
“Juicy . .  ■ a titillating tell-all from Scotty Bowers,
a gadabout go-between in the closeted and scandal-wary world of mov- 
iedom . . . never less than entertaining . . .  the book paints a picture of a 
different kind of Hollywood, where the press only went so far in report
ing scandals, where great efforts were taken to conceal an actor or ac
tress’s true proclivities, where there was no TMZ and no celebrity-porn 
videos and where there was a lot more to lose if the real story ever got out.”

—The Philadelphia Inquirer

— En t e r t a in m e n t  We e k l y

“Full Service is 
the full enchilada.

—Los Angeles Times

“Scotty Bowers was Hollywood’s 
Mr. Fixit— at least when it 

came to the bedroom.”

“Bowers recalls his highly unorthodox life in a ribald memoir . . .
[A] lurid, no-detail-too-excruciating account of a sexual Zelig
. . . Full Service, at the very least, highlights how sharply the rules of 
engagement for reporting celebrity gossip have changed.... It’s much harder 
to keep details as salacious as the ones Mr. Bowers outlines under wraps.”

—The New  York Times



“[A] tell-all book . . . .  Cary Grant, Rock Hudson, George 
Cukor, Katharine Hepburn, and Vivien Leigh are among those 
named by Bowers. . . . Younger readers—at least those raised in the 
Internet and TMZ age—may find nearly as shocking the fact that the 
stories were squelched by studio publicists and remained largely under 
wraps back in the day.” —Chicago Tribune

“Delicious with every salacious detail. . .  The photographs alone 
are worth the price of admission.”— The Huffington Post

“A picaresque romp that unabashedly uncovers long-hidden 
sexual scandals during Hollywood’s golden years.”

—John Rechy, author of Cit y  of Night

“Many of the actors mentioned in his book established the basis for what 
was for decades considered normal: cookie-cutter, heterosexual marriage. 
. . .  If all these celebrities hadn’t pretended to be something they were not, 
would generations of gay teenagers have struggled as much with their 
identities? Would we even be debating gay marriage today?”

—The Daily Beast

“They said he’d never ta lk -b u t at long last, the legendary Scotty
Bowers has told his Story, with all the honesty, compassion, and 
insight that made him a confidant of movie stars, directors, billionaires, 
and politicians. This is juicy, juicy stuff—but just as importantly, it’s a 
seminal chapter of American popular culture that gives us a richer under
standing of the people, times, and culture of Hollywood’s Golden Age.”

—William J. Mann, author of Kate: The Woman 
Who Was Hepburn and How  to Be a  Movie Star: 

Elizabeth  Taylor in  Hollywood

“[Scotty Bowers] made his reputation by sleeping with everyone in 
Hollywood who wasn’t actually Lassie, and now he tells all. If you 
ever suspected that Spencer Tracy was bisexual and Tyrone Power a 
coprophiliac, and if you happen to believe everything you read, here 
is all the testimony you require.”—The New  Yorker



“The Scotty I knew was a guy who always seemed to be en
joying his life working morning, noon, and night, with never a gripe; 
always with a smile to greet you, and never with an axe to grind. After a 
lifetime in Hollywood, that’s a remarkable feat and its own kind of Zen.” 

—David Patrick Columbia, New York Social D iary

“[Bowers] has become a m ythic figure in H ollyw ood’s 
gay subculture. . . . Bowers documents his encounters with great 
specificity—including Walter Pidgeon’s proclivities—and takes the reader 
inside some of the most fascinating ‘scenes’ of the period.”

—The Daily Variety

“The book is like a 286-page gossip column from Hollywood’s 
Golden Age—it names all the names and spills all the secrets.
Bowers was a . ..  free-love advocate far ahead of his time who claimed 
Cary Grant, Spencer Tracy, Edith Piaf, and the Duke of W indsor (to 
m ention just a few) as lovers.”— W, “February’s Most Wanted”

“A jaw-dropping firsthand account of closeted life in Hollywood 
during the ’40s and ’50s.”— Griffin D unne, Actor/D irector

“As well as a titillating catalogue of sexual intrigue, the book is designed 
to expose of the hypocrisy and fear that swirled beneath the 
industry’s on-screen glamour and crafted wholesomeness. . . . 
[Bowers] dramatically describes the climate of fear in an era when he 
worked as a bartender at Hollywood parties while the LAPD vice squad 
were prowling the hills in their patrol cars looking for parties and opportu
nities to arrest the participants.” —The Guardian (UK)

“[Bowers] became the Mr. Fixit for screen icons who sought out the 
more lurid trappings of Tinseltown during its glory days. Wild affairs, 
gay romps, and rampant prostitution were the order of the day
and Bowers was the man they turned to for their salacious entertainment.”

—The Daily Mirror (UK)



Scotty, in his early twenties, as a Marine Paratrooper 
during shore leave (San Diego, 1944).
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This manuscript is based on my memory and, 
to the very best of my ability, reflects actual incidents 

and personalities as I recall them.
—Scotty Bowers

This manuscript is based on roughly 150 hours of recorded 
interviews with Scotty Bowers. I have added only factual details 

regarding studios, productions, and various film shoots 
to augment Scotty’s recollections, specifically where he 

could not remember exact details himself.
—Lionel Friedberg

Authors’ Notes:



For Don, Donna and my beloved baby, Maxie—Scotty Bowers 

For all who have the honesty and courage to be different—LF



Full Service



P re fa c e

lthough I’m not a shy man I have always been reticent to reveal
details about what I have done, mainly to respect the privacy 

of those whose lives have intersected with mine. But, if the truth 
be told, over the years many people have told me to write about my 
experiences and share them with others. A few decades ago my good 
buddy Tennessee Williams began writing his own account of my life 
but before it saw the light of day I told him to destroy it. Now, as I 
take stock of myself in my twilight years—I’ll be eighty-nine on my 
next birthday—I feel compelled to share my story.

I reached this decision not long ago as I was driving east along 
Hollywood Boulevard. I had been to see a friend in Westwood and 
I was on my way to one of the two houses I own to pick up my mail. 
It was a perfect Southern Californian summer afternoon. The traffic 
wasn’t too bad and my dog, Baby, happily bounded from one side 
of the rear seat to the other, thrusting her nose out of the windows. 
We passed Mann’s Chinese Theatre, where throngs of tourists gath
ered in the courtyard to gaze at autographs and handprints of their 
favorite stars enshrined in concrete. People dressed up as characters 
from a multitude of blockbuster movies wafted among the crowds.
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• P r e f a c e *

Farther along the block, visitors gathered in the forecourt of the 
Kodak Theatre to admire the grand gallery where, once every year, 
the famous red carpet welcomes stars to the Academy Awards pre
sentation. The El Capitan Theatre across the road was a riot of twin
kling lights and more surging multitudes. It was just another average 
day in Hollywood.

Even for me, after all these years, the very name of Hollywood 
conjures up images of a fantastic world of make-believe. It’s a world 
that throbs with energy, excitement, indulgence, even decadence. 
This is a crazy, zany, wonderful, topsy-turvy town sandwiched be
tween a blistering desert and the vast Pacific Ocean. It has been my 
home for nearly seven decades. I have enjoyed a fabulous life here 
ever since I put down my roots following my discharge from the U.S. 
Marines at the end of World War II. I love this place and all the peo
ple in it. The story that I am going to tell could only have happened 
here. This is a gathering place of lost souls, of eccentrics, of people 
who don’t follow the mainstream of anything.

As my car purred along Hollywood Boulevard I crossed High
land Avenue. I glanced around and realized how much things have 
changed since the early days. The old clanging streetcars are long 
gone. The shows that run in places like the Pantages Theatre are 
very different from what they used to be. Buildings have come and 
gone. The sidewalk still shimmers with inlaid terrazzo and brass 
stars that honor the many talented people who have worked in the 
film, television, radio, and music industries. Where bejeweled and 
fur-clad women once strolled arm in arm with tall, handsome men 
in tuxedos, there are now mainly tourists during the day and, after 
sundown, drunks, drug pushers, and the homeless. I drove on for 
a couple of miles. The crowds thinned out until the sidewalks were 
empty. When I reached Van Ness Avenue I pulled over. As Baby’s 
face appeared over my shoulder she licked my ear. She was curious. 
Why had we stopped? Her wagging tail thudded against the seat 
behind me. How could I explain it to her? I tugged at her muzzle

• X*



• P r e f a c e *

and stared at the intersection, now the site of major construction 
work.

A new fire station for the Los Angeles Fire Department was ris
ing there. Like a floodgate suddenly opening, a million memories 
enveloped me. This very spot, this place where cranes, concrete mix
ers, and metal scaffolding now stand, is where it all began for me. A 
little gas station once occupied that corner. Shortly after I first got 
here I worked there as a young pump attendant. But it didn’t take me 
long to learn to do more than just pump gas. Through a series of ex
traordinary incidents I became enmeshed in a wild world of sexual 
intrigue the likes of which few people can even begin to imagine.

Over the years more Hollywood personalities secretly congre
gated at that little gas station than anywhere else in town. It was a 
scene that saw as much furious action as the busiest studio back lot. 
The place became a magnet for those in quest of carnal thrills and 
escapism of every kind. A cavalcade of movie stars and others were 
attracted to the station like the proverbial moth to a flame. I became 
the go-to guy in town for arranging whatever people desired. And 
everybody’s needs were met. Whatever folks wanted, I had it. I could 
make all their fantasies come true. No matter how outrageous or off
beat people’s tastes, I was the one who knew how to get them exactly 
what they were after. Straight, gay, or bi; male or female; young or 
old—I had something for everyone. The vice squad and the press 
were constantly lurking on the periphery, eagerly waiting to pounce. 
But I always managed to elude them.

The gas station was the portal that eventually took me into an 
exclusive world where high-class sex was everything. I’ve had many 
occupations during my life but, to be honest, what really drove me 
was a desire to keep people happy. And the way I did that was through 
sex. Arranging sexual liaisons for folks from all walks of life became 
my raison d’etre. When I first arrived here the stars were owned by 
the studios, which were heavily invested in them. Naturally, they 
needed to protect their investments. But people still wanted to have
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sex. And I was there to help them get it. Also, you have to remem
ber that there were lots of gay people working at the studios at the 
time. Those behind the camera could be more open in their private 
lives but the actors and major directors and producers had “morals” 
clauses in their contracts, which they would have violated by being 
openly known as gay or bisexual.

Eventually I changed jobs. I moved on from the gas station to 
become one of the busiest bartenders in Los Angeles. In that capacity 
I gained access to the inner sanctums of Hollywood royalty. I moved 
in the highest of circles. Nothing was out of bounds for me. Those 
were amazing, intoxicating days, wildly erotic and carefree. Such a 
time can never come again. The lusty activities and vagabond life
style we once enjoyed in this town were unique to our time.

As I sat in the car that summer afternoon with Baby I became 
aware of the passing of an incalculable number of years. I felt my
self reminiscing about dear and wonderful friends, all long departed. 
Oh, Kate, Spence, Judy, Tyrone, George, Cary, Rita, Charles, Ran
dolph, Edith, Vivien, I thought. . . where are you all now? Do you 
look down at me from wherever you are and chuckle as you watch 
me mulling over how our lives intersected? What should I make of 
all those incredible adventures we enjoyed together? What do you 
beautiful souls think of the nostalgia now welling up within me? 
Am I resurrecting moments from yesterday simply because I want 
to dust them off and discard them or because I want to burnish them 
more brightly and hold on to them more endearingly?

Baby licked my ear again and I came out of my reverie. I re
minded myself that there weren’t only movie stars in my past. There 
were politicians, judges, bankers, doctors, industrialists, newspaper 
columnists, even kings and queens. Not all were rich and famous. 
There were also plain, regular men and women whose names I shall 
never be able to recall. But I knew them all. Intimately.

I started the car and drove off. I realized that wherever I look, the 
suburbs, the boulevards, the side streets, the studios, the nightclubs,
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P r e f a c e *

the fancy homes in the hills, there is a sliver of my past in all of it. 
There is so much to recall. There are apparitions and memories of 
myself everywhere. My mind lazily ambled through endless mental 
files containing images of glamorous parties, of wild poolside orgies, 
of weekends in fancy hotels, of studio dressing rooms, of crowded 
sound stages, of dark places where bodies collided with electrify
ing vigor, of ghostly gatherings of gorgeous women and virile young 
men, of a magnificent variety of passionate sex of every kind.

Frankly, I knew Hollywood like no one else knew it.
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D re a m  F a c to ry

In 19461 was twenty-three years old and the city of Los Angeles was 
witnessing a major spurt of postwar development. Even though 

the metropolitan district boasted a comprehensive bus and streetcar 
system, the era of the freeway was about to begin. To supply the war 
effort no new cars had been made since 1942. Now production was 
ramping up again. The automobile was about to become king, setting 
a trend that would make the City of Angels grow up around the car 
and its vast network of freeways. Gas stations were soon to become 
an iconic emblem on the landscape and were already springing up 
everywhere. Many became meeting places for young servicemen re
cently discharged from the armed forces. With their bustling late- 
night, brightly lit driveways and soda pop dispensing machines, they 
were ideal places for unemployed guys to hang around with their 
girlfriends, kill time, and meet up with friends.

Russ Swanson, an ex-Marine Corps buddy of mine, worked at a 
Union Oil gas station on Wilshire Boulevard. He occasionally asked 
me to help out at the pumps from 8:00 a.m. to 4:30 p.m., just before 
I went to work at my own evening gas station job on Hollywood 
Boulevard. One morning I got a call from him saying that he needed
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me to fill in for him for a couple of hours so I headed down to his sta
tion and manned my post at the pumps. It was a lovely, clear sunny 
day and I wasn’t expecting much traffic. In that kind of weather folks 
usually headed for the beach; they weren’t going to spend much time 
riding around in hot, stifling automobiles. I resigned myself to a po
tential day of boredom.

When Russ returned at about noon I spent a while chatting 
with him. Then, just as I was about to leave, a shiny Lincoln two- 
door coupe drove up. It was a big, swanky, expensive car. Only some
one rich and famous drove something like that. Russ was busy in the 
office so I said I’d take care of the customer. When I approached the 
car the driver’s side window slid down revealing a very handsome 
middle-aged male face that I was certain I had seen before.

“Can I help you, sir?” I asked.
The man behind the wheel smiled, looked me up and down, 

and said, “Yes, I’m quite sure you can.”
It was the voice that instantly gave him away. My God, I real

ized, this guy’s none other than Walter Pidgeon, the renowned movie 
star. I remembered him from films like How Green Was My Valley, 
Mrs. Miniver, and Madame Curie. That distinctive deep, smooth, 
very intelligent-sounding voice was instantly recognizable. I thought 
it best to pretend that I didn’t know who he was, so I bumbled a 
response.

I pumped the amount of gas that he requested and when I came 
back to the driver’s window Pidgeon had his hand on the sill. He was 
holding a few dollars for the gas between his thumb and forefinger 
and squeezed between his middle and index fingers was another 
crisp bill. I couldn’t make out how much it was but I stopped when I 
saw it. His gaze remained locked on me.

“What are you doing for the rest of the day?” he asked in a very 
friendly tone, his face remaining expressionless.

Well, it wasn’t too hard to guess what he wanted. I got the mes
sage immediately.
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I took the money, thanked him, then went to tell Russ that I was 
leaving. A couple of minutes later I found myself on the passengers 
side of the comfortable leather bench seat of Walter Pidgeon’s ve
hicle. With neither of us saying anything he pulled out of the station 
and headed west on Wilshire Boulevard. After a couple of awkward, 
silent minutes he offered me his right hand and said, “Name’s Walter.”

“Scotty,” I said, and shook his hand.
And that was that, the sum total of our introductions. The rest 

of it was all pleasantries and idle chitchat. We talked about the war 
that had ended the previous year and we discussed my role in it as a 
U.S. Marine. He wanted to know how old I was, where I was from, 
whether I knew many people in town.

About twenty minutes later we were driving up Benedict Canyon 
in Beverly Hills. He swung the car onto a paved drive that led to a 
large house. As he turned the wheel he pointed out the imposing 
gates on the other side of the street.

“You like movie stars?” he asked.
“Sure, why?” I replied.
He gestured toward the opposite driveway and told me that it 

was the home of Harold Lloyd, the famous silent movie actor.
I cooed in mock wonder. I wanted him to feel that celebrities 

impressed me but I had to keep my act up about not recognizing 
Pidgeon himself. As the car crunched up the gravel and pulled up 
outside a large expensive-looking house he glanced at me and told 
me that the guy who lived here was his friend. Yeah, right, I thought. 
Whoever he was he would certainly be more than a “friend.” Never
theless, I kept my thoughts to myself. The extra bill he had given 
me—all twenty dollars of it—meant a lot to me. I could certainly 
use the cash. Whatever Walt and his friend were into I decided to 
play along.

I swung my legs out of the car, shut the door, and joined Pidgeon 
on the porch as he rung the bell. When Jacques Potts opened the 
front door he was surprised to see me standing there.



• F u l l  S e r v i c e *

He greeted Pidgeon, then looked me up and down as though he 
were studying a piece of merchandise. I got the feeling that he liked 
what he saw. Potts led us through his palatial home to the pool in the 
backyard before he turned around and disappeared inside the house. 
Pidgeon walked over to me and said, “It’s hot, Scotty. Hop in for a 
swim. I’ll join you in a minute.”

He turned to go inside but not before throwing me a quick re
mark. “No need for a suit. There’s no one else here.”

What the hell? I thought. Who cares? So I got undressed, threw 
my clothes over a deck chair, and dove stark naked into the sparkling 
water. It felt great. I swam a lap or two before Potts reappeared, fol
lowed by Pidgeon, who was naked except for a towel tucked around 
his waist. They each chose a chaise lounge, layback, and watched me.

“So, tell me about your new friend here, Pidge,” Potts said.
Apparently all of Pidgeon’s friends called him Pidge. I was being 

assessed, studied, sized up. I was a plaything being carefully exam
ined before being brought into the playpen. And, to be honest, I was 
enjoying every moment of it.

After an hour of some really hot sex, preceded by both of them 
taking turns performing fellatio on me, we all unwound, and relaxed 
around the pool. By then, of course, Walter Pidgeon had revealed his 
true identity to me. I had feigned complete surprise. I hemmed and 
hawed and made a great fuss, doing my best to appear both humbled 
and excited by his mere presence which, to be honest, I really was. As 
for Jacques Potts, I soon learned that his real name was Jack, and that 
Jacques was a fancy French name conjured up to match his profes
sion as a well-known milliner to the stars.

It turned out that both men were married. Pidgeon’s wife was 
Ruth Walker, whom he had wed back in 1931. Before I left that day, 
he swore me to secrecy, begging me not to mention anything to any
one about what had transpired between us. I told him I was quite 
capable of being as discreet as necessary and I instinctively knew he 
believed me. Potts’s wife was out of town. And because he and Pidge
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had agreed to see one another that day the servants and the gardener 
had been given the day off. It was a perfect opportunity to play under 
a blazing Southern Californian sun.

Pidge and Potts were two very nice, sweet, highly likeable guys. 
They were both smart, well groomed, and very rich. Their manners 
were impeccable. Neither of them exhibited even a hint of effemi
nate behavior. They were both in remarkably good shape, too, es
pecially when you consider their ages. Walter Pidgeon must have 
been at least fifty at the time. Potts could have been a bit older. They 
were totally masculine in all their mannerisms and in the way they 
moved, talked, and behaved. The only thing that made them a little 
different than straight men is the fact that they enjoyed having sex 
with other men as well as with women. And, quite frankly, I saw ab
solutely nothing wrong with that.

As a result of that encounter, Pidge and I would see each other 
off and on over the ensuing years, always for sex followed by a hand
some tip. His preference was to suck me off while masturbating. He 
would reach his orgasm just as I reached mine. On the rare occa
sion in later years when we got together with Jacques Potts the three 
of us would engage in some inventive menage a trois antics. Some
times I would just be a voyeur while the two of them did their thing, 
with Jacques acting as a “bottom” to Pidge’s “top.” Do you get what I 
mean? I’m sure I don’t have to explain. The fact is that whatever we 
did and whenever we did it, we always had a lot of fun together.



2
G as S ta tio n

on H o lly w o o d  B o u le v a rd

here was no such thing as self-service at gas stations in 1946.
My job at the Hollywood Richfield gas station was to welcome 

each customer with a big smile and a friendly greeting, pump as 
much fuel as they ordered into the gas tank, wash the windscreen, 
empty the ash trays, check the oil and water, ensure that tire pres
sures were correct, and generally see to it that every car and every 
customer got the red carpet treatment. I enjoyed the interaction with 
people and I did my best to make everyone feel special. And I didn’t 
mind the late hours. In fact, it gave me an excuse to chase some tail 
and get up to a little mischief after I locked up around midnight. It 
seemed like the older I got the greater my sex drive became. I had to 
have it. Every night. Or day. And sometimes multiple times at that.

My live-in girlfriend Betty never questioned me, even when I 
got home after dawn. With a regular paycheck coming in we were 
able to move to a nice little apartment not too far from the station. 
Although we never took the plunge by getting married, within a cou
ple of months Betty was pregnant. We were both thrilled about it and
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moved into a slightly bigger place, one that had an extra bedroom for 
the new baby.

One afternoon before going over to the station I decided to 
pay a call to a little office that had been set up in the fashionable 
Crossroads of the World shopping center on Sunset Boulevard. The 
government-funded facility, run by a woman whose name I no longer 
recall, had become a popular and vital contact point for ex-military 
personnel who were trying to obtain information about buddies, 
friends, and family members in the months that had elapsed since 
the war ended. It functioned as a kind of clearing house, a meeting 
place and a database where ex-servicemen could leave their names, 
telephone numbers, and addresses for people to find them or, con
versely, where they could look up the names and whereabouts of 
others who had served in the military with them. It was a very im
portant service that helped a lot of people reconnect after the war. 
As an ex-Marine who saw service in the Pacific I was curious to find 
out if they knew where any of my old fellow Marines were. I went in 
there, filled out a small card, left the lady my name and work address, 
and thought no more about it.

At the time I could never in my wildest imagination have fore
seen the ramifications of filling out that little card.

O n e  LATE AFTERNOON, not too long after I had first been picked 
up by Walter Pidgeon, I arrived at the gas station to start my five 
o’clock shift. As I drove up and parked my car I was delighted to see 
two Marine Corps buddies of mine sitting waiting on the curb for 
me. We hadn’t met up since we had been discharged from service in 
Seattle. We shook hands warmly, then hugged, and kibitzed around 
for a couple of minutes. It was a lot of small talk, but I was glad to 
see them. Once a Marine, always a Marine. It was great to make the 
connection again. I offered them each a soda from the refrigerator
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outside the office and then I asked them how they had found me. I 
hadn’t given my work address to anyone.

“C’mon, Scotty. ’Course you did.”
“Where? When?” I asked.
And then they reminded me about the ex-servicemen’s contact 

office down at the Crossroads of the World in Hollywood.
“You filled out a card, dumb head,” they chided.
Of course! It had been a couple of weeks since I’d filled out the 

card. Amazingly, another Marine compatriot showed up a couple 
of days later. And then another. And another. Within a fortnight 
I’d been contacted by at least a dozen of my old buddies from the 
Corps. Over the next few weeks one or two of them would show up 
at the station every day or so. And it wasn’t long before it became a 
daily ritual. Small groups of them began congregating just as I ar
rived for work at five o’clock. Many of them had found girlfriends 
and they would bring them along, too. The guys just wanted to shoot 
the breeze with one another for an hour or two, talk about ball game 
scores and catch up on news and events before they all went their 
separate ways as the evening wore on. A couple of them had bought 
cars—old jalopies mainly—that they brought in and filled up with 
gas. Others rode motorcycles. All of them bought gas and oil from 
me and occasionally they would bring their vehicles in for a service 
and an oil change. A guy by the name of Wilbur McGee—or “Mac” 
as he was better known—manned the service bay during the day but 
in the evenings I took care of all the jobs for my friends. I did lubes, 
changed oil, put in new spark plugs, charged batteries, rotated tires, 
changed brake linings, fixed radiator leaks.

As time went by my Marine pals would bring their civilian 
friends over and so the circle constantly widened. Soon the station 
took on the role that the shopping mall plays in the lives of kids 
today. The Richfield gas station on Hollywood Boulevard became the 
fashionable place for guys and gals between the ages of eighteen and
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twenty-five to hang out. The place buzzed, business boomed, and 
my boss, Bill Booth, who leased the station from the Richfield Gas 
Company, was as happy as a pig in clover.

BECAUSE t h e  g a s  station was in the heart of Hollywood, many of 
the rich and famous also stopped by to purchase gas from me. One 
of them was playwright Jerome Lawrence along with his writing 
partner Robert E. Lee. Jerry was the other half of the famous team, 
Lawrence and Lee. They wrote thirty-nine works together including 
the librettos for Dear World and Auntie Mame. They also wrote The 
Night Thoreau Spent in Jail, First Monday in October, and the classic 
courtroom drama, Inherit the Wind. Jerry would stop by, fill up his 
tank, and then chat for a half hour or so.

Another good customer was an exceptionally talented and very 
handsome young and upcoming author by the name of Gore Vidal. 
Gore was one of the nicest, brightest men I knew. He would go on to 
become a towering force in the world of modern literature, screen
writing, and sociopolitical commentary. He has remained a close 
friend ever since we first met. Actor Glenn Ford became a regular. 
So did producer Harry Cohn, head of Columbia Pictures, which was 
just down the road. Hermes Pan the choreographer came to the sta
tion, too. He once claimed that he had choreographed every single 
musical starring that royal dancing duo, Fred Astaire and Ginger 
Rogers, including their final partnering in The Barkleys of Broad
way. Actor Lionel Barrymore often came to the station, as did Bing 
Crosby and Bob Hope. Rock Hudson and one of his young gay lovers 
drove in one night in a brand-new 1947 Chevrolet Coupe, of which 
he was very proud. He filled up and we chatted; every second or third 
day after that he came back and had me pump five dollars worth of 
gas into his car. He was living in North Hollywood at the time and, 
in due course, he and I would get to know one another pretty well.

*  *  *
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O n FEBRUARY l, 1947, Betty gave birth to our darling baby daughter. 
We named her Donna, in honor of my brother Donald. Now that I 
had another mouth to feed I needed to earn extra money, so I took 
odd day jobs trimming a tree here, patching up a fence there, fixing 
a leaking roof, doing a bit of carpentry, painting gutters, cleaning 
pools, gardening, or doing whatever (or whoever!) came along. My 
family was never short of anything, and our little daughter thrived. 
But my life with Betty was pretty dull. Yes, we lived together at the 
same address, we still had great affection for one another, we still 
enjoyed sex now and then, but, in actual fact, we began to drift into 
living separate lives. For one thing my work kept me very busy and, 
to be quite frank, I was seeing other people, both women and men, 
frequently

Betty was no fool. Even though she never brought it up in con
versation she knew what I was up to. And she learned to live with 
it. She even took phone messages for me at home and not once did 
she ever ask what my relationship with the caller was. She was such 
a sweet, considerate woman that she never questioned my where
abouts on those many nights when I didn’t come home. That’s the 
unique kind of woman that Betty was.

One evening at the gas station something happened that would 
herald a whole new enterprise for me. While a group of my friends 
and other young folks, both male and female, were hanging around, 
a big car pulled in. I ran out, flashed my big Richfield Oil smile at the 
driver, and asked him what I could do for him.

“Fill her up, please,” he said.
“Sure thing, sir,” I replied.
While I was wiping down his windshield I noticed him staring 

at my friends huddled together in a group at the end of the driveway. 
When I finished I went around to the driver’s side window to collect 
payment for the gas. The guy must have been in his fifties. He was 
fiddling with a pile of bills that he had pulled from his wallet. I told 
him what he owed me for the gas. He didn’t respond and continued
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F u l l  S e r v i c e

fidgeting with the wallet while staring at the group of young folk. He 
couldn’t take his eyes off them.

“Will there be anything else, sir?” I asked.
He nodded in the direction of the group. Speaking very softly 

and in a carefully honed American yet very British-sounding accent 
he asked, “That boy over there, he a friend of yours?”

“Which one?” I responded.
“The tall one, the blonde,” he replied.
I looked over at my pals.
“How old is he?” he asked.
I began to suspect where all this was going. I told him that the 

guy was twenty and asked him whether he would like to meet him. 
He nodded as he handed me the money for the gas, not taking his 
eyes off my friend. Then I went over to the group and pulled my 
buddy aside, walking him over to an area where no one could see or 
hear us.

“Want to earn some cash tonight, pal?” I asked.
“Sure thing,” he said. “How?”
I wandered back over to the car. The driver was clearly anxious 

to hear what I had to say and seemed a little nervous.
“He’ll go with you,” I said. “But it’s going to cost you twenty 

bucks.”
The man said nothing. He immediately pulled out his wallet 

again and started counting out some bills.
“Oh, no, sir,” I said. “Not for me. For him. You can pay him 

later.”
He looked at me and nodded. I went back to my blonde friend. 

I told him to get into the car with the guy, go with him, and do what
ever he wanted. Although at first he was unsure of what I was asking 
of him, he immediately brightened when I told him that it would 
earn him twenty bucks. Because he was a Marine I knew that he 
was quite capable of defending himself if the guy turned out to be
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a weirdo, though it was obvious that he was a harmless queen who 
probably only wanted to suck my buddy’s cock.

None of our friends noticed as he slipped into the front pas
senger seat and closed the door. The man behind the wheel glanced 
momentarily at me and flashed me a grateful smile. I grinned back 
at him. The driver looked away, put his foot down on the accelerator, 
and the car pulled out onto the boulevard and into the night.

The next evening my friend showed up again. He wasn’t gay, or 
at least I never thought of him as being that way. Nevertheless, he 
wasn’t the least bit embarrassed to tell some of the other guys who 
were hanging around what had happened the night before. I never 
expected him to be so open and honest about it. If I’d had my way 
I would have kept the whole thing under wraps, mainly to protect 
the reputation of the driver of the car, whoever he was. But this guy 
wanted to tell all.

“Easiest fuckin’ twenty bucks I ever earned,” he confided to us. 
“You were right, Scotty. The old geezer only wanted to give me a blow 
job, and I wasn’t gonna say no to that. He was good, too! ”

Some of the guys were mildly amused by the story but most of 
them thought it hilarious and burst into raucous applause. I could 
detect a note of envy among one or two of them. One of the youngest 
ones detached himself from the group and pulled me aside, asking 
me if I could arrange something like that for him, too. He was des
perate for some extra cash.

“So you’re up to doin’ tricks, too?” I asked, playfully slapping 
him on the back.

“Hell, yeah,” he said. “For money? You kidding?”
I thought for a moment.
“Okay, fellas, stick around,” I said to the entire group. “You 

never know. Your turn may come soon.”
More laughter followed that remark but I must have foreseen 

exactly what was going to happen. Having heard my buddy’s account
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of what transpired with the trick I arranged for him wasn’t the end 
of the story. It was only the beginning. Because one thing you can 
be sure of: if you ever ask a middle-aged queen to keep a secret you 
can be absolutely sure that it will spread like wildfire before you can 
say Jack Robinson. It turned out that the guy who drove off with 
my friend was a senior makeup artist at Warner Bros. The ambling 
studio complex was located in Burbank, just a few miles from the 
gas station. He had obviously told his colleagues about the cute little 
number he’d picked up at the Richfield gas station on Hollywood 
Boulevard because within two days three or four cars driven by gay 
men from the studio were pulling in every night for a few dollars 
worth of gas and a request for me to set them up with a trick. It hap
pened so fast. Before I could take stock of the situation, I was becom
ing the go-to guy in Hollywood for arranging tricks.

To be honest, though, none of this was completely new to me. I 
hadn’t had the most sheltered of childhoods and had discovered sex 
at an early age. In fact, I was just a kid in Illinois when it all began.
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