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ur gay past

has become a

strange country.
We lived life differ-
ently a dozen years
ago. The High Time
was in full upswing.
Liberation was in the
air, and so were we,
performing nightly
our high-wire sex acts
in a circus without
nets. If we fell, we
fell with splendor in
the grass. That carn-
ival, ended now, has
no more memory than
the remembrance we
give it, and we give
remembrance here.

In 1976, Rober Mapplethome amved unes-
pectedly in my life, | was aditor of the Son
Francisco-based intemational leather moga-
zine; Drummer, and Robert was a New York
shock-and-fatish photographer on the woy up.
Drummer wonted good photos. Rober, already
infarmous for his leather S&M portraits, alwoys
secking new modek with outragecus iips,
wanted mom specific exposure within the
leather community Our miutual, professional
want ignited aimost instantly into mutual, per
sonal passion. Movie scripfs throw couples
together this way Life imitates arl. We become,
for over o yeor. a bl-coastal Montague and
Capulet:

Robert wos o serious artist, disciplined enough
fo play by night and 'work by day. His "take™
(one of his fovorite words) on life plensed me: he
was O grownup, obviously gifted with superD
talent. That made him oppealing. As an editor
and aman, | hod had enough of gayboy dile-
tantes who wanted to wiite but never wiote,
who wanted to shoot photographs but spent
fheir cash on coke not comenas, who wonted 1o
sing but never sang. Sex and drugs drained their
discipline for creativity

Robert Mappiathome's bowdy Baudelole life
was the frspiration of his arl. "You live it i to
write it down.” he toid me. "1 sxpose my sexual
kink on film. We both hove the Catholic need to
confess.” Latters and notes sealed our east-west
romance, "Jack, i you'ra not fiee for dinnes fo-
mamow night, I'm going fo beat you up. Love,
Robart.” (July 26, 1979) To Robert, S&M did not
mean Sodism and Masochism so much as Sex

ond Magic:



Rober, by the mid-70's, had become the Bad
Boy of the NY art scene. lonically iconoclastic,
he becama icon himself as artist ond as model.
He shot Warhol, Warhol shot him. Whenever |
whizzed in Robert's 24 Bond Sheet lof, | foced
him, hanging over he toilel, looking down,
insouciant, from the framed porralt Scavulio
had lensed of him. Froncesco cought Robert,
hands jommed into his leather jeans. Kool
cigaret hanging from his mouth, fom teeshirt
tight around his speed-lean torso, his Rood War
fior hair ousled satyr-ike. He confessed in his
lettars that his main enfoymeant In sex wos
uncovering the devil in his parfner. | should hove
been more carsful with this photographer who
worked with light and shadow Lucifer, whose
name franslates as “Archangelic Light-Bearar,”
was: in Reber, o glotdous angel fiying always
intensety foo close fo the edge.

Robert. innocent as any vickim, died of AIDS of
the pinnache of his infemational photographic
success on March 9. 1989, Ha, with his ety S&M
work published In Drummet wis the oichetype
of the “Cross-Over Arfist” who comes up from the
gay subcuttute, same as Harvey Rersteln and
Boy Geonge, to acceptance by the intemational
art werld, glomorizing their particulor gay-style
in the cross-over process. From demi-monde fo
haute monde, Robert played all fhe angles. He
was prime enormple thot ol gay men are their
own best creations

At age 14, he made his first trip from Foral
Pork, Long Isiand, acrass the border from
=ueens, where he was bom In 1944, into Man-
hattan. He attended Pratt institute in Brookiyn
sniffing around the edges of photography mok-
ing mixed-media from other peopla’s
photographs, unfll in the early 70sart histordan
John McKendry curator of photography of the
Metropolitan Museumm of Art, bought Robert his
first camexa to fake his own phot
McKendry's wife, Maxime de o Falaise, provided
Robert's entree into high society, European ond
Ametican,

Soon affer, ot a small gallery opening. a group
show of young photogrophers inchuding Map-
plethome. Robert fold me his iife albnptly
changed. A man, admining one of Robert's pho-
tos. tumed to him and said, "T'm looking for
someona to spoil™

“Youi've found him,” Roberi said.

The man was the charming, aristocratic mii-
Hongire, Sam Wagstaff, the brother of Mes. Thom-
os Jefferson [\ Sam was o great patron of the
orfs who almost single-hondedly in the 70's
camea from saif-imposed raclusiity, with Robed
in fow, 1o create the market for the new gane of
fine-art photography. Robert bacame Sam's pro-
tege ond. for-o-time, lover. They wera bom on
the same day 25 years apart,

One splendid, sunny March 1978 affemoon,
after Robert and | had dissmibarked from an SFO
to JFK flight. we taxied directiy fo the restourant
al One Fifth where Robert glided usinto a green
banguette seat. Several pecple nodded ond
waved, Robert's chisebed foce, porcelein skin
shietched tight over classic bone structure, broke
into his easy grin. “1'm not into celebrities.” ha
once told o New York Times reporter.

Nevertheless, calebrities came o his Bond
Street loft 1o sit in the south light of the front
toom with Ifs silver umbrelias and industrial pip-
ing. Everyone from Princess Margaret to Amaold
Schwarzenegger wanted to be phofographed
by the fashionabie Bad Boy with the Hossalblod.

“Amold was cute,” Robart said. “He sat with all
his clothes on ond we taliied, He's nice. He's
beight, He's shaight. The gay bodybubiders I've
been with are s 'mided out they're ke fucks
from outer space. | can't relate to all that mass.
It overshadows personality Amold's soul /s big.

-enough ta fill his muscle with his person.”

Robert's relationship with bodyoulider Lisa
Lyon was the best of muscle-and-photography
Liscy wos the first of the new wove of female
bodybuliders and Robert promoted her,
bacause sha was like him, reversing stersotypes,
on fhe outrogeous, andiogynous cutting edge,
Lisa's qum at supper on San Francisco’s Casto,
at o clone cofe appropriately nomed “Without
Resarvotion,” was aimost a psychic twin to
Robert, She Is o beoutiful woman of ebulliant wit,
50 full of it that whn one studies the non-

mﬂmwhﬂﬂumdoaﬂheﬁmmﬂawm
peojects sub rosa on Hefner's poges.

| deank in the atmosphere of the posh One
Fifth, Robert lounged comfortably waiting for
Sam. "Did you ever go to Max's Kansas City?"
Ttobert asked. "Did you ever have to go fo Max's
Kansas City? L wenit fo Max's every night for a
yeat | had to. The people | needed to meet
went theva. | met them, They inkoduced me to
their frignds”

Rober, whose movia biogrophy only Ken Rus-
sedl could re-create, delighted octing out the
tormented existenfialist artist role even while toy-
ing with the celebities ond the editors of maga-
zines. Vbgue woke Us Up one —wug it
Diana Viesland on tha line?—begging Robert 1o
shoot Faye or Fonda or Gere or Trovolta or some-
body hot they needed fost. | could only hear his
side of the conversation; our bodies fucked
fogether. my front fo his bock. a perect physical
fit, lying stugabed in his twisted sheets on his
mattress on the floor

“Ah, a principessal” Robert said. Vogue
wonted some princess, part of the stylish Euro-
trash invoding the New York posi-modem club
scene. Robert liked climbers. He had a soft spot
for princesses and o hardon for nasty sex

Life with Robert, Dear Liza, Dedar Liza. wos the
cabaret of Dr. Caligar!

Still watting excitedly fo meet S5am at One
Fifth, | realized what brash takent Robert hod
scandalizing his woy into prominence asa
“society” photographer all the while assoulting
mainstraam conventions. Yestarday John Paul
Gatty ll, today the toughest S&M hustier 'd ever
hired for the cover of Drummet, fomomow the
thiree-year-old daughter of Susan Sarandon, His
acquired character was hybrid Manhatton
sockaty studded out from Times Squoare pom
shops. The driving ambition of his ex-Catholic’s
visian was fo combine the “forbidden” d2nd
Streat gut-and-gonad feeling he experienced at
14 seeing naked men in Physigue Pictonal to be
the gut assault in his own elegantly ertic pho-
tography

Across the crowded baife, Sam Wagstaff
made his anfrance. Cbwvioushy in love with
Robert, he threaded his way theough tables of
wanna-be's, celebrities. and hos-beens dasper
ate fo be recognized. Robert infroduced us fast,
taking Sam's hand, pulling back in surprise at
the diomond ring Sam had slipped him. "Wel-
come bock” Sam said.

Rabert, swear fo God, bit the diomond with his
teeth. | nearly died. To Robert, who fancied him-
self dewviliish, nothing was sacred. S5am loughed
and whisked us up, Up, and away to his
immenss all-white penthousa ofop the posh
One FAfth. His zillionaire digs were sparsaly fur-
nished. but what was there smelled of money
and good taste. Art of all kinds lay sployed
about in coreful. careless piles. Robert's infenest
in photography had kindied Sam's. Togethier
they hod accumulated the best of kate 15th
and sarly 20th-cenfury photography. neary ol
of It male nudes shot in the homostotic covert
styie of the fimes.

The past in that present mat the future, This
planet's first fine-art photographess. such os
Geonge Platt Lynes, saw fhe world thiough the
lens for the first time. Sam and Robert bought up
a first-rate coliection of the eariest art photogro-
phy Robert referenced thekr primordial perspec-
tive, but stayed frue o his earliest experimental
Pratt Polarokds, 1o create images from his own
Genaticized world: deazcid S&M. i
men encased In full-body black-rubber suts.
lecther masters with slaves in chains in decong-
tor apartments {Brian Ridley ond Lyle Heeter),
men with bodies erotically scomed with razor
blades. men drinking through
{ his hiphych, "Jim and Tom, Sousalito,” 1977),
men with fists up theé butts. o man with a
satonic tattoo on his forehaod who, whan | met
him, lived In on apartment decomted ke o
subway cor from nibber mats fo sitver walls and
lighting. and who, under o fernale nom de
prume iater wiote Q sexy best-sallar thot
became a ssnsational TV mini-saries

“¥ou could do the some,” Robert counseled
e, “if you'd troved in the right clrcles™

"I won't suck high-society ass”

“Make them think they're sucking yours.”

Robert was as well acguainted with the Eng-
lish and American smart set as he wos with the
after-hours fuck-pataces of male erotic desire. In
1970, he hod stamed in Sandy Doley's film fitled,
Robert Having His Nipple Plerced. He wor-
shipped consansual. rifual, sexual “violence,” He
gloried in male fiesh and odvertised for body-
builder models: his foste running from intense
Caucasion penverts fo steaming edofic Blacks for
his Brack Book. In 1981, wanting my then lover a
championship bodybulider, fo ba caplured in
all his physicol gloey with Robert’s creative glony |
sat up a shoot all three found very satistying. My
bodybulider-lover, howaver, refused fo signa
releqse; 5o Robert, demonically, cut off his head
and tumed his forso info o full-color greeting
card.

Sueans, | tedl you, no matter how homomas-
culing, ore queens!

In 1879, Robert gave me over 100 photocopies
of sorme of his most blatant work, so 1 might statt
Paragraph One at the epicenter of his biogio-
phy: his most personal photography. Some of
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these photos have et toses the light of day
Later, in 1983, Robert sent me two original, single
prints whose personcl value for exceeds the -
mendous extravogant price offered by gallenes
having heard on the grapevine that | have
thase solo prints, the photocopies, and color
proofs Robert gave me os lovet, friend, and biog-
raphet. In death as in life, Robert is probably
laughing ot the cost of my sentimant; but some
things, Roberto, have sa much parsonal volue
they have no price,

One of Roberi’s photo sedes, llustrations for on
adition of Rimbaud's A Season in Hell—a book
whose words were lyrics fo Robert's visual music,
included one of the many self-porfraits Robert
shat, this one os a homad devil. My favorite of his
seti-portraits ( 1978) displays him in black leather
chaps with a bullwhip hondls, inserted in his ass,
curling scatalogically down its full leather
length. Robert, os Part, knew wha he was and he
wias niot shy 1o show I,

“This is.” | told him, “your first reincamation in
three thousand yeors”

“How s0"

| intuit It | said. " get reincomational read-
Ings off some people.”

*I'm one of them?”

"You're the most Intensa of them ail.”

The world ond Robert Mopplethompe were on
no uncertain fems with each othet. in this NYC
incomation, of in past goat-iooted Dionysion
ives, Robert demanded, managed, and delh-
arad what he wanted from life. He lived on an
ascending arc of creativity. notoriety, and suc-
cess. Ha died with seven books in print: a bibli-
ography of ciitics and social historans, not the
least of which is Susan Sontag. coming out the
ass: a primo list of more than 100 intemational
gailery exhibitions, the triumphant epitome of
which was fhe immensely successful showing at
the Whitney Museum of Modem A, July 28-
October 23, 1988, which Robert gallantty
ottended in o wheelchair and an cxygen mask.
He Is one of only fwo photographers ever so
recognized by thal musaum.

Robert Mopplathome knew how fo do the
Veni-Vidi-Vic! Bop! He got from life all that he
wanied of its quality if not of its longevity; but
then he purposely fived in tha romantic tradition
of Byron, Shalley, Keats, Janis Jopdin, Hendnye
Jomes Dean, ond Jim Morison, whom he most
resambied in look and shye, There are wonsa
things than dying o success at an eary age.

The maost homible photograph ['ve ever seen of
onyone this side of Dochau is Jonathan Becker's
photo of on emaciated Robert Mapplethorpe
aftending the Whitney opening. AIDS & a speed-
trip of the aging process. Rober looks a million
years old in Backar's briiantly revealing photo-
graph, which, giving @ famous face fo AIDS.
appeared with Dominick Dunne's confessional
essay. “Robert Mapplethorpe's Proud Finale,”
Vonify Foit Februory 1989,

| wrote about Robert in my 1984 anthology,
Corporal in Charge of Taking Cave of Captain
(O'Mailey that Robext, Pan, evereincamate,

", . will when his et death-passage is appeop-
ricrte, take his life with the same hands with
which he has created and crafted I He will
neathy stylishly even, finish it.” Dominick Dunna’s
12 DRUMMER 133

featuna inteniew confirms that prediction right
down to the Death's Heod cana In the
benumbed hand that had been o adiolt ot
making love and photos.

Robert's early work. sexually explici! leather
imoges. many of them shot in the fshing-illoge-
with-an-opera, San Francisco, shocked fhe New
York art world in fhe 70's but what succeeds
better than shock? His reputation hweaked fost
beyond the Manhatton novelly of o new falent
in SoHo. The Bad Boy hod huseds and
leather attitude. His devilish smile charmed the
proverbiol apples from the tees of patrons,
grants boards, and gallery mavens. At 52000 a
shoot, the right people sat in Robert's studio. The
ﬁmimctpluﬂnwnpdn!sm‘sdhfm;mpm

limited editions,
found makwuﬂnro the right golleries. the right
magazines, the fight addresses.

Robert was @ shooting star, o lone-rider. a

talent in the fost jane, comening
with me. one April night, up the Avenue of tha
Americos. both of us loaded, but less ooded
than the faxi driver who scared us bolh 50 much
we sat huddie-cuddied on the floor of the back
saal. He knew | was a writer and ha wonted me
with him to chronicle {as he knew | drsady had
been doing) in my joumal whet his fife, with all
its notorious celebrity was personally sexually,
and esthetically
He wanted, not another professional critic, but
o moee infimate . "You do write wedl,”
e wrote Aprl 20, 1977, " hink we should go fost
on the book.”

He confessad lofe af night, walking hand-in-
hand from his favorite haunt, The Mineshaft,
thal, as a stanving brat fresh out of Pralt, he and
Patti Smith hod clerked at Brentano's, pilfering
loose change. Patti ended thelr clerking coreer,
One aftermnoon at the cash register analher clerk
was caught in @ bod scene. Robert was shaken
wmmmmwmmnh
mmfscmOdL'Su Patti said, "quit. We

can manage.”

They did. Robert’s most-photographed moded
was himsett, Next came Pattl, She was a post/
singer/artist who In fondam with Robert set Man-
hattan on its ear. Leaving bahind them the
notorious Chelsea Hotel whare Rober kicked a
hole through the wall dividing thel rooms.
together they hook off; o famous couple, an
androgynous Burton and Tayloe Within a short
fime, Robert wos o staff photographer for War-
hol's inteniew magazine and Poth was o major
recording star, the first of the femala New Wave
Punk Rockers whose chart-busting alburms, ke
Horses and Easter, featured chicroscuro coves
shots of Patti by Robert Mapplethome. "Pafti”
Robett said, "desenves fo be a legend.”

Robert was a legend in his own time, MAPPLE-
THORPE! His name acquired elifist and popular
WMM!MGMMH

t of the prestigious Rober!
mmwmmwumpbm
photogrophs zoomed up in price, o sure sgn of
success in Amarica, whene money is the main
way of keeping score.

Robert's first axhibit ot Miller in 1979, coupled
with a small show of Patti's graphic ort, created
a mob scena of white tes, pearls, block leafher
ond New Wave funk. In 1981, a Mapplethorpe

print sobd for $2.000; in 1984, 35.000; in 1987, his
piatinum-on-linen prints retalied

W 5,000, In 1984, Sam, whom Robert truly

loved. died of AIDS leaving Robert 55 million,

By 1988, Robert's nome and face were 50
famous he posed, evet the inonic-smirking hand-
some devil, in an elegant full-page od for Rose's
Lime Julce, What a'send-Up by a man whose
fovorite "cockioil” was poppers and MDA His

groced the covers of dozens of

In January 1988, amid rumors of
terminal liiness, American Phofographer fea-
tured o Mapplethome cover-photo and lead
story. “Mappiethompe: The Arf of His Wicked,
Wickad Woys." Harper's, June 1988, availed ifself
of fis excefient photos-of Blocks, cover
hustiating Shelby Steele’s lend essay, 'm Block,
You're White, Who's Innccent: Roce and Power in
an Eraof Shome.”

One aftemoon, he sat me down in his Bond
Streat loft. The sun sianted through the tall indus-
frial windows and hurt my eyes. We had kept
each ofher up for days.

“You okay7?" He unscrawed the legs of his
tripod

aah "

“Come on, Jack, you're lying.”

“How embancssed do you want me?” We hod
done everything in bed. but with him unfolding
his equipment | shied oway and he noticed. The
sonuvabitch always had fo press the tender
nenve.

“Why should you be embamassed ™

"I don't know why”

But | knew why. Robert's aye was frue, His
camam-aye—his all-seeing Third Eye—was fruet
| finally understood why MNative Amenicons
feared the soul-revealing, souksteaiing dewvil
lens, We both played af being cynics abrood in
the world Maybe he wasn't playing, Maybe |
was only Califomia attitude. Maybe he was
Manhattan real,

So sat |, the West Coast writer stuck in front of
ihe Eost Coost photographer’s comen: ke a
"punk's vikhim” to be x-toyed like sushi af Hirosh-
ima Ground Zero. His sight and insight cut
through bullshit. In conversations, we thew snide
asides to one anolhet His honey-green eyes
worked overfimea.

The first night we made love, his fongue licked
tepeatadly ocross my eyeball. That was o prob-
ing first. No one hod ever 5o directly fucked my
vislon. Sitting in his suniny shudic, | feated his eye,
mialocchia, his evil eve, his wonderful aye that
through the Third Eve of his lens might see me
suddeniy diffsrent, might pierce through my
appearance to my reality

| had ssen others whose foces ha had pholo-
graphed. In real life they seemed 5o different
from the reality be froze into a single frame:. | did
not want to bevichim of o single shot—not JKin
a frozen Zopiuder Bmm frame. | wanted fo be
Mapplethomion-Mephistophelion fransformed.
it not info Schwarzenegger. then at least info the
persona of cult writer of black-leather things
grinding bump in the night. My fear of his com-
era was primithve. He wos o soicerer. | felf in
bondoge fo o process that tries to caphure o
whale person in a single frome. Yet | wanfed fo
give the devil his due. | wanted him fo have his
way with my foce. Appearing nightly for two



RICHARD, 1978

shaws In his saxuglly shocking bed was nol
enough. Pillow taik was not encugh. My own
esthalic required a Mapoiethorpe Ultra-Fuck. |
wanted what he wanted to be the sublect of his
art 50 | could write bicgraphically for him what It
fedt liker to be inside his art. Yet, for all my per
sonal trust in him, making exotic U-tums Lndes
thie sheats, | feared he might professionally
enpose the face | think | hide from the world

In fact, he shot me affortiessly ond quickty Ha
sealed the rolls of fiim and called to his assistant
—the sofcarer’s apprentica—working in the dore
room in the middie of his ioft

“The contoct proofs will be ready tomormow
he said. He hugped me.

| mode us instant coffee in his small, jumbled
kitchen. Under g silk-screenad Warhol of Jockie
Kennecly velled In multiple-Image mouming, an
ashiroy broks from smoulder to biaza on tha
tabie littered with Con Edison receipts and
plaase-please-please lettars from golleres
Robert brushed the small fire fo the floor and
stomped the flames with his black point-foad
snokeskin cowboy boots. Minor disosters stalked
us: that insane Saturdoy night kamikaze ride in
the taxi up the Avenue of the Americos a young
gaymian shot in the thin, bafore our eyes, by o
miugger in the lobby of 2 Chartton: a noked
man fafling heodfirst cut of a piss-filled bathiub
1o the concrate floor of tha Mineshof!

Robert laughed. ™You're pomanoid.” he said

“Signs ond omens ore everywhere."

Treoad that homasexuality can couse
parcnoia.”

"Homdcsasuats have reason to be panoid.” |
thought of his fiend and model, Lamy Hunt,
whom he hod photogrophed, sitting on g
couch, feat and legs laced up tight to the kneas
In leather boots Lamy hod disoppearad from an
LA leathes bar: all that was found of him was his
lower jaw and teath In Griffith Pork

| ramember Robsart lowenad his aves. His mouth
grew thin, fightec Robert resented resistonce
Robert loved congenial complionce.

Shit happens

Wordlerssly,

We walkad to.Jack Mchenny's flowar shop,
Giffs of Maturs, ot 6h ond Houston. Robert was
as fomous for his genitalic flower photographs,
espacially cala [iles os he was for his phatlic
fetish pichures, such as "M 10&1/2" and "Man in
Polvester Sull” whersin o King-Kong black pents
deoops for days from the unzipped fiy, Jock
Mchanny—fhe sweslest man, the talented floral
designer with the dropdeod breath of an out-
house—abways saved Robert his filthiest jock-
straps and his best blooms for his Baudealairean
frowers-of-enil still-lifies.

Af Jack's shop, standing among the pure,
white calas, Robert suddenly intuitively knew |
did not want togo to bed with him: Mot that
night. Not anymore.

He wanted fo know why

| dlidn't know why

| think now it wias becouse he hod photo-
graphed me and | wos afroid the devil had shot
miy less-than-lity-white soul, gaining power
through some weind kind of photo-voodoo,

Robert was plssad, bul in control, | wanled
some neutral ime fogether o sort things out, He
needed time to work his seduction. He sug-
gested supper af Duft's on Chiistopher Streel, We
lingered long, He plied beautifully sublie ways o
untangle my mood. For some sexual-esthafic
reason, he wanted me, as me, with him, not in
anyway forevet, just particulary for that night of
the affemoon he had shol ma.

“There's been o madness on us all for some-
fime,” | said

*You're afraid to go os for Info nasty sex as |
want 1o toke you.”

The hanging green ghass lampshades in Duff's
Iit pooks of light over sepomie ables.

"You want fo be dirfy” He spun his wab,

“Let’s pay the check.”

Al the door, the cold spring night chilled
stroight through our leather jockets. Robert
headed out onto the crowded midnight side-
walk. A hundred guys crulsed up and down
Chaistopher from Ty's Bar fo Bools and Soddles
Knowing full well we were haoded foward disas-
ter, [ followed his fost poce up to Sheddan
Square. The showdown was coming right on
cue. We stood a long fime in obsolute slence,
stoned on grass, shll points in o nushing kalekdo-
scope of lights and fraffic

Ainally, Robedt said, "it's stupid "

“Bverything Is.”

"I's stupid."™ He wasn't even holding one of his
wsual Kools fo punctuate his gesture. "I'm not in
hove with you."

"I never thought you were.”
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“But when hwo intelligent people make excel-
lent love. if they don't do |t when they can, IFs

stupid”

“Thatsit?

“That's that.”

This semudal short-circuit was about the fuck of
intellect? He despised me, sepentinely, for refus-
ing fo eat the shif from his Eden’s Big Appie Tree
of Knowledge.

He hodled o faxi No honds on each other's
kneas now Where was that cunous dyke photog-
raphes, Nita? Earier that day she had shot us
together when sha discovered us sitting in Stom-
pers Gallery and Boot Shop. She was doing a
book on gay couples and she fiked the way our
anms and fegs fwined 30 well around eoch other
We gave her the poses she wonted,

She wis right. Our bodies wete o perdect fit
Our heods weee anothar mattet

| ordered the cab to go fo the Mineshaft.

"You need fresh meat,” the devil said

When the cab stopped, | pushed some bucks
betwean Robert's clanched fist and his leather
chapped thigh. | tumed full face to him, ond the
peract thythm of my woeds spilied out: "What
you said you're not, | think | partiy om™ | meant
"In fove.” | climbed out, clasad the door, and
walked off without looking back.

Twao momings later, on the Sunday after Easter,
repantant, ling with Robert in his Ioft, | felt his
anmwiop around my neck,

"What 1 said the othar night.” he whispered. ™
didn’t mean,”

| Kissed his long arist's fingers. | said nothing, |
clidn't need fo.

"1 wanted to get really crazy | wonted to go so
for with you. Get so nasty”

“Thls ts oy fearewied] four o New Yor.” | said.
“I'm joining @ monastery. This is It for sex 'm tired
of life in the fast lone.”

“Yegh, Sure” He pulled from his leather jean’s
pockals one of those litle plastic MDA bogs he
was always dipping his finger into and shoving
P my nosa

"No. | mean it, Robert. I'm tired of fistfuckess
and dirty peopla. I'm tired ol everybody always
being sick with hepatitis and amoebicsis and
clap ond crabs-ond you name It You con glam:
ofize It all you want with your photographs, | con
glomorize [t with my wiiting. But our lives orea
constant saorch for new ways to be disgusfing.”

"You're dirty, Jock. You have afoce that could
hiove been diown by Reat You have dirfy eyes.”

"What | may wari todo s not what | sught fo
do.” | fiett lika Eve being offered Eden's opple,
“What about my eyas?”

"You've got dark circles.”

*| won't offer hwo weeks of rest. I'm not kidding,
I'm heading back to Colifomia, I'm dolng my
own 1978 version of being oom again. | don't
want my foce fo look like a collopsed coke
baked at 100 high an aififude.”

“Dark circles ana what | look for, Intenssting
people have dark circles”

"Robert Mopplathorpe's famous reccoon-
effect”

“Why don't you stay through fomomow night?
Warhaol's giving an Academy Awards party of
Studic 547

“Don't fempt me.”

“Maric Amaya will be there"
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| hasitated | (lked Maric: He was an art crific
and @ friend, | had felt somy for him when he had
been shot, wounded, along with Warhel, when
Malerie Sotanas, the founder of SCUM (The
Society to Cut Up Men), had opened fire.on
Warhaol for, sha olieged, taking too much control
of hat life. Maybe Volarie fit about Andy the
way | feared Roberf's seductive acquisition of
control.

“Hord sex” | soid, "leads fo haed times." None
of us knew then that Gay Liberation would end
up In an Intensive Cara Unit.

That moming | colld have gone his way o
mine. Had our nightships been in convoy forso
long never fo connect ogain? if so, then | knew
that whot-was must ramain alwoys so dear to
my heart and my head. We rarety dared say
“love.” We had no need. Life Is o series of Gats-
by's beoutiful gestures: o ook, o lick across the
eye, o fouch, aword, sex verging on iove—sach
and oll again:

| fled New York, leaving on a jef "l want, |
need, | love, yes, love, with incredibls raspect,
this man, Robert Mapplethorpe,” | wiote at
25,000 fieet in rry journal, “even though we may
never really e fopether ogoin”

When Robert sant me a package with a print
of his photo of me, or pedhops nol-me, of, mote,
whivat | wos then, [ hesitated. | wanted o see
what this mognificent visionary photographer
pod found in me. | had to see it | looked dirty:
riot from the ingide out—that id | hod olways
known—but from the outside In. | hod to know if
| hod a gay face: the hounted, hunted, dis-
torted, stereatypical kind. | hod to find out if my
face had become like the Felfinl foces in the
bars and the baths: o decd give-away of what-
ever night-hunges it was that made us terminally
different from other men. Hod Robert exposed
my soul?

Robert wiote fo me His letters ochied with the
Bolation of the gifted ortist for whom lifis is never
intense enough. In his left-handed siant, he
wrode on Aprl 20, 1977 "Anyhow | think you wete
right about me neading a psychiakmst os | om (o
moke) nymphomanioc. . . 1just can't get sex out
of my heod. 'm nevet satisfied. It will dive me
mad. But othenwise, life doesn't seam worth It
I'm probably going to have to find one person
somehow that can keep me in, Othanwise my
anengy wil just pick up and leave,”

On May 21, 1978, he wrate: “it's midnight. . . |
almost forgot 1o tell you. |let some creep stick
his hand up my oss I've baen fisted —even
came—put | think | prefer being the ghver. | don't
seem to hove any great desire for it fo happen
again. Infact, | can't help but fo give preferan-
tial treatmeant o the feeding process. | wanf fo
see the devil in us oll. That's my real fum on.
(italics odded. ) The MDA is coming on stronget. |
have to fake @ dump but 1l save it I'm sure
somabody out There ts hungry I's time to get
myzelf fogether, pock my skin in leathet The
package ks always important. Goodnight for
now | feel the pull to the West Side. The night is
getting older. Love, Robert.”

"September 12, 197%. “The ‘punk’ leather boy
from SF is gatting more and more on my naves |
hate naive paopie. He just et wearing his
motorcycle jocket. | feel as though he shouldn't

ba ollowed fo war it as he just doasn't have o
sophisticated sense of sex | hate happy nove
peopie. | guess | belleve in fotal dictatorship
with somecne who thinks exoctly lika | doin
charge. How's that forego?. . . | ook pictures of
Nick in color last week for a second possible
Drummer| cover, . . | met that publisher from
Drurmmera couple of timas in the bar. Nothing
Mﬁmmw.ﬁoﬂdkhmmm.

As he progressad Into his Mandingo period of
shooting glonous black men, he wiote: "T'm shil
somewhat info Niggens [He used the word
aiways with affection.) | even have o button that
spelis it out that | wear fo the bars. It seems fo
attroct the dirty jiggers. Sex Sex Sex Sex—that's
all | think of. Let ma out of this place. I's driving
me crazy”

On April 10, 1978, on Hotel Bouldenado letter
head, Rober, bored in Colorado, wiote: “Dear
Jack—| just amived hane fiom Naw York, The Lon-
don Times sent me ta Boulder o take a picture
of Allen Ginsberg. It sounds good, but | would
prefer fo be under the sheets in New York or
even bether in San Francisco, I makes me crozy
when | travel, especially this sort of trip which is
for less thon 24 hours. | . Thonks to you and your
friends 've been spolled. | haven't really been
safisfied since | left 5F | st miss you, Jock, |
regret we never got into anything more whils
You wee in New Yok, . .

“'s 10 PM. I'm In bed already: | checked out
the 3 bars near the hotel and nothing wos hap-
pening on o Monday night in Boulder—at least |
saw nothing. Basides, lite hos exhausted me.

“Ginsberg was a Jewish drog. He moade me sit
through his lecture on Wiliom Bloke which wos
OK except that it reminded me of when | wasin
schoal as | hod to make a great effort not to
closa my eyes and fall osleep.

“Then he compilained about The Times spend-
ing the money fo send a photographer out hete
03 he's hod 50 many piciures foken alieody”

Ginsberg didn't seem fo catch on that this
wasn't just onothar motordriven comera hack:
this was fo be o portrait by Robert Mapple-
o

"Then he complained about having no time
o moke on effort. He finally decided to sit in the
Lotus position barefoct, | quickly sef up miy lights
which | had fo drog out here and took 2 rolls
(24) of film. | had wanted to do mora than that
as | came all this way and | do get nenvous
about the results

"Somehow | brought up the subject of S&M
and he did say (still in the Lotus position) that he
wis getting into if. No blood however, Anyhow,
by the tire | was through, he was apologizing
and Invited me to meeet him later at some Rock
'’ Roll Club. | sold | would, but | won't, His day s
up. The tima for chanting s over, As far as 'm
concamed, It never adsted,

“I'm going fo tum out the lights and try to
miuster up enough enengy to ‘Jock’ off. 'm going
to think about having my fist up your clean
asshole while you, . _ Love, Robert”

Let the art crifics recount the infemational art
world's loss at the death of Robert Mapple-
thome. Let them explicote the wonders of his 14
different printing processes, of his still-life shudies

of floral genitalia, marble sculptures, male and
female nudes and fetishes and celeority por-
traits, of his cool infellectualism smacking ol
Neo-Mandsm. Let them reprise his distinctive
esthetic edge In sinister pichures of o walter-
mekon sfuck in the middia with a butcher knife.
Let them wax jeakous over his ich patron who
knew art when he saw it and who saw the
genius in Robert's art, Let Paloma Picasso and
Willer De Kooning ond Loulse Mevelson and
Philip Glass and the exquisite Princess Gloria Van
Thum und Tanis be groteful Robert Mopple-
thorpe ever existed ot cll, Pincess Margaret and
Amold Schwarzenagge feel somehow
changed? Robert's fongue never ficked thew
eyeball Robert’s lean body never made love o
tham.

| confess now that in my May 10, 1978, lettet, |
fied to him: "Caovo Roberto. . . The portroit you
took of me omved. You're good. . . | sea the way
you sianted me. | should be so kind fo you in the
slant of my wiitten vision of you. fwo pleces are
completed in which you figure: the orficle, short,
in Drummex, and ancther plece, baredy fictional
ized, in Conporal in Charge, . . Take care, my
good friend, | love you with all my head "

Let the critics assess the artist and his art.
Leave the private man—what does not belong
to Patti and to other lovers—to me. We wera foo
hot not fo cool down, As wiiter and photogro-
pher, as men, as fuckbuddies, somathing special
passad batween us. Revelation. Reflection. Lust,
Darkness and light. Good and avil. Understand-
ing. Maybe even love.

We were what he said: intelligent people mak-
ing excetient sex. That's the value of ships pass-
ing in the night: ressurance that in the dork
sea-swelks, with Robert gone, his art iving on,
other talented lights, rising and folling, will ces-
tainly loom closer out of the distance, leam from
his briliance, and for bref passoge, prove that
none of us, 03 | learmned fram him, bome back
against the cument, Is forever alone.

Centuries from now; pecpie will look af Map-
plethome’s photographs. but whot wil they
know of Robert who has no more memary than
the remembrance we give him?

Robart Mapplethore was a creature of the
night. Take a walk down ieenwich offer mid-
night. Peer in the windows of shops whene we
browsed for ontigues. Robert was an offfand
collector He wiohe impulsive, enormious checks
for small bronze sculptures of the goat-footed
devil. | think he will haunt those Villoge strests
until his next incamation, | think | am hopey fo
be left with the memory of him and with the

cover of Drummser, “Biker for Hirg,”
which is the best color porfrait work he ever shak:

Robert coma, sow conquensd, He becoma
ona of the premiar photogropherns of the 20th
cantury, He got what he wanted, laaving me,
Pofti, and hopefully otheds, with sweat memaries
of o private man who was also an arfist from
hell. He dared lay bare how vulnerable and
strong we brazen homosexuols can be as saer
and sayers exposing the truth of the underbelly
of the human condition fo o blind ond deal
society

Is this the biography you wanted fom me.
Roberto?

Caro Robertol o
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