LA TimEs

@Gays Fight

M

D

w0A7 AR

357

y ey :
iscrimination, Uncertain

AT T, PACE 3

‘My God . .. What's Going to Happen to the Rest of My Life?’

“Show me a happy homosezual and
I'll show yow a gay corpse."
—"The Boys in the Band"

BY DAVE SMITH
Times Staff Writer

THE PEOPLE VS. NEWMAN

_Terry Newman used to be a junior
high school reading teacher and for
some time had felt vaguely de-
pressed, dissatisfied. The other
teachers seemed io him an uptight,
conservative lot, politically and
professionally. Uptight together,
they shut him out, he felt.

But they were just a small part of
it, he thinks now. Projecting, it's
called: looking for a scapegoat.
There was something more person-
al, something that kept him ill-at-
ease about the whole direction his
life was taking. Or not taking.

" He had just ducked a couple of
friends, preferring to be alone.
That was what he had said, anyway.
Hes wouldn't be precisely alone for
long, but then, in the way of such
encounters, the anonymity was al-
most the same thing.

Funny, how yow could satisfy
the most intense personal hunger
and retain almost total privacy, both
at once. Give a false name, make up
a few biographical details to ralion
out if the guy absolutely had to have
some meaningful conversation, then
never see him again.

And so — increasingly — he was
back on Selma Ave, cruising, look-
ing for a score among Hollywood's
finest. There were many others,
looking or waiting, walking noncha-
lantly, faces impassive, eyes like
wounds—some sharp, some soft, but
wounds.

Always the eyes. Takes one io
know one, he had heard years ago;
well, that was ‘how—the eyes.

And there they were. That guy in
the parked car looked interested.
And interesting. So Terry got in on
the passenger side, offhandedly (he
hoped) remarking that it was chilly
outside.

There were a few minutes of drop-
the-hanky—the conversational ri-
tual where each waits for the other
to drop the seventh veil, tip his
hand, unmask.

Then, cutting the preamble, the
guy was asking, "What have you got
in mind?"

"Well!" thought Terry. "This one
1S direct." = :

So he told him, straight put.

Instantly he was yanked out the
passenger door and told, "You're un-
der arrest." Terry hadn't even seen
the man appreach; at first he was
angry and thought, what a hell of a
cute trick to play here on Selma, of
all places; and then a swift needle of
fear lanced him and he realized it
was no joke. .

Just as a nauseating void opened
beneath his chest, his first thought
winged far ahead, far away from the
unreal scene.

"My God," he thought. "I'm going
to lose my job. What's going to hap-
pen to the rest of my life?"

THE PEOPLE VS. TAYLOR

It had been a dull hearing and had
droned on for most of the day in the
small, windowless hearing room in
the State Office Building. _

But now, former Dep. Atty. Gen.
Glenn Taylor is on the stand at his
own dismissal hearing, and a silent
rhythm begins to pulse through the
room—the soft, insistent drumbeat
of blood and adrenaline, the sound
of waiting.

Taylor looks impassively, he hopes
not warily, at the small collection of
former cowarkers, former superiors,
friends, strang=rs. He s pretty sure
they are all thinking the same

thaught beneath the everyday ex-
pressions:

This is kind of morbid, but fasci-
nating. And it'll never happen to me.
(I mean, how could it?) If Glenn is
clever, he might save his job and
just live with the lie. But who
doesn't live with some kind of lie?
That's just privacy. Or if he owns up
to il, then he could lose everything.
Ezcept maybe self-respect. Wonder
what he'll do . . .

The questioning is routine, polite,
so occupied with innocuous details
that one hegins to wonder if the
cross-examiner, himself a deputy at-
torney general, wants to drag a for-
mer associate through the embar-
rassment of the thing at all.

And then it comes, so that the
question, laid quietly into an open
space in the conversation, has the ef-
fect of a grenade going off in an echo
chamber.

"Are you a homosexual, Mr. Tay-
lor?"

There is a hot feeling in the ears, a
kind of dull roaring sound inside the
skull, and a sudden release of adre-
naline that at once dizzies Taylor
but also enables him to sit tight,
clutch inwardly at his composure
and not give way to the trembling
that is trying to race along his
nerves and muscles.

It goes so fast—the question, the

‘abrupt silence while Taylor steels

himself for this new direction the
hearing has taken, his quick glance
at all those curious eyes, and then
his answer in that silent room, the
words like stones falling into a
chasm: "I am."

Laws governing sexual behavior
seem clear enough in written form,
but in practice charges covering
mishehavior dip into gray areas sub-
ject to a variety of interpretations.

Tt was on Aug. 20, 1972, a Sunday,
that Glenn Taylor went to the party
that diverted—or perhaps finally
channeled—the current of his life.

It was a private fund-raiser for
HELP, Inc., the Homophile Effort
for Legal Protection. It was held in
West Los Angeles at a gay bar called
the Black Pipe.

Taylor got there around 5:40 p.m.
and, noting that the bar was closed
to the general public and given over
entirely to the HELP benefit, paid
the $2 admission charge. :

He wandered around the rear pat-
io for about five minutes and then
entered the bar itself. Two friends
soon arrived, and he and one friend
moved to the bar to talk. They were
unaware of being watched by a hald-
ing, blond man of about 40 in a blue
shirt and trousers and denim jacket.

They only talked, and only briefly,
Taylor insists today, but the blond
man, a Los Angeles Police Depart-
ment vice officer, later testified that
Taylor and his friend kissed and fon-
dled each other, in violation of the
California Penal Code.

Ahbhout 10 minutes after Taylor and
his friend separated, the blond offi-
cer and three other plainclothesmen
circulating through the party were
augmented by five more plain-
clothesmen and 10 uniformed of
ficers, and the arrests began.
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