful	and	a	butch	mother‐fucker.		My	only	fear	was	that	he	
would	want	to	shove	his	dick	up	my	tight	little	ass	when	exactly	the	opposite	was	
more	what	I	had	in	mind.		

I	climbed	up	the	stairs	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	and	played	around	for	a	
while,	and	then	took	my	long‐looked‐forward‐to	shower.	He	got	dressed,	and	then	
we	headed	for	my	room	so	I	could	get	ready	to	go	to	the	theater.	We	whirled	in	and	
out	of	95	Rue	de	Seine	and	headed	at	all	speed	for	Rue	Mouffetard	and	the	Theater	
de	l’Epic	du	Bois.	By	the	time	we	got	there	it	was	about	9:00	PM.		It	was	very	hot,	
and	we	turned	out	to	be	extremely	overdressed	for	that	particular	theater.	And	to	
make	matters	even	better,	there	were	no	tickets	waiting	for	us	when	we	arrived.	I	
was	too	damned	hot	to	look	into	it	any	further,	and	was	quite	content	at	the	
prospect	of	spending	the	rest	of	the	evening	with	Ramuntcho.	My	tie	and	coat	
quickly	came	off,	and	we	headed	for	my	apartment	so	I	could	take	off	more	than	
that.	On	the	way	we	stopped	at	the	Self	“La	Source”	for	dinner.	Then	it	was	back	to	
my	room	where	we	had	an	extremely	extended	conversation	with	Mab	during	which	
I	think	Ramuntcho	might	have	been	finally	convinced	that	she	likes	him.		

From	there,	we	took	out	for	Ramuntcho’s	apartment	with	no	explanation	to	
Mab;	but	she	doesn't	need	explanations,	because	I	know	that	she	knows	exactly	
what	is	going	on!	Upon	arrival	at	the	seventh	floor	hideaway,	we	did	the	usual	thing	
…		straight	to	bed	to	fuck.	He	does	love	it	so!	But	that	soon	drifted	off	into	a	nice	
sound	sleep	with	me	thinking	that	if	Mab	had	had	any	doubts	whatsoever,	they	must	
certainly	be	dispelled	by	my	not	returning	home	that	night.	

	

May	13,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

We	woke	up	early	because	Ramuntcho	had	to	go	to	school.	I	took	a	shower,	
that	blessed	luxury,	before	getting	dressed	and	going	downstairs	for	a	little	
breakfast.	I	walked	as	far	as	l’Ecole	des	Beaux	Arts	with	Ramuntcho	and	then	
continued	on	my	own	‘til	home.		A	big	bonjour	to	Mab	and	of	course	the	wonderful	
woman	had	not	one	single	question	about	what	the	hell	I	had	been	doing	or	who	the	
hell	I	had	been	fucking	all	night!		

It	was	now	11:30,	after	having	written	a	letter	home,	and	I	could	wait	no	
longer	to	call	David,	my	lightning	bolt	of	yesterday.	He	sounded	reasonably	sincere	
in	his	happiness	to	hear	from	me	so	early,	and	we	made	plans	to	meet	at	the	corner	
of	Rue	Git	le	Coeur	and	the	Quai	des	Grandes	Augustines	at	1:00	PM.	Then	it	was	
Blanchere’s	for	lunch,	and	by	that	time	almost	time	to	leave	for	the	rendezvous	(the	
time	lapse	may	be	accounted	for	both	by	the	fact	that	I	did	a	lot	of	piddling	around	
and	also	by	the	fact	that,	in	my	impatience,	I	left	for	the	corner	quite	a	bit	too	early).	

Upon	arrival,	I	waited	for	about	15	minutes	before	David	came	riding	up	on	
the	back	of	some	guy’s	motorcycle.	My	mood	was	really	not	the	best	because,	try	
though	I	might,	I	could	not	overcome	the	idea	of	how	pitifully	I	was	dressed	for	the	
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occasion.	My	friend	was	European	hippie.	I	was	All‐American	1955,	and	that	
continue	to	bother	me	all	afternoon!	But	at	least	now	I	know,	although	I'm	afraid	it	
may	be	too	late.		

The	afternoon	passed	very	strangely,	and	I	feel	I	can	say	that	without	the	
slightest	fear	of	contradiction.		

First,	we	walked	along	the	banks	of	the	Seine,	but	David	didn't	want	to	sit	for	
the	given	reason	that	it	was	dirty.	I	got	the	feeling	there	was	something	else,	too,	so	
we	went	up	by	the	fountain	of	the	Tuileries	after	having	walked	all	the	way	to	
Concorde	and	sat	in	some	chairs	for	a	while.		

It	seemed	that	David	wanted	to	hear	precisely	from	my	own	lips	what	it	was	
that	I	wanted	to	do,	and	I	think	he	also	wanted	to	hear	that	I	wanted	to	do	it	in	my	
own	apartment.	I	explained	that	that	was	absolutely	impossible,	and	it	was	quite	a	
while	before	he	finally	suggested	that	we	use	his	place	…	or,	as	it	turned	out,	
somebody's	place.		We	got	on	the	Metro	to	La	Motle	Piquit	and	went	up	into	some	
building	where	David	rang	the	doorbell	several	times	before	entering	with	the	key.	
It	soon	became	very	apparent	that	the	poor	guy	was	scared	to	death	of	being	caught	
there	with	me,	and	I	might	as	well	mention	that	evidently	he	doesn't	have	a	cent	
either,	and	if	he's	not	being	kept,	he	is	at	least	leading	a	meager	existence.		

We	did	finally	get	around	to	making	love,	sort	of.		It	was	damn	hot	to	begin	
with.	For	a	while	it	looked	like	everything	was	going	to	be	just	beautiful,	and	David	
has	one	beautiful	body	and	gave	all	the	physical	indications	that	he	wanted	to	be	
screwed	up	the	wall!	He	started	out	by	coming	on	strong,	but	soon	gave	in	to	
passivity	in	the	face	of	Texas	passion.	And	his	dick	was	nice	and	small,	long	and	
slender,	to	be	honest,	just	the	way	that	I	like	them.	I	might	have	even	been	able	to	
accept	the	idea	of	trying	it	on	bottom	except	for	one	little	problem.	David	was	not	
the	least	tiny	bit	excited.	I	mean	it	just	didn't	get	hard.	I've	been	that	route	before,	
and	I	know	how	the	poor	guy	felt.	He	said	that	it	was	because	this	was	the	first	time	
that	he	had	tried	it	with	somebody	besides	his	lover	in	three	years.		

I	won't	say	that	I	believe	that	line	because	he	cruises	the	hell	out	of	
everybody	in	sight,	but	I	know	what	his	problem	is,	and	I'm	in	complete	sympathy.	
What	I	am	afraid	of,	however,	is	that	he	will	be	too	embarrassed	to	call	me	again,	so	I	
certainly	intend	to	call	him	at	the	first	opportunity.	But	if	I	was	the	first	one	that	his	
"softness”	had	occurred	with,	and	I	think	I	might	have	been,	he	may	not	be	too	
anxious	to	try	it	again.	I	intend	to	get	him	bedded	down	here	in	my	room	where	he	
should	have	no	fears,	and	we'll	see	what	happens	then.		

He	later	told	me	that	that	was	not	his	apartment	we	were	in,	but	only	one	in	
which	he	used	to	live.	Maybe	someday	it	will	all	make	sense.		

We	got	dressed	and	went	downstairs	and	started	a	little	walk.	But	almost	
immediately	we	noticed	a	lot	of	policeman	standing	around	and	a	podium	set	up	for	
a	speech.	We	stuck	around	for	a	while	and	began	what	was	to	turn	out	to	be	the	
crowning	blow	of	this	strange	afternoon.		
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There	was	a	cute	young	little	policeman	standing	nearby	and	David	and	I	
began	to	cruise	him	unmercifully,	asking	all	kinds	of	stupid	questions	and	following	
him	around	like	to	little	puppies.	We	walked	from	one	side	of	the	street	to	the	other,	
always	keeping	an	eye	when	our	friend	‐‐	and	he	always	keeping	an	eye	on	us.	That	
lasted	until	6:30.	In	the	meantime,	a	whole	regiment	of	soldiers	arrived,	the	band	
played,	the	Minister	of	the	Interior	arrived	and	gave	a	speech	(it	seems	that	they	
were	changing	the	name	of	a	street	to	some	general's	name).		

It	also	started	to	absolutely	pour	down	rain.	The	last	part	aided	immensely	in	
the	cruising,	but	it	all	ended	quite	fruitlessly	because	the	innocent	(and	I	do	think	
that	was	his	problem	because	he	was	definitely	interested,	and	who	wouldn't	be,	
because,	if	I	do	say	so	myself,	David	and	I	are	two	rather	magnificent	specimens	of	
queerdom)	little	agent	went	trotting	back	with	the	rest	of	them,	and	David	and	I,	
soggy	and	discouraged,	although	thoroughly	amused,	retreated	to	the	depths	of	the	
Metro	station.		

David	headed	for	the	area	of	Bonne	Nouvelle,	where	supposedly	he	really	
lived,	and	I	headed	for	home,	where	I	had	a	super	hassle	trying	to	figure	out	what	to	
wear	for	the	evening	dinner	here	at	the	apartment	with	Mab,	her	daughter‐in‐law,	
and	M.P.		I	finally	asked	Mab	what	she	would	like	me	to	where,	and	she	suggested	
something	that	was	in	the	cleaners.	Then	she	picked	out	the	combination	that	I	
never	would	have	dared	suggest	in	1,000	years.	White	sailor	pants	and	a	pink	–	
pink!	–	shirt!		I	thought	the	pants	were	a	little	much	with	a	double	button‐up	fly,	but	
she	said	that	her	only	regret	was	that	they	were	not	tight	enough!	What	a	woman!	

	We	also	got	into	a	little	discussion	that	turned	out	to	be	extremely	
interesting.	The	subject	of	Ramuntcho	came	up,	and	she	hit	me	with	the	question	of	
wanting	to	know	if	I	was	in	a	little	bit	in	love	with	Ramuntcho.	I	handled	it	pretty	
well	and	fielded	the	question	without	so	much	as	batting	an	eye	or	anything	as	crass	
as	sputtering	denials!	But	more	questions	followed	about	whether	or	not	I	liked	
women	(I	honestly	said	no),	and	why	didn't	a	boy	my	age	want	to	fuck	three	times	a	
week	(I	do	better	than	that,	although	I	didn't	admit	it).		

Mab	is	such	a	fantastic	species	of	woman	that	I	almost	told	her	the	whole	
story,	and	I	think	I	would	if	she	asks	me.	But	now	the	big	event	of	the	evening	is	
passed,	and	having	just	discussed	it	with	Mab	and	MP,	it	seems	that	I	made	quite	an	
impression	on	the	Jacques	and	his	wife.	I	must	admit	that	they	made	quite	the	same	
impression	on	me.	Very,	very	charming	people	and	not	at	all	cold	like	they	had	been	
described.	We	ate	and	ate	and	sat	around	and	talked	and	they	just	now	left.	And,	the	
funny	thing,	as	I	was	leaving	Mab	and	MP	alone,	she	asked	me	if	I	wasn't	leaving	this	
evening,	exactly	like	she	expected	me	to	say	that,	yes,	I	was	going	to	sleep	with	
Ramuntcho.		Yes,	a	very,	very	extraordinary	woman.	Oh,	that	there	were	more	like	
her.		

	

May	14,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning	started	off	as	absolutely	nothing	extraordinary.	I	finally	got	
some	letter	writing	done	that	badly	needed	it:	JT,	Paul,	Gerd.		Around	11:00	AM	I	
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gave	David	a	call	to	invite	him	to	come	fuck	this	afternoon	at	3:00	PM	after	Mab	had	
left	to	play	bridge.	I	have	a	feeling	that	the	problem	he	had	yesterday	had	something	
to	do	with	the	fact	that	he	was	deathly	afraid	somebody	special	would	burst	in	and	
find	us	together.		He	was	a	little	vague	about	his	plans.		It	seemed	that	he	did	have	
some	kind	of	business	plans	to	attend	to.		We'll	see	later.			

I	ate	lunch	from	Mme.	Blanchere's,	as	usual,	and	then	went	to	meet	
Ramuntcho	at	his	café.		I	talked	with	him	and	his	friends	until	I	had	had	quite	
enough	(around	2:00	PM),	and	then	I	returned	back	to	my	room	to	get	a	few	things	
together	to	head	for	the	banks	of	the	Seine.		There,	under	almost	constant	cloud	
cover,	I	laid	around	taking	in	the	"sun."	Finally	I	gave	up	when	it	looked	like	it	was	
about	to	pour.			

From	there	I	climbed	up	to	Ramuntcho’s	atelier	at	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts,	
but	naturally	he	wasn't	there.		So	I	headed	back	to	my	room,	hoping	that	I	could	beat	
the	rain.		As	it	turned	out,	I	even	had	time	to	go	by	the	supermarket	and	get	some	
cardboard	boxes	to	pack	up	some	of	the	documents	I	bought	at	Chartres.		I	spent	a	
good	part	of	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	making	two	splendid	packages	(one	of	which	
Mab	later	told	me	was	too	big,	but	that	is	yet	to	be	proven).		After	that	it	was	time	for	
dinner,	so	I	went	for	another	little	visit	to	Mme.	Blanchere’s	for	a	ham	sandwich	and	
other	crap.				

Then,	for	a	little	cruising	walk,	I	went	all	the	way	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment,	
mounted	seven	flights	of	stairs,	only	to	find	that	he	wasn't	home.		I	returned	home	
after	leaving	a	note	and	proceeded	to	do	some	more	writing	and	reading	of	the	
latest	copy	of	the	Advocate.			

Later,	Ramuntcho	called	and	a	funny	series	of	events	began.		During	the	
conversation,	with	Mab	sitting	by	the	side,	I	mentioned	that	if	it	was	raining,	I	wasn't	
going	to	come	see	Ramuntcho.		At	that	point	Mab	piped	up	with	the	fact	that	no,	it	
wasn't	raining	at	all.		Later,	while	I	was	in	my	room	reading,	she	came	in	the	kitchen,	
opened	the	window,	and	announced	again	that	it	wasn't	raining	…	just	exactly	like	
she	wanted	me	to	go	spend	the	night	with	our	Mauritanian.		So	I	packed	up	my	
briefcase,	and	she	accompanied	me	to	the	door.	There	she	asked	me	if	she	should	
lock	the	inside	bolt	(implying	that	I	wouldn't	be	returning).		I	looked	innocently	back	
and	said	that	no,	I	would	be	coming	in	later.		She	gave	me	a	smile	that	said	she	knew	
damn	well	what	was	going	on	but	she	would	humor	me	all	the	same	and	said	for	me	
to	give	her	love	to	Ramuntcho.			

So,	after	a	long	walk,	and	seven	flights	of	stairs,	I	find	myself	here	in	
Ramuntcho's	bedroom.		We	watched	television	until	quite	late	and	then	called	it	a	
night.		I	don't	know	what	the	problem	was,	but	I	had	one	hell	of	a	time	getting	to	
sleep.		I	think	I	must	be	having	an	allergic	reaction	to	Ramuntcho	or	something	in	
that	apartment	in	the	vicinity	of	the	bed!	

	

May	15,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	
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I	woke	up	this	morning	early	after	an	extremely	restful	night.	My	partner	
Ramuntcho	was	extremely	horny	and,	after	crawling	all	over	me	(to	be	honest,	I	was	
more	interested	in	snoozing),	he	rolled	over	and	announced	that	he	wanted	to	make	
love!	And	he	did	too,	because	he	then	proceeded	to	get	out	the	KY	and	then	to	fuck	
like	he'd	never	fucked	before.		Really,	for	such	a	small	bed	it	was	really	something.	
When	he	had	had	enough	(and	it	took	awhile),	we	got	up,	showered	and	went	
downstairs.		

Once	again	I	accompanied	him	as	far	as	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts	and	then	
continued	on	my	merry	way	back	to	the	Rue	de	Seine.		Soon	afterwards,	I	was	back	
downstairs	getting	my	cleaning	(that	damn	process	costs	a	fortune	in	France)	and	
some	flowers	for	Claudette,	then	back	upstairs	to	get	ready	for	the	big	lunch.	Soon	
MP,	Mab's	boyfriend,	showed	up,	and	we	left	for	the	Metro	station	at	Odeon,	my	first	
ride	in	first	class	since	I	arrived	in	France.		

We	got	off	at	Strasbourg‐St.	Denis	and	walked	to	Claudette's	apartment.	On	
her	street	I	saw	something	that	I	had	never	seen	before	in	my	life!	On	a	Saturday	at	
noon,	the	whores	were	lined	up,	one	every	15	feet	at	the	very	minimum.		It	was	
really	just	incredible,	and	one,	as	MPs	said,	had	tits	so	big	you	had	to	step	off	the	
sidewalk	to	pass!	I	had	heard	about	such	things,	but	today	proved	that	Bill	still	has	a	
lot	more	in	life	to	learn	about	than	he	thought.		

We	had	a	nice	lunch	at	Claudette’s	apartment,	despite	a	substance	on	the	
stairway	that	I	would	swear	was	cum.		Finally	around	4:00	PM	we	came	back	down	
(the	cum	had	dried),	an	EMP	left	for	the	Palace	of	Justice,	while	Mab	and	I	headed	for	
the	Hotel	Proust.		We	looked	over	the	stuff	that	was	on	exhibit,	and	I	found	it	to	be	
neither	as	dirty,	nor	is	interesting,	as	Versailles	or	Chartres.		We	took	a	taxi	back	to	
Rou	de	Seine,	thank	goodness.	Walking	with	Mab	tends	to	tire	me	out.		

I	headed	for	the	banks	of	the	Seine	and,	of	course,	the	clouds	headed	for	the	
sun.	After	I	had	been	settled	for	my	allotted	15	minutes,	it	threatened	to	come	a	
downpour,	so	I	beat	a	quick	retreat.	Besides,	what	little	cruising	that	was	going	on	
was	highly	uninteresting.	Before	going	back	upstairs,	I	went	by	Mme.	Blanchere’s	for	
dinner	and	provisions	for	tomorrow.		On	the	street	outside	my	door	I	spotted	and	
heavily	cruised	a	cute	guy	that	I	have	seen	several	other	times	on	the	Rue	de	Seine.		
He	turned	around	and	came	back,	and	even	waited	for	me	while	I	was	in	
Blanchere's,	but	the	line	was	so	long	that,	by	the	time	I	came	out,	he	had	decided	to	
split.	I	looked	for	him	after	coming	out,	but	he	was	nowhere	to	be	found.	And	even	
after	dropping	off	the	food	upstairs,	I	came	back	down	for	a	little	"walk"	that	
consisted	of	looking	for	that	certain	green	shirt,	but	no	luck.	Soon	it	started	to	rain	
so	that	into	the	cruising	for	today.		

I	must	comment	that	gaiety	certainly	seemed	to	be	out	in	force	today!	The	
promise	of	rain	must	bring	these	French	closet	queers	out	of	hiding!	At	any	rate,	the	
rest	of	the	evening	was	spent	in	my	room	except	for	a	short	descent	in	the	rain	to	get	
Mab	a	newspaper.	I	must	get	packed	for	my	trip	tomorrow.	Luxembourg	is	further	
away	than	I	thought!	
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May	16,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris	&	Luxembourg)	

A	lot	of	ground	covered	today,	but	it	doesn't	take	much	space	to	tell	it	all.	
After	all,	there's	only	so	much	one	can	say	about	a	train.	I	woke	up	very	early	in	the	
morning	and	got	myself	together	for	the	trip	north.	I	headed	for	the	Metro	at	Odeon,	
stopping	on	the	way	for	some	bread	for	lunch	sandwiches	and	some	croissants	for	
breakfast.		The	Gare	de	l’Est	was	a	really	fun	place	to	be	at	8:00	AM,	and	I	elected	to	
take	the	8:15	train	which	was	the	direct	for	Luxembourg.	I	rode,	and	rode,	and	rode,	
and	about	four	hours	later	I	arrived	at	the	tiny	Grand	Duchy.	

Heading	off	down	the	road	that	looked	like	it	went	to	the	center	of	town,	I	
soon	found	that	I	was	tracking	in	the	opposite	direction	of	that	which	I	should	be	
going.	I	corrected	the	situation	and	soon	found	myself	sitting	on	a	bench	
overlooking	a	beautiful	town	built	on	two	sides	of	a	valley	with	big	aqueduct	type	
bridges	joining	them	together.		

There	was	an	absolutely	huge	crowd	all	headed	in	one	direction,	so	naturally	
I	followed	right	along	and	arrived	just	in	time	to	witness	the	parade	of	Our	Lady	of	
Luxembourg.	It	seems	that	it	was	one	of	their	big	national	holidays,	and	everybody	
on	the	street	was	dressed	in	their	Sunday	best	(except	Bill,	of	course,	who	is	in	T‐
shirt	and	blue	jeans).	Blue	and	white	were	the	colors	of	the	day	as	far	as	the	ladies	
outfits	were	concerned,	and	eventually	it	hit	me	that	those	must	be	the	national	
colors.	The	number	of	hats	on	women's	heads	was	astounding,	and	they	were	all	
right	in	style	(1930),	but	I	couldn't	tell	if	they	were	the	new	mode	or	de	l’epoque!		
Some	of	both,	I	think.		

I	happened	to	glance	up	as	one	of	the	windows	on	the	street	opened.	I	saw	
two	little	old	ladies	look	out.	As	soon	as	they	saw	what	was	going	on,	they	
disappeared,	but	soon	reappeared,	both	sporting	a	blue	and	white	hat,	although	still	
wearing	their	house	coats.	From	there	they	hung	out	the	window	and	continue	to	
watch	the	parade	in	high	style.	There	were	ompapa	bands	(about	10),	and	
practically	all	the	little	girls	of	the	country	must	have	been	there	(although	I	was	
disappointed	that	the	boys	seem	to	be	lacking).	Eventually	almost	everybody	on	the	
street	had	fallen	in	behind	one	group	or	another	and	I	was	practically	left	alone	on	
the	sidewalk.	That	was	one	slow‐moving	parade!	Aside	from	that,	I	didn't	see	much	
of	Luxembourg.	Being	Sunday	and	the	holiday,	I	think	that	just	about	everything	was	
closed,	but	I	didn't	even	bother	to	find	out	because	they	really	didn't	seem	to	be	too	
much	to	see!	The	city	itself	and	the	old	fortifications	are	fantastic,	like	something	out	
of	"The	Mouse	That	Roared"	but	that's	about	it.		

By	5:30	I	found	myself	at	the	railway	station,	anxious	to	return	to	Paris.	Once	
again,	the	trip	home	seem	shorter	than	the	going,	but	when	I	arrived	at	the	Gare	de	
l’Est,	it	was	pouring	down	rain	…	just	as	well	that	I	had	left	for	the	day.	But	before	I	
leave	the	Luxembourg,	let	me	make	a	gay	comment	on	the	state	of	their	young	
manhood.	From	what	I	saw,	which	admittedly	was	extremely	little,	it's	not	too	
interesting,	with	the	possible	exception	of	some	beautiful	soldiers	and	policemen	
(soldiers	and	policemen	are	always	beautiful	except	in	Venice)	–	but	even	those	look	
too	German	and	for	me,	that's	three	strikes	before	they	ever	come	to	bat!		
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Upon	arriving	in	Paris,	I	took	the	Metro	and	having	only	halfway	made	up	my	
mind	what	I	wanted	to	do,	I	ended	up	at	Tuileries	and	Ramuntcho's	apartment.	I	
woke	him	up	of	course,	but	he	didn't	have	too	many	complaints	about	the	situation.	I	
babbled	a	blue	streak	for	a	while	while	the	poor	guy	balanced	between	sleep	and	
wakefulness	while	shading	his	eyes	from	the	light.	Finally	I	had	pity	on	the	poor	guy.	
After	all,	I	hardly	ever	give	the	kid	any	privacy	anymore.	I	stripped	and	climbed	
between	the	covers.	So	ended	another	day.	

	

May	17,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris	&	Amiens)	

As	almost	always	happens	when	we	spend	the	night	in	the	same	little	bed,	we	
woke	up	quite	early	this	morning,	and,	both	being	quite	horny,	but	lacking	the	KY,	
we	played	around	a	little	before	actually	making	the	big	move	of	getting	out	of	bed.	
Going	downstairs,	we	ate	breakfast	at	Ramuntcho's	usual	café	and	then	headed	for	
the	École	de	Beaux	Arts.	After	having	made	some	extremely	vague	and	indefinite	
plans	that	will	probably	lead	to	misunderstanding	later	when	I	don't	show,	we	
parted	company.		

I	returned	to	Rue	de	Seine.	I	had	a	lot	to	do	this	morning,	and	unfortunately,	a	
lot	of	it	got	rather	complicated.	First	I	set	out	for	the	SNCF	where	I	found	out	that	it	
was	not	as	cheap	as	I	thought	it	would	be	to	mail	packages.	In	fact,	I	kept	a	package	
of	books	because	it	was	cheaper	by	mail.	Then	I	headed	for	the	bank	(Mab’s	bank),	
where	I	was	supposed	to	cash	a	check	for	her	this	was	the	BNP	on	the	Blvd.	St.	
Michel,	and	upon	arriving	there	and	presenting	my	passport	as	identification,	I	
learned	that	I	could	not	cash	the	check	because	exchange	
regulations,	being	an	alien.	So	I	hauled	everything	up	to	the	
apartment	and	started	over	again.	Back	down	for	lunch	at	
Blanchere’s,	then	I	made	the	trip	to	my	bank	where	I	cashed	a	
check	and	got	some	badly	needed	money.	From	there,	to	the	
post	office	to	get	rid	of	the	last	package	of	books	(the	last	
package	that	I	had	wrapped,	that	is).		Then	happily	back	to	
my	room	to	wait	for	the	time	to	leave	the	train	station.	In	the	
meantime,	I	started	a	letter	to	JT.	Time	soon	arrived	to	go	
down	once	again	to	the	Metro	and	take	it	to	the	Gare	du	Nord	
this	time.	This	afternoon's	activities	were	to	consist	of	a	trip	
to	Ameins	to	see	the	Cathedral.	The	trip	only	lasted	an	hour,	
so	the	round‐trip	was	possible	in	the	afternoon.	The	church	
really	was	beautiful.	Evidently,	during	the	war,	the	windows	were	all	broken,	
because	now	there	is	just	smoked	glass.	But	the	effect	is	great	because	it	lets	them	
all	the	light,	and,	for	once,	you	can	get	a	good	look	at	the	Cathedral	itself	I	may	be	
mistaken,	but	this	cathedral	seemed	much,	much	higher	on	the	inside	than	the	
others	I've	seen.	The	rest	of	the	town	was	a	bust;	having	been	completely	razed	
during	the	war,	it	was	rebuilt	rather	modern.	Two	other	churches	that	I	tried	to	visit	
were	closed	and	looked	abandoned.	As	usual,	I	found	myself	back	in	the	train	station	
early,	itching	to	get	back	to	Paris.	But	upon	arrival	I	found	that	once	again	it	was	
raining.		
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Mme.	Blanchere	furnished	dinner,	and	now	I	am	firmly	ensconced	in	my	little	
room	and	committed	to	a	night	of	literature.	I	owe	a	few	letters.	Jane	Adams	even	
wrote	to	me	today.	Ah,	fond	memories	of	Fairmont	days,	and	even	those	people	who	
don't	write	to	me	are	due	for	a	Nelsonian	blessing	from	the	postal	system.	
Ramuntcho	may	improve	my	sexual,	but	not	my	textural,	activities.	

	

May	18,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)	

Well,	the	long‐awaited	and	long	planned	for	day	finally	arrived.	Since	I	had	
gotten	a	lot	of	my	business	out	of	the	way	yesterday,	I	allowed	myself	the	pleasure	
of	staying	in	bed	later	than	I	had	originally	intended.	Upon	rising,	I	was	famished	
and	headed	for	Blanchere's,	stopping	at	the	post	office	to	send	some	literary	
writings	winging	their	way	across	the	Atlantic.	And	even	one	to	dad	who	is	in	
Singapore.		As	I	was	a	little	too	early	to	get	a	hot	plate	from	Blanchere's,	I	had	to	wait	
a	while	before	I	could	eat	lunch.		

After	succeeding	at	that	little	task,	I	headed	for	Montparnasse,	where	I	caught	
the	12:30	training	for	Chartres.	I	just	had	time	to	have	a	coffee	to	warm	me	up	in	a	
little	café	in	front	of	the	Salle	des	Ventes	before	things	got	going.		

Today	turned	out	to	be	a	very	interesting	day	as	far	as	the	sale	was	
concerned.		They	had	all	kinds	of	interesting	junk,	and	the	prices	were	incredibly	
low!		I	ended	up	buying	three	paintings	and	a	chandelier	from	the	1920s	along	with	
other	assorted	junk.		I	would	have	come	back	with	even	more,	but	near	the	end	the	
strangest	thing	happened.		A	funny	old	lady	showed	up	and	began	buying	anything	
and	everything	at	no	matter	what	the	price.		Unfortunately,	she	got	one	lot	of	stuff	
that	I	really	wanted	and	could	have	bought	very	cheaply.		But	there	was	nothing	
doing.	She	bought	everything	in	sight!		

I	packed	everything	up	and	lugged	it	to	the	train	station	and	through	the	
Metro	to	Odeon	and	then	sneaked	it	upstairs	to	the	apartment.	But	upon	seeing	it	
later,	much	to	my	surprise,	Mab	congratulated	me	on	my	good	purchases!	Oh	well,	I	
guess	I	shouldn't	try	to	outguess	that	woman.		

Since	it	was	quite	late	by	this	time	and	I	hadn't	as	yet	eaten	dinner,	I	went	to	
the	Self	La	Source	on	the	Blvd.	St.	Michel	and	filled	my	gut	with	their	usual	
questionable	delicacies.	Then	back	to	the	apartment	to	finish	the	cleaning	and	
polishing	of	my	purchases.	I	may	be	flattering	my	ego	to	think	so,	but	I	would	think	
that	after	tonight,	Ramuntcho	is	going	to	be	a	little	pissed	at	my	lack	of	attention	the	
past	two	days,	but	I	intend	to	do	something	about	that	both	tomorrow	morning	and	
tomorrow	night	(besides,	I	need	a	shave!).	

	

May	19,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris	&	Rouen)	

So	I	made	it	out	of	bed	relatively	early	for	a	change	and	hauled	my	sweet	self	
over	to	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts	and	up	to	the	third	or	fourth	floor	(which	ever	it	is)	
to	Ramuntcho's	atelier.	There,	I	discussed	the	trip	to	Chartres	and	what	had	been	
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going	on	for	the	past	two	days,	but	since	it	was	smack	in	the	middle	of	the	atelier,	
and	since	I'm	sure	the	ears	of	all	those	damn	snooty	girls	were	tuned	to	our	
wavelength,	things	had	to	be	kept	to	a	minimum.	I	invited	him	to	eat	in	my	room	and	
he	accepted.	So	I	left	and	went	by	the	grocery	store	to	pick	up	some	boxes	to	try	and	
get	some	things	packed	up	in	preparation	for	the	maternal	arrival.		

Ramuntcho	was	late,	of	course,	but	not	all	that	late.	It's	just	that	by	noon	I	am	
absolutely	ravished,	and	five	minutes	seems	like	an	eternity.	We	had	a	nice	lunch	in	
my	room	despite	the	fact	that	Ramuntcho	was	both	scared	stiff	and	highly	
intimidated	by	Mab.	When	we	got	ready	to	leave,	I	told	Mab	(jokingly)	that	I	would	
be	sleeping	with	Ramuntcho	that	night	and	not	to	expect	me.	He	later	told	me	that	at	
that	point	he	almost	had	a	heart	attack.	All	the	beginnings	of	a	greater	
disagreements	yet	to	come.		

From	the	apartment	we	walked	toward	the	café	on	the	Rue	Mazet	and,	
leaving	him	there,	I	headed	for	the	Metro	and	the	Gare	St.	Lazare	where	I	took	the	
first	train	to	Rouen.		I	intend	to	see	all	the	big	Gothic	cathedrals	before	I	leave	this	
country,	and	they	told	me	there	was	a	nice	one	there.	So,	not	knowing	any	
differently,	off	I	went!	I	must	say	that	they	were	right.	There	were	three	cathedrals,	
in	fact,	but	all	of	them	suffered	enormously	during	the	war	and	were	nothing	
compared	to	the	others	that	I've	seen.	But	the	town	(or	city)	of	Rouen	was	very	
interesting	to	see.	In	fact,	so	far,	if	I	were	to	live	in	France,	and	couldn't	live	in	Paris,	
Rouen	would	probably	be	my	choice	of	domicile.	Of	course,	I	haven't	seen	much	
other,	but	I	was	highly	impressed.		

It's	a	little	modern	city,	but	with	lots	of	ancient	culture.	And	besides,	there	
were	finally	some	pretty	boys	to	be	seen	for	a	change!	France	had	better	get	on	the	
ball;	it's	beginning	to	disappoint	this	American	in	that	respect!		But	despite	all	of	
that,	I	was	chomping	at	the	bits	when	it	came	time	to	return	to	Paris.		From	the	Gare	
St.	Lazare,	I	walked	to	Rue	St.	Roch,	only	to	find	that	Ramuntcho	was	not	yet	there.		I	
made	use	of	the	ascent	by	passing	in	the	seventh	floor	bathroom	and	then	went	
down	to	the	Self	Tuileries	for	a	quick	dinner	before	he	returned.		

As	I	sat	there	eating	the	filth	that	they	served	me,	I	happened	to	see	
Ramuntcho	walking	by	the	door.	I	waved,	and	by	an	amazing	chance,	he	saw	me	and	
came	inside.	When	I	finished,	we	went	and	sat	in	the	Gardens	of	Tuileries	and	talked	
for	a	while,	then	it	was	upstairs	to	watch	a	little	TV	in	the	nude,	but	of	course	with	
Ramuntcho	always	as	horny	as	he	is,	it	was	a	little	bit	difficult	to	watch	the	movie.	

	Then	for	some	god	damn	reason	we	got	into	a	discussion	about	art	and	we	
argued	well	into	the	night.	He	gets	extremely	mad	because	I	won't	blindly	accept	
what	he	parrots	back	from	his	professors	concerning	what	is	"art"	and	what	is	good	
taste.	If	his	tone	continues	like	that,	he	is	going	to	make	one	lousy	teacher.	He	does	
get	quite	insulting	without	realizing	it	when	he	says	things	like	he	understands	why	
I	don't	appreciate	good	art,	because	he	knows	that	no	Americans	have	really	good	
taste.	He	is	a	master	at	vast	generalizations	(like	most	Frenchmen	–	thus	criticizing	a	
generalization	by	a	generalization).		
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The	French	method	of	teaching	has	never	taught	Ramuntcho	to	question,	
only	to	blindly	accept	what	he	has	been	told.	Therefore,	he,	like	Gerald,	has	no	
personal	taste,	only	the	taste	of	their	teachers,	and	that	goes	right	down	the	line	until	
you	hit	bottom	somewhere	in	the	middle	of	the	18th	century.		Not	a	very	healthy	
atmosphere	for	country	in	the	20th	if	you	ask	me.	Especially	France.		Imagine	the	
problem	some	young	architect	is	going	to	have	when	he	tries	to	explain	why	he	likes	
a	certain	painting	by	saying	that	it	has	a	harmony	of	colors	and	form!		Tilt!		But	
that's	the	France	of	today	–	and	part	of	her	problem,	and	the	reason	she's	not	
producing	anything	worth	shit	from	an	artistic	point	of	view:	living	in	the	past.		
Listening	to	the	radio	this	morning,	half	the	songs	were	from	the	20s	and	30s.	I'm	
not	too	sure	that	that's	healthy	as	far	as	growth	is	concerned.	

	

May	20,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Upon	awakening	this	morning,	the	state	of	my	morale	had	not	much	
improved	from	the	midnight	insults.		I	have	a	hard	time	tolerating	people	who	do	
not	have	a	mind	of	their	own.			

We	finally	got	dressed	and	got	downstairs	when	Ramuntcho	decided	that	he	
was	too	hot	in	his	pullover	and	wanted	to	change,	so	I	waited	for	him	in	the	Tuileries	
Garden,	and,	since	he	is	Mauritanian	(i.e.,	extremely	slow‐moving)	I	waited	a	long,	
long	time.		He	finally	showed	up,	and	it	was	then	that	the	big	scene	really	began.		

But	before	I	begin	the	description	of	that,	let	me	say	that	it	is	my	fault	that	the	
whole	thing	took	place.	One	may	notice	that	over	the	past	four	days,	there	has	been	
a	definite	lack	of	fornicating	(if	that	term	applies	to	us).	If	I	had	fucked	Ramuntcho’s	
brains	out	like	I	should	have,	he	wouldn't	have	had	the	incredible	ideas	that	led	to	
the	following	problem.		

It	started	by	the	fact	that	he	suggested	we	go	directly	to	the	swimming	pool	
(not	even	thinking	about	the	fact	that	we	hadn't	eaten	lunch,	nor	that	I	didn't	have	
my	swimming	suit).		I,	in	probably	what	was	a	rather	exasperated	tone,	explained	
the	situation	to	him,	and	it	was	then	that	he	explained	his	bright	idea	that	he	never	
intended	to	set	foot	in	Mme.	Bergeret’s	apartment	again.		Something	about	his	
reputation	and	being	ashamed,	etc.	etc.		

That	I	could	not	tolerate	and	must	have	come	pretty	close	to	exploding.		Once	
again,	it	was	not	his	mind	working,	but	some	hidden	force	of	the	past	that	I	do	not	
understand.	It's	really	weird,	and	frightening	at	the	same	time.	But	by	a	combination	
of	the	force	of	my	age,	my	threats	and	my	reasoning,	he	finally	agreed	to	come	with	
me.		

We	stopped	by	Blanchere’s	to	pick	up	something	to	eat	and	then	went	up	to	
my	room.	As	it	happened,	Mab	was	relaxing	in	bed,	and	Ramuntcho	never	even	saw	
her	–	such	a	pain	and	wasted	mental	energy	for	absolutely	nothing!			

From	there	we	went	directly	to	the	Piscine	Deligny	and	spent	the	entire	
afternoon	laying	in	the	sun.	But,	since	this	is	France,	and	it	is	only	20	May,	it	was	still	
a	little	bit	cool.	Some	of	Paris's	best	queers	were	there	in	undress	–	Paris’s	is	best,	I	
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said	–	I	didn't	say	that	it	was	great.		I	should	be	honest	and	say	that	Frenchmen	are	
beautiful,	and,	on	the	average,	probably	much	better	than	Americans.		But	the	
extraordinary	are	few	and	far	between.		When	it	really	did	begin	to	get	a	bit	chilly,	
we	left	the	pool	and	went	to	sit	in	the	Tuileries	Garden.		Ramuntcho	set	about	
reading	his	book,	not	even	thinking	about,	I	must	add,	the	fact	that	I	was	left	there	
staring	at	the	crowds.		In	a	little	while	he	must've	had	a	little	conscience	crisis	
because	he	suggested	that	we	go	up	on	the	terrace	to	watch	the	gay	parade,	but	he	
nullified	it	all	by	insisting	that	we	go	to	the	terrace	where	nobody	was,	and	I	ended	
up	staring	at	the	trees	instead	of	the	few	people	that	I	had	to	watch	before.		

After	about	45	minutes,	I	had	had	quite	enough	and	got	up	to	leave.	I	made	a	
rendezvous	with	him	to	meet	at	the	café	tomorrow	to	get	a	look	at	the	well	hung	
nude	male	models	at	the	school.		He	didn't	seem	too	happy	at	the	idea	that	I	was	
leaving	him,	but	I	was	quite	content	that	he	wasn't	content.		Since	I	love	to	be	
miserable,	and	to	“cache	les	sentiments,”	as	he	says,	I	was	only	too	happy	to	let	him	
practice	what	he	preaches	and	see	for	himself	how	shitty	it	is.		

I	had	told	him	this	morning	the	line	about	preferring	to	love	from	afar	
without	the	physical	side	was	a	bunch	of	crap,	and	I	had	also	said	that	if	that	was	
what	he	admired	so	damn	much,	that	I	was	quite	willing	to	give	it	a	try	–	so	this	is	
the	follow	through.		If	he	is	so	embarrassed	that	I	spend	the	night	with	him,	it's	time	
he	realized	that	the	only	other	alternative	is	that	I	don't	spend	the	night	with	him.	
We'll	wait	and	see	how	that	works!		In	the	meantime,	I	came	home	and	Mab	offered	
to	feed	me	for	some	unknown	reason,	so	I	ate	what	she	had	to	offer	and	set	the	rest	
of	the	evening	aside	for	the	writing	of	journal	and	correspondence.		

	

May	21,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

Good	morning,	Paris,	and	oh	shit!	What	pitiful	weather!		How	the	hell	can	it	
be	so	cold	this	late	in	May?		Oh	well,	a	lot	bigger	things	than	the	weather	haven't	
stopped	me	before,	so	I	got	up	and	set	out	to	do	a	few	errands	like	the	laundry.		
Then,	in	order	to	avoid	having	to	go	to	the	Champs	Elysées,	I	asked	Matt	to	call	the	
bank	for	me	to	find	out	just	how	much	money	I	had	since	I	hadn't	received	a	receipt	
from	the	last	check	that	I	sent	in.		Well,	they	informed	me	that	I	had	a	grand	total	of	
12	Francs	in	my	account	(oh	happy	day)	and	that	they	had	no	idea	in	what	office	of	
the	bank	my	check	might	might	be	resting,	nor	even	if	it	had	ever	arrived.		

Of	course,	I	was	absolutely	ravished	by	the	idea	of	not	having	any	money,	
especially	since	I	had	planned	to	set	out	for	parts	unknown	this	weekend,	but	Mab	
came	to	my	rescue	by	loaning	me	200	Francs,	and	from	there,	plans	proceeded	fairly	
much	as	usual.		

I	gathered	together	food	for	the	trip	and	lunch	at	Primisterre	and	
Blanchere’s.		Then,	after	some	hand	washing	and	packing	of	"antiques"	in	cartons	to	
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wait	for	Mother,36	it	was	time	to	leave	for	the	café	to	meet	Ramuntcho	to	go	see	the	
big	dicks	at	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts.	Upon	arriving	there,	I	found	him	completely	
surrounded	by	the	clan	(75%	girls),	but	we	left	fairly	soon	for	the	school	with	poor	
Annie	following	like	a	little	puppy.		

We	got	to	his	atelier,	and	he	signed	and	dated	my	portrait	for	me	to	take	
home.		He	insisted,	of	course,	that	I	take	something	to	cover	it	with	because	he	was	
embarrassed	to	have	my	penis	parading	down	the	Blvd.	St.	Germain	with	his	name	
signed	beside	it	(as	if	anyone	would	recognize	his	name!).		

Before	leaving,	we	went	up	to	an	atelier	with	the	models,	and	there	I	saw	the	
long‐sought	penis.		I	must	admit	that	I	was	a	little	bit	disappointed	by	the	model	
because	he	was	older	than	I	expected,	but	the	dick	certainly	was	prodigious.		And	
such	an	interesting	body	–	especially	for	an	artist	–	skinny,	yet	muscular.		

After	spending	about	30	minutes	gawking	at	the	nudity,	Ramuntcho	and	I	
headed	for	my	room	to	get	a	bottle	of	Scotch	that	dad	brought	me	on	his	last	trip	to	
give	away	as	gifts.		When	we	arrived	at	the	door,	I	found	it	locked	from	the	inside	
and	from	the	overall	look	of	things,	it	would	appear	that	we	surprised	Mab	and	MP,	
together	(although	what	they	were	doing	I	cannot	possibly	imagine).		

Ramuntcho	and	I	made	kissy‐face	in	my	room	for	awhile.	Then	we	headed	for	
a	gallery	on	the	Rou	de	Seine	that	I	wanted	very	much	to	see.	It	was	the	drawings	of	
the	man	that	had	done	a	lot	of	the	fantastic	costume	designs	for	the	Folies	Bergere.		I	
had	seen	him	on	TV,	and	seeing	the	real	art	was	quite	a	treat.	They	are	priced,	
however,	at	a	ridiculous	level:	2,000‐3,000	Francs	each!		

From	there,	Ramuntcho	had	to	take	the	Metro	to	Pigalle,	so	I	said	goodbye	
and	went	home,	stopping	on	the	way	to	pick	up	a	carton	that	I	saw	that	turned	out	to	
be	just	perfect	for	packing	up	all	the	frames	and	paintings	that	I	have	collected.		
After	that	there	wasn't	much	of	anything	accomplished	except	to	get	ready	for	the	
night’s	trip	to	Marseille.	I'm	going	to	get	on	the	train	tonight,	but	I	haven't	yet	
decided	where	I'm	going	to	get	off!	I	want	very	much	to	visit	l’Ile	du	Levant	if	the	
weather	is	nice,	but	I	feel	guilty	about	not	seeing	Nice	or	Cannes	when	I'm	down	
there!		Oh	well,	we'll	see,	but	I	have	a	feeling	that	my	urge	to	take	off	my	clothes	is	
going	to	prevail!		So	when	dinnertime	rolled	around,	of	course,	it	meant	another	
visit	to	Blanchere’s	for	and	dinner	alone	in	my	room.		Mab	pattered	around	
occupying	herself	with	my	business	and	ended	up	calling	the	train	station	to	be	sure	
that	I	got	on	the	right	train.		Around	9:00	PM,	I	headed	for	the	Metro	and	the	Gare	de	
Lyon	where	I	caught	the	train	for	Marseille.		Since	the	train	was	ready	crowded,	I	
wasn't	lucky	enough	to	get	a	cabin	to	myself,	and	I	spent	the	night	with	a	very	old	
lady	and	her	40‐ish	son.	

	

May	22,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Monaco	&	Nice)	

																																																								
36	Bill’s	mother	was	planning	a	trip	to	Paris	to	visit	him.		Obviously,	he	was	planning	to	load	her	up	with	
packaged	antiques	to	carry	back	to	the	States	when	she	departed	Paris,	much	as	he	had	done	with	his	father’s	
visits.	
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Morning	on	the	Riviera	was	not	just	a	whole	hell	of	a	lot	different	from	
yesterday	morning	in	Paris.	It	was	cold	and	it	was	raining	and	therefore	I	just	stayed	
on	the	train	until	it	got	to	Monaco,	hoping	that	we	would	eventually	reach	clear	
skies.	The	old	lady	and	her	traveling	companion	got	off	at	Marseille,	so	I	made	the	
rest	of	the	trip	alone.		

Upon	arriving	in	Monaco,	I	had	a	surprise	in	store	for	me.	Evidently	I	have	jet	
set	in	my	blood	or	something	–	Luxembourg	for	their	national	holiday	and	then,	in	
all	ignorance,	I	arrive	in	Monaco	on	the	day	of	the	Grand	Prix!	Thousands	and	
thousands	of	people	wandering	around	in	the	rain	with	a	little	paid	tag	attached	to	
them.		For	awhile	I	thought	that	I	had	free	entry	into	the	country	but	would	have	to	
pay	15	Francs	to	get	out!		But	finally	I	found	a	route	back	to	the	train	station	that	
didn't	lead	through	the	spectator	area.		

Although	I	may	have	jet	set	in	my	veins,	the	blood	flowing	near	the	surface	
has	none	of	those	characteristics.	I	could	have	cared	less	about	the	car	race,	and	the	
people	and	the	rain.		The	cold	quickly	got	to	me,	and	before	long	I	was	on	the	first	
train	back	to	Nice.	It	was	almost	a	strain	not	to	just	keep	right	on	going	back	to	Paris.	
It	has	finally	happened	to	me.	I	am	homesick,	but	the	home	that	I	am	sick	for	is	Paris!	
It's	really	a	shame	that	my	first	exposure	to	the	Côte	d'Azur	had	to	be	the	Côte	de	
Gris,	because	I	can	tell	that	this	area	must	really	be	fantastic	when	the	weather	is	
nice.		

In	Nice,	I	finally	found	a	hotel	after	trying	several	with	no	luck	and	installed	
myself	in	the	Hotel	Lyonnais	on	the	fifth	floor	in	a	teeny	tiny	under	the	roof	room.	
Then	I	took	out	walking	and	spent	almost	the	entire	afternoon	lost.	I	must've	spent	
30	minutes	walking	in	one	direction	before	it	dawned	on	me	that	the	way	to	the	
beach	would	not	be	uphill!	But	even	in	my	lost	state,	I	did	manage	to	find	Nice’s	
equivalent	to	the	flea	market,	and	without	
even	trying.	And	I	actually	ended	up	buying	
two	frames	and	five	tulips	(but	that	was	in	
two	separate	trips).	Trying	to	find	the	place	
the	second	time	led	to	more	lost	
wanderings	and	huge	detours	(in	the	
occasional	rain).	But	even	without	trying,	I	
did	manage	to	see	the	flower	market,	the	
old	Port	of	Nice,	and	the	Promenade	des	
Anglais.		I	walked	up	and	down	the	Avenue	
Jean	Medecín	until	I	thought	I	would	drop	
waiting	for	a	cheap	and	good‐looking	restaurant	to	open.	It	finally	did	and	really	
was!	I	was	so	happy	to	get	a	good	meal	down	my	gut.	My	only	problem	on	these	
trips	is	that	I	really	don't	eat	well	enough.	From	the	restaurant	I	came	up	directly	to	
my	room	where	I	intend	to	wash	my	tulips,	write	a	few	postcards,	and	hit	the	long‐
awaited	hay!	

	

May	23,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Nice,	Cannes	&	Toulon)	
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That	long‐awaited	hay	arrived	at	8:30	at	night,	and	the	morning	did	not	
arrive	until	about	12	hours	later.		There	was	no	doubt	about	it,	I	was	dead	tired.	But	
having	slept	that	long,	I	was	feeling	fine	for	the	morning.		Much	my	surprise,	the	
weather	matched	my	spirits,	but	that	did	not	dissuade	me	from	my	decision	to	quit	
Nice,	so	I	got	on	the	first	train	for	Cannes.			

Upon	arriving	there,	I	headed	straight	for	the	beach	in	order	to	walk	up	and	
down	the	Croissant	(or	whatever	they	call	it)	one	time.	Having	completed	that	little	
moment	of	history,	I	installed	myself	on	the	public	beach,	determined	to	get	two	
hours	worth	of	sunshine	before	the	next	train	left.		

The	Cannes	Film	Festival	is	supposedly	in	full	swing,	a	very	chic	affair,	but	
the	public	beach	was	inhabited	by	a	lot	of	very	un‐chic	hippies.		One	character	was	a	
self‐appointed	preacher	(shaved	head	all	except	for	a	top	hat).		He	was	expounding	
the	same	crap	I've	heard	in	many	other	places	and	languages	and	accents.		The	
weather	did	not	hold	for	my	two	hours	and	I	found	myself	at	the	train	station	rather	
early.			

My	next	stop	was	Toulon,	where	I	was	determined	to	get	informed	about	
visiting	Levant,	if	not	actually	go	for	a	short	visit.		I	found	a	nice	hotel	room	at	the	
Richelieu	and	began	wondering	about	the	city	looking	for	the	beach.		As	this	is	one	of	
the	centers	of	the	French	Navy,	I	was	delighted	to	see	just	hundreds	and	hundreds	of	
sailors	wandering	around,	too,	but	I	was	less	delighted	when	I	saw	just	how	
interested	they	were	in	me!		

On	the	dock	of	the	city	I	got	my	information	about	Levant	(two	hours	away	
and	the	boats	weren't	running	yet),	so	I	got	on	a	boat	and	went	to	a	beach	on	the	
other	side	of	the	harbor.		The	weather	was	reasonably	good,	but	at	about	5:00	PM	it	
really	got	cold.	I	headed	back	for	the	boat	and	the	main	part	of	town.		

I	went	to	the	train	station	to	make	a	reservation	for	tomorrow's	trip	back	to	
Paris,	because	the	train	was	so	full	today	that	I	thought	I	had	better	have	a	
reservation	just	to	make	sure.	At	the	station	I	discovered	that	the	SNCF	has	put	on	a	
special	train	Paris–to‐Hyeres	direct	(the	port	for	Ile	du	Levant).		So	the	nudity	will	
just	have	to	come	later	with	a	special	trip.	Then	I	did	some	more	walking	around	the	
town	trying	to	blow	off	a	little	time	before	dinner	(and	trying	to	find	at	least	one	
sailor	that	was	interested).		I	succeeded	in	blowing	off	a	lot	of	time,	but	not	in	
finding	the	sailor.		I	ate	another	delicious	dinner	in	a	restaurant	downstairs	from	the	
hotel.		This	no‐lunch‐big‐dinner	thing	is	great	for	saving	money.		One	meal	a	day	
with	a	lunch	supplied	by	Mab!		After	dinner	it	was	directly	upstairs	for	bed,	since	I	
don't	like	lurking	around	a	strange,	or	even	familiar,	town	at	night	unless	I	know	
specifically	where	I	want	to	do	my	lurking.		

	

May	24,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Toulon,	Saint‐Raphael,	Toulon)	
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No	luck	the	next	morning,	for	
the	sky	was	overcast	and	it	was	cold	
as	it	witch’s	tit.		And	since	it	was	
almost	noon	by	the	time	I	emerged	
from	the	hotel,	there	was	no	hope	
that	the	beach	would	be	any	fun	
whatsoever.	So,	I	took	the	usual	
action	in	cases	such	as	this	and	
plopped	my	ass	on	the	first	train	for	
Saint‐Raphael.			

I	had	decided	the	night	before	
that	I	might	as	well	go	to	have	a	look	
to	see	what	was	there	so	I	could	at	
least	say	that	I	had	been	there	and	would	know	if	I	ever	wanted	to	return.	The	train	
ride	was	much	longer	than	I	remembered	or	expected	and	upon	arrival,	I	found	that	
the	trains	didn't	run	as	often	as	I	thought	they	did.	As	a	result,	I	had	exactly	one	hour	
and	15	minutes	to	see	the	town	of	San	Rafael	(and,	as	I	was	to	discover	later,	Fréjus).		

Well,	that	allotted	time	wasn't	
really	enough,	but	I	did	notice	in	passing	
that	the	two	towns,	especially	Fréjus,	
our	charming	little	tourist	resorts	and	
well	worth	the	trouble	of	returning	if	a	
suntan	is	all	you're	looking	for.	Almost	
immediately,	it	was	(poof!)	back	in	the	
train	and	back	to	Toulon.	When	I	
arrived,	the	weather	being	as	contrary	
as	it	is	in	that	region,	the	sky	was	
reasonably	clear	and	there	was	a	
reasonable	degree	of	what	one	might	
call	warmth	in	the	air.		Having	nothing	
better	to	do,	I	headed	for	the	beach,	

which	was	no	short	hike	by	any	means.	And,	since	I	had	had	the	intelligence	to	
where	my	bathing	suit	under	my	clothes	(just	in	case),	I	was	able	to	stretch	out	on	a	
cement	block	to	take	advantage	of	a	few	moments	of	sunshine.	But	of	course,	around	
5	o'clock,	the	wind	of	the	cold	made	it	absolutely	intolerable	to	stay	any	longer,	so	I	
got	dressed	and	started	walking	back	up	the	hill	toward	the	train.		

Oh,	I	forgot	to	mention	that	on	the	way	to	the	beach	I	had	stopped	in	to	visit	
the	Naval	Museum	on	the	harbor	–	hardly	worth	noting.			

Upon	mounting	the	hill,	I	found	myself	face‐to‐face	with	Rue	Pres‐des‐
Pichens,	the	street	where	the	uncle	of	Ramuntcho	lived.	So,	throwing	my	
reservations	to	the	wind,	he	entered	into	the	building	with	the	address	that	
Ramuntcho	had	given	me	and	was	not	terribly	surprised	when	a	little	girl	inside	told	
me	that	it	was	not	there,	but	the	building	next	door.	I	think	I	would	have	been	more	
surprised	if	Ramuntcho	had	gotten	the	address	right!			
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I	proceeded	to	the	door	of	the	apartment	and	then	spent	the	next	45	minutes	
in	extremely	pleasant	conversation	with	the	uncle,	the	aunt	(who	is	about	20	years	
younger)	and	an	old	commandant	friend.			They	were	absolutely	adorable	people	
and	extremely	friendly.	Ramuntcho	seems	to	be	the	only	one	of	his	race	that	really	
abides	by	the	rule	that	they	claim	to	adhere	to	–	everybody	else	is	very	friendly	and	
20th	century!			

Upon	leaving	them,	I	went	back	to	town	where	I	found	that	the	café	I	wanted	
to	return	to	for	dinner	was	closed.		So	I	walked	up	and	down	the	dock	looking	for	a	
place	that	had	the	appearance	of	serving	good	solid	food.		Not	finding	one	at	that	
early	hour,	I	did	the	next	most	logical	thing	(heavy	sarcasm	intended).		I	bought	two	
sandwiches	at	a	stand	and	had	dinner	on	a	park	bench	watching	the	world	go	by.	
After	watching	a	sister	get	frustrated	cruising	a	cute	little	sailor	seated	on	the	next	
bench	down,	it	was	time	to	hit	the	train	station	–	not	really	time	yet,	of	course,	but	it	
was	getting	cold	and	it	was	either	go	inside	somewhere	or	run	the	risk	of	frostbite!	

	When	my	train	arrived,	I	had	the	unpleasant	surprise	to	discover	that	my	
compartment,	as	well	as	the	others,	was	completely	full	–	so	I	spent	the	entire	night	
sitting	up.		I	somehow	managed	to	get	a	little	sleep	all	the	same.		It	is	gotten	so	that	
as	soon	as	I	take	out	my	contacts,	it's	as	good	as	sleep,	no	matter	what	I	happen	to	be	
doing.	

	

May	25,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Marseille,	Paris	&	Chartres)	

The	ride	from	Marseille	is	really	not	all	that	long,	and	although	I	woke	up	
many,	many	times	during	the	night,	the	arrival	at	the	Gare	de	Lyon	came	
surprisingly	quickly	–	and	surprisingly	early	–	6:40	in	the	morning.		I	was	extremely	
surprised	by	the	small	number	of	people	on	the	streets	at	that	hour	in	Paris.		I	took	
the	Metro	to	Odeon	and	went	to	the	apartment	only	to	discover	that	at	7:00	AM,	the	
door	was	still	locked	from	the	inside,	with	Mab	and	her	earplugs,	there	was	
absolutely	no	chance	of	gaining	entrance.		So	I	hauled	all	my	gear	(three	parcels	
worth)	to	the	Boulevard	St.	Germain	and	found	the	only	café	in	the	area	that	was	
open	for	breakfast	and	had	two	croissants	and	some	hot	chocolate	while	reading	"Le	
Salaire	de	la	Peur"	by	George	Arnaud.	That	passed	the	time	until	about	9:00	AM	
when	I	was	scandalized	by	a	bill	of	5	Francs.		

I	returned	to	95	Rue	de	Seine	to	try	once	again	to	enter	my	room.		This	time	it	
was	open,	and	Mab	was	just	all	giggles	about	the	luck	that	I	had	as	she	had	just	
opened	the	door.		I	decided	that	it	really	wasn't	worth	the	trouble	to	explain	that	I	
had	been	there	two	hours	earlier,	and	just	let	it	pass.			

We	exchanged	news	about	the	three	days	passed,	and	then	I	went	to	my	
room	to	put	a	few	things	in	order	(like	my	face,	for	instance).		High	on	the	list	was	an	
affair	with	the	bank.	They	seemed	to	have	lost	$250	of	my	money,	and	since	I	had	no	
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news	awaiting	me	when	I	returned,	I	decided	it	was	high	time	to	pay	a	visit	to	Mlle.	
de	l’Etoile37	on	the	Champs	Elysees.			

So,	into	the	Metro	again	where	I	began	to	get	the	feeling	that	I	was	going	to	
pass	half	my	life	in	one	sort	or	train	or	another.		At	the	bank,	it	was	confirmed	that,	
no,	they	didn't	know	where	the	check	was,	so	I	deposited	another	$250	that	luckily	
had	arrived	in	today's	mail	and	was	content	for	the	moment	that	they	had	promised	
to	look	for	it.		

Back	to	the	Metro	and	home	where	I	was	soon	back	downstairs	getting	lunch	
at	Blanchere’s.		Then,	wolfing	that	down,	it	was	back	in	the	Metro	for	the	Gare	
Montparnasse	and	the	day's	trip	to	Chartres.		By	that	time,	be	well	assured,	it	
seemed	much	later	in	the	day	than	noon!		The	train	ride	was	made	more	pleasant	by	
the	continued	reading	of	my	book	which	was	proving	to	be	quite	interesting.	

Chartres	was	the	usual	thing,	beginning	with	a	Coke	at	the	corner	café.		The	
sale	was	interesting,	although	I	came	away	having	only	bought	one	set	of	vases	(I	
guess	that's	what	one	would	call	them).		But	something	far	more	interesting	
happened	than	my	purchase	of	the	two	vases.		I	don't	know	if	I	recorded	that	a	week	
ago	at	the	auction	I	made	the	acquaintance	of	a	rather	attractive	woman	in	her	late	
20s	or	early	30s.		Well,	I	spotted	her	again	this	week	and	said	hello.		She	came	over	
and	sat	at	the	desk	beside	me	where	there	was	absolutely	no	room.			

The	entire	afternoon	I	felt	her	whole	presence	constantly	and	determinedly	
leaning	toward	me.		And	the	occasional	conversation	took	some	rather	strange	turns	
as	well,	like:	do	I	like	to	visit	châteaus?		Do	I	go	to	the	flea	market	after	…	Yes	…	she	
too	would	like	to	go	sometime.		And	to	make	a	whole	afternoon	very	short,	she	
stayed	with	me	right	up	until	the	end	of	the	sale.		Afterwards,	as	we	were	leaving,	
she	asked	me	if	I	would	like	to	have	coffee	somewhere.		She	was	having	a	bit	of	
difficulty	at	this	point	because	it	was	clear	what	she	wanted	and	yet	hesitant	
because	a	lady,	especially	a	French	lady,	does	not	take	the	initiative	on	such	subjects.	
But	since	I	was	being	no	help	whatsoever	and	had	absolutely	no	intention	of	
starting,	it	was	all	up	to	her.		

I	made	some	lame	excuse	about	somebody	waiting	for	me	in	Paris,	but	since	I	
happened	to	have	the	new	train	schedule	in	my	hand,	it	was	consulted	and	we	
discovered	that	I	had	over	30	minutes	before	the	next	train.	So,	trapped,	I	suggested	
that	we	stop	in	the	same	corner	café	for	the	coffee.		

I	don't	know	exactly	what	she	had	in	mind,	but	she	only	seemed	to	be	half	
pleased	by	that	suggestion.		We	did	go	in	and	we	did	have	a	coffee.		And	more.		After	
much	beating	around	the	bush,	the	subject	of	the	châteaus	came	up	again.		I	wonder	
how	many	Frenchmen	use	their	national	monuments	as	prelude	to	propositions?		At	
any	rate,	that's	what	happened	here	because	with	great	difficulty	she	came	around	
to	suggesting	that	we	visit	the	Château	de	Maintenon	together.		I	agreed	hesitantly	
out	of	politeness,	and	we	set	the	date	for	next	Monday	afternoon.	But	while	we	were	
setting	the	date,	two	strange	facts	came	up.		Number	one,	she	is	not	free	this	
																																																								
37	A	somewhat	oblique	literary	reference,	Mlle.	De	l’Etoile	was	one	of	the	characters	in	the	1651	comic	novel	
“Roman	comique”	by	Paul	Scarron	(1610‐1660).	
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weekend,	and	number	two,	she	didn't	give	me	her	last	name	–	both	of	which	tend	to	
indicate	that	Madame	(and	she	never	corrected	me	in	such	a	designation)	is	
married.		There	is	no	doubt	that	what	she	has	in	mind	was	certainly	not	showing	the	
Château	de	Maintenon	to	a	foreign	student.			M’lady	wants	to	screw!		Well,	God	and	
my	prostate	gland	willing,	that's	exactly	what	I	intend	to	do.		That's	one	little	
adventure	that	is	lacking	from	my	existence,	and	this	is	a	good	chance	to	get	it	
behind	me.		Besides,	it	will	be	interesting	to	see	if	I	can.	There's	no	denying	that	I'm	
100%	queer	and,	to	be	honest,	I	don't	think	I'll	be	able	to	get	it	up	for	her,	but	I'd	like	
to	make	the	effort	anyway.		And	if	she	is	married,	that	would	solve	any	problem	
resulting	afterwards	–	with	the	possible	exception	of	being	shot	by	her	husband.		

Putting	that	behind	me	until	next	week,	I	headed	for	the	train	station	and	
then	read	all	the	way	back	to	Paris.		Metro	to	Rue	de	Seine,	and	then	almost	
immediately	(after	accounting	my	little	adventure	to	Mab,	who	curiously	enough,	
didn't	seem	too	pleased	by	the	idea	of	me	shacking	up	with	a	cunt),	back	down	to	
the	Self	Source	for	dinner.		After	that,	to	wind	up	my	otherwise	absolutely	crazy	day	
in	a	like	manner,	I	got	back	on	the	Metro	for	the	Tuileries	and	went	up	to	visit	
Ramuntcho	for	the	evening.		We	exchanged	news	for	a	couple	of	hours,	and	then	I	
took	a	shower	(at	long	last)	and	we	called	it	a	night.			

Ramuntcho	is	such	a	weird	kid.	Our	lovemaking	lately	has	been	much	less	
passionate	(especially	on	my	side),	and	we	have	abstained	from	screwing	for	almost	
a	week	now	–	or	maybe	more	–	but	that	isn't	all.		The	poor	kid	is	going	to	let	himself	
be	talked	into	marrying	that	cunt	Francoise	by	her	family	as	a	"marriage	of	
convenience."		I	tried	to	tell	him	that	that	idea	was	about	200	years	old,	but	he	
seemed	proud	of	the	idea	of	continuing	the	tradition!			

One	other	little	fact	of	the	day	that	might	prove	of	interest:	I	got	a	letter	from	
Gerd	in	which	he	seemed	very	unhappy	and	hurt,	but	finally	admitted	that	I	had	
“changed	very	much	lately"	and	that	evidently	things	aren't	the	same	as	they	were	
before.		He	affirmed	that	I	shouldn't	worry	about	him	because	he	could	live	without	
me	after	all,	but	that	he	still	loved	me	very	much.		A	very	touching,	yet	pitiful	letter.	
Maybe	things	will	work	out	for	the	best	after	all.		I	still	have	two	months	to	go,	but	I	
still	dread	the	eventual	confrontation.		I	have	no	intention	whatsoever	of	letting	him	
know	the	date	of	my	arrival,	and	I'm	sure	that	the	lack	of	that	news	will	be	the	final	
announcement	that	I'm	not	crazy	about	seeing	him	again.		I	do	hope	that	he	will	
consent	to	friendship	on	a	close	bases,	although	I	seriously	doubt	that	it's	possible.	

	

May	26,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

The	morning	arrived	early,	as	frequently	happens	when	two	people	sleep	in	a	
bed	designed	for	one.		Once	again,	the	morning	passed	without	fucking.		I	have	no	
doubt	that	Ramuntcho	wouldn't	mind	it	at	all,	in	fact	would	probably	love	it,	but	I'm	
not	crazy	about	the	idea	unless	he	asks	for	it.		At	the	present	time	it's	a	passive	
standoff.		While	he	took	a	shower,	I	got	dressed,	and	we	were	soon	headed	
downstairs	for	breakfast	at	his	usual	café.		Then	to	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts	and	on	to	
Rue	de	Seine.			



BILL NELSON  --  PARIS JOURNAL  Page 130 of 233		

It	was	well	past	time	to	do	some	arranging,	and	I	managed	to	complete	about	
half	of	what	was	necessary	before	it	was	time	to	go	down	to	Blanchere’s	to	get	some	
lunch	to	be	in	my	room	at	noon	when	Gerald	was	supposed	to	call	from	Orly.		I	use	
the	past	there	because	it	is	now	2:10,	and	still	no	word	from	the	Air	France	flying	
whore.			

Speaking	of	whores,	yours	truly	took	advantage	of	the	absence	of	Mab	to	call	
David,	my	English	friend,	and	invite	him	up	this	afternoon	for	a	little	fun	and	games.	
The	invitation	did	not	exactly	send	him	doing	somersaults	but	neither	did	he	say	no	
–	something	about	an	appointment	at	three	–	but,	anyway,	I	am	to	call	him	again	at	
4:30	and,	if	my	predictions	are	correct,	there	will	be	no	answer	when	I	call	–	a	bit	
insulting,	I	must	admit,	but	I	think	that	I'll	get	over	it!			

I	didn't	go	to	the	café	to	meet	Ramuntcho	like	I	said	I	would	because	I	always	
feel	a	little	stupid	showing	up	there	for	seemingly	no	reason.		I	guess	I'll	just	spend	
the	rest	of	the	afternoon	–	until	4:30	at	least	–	writing	letters	and	waiting	for	a	call	
from	Gerald.		Another	one	of	those	days	with	split	entries	–	now	5:45	–	the	
afternoon	was	not	without	incident.		Around	3:30	or	so,	I	called	Gerald	and	finally	
found	him	at	home	(no	small	feat).		We	talked	for	about	45	minutes.		It's	amazing	
how	much	I	had	to	tell	him	since	it’s	been	so	long	that	we	haven't	seen	each	other!	

We	made	plans	to	have	a	drink	in	his	apartment	tonight	with	Jacques	and	
Ramuntcho.		Then	when	that	little	conversation	was	over,	it	was	4:30	and	time	to	
call	David.		Well,	my	prediction	was	both	wrong	and	right.		As	follows:	I	called,	and	
much	to	my	surprise,	he	was	there,	but	informed	me	that	he	was	busy	this	afternoon	
and	couldn't	come	by.		So	I	just	asked	him	outright	if	he	would	prefer	if	I	didn't	call	
him	again.		He	answered	that	that	was	a	difficult	question	to	answer,	and	I	retorted	
that	it	was	one	of	the	easiest	possible.		He	made	some	other	sort	of	vague	statement,	
so	I	told	him	that	it	had	been	nice	knowing	him	and	the	next	time	he	cruised	a	cop	to	
think	of	me.		Then	I	hung	up.		Such	a	shame,	too,	because	he	was	really	one	of	the	
most	beautiful	people	physically	that	I	have	ever	been	with.		But	I'm	going	to	
rationalize	my	way	out	of	the	hurt	ego,	by	saying	that	either	he	loved	his	lover	very	
much	and	his	story	was	true,	or	else	he	just	didn't	want	to	run	the	risk	of	getting	
caught	since	I	tended	to	come	on	pretty	strong	as	far	as	the	telephone,	etc.,	was	
concerned.		Neither	explanation	is	satisfactory,	but	it	sure	sounds	a	lot	better	than	
saying	that	I	lack	what	it	takes	to	inspire	the	uncontrollable	passion	that	I	would've	
liked	to	arouse.		

The	next	item	on	the	agenda	was	a	trip	to	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts	to	inform	
Ramuntcho	of	the	plans	for	the	evening.		I	found	him	in	the	sketching	amphitheater	
with	one	of	his	ladies.		I	only	stayed	there	a	short	time,	as	I	expect	to	see	him	here	at	
the	apartment	around	6:45.		If	not,	we	have	plans	to	meet	at	his	apartment	at	9:30.	

	Returning	home,	I	stopped	by	Blanchere’s	for	dinner	and	then	back	to	my	
room	to	continue	the	correspondence	and	to	eat.		The	evening	progressed	as	those	
evenings	progress	in	which	there	is	nothing	to	do	and	nothing	gets	done.		But,	
around	8:30,	I	started	out	for	Ramuntcho’s	apartment,	figuring	that	if	I	took	my	
sweet	time,	I	would	arrive	at	about	9:15,	a	little	bit	earlier	than	the	designated	hour.	
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Well,	of	course,	it	didn't	take	me	the	full	time	to	make	the	trip	and,	upon	
mounting	seven	flights	of	stairs,	I	found	that	Ramuntcho	was	not	at	home.		So	I	went	
back	down	and	waited	in	the	doorway	until	he	arrived.		The	looks	of	people	gave	me	
as	they	walked	by	were	quite	explicit	in	what	they	wanted	to	say.		I	think	that	many	
of	them	were	quite	surprised	to	see	that	male	prostitution	was	so	much	out	in	the	
open,	and	right	there	on	their	own	Rue	St.	Roch.		But,	like	I	said,	Ramuntcho	finally	
arrived	around	9:35,	and	we	went	directly	to	the	Metro	without	going	upstairs	
(thank	goodness).			

We	spent	a	very	pleasant	evening	talking	with	Gerald	and	Jacques	(who	
showed	up	later	after	Gerald	finally	answered	the	ringing	telephone	that	he	knew	
was	Jacques	calling),	and	around	12:30	Gerald	drove	us	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment.	
Ramuntcho	and	I	played	a	little	game	about	my	walking	from	there	to	Rue	de	Seine,	
but	he	finally	ended	up	asking	me	to	come	upstairs.		He	most	clearly	wanted	to	fuck	
that	night	and	was	little	pissed	that	I	had	not	brought	the	KY	(which,	by	the	way,	is	
getting	pretty	low	–	I'm	going	to	end	up	having	to	buy	one	of	these	inferior	French	
products	if	I	intend	to	last	out	these	next	two	months).		But	the	night	passed,	despite	
all	the	important	missing	chemicals.		Ramuntcho	made	it	clear	that	I	had	better	not	
forget	it	the	following	night!	

	

May	27,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

Despite	the	fact	that	I	waited	to	try	and	get	back	to	the	Rue	de	Seine	before	
9:00	AM,	so	Mab	might	not	notice	that	I	hadn't	come	in	that	night,	the	morning	
arrived	much	later	than	usual.		Ramuntcho	was	very	late	for	school	(although	it	
doesn't	make	one	hell	of	a	lot	of	difference	since	all	he	does	is	paint	all	day).		

Upon	arriving	at	the	apartment,	I	was	so	late	that	Mab	had	already	left	for	
some	reason	or	another,	and	I	was	not	to	see	her	until	later.		So,	being	in	the	usual	
state	of	critical	starvation	level,	I	immediately	went	down	to	Blanchere's	and	
Primistiere	to	gather	together	the	makings	of	an	absolutely	humongous	lunch.		
Having	wolfed	that	down,	I	headed	for	the	café	at	Mozet	only	to	run	smack	into	Mab	
at	the	bottom	of	the	stairs.		She	passed	along	the	compliment	that	I	looked	especially	
handsome	today	–	a	word	that	usually	would	have	made	my	day,	but	for	some	
reason	wasn't	entirely	convincing	on	this	particular	occasion.			

I	continued	on	to	the	café	where	the	usual	group	was	waiting	(but	certainly	
not	for	me).	I	talked	for	a	while	and	got	the	general	impression	that	nobody,	after	all,	
was	going	to	the	Bal	de	Beaux	Arts.	So	from	there	I	proceeded	to	walk	to	the	Musèe	
d’Art	Moderne.		It	turned	out	to	be	quite	a	walk,	and	upon	arriving	I	entered	the	part	
that	belongs	to	the	city	of	Paris.	I	was	extremely	disappointed.		Even	Dallas	has	
better.		The	museum	really	looked	like	the	French	couldn't	give	a	shit	about	modern	
art,	and,	from	the	looks	of	the	assembled	collection,	I	can't	say	that	I	would	blame	
them.		But	in	all	fairness,	I	must	say	that	I	did	not	see	the	part	of	the	museum	that	
belongs	to	the	state	because	the	guardians	were	on	strike.		I've	just	about	had	
enough	of	these	seemingly	useless	strikes!	I	am	told	that	the	museum	of	the	state	is	
one	that	is	good,	so	I'll	reserve	a	total	condemnation	of	the	French	people	for	their	
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lack	of	appreciation	of	modern	art	until	I've	seen	the	whole	exposition.	I	did	stumble	
into	an	opening	of	an	exposition	of	the	art	of	Rouault,	who,	in	my	humble	opinion,	
SUCKS!		

That	was	the	long	walk	back	to	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts	to	make	some	final	
plans	with	Ramuntcho.		Annie	was	there	when	I	arrived,	and	I	was	very	happy	to	
make	plans	to	go	with	her	to	the	Bal.		But	I	didn't	stay	at	the	school	long	because	I	
got	pissed	when	both	Annie	and	Ramuntcho	completely	ignored	a	guy	that	came	up	
to	ask	questions	about	how	to	get	admitted	into	the	atelier.	They	were	both	
incredibly	cold	and	unfriendly,	and	perfectly	incarnated	the	typical	French	character	
–	good	luck,	France;	if	your	youth	continues	with	that	particular	tradition,	you're	up	
shit	creek	in	the	20th	century.		Attitudes	like	that	are	well	worth	a	revolution!		

When	I	got	back	to	the	apartment,	Mab	offered	me	the	leftovers	of	the	fondue	
that	she	and	M.P.	had	eaten	for	lunch.		We	got	out	a	box	of	material	to	find	
something	for	tomorrow	night's	party	and	then	sat	down	to	eat	dinner.		We	ended	
up	talking	on	a	very	personal	level,	and	she	accounted	a	great	deal	of	her	life	to	me,	
including	the	interesting	little	fact	alluded	to,	but	not	elaborated	on,	that,	during	
most	of	her	life,	she	much	preferred	women	to	men.		She	did	discuss,	however,	the	
love	between	man–man,	man–woman,	woman–woman	was	all	the	same	with	her	
and	she	approved	of	it	all.		Such	an	incredibly	extraordinary	woman.		I	pray	that	at	
her	age	I	can	be	just	as	dynamic,	understanding,	and	up‐to‐date	as	she	is!		

After	the	dinner,	which	lasted	until	10:00	PM,	I	told	Mab	that	I	had	a	
rendezvous	with	the	group	going	to	the	party	the	next	night	at	the	café	near	the	
Louvre	after	their	course.		The	truth,	of	course	(and	I'm	sure	that	she	knew	it)	was	
that	I	was	headed	for	Ramuntcho’s	–	fully	armed	with	the	cream	this	trip.			

The	evening	passed	pretty	much	as	one	might	think	under	the	circumstances	
of	the	night	before	and	the	filling	of	the	stated	void.		It	was	so	animated,	in	fact,	that	
later	in	the	night	the	Mauritanian	had	a	little	trouble	with	pain	as	a	cause	of	gas	
(undoubtedly	acquired	during	a	certain	pumping	motion).		Ramuntcho	is	really	a	
little	child	at	times	–	such	things	as	pain	and	insult	are	completely	foreign	to	him,	
and	he	asks	such	stupid	questions	as	"why	does	it	hurt?"	and	"why	does	it	happen	to	
me?"	–	a	strange	fact	of	his	personality	that	was	to	show	up	in	another	form	the	next	
day.	

	

May	28,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning,	for	once,	things	started	out	early	because	Ramuntcho	had	to	be	
at	the	atelier	on	time	to	appear	before	the	TV	camera	–	all	going	to	show	that	in	this	
little	country,	with	nationalized	TV,	they	have	to	go	to	fairly	great	lengths	to	find	
something	interesting	and	usually	end	up	filming	almost	anything	–	at	any	rate,	
anything	in	the	Paris	area.		Today	was	the	day	for	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts	.			

I	returned	home	to	face	Mab,	and	the	question	of	why	I	continue	to	keep	a	
room	here	when	I	never	seem	to	use	it.		I	just	laughed	it	off	and	passed	on	to	other	
subjects.		I	had	an	unusual	amount	of	mail	this	morning.		A	letter	from	David	
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Weatherby,	a	letter	from	the	bank	showing	a	deficit	in	my	account,	a	letter	from	
Gerd	that	seemed	to	show	that	he	was	back	in	hopeful	spirits	and	promised	further	
problems	in	August,	and	a	copy	of	the	Advocate	which	proceeded	to	occupy	the	rest	
of	my	morning.		The	magazine	does	contain	a	lot	of	good	interesting	reading,	but	
there	is	also	an	awful	lot	of	annoying,	if	understandable,	bias.	They	would	do	better	
to	be	gaily	creative	than	to	try	and	pass	off	faulty	journalism	as	the	real	thing.	But	
they	are	at	least	better	than	the	French	press.		

I	finished	reading	the	third	in	a	series	of	three	articles	on	the	America	of	the	
Americans,	and	it	wanted	to	make	me	puke	over	the	horrible	bias	that	the	common	
Frenchman	just	laps	up	in	his	jealousy	over	the	States.		But,	as	I	believe	I	commented	
a	few	days	ago,	that	is	becoming	more	and	more	common	in	France	and	is	really	a	
sad	phenomenon.	They	are	so	hung	up	on	proving	that	the	French	way	of	life	is	so	
infinitely	better	than	the	orgiastic,	degenerate,	tasteless	Americans,	that	it	reaches	
the	level	of	being	pitiful.		

After	lunch	from	Blancher's,	I	proceeded	on	to	another	battleground.	This	
one	was	the	“Petit	Mazet”	café,	and	the	opponent	was	none	other	than	Ramuntcho.	
During	the	course	of	the	conversation,	I	told	him	that	when	he	and	his	friends	talked	
together	in	the	café,	the	result	was	not	always	the	best	example	of	what	one	calls	
"good	French."		He	blew	the	whole	thing	out	of	proportion,	began	sulking	and	
vigorously	defended	the	fact	that	he	spoke	beautiful	French	(not	at	all	what	I	had	
said)	and	demanding	that	all	the	others	line	up	behind	him	to	denounce	what	I	had	
said.		When	the	others	were	somewhat	reluctant	to	fall	totally	in	line	in	agreement	
with	him,	he	acted	like	a	little	child	and	sulked.		

The	poor	guy	is	really	incredibly	spoiled	and	sensitive	and	truly	believes	that	
he	closely	approaches	the	point	of	perfection.	Criticism	is	beyond	his	realm	of	
comprehension	unless	it	applies	to	someone	else.		The	dear	boy	has	got	a	lot	to	
learn.		The	sad	thing	is	that	everybody	around	him	seems	to	shelter	and	protect	him	
because	he	is	such	a	charming	and	"cute"	freak	…	everyone	except	one,	that	is	–	me!	

	Oh	my	goodness!	I	forgot	to	mention	one	extremely	important	thing	that	
happened	this	morning!		As	Ramuntcho	and	I	were	crossing	the	Rue	de	Rivoli	this	
morning	on	the	way	to	the	school,	he	was	stopped	by	a	girl	who	he	quickly	
introduced	to	me,	and	I	did	not	even	catch	her	name.		They	talked	for	a	few	minutes,	
and	I	took	advantage	of	the	time	to	form	a	first	impression.		She	wasn't	so	bad	
looking,	although	way	out	of	her	time	–	she	was	dressed	like	a	woman	of	50.	
Ramuntcho	later	told	me	she	was	22.		Dark	red	fingernail	polish;	shoes	that	look	like	
they	could	have	belonged	to	a	nurse,	only	black;	a	bun;	and	a	tired	coat	–	all	making	
her	look	like	an	old	maid	schoolteacher,	and	her	movements	seem	to	strangely	
awkward	as	well.		Ramuntcho	seemed	a	little	embarrassed	to	introduce	me	and…	
well,	yes,	it	was	the	famous	François!		What	a	way	to	meet!	Oh	well,	so	much	the	
better;	at	least	the	opponents	of	the	latter	weekend	have	had	a	look	at	each	other.	

	So,	after	leaving	the	café,	we	all	headed	for	the	post	office	where	we	called	
the	Gare	de	Lyon	to	see	when	the	train	left	Sunday	for	Cove.		Then,	having	made	
plans	for	meeting	Annie,	Alice,	and	Monique	at	the	Petit	Mazet	tonight	in	order	to	go	
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together	to	the	ball,	I	left	them	and	headed	home	where	I	tried	to	put	together	my	
costume	for	the	evening.		

One	thing	for	sure	–	I	am	going	to	freeze	my	balls	off	because	not	only	is	it	
going	to	be	held	outside,	but	my	costume	is	briefer	than	brief	and	it's	colder	in	Paris	
than	it	could	possibly	be	in	Oslo!		The	rest	of	my	afternoon	passed	in	writing	and	
looking	around	doing	nothing	more	exciting	than	masturbating	and	waiting	for	
night	to	arrive.		

Dinner	consisted	of	finishing	off	the	rest	of	the	fondue	along	with	a	few	
things	purchased	at	Blancher's,	and	by	the	time	Mab	arrived	that	evening,	I	was	
calmly	awaiting	the	time	to	get	dressed.		When	it	arrived,	I	quickly	put	on	the	white	
sheet	part	of	the	toga	to	somewhat	hide	my	nakedness	from	the	lecherous	old	
woman	and	then	presented	myself	to	her	for	further	decoration.		The	costume	
turned	out	to	be	absolutely	fantastic	and,	considering	what	we	had	to	work	with	for	
a	manikin,	quite	sexy.		With	the	wreath	of	daisies	on	my	head,	I	looked	really	good	
and	quite	possibly	Greek.			

After	taking	two	pictures	of	the	finished	masterpiece,	I	threw	my	heavy	
overcoat	on	my	shoulders	and	set	out	on	foot	for	the	Petit	Mazet	to	meet	my	lucky	
escorts	for	the	evening.		They	arrived	separately,	two	un‐costumed	and	one	very	
poorly.		After	a	cup	of	warming	coffee,	we	set	out	for	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts	.			

Upon	arriving	at	the	front	gate,	we	were	confronted	with	what	was	supposed	
to	be	a	reasonable	facsimile	of	a	huge	penis	squirting	water	on	the	cars	that	passed.		
I	must	say	that	the	resemblance	to	a	phallus	was	somewhat	vague,	but	I	guess	it	was	
the	thought	that	counts.		We	were	forced	to	wait	outside	until	10	o'clock	for	a	reason	
that	was	never	made	clear,	and	then,	with	a	burst	of	fireworks,	they	opened	the	
door.		

The	guards,	who	consisted	of	young	guys	dressed	up	in	some	kind	of	band	
jackets	and	blackface,	made	sure	that	everybody	that	entered	had	a	costume	(but,	
since	the	two	un‐costumed	girls	with	me	got	in,	that	shows	how	strict	it	was).		The	
costuming,	by	the	way,	was	slightly	less	than	pitiful.		With	absolutely	no	conceit	
whatever,	I	can	truthfully	say	that	I	was	far	and	away	the	best	costumed	person	
there.		If	there	is	any	imagination	present	in	the	personality	of	those	French	artists,	
it	certainly	didn't	manifest	itself	that	evening!			

Almost	everybody	was	disguised	as	the	proverbial	French	“clochard”38	that	
pukes	their	cheap	wine	into	the	gutters	of	Paris.		I	had	been	told	that	the	Bal	des	
Quatres	Arts39	was	supposed	to	be	the	wildest	thing	this	side	of	a	Roman	orgy	–		and	
I	must	say	that	it	was	certainly	disappointing	on	that	count	–	but	that	was	the	only	
way	that	it	was	disappointing!		It	was	simply	unbelievable.		It	was	held	in	the	open	
courtyard	at	the	front	of	the	school	with	absolutely	no	facilities	for	such	things	as	
checking	a	coat,	sitting	down,	or	pissing.		At	the	far	end	of	the	courtyard	was	the	
elevated	stand	for	the	"fanfares"	(the	oom	pah	pah	bands	of	the	school	that	provided	

																																																								
38	A	“clochard”	is	a	homeless	Frenchman	living	in	the	street,	squandering	any	money	he	can	beg	on	minimally	
essential	food	and	very	large	quantities	of	cheap	wine.		
39	See:		http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beaux_Arts_Ball			
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the	dancing	music)	and	four	huge	papier‐mâché	statues	of	women.		In	the	holes	of	
their	vaginas	was	a	pipe	that	led	to	the	first	floor	of	the	school	where	people	shoved	
sandwiches	and	wine	in	aluminum	bags	down	to	the	people	below.		Good	idea,	but	
the	quality	was	extremely	low.			

The	courtyard	was	absolutely	jammed	with	people	and	the	atmosphere	was	
definitely	worth	noting.		The	"quality"	of	people	there	was	not	of	the	highest	level,	
but	we	felt	not	too	much	worry	about	leaving	our	coats,	papers,	and	purses	tucked	
behind	a	statue,	because	everybody	seemed	so	intent	on	having	a	good	time	that	the	
thought	to	steal	something	would	never	occur.			

The	girls	got	their	butts	pinched	since	it	was	advertised	as	a	“penis	feces,”	
and	even	I	got	my	share	of	attention.		Several	Frenchmen	seemed	quite	fascinated	
with	my	hairy	chest,	even	to	the	point	of	running	their	hands	across	it.		One	guy	did	
it	while	smiling	at	me	without	saying	a	word,	and	his	date	just	stood	by	watching.	
Another	guy	came	up	with	a	feather	duster	and	brushed	me	while	saying	that	he	
was	just	trying	to	get	rid	of	the	dust	of	my	chest	(the	hair).		

There	was	no	doubt	that	a	good	part	of	the	crowd	was	queer,	but	these	poor	
French	boys	just	haven't	realized	yet	what	it	is	that	they	want!		The	nudity	at	the	
party	was	a	little	disappointing.	I	suppose	that	it	can	be	mostly	attributed	to	the	fact	
that	it	was	freezing	cold,	only	one	guy	was	completely	nude,	and	one	in	a	clear	
plastic	bag.		Then	there	were	assorted	butts	and	pricks	exposed	by	the	fanfare,	but	
nothing	very	interesting.		There	was	no	lovemaking	in	the	bushes	as	far	as	I	know,	
and	nobody	got	violated	–	just	a	hell	of	a	lot	of	dancing	and	fun.		

Annie	and	I	stayed	up	until	about	4	AM	when	the	lack	of	girls	made	it	less	
pleasant	to	dance	and	to	stay.		By	that	time	my	feet	were	a	complete	disaster	area,	
and	I	was	getting	pretty	tired.		We	went	to	the	Mandarin	to	wait	for	the	opening	of	
the	Metro	at	5:30	and,	of	course,	received	quite	a	few	stairs	from	the	crowd	
assembled	there	–	and	what	a	crowd!		Almost	weirder	than	those	of	the	ball.		There	
were	at	least	two	guys	in	drag	and	the	rest	of	the	group	was	hardly	normal.		But	they	
were	all	talking	and	laughing	together	and,	after	all,	it	was	4:30	in	the	morning!		

And,	of	course,	Annie	and	I	were	hardly	good	representatives	of	normal	
society	dressed	as	we	were	(or	being	what	we	were,	for	that	matter).		But	5:30	and	
the	dawn	did	finally	arrive	(the	latter	before	the	former),	and	I	walked	Annie	to	the	
Odion.		Then	it	was	back	to	my	room,	where	I	found	a	note	from	Mab	saying	that	a	
Mr.	Squire	had	called	me	and	that	he	would	call	back!		Thinking	not	much	about	that	
(not	thinking	much	about	anything	at	that	point),	I	wash	my	feet	in	the	bidet	,	and	
the	rest	of	me	as	best	I	could,	and	hit	the	sack	like	a	ton	of	bricks.	

	

May	29,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

At	20	minutes	until	12:00,	I	was	awakened	by	the	expected	call,	and	it	turned	
out	to	be	Mr.	Squire	“file”	–	Paul!		He	said	that	he	was	right	around	the	corner	and	
wondered	if	he	could	drop	off	his	heavy	bag	at	my	place.		Of	course,	I	said	that	would	
be	alright,	and	before	I	could	even	get	my	contacts	on	or	even	turn	around,	he	was	
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ringing	at	the	door!		Yes,	it	was	Paul	Squire	all	right,	obnoxious	is	ever	–	just	like	his	
dad,	and	a	friend	Jim	from	the	Army.		

I	explained	to	them	that	it	was	a	bad	weekend	for	them	to	come	since	I	had	
plans	for	that	afternoon	and	was	leaving	the	next	day	for	the	country.	Paul	wanted	
know	if	I	could	cancel	my	plans	for	the	country	in	order	to	show	them	Paris,	and	I	
answered	as	politely	as	possible	that	it	was	quite	infeasible	to	cancel	at	that	point.		

I	gave	them	a	walking	itinerary	to	follow	and	made	plans	to	meet	them	at	the	
Mandarin	at	6:30.		Then	I	sent	them	on	their	merry	way,	because	I	had	to	get	ready	
for	the	afternoon's	activities.		Mab	invited	me	to	eat	lunch	with	her	in	the	kitchen	
since	she	didn't	think	that	I	had	time	to	visit	Blancher's.		So	I	got	dressed	and	did	my	
best	to	make	myself	lovely,	considering	the	fact	that	I	had	only	had	about	four	and	a	
half	hours	of	sleep	after	a	rambunctious	night.		

Before	long	we	were	on	the	bus	and	on	our	way	to	the	Theatre	Marigny	to	
see	Jacques	François	and	his	wife	in	"Caroline."		We	arrived	about	two	hours	before	
the	play	began	in	order	to	stand	in	line	to	get	good	seats,	since	it	was	all	by	
invitation	and	the	seats	were	not	numbered.	The	doors	finally	opened	and	we	
enjoyed	a	very	good	play,	and	both	Jacques	and	Madeleine	turned	out	to	be	good	
actors.			

Afterwards,	we	went	up	to	their	dressing	rooms,	Mab	loudly	announcing	to	
everybody	in	the	corridor	that	that	was	where	she	was	heading	and	asking	
everybody	in	sight	which	dressing	room	belong	to	Jacques	François.	We	made	plans	
to	meet	them	for	coffee	at	Berkeley	after	they	had	gotten	dressed.	Then	we	made	the	
trip	over	and	waited	until	they	arrived.	They	are	really	a	very	nice	couple	and	
Jacques	and	I	hit	it	off	very	well	together	since	we	have	so	much	in	common.		

By	the	time	we	finished	there,	I	was	already	late	for	my	6:30	meeting,	so	Mab	
insisted	that	we	take	a	taxi	home.		She	left	me	on	the	corner	of	the	Rue	de	Seine,	and	
I	joined	my	dear	friends	from	the	Army.		Not	knowing	what	the	hell	to	do	with	them,	
we	started	walking	down	towards	the	St.	Michel	quarter.		They	said	that	they	were	
extremely	weary	after	the	day's	sightseeing,	and	after	they	showed	me	the	route	
they	followed	I	could	well	understand	why.			

So	we	sat	down	in	a	café	on	Blvd.	St.	Jacques,	and	I	drank	coffee	while	they	
drank	beer.	The	conversation	centered	around	the	amount	of	beer	they	could	drink	
and	how	cheap	it	was	in	Germany,	etc.	etc.		It	was	Paul	that	carried	the	conversation	
since	Jim	seemed	to	have	some	degree	of	intelligence	and	appeared	as	bored	as	I	
was!		But	such	was	to	be	the	case	for	the	rest	of	the	evening.		Later,	since	they	were	
hungry,	I	took	them	to	the	restaurant	across	from	St.	Severin	and	we	proceeded	to	
eat	a	dinner	that	cost	me	24	Francs	for	my	part,	and	for	which	they	made	no	effort	to	
offer	to	pay.	By	the	end	of	the	dinner,	it	was	quite	late	in	time	to	head	back	to	Rue	de	
Seine	to	pick	up	their	suitcases	and	find	a	hotel	room.		At	10:30	we	arrived,	and	I	
went	in	to	report	to	Mab	and	to	relate	to	someone	that	a	few	hours	before	I	had	
become	one	of	the	walking	dead	because	of	the	lack	of	sleep.	I	promised	her	that	I	
would	find	them	a	room	and	try	to	get	back	home	before	midnight.		
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We	headed	for	the	Hotel	Taranne	and	upon	arriving	found	that	it	was	
completely	full.		At	that	point	I	was	not	at	all	surprised,	but	as	we	moved	from	one	
hotel	to	another,	finding	them	all	with	little	“complet”	signs	hanging	out	front,	I	
began	to	get	worried.		Finally	one	woman	told	me	that	the	entire	Latin	quarter	was	
jammed	and	I	had	better	try	the	Porte	d’Orleans.		I	thought	that	she	was	kidding,	so	
we	all	took	the	Metro	to	the	Gare	de	l’Est	so	at	least	they	would	be	near	their	point	
of	departure.		Same	result	there	–	jam	packed!		We	even	walked	all	the	way	to	Place	
de	la	Republique	without	finding	anything.		

It	was	getting	dangerously	close	to	12:30,	and	the	last	Metro,	and	I	was	one	
hell	of	a	long	way	from	home.	Therefore	I	suggested	that	we	go	look	in	the	area	of	
Chatelet,	and	to	that	end	we	got	on	the	Metro.		We	walked	from	Chatelet	all	the	way	
to	Rue	St.	Roch	before	I	finally	gave	up.	It	was	getting	very	close	to	2	AM,	and	I	was	
beater	than	beat.		Besides,	Paul	was	becoming	a	real	bastard	about	carrying	his	bag.	

	I	decided	that	there	was	absolutely	nothing	else	to	do	but	to	put	them	up	in	
my	little	room	(a	fact	that	they	didn't	understand	the	difficulty	of	until	they	saw	the	
room	–	their	facial	expressions	were	worth	1,000	words!).	But	before	exposing	them	
to	little	shock,	we	stopped	in	the	Mandarin	for	a	piss	and	a	Coke,	and	rough,	tough	
Paul	pulled	through	by	announcing	that	he	wanted	two	Cokes	–	but	when	the	time	
came	to	pay,	since	I	had	needed	change	to	pay	for	dinner,	it	was	Bill	who	paid	for	his	
gluttony!		By	that	time	I	was	too	tired	and	pissed	off	to	object.		At	80	cents	a	Coke	I	
should	have.			

Upon	arriving	in	my	room	and	after	the	initial	shock	was	over,	they	settled	
down	on	my	floor.		At	that	point	there	was	no	way	that	I	would	offer	either	of	them	
my	bed.		So	I	gave	them	adequate	covers	and	pillows,	set	the	alarm	for	6:30	and	
settle	down	for	my	four	hours	of	long‐awaited	sleep.	

	

May	30,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris	&	Sancerre)	

The	alarm	clock	woke	me	as	if	the	ceiling	had	caved	in.	I	was	in	a	very	
profound	slumber	and	was	actually	jerked	awake	by	the	clanging	of	that	unreliable	
instrument.	I	sat	there	in	bed	for	a	moment	trying	to	
recover	my	sanity	and	convince	myself	that,	yes,	I	did	
really	have	to	get	up	and	catch	that	train.		The	two	
sleeping	beauties	on	the	floor	continued	to	saw	away	
while	I	made	the	bed,	got	shaved,	and	tried	my	best	to	
pack	a	cardboard	box	that	served	as	a	suitcase.		Finally	I	
punched	the	other	two	into	a	wakeful	state	and	quickly	
folded	up	their	blankets	before	they	had	a	chance	to	
retreat.	Paul	mumbled	a	few	words,	but	I	cut	him	short	
with	even	fewer!		

We	all	packed	up	and	headed	for	the	Metro	at	
Odeon	stopping	at	the	bakery	for	some	croissants	(me	
paying	again),	and	then	I	left	them	on	their	own	in	the	
Metro	at	Chatelet.		Goodbye	Paul	–	goodbye	Jim	–	and	good	riddance.		
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Upon	arrival	at	the	Gare	de	Lyon,	I	went	to	the	information	booth	and	then	
found	my	train.	I	tried	to	read	my	book,	“La	Chartreuse	de	Parme,”	by	Stendhal,	but	I	
kept	falling	asleep,	and	since	I	didn't	know	what	time	we	were	supposed	to	get	to	
Cosnes‐sur‐Loire,	I	had	to	find	a	way	to	keep	my	eyes	open.	So	I	went	and	stood	out	
in	the	corridor	door	to	watch	the	scenery	go	by	and	let	the	air	keep	me	conscious.	
Finally,	around	11	o'clock,	I	arrived	and	there	were	Ramuntcho,	François,	and	Mr.	
and	Mrs.	Sornan	waiting	for	me.	I	was	astounded	to	find	them	all	so	friendly	after	all	
reports	to	the	contrary	and	also	to	find	that	Mrs.	Sornan	was	such	a	“swinger”	(if	
that	is	what	one	may	call	it	–	with	artists	sometimes	it's	hard	to	tell	the	difference).	
At	any	rate,	her	hair	was	dyed	the	strangest	color	of	red	long	after	it	should've	been	

gray,	and	the	purple	flowered	dress	and	
wild	jewelry	were,	well,	shall	we	say…	
unexpected!		We	drove	to	their	house	in	
some	Sancerre,	which	is	a	little	village	
hidden	in	the	hills	that	has	a	lot	of	history.	
Their	house	dated	from	the	15th	century	–	
or	at	least	a	part	of	the	tower	did.	And	I	
must	say	that	the	building	itself	was	really	
something	to	see!	It	was	a	big	mother	and	
jam	packed	full	of	all	kinds	of	interesting	
things	and	absolutely	no	order	whatsoever!	

After	they	had	showed	me	the	house,	the	second	item	on	the	agenda	was	lunch,	and	
my	stomach	had	been	telling	me	for	over	half	an	hour	that	such	was	the	case.	It	was	
worth	waiting	for	–	I	don't	remember	what	all	it	was	that	we	had,	but	all	of	it	was	
very	filling	and	I	seldom	said	no	to	an	offered	platter.		

Before	lunch	I	had	forgotten	to	mention	that	Ramuntcho,	Mr.	Sornan,	and	I	
went	into	town	for	some	chicken	for	the	lunch	and	Mr.	Sornan	turned	out	to	be	a	
really	nice	guy	…	but	with	those	two	women	…	well,	more	on	that	later.		

After	lunch	it	became	quite	obvious	that	the	Sornan	family	was	not	one	to	sit	
around	doing	nothing.		I	would've	been	quite	content	to	fall	asleep	in	an	armchair	
and	digest	my	food,	but	Mr.	and	Mrs.	set	out	in	the	car	for	someplace	unknown,	and	
the	three	youngsters	climbed	up	one	of	the	hills	near	the	house.			

They	told	me	that	I	could	go	take	a	
nap	if	I	wanted	to,	but	I	knew	that,	if	I	hit	
the	bed,	that	would	be	all	she	wrote	until	
the	next	morning.			

I	stuck	with	the	others,	and	at	4	
o'clock	we	descended	to	meet	the	other	half	
of	the	group	and	set	out	again	in	the	car	to	
visit	the	town	of	La	Charite.		We	looked	
over	the	church	and	walked	around,	

stopping	in	an	antique	shop	to	look	over	what	the	provinces	had	to	offer.	Mr.	Sornan	
showed	up	with	candy	and	pastry	and	we	stopped	in	for	drinks	at	a	café.		Mr.	Sornan	
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spent	a	great	deal	of	his	time	out	of	the	car	away	
from	us.		He	doesn't	seem	to	be	able	to	stay	still	for	
a	single	moment.		

Let	me	pause	and	take	this	moment	to	
describe	the	principal	activity	of	the	weekend	–	
that	of	the	courtship	of	Ramuntcho	Barbero.		The	
major	part	in	the	playlist	is	that	of	Françoise's	
mother,	since	it	is	she	that	does	all	the	running	
after	him.		Her	entire	conversation	is	centered	around,	an	planned	to	please,	one	
person	–	Ramuntcho.		Whenever	she	makes	a	statement	such	as,	"look	at	_______"	it	is	
always	followed	by	"Ramuntcho."		It	even	approaches	the	point	of	hypocrisy,	
because	it	is	easy	to	see	that	she	has	taken	his	ideas	and	tries	to	pass	them	off	as	
being	hers	also.	

Ramuntcho,	being	the	innocent,	inert	creature	that	he	is,	thinks	that	he	and	
Mrs.	Sornan	have	a	world	in	common	and	that	she	is	a	fabulous	woman.		I	agree	that	
she	is	intelligent,	but	in	my	opinion	to	somewhat	of	a	less	than	paramount	degree.	
But	more	on	that	later,	because	it	lasted	for	two	full	days.		God	only	knows	how	a	
spoiled	little	rich	like	François	keeps	from	having	jealousy	fits	every	half	hour.		

We	returned	home,	and	by	that	time	it	was	dinner	hour.		After	that	the	family	
retired	upstairs	to	watch	TV,	and	Ramuntcho	and	I	took	off	for	a	little	walk	in	the	
countryside.		It	was	really	beautiful	just	as	it	was	getting	dark,	and	there	are	all	
kinds	of	little	paths	leading	between	the	fields	and	under	the	trees.		Ramuntcho	was	
extremely	horny	at	that	point,	and	we	kissed	and	petted	(sounds	funny	when	
applied	between	boys)	–	just	daring	some	French	peasant	to	step	out	of	the	
shadows.			

When	we	returned	to	the	house,	I	proceeded	to	take	a	shower	and	get	ready	
for	the	long‐awaited	bed,	and	Ramuntcho	went	upstairs	to	say	good	night	to	
François,	who	is	sleeping	with	her	mother	just	as	she	had	every	night	since	she	was	
born	(she's	now	24	and	I	think	that	it's	a	little	ridiculous)	and	to	the	two	parents.	
But	he	was	back	downstairs	before	I	could	even	get	in	bed,	and	we	spent	a	few	
minutes	together	in	the	bed	before	he	decided	that	he'd	retire	to	his	own	before	he	
fell	asleep	and	was	discovered	the	next	morning	in	my	bed.	I	remember	absolutely	
nothing	after	he	left	the	room	because,	by	the	time	the	end	of	his	ass	was	through	
the	door,	I	had	settled	down	for	my	first	good	night's	rest	in	several	long,	activities‐
packed	days!	

	

May	31,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

The	next	morning	did	not	come	until	almost	afternoon.	I	never	would	have	
seen	the	morning	at	all	if,	around	10:30,	Ramuntcho	had	not	come	in	to	wake	me	up	
(and	mess	around	a	little).		I	did	not	exactly	pop	out	of	bed,	but	I	did	make	a	
significant	effort	and	went	into	the	kitchen	where	the	bathroom	had	been	installed	
in	a	corner.		When	I	emerged	from	behind	the	curtain,	sporting	contacts,	a	shaven	
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face,	and	clear	eyeballs,	they	sat	me	down	to	a	breakfast	of	café‐au‐lait	and	
croissants.		

As	I	sat	there	contentedly	munching	my	role,	Mr.	Sornan	came	in	and	
announced	that	he	would	like	to	leave	a	little	early	for	Paris	and	eat	in	route.	We	all	
agree,	but	I	did	not	realize	that	the	decision	would	precipitate	the	frantic	activity	for	
departure	that	came	about.	In	about	30	minutes	we	were	packed,	the	house	cleaned	
up,	and	in	the	car	and	on	the	road!		We	stopped	at	a	restaurant	in	some	little	town	in	
the	province	of	Sologne.		It	was	called	“Le	Colombien”	and	was	a	modern	restaurant	
with	marvelous	food	and	extremely	low	prices.	We	ate	and	ate	and	ate,	and	before	
anyone	realized	it	(especially	Mr.	Sornan)	it	was	3:30	and	we	had	spent	two	hours	at	
the	table	–	more	even!		

When	he	realized	that,	he	was	super	pissed	because	he	had	wanted	to	be	
back	in	Paris	much	earlier.	But	that	was	hardly	the	least	of	the	problems,	for,	at	
about	50	km	from	Paris,	we	got	on	the	highway	and	the	traffic	was	stacked	up	to	a	
standstill!	50	km	bumper‐to‐bumper	all	the	way	to	Paris.	That	city	is	just	incredible!	
One	extra	day	of	no	work	and	everybody,	I	mean	everybody,	leaves	for	the	country.	
The	traffic	jam	that	it	creates	is	amazing	–	even	to	the	point	that	sometimes	they	put	
certain	roads	as	one‐way	in	order	to	move	all	the	traffic.		Just	another	crazy	custom	
of	this	country,	and	I	think	that	it's	unique	and	France.		

We	spent	over	five	hours	on	the	road	for	a	trip	that	took	2	1/2	hours	on	the	
train.		When	we	got	back	to	Paris,	we	went	to	the	Sornan’s	school,	which	also	
doubles	as	their	house,	to	have	dinner.		I	looked	over	the	layout	of	the	place	and,	
although	the	housing	situation	is	far	from	ideal,	the	school	itself	is	very	impressive	
…	on	the	Rue	des	Bons	Enfants	in	a	very	nice	building.		With	the	country	house	in	
the	school,	I	can	understand	why	Ramuntcho	would	consider	marrying	for	the	
money	(or	let	us	say:	"situation").		

But	nothing	is	worth	the	price	of	living	with	that	bitch.	Throughout	the	
weekend	she	did	nothing	but	flaunt	her	conceit	and	bitchiness,	and,	although	she	is	
an	intelligent	girl	and	could	be	quite	pleasant,	she's	been	complimented	far	too	
many	times	on	her	brains	and	now	she	comes	to	expect	it.		But	she	sure	as	hell	
doesn't	intimidate	me.	She	may	be	an	information	machine,	but	that's	not	what	life	
is	made	of!			

For	instance,	after	dinner,	I	absolutely	insisted	on	helping	with	the	dishes,	
and	later	she	cornered	Ramuntcho	behind	a	door	and	practically	nailed	him	to	it	for	
letting	me	do	it.		It	seems	that	she	was	embarrassed	by	the	fact	that	I	knew	they	
didn't	have	a	domestic	to	do	the	dishes	(she	was	on	vacation).		If	I	had	known	my	
helpfulness	was	going	to	cause	all	that	trouble,	I	would've	just	sat	back	and	let	
myself	be	served	–	“contrary	to	my	upbringing”	as	we	say	back	on	the	States!			

When	we	finally	left	the	Sornan’s,	I	went	with	Ramuntcho	back	to	his	
apartment	where	we	found	Giles,	his	cousin,	still	in	residence.		So	I	beat	a	quick	
retreat	telling	Ramuntcho	that	I	would	see	him	the	next	day	at	the	café	(forgetting	
that	it	was	the	day	for	Chartres).			
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I	returned	home	on	foot	to	sit	down	beside	Mab's	bed,	and	we	each	told	our	
long	stories	of	the	weekend's	activities.		One	of	the	significant	points	in	her	account	
was	the	fact	that	she	had	tried	to	call	Chartres,	but	was	never	able	to	get	through	
because	the	number	was	not	correct.		Therefore,	according	to	everything	that	I	
could	imagine,	poor	Maud	was	at	the	railroad	station	waiting	for	me	at	1:30,	and	I	
was	nowhere	to	be	found	–	all	a	very	good	foundation	for	looking	forward	to	seeing	
her	the	next	day	at	the	auction.	Something	like	"Hell	hath	no	furry	like	a	woman	
scorned."		But	I	still	had	not	fully	recovered	from	the	weekend	and	therefore	fell	
quickly	into	bed	and	lost	absolutely	no	sleep	over	the	dread	of	the	next	day's	
encounter.	

	

June	1,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)	

I	woke	up	the	next	day	fully	the	recovered	from	the	weekend's	activities	and	
quite	ready	to	face	whatever	fate	awaited	me	at	the	town	of	the	famous	cathedral.	
But	before	I	could	get	to	that,	I	had	business	to	take	care	of	in	Paris.		

The	first	thing	after	getting	dressed	and	downstairs	was	a	visit	to	the	bank	
where	I	withdrew	the	usual	200	Francs	that	I	need	to	feel	secure	at	the	auction.	
Then	finally,	when	it	was	11	o'clock,	I	went	back	downstairs	to	get	something	for	
lunch	from	Blanchere’s	–	and	then	passed	the	time	until	the	departure	for	Chartres	
by	trying	to	catch	up	on	this	journal,	which	had	fallen	lamentably	behind	in	the	
course	of	the	weekend.		

Finally	the	time	arrived,	and	I	set	out	for	Montparnasse	where	I	took	a	later	
train	than	usual,	but	one	that	got	me	to	the	auction	just	as	it	started	instead	of	30	
minutes	early.	The	big	surprise	was	that	Maud	was	absolutely	nowhere	to	be	seen.	
All	during	the	sale,	I	expected	her	to	show	up	and	pounce	upon	me	bitching	and	
tearing	at	my	flesh	with	her	fingernails.		But,	as	I	said,	nothing	more	dramatic	
happened	to	me	than	the	purchase	of	an	oil	lamp,	a	carved	wood	mailbox	and	a	face	
made	from	a	canon	cartridge	from	the	first	world	war.		

A	little	before	5:00,	I	went	up	to	pay	for	my	purchases,	since	I	had	to	be	at	the	
station	to	catch	the	5:13	train	for	Paris.		The	lady	at	the	desk	looked	up	and	asked	if	I	
had	seen	Mme.	Nicholas.		I	realize	right	away	who	she	was	talking	about	and	
answered	that	no,	I	hadn't.		She	then	told	me	that	last	Wednesday,	the	day	following	
the	day	we	made	our	date,	she	had	called	the	Salle	des	Ventes	to	see	if	they	had	
either	my	address	or	my	phone	number.		Her	story	was	that	she	had	offered	to	show	
me	Chartres,	but	realized	the	next	day	it	would	be	impossible	for	her	to	make	it	on	
that	day	(it	was	the	Pentecost	holiday	and	her	husband	would	be	at	home	–	that	part	
was	not	in	her	story).			

So,	as	far	as	I	know,	she	didn't	show	up	at	the	station	either!	But	at	least	I	had	
the	courage	to	show	up	at	the	sale	the	next	day	(although	I'm	not	sure	that	courage	
is	the	word	that	applies	in	this	case).		At	any	rate,	that	little	affair	ended	rather	well	
and,	upon	reconsideration,	I	think	that	I	just	may	let	that	little	romance	get	nipped	
in	the	bud.		I	don't	think	that	after	all	that	has	happened	I	could	undergo	the	
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psychological	crisis	if	it	turned	out	that	all	she	really	wanted	was	to	show	me	the	
Château	of	Maintenon!		

But	out	of	one	crisis	and	into	another:	the	5:13	train	for	Paris	did	not	exist!	
There	was	a	little	other	beside	that	particular	time	that	I	failed	to	notice	that	
indicated	that	that	train	would	begin	operating	after	June	27.		So	I	sat	myself	down	
on	the	floor	of	the	station	and	read	my	book,	waiting	for	the	next	train	which	was	
three	fourths	of	an	hour	later	that	put	my	arrival	in	Paris	at	exactly	7	PM	and	exactly	
15	minutes	before	Mab	wanted	to	leave	the	apartment	for	Chez	François.			

Well,	needless	to	say,	even	by	throwing	myself	into	the	Metro,	I	did	not	make	
it	home	before	7:15,	and	when	I	arrived	Mab	had	worked	herself	into	a	nervous	fury	
waiting.		It	all	set	up	around	the	fact,	of	course,	that	she	wanted	to	see	Cyril,	not	at	all	
that	we	would	be	late	for	dinner,	because	as	it	turned	out,	that	was	not	even	due	to	
start	until	830.		But	she	had	counted	on,	either	consciously	or	unconsciously,	
arriving	30	minutes	before	the	other	grandmother	was	due	to	show,	and	she	was	
not	about	to	let	a	little	thing	like	me	stop	her	from	carrying	out	her	plans.		She	didn't	
calm	down	until	much	later	on	the	way	to	Jacques’s	house.			

I	got	dressed	in	record	time	and,	despite	all	delay,	we	arrived	at	8	PM	in	
plenty	of	time	to	see	Cyril,	who	is	not	about	to	go	to	bed	before	his	other	granny	
arrived	at	8:30.		Mab	had	bought	gifts	for	all	the	family	for	me	to	give,	including	one	
for	Cyril.		And	the	encounter	with	the	little	lad	was	really	interesting.		He	is	adorable	
for	four	years	old	and	will	probably	be	a	fantastic	pederast	just	like	his	dad.		But	he	
is	a	very	smart	kid	too,	with	a	definite	mind	of	his	own.		He	senses	the	strong,	almost	
overwhelming	love	that	Mab	has	or	him	and,	as	a	result,	is	scared	to	death	of	her.	
This	causes	Mab	a	great	deal	of	pain	because	she	adores	him	and	dotes	on	every	
word	that	leaves	his	mouth.		

The	whole	evening	was	rather	sad	in	that	respect.		Mab	was	at	her	absolute	
bitchiest	best	and	managed	to	almost	completely	monopolize	the	conversation,	
which	seemed	to	center,	as	far	as	subject	was	concerned,	around	her.		Jacques	gave	
every	indication	of	not	only	being	bored	to	tears,	but	highly	embarrassed	as	well.		I	
can	imagine	that	all	has	not	been	roses	between	them	all	his	life	like	Mab	reports.	

We	had	a	very	nice	dinner	in	their	absolutely	gorgeous	apartment.		Jacques	
and	Madeleine	are	absolutely	charming	and	seem	to	like	me	very	much.		And	the	
feeling	is	mutual.		Jacques,	especially,	is	very	interesting	to	me	–	probably	because	
we	have	so	much	in	common.		I	am	sure	that	his	wife	knows	about	his	earlier	life,	if	
for	no	other	reason	than	their	apartment	is	filled	with	erotic	drawings,	all	with	male	
subjects	–	hummm.			

The	big	event	of	the	evening	occurred	as	we	were	leaving.	I	had	told	the	story	
about	my	two	guests	from	Germany	and	Jacques	turned	to	me	and	said	in	English,	
"that	must	of	been	a	real	gang‐bang."		I	must	have	stuttered	a	little	in	my	reply	and	
he	added	"don't	worry,	(referring	to	Mab)	she	doesn't	know	what	I	mean."	
Madeleine	piped	up	that	she	knew	what	it	meant	and	just	smiled.		I	repeated	that	it	
was	not	that	at	all	(and	God	knows	that	it	wasn't),	but	the	way	Jacques	and	
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Madeleine	looked	at	me,	it	was	quite	obvious	that	they	had	gotten	across	what	it	
was	they	wanted	to	say!		

Mab	and	I	took	the	Metro	(first	class)	back	home	and	after	a	discussion	of	the	
events	of	the	evening,	we	called	it	a	night.		

I	forgot	to	mention	the	third	in	this	series	of	strange	things	that	have	
happened	to	me	in	Paris	(after	the	3	AM	mystery	phone	call,	and	Robert	Fortune).		It	
seems	that,	according	to	Mab,	a	young	lady	from	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts	showed	up	
at	the	door	a	little	before	6	PM	today.		She	asked	to	see	me	because	she	wasn't	sure	
that	I	was	the	American	she	was	looking	for.		Someone	had	given	her	my	name	and	
address	at	the	school.		Then	she	left,	leaving	only	her	name,	François	Delorme,	and	
no	explanation	of	her	visit.		But	I	lost	no	sleep	over	that	one	either,	because	I	knew	
the	Ramuntcho	is	probably	at	the	bottom	of	that	little	drama.	

	

June	2,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning,	and	yes,	it	was	really	this	morning,	for	I	seem	to	have	finally	
almost	caught	up	with	time	as	far	as	this	Journal	is	concerned,	I	woke	up	around	
10:30	and	spent	the	entire	morning	polishing	up	the	lamp	and	other	various	items	
that	I	had	purchased	at	Chartres.	The	lamp	turned	out	to	be	far	and	away	the	best	
looking	piece	of	junk	that	I've	purchased	since	I	arrived.		About	12:00,	I	bopped	
downstairs	for	my	daily	visit	to	Blanchere's	for	lunch,	and	then,	after	a	little	more	
polishing,	I	headed	for	the	Petit	Mazet,	or	the	Dauphin	Mazet,	I	think	it	might	be	
called,	where	I	planned	to	meet	Ramuntcho	(one	day	late,	I	might	add).		

All	the	group	was	there	including	one	new	butch	addition	with	a	hairy	
stomach	that	showed	because	his	sweater	was	too	short	in	the	sexy	European	way.	
He	kept	looking	at	me,	and	heaven	knows	I	looked	back,	but	I	think	he	just	thought	I	
was	hot.	After	about	an	hour	of	talking	and	inane	bullshit,	the	girls	headed	for	the	
school	and	Ramuntcho	came	with	me	to	see	what	I	had	purchased	at	Chartres	–	or	at	
least	that	was	his	story	until	he	arrived.		

We	stopped	at	the	bank	so	I	could	withdraw	enough	money	to	pay	my	rent	
which	Mab	had	strongly	hinted	this	morning	that	I	had	better	pay	and	which	I	had	
completely	forgotten	about.		When	we	got	upstairs,	Ramuntcho	had	to	repeat	the	
same	story	to	Mab	that	he	had	told	me	earlier.		It	seems	that	this	girl	was	looking	for	
an	American	that	she	knew	from	Dallas	who	had	been	in	Paris	for	three	months,	of	
my	size	with	green	eyes,	and	who	had	been	to	the	theater	with	her	last	Saturday.	
Since	the	description	seemed	to	match	me	in	every	detail,	Ramuntcho	figured	that	it	
might	be	me	and	gave	her	my	address	so	that	she	could	write	–	instead,	she	
immediately	showed	up	in	person.		Oh	well,	mystery	solved	–	just	an	amazing	
coincidence!		

Ramuntcho	and	I	played	a	little	game	behind	my	closed	door	because,	as	
usual,	Ramuntcho	was	horny	as	a	six‐pronged	buck.		But	since	we	didn't	want	to	be	
too	terribly	obvious,	we	left	for	the	school	and	took	our	sweet	time	dropping	in	on	
several	antique	shops	and	twittering	around	like	the	good	little	queers	we	are.	
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When	we	finally	got	to	the	school	it	was	3:30.		I	walked	back	home	and	set	to	
work	on	this	journal,	taking	breaks	to	masturbate	and	do	a	little	more	polishing	in	
order	to	maintain	my	sanity	after	reliving	the	events	of	the	weekend.	I	even	gave	
Louis	Bozon	a	call	to	try	and	solve	the	mystery	of	Robert	Fortune,	but	a	very	good‐
looking‐sounding	voice	(if	that's	possible)	answered	and	took	the	message.		I	could	
well	expect	that	the	mystery	may	be	solved	once	and	for	all	except	that	I	intend	to	
leave	at	9	PM	and	go	rejoin	Ramuntcho	for	the	night,	and	since	Mab	and	M.P.	are	
now	securely	planted	in	front	of	the	television,	maybe	it	would	be	just	as	well	if	he	
didn't	call	tonight.	The	mystery	can	wait	until	another	day.		

Now	I	had	better	get	busy	writing	some	letters	because	I'm	very	behind	and	
having	received	two	letters	from	JT	today,	I	have	some	real	joy‐writing	to	do!			

But	I	didn't	get	much	letter	writing	done	–	in	fact,	I	didn't	get	anything	done	
at	all!		After	a	few	minutes	I	left	for	Ramuntcho's	apartment	where	I	did	the	usual	
thing.		Upon	walking	through	the	door,	he	pounced	upon	me,	and	I	was	lucky	to	be	
able	to	take	a	shower	before	we	got	about	our	business.		Ramuntcho	us	seems	to	get	
hornier	and	hornier,	and	after	the	hand	action	of	this	afternoon,	I	really	wasn't	too	
interested.		Even	when	I	force	myself	I	came	to	quickly	and	the	Mauritanian	was	not	
satisfied.		I	think	that	he	would	have	preferred	to	keep	it	up	all	evening	–	but	I	
couldn't	keep	it	up	all	evening	in	more	ways	than	one.		But	we	soon	drifted	off	to	
sleep,	and	I	got	a	good	rest	that	I	have	come	to	appreciate	so	much	of	late.	

	

June	3,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris	&	Meaux)	

This	morning	we	woke	up	early,	but	I	was	in	absolutely	no	hurry	to	get	out	of	
bed.		Ramuntcho,	in	contrast,	was	rather	pressed	for	time,	but	his	dallying	over	my	
body	made	him	late	for	his	meeting.			

I	got	shaved	and	dressed	and	headed	for	Place	de	le	Concorde	where	I	caught	
the	Metro	for	Trinité	and	the	dentist.		After	his	examination,	he	presented	me	with	
the	happy	news	that	one	wisdom	tooth	had	to	go	–	two	if	I	preferred.		One	could	be	
taken	out	with	a	local	anesthetic	and	in	the	office,	but	two	would	require	general	
anesthesia	and	a	clinic.		I	told	him	I	would	phone	in	my	decision	that	afternoon.		

Then	I	took	the	Metro	for	George	V,	but	at	the	correspondence	I	was	feeling	
so	dizzy	and	nauseous	that	I	had	to	sit	down	to	keep	from	throwing	up.		I	think	that	
the	thought	of	having	the	teeth	pulled	really	scared	me.		But	the	open	air	revived	me,	
and	I	went	up	to	see	Mlle.	De	l’Etoils	about	my	long‐lost	check.		She	called	one	of	
their	office	that	she	hadn't	tried	before	and	sure	enough,	there	was	my	check.		But	
because	it	came	in	by	mail	they	were	holding	it	and	would	continue	holding	it	until	
word	arrived	from	the	Chase	Manhattan	in	New	York	(i.e.	15	days).		I	was	a	bit	less	
than	overjoyed,	but	content	that	at	least	it	was	not	lost	in	the	mail.		

I	got	on	the	Metro	again	and	returned	home,	stopping	by	Blanchere’s	to	pick	
up	lunch.		I	ate	in	a	hurry	and	then	went	to	the	Dauphin	Mazet	to	meet	Annie	and	
Ramuntcho	for	the	day's	outing.		They	had	an	interview	for	a	teaching	job	in	Meaux,	
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and	I	went	along	for	the	train	ride.		That	meant	another	ride	in	the	Metro	just	to	the	
Gare	d	l’Est	and	then	an	hour	of	discussion	on	the	train.		

We	arrived	and	then	walked	to	the	school	which	happened	to	be	on	the	other	
side	of	town.		The	interviews	lasted	a	little	over	an	hour	and	then	we	set	out	again	
for	the	train	station,	stopping	off	to	visit	the	cathedral	and	to	have	a	little	drink	in	a	
café	with	a	snail	over	the	door.			

Instead	of	taking	the	train,	we	decided	to	have	a	little	fun	by	trying	to	hitch‐
hike	back	to	Paris.		We	succeeded	in	the	form	of	a	huge	black	guy	that	stopped	
(ironic	considering	Ramuntcho	was	one	of	the	three),	and	he	didn't	say	a	word	to	us	
the	whole	way	back	to	Paris.		

We	got	out	at	the	first	Metro	station	that	I	spotted,	which	happened	to	be	the	
Église	de	Pantin	at	the	end	of	the	line.		Since	we	wanted	to	go	all	the	way	to	the	
Tuileries,	we	had	one	hell	of	a	long	ride.		

There,	we	looked	for	a	gallery	where	one	of	the	atelier	of	the	École	de	Beaux	
Arts	was	exhibiting,	and	after	finally	finding	it	(with	two	people	such	as	Annie	and	
Ramuntcho,	we	naturally	walked	in	the	wrong	direction	for	30	minutes).			

I	should	add	that	before	starting	our	search	we	spent	awhile	in	the	Jardin	des	
Tuileries	discussing	morality	of	all	things.		But	we	finally	found	the	gallery	and	spent	
a	while	looking	things	over.		Then	Annie	split	for	her	house,	and	Ramuntcho	and	I	
headed	for	Blanchere's	and	then	to	my	room	for	a	huge	dinner.		As	a	result	of	all	the	
food	and	the	wine,	we	both	got	extremely	sleepy,	and	since	we	couldn't	rack	on	the	
spot,	Ramuntcho	finally	left	for	home	around	10:00.			

It’s	not	too	much	later	than	that	now,	but	I	am	absolutely	beat	and	don't	even	
have	the	energy	to	write	letters.		That	absolutely	must	get	done	tomorrow.	I	have	set	
aside	a	day	for	just	that.	After	lunch	I	had	phoned	in	my	intention	to	spend	two	days	
in	a	clinic	and	get	it	over	with,	so	it	looks	like	these	two	weeks	are	relatively	wasted	
as	far	as	the	Eurail	Pass	is	concerned.		But	no	use	worrying	about	that	–	time	to	put	
some	things	to	soak	in	the	bidet,	and	to	the	RACK!	

	

June	4,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

That	rack	was	so	good	that	I	didn't	get	up	to	greet	the	morning	until	almost	
the	afternoon.		Lunch,	of	course,	came	from	Blanchere’s,	and	the	early	part	of	the	
day	was	truly	without	incident.			

Sometime	during	the	day	I	was	absolutely	obliged	to	go	see	Ramuntcho	and	
tell	him	that	Mab	was	not	leaving	that	day	and	that	he	could	not	spend	the	night	
with	me.		But	I	blew	a	café	rendezvous	because	of	my	piddling	around	over	lunch	
and	the	writing	of	a	letter	home.		
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Around	2:30,	I	went	to	his	atelier	at	the	school	only	to	find	him	not	there.		I	
left	what	I	thought	was	a	rather	clever	message	for	him	with	Michelle:	“La	duchesse	
a	decide	de	reste	dans	la	capital	et	la	festival	est	annule.”40			

On	the	way	back	from	the	school,	I	stopped	in	the	supermarket	and	got	a	box	
that	was	the	right	size	for	my	cherished	terra‐cotta	head.		That,	and	wrapping	up	all	
the	pictures,	paintings	and	frames	in	another	box,	occupied	the	best	part	of	the	
afternoon.			

I	also	forgot	to	mention	that	the	morning	also	included	a	rather	strong	stab	at	
cleaning	house	as	far	as	my	room	was	concerned.		I	got	together	all	the	things	that	I	
want	mom	and	Sheila	to	take	back	to	the	States	for	me.		It	was	really	kind	of	sad	
because	it	was	too	much	like	a	prelude	to	packing	to	leave	for	good.			

Mab	had	arrived	in	the	early	afternoon	announcing	that	she	had	canceled	her	
bridge	game	because	it	was	too	hot,	and	she	bounced	around	the	apartment	in	a	
semi‐transparent	nightgown	playing	with	the	new	washing	machine	and	sticking	
her	nose	in	my	business.		

I	took	a	walk	to	Gilbert	Jeues	on	the	Boulevard	St	Michel	to	buy	tape	and	
twine	for	the	wrapping,	since	I	was	determined	to	do	a	good	job.		I	set	aside	the	
evening	for	a	trip	to	the	YMCA	for	a	change	to	gather	together	all	my	things	and	to	
get	a	good	shower.		I	rode	the	Metro	there,	of	course,	and	then	spent	about	two	
hours	in	the	sauna,	pool	and	shower.		When	I	emerged	I	was	clean	from	the	ends	of	
my	hair	to	my	toenails.		Back	on	the	Metro	and	up	to	Rue	de	Seine,	stopping	off	to	
have	a	look	at	the	new	Drugstore	Odion.		It	was	really,	really	bad.		Just	opened	and	
already	looks	cheap	and	dirty.		

When	I	got	back	upstairs,	Mab	informed	me	that	Ramuntcho	had	called	and	
that	he	would	come	by	for	me	at	around	11	PM,	and	I	was	to	be	dressed	and	ready	
because	he	wanted	to	go	out.	I	finished	writing	my	letter	home,	got	dressed,	and	by	
then	it	was	the	designated	hour.			

He	rang	and	we	went	together	by	foot	all	the	way	to	the	Ile	St.	Louis	and	the	
Rocambole.		We	danced	and	danced	and	danced.		Around	2	AM	I	got	really	pissed	at	
him	because	he	insisted	on	being	too	ashamed	to	dance	slow	with	me	–	a	fact	that	
seemed	a	little	silly	to	me	because	everybody	there	was	as	queer	as	the	guy	standing	
beside	him.		I	suggested	that	we	leave,	but	Ramuntcho	hadn't	had	enough,	so	we	
stayed	until	4	AM.		

Upon	leaving	the	bar,	we	walked	along	the	docks	of	the	Seine	on	the	island	
and	even	sat	down	on	a	bench	to	watch	the	morning	arrive.		It	was	really	beautiful	–	
just	like	a	dream	–	it	had	gotten	cold	during	the	night	and	there	was	a	light	fog	
covering	the	city.		The	veiled	skyscrapers	in	the	distance	looking	down	on	the	old	
part	of	the	city	created	a	wonderful	effect.		I	managed	to	convince	the	Mauritanian	
that	if	he	wanted	to	sleep	in	my	place,	I	could	sneak	him	in	without	any	trouble.			

																																																								
40	The Duchess has decided to rest in the capital and the festival is cancelled.	
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We	stopped	at	the	Mandarin	for	breakfast,	but	left	before	being	served	
because	the	service	was	so	slow.		Then	we	got	in	bed	together	–	my	tiny	bed	–	
leaving	a	note	for	Mab	saying	that	we	had	gotten	in	at	6	AM	and	the	Ramuntcho	was	
resting	here	before	going	to	his	class	in	the	morning.	

	

June	5,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

Of	course,	Ramuntcho	did	not	go	to	his	morning	class.		We	woke	up	around	
10	AM,	but	did	not	dare	move	because	Mab	wasn't	scheduled	to	leave	until	around	
11.		We	didn't	hear	any	movement,	so	it	wasn't	until	11:45	that	I	finally	stuck	my	
head	out	the	door	and	found	a	note	from	Mab	saying	goodbye	and	that	she	hadn't	
even	heard	Ramuntcho	leave	that	morning.		She	may	have	said	that,	but	I'm	sure	
that	she	knew	exactly	what	was	going	on.		Today	did	not	make	the	first	time	I	had	a	
body	in	bed	with	me	right	under	her	nose!		

We	went	down	to	Blanchere's	and	got	a	hot	lunch	and	ate	in	the	kitchen	(all	
part	of	the	takeover	that	occurs	whenever	Mab	leaves	the	apartment	to	me).	
Ramuntcho	then	split	for	his	place	to	get	cleaned	up	and	changed,	and	I	headed	for	
the	Metro	at	Mabillion	to	go	back	to	the	dentist	office	to	pick	up	my	instructions	for	
Wednesday's	big	operation.		

Then,	in	order	to	save	a	Metro	ticket,	and	to	waste	as	little	time,	and	to	get	to	
know	how	Paris	is	laid	out	better,	I	decided	to	walk	back	to	the	École	de	Beaux	Arts	
instead	of	taking	the	Metropolitan	as	usual.		

I	arrived	at	the	school	to	find	Michelle	alone	in	the	atelier.	We	talked	for	
about	30	minutes,	waiting	for	Ramuntcho	who	was	very	late	as	usual,	and	then	I	
posed	while	they	painted.		But	I	must	say	that	today	there	was	really	more	
conversation	than	artwork	accomplished.		Besides,	this	posing	business	is	getting	a	
little	bit	old.		Today	I	was	even	dressed,	so	it	didn't	even	have	the	zest	of	having	my	
peter	flapping	in	the	breeze	or	the	tingling	of	my	exhibitionistic	instincts.		

Finally	around	5:30,	we	called	it	a	day	and	headed	for	Rue	de	Seine,	where	
we	went	to	an	exhibition	where	Annie's	mother	had	three	paintings	on	display	
(really	lousy	–	the	whole	exhibition,	in	fact,	really	amateur).			

From	there	it	was	further	up	Rue	de	Seine	where	the	three	of	us	visited	
Blanchere’s	to	stock	up	for	the	weekend.		Then	we	came	up	to	my	room	and	talked	
for	quite	awhile.		Then	back	down	to	buy	a	Coke	from	Primisterre	–	and	then	
Michelle	finally	left	and	Ramuntcho	and	I	came	back	up	for	dinner	in	the	kitchen	
alone.		

Ramuntcho	may	be	an	innocent	naïve	Cretan,	but	he	did	since	tonight	that	I	
have	had	just	about	enough	of	his	crazy	imbecilities,	and	after	dinner	he	announced	
that	he	was	not	staying	tonight	and	that	he	was	leaving	for	his	place.	I	made	all	the	
necessary	objections	to	be	polite,	but	can't	honestly	say	that	I	was	too	terribly	upset.	
A	lot	of	the	reason	for	both	of	our	attitudes,	I	think,	can	be	attributed	to	the	fact	that	
we	really	didn't	get	enough	sleep	last	night.		
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In	his	absence,	I	intended	to	get	some	writing	done	and	a	nice	long	bath	for	a	
change.		Well,	things	did	not	exactly	turn	out	as	I	expected	them	to.		It	all	started	out	
according	to	plan	with	some	letter	writing,	some	washing,	and	then	the	start	of	a	
nice	long	bath.		But	before	it	got	very	long	or	very	nice,	the	doorbell	of	all	things	
rang!		I	figured	that	it	had	to	be	Ramuntcho,	so	I	ran	down	to	the	door,	ringing	wet,	
with	nothing	more	than	a	hand	towel	to	cover	my	nakedness.		Luckily	I	had	sense	
enough	to	ask	who	was	there,	because	it	turned	out	not	to	be	Ramuntcho	at	all,	but	a	
dizzy	broad	from	SMU	that	had	been	studying	in	Poitiers	this	semester.	She	brought	
along	two	of	her	friends,	one	of	which	was	a	Japanese	guy	who	didn't	speak	English,	
so	we	carried	on	a	two	hour	conversation	in	French	for	his	benefit.	When	they	
finally	left,	I	let	the	water	out	of	the	bathtub	and	called	it	a	night.	

	

June	6,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

Received	quite	a	shock	upon	arriving	this	morning	–	it	wasn't	morning.	My	
first	action	was	to	go	into	the	kitchen	to	look	at	the	clock.		It	was	running,	but	I	
didn't	believe	the	time	that	it	said.		But	when	I	came	back	to	the	room	and	found	that	
my	watch,	too,	was	still	running	and	that	the	two	times	were	the	same,	I	resigned	
myself	to	the	fact	that	I	had	better	believe	that,	yes,	it	really	was	3:30	in	the	
afternoon!		

By	the	time	I	got	showered	and	dressed,	it	was	after	four,	and	after	I	had	gone	
downstairs	to	get	some	bread	and	had	finished	lunch,	it	was	6:00	PM.		But	it	was	just	
as	well	that	I	missed	the	day	because	it	was	really	shitty.	For	one	thing,	it	was	cold	–	
too	damn	cold	for	the	6th	of	June.		There	were	people	on	the	street	in	maxi‐coats	and	
for	good	reason.		And	it	was	also	one	of	those	days	in	which	everything	is	wet	and	
stays	wet	for	24	hours	and	yet	never	a	drop	of	rain	falls.	And	the	wet	air	penetrates	
everything	including	people's	minds	and	moods	and	turns	everything	into	mildew.	

After	lunch,	I	swore	to	myself	that	I	would	not	venture	out	into	such	a	
miserable	day	and	would	chain	myself	to	my	desk	and	get	some	writing	done	that	I	
had	sorely	neglected	during	the	past	week.		

JT	was	at	the	top	of	my	list	and	as	things	turned	out,	he	almost	comprised	the	
whole	day's	accomplishments.		I	wrote	him	a	seven	page	typed	letter	and,	having	
included	the	three	pages	copied	from	this	journal,	that	made	quite	a	packet	of	
reading	material.		I	just	hope	that	French	postal	system	has	decided	to	end	their	
strike	so	that	I	can	get	the	little	pearls	of	wisdom	on	their	way	to	the	US.		

And	then	I	even	wrote	to	my	dear	grandparents	who	are	undoubtedly	quite	
insulted	that	I	have	ignored	them	for	so	long.			

And	with	those	meager	accomplishments,	my	day	more	or	less	came	to	a	
close.	I've	not	yet	been	awake	for	eight	hours	and	it	is	almost	time	to	call	it	a	night.	
I'm	not	at	all	hungry	for	dinner,	and	it	is	just	as	well,	because	I	miscalculated	my	
finances	this	weekend,	and	I	find	myself	tonight	without	a	cent.	I	plan	to	eat	what	
leftovers	I	can	find,	perhaps	do	a	little	more	writing,	straighten	things	up	in	the	
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apartment	in	anticipation	of	Mab's	return	tomorrow,	try	my	luck	at	taking	another	
bath	and	then	hitting	the	sack.		

Not	having	heard	one	word	from	Ramuntcho	
today,	I	would	assume	that	he	is	either	mad,	or	he	is	
sulking	in	his	room	waiting	for	me	to	come	to	him.	
What	the	poor	guy	doesn't	know	is	that	I	spent	the	
first	half	of	the	day	in	bed	and	the	second	half	
avoiding	the	weather.	But	my	sexy	juices	just	aren't	
churning	today,	and	I'm	not	even	sure	that	I	would	
turn	on	for	Joe	Dellesandro	of	“Flesh”	fame,	so	maybe	
it's	just	as	well	that	I	hibernate	today.	

	

June	7,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning	was	marked	by	none	of	the	folly	of	yesterday.		I	was	awakened	
at	8	AM	by	the	doorbell.		Some	of	the	workers	that	are	painting	the	front	of	the	
building	needed	to	get	through	to	the	window.		Then	at	9	AM	it	was	the	mail.		

I	spent	the	rest	of	the	morning	getting	the	apartment	cleaned	up	for	Mab's	
arrival,	which	I	think	should	happen	sometime	today	‐‐	cleaned	out	the	bathtub,	etc.,	
etc.,	and	just	generally	begin	giving	up	my	rights	as	temporary	lord	of	the	household.	

	I	must	say	that	the	weather	has	somewhat	improved,	and	with	it	my	spirits,	
but	with	the	impending	visit	to	the	hospital,	not	too	much	can	be	expected.		I	went	to	
the	bank	as	one	of	my	first	acts	this	morning	to	give	myself	the	false	sense	of	
security	that	I	have	some	money.		Thanks	to	the	crazy	bank	that	insists	on	holding	
my	last	check	and	the	various	unexpected	bills	that	will	soon	be	rolling	in,	I	expect	to	
very	surely	find	myself	without	a	dime	to	my	name	(or	perhaps	without	a	centime	
would	be	more	appropriate).		

I	did	receive	a	letter	from	dad	containing	my	bank	statement	and	a	cruel	little	
note	that	I	should	remember	my	auto	insurance	in	July.		Dammit,	I	had	counted	on	
wasting	that	money	over	here	and	not	paying	on	a	car	that	I'm	not	driving!		But	that	
letter	also	included	the	news	that	mom	and	Sheila	would	be	arriving	on	the	22nd.		
So	I	therefore	started	the	hunt	for	a	hotel	to	put	them	in	and	now,	after	visiting	a	
total	of	about	15	in	the	quarter,	I	can	find	not	one	single	room	free!		This	damned	
19th‐century	hotel	situation	in	Paris	is	getting	to	be	a	pain	in	the	ass!		I	guess	I'll	just	
have	to	keep	looking,	but	it	looks	like	they	just	might	be	staying	at	95	Rue	de	Seine!		

I	dropped	by	the	café	to	see	Ramuntcho	and	check	to	see	if	he	still	wanted	to	
go	to	Chartres	tomorrow.		He	was	terribly	vague,	as	usual,	and	didn't	give	me	a	
definite	answer.		He	didn't	mention	anything	about	yesterday	but	seemed	a	little	
upset	when	I	got	up	to	leave	just	15	minutes	after	arriving	at	the	café.		I'm	probably	
going	to	end	up	making	that	poor	guy	awfully	mad	at	me.		I'll	probably	go	to	his	
atelier	sometime	this	afternoon	to	make	peace.		

The	early	afternoon	passed	without	any	great	incident	and	before	too	long,	
sure	enough,	I	headed	for	Ramuntcho’s	atelier	with	a	letter	in	my	hand	containing	
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the	10	Francs	I	owed	him	and	a	plea	for	peace.		But	before	I	even	got	to	him,	I	was	
interrupted	by	Michelle	who	said	that	she	was	just	going	to	call	me	to	see	about	
posing.		It	soon	became	evident	that	it	was	more	than	that	that	she	was	interested	
in.		She	suggested	that	we	go	down	for	a	cup	of	coffee,	and	I	agreed.		Ramuntcho	was	
painting	and	had	not	even	read	the	note,	so	I	told	him	that	I	would	be	back	up	for	an	
answer	later.		

Michelle	and	I	went	for	a	cup	of	coffee	in	the	café	on	what	I	think	may	have	
been	Rue	de	Seine.		We	talked	at	great	length	about	a	lot	of	things	‐‐	and	proof	that	
she	is	an	intelligent	young	lady	is	that	I	ended	up	doing	most	of	the	talking.		Funny,	
too,	because	she	loves	to	chatter	away.	And	then	there	was	that	dangerous	look	in	
her	eyes.		

We	returned	to	the	school,	and	I	left	her	in	the	lower	sketching	amphitheater	
while	I	returned	upstairs	to	get	an	answer	from	Ramuntcho.		My	note	included	an	
invitation	for	the	evening,	but	he	said	that	he	already	had	plans	to	go	to	a	piano	
concert	with	Annie	at	the	Theatre	des	Champs	Elysées.		I	demurred	on	that	count	and	
also	told	him	that	it	was	highly	unlikely	that	I	would	be	sitting	on	the	doorstep	at	
midnight	when	he	returned.		

I	came	back	to	my	room	and	tried	to	decide	between	going	to	the	gym	or	to	a	
movie.		The	gym	won	out	because	I	wanted	to	see	Michel	about	his	address	on	Ile	du	
Levant.		So	I	took	the	Metro,	and	upon	arriving,	took	a	sauna	and	shower,	got	the	
desired	address,	and	then	back	in	the	Metro	and	home	again.		

I	was	eating	the	dinner	I	had	bought	earlier	at	Blanchere’s	when	Mab	arrived	
from	her	weekend	in	the	country,	and	we	talked	until	well	into	the	evening.		And	
after	a	little	reading	and	writing	it	was	time	to	call	it	quits	for	another	day.		I	must	
admit	that	not	too	much	got	accomplished,	but	that	seems	to	be	the	characteristic	of	
the	past	few	days.	

	

June	8,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)	

I	woke	up	this	morning	when	the	doorbell	rang	with	the	mail	at	9:00	AM.	
Evidently,	if	I	set	my	mind	to	wake	up	at	a	certain	time,	it	functions	fairly	well,	but	
hardly	to	the	point	that	I	can	rely	on	it.		

Today	I	had	decided	that	I	would	get	up	early	and	search	once	again	for	a	
hotel	room.	So	I	set	out	for	Rue	St.	Roch	by	passing	by	St.	Germain	des	Pris.		In	front	
of	the	school	of	medicine	I	stopped	in	at	a	bakery	to	buy	two	delicious	rolls,	hot	with	
applesauce	inside	and	covered	with	sugar.		But	they	helped	not	one	bit	in	the	finding	
of	a	hotel	room.		

All	the	way	down	the	Rue	St.	Honore	to	La	Samarataine	without	finding	
anything;	across	the	Pont	Neuf	and	up	the	Rue	Dauphine;	nothing,	nothing,	nothing;	
then	across	to	the	St.	Sulpice	quartier	–	same	result.	By	that	time	I	was	beat	and	
discouraged	and	it	was	time	to	return	home.		
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I	went	up	just	long	enough	to	get	my	plate	and	then	back	down	for	lunch	
from	Blanchere’s.		Having	finished	that,	and	it	being	Tuesday,	I	had	a	train	to	catch	
for	Chartres.		I	got	on	the	Metro	for	Montparnasse,	caught	the	1:13	train	and	by	2:00	
PM	I	was	at	the	station	in	Chartres.		

Since	Ramuntcho	had	said	that	he	would	try	and	be	there,	I	was	very	
disappointed	when	he	was	neither	at	the	train	station,	nor	the	café,	nor	in	front	of	
the	Salle	des	Vents.		But	it	was	just	as	well	that	he	didn't,	because	it	was	the	lousiest	
sale	that	they've	had	since	I	started	going.		I	bought	not	one	single	thing,	and	wanted	
to	buy	not	one	single	thing,	until	the	end	when	I	bought	some	old	books	that	were	
worth	even	less	than	the	five	francs	I	paid	for	them.		

The	only	interesting	aspect	of	the	sale	was	that	Mme.	Maud	Nicolas	was	still	
scared	to	show	her	face.		So	around	5:30	I	loaded	all	my	books	into	my	bag	and	
briefcase	and	under	my	arm	and	headed	back	to	the	train.		

On	the	trip	back	I	talked	to	an	American	couple	that	were	also	traveling	on	
Eurail	passes	and	help	them	get	oriented	a	little	in	Paris.	They	were	very	nice	
people,	but	typically	ignorant	Americans.		I	was	surprised	to	hear	that	the	man	could	
speak	German,	but	I	seriously	wonder	how	effectively,	and	what	they	did	to	French	
was	absolutely	appalling!		

I	left	them	when	the	train	pulled	into	the	station	because	I	had	to	be	at	the	
laboratory	in	order	to	get	the	results	of	my	blood	test	(I	neglected	to	mention	
yesterday	that	at	2:00	PM,	after	leaving	the	café,	I	subjected	myself	to	another	of	
these	ghoulish	French	bloodlettings	in	order	to	get	my	blood	type).		Much	to	my	
surprise,	I	found	that	I	am	a	relatively	rare	individual.		Type	B,	which	represents	5%	
of	the	population,	and	Rh	negative,	which	represents	15%	of	the	whole.		Therefore	I	
am	15%	of	5%	of	the	population.		I	was	greatly	impressed.	I	had	always	thought	of	
myself	as	a	very	Type	“O”	person.		

I	came	back	to	the	room	to	deposit	my	books	before	once	again	going	down	
to	Blanchere's	to	buy	the	necessaries	for	dinner.	The	evening	is	passing	in	writing	
and	reading	(still	Stendhal	and	now	a	few	selected	letters	from	Mme.	De	Sevigny).	
Getting	ready	for	the	move	to	the	hospital	tomorrow.	Oh	well,	this	will	probably	be	
the	only	time	my	life	that	I	go	and	return	from	the	hospital	on	the	Paris	Metro!	

	

June	9,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	

This	is	the	one	day	that	just	may	provide	a	little	difficulty	in	filling	the	one	
page	daily	minimum	that	I	have	set	up	for	myself	in	this	journal.	I	really	missed	a	
great	deal	of	it!		

At	7:30	the	alarm	rang,	and	I	got	up	to	shave	and	get	dressed.		I	took	my	
suitcase	and	headed	for	the	Metro	at	Odion	and	arrived	at	the	Clinic	St.	Genevieve	at	
the	Port	d’Orleans	much	sooner	than	I	was	supposed	to.		But	they	went	ahead	and	
put	me	in	a	room	and	had	me	get	undressed	and	in	bed.	Then	a	few	minutes	later,	
they	came	in	and	told	me	that	I	would	have	to	change	rooms.		All	the	rooms	have	
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names,	and	they	must	have	realized	that,	being	the	lady	of	the	South	that	I	am,	I	
would	much	prefer	the	“Jasmine”	room.		

I	was	very	surprised	to	find	that	it	was	just	as	modern	as	it	could	be	and	that	
I	was	all	by	myself.		I	may	be	a	little	less	enchanted	when	I	find	out	how	much	it's	
costing	me,	but	for	the	moment	it	is	very	nice!		

Before	long	they	began	getting	me	ready,	i.e.	some	pills	and	then	30	minutes	
later	a	shot	to	relax	me.		Then	the	man	came	in	with	his	little	tea	tray	and	rolled	me	
away	into	the	elevator.		I	think	it's	funny	to	notice	that	the	operating	rooms	are	
never	on	the	same	level	as	the	sleeping	rooms.		

I	forgot	to	mention	that	Dr.	Marsan	had	come	by	to	see	me	before	and	had	
said	that	after	he	performed	the	operation	he	would	be	skipping	the	country	for	
Switzerland.		I	figured	he	was	just	laying	low	to	see	how	things	come	out	before	he	
showed	up	again.		But,	anyway,	I	arrived	in	the	operating	room	and	much	my	
pleasant	surprise,	there	was	the	good	doctor,	stripped	to	the	waist	and	bare	chested	
as	his	patient.	Perhaps	I	should	mention	that	Dr.	Marsan	is	very	young	and	
extremely	good‐looking!		

From	there	it	progressed	just	like	it	does	in	all	the	movies	and	television	
shows,	and	as	they	gave	me	the	final	shot,	my	last	words	were	“Bon	voyage,	
Docteur!”		I	thought	that	was	rather	clever	and	extremely	brave	considering	that	I	
was	scared	to	death.		Luckily	I	didn't	have	my	contacts	in	an	therefore	blind	as	a	bat,	
and	since	what	you	can't	see	doesn't	usually	scare	you	–	well.		

At	this	point	there	lapsed	a	period	of	time	during	which	I	have	no	idea	what	
happened.		All	I	know	is	that	when	I	woke	up,	I	was	less	two	teeth!		Waking	up	was	a	
rather	interesting	experience.	I	found	myself	lying	flat	on	my	back	and,	since	that	is	
my	very	most	un‐favorite	position	for	sleeping,	I	decided	to	roll	over	on	my	side	or	
stomach	as	usual.		But	at	that	point	my	brain	was	working	much	better	than	my	
body.		Each	of	my	limbs	weighed	about	2	tons	and	there	was	just	no	way	to	turn.		I	
remember	the	nurse	telling	me	that	if	I	didn't	lie	still	I	would	fall	out	of	bed,	and	I	
was	very	happy	to	realize	that	even	in	a	groggy,	drugged	state	I	understand	French,	
but	I	knew	that	I	had	no	intention	of	falling	out	of	bed;	I	just	wanted	to	roll	over.		

Finally	I	succeeded	in	doing	just	that	and	slept	until	very	late	in	the	
afternoon.	When	I	woke	up,	it	was	time	for	dinner	and	since	I	hadn't	had	one	single	
thing	to	eat	all	day,	I	was	a	little	disappointed	that	all	they	had	to	offer	was	a	little	
bowl	of	soup	and	even	littler	bowl	of	applesauce.	But	I	ate	every	drop,	and	then	it	
was	time	to	take	my	temperature.		When	the	nurse	came	in	with	the	thermometer,	I	
open	my	mouth	to	receive	it	and	she	shook	her	head	and	said	that	it	was	a	rectal	
thermometer.		I'm	sure	my	eyes	got	as	big	as	saucers,	and	I	suggested	that	she	find	
an	alternative.	She	said	that	I	could	put	it	under	my	arm	if	I	preferred,	and	I	assured	
her	that	would	be	highly	preferable	to	the	other	method!		

That	was	the	major	crisis	the	day	for	I	feel	that	I	should	mention	that	my	jaws	
were	giving	me	very	little	pain,	and	all	the	fears	that	I	had	built	up	were	entirely	
unfounded.			
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A	little	before	and	during	dinner,	one	other	little	problem	presented	itself.		I	
had	to	piss	in	the	worst	way,	so	I	asked	the	nurse	if	she	would	tell	me	where	the	
bathroom	was.		She	said	that	there	was	no	question	of	me	getting	out	of	bed	so	early,	
and	she	brought	me	the	little	bottle.		Well,	I	had	news	for	her!		There	was	no	way	
that	it	would	work	on	the	horizontal!		I	mean	I	laid	on	my	back,	on	both	sides,	I	
strained,	I	prayed	–	I	tried	everything,	but	there	was	nothing	doing!		And	I	really	
needed	to	go!		Finally	I	stood	up	beside	the	bed,	and	it	was	as	easy	as	it	could	be!	
Funny	how	once	you	get	in	the	habit	of	doing	something	one	way,	it's	hard	to	
change.	But	it's	just	as	well,	because	I	thought	for	a	moment	that	I	was	going	to	need	
a	second	bottle,	and	if	that	thing	had	been	lying	on	its	side,	we	would	have	had	quite	
a	mess.		

After	awhile	the	night	nurse	came	in	and	asked	me	if	I	would	rather	have	a	
suppository	or	a	sleeping	pill.		I	asked	her	to	repeat	what	she	had	said	because	I	
hadn't	understood	(perhaps	it	was	that	I	didn't	want	to	understand).		But	the	second	
time	it	came	through	loud	and	clear,	and	I	assured	her	that	I	preferred	the	pill.	

	

June	10,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning	I	was	awakened	bright	and	early	after	a	night	of	comfortable,	if	
not	constant	sleep.		That	same	night	nurse	appeared	with	the	thermometer,	handed	
it	to	me	and	told	me	to	stick	it	you	know	where.		I	asked	her	why	I	couldn't	use	my	
arm	method	like	yesterday,	and	she	said	that	would	be	quite	alright.		When	she	
came	back	to	take	the	reading,	I	asked	her	just	what	the	deal	was	in	France	with	the	
anus	fetish,	and	she	replied	that	she	was	German	and	didn't	know,	but	that	was	the	
way	they	did	things	in	France.		

Soon	thereafter	my	breakfast	arrived	which	consisted	of	a	cup	of	café	au	lait	
and	two	tiny	pieces	of	bread	and	a	pat	of	butter.		I	was	feeling	absolutely	no	pain	and	
felt	that	I	deserved	better	than	that,	but	I	just	chewed	away	slowly	at	it	in	order	to	
make	it	last	longer.		Then	I	proceeded	to	write	letters	accounting	my	little	adventure	
to	the	homeland.			

Before	long	the	phone	rang	and	it	was	Mab.		We	had	a	long	conversation,	and	
she	assured	me	that	she	was	waiting	for	me	this	evening	and	that	she	had	the	
refrigerator	stocked	so	that,	even	after	her	departure,	I	wouldn't	have	to	move	from	
my	bed.		She	really	is	such	a	wonderful	woman,	it	makes	me	feel	guilty	that	I	let	her	
get	on	my	nerves	sometimes.		

After	that	it	was	more	letter	writing	until,	much	sooner	than	I	expected,	lunch	
arrived.		I	halfway	expected	them	to	try	and	feed	it	to	me	rectally,	but	they	let	me	
consume	it	as	I	saw	fit.			

Soon	afterwards,	Dr.	Marsan’s	assistant	came	by	to	see	me	and	said	that	I	
could	go	home	if	I	wanted	to.	But	since	Mab	was	entertaining	M.P.,	I	thought	it	would	
be	best	just	to	stay	here	until	after	I	had	seen	Dr.	Marsan	at	7	PM.		Besides,	I	had	
already	ordered	dinner	here	(all	the	time	knowing	that	Mab	was	also	preparing	
something	for	my	arrival).	The	afternoon	should	pass	slowly	in	reading	and	writing.	
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And	that's	just	exactly	how	it	did	pass.		A	huge	pile	of	letters	to	send	to	the	US	
and	the	good	company	of	Mme.	de	Sevigny.		Dr.	Marsan	came	by	and	confirmed	that	
I	could	leave,	but	I	went	ahead	with	plans	to	eat	before	quitting	the	dear	clinic.	

When	I	found	out	how	much	the	whole	affair	was	costing	me,	I	lost	quite	a	bit	
of	my	appetite,	but	managed	to	get	dinner	down	all	the	same.		Still,	a	grand	total	of	
$360	was	a	difficult	course	to	swallow!			

After	dinner	I	took	a	taxi	back	to	Rue	de	Seine	where	I	was	received	by	Mab	
with	all	the	care	of	a	wounded	soldier	returning	home	from	the	battlefield.		We	ate	
dinner	together	in	the	kitchen,	and	I	told	her	all	of	my	stories	about	the	hospital.		I	
found	that	I	was	already	quite	tired	(as	I	had	been	told	that	I	would	be),	but	after	I	
had	gotten	in	bed,	Mab	came	in	and	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	bed	while	I	read	her	the	
letters	I	had	written	home.		Then	it	was	lights	out	for	a	wonderful	night	of	sleep,	
interrupted	only	by	a	giant	piss	that	rivaled	the	famous	one	of	the	hospital	the	day	
before.	

	

June	11,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

I	awoke	this	morning	being,	if	anything,	more	swollen	than	ever.		I	don't	
know	if	it	is	a	case	of	the	healing	process	or	whether	I	had	laughed	and	talked	too	
much	with	Mab	the	night	before,	but	I	was	determined	not	to	play	invalid	all	day	
long.		I	was	up	and	dressed	before	long.		Mab	had	a	train	to	catch	for	the	country,	
and	she	wanted	to	feed	me	before	she	left.			

We	had	just	finished	eating	when	she	found	out	that	all	the	SNCF	was	on	
strike	again	and	there	would	be	no	trains	leaving.		She	was	extremely	disappointed	
(as	was	myself),	but	her	spirits	soon	improved	when	she	learned	that	she	could	
hitch	a	ride	with	somebody's	husband	who	was	going	up	that	night.		So	I	left	her	to	
spend	the	afternoon	resting	up	after	her	traumatic	morning,	and	I	left	for	the	post	
office	where	I	had	enough	postage	to	pay	for	my	trip	back	to	the	States.		

From	there	I	headed	for	Ramuntcho’s	atelier	at	the	school	to	see	just	what	
the	hell	was	going	on	and	if	I	couldn't	make	a	peace	treaty	or	something.		Upon	
arriving	there,	I	found	exactly	no	one	that	I	wanted	to	see,	so	I	went	back	down	to	
the	amphitheater	where	the	models	posed	for	sketching.		Still	no	luck	as	far	as	
Ramuntcho	was	concerned,	but	Annie	was	there	and	we	talked	for	a	while	behind	
the	bleachers.		Then	she	suggested	that	we	step	outside	and	our	short	chat	extended	
to	almost	an	hour.		

From	her	I	learned	that	Ramuntcho	was	on	the	banks	of	the	Seine	
somewhere	with	Alice	and	Monique,	so	eventually	I	set	out	with	the	intention	of	
finding	them,	and	it	was	quickly	accomplished	because	they	were	just	across	from	
the	school.		I	sat	and	talked	with	them	for	a	long	time	until	finally	the	girls	got	up	
and	left.		The	peace	was	quickly	concluded	and	soon	we	were	on	the	way	to	my	
room	with	a	stop	at	the	supermarket	to	pick	up	the	necessaries	to	supplement	the	
diet	that	may	have	had	outlined	(and	purchased,	I	might	add)	for	me	during	the	
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weekend.		We	"played	around"	a	little	in	the	room,	but	it	was	understandably	
limited	considering	the	swollen	condition	of	my	cheeks	(my	facial	cheeks).		

He	left	finally	to	get	together	his	things	at	the	school,	but	promised	to	return	
to	spend	the	night	after	the	Mab	had	left.		I	went	down	with	him	to	buy	a	few	things	
to	drink	over	the	weekend,	since	I	am	deprived	of	the	pleasure	of	chewing.		

I	suppose	that	I	should	also	mention	that	I	received	a	copy	of	the	"Advocate"	
from	Gerd	today	with	a	letter	that	must	have	contained	less	than	20	words.	But	
among	them	was	the	fact	that	both	he	and	John	had	quit	the	Fairmont.		That's	quite	a	
bombshell	to	drop	in	20	words,	if	you	ask	me.	Wonder	what	the	poor	guy	is	going	to	
do	when	the	rent	comes	due	on	that	extravagant	apartment	of	his.		I	thank	the	good	
Lord	that	I'm	not	in	Dallas	for	that	little	crisis!		

Time	soon	came	when	Mab's	ride	arrived	to	grab	a	quick	snack	here	before	
hitting	the	road.		Mab	invited	me	in	to	keep	him	company	while	he	ate,	and	I	was	
delighted	to	see	that	George	turned	out	to	be	an	extremely	good‐looking	young	man!	
And	since	he	is	an	actor,	I	thought	the	chances	of	you‐know‐what	would	be	pretty	
good	–	except	for	the	wedding	band	on	his	finger	and	the	conversation	about	his	two	
lovely	children.		Oh	well,	in	France	that	doesn't	mean	a	damn	thing!		

But	I	finally	got	them	in	the	car	and	on	the	road	and	now	I	await	only	the	
arrival	of	Ramuntcho	before	calling	it	a	night,	because	I'm	still	at	the	stage	of	getting	
tired	very	early.		They	tell	me	that	anesthesia	takes	a	while	to	wear	off,	and	I	believe	
it!		Ramuntcho	arrived	a	little	while	later	and	we	went	straight	to	bed	‐‐	directly	to	
bed,	did	not	pass	go,	did	not	collect	$200.	

	

June	12,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

I	woke	up	at	a	fairly	reasonable	hour,	as	is	usually	the	case	when	we	play	
sardines	in	a	can	using	my	bed.		Ramuntcho	went	on	his	merry	way	to	school	after	
we	had	sufficiently	fondled	each	other,	and	I	quickly	took	the	Metro	at	Mabillon	to	
head	for	my	checkup	appointment	with	the	dentist.		I	arrived	around	10:00	AM	and	
he	saw	me	without	any	waiting	at	all	hardly.			

I	had	planned	ahead	by	bringing	the	top	of	my	little	lamp	to	find	a	chimney	
for	it,	and,	to	that	end,	I	headed	for	the	Metro	and	the	Porte	de	Clignancourt.		I	
walked	around	the	Marché	aux	Puces	pricing	the	chimneys	and,	
of	course,	looking	over	the	other	junk	on	sale.		Of	course,	as	my	
luck	would	have	it,	I	came	across	a	little	item	that	I	was	not	
capable	of	passing	up.		It	was	a	metal	candelabra	that,	if	it	isn't	
the	real	thing,	is	almost	a	perfect	copy	of	style	Guimard!41		I	was	
so	content	with	that	little	purchase	that	I	didn't	even	bother	with	
the	lamp.		

																																																								
41	Hector	Guimard	was	a	French	architect	who	is	now	the	best‐known	representative	of	the	French	Art	Nouveau	
style	of	the	late	nineteenth	and	early	twentieth	centuries,	still	appreciated	today	in	the	stylized	entrances	to	the	
Paris	Metro	and	many	other	Paris	structures.			
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I	came	home	to	eat	lunch,	stopping	by	Mme.	Blanchere's	to	pick	up	some	
soup	mix,	and	then	I	spent	the	major	part	of	the	afternoon	cleaning	up	my	prize.		It	
was	almost	black	when	I	bought	it,	but	with	a	lot	of	rubbing	it	cleaned	up	so	well	
that	it	could	almost	pass	for	real	silver.		

The	doorbell	rang	later	and	there	was	Ramuntcho	again	saying	that	he	just	
dropped	by	to	say	hello	before	leaving	with	his	cousin	for	Versailles.		He	told	me	that	
he	would	see	me	later	that	night	around	6:30	and	we	would	go	together	to	the	party	
at	Monique's.		

The	rest	of	the	afternoon	passed	with	polishing	and	purchasing.		The	former	
applies	to	the	candelabra,	and	the	second	to	the	things	I	was	to	buy	to	take	to	the	
party.			

Ramuntcho	showed	up	again	late,	but	close	enough	that	it	must	be	
considered	approximately	on	time	for	him.		We	got	on	the	Metro,	and	after	some	of	
the	strangest	correspondences	I	have	ever	made	on	that	particular	mode	of	
transportation,	we	arrived	at	Guy‐Môquet	and	then	walked	to	Monique’s	apartment.	

The	“boum”42	turned	out	to	be	a	rather	small	one	with	only	Annie,	Monique,	
Alice,	Monique's	sister	and	her	friend	(m)	and	myself	in	attendance.		We	sat	around	
on	the	floor	and	talked,	and	then	we	danced,	and	then	we	dragged	out	dinner	over	a	
period	of	about	an	hour	and	a	half.		

Then	I	suggested	a	game	and	it	actually	succeeded	to	the	point	that	
everybody	had	a	good	time.		Before	we	realized	it,	we	had	almost	missed	the	last	
Metro.		

It	was	then	that	the	young	ladies	informed	us	that	they	had	no	intention	of	
letting	us	get	away	so	easily	and	that	we	were	going	out	on	the	town!		I	must	say	
that	I	was	getting	sleepy	and	was	absolutely	in	no	mood	for	such	nonsense,	but	
being	the	agreeable	American	foreigner	that	I	am,	I	consented	to	lending	my	
presence	to	the	outing.		

Because	it	was	so	late,	and	because	we	had	two	changes	of	lines	to	make,	we	
did	not	have	much	hope	of	reaching	our	objective	of	Cardinal	Lemoine.		But	we	had	
the	chance	to	catch	the	last	train	direction	Austerlitz,	and	we	soon	found	ourselves	
in	front	of	the	nightclub	“Les	Caveaux.”			

I	must	admit	that	it	was	really	nice	to	go	out	with	those	girls	that	fully	expect	
to	pay	their	own	way	and	have	their	money	out	before	you	even	have	a	chance	to	
think	about	it.		This	particular	place,	as	its	name	indicated,	was	in	the	caves	of	a	
house	and	featured	Dixieland	music	and	the	atmosphere	of	what	St.	Germain	des	
Prés	was	like	20	or	30	years	ago.		We	danced	and	wild	crazy	jitterbug	until	4:00	AM,	
when,	thank	the	good	Lord,	they	shut	the	place	down.		

Ramuntcho	proved	that,	at	times,	he	can	be	an	absolute	wild	man,	and	his	
interpretation	of	"dance"	was	as	amusing	as	it	was	energetic.		Naturally	for	him,	it	
was	the	same	thing	that	everybody	else	was	doing,	but	very	few	of	the	rest	of	us	

																																																								
42	“boum”	is	a	French	word	for	“dance”	
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chose	to	express	ourselves	at	times	by	holding	onto	our	partner's	hands,	standing	in	
one	place,	jumping	straight	up	and	down	in	the	air,	as	was	the	case	with	the	Mad	
Mauritanian!			

Upon	leaving	the	cave,	we	walked	down	the	Blvd.	St.	Michel,	where	the	girls	
caught	a	taxi	at	St.	Germain,	and	Ramuntcho	and	I	headed	on	foot	for	bed.	We	
arrived	just	as	the	dawn	was	cracking,	but	we	just	pulled	the	heavy	drapes	and	
prayed	that	morning	would	not	come	too	early.	

	

June	13,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	

Morning	arrived	at	its	usual	time,	but	we	absolutely	refuse	to	acknowledge	
its	presence	until	almost	noon	or	even	thereafter.		When	we	finally	finished	playing	
our	games,	Ramuntcho	got	up	and	went	down	to	the	market	to	scrounge	up	
something	to	eat,	and	I	proceeded	to	heat	up	some	spaghetti	and	get	the	kitchen	
ready	for	our	belated	lunch.		

We	ate,	and	by	the	time	it	was	all	well	and	done,	it	was	closer	to	2:00	PM	than	
anything	else.		Because	we	didn't	have	anything	else	to	do	and	the	weather	wasn't	
worth	shit,	we	went	into	Mab's	bedroom	to	watch	TV.		I	was	still	as	naked	as	the	day	
I	was	born,	so	I	posed	for	three	sketches	for	Ramuntcho	which	turned	out	to	be	
really	lousy.		Sketching	was	definitely	not	what	he	had	on	his	mind!		

So	we	watched	the	end	of	the	mounted	police	movie	and	then	a	program	
about	24	hours	at	Le	Mans.		

I	finally	got	dressed	and	suggested	that	we	go	
for	a	walk	to	break	up	an	otherwise	completely	
action‐less	day.			We	wandered	around	between	here	
and	the	Seine	and	then	wander	along	the	book	stalls	
being	appalled	by	the	prices	they	were	charging.		
Finally,	we	ended	up	sitting	on	the	quai	of	the	Ile	de	la	
Cité	and	watching	the	strange	international	world	of	

hippies	going	by.		

After	awhile	it	got	too	cold	and	we	headed	back	for	Rue	de	Seine,	taking	a	
very	indirect	route.		We	picked	up	a	few	things	to	eat	along	the	way	and	soon	
returned	to	the	kitchen	where	we	both	found	that	we	were	once	again	hungry.		

After	the	dishes	were	done,	it	was	back	in	front	of	the	television	where	we	
were	supposedly	going	to	see	a	movie,	but	ended	up	watching	a	program	on	the	war	
in	Italy	during	World	War	II.		It	was	very	interesting	because	it	used	both	German	
and	Allied	films,	and	the	whole	story	on	both	sides	was	very	clear.		

Even	before	the	program	was	over,	Ramuntcho	was	asleep	in	my	lap,	so	we	
retired	to	my	bedroom	–	but	not	before	each	of	us	had	taken	advantage	of	Mab’s	
beautiful	pink	bathtub.		My	little	room	almost	becomes	livable	when	Mab	steps	out	
to	the	country	‐‐	what	with	the	addition	of	a	kitchen,	bathroom,	and	TV	room;	it's	
almost	20th	century!		
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June	14,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)	

We	woke	up	this	morning	fairly	early,	but	I	was	not	able	to	chase	Ramuntcho	
out	until	almost	noon	–	and	that	was	not	before	he	had	managed	to	cum	all	over	me	
and	the	bed	linens.		That	particular	process	continues	to	be	a	source	of	amazement	
to	me.		He	doesn't	seem	to	be	able	to	control	the	dribble–dribble	variety,	and	it	
comes	out	without	him	even	realizing	it!		Personally,	I	prefer	the	fountain	method	
that	is	both	controllable	and	one	hell	of	a	lot	more	satisfying.		But	I	must	say	that	it	is	
no	longer	a	problem	of	quantity	with	the	dear	boy,	because	my	sheets	are	stiff	as	
boards	(and	I	just	changed	them	a	few	days	ago,	dammit).		

After	he	had	left,	I	got	dressed	and	went	down	to	the	post	office	to	mail	a	box	
of	books	and	then	to	Blanchere's	to	get	something	for	lunch.		The	rest	of	my	day	will	
just	be	spent	getting	the	apartment	back	into	shape	and	doing	a	little	corresponding	
that	has	been	badly	neglected.		The	weather	situation	has	gone	from	bad	to	worse,	
and	today	we	are	even	experiencing	some	honest	to	goodness	rain.		If	the	SNCF	
permits,	I	intend	to	pack	up	and	head	south	as	soon	as	possible,	and	Tuesday	night	
looks	like	a	good	time	to	shoot	for.		

As	it	turned	out,	Mab	arrived	back	in	Paris	a	little	earlier	than	I	expected,	and	
a	good	part	of	the	afternoon	was	given	in	to	talking	to	her.			

Today,	however,	I	did	manage	to	get	some	books	on	their	way	to	the	States	
by	that	wonderfully	inexpensive	postage	rate.		I	had	to	go	twice	to	the	post	office	
because	my	first	bundle	weights	7	kilos,	and	I	only	had	the	right	to	5.		The	second	
round	made	it	alright,	and	although	it	may	take	forever	to	arrive,	if	only	half	of	what	
I	send	arrives	before	Christmas,	it	will	have	been	well	worth	the	trouble	and	the	
money.		

I	ate	a	dinner	in	my	room	that	I	put	together	from	Blanchere's	and	then	
watched	a	program	with	Mab	on	the	TV	about	Marcel	Proust	and	his	time.		I	was	
hoping	to	see	a	little	of	my	precious	"Belle	Epoch"	style,	but	Marcel	and	his	buddies	
seemed	to	prefer	the	more	classic.		After	that	it	was	a	long	discussion	with	Mab	and	
then	off	to	bed.	

	

June	15,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)	

I	awoke	this	morning	about	9:00	AM	to	find	that	I	had	absolutely	no	mail	
whatsoever.		This	pissed	me	off	considerably,	because	I	needed	to	hear	from	the	
bank	concerning	my	long‐lost	$250.		So	instead,	I	took	the	big	step	and	called	dear	
Mlle.	De	l’Etoile	and	had	her	check	into	the	affair	for	me.		After	much	waiting,	she	
told	me	that	the	okay	had	arrived	from	New	York	today	and	that	in	two	days	I	
should	receive	the	receipt	and	all	would	be	well.		

Happy	to	hear	that	news,	I	went	immediately	to	the	Odion	branch	and	drew	
out	the	remaining	100	Francs	in	anticipation	of	the	arriving	sum.			
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At	that	time,	I	had	every	intention	of	leaving	for	Ile	du	Levant	that	night	and	
thought	I	might	need	the	money.		I	even	went	to	the	extent	of	packing	my	bags	for	
the	trip,	and	it	was	not	until	I	went	outside	to	the	bank	that	I	decided	I	had	just	
better	check	on	what	the	weather	was	like	down	there.		

Mab	confirmed	for	me	that	they	were	having	the	same	glacial	temperatures	
as	Paris,	and	also	the	fact	that,	due	to	the	SNCF	strike,	only	one	train	was	leaving	
tonight	for	the	Riviera.		By	that	time	I	was	not	too	much	disappointed	because	there	
can't	be	many	things	sadder	than	a	nudist	colony	in	freezing	cold	weather	and	rain!	

So	by	the	time	lunchtime	arrived,	I	had	pretty	well	given	up	the	idea	of	
visiting	Michelle	on	the	island	and	was	going	to	be	content	to	occupy	myself	with	
getting	to	Chartres	and	back	in	one	day.		

I	took	the	Metro	to	Montparnasse	to	catch	the	usual	train	at	13:13	that	the	
paper	announced	would	be	leaving,	and	before	long,	I	was	in	Chartres.		There	they	
informed	me	that	the	train	I	would	take	to	return	to	Paris	would	not	leave	until	
around	9:00	PM,	that	giving	me	plenty	of	time	to	spend	at	the	auction.		

Yes,	I	had	plenty	of	time	and	stayed	from	the	very	beginning	to	the	very	end	
and	did	not	buy	one	single	item.		I	was	tempted	(a	mounted	head	of	a	wild	boar),	but	
my	better	judgment	seemed	to	prevail,	and	I	left	the	place	empty‐handed.		

I	headed	back	toward	the	station,	being	very	cold	and	needing	very	badly	to	
piss!		But	something	convinced	me	not	to	stop	in	the	café	for	relief	and	a	cup	of	
coffee,	but	to	go	to	the	station	to	be	sure	that	there	was	not	an	earlier	train.		

And	my	good	fairy	must	have	been	on	the	ball	today,	for	sure	enough,	10	
minutes	after	my	arrival	at	the	station,	a	train	was	supposed	to	arrive	headed	for	
Paris.		Since	it	was	a	very	unscheduled	train,	it	turned	out	to	be	almost	15	minutes	
late,	and	the	only	thing	that	kept	me	from	pissing	in	my	pants	was	the	eminent	fear	
that	I	might	at	any	moment	freeze	to	death!		

For	the	15th	of	June,	the	weather	in	France	is	unforgivable!		But	the	train	
finally	arrived,	and	I	finally	pissed.		Then	it	was	“La	Chartreuse	de	Paris”	all	the	way	
back	to	Paris.		Took	the	Metro	home	(still	freezing)	and	stopped	by	Blanchere’s	is	to	
get	dinner.		

The	evening	was	spent	alone	in	my	room,	and	the	majority	of	it	was	occupied	
by	writing	a	letter	to	John	Thomas.		Tomorrow	promises	to	be	a	very	Parisian	day,	
and	since	my	jaws	are	giving	me	a	bit	of	pain	(as	has	been	the	case	for	almost	a	week	
now),	I	believe	it	is	about	time	to	call	it	a	night.		Two	nights	in	a	row	of	letting	it	
remind	me	that	I	had	better	stop	by	the	Mazet	Café	tomorrow	if	I	know	what	is	good	
for	me!	

	

June	16,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)	
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Woke	up	around	9:00	AM	to	discover	that	I	had	not	one	single	letter	from	the	
homeland,	and,	since	such	had	been	the	case	for	several	days	in	a	row,	I	was	pissed	
enough	to	just	climb	back	into	bed	and	not	reappear	before	11:00.		Then	it	was	a	
case	of	getting	myself	together,	going	down	to	get	lunch	from	Blanchere's,	and	then	
sitting	down	to	eat.		

The	next	item	of	business	was	to	go	by	the	Mazet‐Dauphine	Café	to	make	
sure	Ramuntcho	was	in	a	good	state	of	mind.		Upon	arrival,	that	fact	was	quickly	
confirmed,	and	it	seems	that	last	night	he	was	well	amused	at	a	concert	with	his	
harem.			

We	got	into	a	little	argument	on	the	way	back	to	the	school,	because	he	had	
decided	not	to	see	Didier,	a	beautiful	little	friend	he	had	encountered	long	ago,	
because	he	had	taken	a	job	in	a	hotel	for	the	summer.		Ramuntcho	was	convinced	
that	proved	he	was	a	whore	and	not	worthy	of	his	friendship.		He	kept	assuring	me	
that,	if	I	would	just	pause	for	reflection,	I	would	understand	his	point	of	view.		

I	was	absolutely	at	a	loss	for	words	to	explain	just	how	incredibly	cretin	I	
considered	his	attitude,	and	I	left	him	in	front	of	the	school	in	a	state	of	utter	
exasperation	with	a	promise	to	come	back	after	I	had	made	the	tour	of	the	things	I	
wanted	to	see	that	day.		

Then	I	headed	for	Rue	St.	Denis	and	the	Galerie	de	Luxembourg	where	there	
was	an	exposition	of	the	cast	iron	of	Hector	Guillard.		On	the	way,	I	noticed	that	
there	were	a	great	number	of	whores	in	the	street	–	quite	obvious.		But	upon	
returning	from	the	exposition,	I	noticed	that	all	of	them	had	mysteriously	
disappeared.	Thinking	that	business	must	be	extraordinarily	good,	I	continued	on	
my	way	until	I	finally	was	propositioned	by	a	young	lady	on	the	sidewalk.		About	
that	time,	another	woman	of	the	same	profession	came	tearing	up	the	sidewalk	and	
the	two	of	them	took	off	running	down	a	side	street.		I	turned	around	to	see	what	
Godzilla	of	a	monster	was	the	source	of	their	terror	and	found	that,	way	down	the	
street,	a	police	van	was	slowly	making	its	way	toward	me.		I	must	say	that	the	
service	of	law	and	order	certainly	doesn't	try	very	hard	when	it	comes	to	halting	
that	particular	crime.		One	of	the	girls	would	have	had	to	throw	herself	under	the	
tires	of	the	truck	in	order	to	be	arrested.		

I	continued	on	my	merry	way…	which	was	to	the	Muse	de	Arts	Decoratifs.		I	
was	happily	surprised	to	find	that,	as	a	student,	I	was	admitted	free,	but	
disappointed	to	find	that	the	museum	was	extremely	poorly	lighted	and	hardly	
anything	can	be	seen.			

After	the	museum,	I	spent	a	great	deal	of	time	downstairs	at	the	book	stand	
where	Art	1900	was	the	major	subject.	Then	I	headed	for	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts		
to	rejoin	Ramuntcho.		But	fate	was	not	moving	in	that	direction,	for	as	I	walked	
beside	the	Louvre,	I	felt	myself	being	cruised	by	an	absolutely	beautiful	young	man	
who	looked	very	German.	When	he	turned	to	the	left	to	re‐enter	the	court	of	the	
Louvre,	I	continued	on,	but	looked	back	and	sure	enough,	he	was	staring	back.		So	I	
smiled,	made	a	U‐turn	and	walked	up	to	him	and	introduced	myself.			
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We	got	in	his	car	and	the	first	stop	was	St.	Germain	at	the	Au	Flore	for	a	cup	
of	coffee.		It	later	turned	out,	of	course,	that	he	wanted	to	go	to	my	apartment	(an	
utterly	impossible	possibility,	of	course)	and,	as	the	only	alternative,	he	decided	to	
take	me	to	his	place	which	was	located	on	Montmartre,	almost	next	to	Place	du	
Tentre.		

His	apartment	had	an	utterly	fantastic	view	of	Paris,	and	someday	it	will	be	a	
wonderful	place	to	live,	the	way	he	is	fixing	it	up,	but	it	also	had	a	"friend"	who	was	
in	danger	of	arriving	at	any	moment.		So	he	took	a	shower	and	we	hooked	it	for	his	
sister's	apartment	which	happened	to	be	almost	next	door.		

It	so	happened	that	she	wasn't	there,	and	he	suggested	that	we	do	our	
business	there.		I	was	not	at	all	excited	about	that	arrangement,	because	the	door	
didn't	even	lock	from	the	inside,	and	there	was	the	imminent	possibility	that	
someone	would	just	come	walking	smack	into	the	apartment	into	the	middle	of	our	
fun	and	games.		And,	besides,	something	very	strange	was	going	on	by	the	way	my	
friend	was	acting.		

But	I	must	admit	that	my	lust	finally	won	out	over	my	prudence,	and	we	got	it	
on	right	there	on	sis’s	bed.		And,	as	far	as	the	sex	goes,	I	must	say	that	I	don't	know	
for	sure	yet.	That	means	that	he	came	simply	by	body	contact,	and	I	must	say	that	
I'm	proud	to	report	that	I	managed	to	make	quite	a	mess,	too,	with	very	little	
encouragement.		I	would	guess	that	he	is	probably	one	of	those	damn	Frenchmen	
that	doesn't	yet	know	that	he	loves	to	be	fucked!		But	he	has	an	absolutely	exquisite	
body	‐‐	wonderful	proportions	and	extremely	well	muscled.		I	would	say	that	we	
have	quite	a	bit	to	offer	each	other	on	the	physical	level.	I	hope	he	feels	the	same	
way!	His	name,	by	the	way,	is	Jean‐Pierre	Fernbach,	and	he	is	what	he	calls	an	
impresario.		

I	got	the	impression	that	business		for	him	is	extremely	bad	at	the	moment,	
and	he	just	may	be	the	only	person	in	Paris	that	has	less	money	than	I	do!		But	he	
insisted	that	I	call	him	tomorrow	morning	and	that	we	should	make	plans	to	get	
together	just	as	soon	as	Mab	decides	to	split	for	a	few	hours.			

I	left	him	in	front	of	his	apartment	and	headed	for	the	Metro,	stopping	at	
Charentier's	to	pick	up	dinner	since	it	would	be	too	late	by	the	time	I	got	back	to	
Blanchere's.			

I	got	on	the	Metro	at	Abbesses	and	made	the	long	trip	back	to	Odion.		Then	it	
was	one	stop	for	more	provisions	and	then	up	to	the	apartment	to	quickly	eat	dinner	
before	the	beginning	of	the	television	show	about	the	Battle	of	Britain	that	I	had	
made	plans	to	watch	with	Mab.			

The	evening	was	spent	watching	that,	and	it	was	not	until	11:00	PM	that	I	left	
her	to	write	this	journal.		Not	having	heard	one	word	from	Ramuntcho,	I'm	going	to	
assume	that	he	has	jumped	to	all	kinds	of	conclusions	and	is	convinced	that	I	am	
mad	at	him	because	of	his	attitude	toward	Didier	–	and	then	he	will	be	mad	at	me	
because	I	feel	that	way	and	he	will	have	convinced	himself	that	I	am	not	worthy	of	
his	friendship	either,	and	he	will	be	miserable	and	therefore	extremely	happy.	My,	
my,	life	can	get	so	complicated	at	times!	
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June	17,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)	

The	day	started	off	at	his	usual	time	of	late	morning,	and	I	woke	to	find	that	
the	only	mail	I	had	was	an	expected	letter	from	Monique.		I	got	shaved	and	dressed	
and	headed	for	the	post	office,	where	I	had	a	certain	phone	call	to	make	that	could	
not	be	overheard	by	a	certain	lady	that	would	be	lying	directly	beside	the	phone	in	
the	apartment.		

I	told	Jean‐Pierre	that	any	meeting	today	would	be	absolutely	out	of	the	
question,	but	that	Mab	had	a	bridge	game	on	Friday	afternoon,	and	I	could	see	him	
then	if	his	plans	permitted.		His	plans	permitted,	so	he	made	the	date.		

I	returned	back	home,	stopping	a	Blanchere’s	to	pick	up	lunch.		And	I	just	
messed	around	in	my	room,	staring	at	the	third	and	final	carton	of	antiques,	
wondering	how	the	hell	I	was	going	to	get	everything	in!			

Mab	came	in	to	talk	about	a	clock	that	she	had	given	to	be	repaired	that	
turned	out	to	be	non‐repairable	and	ended	up	by	giving	it	to	me.		But	at	the	moment,	
it	was	at	a	jewelers	near	Place	de	l’Opera.		She	gave	me	the	ticket,	and	I	put	that	on	
my	list	of	things	to	do.		

I	then	headed	for	the	Mazet‐Dauphine	to	meet	with	Ramuntcho	and	the	gang.	
It	began	to	rain,	and	we	ended	up	staying	there	until	about	3	PM.		

Then	Ramuntcho	and	I	took	the	bus	from	St.	Germain	des	Pris	to	the	Odeon,	
and	I	picked	up	the	famed	ticker.		Then	it	was	onto	the	Musee	des	Arts	Decoratifs	
where	we	spent	about	an	hour	and	a	half	looking	over	the	junk	and	criticizing	how	
the	pieces	there	were	such	bad	examples	of	the	period.	Or	good	examples,	rather,	
but	ugly	furniture!		

When	the	museum	closed,	we	went	to	Ramuntcho’s	apartment,	and	I	got	my	
first	good	look	at	the	clock.		I	found	it	to	be	extremely	ordinary	and	of	absolutely	no	
interest	except	that	it	is	in	a	glass	case	that	is	absolutely	out	of	sight!	Therefore	what	
I	intend	to	do	(after	I	am	safely	in	the	US	and	out	of	the	sight	of	map)	is	remove	the	
works	and	use	the	glass	case	as	a	display	case.	Now	all	I	have	to	do	is	find	something	
valuable	enough	to	go	inside!			

After	spending	quite	awhile	the	Ramuntcho's	apartment,	I	found	myself	to	be	
about	half	undressed,	but	I	quickly	put	a	stop	to	that	because	I	knew	that	if	it	went	
much	further,	I	would	miss	dinner	completely,	etc.,	etc.		So	we	headed	for	my	room,	
stopping	at	the	market	and	Blanchere's	to	get	the	necessaries	for	dinner.		

Ramuntcho	ate	there	in	the	room	with	me,	then	left	about	8:15	to	go	to	one	of	
his	classes	at	the	Louvre.		That	gave	me	a	chance	to	get	that	box	packed	and,	much	to	
my	surprise,	everything	fit	fairly	well	inside.	But	I	was	also	quite	surprised	to	learn	
that	the	finished	ensemble	weight	again	at	25	kilograms!		Air	France	just	may	have	
something	to	say	when	the	Nelson	family	leaves	for	Houston!		

By	the	time	I	got	all	that	packing	done,	it	was	well	past	the	hour	that	I	should	
have	started	out	for	the	2	kilometer,	seven	flight	trip	to	Ramuntcho's	apartment!		In	
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order	to	get	to	his	apartment,	of	course,	I	had	to	cross	the	Tuileries	at	the	entrance	
by	the	Louvre.	That	place	is	really	and	truly	a	body	market.	I	got	cruised	three	times	
in	the	course	of	one	block.	And	 the	
strange	thing	about	it	is	that	the	
people	are	extraordinarily	good‐
looking.		Such	a	shame	that	
Frenchmen	have	to	take	to	the	
parks	to	make	friends	–	but	I	
can’t	knock	it;	that's	exactly	
where	I	met	Jean‐Pierre!		But	at	 any	
rate,	I	managed	to	resist	
temptation	and	climbed	up	to	the	 top	
of	Number	3,	Rue	St.	Roch.			
There,	Ramuntcho	and	I	watched	 a	
very	interesting	program	on	
Marcel	Proust	and	then	called	it	a	night.		Perhaps	I	should	say	that	we	climbed	into	
bed	–	because	Ramuntcho	had	actually	no	intention	of	sleeping.	He	was	absolutely	
wild	and	the	whole	thing	wound	up	with	an	extremely	gymnastic	fuck	–	no	cream!	
That	was	a	first	for	this	little	relationship	and	the	recipient	in	question	seemed	to	be	
quite	satisfied.	I	even	think	that	he	approached	what	might	be	called	a	normal	
orgasm,	but	not	yet	the	fountain	variety	that	I	hope	someday	to	inspire.	Finally,	he	
curled	up	next	to	me,	and	after	a	while	we	drifted	off	to	sleep.	

	

June	18,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)	

This	morning,	however,	he	woke	up	horny	as	ever	–	if	anything,	inspired	
rather	than	tired	by	the	night	before.		I	was	my	usual	amoebic	self	and	didn't	want	to	
do	anything	more	energetic	than	getting	a	hard	on.		I	was	first	awakened	at	5	AM,	
then	8:00,	and	finally	we	got	up	for	a	shower	around	8:30.		

We	had	breakfast	in	his	café	downstairs	on	the	Rue	St.	Honore	and	then	
walked	to	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts		where	I	left	him	and	continued	on	my	merry	
way	home,	carrying	the	heavy	coat,	that	I	had	been	thankful	to	have	the	night	before,	
over	my	arm	because	it	seemed	to	finally	be	looking	like	reasonably	decent	weather.	

I	returned	to	the	apartment	to	find	a	letter	from	home	and	one	from	Granny	
and	Gramps.		In	mom's	letter,	she	said	that	if	there	were	no	rooms	available	in	Paris,	
I	should	call	to	cancel	the	trip,	as	they	could	not	think	of	moving	in	here	(I	ignored	
that,	of	course).		But	the	letter	was	a	response	to	a	much	earlier	letter	that	I	had	
written	and	not	the	one	I	had	hoped	for.		Well,	it	won't	be	long	before	they	will	be	
here	to	answer	my	questions	in	person.		

Lunch	soon	followed	from	Blanchere’s,	and	then	I	began	an	afternoon	of	
waiting	that	lasted	until	a	little	after	4	PM.		I	spent	those	hours	reading	my	Stendhal	
and	getting	my	room	suitably	laid	out	to	receive	a	caller.		Then	around	3:30,	Jean‐
Pierre	called	and	said	that	he	was	on	his	way.		
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It	took	almost	45	minutes	for	him	to	get	here	from	his	apartment	on	
Montmartre,	but	after	he	arrived,	we	quickly	got	down	to	business.		Jean‐Pierre	is	a	
first	for	me	in	one	respect.		He	gets	turned	on	by	his	nipples	–	a	rather	strange	thing	
to	record	for	posterity,	but	worthy	of	a	passing	note	at	least.		

During	the	course	of	the	afternoon,	my	friend	made	a	terrible	mess	twice,	
and	his	host,	who	is	not	turned	on	by	his	nipples,	not	even	once.		But	it	was	an	
extremely	pleasant	afternoon	and	included	quite	a	bit	of	conversation.		

We	were	jolted	into	our	clothes,	so	to	speak,	by	the	ringing	of	the	doorbell	at	
6:00	PM,	and	we	were	both	instantly	dressed	before	I	realize	that	it	was	only	the	
evening	mail	and	not	return	of	Mab.			

During	the	time	that	remain,	Jean‐Pierre	happened	to	notice	a	tube	of	KY	on	
one	of	my	shelves,	and	I	told	him	that,	yes,	I	like	to	do	that	very	much.		He	inquired	
whether	I	like	to	do	it	or	have	it	done.		I	explained	that	my	preference	was	the	
former,	but	that	I	had	noticed	that	such	were	not	his	tastes.		He	then	dropped	the	big	
bombshell	that,	yes,	he	liked	it,	but	he	was	just	holding	back	on	purpose.		I	warned	
him	that	the	next	time	he	set	foot	in	the	apartment,	he	could	expect	to	get	raped,	and	
then	I	sent	him	on	his	way!		

Soon	afterwards,	more	to	get	out	of	the	house	than	anything	else,	I	went	out	
to	do	the	shopping.		That	was	soon	followed	by	dinner.		By	that	time	Map	had	
returned,	and	she	invited	me	to	watch	a	program	on	TV	about	De	Gaulle.		It	was	his	
son	talking,	and	I	got	very	little	out	of	it	except	for	the	fact	that	the	son	seemed	to	be	
a	little	jealous	of	father’s	notoriety.		Then	we	started	watching	in	American	movie	
"This	Earth	Belongs	to	Me"	or	something,	but	it	was	so	stupid	that	we	turned	it	off	
after	about	30	minutes	worth.		Then	Mab	cornered	me	into	a	one‐sided	conversation	
in	which	she	discussed	her	relationship	with	MP.		It	must	be	wonderful	to	be	in	love	
at	the	ages	of	74	and	82,	but	coming	from	Mab,	it	doesn't	surprise	me	one	bit.	

	

June	19,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)	

For	some	reason	this	particular	morning,	I	slept	like	a	log	until	11:00	AM,	a	
fact	that	doesn't	usually	occur	without	at	least	one	waking	moment	around	9:00	AM.	
So,	under	these	circumstances,	I	barely	had	time	to	get	lunch	from	Blanchere's	
before	my	stomach	caved	in	completely.		

The	early	part	of	the	afternoon	was	spent	doing	not	much	of	anything	besides	
just	watching	the	time	go	by.		I	continue	to	be	fascinated	by	Stendhal,	and	I	find	that	
hours	pass	while	reading	his	story	of	Italy.		Later	in	the	afternoon,	I	was	obliged	to	
go	to	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts		to	make	plans	with	Ramuntcho	to	go	to	the	party	
planned	for	that	evening.			

The	school	was	absolutely	deserted,	being	a	Saturday	afternoon,	and	I	found	
the	sketching	room	to	be	locked	before	I	ever	attempted	to	climb	to	the	atelier.		I	
had	just	made	it	to	the	top	of	the	stairs,	when	who	should	appear	but	the	
Mauritanian	himself.		We	went	back	downstairs	together	and	ended	up	heading	for	
his	apartment.		We	went	upstairs	on	the	pretext	of	getting	his	laundry,	but,	of	
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course,	that	is	not	at	all	what	he	wanted!	After	fighting	off	that	little	onslaught,	we	
did	go	back	down	to	do	some	shopping.		Then	it	was	back	upstairs	in	order	for	him	
to	get	dressed	for	the	evening.		

Eventually	we	found	ourselves	back	on	street	level	and	headed	for	my	place.	
Right	in	front	of	the	Louvre,	Ramuntcho	discovered	that	he	had	forgotten	a	bottle	of	
Scotch	that	he	had	sworn	he	wouldn't	forget,	so	I	continued	on	my	way	to	get	
dressed,	and	buy	dinner,	while	he	went	back	for	the	bottle.		

I	bought	flowers	in	the	market	on	Rue	de	Seine	and	dinner	at	Blanchere’s.		By	
the	time	I	got	upstairs	and	settled,	Ramuntcho	arrived.		We	ate,	I	got	dressed,	and	
then	we	headed	for	Alice's	apartment	at	the	Bastille.		Monique	and	Annie	were	also	
there	and	we	ended	up	not	even	leaving	for	the	party	until	9:30	or	10:00	PM.		We	
had	two	terrible	correspondences	to	make	on	the	Metro	to	get	to	Pigalle	and	then	
quite	a	ways	to	walk	before	we	reached	Veronique’s	apartment.		

Upon	arrival,	we	found	ourselves	in	an	absolutely	huge	apartment,	but	
absolutely	bare	of	furniture.		I	don't	care	what	they	say	about	European	tastes,	I've	
been	in	the	enough	homes	now	to	see	that	it	is	a	myth	and	only	exists	in	châteaus	
and	in	the	Frenchmen's	minds.			

The	party	turned	out	to	be	strange;	very	strange	indeed.	I	must	admit	that	
there	seem	to	be	a	lack	of	females,	but	after	our	late	arrival,	the	situation	was	
somewhat	better.		The	curious	thing	was	that	the	young	men	present	showed	
absolutely	no	inclination	whatsoever	to	dance	with	the	girls.		They	much	preferred	
to	dance	together.	But	in	France	the	fast	dancers	just	dance	themselves	and	partners	
are	absolutely	unnecessary.		

The	young	boys	in	question	proceeded	to	get	in	a	line,	one	behind	the	other,	
and	dance	a	dance	that	resembled	nothing	other	than	a	gang‐bang	or	daisy	chain.		It	
was	just	incredible.		At	first	it	seemed	that	they	were	doing	it	to	kid	around,	but	after	
repeated	records	of	the	same	thing,	it	became	quite	clear	that	they	were	enjoying	
themselves	a	little	too	much.		And	then	when	the	slow	dance	came	up,	they	made	no	
move	whatsoever	toward	the	girls,	but	just	fell	into	each	other's	arms!		

I	must	admit	that	I	was	greatly	surprised	and	highly	amused.	The	girls,	much	
less.		And	they	were	such	a	good	looking	bunch	of	street	urchins.	But	aside	from	
that,	the	evening	was	an	extreme	drag,	and	we	left	in	order	to	catch	the	last	Metro	to	
our	respective	quarters.		

I	returned	to	Tuileries	with	Ramuntcho,	and	we	went	up	to	his	apartment	to	
sleep	together.	It	was	early	and	we	made	a	somewhat	feeble	attempt	to	duplicate	
the	happening	of	a	few	nights	before	without	much	success.		Ramuntcho	had	caught	
cold	during	the	day,	and	by	that	evening	late	he	had	begun	to	show	signs	of	being	
really	sick.		He	scared	me	to	death	during	the	night,	by	waking	up	to	get	a	blanket	
during	a	shivering	spell.		And	his	body	was	steaming	hot	with	fever	–	although	I	
must	admit	that	his	body	is	usually	quite	hot	when	he's	in	bed	with	me	of	late.	

	

June	20,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)	
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We	woke	up	quite	late	–	around	11:00	AM	–	and	it	was	smack	in	the	middle	
of	my	shower	that	I	realized	that	today	was	Father's	Day,	and	I	was	due	at	Mab's	for	
a	meal.		The	problem	was	that	I	couldn't	remember	whether	it	was	lunch	or	dinner	
that	I	was	invited	for.		

So	I	quickly	got	dressed	and	headed	for	the	telephone	at	Tuileries	telling	
Ramuntcho	that,	if	it	was	dinner,	I	would	come	back	to	get	him,	but	lunch	would	
necessitate	immediate	action	toward	Rue	de	Seine.		While	waiting	for	the	Italian	
blabbermouth	to	free	the	telephone	booth,	Ramuntcho	appeared	carrying	my	wallet	
that	I	had	left	in	his	jacket.		

I	soon	found	out	that	it	was	dinner	that	I	was	invited	
for,	so	the	Mauritanian	and	I	headed	for	my	place	together,	
stopping	to	do	the	shopping	at	the	market	on	Rue	de	Seine.		
I	hadn't	realized	that	Sunday	was	such	a	big	day	for	the	
market,	but	everybody	and	everything	was	there	on	the	
street.		I	questioned	Ramuntcho	about	his	idea	on	the	
difference	between	the	crowd	at	the	market	and	the	crowd	
in	the	Metro,	but	the	poor	guy	was	too	sick	to	put	up	a	fight,	
so	I	had	pity	and	dropped	the	subject.		

We	ate	lunch	in	my	room,	and	then	Ramuntcho	laid	
on	the	bed	for	awhile	while	I	read.		But	before	long	he	got	

restless	and	we	decided	to	set	out	for	the	Louvre.		We	spent	several	hours	in	the	
Pavillon	de	Flore	and	the	section	on	medieval	and	Renaissance	art	(a	part	that	I	
had	not	visited),	but	before	too	long	we	had	both	had	quite	enough	of	the	museum.			

We	took	a	walk	in	the	Tuileries	and	ended	up	sitting	on	the	terrace	watching	
the	gay	world	parade	by	–	and	we	were	of	the	same	mind	that	the	quality	was	
severely	lacking	that	particular	Sunday	
afternoon.		Before	too	long	we	got	bored	
with	that	and	headed	for	Palais	Royal,	
stopping	on	the	way	to	pick	up	pastry	to	
eat	in	the	garden.		

The	bad	weather	made	it	seem	
much	later	than	it	was,	and	we	found	that	we	still	had	a	large	part	of	the	afternoon	

before	us.		We	made	a	quick	tour	of	the	Palais	Royal,	then	a	
visit	to	Place	des	Victoires	before	heading	in	the	direction	
of	the	Les	Halles.		There	we	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	
wandering	through	the	attractions	assembled	therein	that	
Napoleon	III	would	never	have	believed	possible.		

It	seems	such	a	shame	to	think	that	the	city	of	Paris	is	
going	to	tear	them	all	down.		Still	another	trace	of	the	19th	century	that	is	going	to	
bite	the	dust	in	Paris.		It	shouldn't	be	too	much	longer	before	all	the	really	
outstanding	monuments	will	be	lost	forever.		Sacre	Coeur	must	be	somewhere	high	
on	the	list.		
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Finally	the	afternoon	came	to	a	close	and	I	left	Ramuntcho	in	order	to	get	
ready	for	the	evening's	festivities.		I	returned	home	to	find	Mab	and	Michelle	with	
the	monkey.		The	little	devil	has	lost	all	its	timidity	and	is	now	quite	willing	to	bite	
any	stranger	that	happens	by.		

I	talked	with	Michelle	and	her	baby	for	a	while	before	excusing	myself	in	
order	to	get	cleaned	up	and	dressed.		Before	long	Madeline	and	Jacques	Françoise	
arrived	and	the	dinner	began.		They	of	course	were	both	extremely	charming,	but	
during	the	course	of	the	dinner	conversation	the	subject	of	Ramuntcho	came	up,	and	
they	both	made	it	extremely	clear	that	they	knew	just	exactly	what	was	going	on	
between	us	and	thought	it	was	quite	amusing.		I	was	extremely	embarrassed	at	one	
point	and	must	have	turned	a	livid	red.		It	even	got	to	the	point	that	Jacques	was	
making	snide	comments	to	me	in	English,	and	I	bluntly	changed	the	subject	between	
coughing	up	my	dinner	by	commenting	on	the	quality	of	the	repast	and	the	lack	of	
quality	in	the	weather.		All	were	highly	amused.		

The	dinner	came	to	a	raspberry	closing	finally,	and	the	closing	of	the	evening	
soon	followed.		I	said	my	final	goodbye	to	the	Francois’s	as	they	were	departing	for	
the	traditional	French	two‐month	vacation,	and	I	wouldn't	be	seeing	them	again.	
Michelle	left	a	bit	later,	and	since	I	had	had	too	much	of	both	eat	and	drink,	I	rapidly	
called	it	a	night	and	plopped	my	tired	ass	into	bed!	

	

June	21,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)		

Today	is	supposed	to	be	Monday,	but	there	is	one	little	problem	involved	in	
making	such	a	statement.		Because	of	circumstances	well	beyond	my	control,	I	find	
myself	smack	in	the	middle	of	[the	following]	Saturday,	and	a	huge	gap	in	my	
journal.		But	I	will	try	to	reconstitute	the	days	with	as	much	fidelity	as	possible.		

Monday,	being	the	day	before	my	mother	was	to	arrive,	started	out	in	a	
rather	unusual	way.		I	got	up	early	and	sent	out	looking	for	a	hotel	for	them	to	stay	
in.		There	were	many	hotels	in	the	quarter	that	had	told	me	they	couldn't	make	an	
advance	reservation	two	weeks	ago	‐‐	but	that	if	I	came	back	the	day	before,	they	
might	have	something	available.		So	I	did	my	duty	and	trudged	the	rounds,	a	job	
made	at	least	somewhat	easier	by	the	fact	that	I	knew	where	the	hotels	were	located	
from	the	tour	two	weeks	before.			

But	my	luck	was	much	the	same,	and	their	story	this	
time	was	to	come	back	tomorrow	morning	and	they	might	
have	something.		Finally,	in	the	Hotel	de	Nancy	at	St.	Germain	
des	Pris,	a	nice	homosexual	gentlemen,	who	happen	to	
overhear	that	I	was	looking	for	a	room,	offered	the	
information	that	a	room	would	be	free	at	the	Hotel	St.	Pierre	
on	the	Rue	de	l’Ecole	de	Medicine	the	following	night.		
Queens	are	such	nice	people	–	if	we’d	just	stick	together,	I	
really	think	that	we	could	rule	the	world	(if	we	don't	
already).		
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So	I	hurried	over	to	the	hotel	only	to	find	that,	yes,	the	room	would	be	
vacated,	but	that	it	was	already	reserved	for	the	following	night.		After	about	two	
hours,	it	all	became	a	bit	discouraging,	and	I	returned	home	to	report	to	Mab	that	
she	could	expect	two	house	guests	for	the	following	four	days.			

Lunch	followed	as	usual	from	Blanchere’s,	and	then	I	set	out	on	one	of	my	
frequent	pilgrimages	to	the	Mazet‐Dauphine	to	pass	the	time	of	day	with	Ramuntcho	
and	the	gang.		He	and	I	left	for	the	school	alone	after	awhile,	and	we	had	a	nice	
discussion	which	terminated	at	the	corner	of	Rue	Visconti	and	Rue	Bonaparte	with	a	
long	lingering	talk.		It	was	probably	one	of	the	nicest	moments	that	we	have	spent	
together	–	right	there	at	that	corner,	just	talking.		He	told	me	that	I	should	come	see	
him	in	the	atelier	the	next	morning	before	the	family	arrived	in	order	to	accompany	
him	to	lunch,	and	to	see	the	interesting	male	model	that	was	posing	the	morning	
shift.		So,	with	that	second	little	incentive	(I'm	such	a	whore),	the	plans	were	set.		

I	returned	home	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	doing	such	things	as	
were	necessary	to	prepare	for	the	family	visit	(included	in	that	list	was	the	buying	of	
some	wood	to	use	to	wrap	up	the	nude	painting	of	me	in	order	that	dear	mother	
wouldn't	get	a	premature	look	at	it	–	and	as	things	turned	out,	it's	a	damned	good	
thing	I	took	the	precaution).			

Late	in	the	afternoon,	I	decided	that	I	would	return	to	school	and	invite	
Ramuntcho	for	dinner	in	the	room.		I	arrived	in	the	amphitheater	to	find	Michelle,	
and	she	informed	me	that	Ramuntcho	was	due	back	any	minute.		So	I	stayed	with	
her	and	sure	enough,	the	Mauritanian	returned	in	good	time.		But	before	long	we	
were	off	again;	this	time	headed	for	the	Sornan’s	house	where	Ramuntcho	was	to	
visit	the	famous	François	and	also	to	glean	some	information	concerning	the	trip	
that	he	would	be	taking	to	Meaux	the	next	day.		

So	I	threw	my	better	judgment	to	the	wind	and	accompanied	him.		We	
arrived	at	the	school,	and	I	thought	that	her	father	was	going	to	bust	a	gut,	he	was	so	
happy	to	see	me.		The	poor	guy	must	get	really	fed	up	at	times	having	those	two	
bitches	around	him	all	the	time.		Her	mother,	of	course,	quite	as	usual,	completely	
ignored	me,	and	François	was	quite	occupied	with	herself.		To	cut	many	refusals	and	
protestations	short,	we	ended	up	eating	with	them	on	a	big	table	in	one	of	the	
classrooms,	and	it	wasn't	until	around	9:00	PM	that	we	managed	to	peel	ourselves	
away.		We	parted	company	in	front	of	the	Comédie	Française,	with	the	intent	to	see	
each	other	the	following	morning	at	the	school.		I	returned	home,	talked	at	great	
length	with	Mab,	and	then,	because	I	had	a	lot	to	eat	and	drink,	succumbed	to	the	
idea	of	racking	it	for	the	evening.	

	

June	22,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)		

Tuesday	morning,	the	day	of	the	big	arrival,	I	got	up	early	and	set	about	my	
business	of	changing	the	sheets,	last‐minute	straightening,	etc.,	etc.		Mom	and	Sheila	
were	not	due	until	3:00	PM	on	the	flight	from	Houston.			
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I	went	downstairs	to	buy	a	few	things	–	a	folder	for	Sheila,	drop	off	the	
laundry,	and	such	stuff	–	with	the	intention	of	leaving	immediately	afterwards	to	
join	Ramuntcho	and	see	the	body.		I	came	back	up	to	the	apartment	to	drop	off	some	
things	and	Mab	almost	met	me	at	the	door	with	the	news	that	mother	had	just	called	
from	Orly,	and	they	had	arrived.		It	seems	they	had	taken	an	earlier	flight	or	
something,	but	since	there	were	no	earlier	flights,	seeing	as	how	there	is	only	one	
every	two	days	from	Houston,	I	knew	that	the	plans	had	done	some	changing!		

To	say	the	very	least,	the	announcement	of	the	early	arrival	threw	the	
household	into	an	uproar	(i.e.,	Mab	into	an	uproar).		She	usually	has	things	planned	
exactly	to	the	minute,	and	this	change	was,	understandably,	a	major	encroachment	
on	the	agenda.		But	I	didn't	have	much	time	to	discuss	the	subject	because	they	were	
due	at	Les	Invalides	in	45	minutes.			

I	thought	it	would	at	least	be	nice	if	I	met	them	there	since	I	had	missed	the	
arrival	at	Orly,	so	I	quickly	got	dressed,	popped	into	the	Metro,	and	a	little	before	
noon	I	found	myself	at	the	terminal	anxiously	awaiting	the	arrival	of	the	bus,	but	
regretting	all	the	same	the	fact	that	I	missed	the	interesting	nude	(I	repeat:	I	am	
such	a	whore!).		The	bus	soon	arrived,	and	there	they	were:	my	mother	and	my	
sister	in	Paris	for	the	first	time.		And,	I	must	admit	rather	to	my	surprise,	they	were	
both	extremely	beautiful	–	and	continued	to	be	throughout	the	four	days.		I	hadn't	
realized	how	long	it	had	been	since	I	have	spent	any	time	with	them,	but	they	have	
accumulated	a	truly	remarkable	wardrobe.			

But	enough	of	that;	on	with	the	story.	One	of	the	first	things	they	wanted	to	
know,	of	course,	was	whether	or	not	they	were	really	going	to	a	hotel.		I	informed	
them	that	the	worst	they	had	feared	was	true,	but	that	everything	was	arranged	to	
the	point	of	no	return.		So	we	got	in	the	taxi	and	set	off	for	Rue	de	Seine.		

Upon	arrival,	Mab	was	"posed"	in	the	entry	hall	reading	a	book	with	the	
entire	place	lighted	brighter	than	I	had	ever	seen	it.		It	was	something	like	Loretta	
Young	receiving	the	viewing	audience	every	week	on	her	program.		

We	started	off	by	a	quick	tour	of	the	apartment	in	order	to	get	the	suitcases	
in	place,	and	then	we	moved	on	to	the	crackers	and	champagne	that	Mab	had	
prepared	for	their	initiation	into	the	Bergeret	way	of	life.		The	result,	of	course,	was	
that	mother	and	I	got	extremely	dizzy	and	Sheila	got	sleepy.			

Luckily,	Mab	had	plans	for	the	afternoon	and	had	to	leave	soon	("luckily"	may	
seem	a	little	cruel,	but	I	just	leave	it	up	to	interpretation;	but	I	must	add	that	there	is	
absolutely	no	malice	intended).		That	left	the	three	of	us	alone	in	the	apartment.	
Sheila	headed	for	the	bed	for	a	little	nap	and	mother	and	I	sat	for	a	while	and	talked.		

Then,	because	the	champagne	was	still	manifesting	itself,	we	decided	to	go	
out	for	a	little	tour	of	the	quarter.		One	of	the	first	orders	of	business	was	to	change	
the	money	to	give	to	Mab	and	to	last	me	through	the	month	of	July,	so	it	was	a	short	
visit	to	the	bank	at	Odeon.		Then	the	itinerary	included	the	Drugstore	Odeon,	the	
Blvd.	St.	Germain,	the	Drugstore	St.	Germain	(to	show	that	they	all	aren’t	ugly),	and	
then	back	to	the	apartment	to	pick	up	Sheila.		
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Then	it	was	back	downstairs	for	the	regular	Bill	Nelson	tour,	the	same	one	
that	I	gave	dad	on	the	first	day	of	his	arrival.		We	went	to	Notre	Dame	gawk	at	the	
Gothic	(and	I	might	add	a	footnote	here	that	upon	leaving	the	cathedral,	I	caught	a	
glimpse	of	my	long‐lost	David,	but	didn't	try	to	attract	his	beautiful	attention).		Then	
it	was	up	to	the	Terrace	of	the	Samaritaine	for	a	view	of	the	city.		And	by	that	time	
the	family	was	justifiably	expressing	a	bit	of	fatigue,	so	we	headed	for	the	Pont	Neuf	
and	then	the	most	direct	route	to	the	Deux	Magots	for	a	Coke.		

They	enjoyed	watching	the	crowd	(who	wouldn't	in	that	particular	[or	should	
that	be	“peculiar”]	place).		It	soon	became	time	to	go	eat	so	I	asked	mother	to	hand	
me	my	wallet	from	her	purse.	Her	face	turned	white	and	she	announced	to	me	that	it	
wasn't	there!		The	fact	that	over	$500	was	in	it	was	bad	enough,	but	my	major	
problem	was	that	we	could	not	even	pay	for	the	Cokes	that	we	were	drinking!		I	
could	just	see	mom	and	Sheila	waiting	in	the	café	while	I	ran	back	to	the	apartment	
(where	we	had	decided	she	had	left	the	wallet)	to	get	the	money.	But	as	it	turned	
out,	we	had	enough	by	putting	together	the	money	in	my	pocket	in	the	change	in	
mother's	purse.		

The	necessity	was	still	very	much	in	evidence,	however,	to	return	to	the	
apartment,	and	since	it	was	a	case	of	$500,	it	was	mom	who	led	the	way	through	the	
crowds	of	St.	Germain	(without	having	any	idea	where	she	was	going,	I	must	add).		

They	waited	below	while	I	ran	out	to	get	what	it	would	take	to	feed	our	faces	
that	evening,	and	we	went	to	a	little	restaurant	that	Georges	St.	Gilles	showed	me	a	
long	time	ago	near	the	Rue	Mabillion	that	is	called	Brasserie	something	or	other.	
There	we	ate	a	dinner	that	was	rather	uneventful,	rather	expensive,	and	extremely	
good,	but	I	was	on	the	whole	disappointed	with	the	restaurant,	and	I	have	decided	
that	it	was	George's	presence	the	first	time	that	made	it	what	it	was.		

I	forgot	to	say	that	before	we	were	able	to	sit	down	and	eat,	we	had	to	take	a	
little	stroll	on	the	Rue	du	Renne	because	the	restaurant	was	not	yet	opened.	But	we	
ate	finally,	and	by	a	little	after	9	PM	we	were	heading	for	home.		

I	was	beat,	really	beat,	and	I	just	stayed	long	enough	to	see	that	they	were	
reasonably	well	bedded	down	and	that	Mab	was	reasonably	well	at	ease	(more	
success	with	the	former	than	the	latter	because	Mab	was	always	finding	something	
to	do	for	them).		But	it	any	rate,	I	eventually	left	with	my	little	blue	suitcase	for	the	2	
kilometer	walk	that	I	was	to	make	every	night	for	four	nights.		

Upon	arrival	at	Ramuntcho's	door,	I	found	a	note	pinned	to	the	door	that	
said:	"note	in	the	mailbox."		Well,	at	that	point	the	mailbox	was	seven	floors	below	
and	I	was	dead	tired.		I	debated	whether	or	not	to	leave	my	suitcase	upstairs	and	
then	took	the	gamble	that	he	was	not	going	to	refuse	the	lodging	and	left	it.		If	I	had	
found	that	I	had	had	to	go	back	up	to	get	the	suitcase,	come	back	down,	then	walk	
two	kilometers	back	to	Rue	de	Seine,	I	really	don't	think	that	I	would	have	made	it.		I	
would	probably	have	passed	out	in	the	Tuileries	Gardens	on	the	way,	where,	no	
doubt,	I	would	have	been	gang‐banged	by	half	of	Paris!		

But	such	was	not	the	case,	for	I	found	a	note	saying	that	he	had	gone	to	the	
Comedie	Francaise	with	Annie	and	would	be	back	late,	and	the	keys.		So	up	I	went,	
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jumped	out	of	my	clothes	and	laid	there	on	the	bed	naked	as	the	day	I	was	born	to	
await	Ramuntcho's	arrival	and	hopefully	to	fall	asleep	in	the	process.		

He	arrived	sooner	than	I	expected,	and	I	explained	that	there	would	be	no	
funny	business	that	night	because	I	was	dead	tired.			If	I	remember	correctly,	there	
was	a	little	bit	anyway.		When	Ramuntcho	gets	in	heat	–	and	such	is	100%	of	the	
time	when	we	are	nude	together	in	bed	–	there	is	absolutely	no	way	to	say	no.		My	
little	penis,	much	to	my	amazement,	continues	to	stand	right	up	on	end	every	time	
we	get	together,	and	it's	damn	hard	to	convince	him	that	it's	“no,	no"	when	my	prick	
is	saying	"yes,	yes."	

	

June	23,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris	&	Versailles)			

I	woke	up	fairly	early	the	next	morning	to	find	that	Ramuntcho	had	shut	off	
the	hot	water	that	he	had	turned	on	for	the	night	before	and	that	there	was	nothing	
available	for	a	shower.		But	I’ve	almost	adapted	myself	to	living	in	the	19th	century	
now,	so	I	showered	with	the	lukewarm	stuff	available,	and	soon	we	were	on	her	
way.		

Ramuntcho	had	an	appointment	at	the	clinic	at	the	Port	d’Orleans,	so	he	
accompanied	me	all	the	way	to	the	station	at	St.	Germain	des	Pris.		I	arrived	up	the	
stairs	to	find	the	family	rising.		Since	I	knew	that	the	day	would	probably	be	rather	
long	and	lunch	was	not	at	all	sure	to	arrive,	I	suggested	that	we	have	a	little	
breakfast	and	went	back	down	to	buy	some	croissants.		

We	ate	together	and	didn't	even	get	away	from	the	house	before	10	AM,	the	
time	that	the	auction	started	at	Versailles.		We	took	the	Metro	at	Odion,	and	for	it	to	
be	the	first	time	for	mom	and	Sheila,	it	was	the	perfect	trip.		To	Montparnasse	on	the	
modern	lines	on	tires,	then	the	huge	transfer	with	the	rolling	sidewalks	in	the	old	
line	to	Invalides.			

We	walked	into	the	terminal,	and	I	consulted	the	big	board.		It	indicated	that	
the	next	train	left	at	10:37,	and	the	clock	immediately	beneath	it	indicated	that	was	
precisely	10:37.			I	quickly	bought	the	tickets	and	we	hit	the	quay	just	as	the	bells	
started	ringing	for	departure.		

It	was	then	that	I	noticed	the	sign	indicating	that	half	the	train	was	staying	in	
the	station.		So	we	took	out	running	and	just	jumped	onto	the	last	car	as	the	door	
slammed	shut.		Of	course,	dear	mom	was	in	a	complete	flutter,	but	we	had	a	good	
laugh,	and	the	day	started	off	with	a	pleasant	memory.		

We	arrived	at	the	left‐bank	station	at	Versailles	and	headed	immediately	for	
the	Salle	des	Vents.	Upon	arrival,	however,	we	discovered	that	for	some	reason	
there	was	no	sale	that	morning	and	that	it	would	not	start	until	2:00	PM.		We	looked	
around	the	room	at	what	there	would	be	on	sale	and	then	left	for	the	château.		

We	first	decided	to	take	a	look	at	the	inside	of	Louis’s	house	since	it	had	been	
so	long	since	I	had	seen	it.		We	made	the	rounds	and	mother	and	Sheila	were	
delighted,	but	I	must	say	that	I	was	rather	disappointed	by	the	fact	that	all	the	styles	
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down	through	the	years	were	all	mixed	together.		It	made	a	rather	confusing	
ensemble,	and	the	part	that	had	been	transferred	into	Empire	Style	confused	me	
completely.		

But	Versailles	is	not	famous	for	its	interiors,	so	we	went	out	into	the	garden	
to	have	a	look	at	the	backside	of	the	châteaux	and	to	walk	through	the	gardens.	We	
stopped	in	the	little	café	in	the	woods	for	sandwiches	and	Cokes	before	continuing	
all	the	way	down	to	the	beginning	of	the	Grand	Canal	and	then	back	to	the	châteaux	
the	long	way	by	the	big	fountain	and	the	line	of	birdbaths	leading	up	to	the	châteaux.	

I	showed	them	the	statue	of	that	period's	impression	of	an	American	Indian	
and	then	once	again	we	headed	for	the	Salle	des	Vents.		We	arrived	right	around	
2:00	PM	as	the	sale	began.		Unfortunately,	however,	we	had	about	30	minutes	
outside	while	they	sold	old	washing	machines	and	refrigerators.		Then	the	inside	
sale	began	and	it	wasn't	much	better.	They	just	didn't	have	anything	interesting.		

But	much	my	surprise,	mom	and	Sheila	were	absolutely	fascinated	and	
absolutely	insisted	on	staying	until	almost	the	last	minute	of	the	sale.	So	for	two	and	
a	half	hours,	I	translated	the	francs	into	dollars	and	tried	to	explain	just	what	was	
going	on.			

Finally	they	indicated	that	they	had	had	enough	and	that	was	the	signal	to	
head	for	the	train	station.		The	trip	back	was	marked	by	nothing	more	significant	
then	three	silly	little	French	girls	that	laughed	and	giggled	and	talked	about	the	
Americans	behind	them	without	ever	dreaming	that	I	understood	every	word	that	
they	said.			

We	arrived	at	Invalides	and	took	the	Metro	back	home	because	mom	and	
Sheila	preferred	that	to	the	bus.		I	was	really	glad	that	they	like	the	Metro	because	I	
think	that	people	who	dislikes	the	Metro	are	stupid.		It's	not	one	of	those	things	that	
you	dislike;	it's	like	air;	it's	there	and	you	use	it,	and	to	hate	it	is	absolutely	useless.	

We	had	a	few	minutes	of	rest	back	at	the	apartment	and	then	mom	and	Sheila	
surprised	me	by	changing	for	dinner.		We	were	expecting	Ramuntcho	to	arrive	to	
join	us	for	the	evening	meal,	and	we	had	a	few	minutes	to	talk	before	he	arrived.	
When	he	did	ring,	I	opened	the	door	to	find	him	in	a	coat	and	tie	(not	much	to	my	
surprise)	and	therefore	I	had	to	quickly	change	myself	to	fit	with	the	group.	But	
before	that	I	quickly	made	the	introductions,	and	first	impressions	were	good	on	all	
sides.		

Since	it	was	getting	late,	and	hunger	was	creeping	up	on	all	of	us,	we	went	
directly	to	the	Grillade	St.	Severin.		We	spent	a	very	nice	evening	having	dinner	with	
Bill	doing	the	English‐French,	French‐English	translating	like	crazy.		By	the	end	of	
the	evening,	the	combination	of	the	teeth	healing	and	the	simultaneous	translating	
exercise	had	given	me	a	huge	headache,	and	I	regret	to	say	that	my	humor	was	not	
the	best.		We	walked	to	the	Deux	Magots	to	have	a	cup	of	coffee,	but	nobody	was	too	
disappointed	to	find	that	it	was	completely	full.		We	immediately	went	back	to	the	
Rue	de	Seine	and	dropped	off	mom	and	Sheila	–	Ramuntcho	and	I	then	made	the	trip	
to	his	apartment,	and	that	evening,	too,	ended	up	peaceably	and	even	Ramuntcho	
was	too	beat	to	beat	(so	to	speak).	
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June	24,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)			

The	next	morning	of	the	family	visit	started	out	even	later	than	yesterday.	
Each	day	the	departure	time	seemed	to	creep	up	a	little	closer	to	noon.		Ramuntcho	
walked	with	me	as	far	as	the	school,	and	then	I	reported	to	the	apartment,	armed	
with	croissants	and	ham	for	the	brunch.		Mom	and	Sheila	were	running	just	as	late	
as	I	was,	so	we	really	didn't	even	get	around	to	leaving	
until	almost	noon.		

It	was	a	beautiful	day	for	a	change,	so	we	decided	
that,	instead	of	going	to	the	Louvre,	we	would	go	up	to	
Sacre	Coeur	and	Montmartre.		I	called	the	dentist	to	
make	an	appointment	to	have	him	sign	some	papers	that	
afternoon,	and	we	took	off	in	the	Metro.		We	got	off	at	
Abbesses	after	a	long	ride	and	then	made	the	pilgrimage	
all	the	way	up	the	stairs	to	the	church.		That	was	to	be	the	
second	in	a	series	of	three	rather	usual	starts	for	our	days	
of	sightseeing.		Yesterday	it	was	the	last‐minute	train;	
today	the	Sacre	Coeur	steps	and	the	following	day	was	the	best	of	all.			

But	anyway,	we	saw	the	church	and	then	
walked	over	to	the	Place	du	Tertre	to	have	a	look	at	
all	the	painters.		It	seems	that	I	made	one	of	them	
rather	pissed	off	when	he	asked	me	if	I	liked	his	
painting,	and	I	replied,	"not	at	all."		But	we	survived	
and	walked	on	down	the	hill	where	we	had	a	Coke	in	a	
café	on	Rue	des	Abbesses.		

Then	it	was	back	in	the	Metro	to	head	for	the	
dentist’s	office.	Mom	and	Sheila	had	a	look	at	what	an	old	bourgeois	apartment	looks	
like,	and,	to	my	surprise,	we	had	quite	a	wait	for	the	doctor	to	sign	the	papers.		But	
as	soon	as	we	had	his	signature,	it	was	back	in	the	Metro	(those	used	tickets	were	
really	piling	up)	to	head	for	home	where	we	were	30	minutes	late	to	meet	Mab	for	
the	afternoon	tour.		But	we	found	that	she	was	just	finishing	her	fingernail	polish	
when	we	arrived,	and	she	was	not	at	all	upset	by	our	tardiness.		

We	took	a	few	minutes	to	catch	our	breath,	and	then	we	embarked	on	what	I	
will	call	the	Mabtour.		She	had	informed	me	
that	she	wanted	to	show	mom	and	Sheila	
some	of	the	"elegant"	parts	of	Paris,	and	I	
had	feared	the	worst.		When	she	mentioned	
that	she	wanted	to	take	them	for	a	cab	ride	
through	the	Bois	de	Boulogne,	I	knew	my	
fears	were	well‐founded	–	but	nothing	
could	be	further	from	the	truth.		It	was	
absolutely	delightful!		
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We	started	out	by	taking	a	walk	through	the	Jardin	de	Luxembourg	and	then	
catching	the	bus	for	the	Eiffel	Tower.		We	arrived	and	
took	a	good	close	look	at	it	and	then,	because	there	
were	no	taxis	to	take	us	to	the	Bois	de	Boulogne,	we	
mounted	the	stairs	of	the	Palais	de	Chaillot	to	take	a	
look	at	the	fountains	that	were	orgasming	at	
thousands	of	gallons	a	minute.		At	the	top	we	found	a	
taxi	that	took	us	past	the	Place	Victor‐Hugo,	down	
the	Avenue	Foch,	around	the	lake,	by	the	Cascade	of	
Bologne,	and	then	left	us	back	on	the	Avenue	Foch.		

We	sat	on	a	bench	and	talked	for	about	30	minutes	and	then	headed	for	the	
Champs	Elysées,	no	easy	job	when	you	have	to	do	it	at	the	Etoile!		But	we	finally	
made	it,	after	several	stops	to	view	the	Arc	de	Triumph	from	all	angles.	We	stopped	
for	quite	a	while	at	the	Air	France	office	for	me	to	check	on	the	flight	to	Houston.	
Then	we	went	to	Fouquet’s	for	some	ice	cream.		

While	we	were	sitting	there,	a	model	and	some	photographers	arrived	and	
started	taking	fashion	pictures.		It	was	hilarious	because	the	poor	girl	was	dressed	
extremely	weird	and	they	were	having	her	go	through	the	weirdest	duck	walk	
routine	that	has	probably	ever	been	seen	on	that	famous	avenue	–	although	I	don't	
know,	I'm	sure	Paris	is	capable	of	even	stranger	things!			

The	Metro	(first	class,	of	course)	brought	an	end	to	our	little	tour	and	we	
returned	back	to	the	house.		Then	it	was	time	for	Mab	to	go	into	second	gear	with	
the	dinner	that	she	had	prepared	for	us.		It	was	an	absolutely	marvelous	dinner,	and	
I	don't	know	how	she	managed	to	serve	it	to	us	without	falling	over	dead	with	
fatigue.		There	was	just	one	little	fault.		It	all	ended	up	with	the	hugest	piece	of	Brie	
cheese	I	had	ever	seen	at	a	table.		She	gave	mom	and	Sheila	two	healthy	pieces,	and	I	
serve	myself.		Then	she	stepped	into	the	kitchen	for	a	moment,	and	while	she	was	
gone,	Sheila	slipped	me	half	of	hers	and	mom	put	half	of	her	piece	on	to	Mab’s	plate.		

It	all	passed	unnoticed	except	that	I	really	had	too	much	cheese!		Mom	and	
Sheila,	however,	later	reported	that	they	almost	gagged	on	the	little	bit	that	they	
were	obliged	to	swallow.		I	guess	I	really	have	taken	up	the	French	customs	–	and	
maybe	it's	just	as	well.		After	the	dinner,	most	everyone	was	pretty	tired,	including	
this	writer;	so,	while	Mab	insisted	on	doing	all	the	dishes	by	herself,	mom	and	Sheila	
got	into	bed,	and	I	left	for	Ramuntcho’s.		When	I	arrived,	we	played	around	a	little	as	
is	our	custom,	but	nothing	really	spectacular	that	would	titillate	the	nerve	endings	
of	anybody	reading	this	journal.	

	

June	25,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)			

	 But	this	morning	was	another	matter	altogether.		We	awoke	fairly	early,	both	
in	the	usual	condition	of	complete	erection,	and	after	a	few	minutes	of	body	
touching	good‐morning,	Ramuntcho	announced	that	he	wanted	to	make	love	and	
that	I	was	to	get	out	the	cream.		He	was	both	surprised	and	delighted	when	I	did	just	
that!		I	had	turned	on	the	hot	water	at	5	AM,	and,	being	assured	that	I	could	make	
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love	American	style	(i.e.	followed	by	a	good	hot	shower),	I	was	more	than	willing	to	
comply	with	his	wishes.		We	bounced	around	together	for	awhile	before	deciding	
that	we	had	better	get	going	(with	the	day's	activities,	that	is)	or	we	would	stay	in	
bed	all	day.		

So	I	had	my	shower	and	got	dressed,	and	together	we	crossed	the	Seine.		I	left	
him	in	the	usual	place	and	then	headed	like	a	good	tour	director	to	pick	up	mom	and	
Sheila.			

The	first	and	major	place	on	our	list	was	the	Louvre,	so	we	walked	down	the	
Rue	de	Seine,	across	the	Pont	des	Arts	and	into	the	square	court	of	the	Louvre.		It	
was	soon	after	that	that	we	discovered	what	was	to	be	the	third	weird	beginning	in	
three	days	of	sightseeing.		The	Louvre	had	chosen	to	do	one	of	the	most	typically	
French	things	possible	–	it	was	on	strike!		I	was	not	ready	for	that,	and	I	was	super‐
pissed.			The	strike	business	in	this	country	is	nothing	but	a	pain	in	the	ass!		

But	eventually	after	standing	dumbfounded	in	front	of	the	sign	for	about	five	
minutes,	I	realized	that	they	really	weren't	going	to	open	the	doors	and	that	the	
Louvre	could	be	x’ed	off	the	list	of	the	day’s	activities.		So	we	took	an	extremely	poor	
second	and	headed	for	the	Musée	des	Arts	Décoratif.		It	turned	out	to	be	closed	until	
2	PM,	and,	while	we	were	waiting	for	that	time	to	arrive,	we	toured	through	an	
exhibit	on	Gaudi	that	sucked	donkey	dicks!		But	finally	the	museum	opened,	and	we	
spent	awhile	touring	through	those	dark	early	rooms.		

Then	I	got	the	sweet	inspiration	to	take	them	to	see	the	Opera	(the	outside	at	
least,	since	the	inside	I	haven't	seen	myself	because	of	its	being	closed).		We	stopped	
at	a	café	on	the	Avenue	del’Opera	for	some	ice	cream,	and	then	continued	on	our	
way	for	a	closer	look.		We	even	went	in	and	had	a	look	at	the	Opera	Library	and	
Museum,	which	was	certainly	no	big	deal,	but	at	least	we	saw	it.		

Then	I	took	them	over	to	have	a	look	at	Galeries	
Lafayette	–	style	1900	–	and	they	were	quite	impressed	
by	that	too,	I	believe.		Then	back	to	the	Opera	where	we	
caught	the	Metro	for	Concorde.		Then	we	had	a	look	at	the	
American	Embassy,	discovered	the	Elysées	Palace,	walked	
through	the	Drugstore	Martignon,	and	then	headed	for	
the	Grand	and	Petit	Palais.		We	took	a	look	walking	by,	
gave	the	Pont	Alexandre	III	a	once‐over,	and	then	caught	the	bus	at	Invalides	for	the	
ride	to	Rue	de	Seine.			

We	had	done	one	hell	of	a	lot	of	walking	for	one	day,	and	nobody	was	
particularly	excited	about	going	back	down	for	a	dinner,	but,	since	this	is	France,	we	
were	quite	obliged	to	do	it.		We	headed	for	Le	Savoyard	downstairs,	but	found	it	too	
expensive.		I	then	determined	quickly	that	none	of	us	three	gave	a	damn	where	we	
ate,	so	we	headed	for	the	Self	at	St.	Michel,	but	before	reaching	there,	we	discovered	
a	charming	little	restaurant	called	the	“Auberge	des	Cordonniers”	on	the	Rue	de	
l’Ecole	de	Medecine,	and	there	I	discovered	a	truly	charming	cheap	restaurant	that	I	
intend	to	visit	many	times	in	the	future.		
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We	returned	to	the	apartment	and	Sheila	and	I	got	ready	to	transport	the	
suitcases	and	boxes	that	we	had	prepared	before	dinner	to	the	Gare	des	Invalides,	so	
there	would	be	no	problem	the	next	morning	at	departure	time.		I	loaded	everything	
in	the	elevator	to	take	it	downstairs	(two	trips),	and	then,	while	Sheila	guarded	it,	I	
went	and	got	a	taxi	in	front	of	the	Pergola.		The	taxi	cost	me	13	Francs,	and	to	put	all	
of	it	in	storage	for	the	night	cost	another	10	Francs	–	the	price	of	shipping	my	stuff	
home	began	to	mount.		

I	must	compliment	my	sister	at	this	point,	however.		I	was	really	impressed	
by	what	a	cool	head	she	has.	The	prospect	of	carting	all	that	junk	all	over	creation	–	
even	the	statue	that	I	had	assigned	to	her	for	hand	luggage,	had	absolutely	no	effect	
on	her	whatsoever,	and,	if	anything,	she	seemed	to	be	amused,	or	even	delighted.	

We	got	on	the	Metro	at	Invalides,	and,	before	long	at	all,	we	were	back	at	the	
apartment.		I	left	soon	afterwards,	after	making	all	kinds	of	promises	that	I	would	be	
sure	to	be	back	by	8:00	AM.		Then	I	split	for	Ramuntcho’s	and	arrived	at	his	place	at	
about	11:00	PM.		

Because	it	was	the	weekend,	the	usual	buzzer	didn't	work	to	open	the	
downstairs	inner	door,	so	I	buzzed	the	seventh	floor	–	with	absolutely	no	success.		
So	there	I	was,	stuck	in	the	entryway,	seven	floors	below	my	objective.		I	buzzed	and	
buzzed	thinking	that	possibly	Ramuntcho	was	asleep	or	was	watching	TV,	but	I	
eventually	came	to	the	conclusion	that	the	buzzer	was	not	working	on	that	floor.		I	
spent	30	minutes	in	the	entry	way	reading	Stendhal	and	thinking	about	how	
horrible	it	would	be	to	have	to	walk	all	the	way	back	home	and	wake	up	everybody.	
Finally	somebody	from	inside	the	building	came	out,	and	I	profited	by	the	situation	
in	order	to	get	in.		I	climbed	the	seven	flights,	and	found	Ramuntcho	quite	soundly	
asleep	–	but	at	least	able	to	respond	to	a	knock	at	the	door.		I	informed	him	of	the	
condition	of	his	buzzer	and	before	long	plopped	into	bed	alongside	him	after	setting	
the	alarm	for	the	horrendous	hour	of	7:00	AM.	

	

June	26,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)			

The	day	of	departure	and	major	baggage	transport	began	with	the	ringing	of	
that	alarm,	and	it	was	to	turn	out	to	be	quite	a	day!			

I	got	dressed	without	even	bothering	to	get	shaved,	and	for	once	I	left	
Ramuntcho	in	the	room	in	hope	that	he	could	get	a	little	more	sleep.		But	I	told	him	
that	we	would	perform	a	little	test	as	I	was	leaving.		That	was	that	I	would	buzz	as	I	
went	out	the	door,	and	he	would	listen	to	see	if	it	was	working.		Sure	enough,	as	
soon	as	I	buzzed,	Ramuntcho	answered	on	the	speaker	and	said	that	he	guessed	she	
was	just	sleeping	too	soundly	the	night	before.	But	so	much	for	that.			

I	headed	for	home,	stopping	on	the	way	to	pick	up	croissants	for	the	last	time.	
Mab	had	fixed	us	all	breakfast,	and	we	ate	together	in	the	kitchen.			

But	time	passes	quickly	in	the	early	morning,	and	before	long	it	was	time	to	
leave.			
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Mom	and	Sheila	said	their	goodbyes,	and	
we	headed	with	the	luggage	that	was	left	for	the	
bus	stop	at	St.	Sulpice.		We	arrived	at	Invalides,	
and	I	got	all	the	boxes	out	of	the	baggage	check.	
We	loaded	onto	the	bus	and	before	we	knew	it,	we	
were	at	Orly.		Upon	arrival,	everybody	had	a	
separate	assignment.		Mom	was	to	go	check	in,	
Sheila	was	to	guard	the	luggage,	and	I	was	to	go	off	
and	find	a	chariot	to	carry	everything.		So	
everyone	split	for	their	assigned	task.		When	I	got	the	luggage	loaded	on	the	cart,	it	
was	the	first	time	that	I	noticed	how	much	baggage	we	really	had.	It	was	just	
incredible!		So	much,	in	fact,	that	at	one	point	the	big	heavy	box	and	one	other	fell	
crashing	to	the	ground.		I	have	no	idea	how	much	will	arrive	intact.		

When	I	finally	found	mom	at	the	check‐in	counter,	I	found	that	she,	too,	had	
done	her	job	well,	but	there	were	definitely	some	complications.		Number	one	
complication	was	that	mom	and	Sheila	had	to	check	in	at	different	places.		But	that	
was	nothing	compared	to	the	second	bombshell	that	the	young	lady	dropped.		When	
I	asked	if	she	could	take	all	the	luggage	under	one	ticket,	she	announced	that	she	
could	only	take	the	one	box	and	one	suitcase	that	were	presently	on	the	rack	
because	they	were	already	overweight.		I	asked	her	if	she	could	just	take	a	third	one,	
and	she	said	that	she	thought	she	could	–	that	is,	until	I	lifted	the	big	box	onto	the	
scales	and	it	rang	up	24	kg!			

It	was	at	that	point	that	my	French	came	in	damn	handy!		I	began	explaining	
what	the	baggage	terms	were	on	that	particular	kind	of	ticket	(unlimited),	but	there	
was	nothing	doing	with	her,	and	she	was	sure	that	I	was	wrong	and	wasn't	about	to	
take	more	than	the	bag	and	the	box	(I	didn't	even	want	to	tell	her	that	if	something	
had	to	stay	it	would	be	that	box	that	she	had	already	sent	into	the	machine!).		

I	kept	insisting,	and	eventually	she	called	her	boss	(a	good‐looking	German	
guy	with	a	toupee	and	a	voice	that	was	just	a	little	bit	too	soft‐spoken	to	be	straight	
–	my,	my,	but	the	gay	would	come	in	handy!).		He	informed	her	that	she	was	to	take	
all	the	baggage	that	we	had	and	not	give	any	more	problems.		In	fact,	he	got	Sheila’s	
ticket	and	took	care	of	her	in	her	area	before	a	whole	line	of	standbys.			

By	this	time	I	had	begun	to	breathe	again.	I	had	stopped	when	she	said	she	
wouldn't	take	any	more	luggage.		There	was	still	the	problem	that	the	plane	showed	
full	in	the	computer,	but	our	friend	didn't	seem	to	have	any	doubts	that	they	would	
both	get	on.		So	we	walked	upstairs,	and,	by	that	time,	they	had	posted	the	gate	and	
it	was	time	to	part.		

I	gave	my	last‐minute	instructions	to	my	two	helpless	women	(must	admit	
that	I	was	counting	a	bit	more	on	Sheila	than	mother	to	get	them	to	Dallas	
altogether).	While	they	headed	for	the	gate,	I	went	up	to	the	terrace	to	try	and	
determine	what	airplane	was	theirs.	I	found	it	and	stood	out	in	the	freezing	cold	
(yes,	Virginia,	today	was	June	26th)	until	I	saw	the	passengers	looking	through	the	
glass	passageway.	I	spotted	Sheila,	slumped	over	by	the	weight	of	the	take‐me‐along	
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and	the	statute	box,	and	mom	a	little	later.		Then	I	waited	until	the	plane	pulled	
away	before	going	back	inside.		I	waited	at	the	arrival	gate	for	awhile,	just	to	make	
sure	that	they	both	got	on,	and	then	I	headed	for	the	bus	back	to	Invalides.		

The	Metro	got	me	back	to	the	apartment	by	around	12:30.		I	had	just	a	few	
minutes	to	report	to	Mab	before	MP	arrived	as	the	first	guest	for	the	afternoon's	
lunch.		I	hid	myself	in	order	to	quickly	get	dressed,	and	by	1:30	the	meal	was	in	full	
swing	with	Mab,	MP,	her	brother	and	sister‐in‐law,	and	there	daughter.			

Mab	really	outdid	herself	this	time,	and	I	ate	until	I	almost	popped.		We	had	a	
nice	pleasant	meal,	and	afterwards	I	had	the	pleasure	of	hearing	MP	and	Mr.	Dumay	
talking	about	the	world	war	–	the	first	one!		Fascinating.			

Finally	around	5:30	PM	everybody	left,	and	I	retired	to	my	room	to	begin	
catching	up	on	this	journal	that	is	now,	to	this	point,	happily	complete.	It	is	now	
12:15	AM	and	I	have	been	writing	almost	nonstop	except	for	a	short	trip	to	
Blanchere's,	a	few	minutes	to	eat,	a	break	to	wash	some	underwear,	and	the	most	
magnificent	masturbation	session	in	a	long	time.		Now	I	just	have	a	letter	to	get	off	
to	home	and	a	couple	of	others	here	on	the	continent,	and	then	I'm	going	to	call	it	a	
night.	

	

June	27,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris	&	Brussels)			

After	a	wonderful	night	alone	in	my	own	bed,	I	was	awakened	by	the	new	
sound	of	the	alarm	clock	that	Sheila	had	left	for	me.		And,	seeing	as	how	my	
correspondence	last	night	went	on	until	after	2	AM,	the	time	was	too	early.		But	I	got	
up	anyway,	determined	to	make	an	effort	at	keeping	to	the	plans	that	I	had	made	
before.		

I	got	dressed	and	finished	packing	my	little	blue	suitcase.		Then	I	went	in	to	
talk	to	Mab	for	a	few	minutes.		By	that	time	was	a	bout	11:15	and	time	for	me	to	get	
going.		

I	headed	for	the	Metro,	stopping	at	the	bakery	to	pick	up	some	eclairs	et	
croissants	and	then	got	on	the	Metro	for	the	Gare	du	Nord.		There	I	caught	the	train	
for	Brussels	and	ended	up	in	a	compartment	with	three	other	American	students.	
The	ride	was	very	nice	because	it	was	on	a	Trans‐European	Express	and	that	was	
evidently	a	first	for	me.		

I	arrived	in	Belgium	and	took	out	walking	to	see	what	there	was	to	see	and	to	
find	a	hotel.		I	found	the	hotel	okay,	but	as	far	as	finding	something	interesting	to	
look	at,	well,	up	until	the	time	of	this	writing,	I	have	not	yet	succeeded.		I	would	
imagine	that	Brussels	may	have	been	bombed	pretty	badly	during	the	war,	and	I	
forgot	that	anything	bombed	out	during	the	war	would	have	been	rebuilt	during	the	
horrible	years	for	architecture	and	decoration,	the	50s.		Therefore	Brussels	
manifests	itself	as	one	of	the	armpits	of	the	world.		But,	to	be	fair,	I	must	say	that	
today	was	Sunday,	and	things	were	extremely	dead	–	totally	dead,	in	fact.		
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But	the	city	is	filthy,	the	people	are	short,	squatty,	and	ugly	and	there	is	
nothing	worth	sightseeing	around	as	far	as	I	can	see.		It	is	guaranteed	that	as	soon	as	
I	can	get	up	and	out	in	the	morning,	I'll	be	on	the	first	train	for	Bruges.		

I	spent	the	entire	afternoon	after	
my	arrival	walking	around	the	city,	but	
soon	got	so	disgusted	that	I	stopped	and	
saw	the	movie	"Death	in	Venice."		I	
must	say	that	it	was	a	rather	interesting	
movie	and	its	new	star	was	quite	a	
pretty	sight,	even	if	he	didn't	ever	
opened	his	mouth.		It	was	really	strange	
the	way	Visconti	used	him	just	like	you	

would	have	a	beautiful	young	girl.		Yes,	the	world	is	going	to	be	converted	yet.		After	
the	movie	it	was	still	more	walking	and	still	no	seeing.		

Finally,	I	ate	dinner	in	the	restaurant	outside	of	the	hotel,	a	huge	plate	of	
Choucroute	du	Chef43.		Then,	since	Brussels	by	night	didn't	hold	much	promise	of	
being	better	than	Brussels	by	day,	I	came	up	to	the	room	for	a	little	reading	and	
writing.	Probably	go	to	bed	early	and	try	not	to	dream	about	this	place	in	which	I	
have	the	misfortune	to	find	myself.	

	

June	28,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Brussels,	Bruges,	Paris)			

Let	me	say	right	off	the	bat	that	today	was	much	better,	much	better	indeed.	
It	started	off	in	a	typical	Brussels	style	with	overcast	skies	and	pouring	down	rain	–	
all	the	city	needed	to	make	it	the	most	dreary	place	I've	yet	to	see	in	Europe.		I	woke	
up	when	the	hotel	desk	rang	my	room.		I	turned	on	the	florescent	tube	that	served	as	
a	light	in	the	room	to	combat	the	darkness	of	what	was	supposed	to	be	a	day.		

I	got	dressed	and	packed	and	went	down	to	the	entresol44	for	breakfast.		I	
asked	a	lady	sitting	at	a	desk	what	I	should	do	to	get	breakfast,	and	she	just	said	go	
and	have	a	seat.		I	sat	down	next	to	a	window	and	waited	for	something	to	happen.		
And	something	certainly	did	happen.		

In	a	few	minutes,	a	woman	came	in	and	loudly	asked	me	if	I	was	the	one	that	
had	asked	how	to	get	breakfast,	and	why	didn't	I	just	come	in	and	sit	down	like	
everyone	else.		Then	she	told	me	to	change	tables	to	a	place	for	one	–	by	this	time	
she	was	using	the	“tu”	form	in	French,	and	I	was	beginning	to	feel	like	I	was	in	and	
indoctrination	center	or	something.			

A	lady	sitting	nearby	turned	around	and	asked	if	I	was	French.		I	said	no,	but	
she	explained	that	one	had	to	know	the	Flemish	in	order	to	understand	what	was	
happening.		It	seemed	that	this	babe	was	terrorizing	the	whole	hotel,	and	I	was	not	
the	only	one	getting	the	treatment.			

																																																								
43	Choucroute:	an	Alsatian	recipe	for	sauerkraut	with	sausages,	salted	meats,	etc.		
44	entresol:		a	French	term	for	a	mezzanine	floor	(between	the	first	and	second	floors	of	a	building).	
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So,	after	breakfast,	I	wished	the	people	left	in	the	dining	room	good	luck,	and	
I	headed	for	the	train	station.			

By	that	time	I	had	already	decided	to	head	back	to	Paris	tonight,	but	I	figured	
that	I	would	give	Bruges	a	chance	to	redeem	the	name	of	Belgium.		I	arrived	at	the	
station	at	Bruges	at	about	11:30,	and	by	then	the	rain	had	stopped	pouring	down,	
and	it	looked	like	the	clouds	were	going	to	clear	away.		I	walked	into	the	center	of	
town	and	found	it	to	be	absolutely	delightful.		Clean,	picturesque	and	crossed	by	
canals	and	lots	and	lots	of	tourists.		They	bill	the	place	as	the	Venice	of	the	North,	
and	it	has	about	the	same	type	atmosphere.		

I	took	a	boat	trip	on	the	canal	and	then	toured	two	of	the	big	churches.	
Bruges	was	also	one	of	those	towns	that,	at	the	end	of	about	three	hours,	I	felt	like	I	
had	seen	just	about	everything	there	was	to	see.		

I	ate	a	huge	German	lunch	in	a	little	café	and	then	headed	for	the	railroad	
station.		On	the	way,	a	good‐looking	American	smiled	at	me	in	a	park,	and	I	thought	
that	perhaps	he	was	the	same	one	that	had	smiled	on	another	park	bench	in	
Brussels	yesterday.		But	this	one	was	much	better	looking,	so	I	sat	down	to	have	a	
little	chat.		All	I	know	is	that	his	name	is	Mike,	and	his	story	is	much	the	same	as	all	
the	other	American	kids	traveling	around	Europe.		I	gave	him	my	address	and	phone	
number	in	Paris,	and	maybe	he	will	appear	on	these	pages	again	later	near	the	1st	of	
July.		

I	got	on	a	direct	train	for	Brussels,	spent	about	15	minutes	walking	around	
that	dreary	city	again,	getting	together	what	would	serve	for	a	dinner	on	the	way	
back	to	Paris,	and	then	I	got	on	the	train.		

It	was	the	Trans‐European	Express	“Brabant45”	and	what	I	didn't	realize	was	
that	the	seats	were	all	assigned,	and	the	train	was	full.		But	the	conductor	gave	me	a	
seat	in	another	car	that	was	what	must	be	called	the	second	class	section	of	an	all	
first	class	train.		And	that's	where	I’m	taking	the	time	to	write	this	much	of	today’s	
activities.		The	train	leaves	in	about	10	minutes	and	I'm	looking	forward	to	getting	
back	to	dear	Paris.		

The	train	ride	was,	of	course,	extremely	uneventful.		I	arrived	at	Paris	Nord	
and	took	the	Metro	back	to	the	apartment.		I	didn't	even	have	to	open	the	door	
because	Mab	was	just	coming	out	on	her	way	to	the	wine	cellar.		I	offered	to	help	
her,	and	we	spent	the	next	30	minutes	arranging	the	four	cartons	of	champagne	that	
had	arrived.		

After	that	she	offered	to	feed	me	dinner	for	my	trouble.		I	went	to	my	room	
and	there	was	a	letter	from	JT	waiting	for	me,	the	thing	that	I	had	most	hoped	to	find	
upon	my	arrival.		He	seems	to	be	extremely	happy,	but	I	have	very	mixed	emotions	
about	the	news	that	he	has	moved	to	Arlington,	Virginia.		It	looks	like	our	
correspondence	may	last	longer	than	I	expected.		I	ate	dinner	with	Mab	and	then	

																																																								
45	The	“Brabant”	was	the	name	given	to	the	express	train	linking	Gare	du	Nord	in	Paris	with	Brussels;	named	
after	the	historical	“Duchy	of	Brabant,”	of	which	Brussels	was	the	capital.	
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spent	the	rest	of	the	evening	typing	off	a	response	to	JT.		Now	it's	bed	so	I'll	be	fresh	
for	my	weekly	business	and	Chartres.		

	

June	29,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)			

		 All	kinds	of	bells	rang	this	morning;	the	doorbell,	a	telephone,	and	my	alarm,	
but	none	of	them	served	to	get	me	out	of	bed	until	almost	noon.		I	was	really	
shocked	by	the	lateness	of	the	hour	and	had	to	really	hurry	in	order	to	get	dressed	in	
time	to	make	it	to	Chartres.		

I	got	lunch	from	Blanchere’s	and	literally	gulped	it	down.		Then	it	was	on	the	
Metro	to	Montparnasse	where	I	caught	the	train	for	Chartres.		

The	entire	day	passed	without	me	buying	one	single	thing	until	near	the	end	
when	some	books	came	up	for	sale.		I	bought	three	groups	that	ended	up	costing	me	
over	40	Francs,	but	I	must	admit	that	I	got	some	good	merchandise	therein.		The	
volume	was	so	great	that	there	was	absolutely	no	way	I	could	ever	carry	them	all	
back	to	Paris	at	once.		I	had	two	big	boxes	full	with	some	leftover!		One	of	the	ladies	
at	the	auction	that	I	have	spoken	with	before	gave	me	a	ride	to	the	station,	but	I	left	
one	carton	at	the	auction	house	and	will	have	to	go	back	to	pick	it	up	tomorrow.		

The	train	ride	back	was	an	omnibus,	and	I	thought	that	it	would	never	end.	
Thank	goodness	I	had	“The	Chartreuse	de	Paris”	with	me	(as	if	I	didn't	have	enough	
books	to	keep	me	busy).		

When	I	got	back	to	Paris,	I	lugged	the	carton	through	the	Metro	and	all	the	
way	back	home.		There	I	took	a	few	minutes	to	unpack	and	to	marvel	at	what	I	had	
bought.		My	stomach	was	starving,	so	I	headed	for	the	Auberge	des	Cordeliers	where	
I	had	a	delicious	dinner	and	finally	finished	what	turned	out	to	be	a	pretty	lousy	
ending	to	Stendhal.		Then	it	was	back	to	the	apartment	for	more	examination	of	my	
books	and	even	some	packing	for	shipping	them	to	Dallas.		

I	must	admit	that	I	had	some	pretty	strong	guilt	feelings	about	not	going	to	
see	Ramuntcho	who	had	a	wonderfully	tender	letter	waiting	for	me	when	I	got	back	
from	Brussels.		But	Rue	St.	Roch	seems	so	damn	far	away,	and	I	can	rationalize	my	
actions	by	saying	that	I	have	so	much	to	do.		But	tomorrow	a	visit	is	an	absolute	
must,	and	if	it	isn't	the	café,	then	it	will	be	the	atelier.		Tomorrow	should	be	a	busy	
day	and	I	have	it	scheduled	to	start	damn	early,	so	now	it's	off	to	bed!	

	

June	30,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris	&	Chartres)				

The	morning	started	extremely	early	because	everything	promised	a	long	
busy	day,	and	it	must	be	said	that	everything	pointed	in	the	right	direction.		The	first	
item	on	the	agenda	was	to	get	dressed	and	drag	myself	to	the	Metro	where	I	went	to	
Montparnasse.		My	train	left	at	8:00	something‐or‐other,	at	any	rate	much	too	early,	
for	Chartres	where	I	had	to	pick	up	my	second	carton	of	books.		But	the	trip	there	
and	back	were	extremely	uneventful	and	the	20	minutes	that	I	had	between	trains	
was	barely	enough	to	get	to	the	Salle	des	Vents	and	back	to	the	station.		
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Upon	arrival	back	in	Paris,	I	carted	my	load	into	the	metro	and	back	to	Rue	de	
Seine	–	no	easy	task.		I	quickly	dropped	the	case	off	in	my	room	and	then	left	
immediately	for	Ramuntcho’s	atelier,	where	I	hoped	to	catch	him	before	lunch	(and	
catch	a	look	at	a	certain	model	that	was	supposed	to	be	posing	there).		But	by	the	
time	I	got	to	the	school,	I	found	the	atelier	absolutely	deserted,	and	there	was	
nothing	to	do	except	to	return	home.		

I	got	lunch	from	Mrs.	Blanchere	and	at	the	same	time	learned	that	Christine,	
the	girl	who	works	behind	the	counter	there,	was	leaving	on	vacation	for	a	month	
during	which	time	she	would	be	getting	married.		But	more	on	that	later.		

After	lunch,	I	spent	quite	awhile	packing	up	some	books,	and	it	wasn't	until	
almost	2:00	PM	that	I	headed	for	the	café.		There	I	found	the	whole	group,	and	we	
talked	until	after	3:00.		Ramuntcho	ended	up	sort	of	inviting	himself	to	come	look	at	
my	Chartres	purchases,	but	he	was	foiled	by	the	fact	that	Monique	also	invited	
herself	to	come	along.		

We	stop	by	the	post	office	in	order	to	mail	two	packets	of	my	precious	books,	
and	then	we	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	talking	in	my	room.		Finally	it	was	time	
for	Monique	to	leave,	so	we	left	Ramuntcho	in	my	room,	and	I	accompanied	Monique	
as	far	as	the	supermarket	where	I	bought	two	boxes	of	candy	to	offer	to	Christine	for	
being	so	nice	to	me	over	all	these	months.		

I	returned	to	my	room	to	encounter	and	counter	the	endearments	of	
Ramuntcho,	but	the	fact	that	he	was	obligated	to	go	to	the	Soran’s	for	dinner	did	
tend	to	cut	things	short.		He	left	after	giving	me	a	rendezvous	in	front	of	the	Theatre	
de	la	Ville	for	9:15.		

I	went	to	Blanchere’s	to	give	Christine	her	gift	(she	was	deeply	touched)	and	
to	get	dinner.		I	ate,	packed	more	books,	and	then	headed	for	the	rendezvous.	

Ramuntcho	soon	arrived,	and	we	set	out	on	our	little	expedition	for	the	
evening.		And	it	was	as	follows:	I	was	finally	to	meet	Didier,	the	boy	of	Ramuntcho's	
dreams.		We	went	to	the	Bazar	de	l’Hotel	des	Ville	where	he	works	two	nights	a	
week	and	wandered	around	the	basement	without	finding	him.		So	we	took	a	long	
shot	and	headed	for	his	apartment	at	Pein.		He	was	there	and	I	got	my	first	look	at	
the	fabled	angel.		I	must	admit	that	my	first	impression	was	a	letdown.	He	was	
certainly	not	the	perfection	that	Ramuntcho	described.	But	the	longer	he	and	
Ramuntcho	talked,	and	I	sat	by	the	side	and	watched,	the	more	I	saw	what	it	was	
that	Ramuntcho	called	beauty.	The	problem	was	essentially	that	dear	Didier	was	not	
Bill’s	type	at	all,	but	each	to	his	own	taste.		

Finally,	we	picked	up	and	left,	but	I	thought	Didier	and	Ramuntcho	were	
going	to	burst	with	desire	to	jump	on	each	other.	If	I	had	had	any	sense	at	all,	I	
would	have	quietly	left	the	room,	and	I	doubt	that	they	would	have	noticed	my	
absence.		Afterwards,	I	tried	to	convince	Ramuntcho	to	go	back,	but	he	settled	for	an	
evening	spent	with	me,	and	I	don't	think	he	was	all	that	disappointed.	

	

July	1,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)			
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The	first	day	of	my	last	month	in	France	turned	out	to	be	extremely	eventful;	
most	interesting;	and	highly	embarrassing.		

Ramuntcho	and	I	woke	up	fairly	late	and	set	about	taking	our	showers,	etc.	
Significant	point:	while	Ramuntcho	was	bent	over	shaving,	I	noticed	on	his	little	ass	
what	I	had	feared	for	several	weeks	now.		I	had	managed	to	infest	him	with	the	little	
monsters	(commonly	known	as	crabs)	that	have	been	pestering	me	lately.		I	relieved	
him	of	the	three	that	were	in	sight,	but	said	nothing	further.		

I	accompanied	him	to	the	school,	and	this	morning	I	went	up	with	him	to	the	
atelier	to	get	a	look	at	that	model.		Or	maybe	I	should	say	that	I	rejoined	him	there	
because	first	I	went	to	the	bakery	on	Rue	de	Seine	to	get	us	some	things	for	
breakfast.		

The	damn	model	had	all	his	clothes	on,	and	during	the	time	I	stayed,	he	
showed	no	tendency	to	change.		So	I	split	for	home	and	lunch	from	Blanchere’s	
quickly	followed.			

I	was	extremely	pissed	with	Ramuntcho	upon	leaving	the	atelier	because	of	
some	extremely	egotistical	thing	that	he	had	said	and	that	had	consequences	which	
were	to	follow.			

I	contented	myself	during	most	of	the	early	afternoon	by	wrapping	up	still	
more	boxes	of	books.		I	received	a	phone	call	around	2	PM	from	Annie	(undoubtedly	
inspired	by	Ramuntcho)	in	order	to	see	if	I	was	still	coming	to	the	party	that	night.	
After	that,	I	went	to	the	post	office	to	mail	two	more	boxes,	and	I	took	advantage	of	
the	time	and	place	to	give	Jean‐Pierre	a	phone	call.		

Much	to	my	surprise	he	was	there	and	told	me	to	come	to	his	office.		So	I	
returned	home,	shaved,	and	then	set	off	for	Rue	de	l’Ecolle	Polytechnique.		This	was	
to	prove	to	be	the	embarrassing	part	of	the	day.		

He	was	extremely	busy	with	phone	calls	and	even	one	beautiful	butch	actor	
that	dropped	in,	but	eventually	we	found	ourselves	downstairs	in	the	basement	that	
made	up	one‐half	of	his	office,	and	all	the	preludes	for	a	"quickie"	were	in	the	
making,	and	each	of	us	was	about	half	undressed.		But	Jean‐Pierre	made	a	quick	
inspection	and	just	happened	upon	my	little	beasties!		He	was	dressed	in	two	
seconds	and	informed	me	that	I	was	infected,	and	as	far	as	he	was	concerned	in	
strict	quarantine.		

I	don't	mind	saying	that	I	was	extremely	embarrassed!		He	told	me	the	name	
for	crabs	in	French	and	to	go	to	the	pharmacy	to	get	a	product	to	get	rid	of	them.		He	
was	really	very	nice	about	the	whole	nasty	affair	and	told	me	to	call	him	as	soon	as	I	
got	back	from	Fouquet	(and	was	disinfected).		

I	wasted	absolutely	no	time	buying	the	product,	going	home	and	splashing	it	
on	–	it	was	really	a	bath,	such	was	my	zeal.		Then	I	got	dressed	and	headed	for	the	
party	at	Alice's.		We	spent	an	enjoyable	evening	there	playing	party	games,	and	the	
star	of	the	evening	was	Maurice	–	another	one	of	Ramuntcho’s	little	adventures.	This	
time	I	must	admit	that	I	highly	approve;	a	fact	that	will	be	evident	by	the	events	that	
occurred	later.		
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I	had	brought	along	my	medicine	and	intended	to	give	Ramuntcho	a	good	
bathing	(and	a	nude	analyzing),	but,	as	the	evening	progressed,	especially	in	the	
Metro	afterwards,	it	became	quite	evident	that	they	intended	to	sleep	together.	
There	was	absolutely	no	way	that	I	was	going	to	deprive	Ramuntcho	of	that	pleasure	
–	even	at	the	very	likely	risk	of	infecting	poor	Maurice.		

It	really	seems	strange	that	I	am	not	at	all	jealous	about	Ramuntcho	sleeping	
around.		In	fact,	I	highly	encourage	it.		I'm	sure	there's	something	psychologically	
sick	about	that,	but	I'm	glad	that	I'm	that	way.		I	left	them	in	the	Metro	at	the	Louvre,	
and	I'm	sure	they	continued	on	and	ended	up	sleeping	together.		At	any	rate,	I	intend	
to	show	up	at	Ramuntcho’s	door	extremely	early,	and	I'm	sure	that	I'll	probably	find	
them	together.	But	I	have	to	get	Ramuntcho	treated	before	the	day	is	over	tomorrow	
–	what	he	does	about	Maurice	is	his	problem.		

	

July	2,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris	&	Le	Fouquet)			

This	is	probably	the	earliest	entry	I	have	ever	made	in	this	journal	(it's	10:10	
AM),	but	already	today	enough	has	happened	that	it's	worth	recording.		My	alarm	
clock	woke	me	up	at	eight,	and	I	got	dressed	and	set	out	for	Ramuntcho’s	apartment.	
Reason?	Well,	I	guess	I	must	admit	that	I	guess	I	wanted	to	catch	him	in	the	act.		I	
have	real	funny	feelings	about	that.	Don't	know	exactly	what	to	call	it	–	I	guess	it	
breaks	down	to	be	basic	sadism,	but	at	any	rate,	I'll	try	to	take	it	into	stride	as	usual.	
The	reason	I	gave	myself	was	that	I	wanted	to	catch	him	before	he	left	for	school	in	
order	to	start	getting	rid	of	the	bugs	as	soon	as	possible.		

So	up	I	walked	to	his	apartment	knowing	full	well	what	I	would	find.		I	had	to	
knock	quite	a	bit	before	he	finally	came	to	the	door,	and	then	I	just	sort	of	pushed	
my	way	in	asking	if	Maurice	was	there.		He	gulped	out	a	yes.		I	said	“good"	and	
informed	them	that	I	had	brought	them	there	breakfast.		General	consternation	at	
that	point.		

I	babbled	away,	playing	it	just	as	cool	as	American‐style	can	get	–	which	is	
pretty	damn	far.		Then	I	asked	Ramuntcho	if	he	would	join	me	outside	for	a	short	
word.		He	hesitated	for	a	moment,	and	I	informed	him	that	he	would	join	me	outside.		

Once	there,	I	informed	him	of	his	little	infestation.	Of	course	the	poor	guy	had	
never	heard	of	the	crabs	(although	he	might	as	well	learn	now	if	he	intends	to	go	on	
shacking	with	his	tricks	on	Mauritius	Island).		

We	returned	back	to	the	room	with	Ramuntcho	a	lighter	shade	of	pale	to	find	
Maurice	half	dressed.		I	told	him	that	he	should	stay,	but	I	think	the	morning	was	in	a	
complete	state	of	confusion	for	the	both	of	them	at	that	point.		At	any	rate,	I	fluttered	
on	down	the	stairs	and	on	my	way	home,	leaving	poor	Ramuntcho	to	try	and	explain	
what	had	passed	during	those	15	minutes	to	what	I'm	sure	was	a	disbelieving	
Maurice.		

At	home,	I	tried	to	put	a	little	order	in	my	room	and	that	meant	wrapping	up	
more	books	and	getting	laundry	ready	to	be	de‐loused.		Finally	around	11:00	AM,	I	
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headed	for	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts		to	get	a	full	report	from	Ramuntcho	of	what	
had	happened	the	night	before.		

I	went	up	to	the	atelier,	only	to	find	him	in	the	middle	of	a	discussion	with	his	
professor.		But	he	accompanied	me	once	again	out	into	the	hall	alone,	and	I	eagerly	
asked	him	how	things	went.		He	informed	me	that	things	went	very	well	indeed	but	
he	preferred	to	keep	it	all	to	himself	and	that	he	planned	to	see	Maurice	quite	a	bit	in	
the	future.		

There	was	something	about	his	tone	that	made	me	inquired	about	the	state	
of	our	relationship,	and	he	informed	me	that	it	was	somewhat	less	than	rosy	and	he	
really	could	care	less	if	we	saw	each	other	anymore.		

Well,	I	am	fairly	used	to	his	little	bombshells	by	now,	so	I	wasn't	completely	
surprised.		I	must	say	that	I	continue	to	display	extraordinary	cool	and	told	him	that	
that	was	all	fine	and	good,	and	that	I	wouldn't	be	coming	around	to	bother	him	
anymore	–	but	if	he	should	change	his	mind,	my	feelings	were	always	the	same	and	
he	knew	where	he	could	find	me.		And	with	that,	I	tried	to	end	the	interview	with	a	
light	kiss	on	the	cheek,	but	he	turned	away	and	that	was	that.			

I	came	back	home	and	began	writing	a	letter	to	Ramuntcho	about	the	
constancy	of	friendship	and	just	exactly	what	it	was	all	about	to	tell	someone	that	
you	love	them.		I	spent	about	an	hour	or	so	in	concentrated	composition	and	just	as	I	
was	finishing	it,	the	doorbell	rang	and	Ramuntcho	appeared	at	my	door.		

It	was	soon	explained	that	the	whole	story	at	the	school	was	a	lie	engendered	
by	the	fact	that	at	that	point	he	just	didn't	know	what	the	hell	to	think.		I	can't	say	I	
blame	the	poor	guy	because	after	the	night	he	spent,	the	rude	awakening	this	
morning	thanks	to	me,	and	the	news	that	he	was	infected	with	crabs	was	quite	
enough	to	shake	any	18th	century	sensibility.		

I	read	him	my	letter	and	after	a	few	minutes	things	were	looking	much	much	
better.		

The	story	of	Maurice	was	quite	interesting.	It	seems	that	they	really	did	sleep	
together,	and	one	of	the	first	actions	of	Maurice	was	to	plop	over	on	his	stomach	and	
offer	what,	in	that	situation,	was	his	most	vulnerable	side.		Much	to	my	surprise,	
Ramuntcho	recounted	that	he	mounted	the	dear	boy	and	proceeded	to	screw	him.	
But	he	said	it	just	like	he	was	telling	the	fact	that	he	had	wash	his	hands;	no	big	deal.	
I	must	say	that	the	first	time	I	screwed	somebody	(dear	Mr.	Moody),	I	was	highly	
impressed.		But	Ramuntcho	is	certainly	full	of	surprises	and	this	was	no	exception.		

He	described	that	entry	was	achieved	with	no	problem,	and	the	same	amount	
(none)	of	cream	–	Ramuntcho	interjected	at	that	point	that	he	was	quite	sure	he	was	
not	the	first	to	cork	that	particular	hole.		But	the	dear	boy	didn't	come	and	got	very	
little	satisfaction.		In	fact,	about	all	he	achieved	was	the	acquisition	of	a	lot	of	guilt	
feelings.		Something	about	feeling	like	a	whore.	Ho‐hum.		And	when	the	suggestion	
came	across	that	Ramuntcho	take	his	turn	on	the	stomach,	I	was	quite	surprised	to	
hear	that	a	refusal	was	the	order	of	the	day.		But	all	in	all	it	was	quite	a	story.		
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Ramuntcho	stayed	so	long,	in	fact,	that	I	completely	missed	lunch.		But	
because	we	are	two	characters	so	completely	different,	opposite	even,	all	cannot	
finish	with	wine	and	roses.		He	finally	left,	a	little	mad,	because	I	had	informed	him,	
in	what	was	probably	my	less	than	diplomatic	style,	that	he	was	not	the	winner	of	
the	award	for	Best	Dressed	Man	of	the	Year	for	his	trousseau	of	the	night	before.		

The	poor	guy	was	completely	outraged	at	the	idea	that	I	would	think	he	was	
not	always	dressed	to	perfection	(in	reality,	he	misses	the	mark	by	a	long	shot).	
Evidently	I	really	hit	a	sensitive	nerve	that	I	will	definitely	try	to	avoid	in	the	future.		

After	he	left,	I	quickly	packed	my	suitcase,	and	I	just	had	the	time	to	take	my	
dirty	laundry	downstairs	before	George	arrived	with	the	car	to	take	me	to	Le	
Fouquet.			

The	trip	on	the	road	was	interesting	in	only	one	respect	(sorry,	France,	but	
the	scenery	was	hardly	impressive):	I	was	seated	beside	George	who	is	an	extremely	
good‐looking	young	man,	actor,	delicate	–	in	short,	all	the	qualities	that	would	make	
one	think	he	was	one	of	the	boys	in	the	band	–	BUT	–	not	one	glance,	one	look	–	
nothing!		I	had	been	advised	that	he	was	married,	but	I	still	thought	there	might	be	a	
possibility.		It	is	so	rare	that	a	man	that	good‐looking	doesn't	have	at	least	some	
interest	in	that	direction.		But	evidently	such	was	the	case.		

We	arrived	at	Le	Fouquet	around	8:30	at	the	Villa	Panjo,	the	home	of	Simone	
Bex	(who	proved	to	be	an	absolutely	charming	lady	despite	the	fact	that	Mab	had	
christened	her	“the	clochard”46).		We	had	a	delicious	dinner	and	then	went	in	the	car	
for	a	tour	of	the	main	street	and	then	walked	along	the	wharf.		The	moon	was	nice,	
but	the	tide	was	so	low	that	the	water	seemed	miles	away.		Finally	it	was	back	to	the	
house	for	bed	and	the	closing	of	what	was	a	long	and	eventful	day.	

	

July	3,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Le	Fouquet)			

This	morning	started	off	at	a	nice	hour.		Around	10:30,	Mme.	Bex	came	down	
and	told	me	that,	when	I	felt	like	it,	I	could	come	up	and	have	breakfast.		I	did	just	
that,	and	it	wasn't	long	afterwards	that	the	three	Parisians	in	the	group	(MP,	Mab	
and	I)	headed	for	the	market	on	foot.			

We	made	a	little	tour	of	that	area	of	the	city	and	ended	up	at	the	beach	where	
we	rejoined	George,	his	wife	Beatrice	and	the	two	kids.		Then,	for	the	first	time	in	
what	seemed	like	months	(and	it	was,	I	guess),	I	got	to	expose	myself	to	a	little	sun	–	
just	a	little	because	the	sky	was	very	hazy	and	the	sun	penetrated	with	much	
difficulty.		But	all	the	same,	I	gathered	together	all	my	courage	and	plunged	into	the	
North	Sea.		It	could	very	well	have	been	the	North	Pole	Sea,	it	was	so	cold.		But	it	was	
nice	to	be	in	the	water	under	any	condition.		

We	headed	back	to	Panjo	for	lunch.		There	was	a	little	span	of	time	before	the	
meal	began,	and	I	took	advantage	of	it	to	once	again	taking	up	reading	Mme.	De	
Sevigne.			

																																																								
46	Clochard:		French	for	beggar	or	vagrant	
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In	the	usual	French	style,	lunch	lasted	for	hours	and	was	quite	copious.	And	
by	the	time	it	came	to	a	close,	another	expedition	to	the	beach	had	been	organized	
and	was	halfway	departed.		But	this	time	it	was	composed	of	the	five	youngest	
members	of	the	household.			

I	stayed	on	the	beach	and	played	with	the	children	until	5:30	when	the	three	
oldest	members	of	the	household	came	to	get	me	in	the	car	to	take	me	to	see	the	
arrival	of	the	fishing	boats.		That	we	did,	no	big	deal,	and	bought	some	little	shrimp.	

Afterwards,	Simone	dropped	off	Mab,	MP	and	I	on	the	road	where	we	
continued	on	foot	to	the	airport	for	a	drink	before	dinner.		It	was	at	that	point	that	
Matt	began	showing	a	side	of	her	character	that	ruined	the	evening	for	me	and	
provided	me	with	the	best	example	of	rudeness	that	I	have	yet	witnessed	in	my	
short	existence.		She	remarked	to	MP	that	it	was	about	time	he	bought	her	
something	to	drink	since	she	had	been	thirsty	for	over	two	hours!	More	to	follow.	

We	returned	to	the	house	for	dinner,	and	that	was	the	end	of	it	all	(my	
patience,	I	mean).		After	a	course	of	shrimp	and	then	one	of	clams,	Mab	absolutely	
demanded	that	they	serve	some	roast	beef	and	then	bitched	because	there	was	no	
red	wine	–	to	the	extent	that	George	left	to	go	into	town	to	get	some.		All	this	from	
the	woman	that	doesn't	usually	eat	anything	at	all	in	the	evening	because	it	keeps	
her	from	sleeping!		And	all	done	with	the	most	insulting	slurs	that	I	have	ever	heard	
in	the	French	language.		

At	one	point	she	announced	that	she	wanted	everyone	to	notice	that	we	were	
eating	the	number	three	course	on	the	same	plate.		And	several	times	I	heard	that	
we	were	not	"Chez	les	Berbéres”	with	a	highly	sarcastic	tone	that	couldn't	be	taken	
for	anything	but	an	insult.		I	was	so	embarrassed	for	all	concerned	that	I	couldn't	
even	talk.		My	respect	for	Mab	took	a	huge	dive	this	evening,	and	when	I	sensed	that	
she	was	going	to	suggest	that	I	take	a	shower	in	George	and	Beatrice's	apartment	
(because	I	had	expressed	that	desire	earlier	in	the	afternoon),	I	cut	her	off	and	all	
but	told	her	to	shut	up.			

The	rest	of	the	evening	dragged	out	and	luckily	MP	sang	some	songs	that	
livened	things	up	a	bit.		But	if	yesterday	can	be	marked	as	one	of	the	more	eventful	
days	of	the	journey,	today	can	be	designated	the	day	when	my	patience	was	pushed	
to	the	very	closest	of	its	breaking	point.		And,	having	gotten	it	all	down	in	writing,	
I'm	calling	it	a	night.	

	

July	4,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Le	Fouquet)			

If	yesterday	ended	on	a	sour	note,	this	morning	was	not	too	much	better.	
Mab	insisted	on	continuing	her	ridiculous	circus,	but	more	about	that	later.		This	
morning	I	woke	up	around	9:30	and	got	dressed	to	mount	to	the	third	floor	to	join	
the	rest	of	the	group.		I	found	complete	silence	and	returned	to	my	room	below.	
Much	to	my	surprise,	I	found	that	the	water	was	working	in	the	bathroom,	and	I	
proceeded	to	take	my	long‐sought	shower.		But	I	must	remark	that	this	is	France,	
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and	therefore	the	shower	consisted	of	not	too	much	more	than	a	few	drops	of	water	
falling	from	an	apparatus	more	ancient	than	the	Romans.		

Then	I	got	dressed	again	and	finally	found	a	few	people	alive	upstairs.	I	
shaved	and	brushed	in	MP’s	room	where	there	was	some	hot	water,	and	afterwards	
we	immediately	left	to	do	the	marketing.		It	was	extremely	annoying	because	Mab	
was	her	usual	bitch	at	high	vocal	volumes.		She	told	me	how	she	had	kept	MP	up	
until	2:00	AM	because	she	was	crying	over	the	fact	that	he	would	be	leaving	her	in	a	
few	days.		It	was	just	unbelievable	the	coquetterie	that	she	can	invent	–	even	at	her	
age!		

The	series	of	snobbish	excursions	into	the	various	boutiques	was	a	real	pain	
in	the	ass.	Finally	they	dropped	me	off	at	the	beach,	and	I	stayed	with	George	and	
Beatrice	until	lunchtime.		After	a	few	hours,	we	came	back	to	the	house	and	had	
lunch	(which	in	the	typical	French	style,	lasted	for	about	two	hours).		Now	here	I	sit	
with	the	rest	of	the	group	listing	to	Mab's	ridiculous	babbling,	and	the	afternoon	
stretches	out	before	us	like	a	blank	sheet	of	paper.		

Well,	that	blank	sheet	of	paper	did	fill	up.	Beatrice	took	me	for	a	tour	of	an	
old	city,	Montreuil	sur	Mer,	in	the	car.	We	drove	through	the	city,	stopped	in	the	
town	square	and	looked	at	some	antiques	that	were	for	sale,	and	then	we	returned	
to	Panjou.		There,	the	other	half	took	me	for	a	tour	of	Le	Fouquet	in	the	car	and	Mme.	
Bex	ended	up	dropping	us	off	at	the	golf	club	where	we	sat	out	on	the	lawn	and	had	
a	drink.	It	was	really	an	enjoyable	hour.	I	cruised	the	waiters	and	MP	accounted	
stories	about	the	brothels	of	his	youth	(two	of	which	were	located	almost	right	next	
door	on	the	Rue	des	Vents).		

Then	we	walked	back	home,	a	promenade	that	took	the	better	part	of	an	
hour,	and	it	was	time	for	dinner.		That,	too,	lasted	two	hours,	and	soon	afterwards	
we	headed	for	bed.		For	some	reason,	these	kinds	of	days	when	I	get	absolutely	
nothing	accomplished,	are	extremely	tiring,	and	despite	the	fact	that	I	was	covered	
with	the	crud	of	three	days	on	the	seashore,	I	drifted	off	to	sleep	in	fine	style.	

	

July	5,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Le	Fouquet	&	Paris)			

The	day	of	departure	arrived	with	nothing	more	impressive	than	pouring	
down	rain.	I	got	all	my	stuff	together	and	went	up	stairs	for	breakfast.		MP,	Mme.	Bex	
and	I	sat	and	talked	until	Mab	made	her	appearance.		Soon	George,	too,	showed	his	
rosy	bottom,	and	we	packed	the	car	and	headed	for	dear	Paris.		

By	that	time	the	rain	had	stopped,	and	the	weather	for	a	return	was	perfect.	
But	Normandy	was	no	better	looking	on	the	return	than	it	was	on	the	coming.		

We	arrived	in	Paris	just	in	time	to	find	everything	closed	for	the	afternoon.	
But	despite	that,	Mab	managed	to	put	together	a	little	lunch	that	we	ate	together	in	
the	kitchen.		I	picked	up	two	packages	of	books	to	mail	to	Dallas,	and	from	the	post	
office	on	Rue	de	St.	Pires,	I	headed	for	Ramuntcho’s	atelier	at	the	school.		
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But	I	forgot	to	mention	that	before	leaving	the	apartment,	I	took	a	bath	to	get	
rid	of	some	of	the	crud	over	the	weekend	and	then	applied	what	I	hoped	was	the	last	
dose	of	my	delousing.		

Ramuntcho	proved	not	to	be	in	his	atelier,	so	I	returned	to	the	apartment	to	
make	all	the	preparations	for	the	coming	trip	to	Rome.		That	consisted	mainly	of	
trying	to	get	the	room	in	some	sort	of	shape	so	Mab	could	show	it	while	I	was	gone.		

I	visited	Blanchere's	to	make	sure	I	would	have	something	for	dinner.	Around	
6:00	PM	I	left	for	the	UJGP	to	get	rid	of	my	oil	coating	and	to	feel	truly	clean	for	a	
change.	The	Metro	got	me	there	just	in	time	to	greet	everyone	else	as	they	arrived	
for	the	gymnastics	lesson.		I	explained	to	a	tanned‐all‐over	Michelle	why	I	had	not	
come	to	join	him	on	the	Ile	du	Levant,	and	then	I	proceeded	to	take	a	shower	and	
sauna	and	pool	soaking.			

As	I	was	getting	ready	to	leave,	Charles	Roux	showed	up,	and	we	talked	for	
quite	a	while	about	the	fact	that	I	had	not	called	him.		We	almost	made	plans	to	have	
dinner	together,	but	luckily	I	was	dressed	in	blue	jeans	and	a	T‐shirt	and	didn't	go	
anywhere	with	him	and	a	friend	that	was	to	meet	him.		

Instead	of	taking	the	Metro	home,	I	went	on	foot	to	Ramuntcho's	apartment	
(no	small	hike).	He	still	wasn't	there,	however,	so	I	returned	to	my	room	for	dinner	
and	more	straightening.		I	watched	a	little	TV	with	Mab,	but	by	that	time	it	was	
getting	pretty	late	and	I	knew	that	if	I	were	going	to	make	another	try	at	finding	
Ramuntcho,	I	had	better	hit	the	road.		I	set	out,	but	got	no	further	than	the	Jardin	des	
Tuileries	before	I	found	myself	face‐to‐face	with	none	other	than	the	Mauritanian.		

He	said	that	he	was	on	the	way	to	see	me,	but	he	added	with	a	sinister	air	
that	if	he	had	found	me	not	at	home,	he	had	every	intention	of	going	to	a	bar.	We	sat	
in	the	Tuileries	and	watched	the	parade	of	gay	people	going	by.		It	was	more	of	a	
spectacle	and	the	carousels	of	Louis	XIV.		Finally	we	headed	up	to	the	apartment	and	
hit	the	rack	–	but	not	before	a	nice	screw	–	once	again	without	cream.		But	dear	
Ramuntcho	is	beginning	to	like	it	that	way,	I	think.		He's	beginning	to	like	it	that	way,	
I	know!	

	

July	6,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Paris)			

We	woke	up	the	next	morning	around	8:30,	but	it	was	an	hour	later	before	
we	could	get	dressed	and	get	downstairs.		We	headed	for	the	post	office	where	
Ramuntcho	wanted	to	place	a	call	to	his	father	in	Madagascar.	That	however	was	
much	easier	said	than	done!	They	told	us	that	there	would	be	a	30	minute	wait	in	
order	to	have	a	line	clear.		

I	left	to	get	some	pastry	for	our	breakfast,	and	then	we	sat	and	waited	for	the	
call	to	go	through.		After	an	hour	and	a	half,	Ramuntcho	decided	that	he	would	call	
his	mother	in	Marseilles	while	he	waited	for	the	other	call.		He	managed	to	get	ahold	
of	his	sister	and	afterwards	his	spirits	were	higher	than	a	kite	(I	wonder	if	my	use	of	
corny	expressions	has	anything	to	do	with	the	length	of	time	but	I	have	been	in	
France).		
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Then	the	call	to	Madagascar	went	through,	but	he	ended	up	talking	to	
someone	that	was	not	his	father	and	leaving	a	message	for	him	to	call	at	the	
Sornan’s.		By	this	time	the	poor	guy	was	fit	to	be	tied,	and	I	had	to	follow	him	almost	
on	the	run	toward	the	Sornan’s	apartment.	There	I	left	him	with	instructions	to	call	
me	as	soon	as	he	heard	from	his	father.		

I	went	back	to	the	apartment	to	put	together	the	suitcase	that	still	wasn't	
packed	and	to	eat	lunch	from	Blanchere's.		Not	too	long	afterwards	I	got	the	call	
from	Ramuntcho	saying	that	he	was	Texas	bound	(the	prophecy	of	Gerd	that	I	would	
return	to	Dallas	with	a	French	lover	looks	like	it	just	may	come	true).		He	was	
trapped	into	eating	lunch	with	the	Sornans,	but	I	told	him	that	as	soon	as	he	could	
get	away,	he	should	come	to	the	apartment.		

I	had	not	hung	up	15	minutes	when	I	got	a	call	from	Monique	saying	that	she	
wanted	to	go	to	the	pool,	and	would	Ramuntcho	and	I	be	interested	in	going	with	
her.		My	suitcase	still	wasn't	any	closer	to	getting	ready,	but	I	told	her	to	come	on	to	
the	apartment	anyway,	to	wait	for	Ramuntcho,	because	I	was	fixed	more	for	
swimming	than	for	packing.	She	arrived	not	too	long	afterwards,	and	we	passed	a	
good	part	of	the	afternoon	waiting	for	the	Mauritanian	to	show	himself.		

Finally	we	tried	to	call	the	Sornan’s,	but	he	had	already	left	–	so	we	waited.	
We	waited	so	long,	in	fact,	that	I	had	time	to	go	down	to	the	bank	and	to	the	laundry.	
But	he	finally	showed	up	and	we	took	off	for	an	afternoon	of	gazing	at	the	beautiful	
bodies	of	Paris	that	the	Piscine	Deligny	had	to	offer.		

My	train	was	to	leave	at	19:50,	so	I	left	the	pool	around	6:30	and	each	headed	
our	separate	ways.		Monique	accompanied	me	as	far	as	the	École	des	Beaux‐Arts	,	
then	I	walked	home	alone	from	there.		

I	arrived	in	time	to	get	dinner	from	Blanchere’s,	zip	up	the	suitcase	and	then	
head	for	the	Gare	du	Lyon,	for	once	taking	the	bus	because	it	was	direct	and	I	had	
plenty	of	time.		I	arrived	at	the	station	and	began	trying	to	find	my	train.		It	was	not	
until	somebody	told	me	that	it	had	already	left	that	I	realized	that	19:50	was	7:50	
and	not	8:50!			

That	was	the	second	time	around	for	missing	the	train	to	Rome.	I	got	on	the	
Metro	and	went	back	to	Ramuntcho's	apartment,	knowing	that	he	wouldn't	be	there	
(he	had	plans	to	eat	dinner	at	the	Sornan’s).	But	he	had	left	his	key	in	the	mailbox,	so	
I	dropped	off	all	my	junk,	left	a	note	in	the	box	in	headed	for	the	Tuileries	garden	to	
read	and	watch	the	gay	parade.		The	night	fell	quickly,	and	no	sooner	had	the	parade	
started	than	Ramuntcho	showed	up.		

We	sat	on	a	bench	while	he	explained	to	me	that	a	scene	had	just	occurred	
with	François	and	that,	at	least	for	the	time	being,	it	was	over	forever	between	them.	
Good	news	–	she	is	such	a	bitch!		And	her	mother	is	worse.		We	stayed	in	the	park	
until	light	and	then	went	up	to	the	room	and	called	it	a	night	without	any	playing	
around	that	I	can	recall	–	we	were	too	tired	and	it	was	too	hot!	

	

July	7,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Paris)			
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It	was	a	long	and	busy	day	that	began	around	9:00	AM	when	Ramuntcho	and	
I	got	up	so	he	could	go	to	the	clinic	to	see	about	the	growth	on	his	finger.		But	the	
Mauritanian	was	so	damn	horny	that	I	thought	we	would	never	get	out	of	the	
apartment,	and	we	did	end	up	being	quite	late	getting	to	the	hospital	at	the	Porte	
d’Orleans.			We	had	to	wait,	and	quite	a	long	wait	it	was.		Finally	around	10:30	they	
called	him	in	and	the	treatment	took	all	of	five	minutes.		

Then	we	were	back	on	the	Metro	heading	for	the	center	of	the	city.	
Ramuntcho		got	off	at	St.	Germain	des	Pris		to	go	to	the	school	to	arrange	his	
paintings	and	to	cancel	his	afternoon	with	Monique	in	order	to	spend	it	with	me.	I	
continued	on	to	Chatelet,	where	I	changed	to	go	to	George	V	and	the	Air	France	
office	where	I	got	the	information	that	Ramuntcho	needed	for	his	trip	to	Texas.		

I	walked	back	to	Ramuntcho's	apartment	to	find	him	hungry	and	still	with	
one	million	things	to	do.		We	went	to	the	Drugstore	Opera	for	lunch,	but	it	was	
jammed	full	so	we	ended	up	eating	in	a	Self	before	going	to	the	Gare	St.	Lazare	to	get	
on	a	train	for	Marnes,	where	Ramuntcho	had	his	suitcase	stored	in	the	house	of	a	
friend.		

We	made	the	trip,	visited	with	the	friend,	and	Ramuntcho’s	cousin	Odine,	
who	lived	almost	next‐door,	for	about	1	1/2	hours	and	it	was	back	on	the	train	Paris.		

The	walk	back	to	the	apartment	was	long,	hot	and	interrupted	by	a	stop	at	
the	post	office	and	two	stops	in	bars	for	a	drink.		We	dropped	off	the	suitcase	
downstairs	at	3,	Rue	St.	Roch	and	then	headed	directly	for	the	Sornan’s	where	
Ramuntcho	had	left	his	watercolors.		

Upon	arriving	there,	I	was	spirited	off	into	another	room	by	Dad	and	
Ramuntcho	was	left	two	receive	all	the	wrath	of	François.		But	I	was	proud	to	see	
that	he	was	not	about	to	take	all	her	shit,	and	in	about	10	minutes	he	had	said	his	
goodbyes	and	we	were	out!	The	atmosphere	in	that	apartment	was	extremely	
unhealthy.		François	sensed	that	she	had	lost	a	battle	(probably	the	whole	war)	and	
like	a	cornered	animal	she	was	striking	out	at	everything	in	sight!		She	managed	to	
get	Ramuntcho	in	an	excited	state	of	mind,	but	we	headed	on	to	the	École	des	Beaux‐
Arts		to	get	a	painting	that	Ramuntcho	said	he	wanted	to	give	to	me.		I	was	delighted	
by	his	choice.	It	was	one	of	his	best	paintings	that	I've	seen	and	it	looks	like	a	
Madonna	(except	for	it's	blatantly	exposed	breasts	and	it's	pregnant	stomach).		

Then	it	was	back	to	the	apartment	where	I	gathered	together	all	my	goodies	
and	headed	for	the	Metro	and	the	Gare	de	Lyon,	but	this	time	one	hour	earlier.	This	
time,	of	course,	I	had	no	trouble	finding	the	train,	and	I	got	on	and	settled	down	for	
what	was	to	be	a	long	ride.	There	was	just	one	other	man	in	my	section,	so	I	had	
three	whole	seats	to	stretch	out	across,	and	I	succeeded	in	getting	quite	a	bit	of	
sleep.		

	

July	8,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Rome)				

Morning	began	fairly	early	because	my	compartment	mate	evidently	was	
fairly	excited	about	being	back	in	Italy,	and	he	was	up	and	moving	around	at	an	



BILL NELSON  --  PARIS JOURNAL  Page 192 of 233		

early	hour.		At	any	rate,	I	had	slept	all	the	way	to	Genoa,	and	that	was	a	fairly	good	
night.		I	got	put	together;	as	best	as	one	can	on	a	train,	and	the	morning	passed	much	
more	slowly	than	the	Italian	countryside	outside	the	window.		

The	man	in	the	compartment	got	off	at	Pisa,	and	I	had	the	whole	place	to	
myself,	and,	as	the	train	was	arranged,	I	was	the	last	passenger	to	arrive	in	Rome.			

By	that	time	it	was	1:30	in	the	afternoon.		I	never	realized	just	how	far	away	
from	everything	Rome	is.		The	first	item	of	business	upon	arrival	was	to	find	a	place	
to	stay.		I	shied	away	from	hotels	in	favor	of	the	numerous	“pensiones”	that	abound,	
but	the	numerous	pensiones	were	all	full,	and	I	had	climbed	quite	a	few	stairs	before	
I	found	one	that	said	they	might	have	a	room.		I	told	them	that	if	the	single	room	
became	available	I	would	take	it,	but	if	not,	I	would	pay	for	a	double.		

I	left	my	luggage	there	and	set	out	to	find	the	Coliseum.		That	little	trek	took	
quite	a	bit	of	time	and	in	the	looking	for	it,	I	managed	to	see	two	churches:	St.	
Giovanni	in	Lateran	and	Santa	Maria	Maggiore.		And	by	that	time	I	was	about	to	give	
up	the	title	of	“most	beautiful	city	in	the	world”	from	Paris	to	Rome.		And	that	was	
even	before	I	saw	what	I	had	set	out	looking	for.		

I	finally	bought	a	map	and	found	the	Coliseum	and	the	Forum,	and	the	thing	
that	was	probably	the	most	impressive,	and	that	I	had	never	heard	of,	the	Palatino.		I	
was	highly	impressed	by	the	beauty	of	the	churches,	but	the	Roman	ruins	really	
rounded	things	off.		And	all	under	a	sun	that	showed	no	intention	of	ever	being	
hidden	behind	a	cloud.		

I	walked	and	walked,	just	drinking	in	the	beautiful	city.		But	just	for	the	
record,	Paris	still	has	my	vote.		After	spending	a	long	long	time	walking	around	the	
ruins,	I	walked	up	the	hill	to	get	a	close	look	at	the	big	building	with	the	horses	on	it,	
but	I	never	did	succeed	in	finding	out	what	it	was.47		Then	it	was	back	toward	my	
hotel	room,	stopping	three	times	to	detour	by	the	famous	fountains	of	Rome.		I	must	
admit	that	this	part	was	disappointing.		I've	been	spoiled	by	World’s	Fairs,	and	I	
found	these	fountains	is	extremely	small	and	insignificant.		

When	I	got	back	to	the	pensione,	they	informed	me	that	the	boy	had	not	left	
his	single	room	and	that	they	had	filled	up	all	their	doubles	as	well!		But	the	Italians	
won	my	heart	by	what	happened	next.		Naturally	I	was	a	little	upset	about	the	fact	
that	I	would	have	to	go	back	out	looking	for	a	room	at	that	late	hour,	but	they	said	
that	their	secretary	had	called	and	found	me	a	room	just	around	the	corner	at	a	good	
price.		Then	the	little	old	lady	offered	to	give	me	10	lire	for	the	elevator	at	the	other	
pensione	(that	was	a	new	one	–	pay	elevators).		But	I	was	deeply	touched	by	her	
thoughtfulness.		

I	lugged	all	my	stuff	to	the	new	place,	got	installed,	took	a	cold	water	bath	
because	that's	all	there	was,	and	then	shaved	and	got	dressed	in	some	clean	clothes.	
Then	it	was	downstairs	for	dinner	in	a	little	café,	and	then	I	walked	to	the	train	
station	looking	for	cruising	territory	and	finding	nothing	but	whores	and	soldiers.	
Oh	well,	at	least	I	got	my	postcards	mailed!	It	was	getting	late,	I	was	getting	tired,	

																																																								
47	The	Monument	to	King	Victor	Emmanuel,	which	dominates	the	Piazza	Venezia	of	Rome.	
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and	I	had	a	lot	of	journal	to	write,	so	I	came	back	to	the	pensione,	stopping	to	buy	
some	of	the	same	chocolate	that	I	had	forgotten	I	didn't	like	in	Venice.		It's	a	shame	
that	I	am	too	tired	tonight	to	do	Rome	justice,	but	we'll	see	what	the	morrow	can	
relate.	

	

July	9,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Rome)					

This	morning	it	took	a	great	personal	effort	to	get	my	ass	out	of	bed.		It	was	
so	big	and	so	comfortable!		But	I	had	a	big	city	to	see,	and	it	was	about	10:00	o'clock,	
so	I	got	up	and	shaved	(with	the	cold	water	that	continued	to	persist	–	I	think	I	
might	as	well	forget	about	hot	water	in	this	place).	Then	I	left	and	went	downstairs	
and	headed	for	the	train	station.	The	lady	here	at	the	pensione	had	told	me	that	bus	
64	went	directly	to	the	Vatican.	I	stopped	on	the	way	for	a	cup	of	coffee	and	a	sweet	
roll	and	then	I	boarded	one	jam	packed	bus.		And	I	was	very	surprised	to	see	that	
there	were	actually	a	few	Italians	on	the	bus	with	me.		Rome	gives	much	the	same	
impression	as	Paris	in	that	all	the	natives	have	left,	and	it	is	only	the	Americans	and	
various	other	nationalities	that	make	up	the	summer	population.		

My	first	bit	of	sightseeing	for	the	day	was	St.	Peter's,	and	I	must	say	that	I	was	
very,	very	impressed.		I	do	believe	that	I	would	put	it	at	the	top	of	my	list	of	beautiful	
things	in	the	world;	above	the	Taj	Mahal	and	Notre	Dame.		Really	an	incredible	piece	
of	art.		I	knew	that	I	should	have	been	stunned	by	the	outside	and	the	plaza	from	
talking	to	Ramuntcho,	but	I	still	haven't	reached	that	level	of	refinement.		

The	inside	was	what	struck	me	dead,	and,	from	the	mosaics	on	the	inside,	I	
formed	the	opinion	that	that	must	truly	be	the	pinnacle	of	art	forms.		How	an	artist	
can	do	that	is	more	than	I	can	imagine.		After	St.	Peter's	it	was	the	Vatican	Museum,	
and	that	was	no	small	experience.		The	Sistine	Chapel,	however,	was	a	big	letdown,	
but	Rome	is	too	impressive.		Not	even	Michelangelo	can	encroach	on	its	greatness,	
he	can	only	add	his	little	part.		

From	there	I	started	on	a	foot	tour	that	was	to	end	in	two	big	blisters	on	both	
feet.	I	stopped	at	a	café	for	lunch	and	cruised	heavily	a	very	Italian	and	very	good‐
looking	waiter.		But	I	abandoned	him	in	the	name	of	tourism	and	headed	for	the	
Piazza	Navona.		There	I	looked	at	the	three	fountains	and	noticed	a	good‐looking	
body	sunning	on	a	bench.		A	cruising	session	began	that	led	to	the	Pantheon,	past	the	
Piazza	di	Pietra,	down	the	Via	del	Tritone,	and	it	was	not	until	we	had	made	it	to	the	
Via	Veneto	that	he	finally	spoke	to	me.		

I	thought	that	I	had	lost	him	once	when	I	was	stopped	by	some	American	
girls	in	an	underground	passage	that	asked	for	directions.		But	when	I	emerged	from	
the	hole,	he	was	there	at	a	distance	waiting	for	me.		

We	sat	down	in	a	café	on	the	Via	Veneto	for	a	Coke	and	a	long	talk.		Aside	
from	the	fact	that	he	went	to	so	much	trouble	to	cruise	me,	I	have	no	idea	whether	
or	not	he	is	gay.		Our	conversation	never	touched	on	the	subject.		And	maybe	that	
was	just	as	well	because	he	had	an	airplane	to	catch	for	Greece	in	the	next	30	
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minutes.48		No	luck,	the	only	time	I	get	cruised	and	he	skips	the	country	–	I	think	the	
word	has	gotten	around	that	I	had	the	crabs!		

But	my	tour	continued	despite	my	disappointment.	I	tried	to	visit	the	Villa	
Borghese,	but	found	it	closed.		Then	he	was	back	through	the	park,	past	the	Spanish	
Steps,	all	the	way	back	to	St.	Peter's.		But	I	must	add	that	I	stopped	in	at	the	same	
café	where	I	had	lunch	to	see	if	I	could	find	that	waiter.		And	I	did	just	that,	and	he	
was	even	getting	off	duty,	but	that	was	as	far	as	it	went	and	I	sat	on	a	bench	and	
watched	him	wave	as	he	drove	away!		

After	taking	another	tour	of	St.	Peter's,	I	got	back	on	bus	64,	this	time	right	in	
the	front	of	the	second	level	and	enjoyed	the	scenic	ride	back	to	the	train	station.		By	
this	time	I	had	really	begun	to	notice	my	blisters,	so	I	went	to	the	fountain	at	the	
Piazza	Esedra49	and	soaked	my	feet.		After	about	30	minutes	I	had	my	courage	back	
and	walked	back	to	the	Via	Veneto	to	see	what	it	was	like	at	tea	time	(still	not	too	
impressive	–	all	of	Rome	is	gone).		Then	back	around	the	walls	of	the	city	to	the	
Porta	Pia	and	back	to	the	little	restaurant	by	my	pensione.		I	ate	dinner	with	a	nice	
American	girl	and	guy	that	are	sleeping	together	across	Europe,	and	around	11:00	
PM	I	headed	for	bed.		I	took	another	cold	bath,	left	word	that	I	wanted	to	be	
awakened	at	eight,	wrote	a	few	postcards,	these	inane	dribblings,	and	now	I'm	
hitting	the	sack!	

	

July	10,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Rome	&	Florence)				

I	didn't	get	the	knock	on	the	door	this	morning	like	I	expected,	but	the	
incredible	noise	in	the	street	got	me	up	around	8:00	AM.		I	got	dressed	and	packed	
and	headed	for	the	rail	station.		I	caught	the	train	at	9:30	for	Florence,	and	the	ride	
turned	out	to	be	extremely	long.		The	train	was	packed,	and	our	compartment	was	
monopolized	on	the	window	side	by	an	Italian	couple	that	had	something	against	
keeping	the	window	open.		Therefore	we	suffered	all	the	way	to	Florence	under	a	
sun	that	got	increasingly	hot	as	the	voyage	continued.		

Finally	we	arrived,	and	I	got	off	at	the	station	(it's	much	more	practical	to	get	
off	at	the	station	rather	than	trying	to	jump	off	while	the	train	is	moving!).		I	got	the	
information	that	I	needed	for	catching	the	train	to	Marseille,	and	then	set	out	to	find	
a	hotel.		I	had	been	to	several	when	I	was	stopped	on	the	street	by	a	man	that	asked	
me	if	I	was	looking	for	a	single	room.		He	gave	me	the	address,	and	I	spent	quite	a	
while	trying	to	find	it.		But	I	finally	succeeded	and	took	the	room	for	1,750	lira.		

The	guy	that	checked	me	and	seemed	awfully	glad	to	see	me,	and	after	a	
while	there	was	no	doubt	as	to	his	tendencies	(a	very	favorable	beginning	for	
Florence).		I	had	already	bought	a	guide	at	the	station,	so	I	set	out	on	my	tour.		I	must	
say	that	Florence	is	really	a	surprise.		It's	sugar	pastry	churches	really	spun	me	for	a	
loop!		Whoever	it	was	that	built	the	Cathedral	of	Santa	Maria	dei	Fiori	must	have	

																																																								
48	This	was	Bernard,	of	which	much	more	will	be	written	later	in	the	journal.		To	read	the	letter	Bernard	wrote	to	
Bill	three	days	later,	from	Myconos,	Greece,	see	Addendum	1	at	the	end	of	the	journal.	
49	Properly	referred	to	as	the	Piazza	della	Repubblica.	
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been	divinely	out	of	his	head.		After	Rome,	the	insides	of	those	charming	edifices	
were	quite	a	disappointment,	but	the	outside	was	enough	to	make	up	for	it.		

While	getting	very	lost	looking	for	the	Piazza	della	Signoria,	an	American	guy	
from	Detroit	(also	very	gay)	came	up	and	asked	me	if	he	could	help	me	find	
something.		He	ended	up	taking	me	to	the	Uffizi	Gallery,	but	after	that	tour	I	took	my	
leave	of	him	because	I	had	a	lot	of	Florence	to	see	and,	to	be	honest,	he	was	just	not	
that	interesting.		

Florence	was	absolutely	crawling	with	Americans	–	even	more	than	Rome	–	
and	I'm	sure	that	the	only	Italians	in	the	city	were	the	ones	tending	shops.		I	soon	
discovered	that	most	of	the	things	that	I	wanted	to	see	were	closed,	it	being	after	
4:00	PM,	but	I	also	discovered	that	I	was	being	followed	by	a	character	that	wasn't	
half	bad.		Worst	lead	to	worst,	and	before	long	I	just	went	up	and	talked	to	him.	
Luckily	he	turned	out	to	be	English	and	not	American,	so	I	didn't	have	to	break	my	
policy	of	not	shacking	with	Americans	while	in	Europe.		

We	went	to	his	apartment	which	happen	to	be	right	there	in	the	middle	of	the	
city,	and	I	proceeded	to	fuck	him.		Mark	that	down	as	a	first:	first	Englishman	
screwed	–	can't	count	David	in	Paris	(although	I'd	like	to)	because	nothing	really	
happened.		It	was	quite	obvious	that	this	one	was	of	a	more	"positive"	orientation,	
but	he	let	his	"Butch	Texan"	(God	bless	him	for	calling	me	that)	do	it.		

After	that	little	session,	I	went	back	to	the	hotel	to	see	if	everything	was	
straight,	and,	finding	that	it	was,	I	started	out	on	another	little	walk.		This	time	my	
major	objective	was	finding	a	place	to	eat,	and	my	success	turned	out	to	be	rather	
expensive.		On	the	way	back	I	was	heavily	cruised	by	a	guy	in	a	car	that	kept	pulling	
up	in	parking	on	the	street	ahead	of	me	where	I	was	walking.		Finally	he	stopped	in	a	
square,	and	I	just	walked	up	and	ask	him	if	he	was	Italian	(keeping	in	mind	my	
policy).		Much	my	surprise,	he	answered	that	he	was,	but	as	it	turned	out,	he	didn't	
speak	much	English.		Normally	that	wouldn't	stop	me,	but	I	was	still	feeling	
extremely	dirty	after	my	Englishman,	and	I	had	no	idea	how	I	would	explain	that	I	
wanted	to	go	back	to	the	hotel	to	wash	up	before	starting	again	with	the	Italian.		

So	I	just	said	goodbye	and	walked	away.	Oh	well,	one	other	nationality	shot	
to	hell.	Then	it	was	back	to	the	hotel	room	for	a	shower	and	letter	writing.	
Tomorrow	I	leave	Italy	for	my	nudist	beach,	but	I	must	say	that	I	do	it	with	much	
regret.	Although	Paris	maintains	my	most	beautiful	city	award,	the	prize	for	the	
most	beautiful	country	must	go	to	Italy.	This	place	just	has	too	much	going	for	it,	and	
the	variety	is	absolutely	astounding.		I	have	one	hell	of	a	busy	day	tomorrow,	so	I	
intend	to	call	it	a	night	early.	

	

July	11,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Florence)				

My	Sunday	in	Florence	began	nice	and	early,	too,	because	the	noise	from	the	
traffic	in	the	street	below	was	slightly	more	than	considerable.		I	got	up	to	find	that	
the	water	was	turned	off	in	my	room,	and	I	thought	that	whatever	the	hotel	guy	was	
talking	about	yesterday	about	all	the	water	in	the	city	goes	off	between	certain	
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times,	had	fallen	just	when	I	wanted	shave.		But	for	some	reason,	the	water	in	the	
main	bathroom	was	working,	so	I	did	my	business	there.		

I	walked	toward	the	Accademia	and	stopped	for	some	hot	chocolate	and	a	
roll.		The	hot	chocolate	turned	out	to	be	so	thick	I	had	to	stop	again	for	a	Coke	to	
wash	it	down.		I	felt	a	little	silly	ordering	a	Coke	at	8:30	in	the	morning,	but	I	guess	
I've	done	stranger	things.	When	9:00	o’clock	arrived,	I	made	a	quick	tour	of	all	the	
places	left	that	I	wanted	to	see.		Luckily,	I	did	get	to	see	them	all	because	it	was	quite	
an	educational	experience.		I	learned	that	all	the	types	of	things	that	most	Americans	
consider	medieval	are	really	Italian	Renaissance	–	nice	little	thing	to	get	cleared	up.	

By	1:00	PM,	I	had	seen	everything	that	would	be	closing,	from	the	Pitti	Palace	
to	the	Medici	Chapels,	and	I	was	starving.		So	I	stopped	into	a	restaurant	to	eat	and	it	
was	there	that	the	idea	dawned	on	me	that	I	was	stupid	to	waste	my	afternoon	in	a	
Florence	that	I	had	already	seen.			

So	I	hauled	my	ass	to	the	train	station,	getting	the	information	that	I	needed,	
and	proceeded	with	the	following	plan:	I	went	back	to	the	hotel	and	picked	up	all	my	
luggage,	footed	it	back	to	the	train	station,	and	got	on	the	first	train	for	Pisa.		

During	the	few	hours	that	I	was	in	that	sleepy	metropolis,	I	saw	the	tower,	
the	cathedral,	and	the	tower	between	said	structures,	and	the	station.		I	must	say	
that	climbing	up	into	that	leaning	tower	was	really	a	strange	sensation.		I'm	not	one	
that's	crazy	about	height	to	begin	with,	and	that	thing	throws	your	equilibrium	to	
the	wind.	I	really	felt	strange	about	walking	around	that	terrace	with	no	railing.	
There	was	nothing	to	stop	you	if	you	suddenly	decided	to	just	go	rolling	off	the	edge.		

And	the	church	was	really	a	surprise,	too.	With	my	complete	lack	of	artistic	
sensibility,	I	think	the	frescoes	I	saw	there	were	some	of	the	best	that	I	had	seen	in	
Italy.		But	before	long	it	was	back	to	the	train,	headed	for	Genoa.		

This	ride	was	a	bit	longer,	and	I	didn't	get	into	the	city	until	about	8	PM.	I	just	
sat	in	the	park	outside	the	railroad	station	and	watched	the	people	go	by.		But	by	
9:00,	I	was	back	to	my	usual	starving	state,	so	I	went	to	the	nearest	restaurant	and	
proceeded	to	order	three	conservative	plates	of	spaghetti	(not	giving	a	damn	what	
the	waiter	thought).		After	that	meal,	I	was	literally	bulging	at	the	seams,	so	I	went	
back	to	the	park	to	digest	and	to	wait	for	the	train	to	France	that	didn't	leave	until	
1:10	AM.		

I	happened	upon	what	I	believe	was	a	gathering	of	the	gay	community	of	
Genoa.		At	any	rate,	there	was	an	awful	lot	of	men	gathered	around	talking,	and	they	
came	and	went,	giving	yours	truly	and	occasional	glance	and	a	cruise,	but	nothing	
very	encouraging	and	certainly	nothing	very	flattering.		So	I	just	watched	the	parade	
and	around	midnight	headed	for	the	station	across	the	street.	

	

July	12,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Ile	du	Levant)				

After	what	seemed	like	an	eternity,	the	train	finally	left,	and	I	found	myself	
alone	in	a	compartment	with	an	Italian	that	had	a	certain	gleam	in	his	eye,	but	
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nothing	happen	before	he	got	off	except	that	I	discovered	that	I	was	not	in	the	part	
of	the	train	that	would	go	directly	through	to	France.		So	I	changed	cars	and	found	
myself	in	the	middle	of	a	little	drama.		

Two	American	girls	in	the	compartment	were	very	happy	to	see	me	because	
it	seems	that	they	were	being	harassed	by	two	Italian	guys	(a	fact	that	surprised	me	
not	in	the	least).		It	seems	that	it	had	gotten	to	the	point	that	one	of	the	guys	was	
sitting	with	his	zipper	wide‐open	(I	miss	that	part,	of	course,	dammit),	and,	just	to	
make	a	long	story	short,	the	girls	were	happy	to	see	their	American	white	knight	
show	up.		Needless	to	say,	the	boys	were	somewhat	less	enchanted.	But	they	got	off	
after	a	few	more	stops,	and	the	two	girls	and	I	settled	down	to	sleep	in	the	ingenious	
seats	that	fold	out	to	make	the	compartment	a	wall‐to‐wall	bed!		We	talked	for	a	
long	time	beforehand,	and	laughed	about	the	fact	that	since	the	train	was	a	local,	it	
stopped	in	every	damn	grape‐picking	station	along	the	way.		I	don't	know	if	we	were	
delivering	the	morning	paper	or	making	the	milk	run,	but	I	thought	we	would	never	
reach	the	French	border.		

After	innumerable	side	railings	and	stops,	we	finally	reached	our	objective.	
But	the	surprises	were	not	finished.		Upon	reaching	Nice,	we	were	informed	that	our	
train,	which	was	supposed	to	be	direct	to	Marseille,	was	not	direct	at	all.		The	change	
involved	in	wait	of	over	an	hour	and	that	is	where	I	find	myself	right	now,	more	
impatient	than	ever	to	get	to	Ile	du	Levant	and	take	my	clothes	off!		

But	just	as	most	things	that	look	like	they're	never	going	to	work	out	in	
France,	so	it	was	with	the	train.		Finally,	ever	so	slowly,	the	train	pulled	into	Toulon.	
I,	of	course,	was	fit	to	be	tied	with	anticipation.		I	jumped	off	the	train	and	did	my	
best	to	find	out	where	the	telephones	were	located.		Having	accomplished	that	little	
feat,	I	called	Mab	in	Paris	to	wish	her	a	happy	birthday	and	Ramuntcho	in	Marseille	
to	tell	him	not	to	expect	me	today.		

Then	I	found	the	place	where	the	buses	left	for	Le	Lavandou,	and	then	my	
bubble	of	anticipation	burst.		I	had	one	full	hour	of	waiting	before	the	next	bus.		So	I	
sat	myself	down	in	a	café	and	tried	to	eat	a	sandwich	and	drink	a	Coke	(and	act	that,	
under	usual	circumstances,	doesn't	require	much	exertion	on	my	part,	but	today	
was	a	real	pain	in	the	ass).			

The	big	green	and	yellow	bus	finally	pulled	away,	and	it	looked	like	I	had	it	
made.		But	I	had	a	long,	long	way	to	go	yet.		The	bus	ride	was	about	an	hour’s	worth	
–	even	a	little	over.		Then	there	was	the	walk	from	the	bus	terminal	to	the	port,	then	
the	wait	for	the	boat	to	leave,	then	the	45	minute	boat	ride	–	and	then	–	then	–	
finally	–	finally	–	I	saw	the	island	and	all	its	beautiful	nude	bodies	adorning	the	cliffs.		

Finding	a	hotel	was	no	little	effort.		Actually,	it	wasn't	so	bad,	because	I	did	
find	a	place,	and	that	in	itself	surprised	me,	but	I	had	to	climb	one	hell	of	a	hill	in	
order	to	get	to	it.		Once	installed,	I	headed	for	the	beach	(actually	they	are	just	rock	
cliffs)	and	proceeded	to	go	about	the	business	of	doing	what	one	does	at	a	nudist	
beach.			

Ile	du	Levant	is	absolutely	fantastic.	Stuck	out	in	the	Mediterranean,	which	is	
blue	and	crystal‐clear,	it	is	hot,	tropical	and	really	pretty	rugged	–	in	short,	utterly	
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delightful!		The	people	here	are	incredibly	friendly	and	hospitable	and	beautiful.		
God	really	made	nothing	more	beautiful	than	the	human	body.	The	summer	
population	of	the	island	is	made	up	of	all	ages.	Beautiful	young	people	–	even	one	
girl	of	about	15	that	paraded	her	beautiful	young	breast	without	a	hint	of	shame.	
And	the	old	people	have	their	percentage	too	–	active,	vital	people	that	climbed	the	
cliffs	as	well	or	better	than	I	do.			

My	hotel	is	really	nice	and	by	European	standards	it	is	costing	me	a	fortune	–	
but	in	the	US	it	would	be	dirt	cheap.		My	room	and	three	meals	a	day	cost	90	Francs.	
The	shower	is	a	real	hoot.		Since	this	is	a	nudist	colony,	of	course,	it	is	located	smack	
out	in	the	open.		It	is	composed	of	a	can	suspended	from	a	metal	frame,	and	by	some	
ingenious	apparatus,	when	you	pull	a	cord,	the	holes	in	the	bottom	of	the	can	open	
and	it	showers.		One	little	point	that	I	failed	to	mention	is	that	in	order	to	fill	the	can,	
you	have	to	pump	the	water	into	pitchers	(from	a	real	old‐timey	pump)	and	then	
empty	them	into	the	can	until	it	is	full.		Then	you	stand	out	with	God’s	green	nature	
and	her	fellow	man	and	take	your	shower.		

Now	I'm	sitting	out	on	the	terrace	of	the	hotel	and	watching	all	the	people	go	
by	in	their	little	(or	miniscule,	rather)	cover	ups.		The	big	and	little	breasts	joggling	
down	the	mountainside,	and	big	and	little	dicks	wagging	back	and	forth	for	the	same	
reason.		But	at	any	rate,	I	get	the	feeling	that	this	is	a	place	that	I	would	enjoy	
spending	more	time	in,	and	if	I	had	a	little	more	money	I'm	sure	I	would	keep	
Ramuntcho	waiting	for	another	day!		

But	what	is	it	like	living	in	a	nudist	colony	in	
July	1971?		Well,	I'll	try	to	jot	down	a	few	things	
without	too	much	concern	for	continuity.		The	first	
thing	I	will	say,	because	it	interests	me	the	most,	is	
that	almost	everybody	is	interested	in	seeing	the	
other	people	naked.		I	get	the	impression	that	about	
100%	of	the	men	swing	both	ways,	but	the	cruising	is	
extremely	discreet	an	almost	nonexistent.	There	is	
just	something	in	the	air,	and	in	that	occasional	
noticed	glance	that	confirms	it	is	there.		But	it	is	such	healthy,	lusty	sex!		

The	bodies	all	are	there,	spread	out	before	you,	and	there	is	no	way	to	deny	
that	there	is	more	than	a	little	exhibitionist	in	every	nudist.		But	such	beauty	has	the	
kind	of	electricity	that	passes	between	two	people	as	they	meet	face‐to‐face	nude	
and	keep	their	cool	on	the	outside	while	God	knows	what	kind	of	thoughts	are	going	
on	the	inside.		Speaking	for	myself,	my	mind	is	occupied	with	keeping	a	cool	exterior	
despite	the	fact	that	my	insides	are	being	turned	upside	down	by	the	beauty	of	the	
freedom	before	me.		

Strangely	enough,	the	crowd,	just	from	looking	at	it,	gives	every	appearance	
of	being	a	fairly	good	example	of	a	cross‐section	of	society.		Such	is	certainly	not	the	
case,	of	course,	but	the	surface	impression	is	definitely	that.		

So	much	for	the	impression	of	nudism	for	the	moment.		Dinner	was	eaten	and	
it	was	quite	a	feast.		Therefore,	in	order	to	digest	(and	also	in	order	to	cruise	the	
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territory),	I	set	out	for	a	little	walk	around	the	village	and	on	the	footpath	by	the	sea.	
But	I	didn't	find	anything	but	a	lot	of	dark	lonely	streets.		I	was	to	find	out	later	that	I	
was	looking	in	all	the	wrong	places	–	and	what	I	missed	was	considerable!		But	
anyway,	I	returned	to	the	hotel	and	called	it	a	night.		And	by	that	time,	after	all	the	
walking	and	climbing	of	the	day,	that	bed	felt	awfully	good,	even	if	I	was	all	alone	in	
it.	

	

July	13,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Ile	du	Levant)					

I	woke	up	to	a	beautiful	morning	of	birds	singing	and	wonderful	sunshine,	
but	little	did	I	know	just	how	pleasant	the	day	was	going	to	turn	out	to	be!		I	got	up	–	
and	for	this	one	morning	I	didn't	have	to	get	dressed.		I	went	downstairs	for	a	
breakfast	in	the	hotel	dining	room,	and	then	I	set	out	for	the	cliffs	to	get	a	good	place	
to	spend	the	day	until	I	had	to	take	the	boat	at	3:30.		

I	found	a	good	place	and	then,	after	making	a	little	tour	of	the	footpaths	to	see	
what	there	was	to	see,	I	settled	down	to	watch	the	boat	loads	of	people	arrive.	
Before	long	I	noticed	that,	although	the	boats	all	arrived	full	and	departed	empty,	
the	number	of	people	on	the	cliffs	did	not	increase	appreciably.		It	was	then	that	I	
noticed	that	there	was	quite	a	parade	of	people	going	on	the	cliffs	on	the	other	side	
of	the	port,	the	side	that	I	had	not	as	yet	explored.		So,	naturally,	I	set	out	to	do	just	
that	and	see	what	was	so	damn	interesting	on	that	side.		

I	was	hardly	disappointed.	For	one	thing,	that	was	the	main	part	of	the	camp,	
and	there	was	even	a	beach	literally	covered	with	beautiful	bodies.	But	then,	
continuing	even	further,	just	to	the	end	of	the	path,	I	found	that	I	had	stumbled	onto	
what	could	be	nothing	other	than	the	gay	beach	of	the	island.	So,	of	course,	I	
descended	the	cliff	to	take	a	little	look	around.		

I	found	myself	seated	before	three	gentlemen,	two	of	which	seemed	to	be	
paired	off,	and	the	third	of	which	interested	me	to	a	great	extent.		I	swam	and	
cruised	and	stared	and	I	took	in	the	sun!		Finally,	it	was	getting	close	to	the	time	that	
I	was	supposed	to	be	back	at	the	hotel	for	lunch,	so	I	gave	some	final	cruising	
glances	and	then	set	out	up	the	cliff.		And	just	is	I	had	hoped,	I	was	followed	–	all	the	
way	past	the	beach	and	into	the	next	cove.		

There	I	thought	I	had	lost	him,	but	after	sitting	awhile	on	the	other	side	he	
came	across	to	join	me	on	the	rocks	where	I	was	sitting	at	the	top	of	the	hill.			When	
he	arrived,	I	jokingly	said	that	he	was	mistaken	and	that	I	was	there	to	look	at	the	
women	basking	below.		I	thought	that,	at	that	point,	nobody	would	believe	such	a	
ridiculous	statement,	but	as	it	turned	out,	the	poor	guy	was	actually	half	convinced.		

We	did	talk	for	awhile,	and	then	we	split	because	I	had	to	go	eat	and	he	had	
to	do	the	same.	But	I	can	guarantee	that	the	meal	at	the	hotel	was	too	damn	long.	I	
even	skipped	the	cheese	and	the	fruit	because	I	wanted	to	get	back	to	that	beach.		

Before	long,	I	was	hopping	down	the	pebble	path	looking	for	my	friend	–	and	
there	he	was,	stretched	out	just	as	he	had	been	this	morning.		So	I	plopped	myself	
down	nearby	and	began	(or	we	began)	the	games.		They	dragged	on	and	on	and	
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before	long	it	was	time	to	take	drastic	action	or	find	myself	on	that	boat	without	
having	had	an	Ile	du	Levant	adventure.		

So	I	set	out	swimming	to	get	to	a	part	of	the	beach	that	was	inaccessible	by	
foot	and	just	might	prove	practical	for	a	little	hanky‐panky.	When	I	finally	arrived,	I	
found	that	it	was	perfectly	suitable	for	just	that.	Not	a	soul	except	for	that	special	
person	in	the	water	that	had	read	my	thoughts	and	had	also	decided	to	take	a	little	
swim.		

When	he	arrived,	it	was	quickly	established	that	we	were	both	interested	in	
the	same	thing.	We	spent	awhile	on	the	cliffs	doing	things	that	normal	healthy	young	
boys	should	never	do	(or	at	least	should	never	be	caught	doing),	and	then	we	set	out	
swimming	for	the	return	together.		

By	that	time	I	had	agreed	to	forget	about	leaving	the	island	that	night	and	had	
accepted	his	invitation	to	spend	the	night	with	him	(it	promised	to	be	interesting	
considering	the	fact	that	his	two	friends	were	also	in	the	same	hotel	room).		I	know	
that	what	I	was	doing	was	extremely	impolite	and	would	probably	piss	Ramuntcho	
off	considerably	since	he	was	waiting	for	me,	but	that	bit	about	a	bird	in	the	hand	…	
must	have	some	application	here.		

Anyway,	I	stayed.	When	we	got	back	to	the	beach,	I	found	that	it	was	already	
past	the	time	that	I	said	I	would	be	out	of	the	hotel.	I	still	had	a	hill	to	climb	and	a	
visit	to	make	to	the	bank	(that	was	quite	a	surprise:	to	find	a	bank	there,	but	a	bank	
in	Marseilles	had	established	an	agency	in	the	village	in	a	little	trailer).		I	got	my	
money	changed,	went	back	to	the	hotel,	paid,	showered,	packed,	and	set	out	for	the	
cliffs	again.		

When	I	reached	my	objective,	we	talked	for	about	an	hour	and	among	the	
other	subjects	discussed	was	the	matter	of	how	we	were	going	to	sneak	me	into	his	
hotel	room	without	being	detected!		But	first	things	first,	and	that	was	the	fact	that	it	
was	already	time	to	think	about	dinner.		We	climbed	the	hill	together,	being	careful	
to	take	a	road	that	did	not	pass	the	part	of	my	hotel,	because	I	hoped	to	return	their	
in	a	few	days	with	Ramuntcho,	and	I	wasn't	too	hot	on	the	idea	of	being	seen	on	the	
island	with	a	beautiful	young	man	when	I'm	supposed	to	be	departed	and	not	a	
pederast!		

The	beautiful	young	man's	name	by	the	way	is	Gerald	Grech,	and	he	is	a	
schoolteacher	in	Paris.		So	I	waited	for	Gerald	in	a	café	in	the	village,	and	when	he	
appeared	all	shaved,	groomed,	and	dressed,	he	was	even	more	beautiful	than	I	could	
have	imagined	from	what	I	had	seen	on	the	beach.		We	took	a	little	walk	down	the	
hillside	to	pass	the	time	until	we	were	supposed	to	meet	his	friends,	Roger	and	
René,	in	a	restaurant.		Of	course,	more	of	those	things	passed	that	shouldn't	pass	(or	
was	that	‘be	caught’	passing?),	but	eventually	we	found	ourselves	in	the	restaurant	
having	a	very	pleasant	dinner	with	my	to‐be	bedmate	and	the	two	to‐be	roommates!			

After	dinner,	the	darkness	had	had	the	consideration	of	having	fallen,	and	I	
enter	the	hotel	room	without	any	problems.		Roger	and	René	turned	on	their	heels	
and	announced	that	they	were	going	for	a	walk.		That	left	Gerald	and	me	to	gather	in	
the	bedroom,	and	it	may	be	said	that	the	occasion	was	not	wasted.		Gerald	is	
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fabulous	to	make	love	to.	He	loved	to	kiss	and	snuggle	and	his	body	makes	the	
aforementioned	a	real	pleasure.		But	one	surprise	was	that	although	he	told	me	that	
he	loved	to	fuck	this	afternoon,	the	night	proved	that	such	was	not	the	case.	
Although	he	was	more	than	willing	to	do	all	that	he	could	to	please	me,	it	was	quite	
apparent	that	he	was	feeling	more	pain	than	pleasure,	and	I	really	can't	go	for	that	
route.		

But	the	whole	thing	was	certainly	enjoyable,	and	it	continued	with	great	
gusto	until	the	arrival	of	the	two	hikers,	and	that	it	was	our	turn	to	get	dressed	and	
split	for	the	open	road.		Gerald	suggested	that	we	go	down	the	hill	to	a	bar	called	“Le	
Caravelle,”	and	naturally	I	agreed.		We	walked	down,	entered	the	bar,	and	I	almost	
fell	backwards	down	the	stairs.		The	fucking	place,	right	there	in	the	middle	of	‘Ile	du	
Levant,	that	is	to	say	right	in	the	middle	of	nowhere,	was	a	GAY	BAR!		Not	a	female	in	
the	place	aside	from	the	waitress,	and	all	the	boys	were	up	dancing	together	and	just	
generally	having	a	good	time.		

In	fact,	the	only	difference	was	that	everybody	knew	what	everybody	else	
look	like	nude	(not	usually	the	case	in	most	bars),	and	there	was	an	occasional	body	
completely	exposed	except	for	what	they	call	a	"minimum."		I	was	absolutely	
delighted,	and	we	stayed	for	quite	a	while	dancing	and	watching	the	world.		

But	all	good	things	give	way	to	even	better	things,	so	we	left	to	head	back	to	
the	hotel.		We	took	a	little	detour	by	the	port	for	a	little	hanky‐panky,	and	the	walk	
back	up	the	hill	was	not	aided	by	the	fact	that	the	two	of	us	insisted	upon	groping	
each	other	(at	least	it	was	not	helpful	physically,	but	morally	speaking,	it	was	a	great	
improvement!).			

Upon	reaching	the	top	of	the	hill,	we	were	both	dying	of	thirst,	so	we	stopped	
for	a	drink	in	what	was	regrettably	referred	to	as	a	"normal"	bar.	Then	on	to	the	
hotel	where	we	found	the	other	two	roomies	fast	asleep	in	each	other's	arms.		We	
made	as	little	noise	as	possible	getting	into	bed,	and	what	happened	after	that	didn't	
make	much	noise.		We	played	around	until	what	I’m	sure	was	a	very	late	hour,	but	
finally	drifted	off	to	sleep.	

	

July	14,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Ile	du	Levant	&	Marseilles)						

National	holiday	of	France	and	a	day	that	somehow	I	had	mistakenly	
anticipated	that	I	would	be	in	Paris.		Instead	I	was	awake	at	what	must	have	been	
about	5:00	AM	by	my	bedmate	who	wanted	to	do	it	some	more.	I	was	hardly	one	to	
refuse.	We	kissed	and	hugged	(the	latter	doing	absolutely	no	great	things	for	my	
sunburn),	and	after	a	while,	Gerald	turned	to	me	and	asked	what	I	had	done	with	the	
cream.	I	think	that,	once	again,	he	was	just	doing	it	for	my	benefit,	but	this	time	it	
was	easier,	and	with	a	little	more	time	together	we	could	get	a	great	thing	going.	

Actually,	the	second	time	he	even	wanted	more	than	I	was	able	to	give.	But	I	
came	quick,	and	that	was	all	she	wrote!	Then	it	was	back	to	sleep,	and	the	next	
awakening	was	about	9	AM.		
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We	played	and	giggled	and	talked	to	the	other	two,	completely	ignoring	the	
problem	that	we	were	all	aware	would	soon	present	itself	–	and	that	was	how	the	
hell	we	were	going	to	get	me	out	of	the	room	without	being	noticed	by	the	hotel	
management.		

Several	suggestions	were	proposed,	but	I	finally	ended	up	by	just	walking	out	
of	the	room	keeping	my	eyes	straight	ahead	and	not	stopping	until	I	got	a	good	way	
past	the	village	and	down	toward	the	port.		And	we	really	had	luck,	because,	
although	they	had	assured	me	that	in	order	to	get	to	their	room	they	didn't	have	to	
pass	by	the	reception	desk,	this	morning	it	was	a	different	story,	and	breakfast	was	
eaten	on	the	terrace	directly	in	front	of	their	door.		

But	that	passed,	and	for	that	I	am	thankful.	I	waited	for	Gerald	halfway	down	
the	hill	and	in	about	an	hour	he	arrived.		We	walked	down	to	the	port	together	to	
wait	for	the	boat	that	I	had	decided	to	take	since	I	couldn't	very	well	take	in	much	
more	sun	without	suffering	serious	consequences.		

Gerald	was	so	extremely	nice	on	the	wharf	where	we	exchanged	addresses,	
and,	on	the	boat	pulling	away,	it	was	a	real	storybook	parting	with	each	of	us	looking	
and	waving	until	the	last	possible	moment.		He	really	is	a	beautiful	person,	and	I'm	
going	to	do	all	that	I	can	in	order	to	see	him	again	before	I	leave	France.		

The	boat	I	took	was	a	first	for	me.		I	had	the	luck	to	be	there	for	the	hydrofoil.	
I	found	that	although	the	voyage	is	not	as	smooth	as	glass,	the	thing	goes	damn	fast!	

Once	in	the	port	of	Le	Lavandon,	I	went	up	to	
the	bus	terminal,	but	found	that	I	had	time	to	have	
lunch	in	a	café	before	the	next	bus.		

Then	it	was	the	bus	ride	to	Toulon	and	the	
train	ride	to	Marseilles.	Upon	arrival,	I	called	
Ramuntcho’s	apartment	to	find	that	there	was	
absolutely	nobody	there.	So	instead	of	taking	a	taxi	
like	Ramuntcho	suggested,	I	took	two	buses	and	then	
walked	a	good	distance	in	the	hot	sun	to	finally	find	the	apartment	–	still	empty,	of	
course.		

I	was	dying	of	thirst,	so	there	was	no	question	of	waiting	for	their	return.		I	
talked	to	a	little	old	lady	sitting	in	front	of	the	building,	after	leaving	a	note	and	
hiding	my	luggage,	and	she	told	me	that	there	was	a	café	up	the	hill.	Well,	it	turned	
out	to	be	one	hell	of	a	long	way	up	the	the	hill,	and	I	quickly	gulped	down	two	Cokes	
and	a	bottle	of	Perrier	while	writing	the	past	few	hours	of	this	journal.	Now,	the	hike	
back	to	the	building	is	before	me,	and	I	hope	I	find	that	they	have	returned.		

Well,	they	hadn't	returned	–	or	at	least	they	weren't	letting	me	know	
anything	about	it.		My	note	had	mysteriously	disappeared,	but	there	was	still	
nobody	in	the	apartment.		So	I	walked,	and	I	waited,	and	I	walked,	and	I	waited	–	and	
finally,	finally,	around	8:00	PM,	Ramuntcho	and	his	mother	pulled	up	in	the	
Volkswagen.		
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We	went	upstairs,	and	one	of	the	first	items	on	the	agenda	was	to	shave	my	
face,	which	was	giving	every	impression	of	some	neglect.		We	ate	dinner	with	Mme.	
Barbero,	Ramuntcho's	sister	and	brother‐in‐law.			

By	that	time,	it	was	getting	late	and	we	had	plans	to	go	to	the	fireworks	
display	at	Cassis,	commemorating	the	14th	of	July.		So	we	all	hurriedly	got	dressed	
and	set	out	up	the	mountain.		It	was	a	damn	good	display,	especially	for	such	a	little	
town,	but	I	was	beginning	to	feel	the	effects	of	a	long	day	and	not	much	sleep	the	
night	before	(no	complaints	about	that,	however).		

After	the	show	was	over,	we	went	to	the	casino	for	a	little	while	and	then	just	
walked	around	the	town	looking	at	the	crowd.		Finally,	Ramuntcho	indicated	that	he	
would	not	be	to	displeased	by	the	idea	of	returning	home.		So	by	1:00	AM	we	were	
back	at	the	apartment	(Ramuntcho	insisted	on	stopping	on	a	back	road	to	kiss	and	
hug	for	a	while),	and	we	ended	up	being	the	first	of	the	group	to	return.		That	gave	
me	a	chance	to	take	a	bath	and	then	it	was	off	to	bed.		

But	even	a	little	everyday	fact	like	that	generated	some	problems.	
Ramuntcho	wanted	to	be	shown	that	he	was	loved,	and	of	course,	since	he	demands	
that	he	get	what	he	wants	when	he	wants	it,	he	was	extremely	pissed	by	the	fact	that	
I	refused	to	come	across	with	the	goods.		But	hell	if	I'm	going	to	make	hay	on	beds	
with	extremely	squeaky	springs	approximately	10	feet	from	where	his	mother	was	
sleeping	with	only	one	unlocked	door	separating	us!		Therefore,	big	drama	before	
drifting	off	to	sleep.	

	

July	15,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Marseilles	&	Cassis)						

The	next	morning	things	had	cleared	up	a	little	bit.	Ramuntcho	was	not	a	
complete	ass,	and	he	did	realize	that	his	demands	were	a	little	ridiculous.		But	that	
was	the	morning.		At	night	when	desire	takes	over,	it	is	a	different	story.		I	guess	that	
I	should	be	flattered	that	the	poor	bastards	that	I	choose	to	make	love	to	regularly	
soon	become	obsessed	with	it,	but	such	is	not	at	all	the	case.			

As	I	said,	it	was	morning	and	all	that	was	behind	us	(for	the	moment).	I	got	
up	to	find	that	I	had	slept	until	11:00	AM	and	also	to	find	that	Ramuntcho	himself	
had	prepared	my	breakfast.		We	ate	and	then	made	all	the	necessary	preparations	
for	a	trip	to	the	beach.		

We	dropped	off	Ramuntcho's	mother	at	a	
friends	apartment,	and	we	set	off	for	Cassis	and	a	
beach	called	the	“Presqu’ile.”		It	consisted	of	nothing	
more	than	a	huge	rock	jutting	out	into	the	
Mediterranean,	but	the	water	was	deep	and	beautiful,	
and	it	can	count	among	my	favorite	beaches.		Sunning	
on	a	rock	is	so	much	more	agreeable	than	on	the	sand,	
because	you	don't	get	that	dirty,	gritty	feeling,	but	you	
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get	the	same	sunburn!		We	spent	the	better	part	of	the	day	just	lying	around	on	the	
rock,	and	it	was	not	until	the	later	part	of	the	afternoon	that	we	drove	into	Cassis	for	
a	drink	in	one	of	the	cafés	overlooking	the	beach.			

We	sat	there	gawking	at	the	crowd	(and	being	gawked	at	by	the	crowd),	
drinking	our	drinks	and	sucking	our	popsicles.	Then	it	was	back	to	the	apartment	to	
get	cleaned	up.	But	soon	after	we	arrived,	some	broad	and	her	daughter	showed	up	
that	had	lived	in	Madagascar.		I'll	say	one	thing	for	these	people;	they	certainly	stick	
together.		My	theory	is	that	they	are	the	only	ones	who	can	stand	their	chauvinism	
and	the	constant	flow	of	conversation	about	"back	home."		

But	I	continued	getting	cleaned	up,	and	by	the	time	Ramuntcho’s	turn	came	
up,	some	of	the	rest	of	the	family	had	arrived	to	take	the	burden	of	host	off	of	his	
shoulders.		The	conversation	dragged	on	and	on,	and	it	soon	became	quite	apparent	
that	even	the	visitors	were	bored	to	tears.		And	they	made	no	effort	to	hide	it	either.	
Ramuntcho	can	say	what	he	wants	about	his	people,	but	I	find	them	to	be	an	
extremely	vain	and	self‐centered	–	and	downright	spoiled	people.		

As	soon	as	they	had	gotten	their	sweet	asses	out	the	door,	it	was	time	to	eat	
dinner,	and	by	that	time	I	was	more	than	ready.		Let	me	take	one	other	little	jab	at	
the	French.		I	did	all	the	shopping	with	Ramuntcho	for	our	meals	at	the	apartment,	
and	although	the	French	can	deny	it	to	their	dying	day,	they	eat	just	as	much	
prepackaged	or	frozen	food	as	the	average	American	family.	That	maybe	a	slight	
exaggeration,	but	they	are	far	from	eating	everything	straight	from	the	fields!			

Aside	from	that,	Ramuntcho	had	mentioned	that	he	wanted	to	take	me	out	on	
the	town	after	dinner,	but	I	was	extremely	happy	when	he	announced	that	he	was	
tired	and	would	prefer	to	postpone	the	tour.		My	happiness	was	short‐lived,	because	
as	night	fell,	Dr.	Jekyll	became	Mr.	Hyde	and	the	desire	monster	took	hold	of	our	
Mauritanian.		The	same	tired	story	of	the	night	before	with	the	same	tired	
vocabulary	of	"you	don't	love	me,"	"you	think	only	of	yourself,"	etc.	etc.	etc.		Ho‐hum,	
sleep	finally	lowered	its	blessed	veil.			

	

July	16,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Marseilles	&	Cassis)						

Another	morning	dawned	on	the	kind	of	
vacation	I	don't	usually	take.	Usually	it	is	my	
policy	to	work	my	butt	off	during	the	summer,	
and	then,	during	the	two	weeks	I	took	off	for	
vacation,	I	usually	spent	them	working	even	
harder	at	“tourism.”		But	these	are	really	
holidays	–	absolutely	nothing	to	do	but	lie	in	
the	sun	and	spend	money!		

And	our	method	of	spending	money	for	
these	days	was	to	make	plans	to	visit	the	
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“calanques”50	along	the	coast	in	a	boat.		Mme.	Barbero	dropped	us	off	at	the	port	
before	continuing	on	to	the	beach.	We	found	a	boat,	but	since	we	were	the	only	two	
that	wanted	to	make	the	trip	at	that	particular	hour,	we	had	to	wait	until	somebody	
else	arrived.		Well,	to	make	a	long	story	short,	nobody	else	arrived,	and	after	while	
we	got	discouraged	and	hitched	a	ride	to	the	Presqu’ile,	where	we	rejoined	the	
morning	group.	So	the	fates	were	to	decree	that	we	spent	another	day	basking	on	
the	sun.			

We	ate	the	sandwich	which	Ramuntcho's	mother	had	prepared,	we	walked	
around	the	club	area,	we	swam,	and	we	laid	in	the	sun	–	all	in	all,	a	really	tough	day.		

Around	5:00	PM	the	sky	clouded	over	and	we	called	it	a	day	in	order	to	get	
the	necessary	things	together	for	the	next	day's	excursion.		I	don't	believe	that	I	have	
mentioned	before,	but,	sometime	during	the	past	few	days,	Ramuntcho	informed	me	
that	we	would	be	returning	to	l’Ile	du	Levant.		And	this	time	it	would	be	for	several	
days	and	in	a	tent!		

So	we	spent	the	remainder	of	the	afternoon	and	early	evening	running	to	
various	stores,	assorted	friends’	houses	to	pick	up	tents,	ask	for	air	mattresses,	etc.	
At	7:00	PM	some	friends	of	Ramuntcho	were	expected	to	come	for	an	aperitif,	and	
since	it	was	they	who	turned	out	to	have	the	tent,	we	were	there	to	greet	them	when	
they	arrived.		We	passed	the	hour	chatting	with	them	and	then	followed	them	to	
their	apartment	and	into	the	basement	where	we	finally	got	the	tent.		

Then	back	to	the	apartment	for	dinner	with	the	family,	and	afterwards	
Patrick	and	I	were	subjected	to	the	dubious	honor	of	listening	to	what	must	have	
been	countless	(at	least	I	stopped	counting)	stories	about	the	lives	of	two	young	
planters	in	Madagascar!		But	even	Mme.	Barbaro	had	it	up	to	her	gills	after	awhile,	
and	although	Ramuntcho	was	far	from	running	out	of	wind,	she	signaled	the	end	of	
the	evening	by	announcing	that	she	was	going	to	bed.		The	rest	of	the	band	followed	
suit,	and	for	what	I	believe	was	the	third	night	in	a	row,	I	fought	off	Ramuntcho	–	
and	pissed	off	Ramuntcho.		But	by	that	time	I	had	the	hang	of	it,	and	it	was	no	big	
trauma	(as	if	it	ever	is).	

	

July	17,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Marseilles	&	Ile	du	Levant)						

The	day	of	the	return	of	the	native	to	his	island.	We	woke	up	at	a	fairly	
reasonable	hour,	considering	that	we	wanted	to	take	an	early	train	to	Toulon,	and	
set	about	making	all	the	necessary	preparations	that	hadn't	been	made	the	night	
before.	I	went	downstairs	and	bought	a	swimming	mask	and	some	ointment	for	
Ramuntcho’s	penis.		

I	think	that	the	last	little	fact	may	need	a	bit	of	explanation.	The	day	I	arrived	
in	Marseilles,	Ramuntcho	informed	me	that	he	had	gotten	a	sunburn	on	his	dick	

																																																								
50	A	steep‐walled	inlet,	cove,	or	bay	that	is	developed	in	limestone,	dolomite,	or	other	carbonate	
strata	and	found	along	the	Mediterranean	coast.	
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through	his	nylon	bathing	suit.		The	result	was	that	the	head	was	the	color	of	a	
tomato	in	heat	and	the	skin	split	open	to	expose	a	somewhat	less	than	pretty	sight.	
And	it	spread	–	and	got	redder	and	redder	–	and	finally	began	to	show	some	signs	of	
infection.	Just	another	reason,	perhaps,	that	I	wasn't	too	hot	on	snuggling	up	to	him	
during	the	past	few	days.		

But	all	that	aside,	we	continued	to	packing.		We	went	downstairs	to	a	big	
store	called	Monmoth	that	proved	infinitely	inferior	to	big	discount	stores	in	the	U.S.,	
although	with	basically	the	same	idea,	to	look	for	an	air	mattress	(no	luck).		

By	the	time	we	returned,	it	was	time	to	leave	for	the	station,	so	Ramuntcho’s	
sister	dropped	us	off	in	the	car.	Upon	arrival	at	the	station,	Ramuntcho’s	first	move	
was	to	almost	take	a	train	that	was	leaving	on	a	pilgrimage	to	Lourdes!		In	fact,	he	
was	half	way	in	the	train,	it	was	moving,	and	I	was	standing	on	the	platform	
screaming	(along	with	the	stationmaster)	that	it	was	the	wrong	train.		

We	finally	made	it	onto	the	correct	one	and	for	the	first	time	in	France	for	
me,	the	train	left	late.		And	it	was	very	late,	like	about	30	minutes	worth.		But	trains	
usually	eventually	get	where	they	are	going	and	this	one	was	no	exception.		

Upon	arrival	we	took	the	bus	that	just	happen	to	be	leaving	for	Le	Levandou	
at	that	moment.		The	bus	ride	was	no	big	deal	except	that	Ramuntcho	showed	
increasing	signs	of	nervousness	the	closer	we	got	to	the	town.		By	the	time	we	got	
there,	all	other	emotions	had	been	dominated	by	the	gnawing	hunger	in	our	
stomachs.		We	found	a	café	and	had	a	sandwich.		

Then	we	took	the	big	step	of	buying	the	tickets	for	the	boat.	I	thought	
Ramuntcho	was	going	to	faint.		But	fainting	would	have	been	preferable	to	what	
really	occurred.	He	began	to	cuss	me	out	for	leading	him	to	ruin,	and	it	was	only	
because	of	me	that	he	was	going	to	this	island	of	sin	and	debauchery	–	etc.,	etc.		

I	just	let	the	wind	blow	because	I	knew	that	it	was	just	because	he	was	
nervous	at	the	idea	of	stripping	to	the	short	hairs	in	front	of	everybody	–	especially	
with	his	tomato	dick.		But	we	succeeded	in	taking	the	boat,	and,	much	to	my	
happiness,	Ramuntcho	lay	down	and	semi‐slept	throughout	the	voyage	instead	of	
railing	at	me	for	my	bad	influence	on	him.		

The	big	moment	finally	arrived,	and	we	deposited	our	sweet	asses	onto	the	
wharf	of	the	island.		Naturally,	once	the	little	hypocrite	got	his	feet	onto	the	land	of	
the	naked,	he	was	absolutely	fascinated.		But	first	things	first.		And	first	we	had	to	
find	a	placed	to	live.	So	up	the	hill	it	was	to	the	camping.		

There	we	installed	the	little	tent	and	before	too	long	we	were	headed	for	the	
beach.	We	walked	along	the	corniche	with	Ramuntcho	blatantly	gawking	at	
everybody	in	sight,	but	finally	he	picked	out	a	nice	secluded	little	corner	of	the	beach	
where	we	could	neither	see	nor	be	seen.		The	area	was	safe	to	expose	the	tomato	
dick	without	fear	of	being	exiled	from	the	island.		

We	spent	our	entire	afternoon	there,	getting	a	base	for	the	sunburn	for	the	
days	to	come.		The	early	evening	meant	a	tour	of	the	village	and	dinner	in	the	
cheapest	hotel	that	we	could	find.		By	that	time	we	had	counted	up	our	money	
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together	and	discovered	that,	if	we	wanted	to	stay	anytime	at	all	on	the	island,	we	
had	better	make	damn	sure	and	pay	attention	to	what	we	were	buying.		

The	showers	at	the	camping	turned	out	to	be	even	better	than	the	ones	at	the	
hotel	where	I	stayed	before.		That	is	to	say	that	by	"better"	I	mean	more	interesting.	
They	consisted	of	a	cement	slab	with	four	faucets	and	that's	it.		In	order	to	take	a	
shower,	you	fill	up	your	bucket	or	whatever	and	pour	it	over	yourself.		This,	of	
course,	is	done	with	and	in	front	of	everybody	else	that	happens	to	be	in	that	place	
at	the	same	time	–	and	there	is	usually	quite	a	crowd.		

The	effect	of	the	soap	and	the	water	is	extremely	sexy	and	showers	are	really	
beautiful	things	to	watch.		

Our	first	night	on	the	island	was	far	from	perfect.		The	one	air	mattress	we	
had	bought	was	definitely	not	big	enough	for	the	two	of	us	and	the	ground	was	
damn	hard.		The	insects	also	chose	this	one	and	only	night	as	the	one	to	attack.		

The	place	that	we	pitched	our	tent	had	the	effect	of	putting	us	on	what	would	
be	the	equivalent	of	the	third	floor	of	a	high‐rise	apartment	building.	Ours	was	
squeezed	in	between	about	six	other	tents,	and	every	word,	grunt,	and	pant	could	be	
heard	by	about	20	people	at	any	given	time.		Therefore,	I	was	somewhat	reluctant	to	
make	any	passionate	advances	toward	Ramuntcho	for	fear	of	scandalizing	the	
neighbors.		

It	was	bad	enough	listening	to	the	woman	in	the	tent	next	to	us	getting	
banged.		Ramuntcho,	of	course,	was	exactly	zero	enchanted	by	my	caution	and	as	
usual	he	wanted	to	do	it	and	damn	the	consequences.	Not	because	he	had	thought	
out	the	consequences	ahead	of	time,	but	simply	because	he	wanted	satisfaction	and	
didn't	think	about	the	future	(nothing	new	by	now).				

He	also	had	a	jolly	idea	that	he	would	sleep	without	underwear	and	snuggle	
up	just	as	close	as	he	could	to	Bill.		Well,	Bill	was	not	crazy	about	the	idea	of	sleeping	
next	to	an	infected	penis	all	night,	so	I	requested	that	he	cover	with	some	
underwear.		This	caused	a	size‐B	explosion,	and	he	left	the	tent	to	go	for	a	walk.		As	
it	turned	out,	he	went	down	the	coast	of	the	beach	that	he	hadn't	visited	before	–	a	
real	asshole	thing	to	do,	considering	that	it	was	far	and	away	the	most	dangerous.	
But	when	he	came	back,	about	an	hour	later,	he	had	calmed	down	a	little	and	
realized	that	I	was	essentially	right,	so	he	put	on	some	pants	and	snuggled	close	for	
the	night.	

	

July	18,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Ile	du	Levant)						

The	second	day	on	the	island	turned	out	to	be	the	longest	one	and	one	of	the	
strangest,	thanks	to	my	companion.		We	awoke	at	the	crack	of	dawn	having	gotten	
about	three	hours	sleep	apiece	at	the	very	most.		We	set	about	shaving,	etc.,	and	
then	found	ourselves	with	a	good	bit	of	time	on	our	hands	before	we	could	leave	for	
the	beach	and	expect	to	find	some	sunshine.		
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Ramuntcho	was	running	about	30	minutes	behind	me,	and	I	took	advantage	
of	the	time	to	write	this	journal.		But	30	minutes	is	not	long	to	catch	up	when	the	
party	in	advance	stays	cold,	so	soon	we	went	up	to	that	cheap	hotel	and	had	
breakfast.		Or	rather	Ramuntcho	at	breakfast.	I	had	already	feasted	on	the	cookies	
and	bananas	that	we	had	bought	the	day	before.		

By	that	time,	the	beach	was	a	feasible	alternative,	so	we	installed	ourselves	in	
a	place	that	promised	to	have	quite	a	crowd	later	in	the	day	and	set	about	sunning	
and	watching	–	and,	of	course,	cruising	(the	non‐boat	variety).		

Ramuntcho	had	bought	a	book,	and	since	he	was	suffering	from	a	lack	of	
sleep,	he	sat	on	the	rock	and	read	all	morning.		Not	so	for	myself	–	I	climbed	all	over	
the	rocks	looking	at	the	bodies,	but	honestly	in	the	spirit	of	exercise	and	sightseeing.	
Lunch	took	place	on	the	rock	after	I	climbed	all	the	way	up	the	hill	to	buy	the	
necessaries.		

In	the	meantime,	Ramuntcho	had	attracted	two	Italians,	one	of	whom	wasn't	
too	bad,	and	although	they	turned	out	to	be	a	real	dud,	they	were	our	semi‐
companions	over	the	next	few	days.		

The	afternoon	was	to	make	a	really	interesting	moment.	While	I	stayed	on	
the	rock	with	the	Italians,	Ramuntcho	set	out	on	a	little	exploration	expedition,	and	
the	stories	that	he	had	to	account	for	later	were	enough	to	straighten	my	pubic	
hairs!			

His	major	contact	was	with	a	guy	of	about	40	who	supposedly	had	a	super	
stupendous	body	(and	I	don't	doubt	it;	there	are	hundreds	of	them	around).		To	
make	a	long	cruising	story	short,	they	ended	up	giving	each	other	blow	jobs!		Yes,	
even	with	Ramuntcho's	cherry	dick	–	although	it	must	be	said	that	the	condition	had	
improved	enough	that	he	could	pass	it	off	as	a	rather	severe	sunburn.		

His	second	adventure	was	somewhat	less	explicit,	but	he	seemed	to	be	under	
the	impression	that	the	next	day,	something	big	could	come	of	it.		With	the	promise	
of	that	and	the	3:30	rendezvous	with	the	first	character	for	the	next	day,	Ramuntcho	
was	in	fine	spirits	for	the	evening.		

The	strange	thing	was	that	he	told	me	about	all	of	this	without	so	much	as	
batting	an	eyelash.		Of	course,	I	was	delighted,	but	I	hate	to	think	of	the	reaction	
there	would	have	been	if	it	had	been	me	telling	the	same	story.		Unfortunately,	
dammit,	I	had	absolutely	nothing	even	remotely	approaching	that	excitement	to	tell	
on	my	side.			

Ramuntcho	was	really	hot	about	the	next	day's	possibilities,	and,	while	we	
ate	dinner	at	the	hotel,	we	made	plans	to	divide	the	beach	in	half	and	he	warned	me	
that	I	was	not	to	step	foot	onto	his	territory!		Statements	like	that	seem	awfully	
strange	in	the	writing	of	them	–	even	stranger	than	they	sounded	when	I	heard	
them.			

I	must	be	one	sort	of	strange	guy	‐‐	that	all	that	doesn't	even	bother	me!	I	
dread	the	day	that	I	really	fall	in	love	with	somebody,	if	I'm	even	capable	of	that	
emotion.		But	all	that	aside,	Ramuntcho	and	I	walked	around	the	island	trying	to	
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blow	off	time	before	going	to	bed.		But	days	on	the	cliff	in	the	sun	proved	to	be	
extremely	tiring,	and	before	long	it	became	a	necessity	to	head	for	bed.	The	night	for	
once	passed	without	major	disagreement,	and	we	even	slept	a	little,	thanks	to	the	
fact	that	we	were	plastered	against	each	other	in	order	to	fit	onto	the	mattress.	

	

July	19,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Ile	du	Levant)						

It	all	started	extremely	early,	as	usual,	with	Bill	rising	at	about	the	same	time	
as	the	sun.	The	morning	was	pretty	much	a	repetition	of	the	one	the	day	before	with	
the	same	journal	writing	and	the	same	hotel	for	breakfast	‐‐	except	that	this	time	I	
participated	in	the	breakfast.		

Ramuntcho	was	anxious	to	get	to	the	beach,	and	I	must	admit	that	I	was	a	
little	more	than	mildly	interested	to	see	how	the	whole	thing	was	going	to	work	out.	
So	we	hoofed	it	off	to	the	coast	and	installed	ourselves	in	the	same	place	as	the	day	
before.		

I	took	off,	making	my	usual	rounds	to	see	what	the	morning	had	produced,	
but	it	was	far	too	early	and	the	place	was	deserted.		The	morning	passed	quickly,	
and	about	the	time	that	Ramuntcho	left	to	make	his	rounds,	the	interesting	Italian	
showed	up	to	share	my	rock	for	the	day.		That	was	okay	with	me,	and	we	managed	
to	pass	some	rather	interesting	moments.		But	destiny	was	not	to	grant	me	the	
knowledge	of	whether	or	not	that	character	was	gay,	because	although	I	made	every	
possible	discrete	advance,	his	reactions	were	far	from	revealing.		When	he	made	a	
casual	comment	about	his	girlfriend	at	home,	I	just	gave	it	up	for	a	lost	cause	and	
enjoyed	his	company	for	just	that	and	nothing	more.		

Ramuntcho	showed	up	at	one	point	and	pulled	a	little	jealousy	fit,	but	
unfortunately,	it	was	unfounded.		It	seemed	awfully	strange	to	me	how	he	could	be	
jealous	when,	all	day	long,	he	was	doing	nothing	but	cruising	around	the	beach	for	
anybody	but	me!		But	that's	Ramuntcho,	and	I	have	about	determined	that	I	should	
never	expect	anything	logical	from	that	party.		

As	the	afternoon	progressed,	it	became	all	too	clear	that	success	just	wasn't	
in	the	cards	for	that	day.		I	saw	the	Mauritanian	from	time	to	time	during	the	day	
and,	as	it	turned	out,	neither	of	his	friends	showed	up	for	a	return	bout.		And,	of	
course,	his	humor	reflected	his	condition.		Boredom	set	in	and	set	the	stage	for	this	
evening's	argument.			

The	day	dragged	on,	with	nothing	happening	except	a	lot	of	walking	and	
climbing.		Finally	around	5:30,	I	had	had	quite	enough	and	Ramuntcho	proved	to	be	
in	much	the	same	state.		As	it	turned	out,	we	both	showed	up	at	the	port	at	the	same	
time	looking	for	the	other,	and	we	set	out	together	for	a	tour	of	the	beach.		

Then	back	to	the	tent	for	a	shower	before	heading	up	into	the	town	for	a	
drink,	then	all	the	way	back	down	to	the	end	of	the	beach	–	all	just	to	waste	time	in	
order	to	arrive	at	the	hotel	for	dinner	at	a	reasonable	hour.	Whether	it	was	a	
reasonable	hour	not,	I	don't	know,	but	we	ate	at	the	hotel	and	then,	because	we	
were	both	dead	tired,	headed	for	the	tent.		
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There,	because	it	was	cold,	I	made	the	mistake	of	crawling	into	bed	with	a	
shirt	and	underwear	on.	Ramuntcho	literally	flipped	out!	He	went	into	a	tirade	about	
me	taking	off	my	underwear	that	I	know	must	have	been	overheard	by	countless	
millions.		But	of	course	there	was	no	stopping	it,	so	I	left	the	tent	in	order	to	give	him	
time	to	cool	off	–	and,	what	was	more	important,	to	shut	up!		

After	about	15	minutes,	I	crawled	back	into	the	tent,	and	we	went	to	sleep	
without	so	much	as	a	word	to	each	other.		During	part	of	the	tirade,	he	announce	
that	I	should	plan	to	leave	on	the	first	train	for	Paris	tomorrow	night	upon	arrival	in	
Marseilles.		I	hope	he	sticks	with	that,	because	that's	exactly	what	I	had	hoped	for.	
But	only	the	morning	will	tell.	

	

July	20,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Ile	du	Levant	&	Marseilles)						

By	morning	things	had	cooled	off,	thank	goodness,	and	cooled	to	such	an	
extent	that	there	was	a	certain	lingering	chill	in	the	air	through	most	of	the	morning.	
But	as	usual	I	chose	to	ignore	it	(a	fact	that	seems	to	completely	infuriate	those	that	
are	trying	to	punish	me)	and	went	on	about	my	business	as	usual.			

It	seems	like	every	morning	in	that	tent	I	woke	earlier,	and	this	one	was	no	
exception.		But	Ramuntcho	was	not	long	behind	me.			

In	order	to	have	a	little	change	(and	to	save	them	money)	I	chose	to	buy	some	
fruit	for	breakfast	instead	of	having	breakfast	at	hotel.		We	ate	there	near	the	tent	
and	then	spent	the	early	morning	hours	getting	things	packed	up	and	preparing	for	
a	return	trip.			

We	left	all	the	equipment	on	the	campsite	and	headed	for	a	few	hours	on	the	
beach	–	the	real	beach	–	we	stayed	there	until	noon	looking	for	the	last	time	and	all	
the	naked	bodies	and	then	headed	back	to	the	camping,	stopping	on	the	way	to	pick	
up	a	sandwich.		We	took	our	last	"shower"	on	the	island	and	headed	for	the	boat	
dock	(after	getting	dressed,	of	course	–	at	this	point	I	guess	I	should	start	putting	
that	little	fact	back	into	the	series	of	events)	to	await	the	first	boat.		

It	was	quite	a	while	before	the	first	one	arrived,	but	we	(at	least	I)	were	
pleasantly	surprised	to	see	that	it	was	the	hydrofoil	that	pulled	into	the	dock.	We	
were	completely	alone	in	our	compartment	of	the	boat,	so	we	had	time	and	the	
opportunity	to	do	a	little	"making	up"	during	the	voyage.		All	that	involves	with	
Ramuntcho	is	showing	a	little	affection.		He	is	really	an	easy	person	to	make	happy,	
but	it	must	be	said	that	he	has	been	demanding,	and	it	almost	would	take	a	
mimeograph	machine	to	keep	him	satisfied.		

At	Le	Lavandon	we	waited	at	the	bus	terminal,	and	when	we	finally	got	
aboard,	for	some	reason,	when	the	man	went	around	taking	up	the	money	for	the	
tickets,	he	forgot	to	come	to	us.		So	that	meant	20	franc's	that	we	hadn't	counted	on	
having	–	therefore,	upon	arrival	in	Toulon,	it	was	ice	cream	for	all!		

Then	it	was	the	train’s	turn,	and	the	ride	seemed	awfully	long	and	tiring.		But	
the	taxi	afterwards	is	not	much	better,	and	the	fact	that	it	looked	like	we	wouldn't	
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have	enough	money	to	pay	a	fare	made	things	all	the	more	interesting!		That	passed	
all	right,	and	after	a	quick	visit	to	the	bakery,	we	found	ourselves	before	the	door	of	
the	apartment	with	exactly	40	centimes	and	a	telephone	token!		

Of	course,	nobody	was	at	home,	and	we	had	to	wait	until	about	7:30	when	his	
mother	arrived.		Throughout	the	afternoon,	not	much	had	been	said	on	the	subject,	
but	it	was	generally	understood,	if	left	unsaid,	that	I	would	carry	out	my	plans	to	
take	the	train	for	Paris	that	evening.	The	announcement	was	made	to	the	family	that	
I	was	leaving	and	that	Ramuntcho	had	changed	his	mind	about	coming	to	the	US.		

Discussion	followed,	and	a	quick	dinner	was	served	in	order	that	I	might	
catch	the	last	train	to	Paris.		As	usual,	we	stayed	too	long	at	the	table,	and	the	trip	to	
the	terminal	was	rushed,	only	adding	to	the	anxiety	that	these	were	the	last	
moments	that	Ramuntcho	and	I	would	ever	see	each	other.		

The	parting	was	hardly	touching,	and	the	Mauritanian	showed	signs	of	true	
bitterness	at	the	very	end.		He	even	told	me	to	forget	about	taking	the	portrait	that	
he	had	given	me	in	Paris,	that	we	had	left	in	his	room.		That	hurt	pretty	deep,	but	
that's	the	way	he	felt.		So	I	kissed	and	rushed	into	the	terminal	with	seconds	to	
spare.		

I	spotted	the	train	still	at	the	ramp,	and	I	went	to	the	ticket	checker.		I	just	
happened	to	ask	if	that	was	the	regular	train	to	Paris.		He	informed	me	that	no,	it	
was	a	train	of	only	coaches	and	also	that	it	was	the	last	train	to	Paris	that	night.			

I	was	stricken	dumb.	I	had	not	one	penny	for	the	supplement	for	the	train,		
and	no	money	for	a	hotel	room.		Luckily,	I	had	just	enough	for	a	telephone	call,	but	
didn't	know	the	number.		I	went	into	the	information	office	and	there	learned	that	if	
I	took	11:00	PM	train	for	Metz	and	changed	at	Dijon	at	4:30	in	the	morning,	I	could	
get	to	Paris	the	next	morning.		I	was	not	real	hot	on	the	idea,	but	decided	that	that	is	
what	I	would	have	to	do.		

But	just	at	that	time	who	should	show	but	Ramuntcho	on	the	run	and	
completely	out	of	breath.		Upon	descending	the	hill	in	front	of	the	station,	he	had	
noticed	by	the	big	clock	that	I	could	not	have	possibly	made	my	train.		Actually	the	
train	was	delayed	and	I	would've	made	it,	but	he	didn't	know	that.		At	any	rate,	he	
had	immediately	parked	the	car	and	had	fleet‐footed	it	back	to	the	station.		

I	didn't	have	the	heart	to	tell	him	that	I	was	going	to	take	the	other	train,	so	
we	returned	back	to	the	apartment	and	took	back	all	my	au	revoirs	for	24	hours.		

One	little	note	of	non‐interest:	when	I	crawled	into	my	bed	that	night,	it	took	
that	particular	moment	to	decide	to	fold	in	two	and	I	found	myself	bent	over	
backwards,	penis	high	in	the	air,	and	dying	of	laughter.	I	thought	that	I	would	never	
stop!		But	I	did,	and	the	evening	was	rather	tender.		Ramuntcho’s	sister,	not	knowing	
that	we	had	returned,	came	back	from	the	casino	with	her	husband	and	walked	into	
the	bedroom	without	knocking.		But	luckily	it	happened	to	be	at	that	moment	when	
nothing	too	involved	was	going	on,	and	it	passed	without	incident.	
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July	21,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Marseilles)						

We	awoke	the	next	morning	at	a	decent	hour,	and	things	began	to	progress	
like	a	normal	day	–	and	in	most	respects	that's	just	exactly	what	it	turned	out	to	be.	
We	had	breakfast	in	the	kitchen	and	then	the	usual	chores	of	shaving,	etc.	I	sat	down	
for	a	second	to	write	a	letter	to	Gerald	Grech	in	Nice,	and	when	Ramuntcho	noticed	
what	I	was	doing,	he	made	an	absolutely	incredible	scene.	Something	about	how	I	
should	spend	my	time	with	him	and	not	writing	to	my	other	friends.	I	thought	he	
was	halfway	kidding	at	first,	but	he	was	dead	serious.	I	thought	the	whole	thing	was	
utterly	ridiculous.	He	accuses	me	of	not	even	thinking	about	what	I	do,	but	I	contend	
that	one	cannot	anticipate	minds	such	as	Ramuntcho's.		

His	anger	passed,	and	after	a	lunch	prepared	by	his	mother,	we	set	out	for	a	
tour	of	Marseilles.	The	first	stop	was	a	place	that	was	the	French	equivalent	of	the	
Salvation	Army	store,	but	in	France	that	is	the	equivalent	of	a	fantastic	antique	shop.	
Luckily	I	had	not	one	centime,	or	I	would	have	done	something	foolish,	but	as	it	
turned	out,	I	left	with	only	a	tulip	and	a	coat	rack	that	Ramuntcho	bought	for	me.		

The	rest	of	the	afternoon	was	spent	driving	through	the	city	and	around	the	
corniche.		We	bought	a	roll	of	film	and	had	a	lot	of	fun	posing	for	pictures	in	strange	
places	that	we	found	along	the	road.		We	toured	a	park	by	the	seashore,	and	by	that	
time	the	day	was	already	almost	over,	and	it	was	time	to	head	back	to	the	
apartment.		

The	day	had	really	passed	quickly	and	almost	without	major	argument	
between	the	two	major	players.		At	the	apartment,	Ramuntcho's	mother	prepared	
the	two	of	us	a	special	dinner	early	so	that	I	could	make	the	train.	At	about	this	time,	
an	incident	with	the	baby	brought	back	to	my	mind	just	how	little	Ramuntcho	
understood	his	family	and	just	how	much	he	had	misrepresented	them	to	me.	He	
would	have	me	believe	that	his	mother	is	just	like	he	is,	when	actually,	she	is	about	
the	most	modern	woman	I	met	in	France.		

But	at	any	rate,	the	time	of	the	train	came,	and	we	had	to	leave	for	the	station.	
It	was	quite	obvious	that	Ramuntcho	was	quite	upset	about	the	parting	because	he	
babbled	all	the	way	to	the	station	without	ever	pausing	for	a	single	word	from	me.	
Unfortunately,	an	awful	lot	of	it	took	the	form	of	some	awfully	bitter	words.		I	must	
say	that	I	certainly	have	a	talent	for	inspiring	that	emotion	in	people.	First	Gerd,	and	
now	Ramuntcho.		

My	short	reply	and	goodbye	only	served	to	infuriate	my	departing	friend,	and	
I'm	sure	that	Ramuntcho	will	never	think	that	I	even	understand	one	thing	about	
him.		Actually,	the	opposite	is	true	–	I	understood	Ramuntcho	only	too	well,	but	I	
couldn't	love	all	that	I	understood.		This	time	it	was	no	problem	catching	the	train,	
and	I	found	myself	all	alone	in	the	compartment	and	set	for	the	long	ride	back	to	
Paris.	

	

July	22,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)							
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Paris	comes	early	on	the	Marseilles	run.	And	this	time	I	arrived	just	a	little	
before	6:00	AM.		My	night	had	been	fairly	good	despite	the	fact	that	I	nearly	froze	to	
death,	but	I	was	reasonably	well	prepared	for	the	day	that	was	to	come.		

I	took	the	Metro	to	the	apartment,	stopping	at	the	bakery	to	pick	up	some	
croissants	to	tide	me	over	until	lunchtime.		When	I	arrived	at	the	door	of	the	
apartment,	I	was	pleasantly	surprised	to	find	that	the	inside	lock	was	not	latched	–	
and	I	was	exactly	one	week	late	from	the	time	that	I	said	I	would	return.		I	entered	
my	room	to	find	a	huge	pile	of	letters	waiting	for	me,	and	it	took	the	better	part	of	an	
hour	to	go	through	all	of	them.		

After	a	while	Mab	appeared	in	the	doorway	with	a	trashcan,	and	almost	
jumped	out	of	her	skin	when	she	saw	me.		Then	began	what	amounted	to	about	two	
hours	worth	of	accounts	from	both	sides	about	what	had	happened	over	the	last	two	
weeks.		As	I	had	expected,	she	was	more	than	a	little	upset	over	the	fact	of	my	
disappearance.		But	all	that	was	past	and	there	was	much	to	do	in	the	day	to	come.		

The	first	item	of	business	was	to	answer	several	letters	that	absolutely	
required	answers.	Then	it	was	down	to	the	bank	and	the	post	office	where	I	finally	
got	some	money	and	mailed	some	more	of	the	books	from	Chartres.	Then	it	was	
back	to	the	apartment	where	Mab	had	invited	me	to	join	her	for	lunch.		That	meant	
much	more	long	conversation,	and	I	just	barely	had	enough	time	to	straighten	the	
room	a	little	and	get	my	ass	out	before	some	people	were	arriving	to	which	Matt	
wanted	to	show	my	room.		

I	went	to	Odion	to	try	to	close	out	my	bank	account	and	they	informed	me	
that	I	would	have	to	go	to	the	Champs	Elysées.	So	it	was	into	the	Metro	and	off	to	see	
Mlle.	De	l’Etoile.		All	that	arranged	itself	in	good	time,	and	I	found	myself	to	be	an	
extremely	rich	young	man	–	for	the	moment	anyway.		

Instead	of	taking	the	Metro	back,	I	made	the	trip	on	foot	and	arrived	long	
after	the	people	had	left.		I	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	packing	up	more	books	
and	writing	more	(the	majority	of	which	went	to	JT).		Then	another	telephone	call	
and	another	girl	to	show	the	room	to.	This	time,	too,	I	left	to	get	out	of	the	way.		

This	time	to	the	post	office	again	and	then	to	Mme.	Blanchere's	and	to	the	
market	for	the	makings	for	dinner.			

Jesus!		I	had	forgotten	one	very	important	event	this	morning.		After	going	to	
the	post	office	for	the	first	time,	I	dropped	in	on	Jean‐Pierre	Bartlett	at	his	office	to	
return	his	books	and	to	see	if	he	still	found	me	interesting.		The	interview	was	highly	
unsatisfying,	but	we	did	spend	a	little	time	downstairs	in	the	cave	part	of	his	office	
where	he	succeeded	in	having	an	orgasm	that	did	little	but	make	one	hell	of	a	mess	
of	my	stomach!		I	left	pretty	much	disgusted	by	the	whole	affair	(it	was	quite	
obvious	that	he	was	afraid	I	still	had	some	sort	of	bug	–	and	he	had	every	right	to	be	
so	afraid	–	after	all,	what	I	did	before	wasn't	too	funny).		But	there	is	the	probability	
that	we	will	see	each	other	again	tomorrow	here	in	the	apartment.			
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Anyway,	back	to	dinner	time:	it	passed	alone	in	my	room	–	a	fact	that	
depresses	me	not	one	single	degree,	and	the	rest	of	the	evening	was	devoted	to	
letters	and	this	journal.	Now	I'm	going	to	call	it	a	night.	

	

July	23,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)							

The	morning	started	about	10:30	by	Mab	calling	through	the	door	to	see	if	I	
was	awake.		Well,	of	course,	by	the	time	she	got	through	yelling	I	was	awake,	but	she	
wanted	to	inform	me	that	somebody	else	was	coming	by	at	noon	to	look	the	room,	
and	that	was	her	subtle	way	of	telling	me	to	get	my	ass	out	of	bed	and	get	the	place	
cleaned	up!		

I	did	just	that	and	then	spent	the	rest	of	the	time	writing	letters,	journal	etc.,	
and	just	generally	piddling	around.			Finally	the	lady	came,	and	afterwards	I	went	
down	to	Blanchere’s	to	get	something	for	my	outspoken	stomach.	Then	the	long	
afternoon	stretched	out	before	me	with	nothing	much	to	do,	but	to	see	if	Jean‐Pierre	
would	phone	(I	halfway	hoped	that	he	wouldn't	–	but	only	halfway!).		

Mab	had	said	that	she	would	be	leaving	to	play	bridge	around	three,	and	
before	I	even	realized	it,	she	was	saying	her	goodbyes	and	was	off.		To	be	honest,	I	
don't	even	remember	what	it	was	that	occupied	my	time	until	her	return	around	
8:30.		I	know	that	I	wrapped	up	my	portrait	to	get	it	ready	to	be	sent	off,	and,	of	
course,	I	ate	dinner	and	all	the	shopping	that	precedes	that.		But	otherwise,	I	guess	I	
just	passed	my	time	reading	The	Merry	Month	of	May.		The	book	is	really	not	very	
well	written	(it	is	my	opinion,	if	not	that	of	you,	dear	reader,	that	I	write	much	better	
than	Mr.	Joyce).	But	it	does	manage	to	hold	my	attention,	even	if	I	do	get	rather	
exasperated	with	it	at	times.		

Mab	showed	up,	very	surprised	to	see	me	still	there,	and	gave	me	a	scare	that	
I	had	missed	the	damn	train	again.	It	was	only	that	she	had	misunderstood	the	hours	
and	I	still	had	plenty	of	time.		But	it	was	the	moment	to	get	moving,	so	I	hooked	it	to	
the	Metro,	waited	a	hell	of	a	long	time,	made	the	change	at	Chatelet,	waited	a	hell	of	
a	long	time	again,	and	finally	made	it	to	the	Gare	de	Lyon.		There	I	found	to	my	
surprise	that	the	train	I	wanted	to	take	had	no	special	requirements	as	for	the	Eurail	
pass	was	concerned,	but,	much	to	my	dismay,	I	found	that	it	was	almost	completely	
reserved.	And	the	seats	that	were	not	reserved	were	already	occupied.		I	didn't	
know	what	to	do.		I	knew	from	a	telegram	that	Gerald	would	be	waiting	for	me	at	the	
station	in	Nice	and	that	I	had	to	take	that	particular	train!		

So	after	walking	up	and	down	the	damn	thing	two	or	three	times,	I	plopped	
my	ass	down	in	an	unoccupied	second	class	seat	and	waited	to	see	if	its	owner	
would	show	up.		They	didn't,	but	I	found	myself	in	an	extremely	uncomfortable	
second‐class	compartment	with	seven	other	people,	one	of	whom	included	a	
pregnant	lady	(I	really	don't	know	if	she	was	a	lady,	but	she	certainly	was	pregnant).	
The	night	was	absolutely	horrible,	and	I	got	very,	very	little	sleep	(mainly	because	I	
kept	myself	awake	cussing	because	I	hadn't	made	a	reservation)!	
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July	24,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Nice)							

The	morning	arrived	at	whatever	hour	you	care	to	suggest,	because	I	was	in	a	
semi‐conscious,	groggy	state	all	night	and	did	not	really	come	out	of	it	until	I	put	on	
my	contacts	somewhere	around	St.	Rapheil.			

After	having	passed	Toulon,	I	sought	out	a	first‐class	compartment	and	I	
found	one	completely	empty.	I	couldn't	help	wondering	if	it	had	been	that	way	all	
the	way	from	Paris.	It	was	shown	to	be	reserved,	but	it	didn't	say	how	far	and	I	just	
wondered.			

But	finally,	and	30	minutes	late,	I	might	add,	we	arrived	in	Nice,	and	I	found	
Gerald	there	waiting	for	me	at	the	exit.		He	informed	me	that	a	friend	of	a	friend	of	
his	had	let	us	use	his	apartment	while	he	was	on	vacation,	and	therefore	I	could	
forget	about	having	to	stay	in	a	hotel	(and	the	problems	that	it	involves).		He	also	
announced	that	I	should	not	plan	to	be	back	in	Paris	before	Wednesday	–	all	of	
which	was	hunky‐dory	with	me!		

We	went	to	the	apartment	which	was	completely	bare	of	furniture	except	for	
a	bed	(I	think	that	that's	the	way	all	Frenchmen	live	–	they	just	don't	decorate!).	
Gerald	left	me	there	because	he	had	to	join	his	parents	for	lunch.	I	took	advantage	of	
the	time	to	get	cleaned	up	and	to	go	downstairs	and	wolf	down	a	sandwich.		Before	
Gerald	left,	of	course,	there	was	a	little	messing	around,	but	we	didn't	succeed	in	
doing	anything	much	except	Gerald	messing	up	my	stomach	a	little	with	his	
exuberance.		

When	he	returned	after	lunch,	we	headed	for	the	beach,	a	very	special	beach,	
I	might	add,	which	had	the	singular	quality	of	being	populated	solely	by	men.	And	a	
great	many	very	good	looking	men	at	that.		We	stayed	at	the	beach	watching	the	
beautiful	parade	of	swimming	trunks	and	meeting	a	quantity	of	Gerald's	friends.		We	
left	in	the	late	afternoon	because	I	had	mentioned	that	I	wanted	to	go	see	the	Puces	
of	Nice	(again).		Gerald	is	really	a	wonderful	person	and	wants	to	do	everything	
(literally)	to	make	me	happy	–	so	off	we	went.		

I	rummaged	through	the	same	stalls	as	two	months	ago	and	found	nothing	of	
real	interest	except	an	old	lace	curtain	and	a	lace	bedspread,	both	of	which	I	bought.	
We	spent	our	hour	on	the	parking	meter	there	and	then	headed	back	to	the	
apartment,	but	Gerald	stopped	before	hand	because	he	had	informed	me	earlier	that	
I	was	to	go	into	a	pharmacy	to	buy	some	“Hyalomiel,”	the	French	equivalent	
(although	not	so	effective)	of	KY.		Well,	I	was	only	too	pleased	to	make	that	little	
purchase	despite	the	fact	that	the	dear	druggist	was	so	embarrassed.		

I	walked	on	to	the	apartment	because	Gerald	had	to	return	home	to	pick	up	
another	friend	–	Alfred	(these	French	names	really	get	to	one	after	awhile).		Once	
again	I	used	the	time	to	get	dressed	up,	and,	before	I	knew	it,	Gerald	was	back	–	
although	without	his	friend.		

He	explained	that	he	wasn't	at	home	when	he	had	returned	and	that	we	
would	have	to	drop	back	by	and	pick	him	up.		And	that	is	precisely	what	we	did.	
Then	we	drove	to	the	apartment	of	that	friend	that	we	had	met	on	the	beach,	Jean‐
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Paul,	who	happen	to	be	a	doctor.		From	there	we	headed	to	the	supermarket,	Bill	
dying	of	hunger	already,	to	buy	the	makings	for	an	absolutely	huge	salad	that	we	
finally	got	around	to	eating	at	about	10:30.	Because	of	the	late	hour,	we	had	to	drive	
all	the	way	to	a	big	shopping	center	called	“Cap	3000”	or	we	would	have	gone	
hungry.			

After	dinner	it	had	been	announced	that	we	were	stepping	out	for	the	
evening,	and,	as	it	turned	out,	it	was	quite	a	giant	step.	We	drove	all	the	way	to	
Cannes,	where	there	was	a	gay	bar	in	which	they	presented	a	drag	show.	The	star	
was	an	American,	of	all	people,	and	his	pianist	was	Australian.	He‐she	actually	sang	
the	songs,	a	big	difference	from	those	of	Dallas,	and,	to	use	a	rather	trite	phrase	(as	if	
it	were	the	first),	a	good	time	was	had	by	all.	We	danced	until	early	in	the	morning,	
and	by	the	time	we	got	to	bed	back	in	Nice	it	was	3:30	AM.	

	

July	25,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Nice)							

Morning,	as	might	well	be	expected,	did	not	come	to	pass.		All	I	can	vaguely	
remember	was	Gerald	waking	me	up	to	say	goodbye,	and	about	the	only	romantic	
thing	that	I	could	come	up	with	to	say	was	to	ask	what	time	it	was!		Then	I	just	rolled	
over	and	journeyed	back	to	snoozeville.		And	this	passed	a	glorious	morning.		

Gerald	had	said	goodbye	because	he	had	to	go	to	Antibes	to	eat	lunch	with	his	
parents	and	Alfred.		But	he	had	taken	good	care	to	see	that	I	wouldn't	have	time	to	
get	bored	–	therefore,	at	12:30,	the	doorbell	rang	and	I,	knowing	who	it	was,	ran	to	
the	door	stark	naked	to	greet	a	rather	surprised	(pleasantly,	if	I	dare	say	so)	Jean‐
Paul.		He	had	been	delegated	the	rather	dubious	honor	of	chauffeuring	me	to	the	
beach	where	we	were	to	meet	Gerald	and	Alfred	later	in	the	afternoon.		

I	bussled	around	and	got	dressed,	and	we	set	out	for	that	spot	known	as	
"Coco	Beach"	to	the	in‐crowd	and	the	Queer	Beach	to	the	rest	of	the	world.		We	
stopped	for	a	breakfast	of	coffee	and	sandwiches	at	the	top	of	the	cliff	and	then	
made	our	way	down	to	the	rocks.		There	we	passed	a	few	hours	just	laying	around	in	
the	sun.		

After	a	while	I	thought	I	would	take	a	little	foot	tour	to	see	what	there	was	of	
interest	a	little	bit	further	up	the	shore.		I	knew,	of	course,	that	it	was	much	more	
isolated	and	probably	a	little	hanky‐panky	was	usually	on	the	agenda	for	that	side	of	
the	rocks.		But	I	went	with	the	intention	of	lifting	my	swimming	suit	just	to	give	my	
little	penis	some	more	solar	exposure	before	heading	back	to	the	never‐show‐
yourself‐with	less‐than‐and‐overcoat	station.			

In	order	to	get	where	I	wanted	to	go,	however,	I	had	to	climb	across	the	face	
of	a	cliff	–	all	in	the	process	of	which	I	just	missed	falling	and	breaking	my	silly	skull	
open.		There	was	actually	a	place	where	I	was	really	and	truly	afraid,	and	when	I	
finally	got	to	the	other	side,	I	was	quaking.		

I	laid	out	in	a	nice	isolated	spot	and	bared	it	all.		I	couldn't	have	been	there	10	
minutes	before	I	had	not	one,	but	two	guys	right	beside	me,	stripped	to	the	short	
hairs	and	cruising	like	crazy	–	and	either	one	would	have	been	all	right	with	me	if	I	
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had	been	free.		But	the	mosquitoes	were	more	numerous	then	the	cruisers,	so	I	set	
out,	this	time	swimming,	for	a	little	ways	further	on.		

My	preferred	one	from	the	first	place	followed	me,	and	before	long	we	were	
laying	on	the	same	cemented	platform.		But	at	that	point	it	was	all	very	innocent	(as	
innocent	as	to	queers	laying	naked	beside	each	other	can	be),	and	our	relationship	
had	not	passed	the	point	of	conversation.		I	must	admit	that	it	was	beginning	to	take	
other	directions	when	all	of	a	sudden,	who	should	appear	on	the	horizon,	but	Jean‐
Paul!	It	seems	that	he	also	had	the	intention	of	finding	something	interesting	among	
the	rocks.		

He	asked	me	what	would	happen	if	Gerald	came,	and	I	told	him	that	if	he	had	
the	intention	of	staying	in	the	area,	I	would	go	back	to	await	his	arrival	on	the	
"public"	beach.		He	informed	me	that	such	was	his	intention,	so	off	I	went,	once	
again	by	sea,	holding	my	tennis	shoes	high	in	the	air	while	side	stroking.	Before	I	
had	gone	too	far,	an	air	mattress	offered	my	tennis	shoes	a	lift.		Arriving	at	the	rocks	
presented	the	problem	of	obtaining	dry	land,	and	in	the	process,	I	managed	to	both	
step	on	a	sea	urchin	and	plunge	the	shoes	under	about	a	foot	of	seawater.	I	was	
pissed.	And	it	was	that	moment	that	Gerald	and	Alfred	arrived.		

We	stayed	there	on	the	beach	for	the	rest	of	the	afternoon,	but	eventually	we	
climbed	up	the	hill	for	a	drink	in	the	same	café	where	I	had	eaten	brunch	and	then	
headed	for	the	apartment.		We	stopped	on	the	way	to	get	a	treatment	for	my	urchin	
spines	(which	happened	to	be	simple	iodine)	and	then	they	dropped	me	off	at	the	
apartment	again	to	get	cleaned	up.		

The	plan	was	to	go	back	to	Jean‐Paul's	place	to	finish	the	salad	of	the	night	
before.		To	that	end,	I	was	soon	back	in	the	car	headed	for	the	apartment	on	the	
Promenade	des	Anglais.			

We	were	seven	for	dinner,	and	two	others	showed	up	for	drinks	before	hand.	
The	evening	passed	in	conversation,	and	it	was	not	until	around	11:00	PM	that	we	
said	our	mad	goodbyes	(mad	in	the	sense	of	campy	crazy),	and	headed	for	home.		
We	dropped	off	Alfred	this	time,	and	Gerald	and	I	went	to	the	borrowed	apartment	
alone.		We	had	both	been	far	too	tired	last	night	to	put	my	pharmacy	purchase	to	
any	use,	but	tonight	was	a	different	matter.		But	France	just	had	to	wait,	because	
there	was	a	little	KY	left,	and	as	long	as	American	technology	held	out,	I	intended	to	
put	it	to	good	use.		So	we	made	love	–	good,	long	love.		I	loved	it	and	Gerald	loved	it.		
I	must	say	but	it	was	certainly	a	nice	change	from	Ramuntcho	–	more	like	the	good	
old	days	of	Pierre	Filhol.		Being	with	Gerald	is	a	real	pleasure	because	each	of	us	
thinks	so	much	about	the	other’s	pleasure.		We	had	a	lot	of	fun	and	fell	sound	asleep	
deep	in	each	other's	arms.	

	

July	26,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Nice	&	Montpellier)								

The	morning	arrived	fairly	early	but	with	some	nice	touches.	The	dawn	had	
done	nothing	to	spoil	the	pleasure	and	the	giving	of	the	night	before,	and	a	tender	
morning	forecast	a	wonderful	day.	It	was	the	date	of	our	departure	from	Nice,	so	he	
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got	up	and	got	shaved	and	dressed,	and	while	Gerald	went	to	pick	up	Alfred,	I	
straightened,	cleaned,	and	mopped	the	apartment.		

When	they	reshowed,	we	carried	the	luggage	downstairs,	loaded	the	car	and	
set	out	for	the	highway.	We	dropped	off	the	keys	at	Jean	Paul's	and	then	hit	the	road.	
Our	destination	was	Montpellier.		I	had	no	idea	where	the	hell	that	was,	or	how	long	
it	would	take	to	get	there,	but	since	I	was	just	along	for	the	ride	anyway,	it	really	
didn't	matter.		

Gerald	drove	steadily	throughout	the	day,	and	our	only	real	stop	was	on	a	
side	road	to	eat	a	lunch	that	his	mother	had	fixed	for	the	two	of	them	(not	knowing	
that	Bill	existed).		Much	to	my	surprise,	we	arrived	at	Montpellier	around	2:30	in	the	
afternoon,	and	I	also	discovered	that	we	had	not	yet	even	left	the	coast,	although	we	
had	managed	to	bypass	Marseilles.		Upon	arrival	at	Montpellier,	we	went	to	the	
house	of	a	friend	of	Gerald’s	and,	as	he	had	hoped,	he	invited	us	to	spend	the	night	at	
his	place.		

We	had	a	wonderful	little	three‐room	house,	that	unfortunately	he	had	
managed	to	be	reduced	to	a	horrible	condition.		But	it	was	free,	and	Bobbie,	the	
friend,	was	beautiful	–	so	things	look	like	they	would	be	all	right.		Bobbie	was	just	
leaving	for	work,	so	the	house	was	left	to	Gerald	and	me.		We	each	took	a	shower	
and	then	laid	down	together	on	the	bed.		One	thing	led	to	another	and	well,	Gerald	
was	soon	satisfied.		I	was	to	wait	until	nightfall.		

Gerald	had	done	some	hard‐driving	in	hot	weather,	so	while	he	took	a	little	
siesta,	I	wrote	a	little	and	read	a	little.		Towards	late	afternoon	we	got	dressed	in	
order	to	go	out	for	a	short	tour	of	the	city.		We	parked	the	car	in	the	middle	of	town	
and	proceed	to	see	what	there	was	to	see.		We	also	did	a	little	shopping	as	was	
necessary	for	the	evening	meal	(it	had	been	decided	that	once	again	the	menu	will	
consist	uniquely	of	a	salad).		And	some	of	my	beloved	French	pastry	was	sought	out	
and	hastened	down	the	hatch.		Only	then	did	we	go	to	Bobby's	store	to	meet	two	
other	guys	that	were	to	join	us	for	dinner.		

He	was	closing	up	shop,	so	while	he	did	that	the	four	of	us	went	to	a	café	for	
an	aperitif.		Much	to	my	surprise,	the	main	café	on	the	main	street	turned	out	to	be	
just	about	the	equivalent	of	the	Au	Flore	in	Paris,	although	admittedly	on	a	smaller	
scale	–	but	not	bad	for	Montpelier!		We	did	the	usual	to	our	drinks	(i.e.,	drank	them)	
and	headed	for	the	house.		

The	rest	of	the	evening	passed	much	like	the	evening	before,	in	conversation.	
Only	the	faces	had	changed.		A	pretty,	yet	bitchy,	lesbian	joined	us	for	dinner,	and	
the	topics	of	conversation	during	dinner	were	as	diverse	as	the	contents	of	the	salad.	
After	dinner,	I	sat	on	the	floor	listing	to	the	new	Ike	and	Tina	Turner	album	
"Working	Together"	and	talking	to	the	guy	that	turned	out	to	be	Bobbie’s	current	
flame,	about	the	wonders	of	drugs.		Naturally,	my	part	was	to	listen	and	ask	
questions,	seeing	as	my	experience	in	that	field	is	as	yet	highly	limited.		

Then,	because	we	wanted	to	get	an	early	start	in	the	morning,	the	party	
broke	up	and	Gerald	and	I	headed	for	our	bedroom.		The	bed	consisted	of	two	
mattresses	laid	side‐by‐side	on	the	floor,	but	that	was	okay	with	us.	This	was	the	
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night	that	France	was	to	place	its	entry	in	the	lubricant	contest,	and	I	must	say	that	
Hyalomiel	came	through	with	flying	colors!		I	had	one	hell	of	a	time	getting	it	found	
and	opened	in	the	dark	while	trying	not	to	make	so	much	noise	that	I	would	get	a	
blow‐by‐blow	account	in	the	next	room.		Finally,	I	succeeded	in	getting	greased	up	
and	what	followed	can	be	described	in	no	other	terms	other	than	an	A‐number‐one	
fuck!		It	must've	lasted	a	good	15	minutes	and	could	have	gone	on	all	night	if	I	had	
just	held	myself	back.		

Gerald	and	I	really	work	well	together,	and	although	he	told	me	at	Levant	
that	he	doesn't	do	it	very	often,	I	don't	think	either	of	our	experiences	was	marred	
by	his	lack	of	practice.	I	really	do	hope	that	he	enjoys	it	because	if	he	is	enduring	it	
just	to	give	me	pleasure,	he's	being	far,	far	too	nice.	We	both	ended	up	being	highly	
satisfied	–	even	more	than	last	night,	and	we	fell	asleep	having	need	only	for	one	
mattress.	

	

July	27,	1971		‐	Tuesday	‐		(Montpellier,	Nimes,	Le	Puy	&	Vichy)									

Billie	came	in	to	wake	us	up	and	to	inform	us	that	we	had	all	overslept	and	
that	it	was	already	9:00	o'clock.		At	first	I	wouldn't	believe	him	because	of	the	lack	of	
light	in	the	room,	but	one	glance	at	my	watch	confirmed	what	he	had	said.		

There	was	quite	a	bit	of	the	expected	kidding	about	noise	emanating	from	
our	room	the	night	before,	and	we	all	had	a	good	laugh	at	our	expense	(Gerald	and	I	
knew	that	they	were	just	jealous,	the	poor	devils).		Bobbie	left	immediately	for	work,	
but	Gerald’s	other	friend	(who	has	a	damned	French	hyphenated	name	that	I	cannot	
remember)	was	nice	enough	to	fix	breakfast	for	us.			

Surprisingly	enough,	we	did	manage	to	get	on	the	road	by	around	10:30,	but	
that	was	quite	a	bit	later	than	we	had	originally	planned	on.		Yesterday	our	plan	for	
today	was	to	visit	Avignon	and	some	of	the	châteaus	of	the	Loire.		But	because	of	our	
late	departure,	and	the	suggestion	that	we	were	out	of	our	minds	to	try	and	make	
that	trip	in	two	days,	things	changed	a	bit	–	totally,	in	fact.		First	on	the	list	to	be	
dropped	was	Avignon.		Instead,	we	went	to	Nimes	for	a	glimpse	at	the	Gallo	Roman	
arena.		I	knew	that	there	were	some	Roman	ruins	there,	but	I	was	awaiting	nothing	
like	what	I	saw.	The	"arena"	as	they	called	it	turned	out	to	be	a	small	version	of	the	
Coliseum	in	Rome.	I	was	both	shocked	and	impressed.	It	is	really	fabulously	well	
preserved,	and	I	got	the	impression	that	is	still	gets	quite	a	bit	of	used	today!		

Then,	instead	of	heading	straight	for	Lyons	by	way	of	the	superhighway,	we	
set	out	across	the	Massif	Central51	headed	for	Le	Puy.		And	I	am	so	glad	that	we	
decided	to	take	that	route.	It	was	truly	a	beautiful	part	of	France	and	around	every	
turn	in	the	road	(and	there	were	quite	a	few)	there	was	some	hidden	château	or	
beautiful	river	that	came	into	sight.			

And	Le	Puy	was	really	something	else.		I	had	seen	pictures	of	it	in	guides	and	
the	reality	was	just	as	beautiful	if	not	more	so.			We	got	out	and	walked	through	
																																																								
51	an	elevated	region	in	south‐central	France,	consisting	of	mountains	and	plateau,	covering	15	percent	of	the	
country	
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what	I	think	was	the	main	cathedral	and	had	a	look	at	the	ladies	making	lace.		I	
would	classify	Le	Puy	as	among	the	most	beautiful	and	interesting	towns	that	I	have	
seen	in	France.		Although	it	was	getting	rather	late	by	the	time	we	left	Le	Puy,	we	
decided	that	we	would	continue	as	far	as	possible	in	order	not	to	have	too	much	
writing	to	do	the	following	day.		

Much	to	both	of	our	surprise,	and	thanks	to	a	straightening	of	the	road,	we	
made	it	all	the	way	to	Vichy	before	9:00	PM.		There,	right	in	the	middle	of	
downtown,	we	found	a	nice	little	hotel,	the	"Riviera,"	and	got	a	room.	We	were	both	
starving	and,	although	most	of	the	restaurants	were	closed	at	that	time,	we	managed	
to	find	one	and	have	dinner.		

Afterwards,	it	was	a	nighttime	walk	around	the	city	in	the	pouring	rain.	But	
they	seem	to	be	used	to	evening	showers	there,	and	the	whole	center	of	the	town	is	
criss‐crossed	by	1900	Belle	Époque	canopied	walkways.		We	wandered	around	for	a	
while,	breathing	in	the	night	air	to	counter	the	effects	of	the	wine	at	dinner,	but	
before	long	loyally	headed	for	the	hotel	room.		

The	bed	was	big	and	soft	and	extremely	inviting.	I	had	really	looked	forward	
to	going	to	bed	again	with	Gerald,	and	the	results	were	not	disappointing.		The	
details	are	not	important,	but	it	is	significant	to	note	that	neither	of	us	showed	any	
signs	whatsoever	of	getting	bored.			

Before	I	close	off	the	day,	I	must	mention	one	crazy	thing	that	happened	at	
lunch	time	that	I	forgot	to	record.	We	had	stopped	at	a	roadside	stand	to	buy	
sandwiches	for	lunch,	and	I	also	bought	a	string	of	garlic	for	Mab	that	was	to	have	a	
strange	ending.		But	that	is	not	the	story	I	want	to	tell.			We	bought	our	sandwiches	
and	then	set	out	to	find	a	nice	secluded	place	to	eat	them.	But	during	July	and	
August,	France	is	literally	jammed	with	tourists,	and	the	idea	of	a	secluded	spot	is	
almost	absurd.		We	finally	found	what	we	thought	would	be	a	nice	place,	but	it	
turned	out	to	be	absolutely	covered	with	garbage	(that	was	to	prove	to	be	a	trend	
along	the	French	highways).	But	we	decided	to	go	ahead	and	eat	our	lunch	and	try	to	
ignore	the	trash.	We	were	a	little	way	off	the	highway	on	a	side	road	and	we	did	not	
see	until	we	got	there	that	there	was	an	old	abandon	hulk	of	a	car.		I	got	the	crazy	
idea	to	take	out	some	of	the	film,	that	we	had	bought,	of	us	on	the	car	–	that	may	not	
sound	all	that	interesting,	but	my	plans	were	to	do	it	in	the	nude!		Gerald	thought	it	
was	a	great	idea,	although	he	was	nervous	of	our	proximity	to	the	highway,	we	
proceeded	to	take	some	real	Playboy	pinup	poses.	Is	there	nothing	that	too	crazy	
queens	won't	do?	

	

July	28,	1971		‐	Wednesday	‐		(Vichy	&	Paris)								

We	woke	up	early	this	morning	and	had	a	little	time	to	play	around	before	
the	girl	came	in	at	8:30	with	our	breakfast	tray.		I	don't	know	which	I	like	better	
with	Gerald,	the	nights	or	the	mornings.		He	is	so	tender	and	loving	that	he	makes	
waking	up,	a	usually	traumatic	experience,	a	real	pleasure.		
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I	guess	it	should	be	said,	however,	that	we	have	been	leading	a	life	of	relative	
leisure	over	the	past	few	days,	and	that	just	may	inspire	voluptuousness.		But	
whatever	the	reason,	it	has	been	great,	and	I	was	not	at	all	glad	to	pack	up	the	bags,	
pay	the	bill,	and	get	back	in	the	car.		But	we	did	just	that,	and	then	took	a	little	tour	
of	Vichy,	going	by	to	see	the	river,	the	house	of	Mme.	De	Sévigné,	and	to	drink	some	
water	at	a	source	just	so	we	could	say	that	we	had	done	it.		I	must	say	that	I	found	it	
rather	ridiculous	to	see	all	those	fancy	installations	and	beautiful	buildings	all	set	up	
so	that	people	could	stand	around	and	drink	water	–	all	the	while	acting	like	they	
were	taking	communion	or	something.		The	overall	effect	was	extremely	“Mort	â	
Venise”	and	the	whole	place	reeked	of	an	era	gone	by.		The	number	of	old	people	
hobbling	around	the	streets	inquiring	as	to	the	condition	of	one	another's	livers	was	
just	incredible!		

But	we	had	a	lot	of	ground	to	cover	in	order	to	make	Paris	before	too	late	in	
the	afternoon,	so	off	we	went	in	a	cloud	of	mud	(it	would	have	been	dust,	but	it	
rained	early	this	morning).		

We	made	good	time	and	had	the	time	to	stop	in	Moulins	and	Nevers	to	see	
the	towns	and	their	cathedrals.		For	lunch	we	did	the	same	crazy	thing	as	the	day	
before.	We	bought	the	ingredients	to	make	our	sandwiches	and	did	succeed	in	
finding	a	very	secluded	clearing	in	the	words	in	order	to	eat.	Gerald	spread	out	a	
tarp	that	we	had	to	eat	on,	and	before	we	ate	lunch	I	insisted	that	Gerald	strip	and	
let	me	take	his	picture	like	he	was	stretched	out	on	a	bearskin.		He's	the	kind	of	guy	
that	is	willing	to	do	almost	anything	and	now	I	can't	wait	to	see	how	the	pictures	
turn	out!		Whoever	develops	them	is	going	to	think	that	we	were	a	couple	of	dizzy	
queens,	but	since	nothing	genital	showed,	they	shouldn't	be	classed	as	porn.		

The	afternoon	rolled	by	and	we	rolled	closer	and	closer	to	Paris.		All	good	
things	must	come	to	an	end,	and	such	was	the	sad	case	of	our	trip	together.		We	
arrived	in	Paris	later	than	we	should	have	because	neither	of	us	were	crazy	about	
the	idea	of	leaving	the	other.		I	guess	it	is	a	good	thing	that	Gerald	is	leaving	for	
Russia	tomorrow	(in	the	car,	no	less)	or	I	might	have	really	had	trouble	getting	
ready	for	my	departure	for	the	States.		

We	finally	arrived	in	the	big	city	and	he	dropped	me	off	at	Rue	de	Seine	–	but	
the	garlic	I	had	bought	for	Mab	stayed	right	there	in	the	back	window	of	the	car,	
forgotten	until	I	was	in	the	elevator	between	the	second	and	third	pillars.	I	rushed	
back	down	hoping	that	he	had	hit	a	long	red	light,	but	no	such	luck	and	the	garlic	as	
of	this	date	must	remain	with	an	unfinished	ending.		

I	returned	to	my	room	to	find	Mab	not	there	and	a	note	saying	that	she	would	
not	return	before	11:00	PM.		I	also	had	note	saying	that	Bernard	Vyvermans,	the	
Belgian	that	I	had	met	in	Rome,	had	called	twice	from	Nice	and	I	should	expect	a	call	
from	him	tonight	from	Paris.		But	the	time	for	the	call	has	long	passed,	and	it	looks	
like	I	will	have	to	wait	until	morning.		A	shame,	too,	because	I	could	have	fucked	him	
tonight,	but	tomorrow	is	impossible!		

I	did	all	the	shopping	necessary	for	dinner	and	mailed	a	package	of	books,	
then	settled	down	to	eat	and	spend	the	entire	evening	catching	up	this	account	of	
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the	great	three	days.		It	looks	like	volume	two	of	this	journal	–	and	my	stay	in	France	
–	just	may	draw	to	a	close	at	about	the	same	time.		

A	few	more	hours	of	the	evening	lay	before	me,	but	I'm	not	expecting	
anything	more	exciting	than	a	bath	to	happen.	Well,	the	bath	was	nice	–	and	there	
really	wasn't	anything	overly	exciting	that	happened	with	the	possible	exception	of	
the	fact	that	when	Mab	showed	up,	she	presented	me	with	a	note	that	she	had	found	
under	the	door	upon	arriving.	It	consisted	of	a	letter	from	Bernard	saying	that	he	
was	in	Paris	and	if	I	got	to	town	before	9:00	PM,	I	should	call	him.	Seeing	as	how	it	
was	almost	midnight,	or	even	after,	I	didn't	think	that	that	would	be	too	appropriate	
to	disturb	them,	so	I	postponed	the	call	until	morning.	

	

July	29,	1971		‐	Thursday	‐		(Paris)								

My	morning	started	out	with	nothing	more	glamorous	than	mail	call,	but	
after	getting	shaved	and	dressed,	I	decided	that	maybe	I	had	better	call	Bernard	just	
to	be	polite.	I	managed	to	wake	him	up,	but	I	had	no	idea	what	is	plans	were	in	Paris,	
and	9:30	was	about	the	only	time	I	thought	I	could	be	reasonably	sure	of	catching	
him.		

He	asked	if	he	could	see	me,	and	I	told	him	that	I	would	come	to	his	hotel	(for	
once	in	all	innocence,	with	no	other	intentions).		I	set	out	on	foot,	and,	much	to	my	
personal	disgust	and	hurt	pseudo‐Parisian	pride,	I	could	not	for	the	life	of	me	find	
the	Rue	des	Ecoles	without	having	to	ask	a	cop.		

I	arrived	at	the	hotel,	mounted	the	one	flight	of	stairs	to	Bernard's	room,	and	
knocked.	He	came	to	the	door	without	a	shirt	on,	and	I	must	say	that	I	was	much	
taken	aback	by	a	beauty	that	evidently	I	had	not	fully	appreciated	in	Rome.		

Of	course,	he	had	spent	15	days	bronzing	his	body	in	Greece	–	a	phenomenon	
that	usually	helps	out	most	of	our	appearances.		But	it	was	nice,	really	nice	and	his	
body	was	the	nicest	surprise	of	all.		Tan,	smooth,	almost	hairless,	and	really	a	fine	
set	of	muscles.	I	know	that	my	eyes	must	have	done	the	talking	that	my	mouth	had	
trouble	with.		

But	I	find	it	proudly	significant	to	note	at	this	point	that	the	conversation	
changed	into	French	from	the	English	of	the	Roman	meeting.		We	talked	for	a	while	
about	I	have	no	idea	what,	but	the	conversation	must	have	eventually	gotten	sexy	
(oh	yes,	he	had	been	on	a	nudist	beach	in	Greece	and	I	asked	to	see	all	is	tan),	
because	as	he	got	up,	he	walked	over	and	kissed	me.		

It	hardly	need	be	recorded	that	before	many	seconds	could	go	by,	we	were	
sacked	out	in	his	bed	(I	would've	sworn	that	it	was	too	early	in	the	morning	for	that	
type	of	thing).		And	maybe,	in	the	long	run,	that	was	the	case	although	I	did	manage	
to	get	an	erection,	and	the	cream	and	insertion	immediately	followed,	but	
unfortunately	so	did	the	orgasm	(the	little	bastard	really	did	excite	me)	–	after	that,	
it	was	all	she	wrote	and	there	was	just	no	way	that	it	would	get	hard	again	for	hours	
to	come.		
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I	beat	him	off	(in	the	masturbation	sense	of	the	word),	but	the	whole	affair	
was	extremely	sloppy	and	hardly	satisfying	for	either	of	us.	I	hesitated	to	even	ask	if	
he	still	wanted	to	keep	our	plans	for	lunch	together,	because	I	had	a	funny	feeling	
about	what	his	answer	would	be.		But	I	asked	anyway	and	was	wrong.		He	still	
wanted	to	continue	as	scheduled.		

I	had	instructions	to	call	Gerald	and	Pierre	around	noon,	so	I	told	him	that	I	
would	have	to	return	to	my	apartment	first.	He	checked	out	of	the	hotel	and	we	
carried	his	luggage	to	Rue	de	Seine	where	it	was	to	await	departure	later	that	
afternoon	on	a	flight	to	Brussels.		Bernard	and	I	made	a	rendezvous	at	the	Deux	
Maggots	before	lunch,	and	then	I	went	upstairs	to	see	about	what	sort	of	
arrangements	needed	to	be	made	in	my	little	life.		

I	made	my	first	phone	call	to	Pierre	who	said	that	he	was	busy	for	dinner	but	
would	meet	Gerald	and	me	afterwards	for	a	drink.		He	gave	me	the	schedule	of	how	
we	might	hope	to	contact	each	other	again	(his	days	are	always	full,	to	say	the	very	
least),	and	then	I	placed	the	call	to	Gerald.		We	must	have	talked	for	a	good	45	
minutes,	but	I	must	admit	that	it	had	been	a	good	while	since	we	had	seen	each	
other.		

The	important	part	of	the	conversation	consisted	of	the	fact	that	we	couldn't	
have	dinner	together	tonight	as	originally	planned,	but	he	preferred	to	put	it	off	
until	the	next	day.		That	was	okay	with	me,	and	by	the	time	we	finally	hung	up,	it	
was	too	late	to	catch	Pierre	again	at	his	apartment.		

The	phone	calls	had	taken	every	minute	of	my	time,	so	I	immediately	started	
out	for	the	café.		Bernard	was	there	waiting	for	me,	of	course,	and	while	we	sat	there	
on	the	terrace,	two	people	happen	by	the	Bernard	knew	–	one	of	which,	he	later	told	
me,	he	had	made	it	with	one	night	on	the	beach	at	St.	Tropez.		

I	suggested	that	we	have	lunch	at	Mitsuka	there	near	the	Drugstore	St.	
Germain,	and	Bernard	was	willing	to	try	it.		It	was	during	this	lunch	that	Bernard	fell	
far	too	far	in	love	with	me.		Now	that	may	sound	like	one	hell	of	a	conceited	
statement,	but	once	again	he	later	told	me	just	exactly	that	and	later	events	were	to	
prove	it	to	be	true.	But	all	that	was	to	become	evident	later	and	the	surface	problem	
at	the	moment	was	how	to	spend	the	afternoon	while	waiting	for	the	time	for	his	
airplane	to	roll	around.		

He	had	mentioned	something	about	and	exposition	at	the	Orangerie,	so	we	
headed	in	that	direction,	certainly	in	no	great	hurry.	We	walked	through	the	
Tuileries	garden	and	across	the	famous	(at	least	to	me)	gay	terrace,	and	finally	
found	ourselves	in	front	of	the	Orangerie.		But	the	exposition	was	on	the	art	of	Islam	
–	the	subject	that	turned	us	both	off	100%	so	we	made	our	way	over	to	the	Jeu	de	
Paume52	because	I	had	never	seen	it.		

The	number	of	tourists	was	so	incredible	that	we	turned	on	our	heels	
without	even	going	inside	and	retired	to	a	bench	there	in	the	garden.	We	talked	for	a	

																																																								
52	The	Galerie	Nationale	du	Jeu	de	Paume	is	a	museum	of	contemporary	art	in	the	north	corner	(west	side)	of	the	
Tuileries	Gardens,	next	to	the	Place	de	la	Concorde,	in	Paris.	
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while	before	it	was	suggested	that	we	go	to	the	Drugstore	St.	Germain	for	some	ice	
cream.			

In	fact,	we	did	one	hell	of	a	lot	of	talking	during	this	day.	At	least	eight	hours	
worth	nonstop,	I	would	say.		Once	at	the	Drugstore,	I	ordered	my	weakness	of	a	
banana	split	and	continue	talking	to	Bernard	across	the	whipped	cream.		Our	next	
stop	was	the	Luxembourg	Gardens	because,	although	it	wasn't	quite	time	to	head	for	
Invalides,	it	was	getting	closer,	and	Luxembourg	was	very	convenient	to	Rue	de	
Seine.		

We	walked	around	for	awhile	and	then	set	down	on	another	bench.	At	one	
point,	Bernard	made	the	comment	that	he	would	like	to	kiss	me,	so	I	leaned	over	
and	smacked	him	on	the	mouth.	He	was	delighted	but	I	thought	he	was	going	to	
burst	with	embarrassment.	Despite	his	deep	tan,	he	turned	a	bright	red	and	was	
literally	speechless	for	a	few	moments.	And	there	the	big	decision	started	its	
formation.		

By	this	time	Mab	had	left	the	apartment	so	it	was	safe	to	take	Bernard	
upstairs.	There	the	big	decision	was	soon	complete.		No,	he	would	not	take	the	plane	
that	evening,	but	rather	the	following	morning.	And	just	where	would	you	spend	the	
night?	That's	right,	95	Rue	de	Seine!	All	total	insanity,	of	course,	but	insanity	has	
become	a	way	of	life	over	the	past	few	months.		

After	the	decision	and	several	phone	calls	had	been	made,	we	got	down	to	
serious	business	on	my	narrow	little	bed.		And	a	big	part	of	the	serious	business	was	
me	taking	my	turn	and	getting	my	little	ass	screwed.		It	had	been	one	hell	of	a	long	
time	since	that	had	happened	–	I	believe	the	last	time	was	with	Bob	Parte	at	the	
Fairmont	before	he	went	semi‐hippie.		But		at	any	rate,	Bernard	pleased	me	a	great	
deal,	and	I	didn't	feel	that	it	would	be	fair	to	refuse	him.		I	have	been	looking	for	a	
candidate	with	which	to	dispose	of	a	few	of	my	remaining	hang‐ups.		So	I	got	fucked	
–	really	fucked.		And	it	hurt	and	I	still	found	that	I	didn't	like	it	one	bit.	But	all	the	
displeasure	of	it	passed	quickly	and	I	was	happy	that	Bernard	had	been	satisfied	by	
it.		

It	was	getting	late	and	the	hide	and	seek	game	had	to	begin.	The	first	item	on	
the	agenda	was	to	get	rid	of	Bernard's	luggage.	So	we	headed	for	the	Metro	at	
Mabillon	(me	jokingly	commenting	that	now	I	was	a	real	Texan	because	I	now	truly	
walked	bowlegged).		We	deposed	his	luggage	in	a	locker	at	Invalides	to	await	a	
certain	pickup	(this	time)	the	next	morning.		Then	back	to	the	Metro	where	we	had	
the	intention	of	eating	at	La	Coupole.		

We	arrived	to	find	that	that	famous	restaurant	was	taking	its	summer	
vacation	so	we	settled	for	the	Donce	which	turned	out	to	be	just	as	good.		

By	the	time	we	finally	finished,	it	was	well	past	the	all	clear	time	that	we	
could	head	back	to	the	apartment.		So	one	more	time	in	the	Metro	and	we	found	
ourselves	at	St.	Germain.		Maybe	I	ought	to	clarify	at	this	point	that	this	was	not	one	
of	those	ordinary	shack	ups	at	Rue	de	Seine	like	when	Ramuntcho	stayed	the	night.	
This	one	had	the	unique	(or	almost	unique)	significance	that	Mab	was	right	there	in	
the	apartment,	and,	if	not	asleep,	at	least	with	her	earplugs	securely	in	place.	And	
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since	I	thought	that	I	knew	her	hours	by	then,	I	knew	that	we	were	planning	to	leave	
before	she	would	be	rising.		So	we	snuck	into	the	apartment	with	as	little	noise	as	
possible	–	and	in	as	little	time	as	possible	we	were	asleep	in	each	other's	arms.	

	

July	30,	1971		‐	Friday	‐		(Paris)								

Thanks	to	a	faithful	alarm	clock	–	no,	I	take	that	back;	I	believe	it	was	Bernard	
that	woke	me	up.		But	at	any	rate,	it	was	damned	early	and	just	as	well,	because	the	
first	order	of	business	was	that	of	a	murderer:	to	get	rid	of	the	body.		

We	got	up	and	dressed	with	the	smallest	amount	of	noise	possible,	and	I	
began	to	get	really	scared	about	what	would	happen	if	Mab	found	us	sneaking	out.		I	
had	a	story	all	prepared,	of	course,	but	I	just	knew	that	I	would	find	her	at	the	
window	adjusting	the	ever‐changing	shutters.		But	all	unnecessary	worry	because	
there	was	no	sign	of	her	before	we	got	out.		

It	was	all	the	way	down	the	stairs	and	well	out	into	the	street	before	we	so	
much	as	dared	to	say	a	word	to	each	other.		Then	it	was	heavy	sighs	of	relief	from	
both	sides.		We	made	that	same	Metro	trip	and	before	long	we	were	getting	the	
suitcase	out	of	hock	and	buying	the	ticket	for	the	airport	bus.		

Bernard	seemed	to	be	really	and	truly	sad	to	be	leaving	me,	and	only	when	I	
thought	the	bus	was	about	to	leave,	and	I	tried	to	go,	he	asked	me	to	stay	on	and	stay	
a	few	minutes	longer.		I	was	truly	touched,	but	I'm	afraid	the	feeling	was	not	as	
ardently	reciprocal	–	I	had	things	to	do	and	little	time	to	do	them.		

I	was	almost	to	the	mouth	of	the	Metro	entrance	when	I	decided	that	it	was	
damned	foolish	to	take	the	underground	route.		Since	this	was	one	of	my	last	days	in	
the	city,	I	would	hoof	it	home	on	foot.			

Upon	arrival	at	95	Rue	de	Seine,	I	decided	that	it	was	well	past	the	time	that	I	
should	have	started	packing,	and	I	decided	to	correct	the	situation	with	all	possible	
haste.		I	made	a	token	beginning,	and	then	around	11:00	AM	headed	for	the	SNCF	
shipping	department	armed	with	a	certain	portrait	of	a	certain	nude	Texan	under	
my	arm.		Due	to	typical	French	efficiency,	it	took	me	over	an	hour	just	to	get	the	
thing	registered,	but	it	only	cost	21	francs,	which	was	considerably	less	than	I	had	
feared.		

I	walked	home	starving	to	death	and	headed	for	my	faithful	Mme.	Blanchere’s	
for	lunch.		She	asked	me	if	this	would	be	the	last	visit	and	I	told	her	no,	but	it	would	
be	coming	up	soon.		

By	the	time	I	finished	eating	and	got	things	cleaned	up,	it	was	time	to	set	out	
for	Gerald’s,	a	journey	that	once	again	I	decided	to	make	on	foot.		I	arrived	to	find	
him	in	his	usual	condition	–	wearing	underwear.		I	would	swear	that	he	lives	that	
way	if	I	did	not	know	that	he,	probably	unconsciously	in	his	oversexed	way,	wants	to	
give	me	a	thrill.	And	he	is	a	very	attractive	bit	of	manhood,	corporeally	speaking.		

But	the	funny	thing	is	that	he	has	absolutely	no	desire	whatsoever	to	go	to	
bed	with	me	again.	No,	I	won't	say	that	because	I	think	Gerald	would	rack	with	a	dog	
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if	it	made	it	past	at	him.		But	he's	a	wonderfully	nice	guy	and	has	done	some	pretty	
fantastic	things	for	me.	And	today	was	to	be	no	exception.	He	got	dressed,	we	got	in	
the	car,	and	headed	for	St.	Denis,	where	all	the	French	kings	had	been	buried.			

We	had	to	wait	for	quite	awhile	for	the	next	tour	to	begin	because	there	was	
a	burial	service	in	the	Cathedral,	but	we	spent	the	time	in	a	tourist	office	across	the	
street.		Finally	we	took	a	tour,	led	by	a	little	old	Frenchman	that	really	spouted	out	
the	information.			

After	seeing	all	that	carved	marble,	he	took	
me	to	the	Bois	de	Boulogne	where	we	had	a	look	at	
Bagatelle	and	ate	some	ice	cream	in	the	Park	Café.		
But	it	was	getting	late,	and	since	it	had	been	
arranged	that	Pierre	would	stop	by	to	say	goodbye,	
we	headed	for	Gerald's	apartment.		

We	all	arrived	at	the	same	time:	Jacques,	
Gerald’s	friend,	Pierre	and	a	friend,	and	Gerald	and	
I.		We	all	went	upstairs	for	a	drink.	Pierre	was	

equally,	if	not	more,	handsome	than	ever	and	he	paid	me	the	same	compliment.		But	
he	is	a	real	butterfly	and	our	goodbye	was	hardly	the	tender	touching	parting	of	
something	out	of	“The	Lord	Won’t	Mind.”		I	do	hope	that	I	see	Pierre	again	someday,	
however,	because	I	really	do	like	him	–	both	in	and	out	of	bed.		

The	three	of	us	remaining	headed	for	a	little	restaurant	not	too	far	away,	near	
the	Fontaine	de	Marie,	and	then	we	ate	the	last	dinner	that	they	would	be	serving	
that	month	(closing	for	August	–	along	with	half	the	rest	of	Paris).		

Afterwards,	it	was	backed	to	Gerald's	apartment	for	conversation	(a	rather	
spirited	one	I	might	add)	and	coffee.		But	it	was	quickly	getting	late	and	all	
concerned	were	tired,	so	I	decided	to	hit	the	road.			

The	goodbye	to	Gerald	was	considerably	more	serious,	as	indeed	it	should	
have	been.	But	there	was	no	way	to	thank	him	for	everything	that	he	had	done	for	
me.		

I	walked	back	to	the	Rue	de	Seine,	taking	in	that	promenade	for	the	last	time,	
taking	in	the	Parisian	night	–	and,	as	I	passed	in	front	of	the	Invalides,	there	was	a	
fancy	black	car	pulled	over	to	the	curb	and	they	squatty	little	bald	man	on	the	other	
side	talking	to	someone	that	I	couldn't	see.		All	I	could	hear	of	the	one‐sided	
conversation	was	his	questioning	–	repeated	loudly	over	and	over	–	must	have	been	
an	interesting	story	behind	all	that	–	but	that's	Paris.		When	I	got	home	I	was	tired	
and	it	was	immediate	rack.	

	

July	31,	1971		‐	Saturday	‐		(Paris)									

The	next	morning	I	was	up	and	packing	at	a	fairly	early	hour	–	that	is	to	say,	
at	least	I	was	dressed	by	9:30	when	I	received	a	long‐distance	phone	call	from	
Brussels,	Belgium.		I	was	not	expecting	to	hear	from	Bernard	again	before	Sunday	
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when	he	said	that	he	would	call	to	say	goodbye.		But	the	dear	boy’s	plans	had	
changed	somewhat,	and	he	proposed	the	following:	he	had	asked	me	to	come	to	
Brussels	for	the	day,	but	I	had	naturally	declined	for	the	reason	that	I	had	far	too	
much	to	do	in	Paris	to	be	trotting	off	across	the	continent.	So	Bernard	had	made	up	
his	mind	to	do	just	what	my	American	sensibility	forbade	me	to	do.	He	was	coming	
back	to	Paris!		

He	told	me	to	meet	him	at	the	Deux	Maggots	at	6:30	and	that	was	that!		Soon	
after	I	hung	up,	I	was	on	the	way,	with	my	last	Metro	ticket,	to	the	Marché	aux	Puces	
for	a	last	whirl	at	one	of	my	favorite	places	in	Paris.	It	turned	out	to	be	quite	a	whirl.	
I	bought	a	platter	of	the	same	style	as	my	candelabra,	another	glass	chimney	for	my	
oil	lamp,	and	finally,	an	old	style	French	telephone.		

I	had	no	real	idea	just	how	the	hell	I	intended	to	transport	all	that	crap,	but	I	
figured	if	I	didn't	show	up	in	Dallas	a	little	overloaded,	after	all	I	had	sent	over	with	
the	family,	there	would	be	trouble.		

I	returned	home	to	show	my	buys	to	Mab,	who	broke	into	peaks	of	laughter	
of	course,	and	then	proceeded	to	immediately	pack	them	up	to	assure	myself	that	
there	really	was	room	for	it	all.		

By	then	it	was	time	for	my	last	visit	to	Mme.	Blanchere’s.		When	they	heard	
that	I	intended	to	say	goodbye,	they	presented	me	with	a	little	gift,	a	print	of	a	
painting	of	Place	du	Tertre.		It	was	a	very	simple	thing,	but	totally	unexpected,	and	I	
was	truly	deeply	touched.		

I	returned	to	the	apartment	to	eat	and	then	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	
occupied	with	the	major	part	of	my	packing.		I	did	not	know	exactly	what	was	
coming	up	with	Bernard,	but	I	had	an	idea	that	it	would	not	involve	too	much	free	
time.		I	was	not	to	be	kept	in	suspense	for	too	long,	because	before	I	knew	it	it	was	
time	to	get	dressed	and	head	for	the	meeting.		

We	both	arrived	at	the	Deux	Maggots	at	the	same	time,	and	although	we	
stood	around	waiting	a	good	length	of	time,	nobody	seemed	likely	to	get	up	and	give	
us	their	places.		So	we	went	down	to	the	Apollinaire	to	talk	and	watch	the	crowds.	
My	questions	were	mostly	about	what	the	hell	had	made	him	decide	to	do	such	a	
crazy	thing	in	his	answers	were	mostly	extremely	flattering.		

We	sat	and	talked	for	a	long	time,	neither	of	us	
really	believing	that	it	was	all	happening.		Finally	
when	we	got	up	to	leave,	Bernard	said	that	he	wanted	
to	show	me	a	place	that	he	knew	about.		It	turned	out	
to	be	a	hotel	called	“L’Hotel,”	and	it	was	the	most	
fantastic	thing	I	had	ever	seen.	Hidden	away	on	the	
Rue	des	Beaux	Arts,	some	rich	queen	had	gotten	a	
hold	of	an	old	hotel	and	had	converted	it	into	a	palace.	
We	had	a	drink	downstairs	in	the	basement	bar.	
Words	can't	describe	the	place	–	all	period	furniture,	
fantastic	and	fantastically	expensive	antiques,	fresh	
flowers	and	big	green	plants	without	light	everywhere	
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–	all	in	good,	if	a	bit	campy,	taste.	It	restored	my	faith	in	Paris	hotels.	From	there,	we	
walked	along	the	banks	of	the	same	to	the	Ile	St.	Louis	looking	for	a	restaurant.	We	
finally	decided	on	a	place	called	“Chez	les	Gaulois,”	which	turned	out	to	be	quite	and	
experience.	The	salad	arrived	in	a	basket	of	vegetables	(you	make	your	own).	The	
wine	was	in	a	barrel	by	the	door	(you	got	it	your	self	and	drank	all	you	wanted),	the	
sausages,	etc.	were	by	the	door	(also	self‐service)	–	only	the	meat	and	dessert	
arrived	by	waiter.	Everybody	used	the	familiar	French	form	“tu”	the	waiters,	the	
people	sitting	next	to	you	and	the	whole	atmosphere	was	very	un‐French,	despite	
the	name.	But	it	was	a	lot	of	fun,	and	I	ate	until	I	was	ready	to	burst.		

The	dinner	ended	close	to	11:30,	but	that	was	too	early	to	head	back	to	the	
apartment	and	expect	Mab	to	be	asleep.		So,	since	we	were	on	the	Ile	St.	Louis,	we	
headed	for	the	“Rocambole.”		It	was	absolutely	jam‐packed,	of	course,	as	it	had	been	
every	time	I	had	walked	through	the	doors.	We	had	a	drink	and	danced	for	awhile,	
but	neither	of	us	were	too	intent	on	staying	too	long,	preferring	each	other's	
company	to	that	of	the	hot,	compact	crowd.		

We	walked	along	the	banks	of	the	Seine	towards	the	Rue	de	Seine,	stopping	
once	on	the	island	just	to	sit	and	look	at	each	other.		We	might	have	felt	a	little	silly	
sitting	there	except	for	the	fact	that	the	only	people	moving	by	were	other	groups	of	
boys	–	most	of	them	headed	in	the	direction	of	the	bar	we	had	just	left.		When	I	got	
upstairs	to	my	room,	I	found	a	note	from	Mab	saying	that	two	girls	had	called	but	
will	call	back	in	the	morning.		

I	moved	the	notes	and	mussed	the	
bed	so	it	would	look	like	I	had	been	asleep	
there	for	the	night,	and	then	I	headed	back	
downstairs	to	rejoin	Bernard.		From	there	
we	walked	to	the	Hotel	d’Angleterre	where	
I	registered	and	then	headed	up	to	the	
room.		I	was	pleasantly	surprised	to	find	
that	it	was	the	second	nicest	hotel	I	had	
visited	that	evening	(although	nowhere	
approaching	“l’Hotel”).			

There	in	the	room,	after	a	bath	and	
before	going	to	sleep,	we	had	the	wildest	fuck	I	have	ever	experienced.		First	it	was	
my	turn	to	get	cored,	but	before	he	could	even	enjoy	the	pleasure	of	his	orgasm,	I	
had	him	over	on	his	stomach	and	was	performing	the	same	deed	on	him	–	really	a	
wild	little	affair.		And	then	sleep	–	deep	sleep	in	each	other's	arms.	And	Bernard	is	
nice	to	sleep	with.	He's	big	and	strong	and	firm	and	so	lovable	and	cuddly	that	the	
whole	experience	is	just	out	of	sight.		I	guess	I	even	have	to	admit	that	it	was	worth	
the	hassle	that	occurred	the	next	morning.		

	

August	1,	1971		‐	Sunday	‐		(Paris)									

The	main	problem	the	next	morning	was	the	fact	that	I	did	not	even	wake	up	
until	10:30.		I	would've	enjoyed	spending	a	little	time	with	Bernard,	and	as	it	ended	
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up,	I	still	spent	a	little	too	long.		But	the	problem	is	that	I	had	wanted	to	get	back	to	
the	apartment	fairly	early	so	that	Mab	wouldn't	have	time	to	get	too	worried	–	and	
maybe	even	have	the	time	to	sneak	back	into	the	apartment	with	the	little	luggage	
that	I	had	without	being	detected.		

All	that	was	shot	to	hell	with	the	lateness	of	the	rising.		We	got	dressed,	and	
Bernard	walked	me	back	to	the	apartment.		His	train	was	not	until	later	in	the	
afternoon,	but	since	I	had	a	date	to	eat	lunch	with	Mab,	it	was	not	even	a	question	of	
me	spending	any	more	time	with	him,	so	we	said	goodbye	at	my	front	door.		I	
climbed	upstairs	and	walked	into	an	explosion.		

Mab,	under	the	emotional	excitement	of	the	nearness	of	my	departure	in	the	
idea	that	I	would	not	return	in	time	to	get	ready	to	take	her	to	lunch,	had	worked	
herself	into	a	super‐state	of	agitation,	convinced	that	I	had	fallen	into	some	sort	of	
terrible	trouble	on	my	last	night	out	in	Paris.		And	the	fates	were	really	against	me	
that	morning,	for	at	6:00	AM	the	phone	had	begun	ringing	for	me	from	the	USA.	
When	she	found	that	I	was	not	in	my	bed	at	6:00	AM	in	the	morning,	that	was	what	
really	started	the	worrying.		

Whoever	was	calling	tried	again	at	9:00	with	the	same	result.		I	have	no	idea	
who	it	was,	but	I	suspect	that	it	was	Gerd.		After	the	9:00	AM	call,	there	was	no	
further	word.		I	was	really	hard‐pressed	to	find	a	reason	for	why	the	hell	I	was	out	at	
6:00	AM,	and	the	best	I	could	do	was	to	say	that	for	the	last	Sunday	in	Paris	I	had	
decided	to	go	to	the	5:00	AM	mass	at	Notre	Dame.	Mab	believed	that	like	she	
believed	I	had	good	taste,	and	I	can't	much	say	that	I	blame	her.	But	she	didn't	push	
for	the	truth,	and	although	there	were	some	extremely	uncomfortable	moments,	at	
least	it	all	passed	over	without	any	major	catastrophe.		

But	if	I	just	knew	who	the	hell	it	was	calling	the	house	at	6:00	AM	–	well,	I	
believe	I	have	already	said	what	I	would	do	to	such	callers.		It	certainly	isn't	the	first	
time	that	it	has	happened	in	Paris,	n’est	pas?		

Once	the	crisis	was	over,	I	had	to	hustle	my	buns	to	get	ready	for	the	lunch	
with	Mab.		The	main	thing	standing	before	me	was	to	get	written	what	had	to	be	
recorded	in	the	Livre	d’Or.53		I	wrote	the	first	version	of	what	I	had	been	preparing	
and	censoring	over	the	past	few	days	and	then	got	dressed	just	in	time	to	avoid	
Mab's	getting	further	impatient	with	my	tardiness.		

We	headed	together	for	the	bus	stop	in	front	of	St.	Sulpice	and	there	
bordered	one	of	Mab’s	trusty	buses	for	the	Pont	d’Alma.		Mab	had	made	reservations	
to	eat	at	“Francis’.”		We	spent	a	good	part	of	the	afternoon	sitting	at	the	table	waiting	
for	not‐so‐good	service	and	eating	not‐so‐good	food.		But	we	were	there	just	to	
spend	the	afternoon	together	and	not	to	feed	our	faces.	She	told	stories	about	her	
trip	to	Russia	and,	as	usual,	the	conversation	was	one‐sided,	but	for	a	last	day	
together,	I	wouldn't	have	had	it	any	other	way.			

To	go	home	we	took	a	train	–	not	because	it	was	more	convenient,	but	
because	I	thought	(rightfully	so)	that	Mab	would	probably	prefer	and	appreciate	
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that	plan	of	action.		We	got	home	and	barely	had	time	to	undress	before	she	had	me	
squarely	planted	in	front	of	the	television	set	in	order	to	watch	one	of	the	Apollo	XV	
moonwalks.		She	was	absolutely	impassioned	over	such	things	and	couldn't	
understand	why	I	wasn't	more	interested	in	watching	it.		

Toward	the	end,	Claudette	arrived	to	spend	the	early	evening	and	to	have	
dinner	with	us.		I	excused	myself	in	order	to	do	a	little	of	the	ever‐present	packing	
and	to	write	some	letters	to	Bernard,	Ramuntcho	and	Gerald	in	Russia.		Before	long	
it	was	time	for	that	last	dinner,	and	it	took	place	on	the	little	round	table	in	the	entry	
room.		I	really	must	say	that	it	was	not	too	enjoyable	because	Mab	was	far	from	
being	her	usual	gay	self.		The	sadness	over	my	leaving	was	really	beginning	to	show	
its	mark.		And	I	must	say	that	I	wasn't	feeling	too	gay	either	(at	least	not	in	the	
emotional	sense	of	the	word).		

I	forgot	to	mention	that	after	the	launch,	upon	arrival	at	the	apartment,	Mab	
had	me	read	what	I	had	written	in	her	Livre	d’Or.		I	must	admit	that	by	the	end	of	the	
second	page,	I	was	honestly	choked	up	and	really	could	hardly	get	through	the	last	
words,	the	part	that	I	considered	the	most	important.			I	was	very	happy	and	grateful	
to	see	that	Mab	apparently	greatly	appreciated	what	I	had	written.	Soon	after	
dinner,	Claudette	took	her	leave	and	I,	too,	packed	and	wrote	while	Mab	did	dishes.		
The	day	had	really	been	an	emotional	one,	and	there	was	no	question	that	by	that	
time	of	the	evening	my	primary	concern	was	that	of	getting	my	head	on	a	pillow.		
And	so	began	my	last	night	as	a	resident	of	95	Rue	de	Seine.	

	

August	2,	1971		‐	Monday	‐		(Paris)									

My	alarm	did	not	even	get	a	chance	to	go	off	because	Mab	was	up	and	moving	
around	early	–	and	moving	around	to	such	an	extent	that	she	woke	me	up.		She	
presented	herself	at	my	door	all	dressed	and	made	up	and	announced	that	she	had	
decided	to	go	to	the	train	station	to	meet	her	grandson	and	to	see	her	son	and	
daughter‐in‐law	when	they	came	to	meet	the	train	arriving	from	Nice	at	8:30.		

Part	of	the	reason,	of	course,	was	that	that	meant	she	wouldn't	have	to	return	
to	an	empty	apartment,	at	least	not	immediately	after	I	had	left.		I	got	dressed	and	
before	long	we	were	loading	the	luggage	into	the	elevator,	racing	against	time	
before	they	cut	off	the	electrical	current	as	they	had	announced	they	would	between	
8:00	and	12:30.		

At	the	front	door	I	said	goodbye	to	Mme.	Bouillion,	the	concierge,	and	then	
while	Mab	stayed	with	luggage	I	ran	for	a	taxi.		I	found	one	at	the	station	in	front	of	
the	Pergola	and	rode	it	back	to	the	apartment.		There	on	a	sidewalk	I	gave	Mab	the	
last	big	hug	goodbye.	Then	she	started	off	down	the	sidewalk	at	a	run	toward	the	
bus	stop.	The	surface	reason	that	she	was	running	was	that	she	was	afraid	she	
would	be	too	late	to	meet	the	train.		It	was	a	very	emotional	moment,	and	I'm	sure	
that	part	of	it	was	a	definite	effort	on	her	part	to	try	and	keep	control	and	not	let	her	
emotion	show	too	much.	But	I	was	deeply	touched	at	that	moment	and	the	last	view	
I	had	of	that	dear	lady	that	taught	me	so	much,	taken	such	good	care	of	me,	and	
meant	so	very	much	to	me	over	the	past	six	months,	was	as	she	rounded	the	corner	
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at	the	Boulevard	St.	Germain,	still	in	a	full	run.	She	had	not	slowed	one	bit	the	whole	
length	of	the	sidewalk	–	but	that	is	the	way	I'll	always	think	of	Mab:	running	to	get	
the	very	most	out	of	life.	And	I	hope	that	she	never	slows	down	for	a	minute.		

I	went	ahead	and	got	in	the	taxi	which	took	me	to	the	Invalides	air	terminal.	I	
bought	the	bus	ticket	from	the	perpetually	snooty	lady	at	the	counter	and	then	took	
a	bus	ride	that	I	had	taken	so	many	times	before	to	Orly.		I	got	all	my	luggage	
checked	in	without	too	much	problem,	but	the	flight	was	full	and	I	was	put	as	
number	five	on	the	waiting	list.	Then	it	was	just	a	matter	of	waiting	until	the	time	for	
the	plane	to	leave.		

I	sat	down	in	the	transit	lounge	to	wait	and	to	read,	and	before	long	they	
posted	the	gate	that	the	flight	would	be	leaving	from.	I	picked	up	my	hand	luggage,	
headed	down	the	escalator	and	headed	for	the	gate.	There	I	waited	while	they	
checked	everyone	in	and	when	it	came	time	for	the	standbys	to	get	on,	there	must	
have	been	25	that	made	the	flight.		I	don't	know	what	sort	of	reservation	system	Air	
France	has	but	it	certainly	doesn't	seem	to	be	too	favorable	for	the	company.		

It	was	as	we	were	getting	on	the	plane	that	I	met,	or	noticed	rather,	a	couple	
that	seemed	to	be	from	Texas	by	their	accents	and	later	proved	to	be	even	more	
Texan	and	I	could've	ever	imagined.		It	was	to	be	quite	a	welcome	home.		It	started	
out	by	the	bleach‐blonde	wife	going	almost	berserk	over	the	fact	that	they	were	
loading	other	standbys	on	the	plane	before	them	when	they	had	been	the	first	
standbys	to	arrive	at	the	gate	–	the	fact	that	that	was	not	the	way	the	list	was	made	
up	was	beside	the	point	as	far	as	they	were	concerned.	The	comment	by	the	
husband,	after	calming	his	wife,	was	that	they	treated	their	cattle	better	than	Air	
France	treated	their	customers	–	at	least	they	loaded	them	all	together	into	shoots	
and	headed	them	all	in	the	right	direction	instead	of	letting	them	wait	around	to	see	
what	would	happen.		

At	the	mention	of	the	cattle,	I	began	to	feel	a	bit	green.	Then	when	it	turned	
out	that	we	all	made	it	on	the	flight	and	were	sitting	on	the	bus	waiting	to	go	out	to	
the	plane,	the	damned	woman	began	talking	to	some	people	beside	her,	that	she	had	
just	met,	about	all	her	dental	work,	and	all	her	daughter’s	dental	work,	all	the	teeth	
that	never	formed	in	her	daughter,	etc.,	etc.		In	short,	just	exactly	the	sort	of	thing	
that	the	Europeans	I	had	grown	to	love	in	the	past	six	months	would	never	discuss	–	
even	with	closest	friends!		

When	we	made	it	onto	the	airplane,	things	did	settle	down	a	bit,	and	I	guess	I	
should	mention	that	although	the	young	gentleman	was	super	hick	of	the	year	by	
my	vote,	he	did	ask	for	the	Financial	Times	–	and	they	had	been	in	Europe	for	quite	a	
while	(at	St.	Tropez	–	with	the	“z”	pronounced).		

But	it	all	sank	to	its	lowest	of	the	low	when	the	man	stopped	the	fairly	well	
cultured	steward	(at	least	worldly,	I	would	say)	and	said	"What	time’s	the	flic?”		

Well,	luckily	the	steward	didn't	speak	enough	of	the	language	to	know	just	
how	dumb‐ass	a	thing	that	was	to	say	and	merely	asked	him	to	repeat.	He	modified	
the	sentence	the	second	time	so	I	restrain	myself	from	exploding	all	over	them.		
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The	plane	flight	was	absolutely	perfect	as	far	as	flights	go,	but	it	was	11	hours	
long	–	and	that	is	too	long.	I	must	say	that	the	difference	between	first	class	and	
economy	on	Air	France	is	certainly	noticeable,	and	there	was	a	definite	prevalence	
of	peaches	and	plums	as	far	as	fruit	was	concerned	(the	production	in	France	this	
year	was	especially	copious).		The	movie	was	The	Great	White	Hope	and	it	wasn't	
bad,	nor	was	it	really	good.		But	it	all	served	to	pass	the	time	and	with	the	food,	the	
film,	and	this	journal,	the	trip	passed	without	getting	too	restless.		

It	was	good	to	land	in	Houston,	not	because	it	was	good	to	be	in	Houston,	but	
because	it	was	good	to	once	again	have	my	feet	on	the	ground	and	be	out	of	the	
airplane.		I	made	it	through	immigration	without	a	hitch	despite	the	fact	that	my	
smallpox	vaccination	had	run	out	(he	didn't	even	look	at	it)	and	headed	for	baggage	
claim	and	customs.		There	I	had	a	nice	surprise.		I	waited	and	waited	and,	sure	
enough,	my	baggage	had	not	made	it	on	the	flight.		So	I	proceeded	through	the	line	
with	my	two	pieces	of	hand	luggage	–	second	surprise:	by	Texas	law	I	am	entitled	to	
one	bottle	of	alcoholic	beverage	–	no	matter	what	it	may	be.		Therefore	five	bottles	
of	French	wine	stayed	at	the	customs	desk.		

But	that	was	enough	problems	for	one	space	of	the	earth.		I	went	upstairs	and	
went	directly	to	the	gate	for	the	next	flight	to	Dallas.		While	waiting	at	the	gate	they	
called	my	name	for	a	phone	call,	and	it	was	a	man	saying	that	my	father	was	on	
another	line	and	wanted	to	know	if	I	had	made	it	through.	I	told	him	to	tell	him	that	I	
would	be	on	the	6:00	PM	flight.		

The	flight	to	Dallas	was	without	a	care;	no	sooner	were	we	in	the	air	then	we	
started	back	on	the	way	down.		Mom	and	Dad	were	there	waiting	for	me,	and	we	
took	the	Jet	Rail	to	the	parking	lot	and	the	car,	and	then	drove	to	home	sweet	home.		

It	was	still	very	early	in	the	evening	for	them,	but	very	early	in	the	morning	
for	me.	But	I	was	determined	to	stay	awake	as	long	as	possible	to	try	and	get	into	the	
swing	of	things.	They	called	the	Metz’s	and	my	aunt	showed	up	first,	followed	by	
uncle	and	cousin	from	the	nearby	tennis	court	later.	We	set	about	opening	all	the	
cartons	that	I	had	sent	across	at	various	times,	and	we	spent	a	good	bit	of	time	
looking	over	my	follies	and	surveying	the	damage	of	the	transport.		But	by	the	time	
all	the	unpacking	and	explanations	had	been	made,	I	was	dead	tired	and	more	than	
ready	to	call	it	a	night	and	that	is	exactly	what	I	did.		The	end	of	my	last	day	in	
France.		

	

=	=	=	=	=	
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ADDENDUM	1.	

	

Letter	from	Bernard	Vyvermans	to	Bill:	
	

=	=	=	=	

Mykonos  -  13 July 

Hi! 

I wanted to drop you a note, to tell you it was nice 
meeting you in Rome, though very briefly … 

Did you see the "Villa Borghese” and the Spanish Steps? 
How was Florence? 

I, of course, almost missed the plane to Athens, but thank 
God the departure was delayed because of late arrival of the 
airplane.  According to the way he landed in Athens, he must 
have been drunk! 

I skipped Naxos from my trip. The boat wouldn't sail, the 
sea being too rough. I went on a bigger ship to Mykonos, but it 
was very rough, too. Many people were seasick. 

I was all right, but wished many times I were on the train 
to Florence instead (but this is for other reasons also … !) 

Mykonos is great, lots of young people, a lot of them 
American.  Some beaches are like the “Ile du Levant …”  

I wish you a good time down there and hope to see you 
after the 24th.  As I said before, I'll be in Nice around 20:30 on 
the 25th, arriving from Genoa. I will try to reach you then. 

All the best! 

 

Bernard 

	

/////////////////////////////////////////	
	


