
as if my understanding were affected and a soul 

of passion and arrogant surmise had my lips 

for a moment and then passed through my lips 

into the rendering azure of the temple. 
It was coolly dawning and his lips 
opened. "I'll go with you to the other country, 

no matter that my all is here, 

my childhood on the plains' grapelike lips, 
my father's handkerchief, my mother's tomb, 
my memory of games; they go up like lips 

in a stadium; all that comes from my while lips 

and shall ease pm on the unnecessary journey." 
And thus the day did blanch upon his lips 

despite the dirty windowpanes and cold air. 

Ile did go to the' mountains and perhaps I 

shall be daily upon those wooded sloping lips, 
so that as he is fleetly hunting goats 
my breath will find its altar in those lips. 

my will relaxes with the fresh green reeds 

which spring arrogantly though they're not sown. 
Indeed, they want no wind. They arc a lake, 
and bend when they wish and do not invite 
the sun. They flay the air and do not break; 

indifferently they disappear at night, 

and just as calmly carth's of them bereft. 

they found earth mute and passionless, and left. 

Homosexuality 0954) 

So we arc taking off our masks, are we, and keeping 

our mouths shut, as if we'd been pierced by a glance! 

The song of an old cow is not more full of judgment 

than the vapors which escape one's soul when one is sick; 

so I pull the shadows around Inc like a puff 
and crinkle my eyes as if at the most exquisite moment 

of a very long opera, and then we are off! 
without reproach and without hope that our delicate feet 
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The homosexual often feels that the source of his difficulty lics in the fact that 
he is born into a hostile world, and this hostility is inherent, he believes, in that he 

lives in a heterosexual society. I lc is, in any opinion, entirely wrong in this concept. 
The root of the homosexual difficulty is that he lives, not in a heterosexual world, 

but in an anti-sexual wor 1. 
The homosexual, thus, has two historic missions to perform. Whether he is a 

democrat or a totalitarian by political conviction, he is historically forced to enter 

the struggle for the widening of freedom of expression.... 1k is historically com-

pelled to enlist in the legions fighting for liberalization attic sexual mores of mod- 

ern civilization.... 	 • 

In [the] totalitarian state, there [is] no room for a group of people who, by their 
very sexual temperaments, could never be assimilated, must always remain apart 

with their own ways of life, their own outlooks, their own philosophies. 
And it is this inherent lack of assimilability that is the greatest historic value of 

homosexuality. Any minority which does not commit anti-social acts, which is not 
destructive of the life, property, or culture of the majority or of other minority 

groups, is a pillar of democratic strength. So long as there are such minorities in 

our culture, whether of a sexual or religious or ethnic character, there will be many 

broths in the melting pot, many and variegated waves in the seas.... 

Thus on three scores, homosexuality—fortunately but unwittingly —.must 
inevitably play a progressive role in the scheme of things. It will broaden the base 

for freedom of thought and communication. It will be a banner-bearer in the strug-

gle for liberalization of our sexual conventions, and will be a pillar of strength in 

the defense of our threatened democracy. 

Frank O'Hara (1926-46) 

Openly gay in the fifties, Frank 0') tars anatomized homosexuality—his own and the idea 

of it 	"Homosexuality," in which he described as the motive power of his poetry "the 
law of my own voice," a law derived from desire for homosexual love. lo the context of 
cruising the subways nen's rooms and parks of New York, O'llara sees homosexuals as 
remarkable creatures whose "delicate feet" may never "touch the earth again," as they — 
he among them—utter a cry "to confuse the brave"; "Its a summer day/and I want to be 
wanted more than anything else in the/world." O'Hara, like Robert Duncan, explores sex-
uality as language, and boils assert that difference is the marker that makes that language 

comprehensible. 

Lebanon (u953) 

Perhaps he will press his warm lips 

to mine in a phrase exceptionally historic, 

which seemed to have lived on lips 
in Galilee now that I haft already felt 

its sting. The sweet fetid dust 
of his breath will linger upon my lips 
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will touch the earth again, let alone "very soon." 

It is the law of my own voice I shall investigate. 

I start like ice, nsy finger to my car, my car 

to my heart, that proud cur at the garbage can 

in the rain. Its wonderful to admire oneself 

with complete candor, tallying up the merits of each 

of the latrines. 4th Street is drunken and credulous, 	• 

53rd tries to tremble but is too at rest. The good 

love a park and Ihe inept a railway station, 

and there are the divine ones who drag themselves up 

and down the lengthening shadow of an Abyssinian head 

in the dust, trailing their long elegant heels of hot air 

crying to confuse the brave "It's a summer day, 

and I want to be wanted more than anything else in the 

world." 
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Mien Ginsberg (1926-1997) 
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It almost seemed, Robert Martin said, that "in the 195os ... the only openly gay poet was 

Allen Ginsberg" (Martin 1979:165). It was indeed Allen Ginsberg whose poetry, more than 

that of any American homosexual poet since Whitman, was to take to heart Whitman's 

injunction not only to celebrate the love of comrades but to write abut it "the midnight 

orgies of young men." Ginsberg became, in the fillies, the essential homosexual poet, the 

heir of Whitman and American celebrant of difference and nnabashedly textualized 

homosexual desire. His poem "[howl" (1956) asserted that the only way to confront homo-

phobia was to deliberately affront the sensibility that supported it. In a moment Ginsberg 

banished the simpering pose of the homosexual cult so despised by Duncan. Ile also left 

no dogmatic ground for novels like 	The City and the Pillar, or for the philosophy 

of sonic of the ameliorating homosexual rights activists who tried to reconstruct homo-

sexuality into a version of heterosexuality. 

In "Howl" Ginsberg's fairies are as joyful in their sexual experiments as Whitman's 

twenty-eight bathers or as Whitman in the embrace of his fierce wrestler. In".ow." II I they 

arc "rucked its the ass by saintly motorcyclists and screamed with joy." Not since Whitman 

had an American homosexual poet dared to intimate, let alone announce, that joy not 

pain was the result of homosexual rape and to suggest that sex not philosophy might be 

the most powerful weapon against oppression. Sex becomes for Ginsberg not a furtive or 

perhaps even anticlimactic conclusion to a prelude of highly romanticized desire, but the 

eucharistic point at which all literary constructions of desire are obl aerated in a moment 

that liberates sex from any intellectualization of desire, hut "I lowl." and later in "Please 

Master" (a poem which has been much anthologized but which is nevertheless of great 

importance as the test that introduced sado-masochism and leathermen, if not to the 

American scene at least to American 

Ginsbecg's cttustcuucliitits of homosexual i 

ei fully in scenes of ecstatic homosexual 

emotionally held myths about AIM:I'll:all I 

Supermarket in California" (1955), Ginsl 

describes hini as "clear father, graybeard, loliely out courage-leacher." Ginsberg, inheritor, 

son of the coutageacacher, found an Allier if:a ill illC 1950S 111111 was ripe for the redemp-

tion of Whitman's pledge to "sing no songs mday hot those or moldy attachment." 

"i A Supermarket in California (s955) 

What thoughts I have of you tonight, Walt Whitman, 

for I walked down the sidestreets under the trees with a headache 

self-conscious looking at the follinomi 

In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images, I went 

into the neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of your enumera-

tions! 

‘Vhal peaches tuith what penumbras! Whole families 

shopping at night! Aisles full of husbands! Wives in the 

avocados, babies in the tomatoes!—and you, Garcia Loica, 

what were you doing down by the watermelons? 

I saw you, Wall Whitman, childless, lonely old grubber, 

poking among the meats in the refrigerator and eyeing the 

grocery boys. 

I heard you asking questions of each: Who killed the 

pork chops? What price bananas? Are you my Angel? 

I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans 

following you, and followed in my imagination by the store 

detective. 

We strode down the open corridors together in our 

solitary fancy lasting artichokes, possessing every frozen 

delicacy, and never passing the cashier. 

Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in 

an hour. Which stay does your beard point tonight? 

(I touch your book and dream of our odyssey in the 

supermarket and feel absurd.) 

Will we walk all night through solitary streets? The trees 

add shade to shade, lights out in the houses, we'll both be 

loncly. 

Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love pasl 

blue automobiles in driveways, home to our silent cottage? 

Ali, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage-teacher, 

what America did you have when Charon quit poling Isis ferry 

and you got out on a smoking bank and stood watching the 

boat disappear on the black waters oilease? 
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