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It's scintillating it's superlative it's sexy it's stunning 
it's 

. . .. :/ 
• • . :. . :•. . . .. . . .. -.. 

Produced and directedhy Peter Jackson 
IT'S NEW YORK'S SENSATIONALLY ORIGINAL REVUE 
2 shows nightly 9:15 & 11 :30. Unique disco dancing between shows . 
A la carte dinner and after-theatre menu. Cover charge, no minimum. 

GG'sBARNUM ROOM
A DDIFFERENTDISCO!
__ PRESENTS THE GLORIOUS... :. 

BARNUM ROOM. 
DANCERS 

(THE DISCO-BATS!) 

WITH 3 TEAMS Of JUNGLE GYM-IN-THE-SKY DANCERS!! 

A CIRCUS OF 
LAVISH ENTERTAINMENT! 

THE BARNUM ROOM OPENS AT 9:00 PM 

AND AT DANCERS PERFORM AT INTERVALS THRU-OUT10:30 PM THE EVENING? 

PETER'S TVPLUS! THEATRE
-OUR ,TltPAlRE-OF·THf·UNUSUAL 

BR!telNG T06elltER AC10RS AND ACTRESSES, 
PANTOMIMISTS, MUSCIANS IN A PARE DISPlAY OF 

• SATIRE N4D S'ffOWMN1SfffP! 
10 SEE IT AU. ... IS TI) BEUM! 

128 WEST 45TH STREET• NEW YORK. N.Y.10036 (212)730-9168 •246-1898 
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plush collars over plaid lumberjack shirts. 
The more affluent might sport a leather 
motorcycle or bomber jacket. 

Another variation on Clone outerwear is 
the faded denim jacket over a hooded, 
zippered sweatshirt, both of which are left 
agape to reveal a ribbed-knit tank top or the 
bare chest, preferably hairy. The truest 
hallmark of the Castro Clone, however, is a 
little open-mouthed alligator appliqued over 
the left pectoral on an ultrasnug, all-cotton 
pullover shirt with three-button plaquet 
collar. It's gotta be genuine lzod Lacost 
one might as well be back 
doubleknit polyester. And t ere are 
absolutely no John Travolta disco duds here. 

Moustaches are sine qua non. No self­
-esteeming habit 
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Once neglected and forlorn, Eureka Valley's 
gabled "Vickies" again stand as proud, 
painted ladies along the steep streets of 
Castro Village, thanks to gay refurbishment 
fever. 
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James Armstrong 



The Gay Freedom Marching Band (left) 
trumpets a liberated message that is the 
keynote of the Bay Area. 

"Abie Baby' 
surprised to ese two bo don 
his bronzed lap. Their paramilitary look is 
fess of ,:1 c,:11/to t ~n .::i ,,,::i,1 chic that 
trumpets "Love 

glass. The Village, Elephant Walk, the 
Badlands, and the very popular Moby Dick 
feature big windows to the sidewalk. 
Quriously, the Eureka Valley Promotion 
Association is pressing for a moratorium on 
new bars in the neighborhood. Most 
residents have little objection to the Jaguar 
Book Store with its back rooms (actually the 
second floor) for "whatever," much less any 
qualm about gay bars. However, residents 
fear that the area will l:lecome too • 
commercial and its residential integrity 
ruined. Nobody minds a throng of strangers 
gathering in the neighborhood once in 
awhile; the annual Castro Street Fair, the 
tricycle races, and Gay Freedom Day 
celebration draw thousands to Eureka Valley 
each summer. But if left unchecked, 
commercial development could turn Castro 
Village into another plastic Pier 39 or phony 
Fisherman's Wharf. 

The area is already congested. Since the 
Castro Theater was dubbed an historical 
monument, the tour buses have begun rolling 
down Castro Street. People of all stripes are 
drawn from around the Bay Area to the valley 
for top-notch productions mounted by the San 
Francisco Repertory Company and the 
Eureka Theatre. Folks of every persuasion 
come to Castro to sample the aphrodisia at 
the new Anchor Oyster Bar, the delicious 
fare at the Italian Sausage Factory, or. the 
fine fowl at the venerable Neon Chicken. 
There is usually a wait for a seat at Cafe 
Flore, especially alfresco on nice summer 
days. The New York Deli on Market Street is 
reputed to be better than its theater-district 
counterparts, and the wide selection of 
wonderful pastries and liquered coffees 
keeps the charming Cafe San Marcos 
jammed till the wee hours. • 

Is it any wonder that parking places are 
impossible to find? And•is it any wonder that 
Eureka Valley aborigines worry that precious 
living space will be sacrificed to business 
en,terprise? Laissez faire be damned, the 
Promotion Association simply will not permit 
another Victorian home to turn into another 
shop or bar. 

Citizens of the valley also insist on 
preserving the low-key homeyness of the 
community. The area already has become too 
slick for some, and it is getting expensive. 
Real-estate values are soaring all over 
"everybody's favorite city"; San Francisco 
runs a close second to Los Angeles as having 
the nation's most expensive housing. But the 
prices of homes in Eureka Valley are 
escalating especially fast, and rents aren't 
lagging behind selling prices any longer, 
according to Rob Tackes, president of 
Langley-Tackes Real Estate. "Castro is hot. 
It's been hot for two or three years: And it's 
going to get many degrees hotter before it 
begins to cool off," he says. 

Probably the.last inner-city neighborhood 
remaining for Castro-brand refurbishmentis 
the Haight-Fillmore, a predominently black, 
high-crime district just beyond Duboce Park 
from Castro Village. Real-estate broker Jim 
Cairnes left the Langley-Tackes company 
and its Eureka \falley focus to bellwether the 
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redevelopment of the new '' Midtown," as 
ultraviolent ghettqis facetiously called by 
determined realtorcs. Pres id ing over the 
Biltmore Companyat Haight and Fillmore 
Streets, Cairnes concedes that blacks living 
in the Haight-Fillmore resent the prospect of 
blockbusting by gays with refurbishment 

BwtCairhesJs right ; the rejuvenation of 
the squalid area i-sJ1ound to happen, just as 
the once-shabby Castro eventually was 
transformed by young , independent, single 
people with adequately disposable incomes. 

Likewise, many merchants are being 
priced out of Castro Street. Rents have 
tripled or even quadrupled for some 
proprietors in the lgast year or so. With an 

X>0r 1:i:nderstandabJeL..Jt11e Red Hen sentiment, 
merchants who have improved Castro Street 
want to remain there to enjoy the fruits of 
their visionary labor. However, if a 
moratorium on new business is mandated, 
then business rents wi ll certainly soar as 
demand for the limited commercial space on 
Castro Street becomes even f iercer. 

One Castro merqhant trapped in this 
< C>rc·111lu,:H11 .. v, is.Tomrt)yZ13lewski. He recalls 

when he moved to the valley eig ht years 
ago, " Castro Street was an amazingly 
different area. Them was no idea then that•it 
would become such a gay mecca. Only one 
bar had opened that was designated as gay. 
This was an area of peace-loving , mellow 
people, very mixec1, very integrated ." 

Exactly a year later he opened Tommy's 

~},~.nts,ppe ofth~JJtsytwonpn-f lprisJ, pon, 
nursery plant stores in San Franoisco to 

• burgeon the house-plant fad. Wealthy 
matrons from Pacific Heights would visit his 
store until the congestion dissuaded them 
from coming down Divis idero into Castro 
Street . The in flux of gays hasn't hurt his 
business , but neither has it been especially 
advantageous. Plants aren't a particularly 

9;~.x,corprno~iJ~· ?~ ix•9rien.ted b.ars do v:ielL 
h~re on Cas-tro StreeLRestaurants make out 
well , and so do shqps that gear their 
merchandise to the single male," Tommy 
said amid his greenery at 566 Castro. " Butfor 
other types of businesses, it 's rough ." 

Tommy is still able to meet the nearly 
trebled rent on his store and still turn an 
adequate profit. But he will have to work 

harder and consider alternatives 
lndeed).fie ha:s a l ready 

second store in Haight-Ashbury. C. Ray 
and John Mathiashave established a second 
L'Uomo outlet there, too. And Twin Peaks 
veteran barkeep Art White agrees that 
although Castro Street is where it 's at now, 
the Haight is where it's going to be. Despite a 
handsome ne.w look to Haight Street 
Golden Gate Park, the district seems to 

• jUsta littl'etoo hi.l(bulerlt ;a little too voIIat11e, : 
whereas Castro is widely regarded as 
and secure. 

Artif icially earthy, intense ly rela xed, 
precisely casual , and frantically f ri volous.c.;.. 
Castro Street is an enticing paradox. It can 
be a wonderful place to play , if one doesn 't 
play for keeps. it can be a del ightful 
place to live, if careful not to run 



photos by Fisher 

Castro street fairs are popular rituals for an 
exhibitionistic community that jumps at any 
excuse to trot out a color riot of plumage a 
outrageousness. 



Helpful and attractive 
salesmen such as 
Harold Gates greet one 
at the popular, ever­
tasteful Rugby Shop 
(above). 



Sylvester, Fantasy Records ' gold disco artist, 
makes himself comfortable onstage at the 
San Francisco War Memorial Opera House 
as City Supervisor Harry Britt (successor to 
the slain Harvey Milk) reads the Mayor 's 
proclamation naming the SRO concert date 
" Sylvester Day." During the performance, the 
former Cockette electrified the baubled and 
bangled crowd with his dance-happy songs 
and bluesy ballads. 

SYLVESTER: 
FASHIONABLY LATE 

by Chris Huizenga 

It has been a long and laborious route to the 
top of the record charts for L.A.-born and San 
Francisco-bred Sylvester James. Along the 
way, this new breed of disco artist has been a 
choir boy, a gospel singer, a transvestite 
chanteuse with the boisterous Cockettes , 
and a cabaret and cafe entertainer. He is 
featured in Bette Midler's much-delayed but 
forthcoming movie debut , The Rose , in which 
he sings a duet with Bette on the Bob Seger 
song, " The Fire Down Below. " 

Something of San Francisco 's daring 
exuberance and innocent assurance is 
embodied in Sylvester's style , where voice 
and movement meet in perfect harmony and 
reflect a happy person who has found and 
conquered yet another niche in his particular 
music pantheon. The former glitter queen of 
the Cockettes Revue , whose spirited soprano 
invariably stole the show at the Palace 
Theatre during those outrageous drag events 
of the late sixties and early seventies, has 
graduated to the equally androgynous but 
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commercially and artistically more congenial 
venues of the disco scene. His most 
spectacular hit to date was last year's chart­
topper, "You Make Me Feel-Mighty Real" 
on Fantasy Records, which combined just 
the right measures of light gospel, rhythm­
and-blues, and formula disco in a frothy , 
irresistible sonic souffle. 

Sylvester and I first met at New York's 
Hilton Hotel after he had received three well­
deserved awards at Billboard's fifth national 
disco convention. He had discarded the 
sequins and laces, those glad rags of drag, in 
favor of a cowboy outfit that suited his 
slimmed-down figure. He fixed me with a ~ 
disarming glance as he lept over the couch 
saying, "I love to be fashionably late, but only 
by two minutes." From that point on, he talked 
volubly about his career, his music , and his 
ups and downs. 

"One of the high points of my life was 
when San Francisco officially named March 
11 Sylvester Day. That was the day of my 
opening at the Opera House with my new 
band. I believe I am the only disco singer so 
far to appear there-maybe the last , too . We 
had sellout crowds-very responsive. They 
had seen me in so many guises before that I 
think I was all the more astonishing dressed 
in simple sports clothes than in the most 
outlandish garb you could imagine. 
Sometimes you can really get typecast-I 
think most performers are-and it's a great 
feeling to know that you can take your fans 
along with you as you change." 

Having worked so long on the more 
decadent fringes of the entertainment world, 
Sylvester tends to be wary of disco as his 
ultimate musical metier. "While disco has 
been very good for me, I don't think of myself 
strictly as a disco artist. I like disco a lot. I like 
to dance, like to move, but I really don't ever 
want to hear my own records at 
discotheques. When I do, I want to walk out 
quietly and disappear. I am forcefully 
reminded how much work and sweat went 
into the making of the record , and here I am 
trying to relax, but all I get are images of 
tremendously hard work. So, instead I listen 
to other singers, especially Dan Hartman, 
Patti LaBelle , Gloria Gaynor, because they 
free me." 

Disco has its dangers. More often than not , 
a singer is submerged in the music , if not 
altogether drowned. It has become a 
producer's domain, where the special alchemy 
of a master mixer can turn the mediocre into 
something rich and powerful. Sylvester, 
however, has his own powerful instrument-
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a supple, silver voice that weaves through all 
the musical registers. His predominantly 
falsetto sound is easily identifiable. 

"I don't know how long disco will last ," 
Sylvester admits. "New things are happening 
with some regularity, and that's the life of 
any movement-if it can keep its creative 
spark going. Gino Soccio is a good example 
of what's happening. The Casablanca sound 
is original and productive. Rock is moving 
into disco. It's an umbrella beat that gives 
you a lot of protective latitude. But on the 
other hand, it could degenerate into 
something strictly technological, and if that 
happens you will lose the surprise of human 
inventiveness. For example, I've heard singers 
go into a studio sounding real ly bad, but the 
product that emerges is really good. That's 
mixing , the new toy. It's also dangerous. 
Maybe the product will become too 
homogenous. The sign of that will be the mass 
exodus of gays away from the disco scene." 

Singing is Sylvester's claim to fame so far, 
but he is more than a singer and a musician. 
Since childhood, he has always been 
fascinated by theater in all its 
manifestations, from set design to costumes, 
and he employs his knowledge in these areas 
to enhance his concerts. A thorough 
performer, he even co-produces his own 
albums with Harvey Fuqua. 

Sylvester's is a new San Francisco sound 
for the rest of the world. His voice of 
considerable purity is set in a flashing, 
stylized medium, like a religious painting 
framed in garish enamels. He should be a 
major force in music for many years to come. 
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SHOCK-BOXER 
LES CUNNING 
by James Armstrong 

When a little old lady nagged the cops into 
requesting the Tyson Gallery to remove one 
of Les Gunning's boxes from the window 
display of his work, Les was delighted. 
"Shows what she's made of-and that I'm a 
success," he noted. Cunning is but one of the 
many unorthodox artists living and working 
in the Castro community in San Francisco , 
where the Tyson's exhibit and sale of his 
boxes , each containing a glittering , 
outrageous, sharply-etched personal 
cosmos, has caused a whole spectrum of 
comment and criticism since they went on 
display a few months ago. 

Les calls his boxes "confession," and 
says, "some people confess out loud , some 
to themselves, and some not at all. I don't 
want to keep my confessions secret. I want 
to scream them forth and embellish them 
with glitter and blinding flashes that pierce 
the eye and soul. If my boxes could make 
sounds-and someday they will-you would 
hear pain and pleasure and the moans of 
fulfillment. I wish they could be even more. I 
hate to say one is finished. Probably none of 
them ever are. I've spent months and even 
years on some of them. There just isn't 
enough time." 

Cunning was born in Lonoke County, 
Arkansas, in the living quarters behind his 
parents' country store on a dirt road eleven 
miles from the nearest town. Raised as a strict 
Methodist, for a time he became a shouting 
Baptist, full of "the Spirit." He came to 
California in 1966 to be an actor and worked 
in minor movies for a few years, sang with a 
band, and made a record. Around 1970 he 
came to San Francisco and made his first 
box. 

The initial boxes were smallish and had 
hinged doors. The later ones are larger and 
completely open. All are three-dimensional 
collages of a myriad of things of all sizes, 
appearances, and textures-shells, bits of 
fur, tassels , artificial flowers , junk jewelry, 
cutout photographs from a number.of 
sources (though sex magazines seem to 
predominate), mirror shards, and various 
unmentionables. Everywhere are sequins and 
small glass jewels, painstakingly glued on, 
one by one. All of them glitter, or at least 
glow. The boxes have, in fact, in their 
multiplicity of surfaces, planes, textures, and 
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(The comedy that comes out of the clo~ t ) 
'' ' ,, i 

' • • ·; 

: • . MARCELLO DANON presents . 1 s_ 

: UGO TOGNAZZI MICHEL SERRAULT. f · -
_ ; "LA CAGE AUX FOLLES" , , ~ i . : 

•'. . {English Subtitles) (! _ ,. . • . 

Based upon the play by JEAN POIRET A film by EDOUAR~ MOLINARO 
Screenplay and adaptation by FRANClS VE.BER, EDOUARD MOLINARO, MAR@.ELLO DANON and JEAN POIRET 

with CLAIRE MAURIER REMI LAURENT BENNY LUKE CARMEN St,ARPITTA LUISA MANERI 
and with the participation of MICHEL GALABRU Music by ENNIO MORRICqNE • A French-Italian co-production 

R u,;~~;i~;1;;:,;,., ~~g?©~lfl2g,stS! !9i~.~.~~TISTES ASSOCIES DA MA pRoop z10NE SPA T Pr~~?!~i!~~~!~ 
• lt 

_ : 68~St.Pla,,lu111s1l t 
• 3R.D AVENUE AT 68TH ST. RE 4-0302 ~i 


