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Look out, straights. Here comes the Gay Liberation Front, springing up like warts all
over the bland face of Amerika, causing shudders of indigestion in the delicately
balanced bowels of the movement. Here come the gays, marching with six-foot
banners to Washington and embarrassing the liberals, taking over Mayor Alioto's office,
staining the good names of War Resister's League and Women's Liberation by refusing
to pass for straight anymore.
We've got chapters in New York, San Francisco, San Jose, Los Angeles, Minneapolis,
Philadelphia, Wisconsin, Detroit and I hear maybe even in Dallas. We're gonna make
our own revolution because we're sick of revolutionary posters which depict straight heman types and earth mothers, with guns and babies. We're sick of the Panthers lumping
us together with the capitalists in their term of universal contempt-"faggot."
And I am personally sick of liberals who say they don't care who sleeps with whom, it's
what you do outside of bed that counts. This is what homosexuals have been trying to
get straights to understand for years. Well, it's too late for liberalism. Because what I do
outside of bed may have nothing to do with what I do inside--but my consciousness is
branded, is permeated with homosexuality. For years I have been branded with your
label for me. The result is that when I am among gays or in bed with another woman, I
am a person, not a lesbian. When I am observable to the straight world, I become gay.
You are my litmus paper.
We want something more now, something more than the tolerance you never gave us.
But to understand that, you must understand who we are.
We are the extrusions of your unconscious mind-your worst fears made flesh. From the
beautiful boys at Cherry Grove to the aging queens in the uptown bars, the taxi-driving
dykes to the lesbian fashion models, the hookers (male and female) on 42nd Street, the
leather lovers ... and the very ordinary very un-lurid gays ... we are the sort of people
everyone was taught to despise-and now we are shaking off the chains of self-hatred
and marching on your citadels of repression.
Liberalism isn't good enough for us. And we are just beginning to discover it. Your
friendly smile of acceptance-from the safe position of heterosexuality-isn't enough. As
long as you cherish that secret belief that you are a little bit better because you sleep
with the opposite sex, you are still asleep in your cradle and we will be the nightmare
that awakens you. We are women and men who, from the time of our earliest
memories, have been in
revolt against the sex-role structure and nuclear family structure. The roles we have
played amongst ourselves, the self-deceit, the compromises and the subterfuges-these
have never totally obscured the fact that we exist outside the traditional structure-and
our existence threatens it.

Understand this-that the worst part of being a homosexual is having to keep it secret.
Not the occasional murders by police or teenage queer-beaters, not the loss of jobs or
expulsion from schools or dishonorable discharges-but the daily knowledge that what
you are is so awful that it cannot be revealed. The violence against us is sporadic, Most
of us are not affected. But the internal violence of being made to carry-or choosing to
carry-the load of your straight society's unconscious guilt-this is what tears us apart,
what makes us want
to stand up in the offices, in the factories and schools and shout out our true identities.
We were rebels from our earliest days-somewhere, maybe just about the time we
started to go to school, we rejected straight society-unconsciously. Then, later, society
rejected us, as we came into full bloom. The homosexuals who hide, who play it straight
or pretend that the issue of homosexuality is unimportant, are only hiding the truth from
themselves. They are trying to become part of a society that they rejected instinctively
when they were five years old, to pretend that it is the result of heredity, or a bad
mother, or anything but a gut reaction of nausea against the roles forced on us.
If you are homosexual, and you get tired of waiting around for the liberals to repeal the
sodomy laws, and begin to dig yourself-and get angry-you are on your way to being a
radical. Get in touch with the reasons that made you reject straight society as a kid
(remembering my own revulsion against the vacant women drifting in and out of
supermarkets, vowing never to live like them) and realize that you were right. Straight
roles stink.
And you straights-look down the street, at the person whose sex is not readily apparent.
Are you uneasy? Or are you made more uneasy by the stereotype gay, the flaming
faggot or diesel dyke? Or most uneasy by the friend you thought was straight-and isn't?
We want you to be uneasy, be a little less comfortable in your straight roles. And to
make you uneasy, we behave outrageously-even though we pay a heavy price for it-and
our outrageous behavior comes out of our rage.
But what is strange to you is natural to us. Let me illustrate. The Gay Liberation Front
(GLF) "liberates" a gay bar for the evening. We come in. The people already there are
seated quietly at the bar. Two or three couples are dancing. It's a down place, And the
GLF takes over. Men dance with men, women with women, men with women, everyone
in circles. No roles. You ever see that at a straight party? Not men with men-this is
particularly verboten. No, and you're not likely to, while the gays in the movement are
still passing for straight in order to keep up the good names of their organizations or to
keep up the pretense that they are acceptable---and to have to get out of the
organization they worked so hard for.
True, some gays play the same role-games among themselves that straights do. Isn't
every minority group fucked over by the values of the majority culture? But the really
important thing about being gay is that you are forced to notice how much sex-role
differentiation is pure artifice, is nothing but a game.

Once I dressed up for an American Civil Liberties Union benefit. I wore a black lace
dress, heels, elaborate hairdo and makeup. And felt like-a drag queen. Not like a
woman-I am a woman every day of my life-but like the ultimate in artifice, a woman
posing as a drag queen.
The roles are beginning to wear thin. The makeup is cracking. The roles-breadwinner,
little wife, screaming fag, bulldyke, James Bond-are the cardboard characters we are
always trying to fit into, as if being human and spontaneous were so horrible that we
each have to pick on a character out of a third-rate novel and try to cut ourselves down
to its size. And you cut off your homosexuality-and we cut off our heterosexuality.
Back to the main difference between us. We gays are separate from you-we are alien.
You have managed to drive your own homosexuality down under the skin of your mindand to drive us down and out into the gutter of self-contempt. We, ever since we
became aware of being gay, have each day been forced to internalize the labels: "I am
a pervert, a dyke, a fag, etc:' And the days pass, until we look at you out of our
homosexual bodies, bodies that have become synonymous and consubstantial with
homosexuality, bodies that are no longer bodies but labels; and sometimes we wish we
were like you, sometimes we wonder how you can stand yourselves.
It's difficult for me to understand how you can dig each other as human beings-in a
man-woman relationship-how you can relate to each other in spite of your sex roles. It
must be awfully difficult to talk to each other, when the woman is trained to repress what
the man is trained to express, and vice-versa. Do straight men and women talk to each
other? Or does the man talk and the woman nod approvingly? Is love possible between
heterosexuals; or is it all a case of women posing as nymphs, earth-mothers, sexobjects, what-have-you; and men writing the poetry of romantic illusions to these
walking stereotypes?
I tell you, the function of a homosexual is to make you uneasy.
And now I will tell you what we want, we radical homosexuals: not for you to tolerate us,
or to accept us, but to understand us. And this you can do only by becoming one of us.
We want to reach the homosexuals entombed in you, to liberate our brothers and
sisters, locked in the prisons of your skulls.
We want you to understand what it is to be our kind of outcast-but also to understand
our kind of love, to hunger for your own sex. Because unless you understand this, you
will continue to look at us with uncomprehending eyes, fake liberal smiles; you will be
incapable of loving us.
We will never go straight until you go gay. As long as you divide yourselves, we will be
divided from you-separated by a mirror trick of your mind. We will no longer allow you to
drop us-or the homosexuals in yourselves-into the reject bin; labelled sick, childish or
perverted. And because we will not wait, your awakening may be a rude and bloody
one. It's your choice. You will never be rid of us, because we reproduce ourselves out of
your bodies-and out of your minds. We are one with you.

