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Peter Berlin, 72, Lower HaigHt

PHotograPHer, FiLmmaker, and ’70S gay SexuaL icon
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The performers, porn stars, and provocateurs  
of San Francisco’s sexual heyday. 

by lauren murrow photographs by cody pickens

Linda Martinez, 78, nortH BeacH
artiSt, Former nude modeL, actreSS, and muSe



Peter Berlin, 72, Lower HaigHt
PHotograPHer, FiLmmaker, and ’70S gay SexuaL icon

David Steinberg, 70, tenderLoin
Former “comeS naturaLLy” coLumniSt For tHe Spectator, erotic 

by Nature autHor, and PHotograPHer



Joani Blank, 77, oakLand
Founder oF good ViBrationS, PuBLiSHer oF 

down tHere PreSS, and Sex educator





Fayette Hauser, 69, LoS angeLeS; Rumi Missabu, 66, oakLand;  
Sweet Pam, 65, PaciFica; and Scrumbly Koldewyn, 69, oakLand

originaL memBerS oF tHe cocketteS, a PSycHedeLic tHeater trouPe 



Jack Fritscher, 75, noe VaLLey
Former San FranciSco editor-in-cHieF oF Drummer, a magazine 

targeted at tHe gay LeatHer and BdSm SuBcuLture



Annie Sprinkle, 60, BernaL HeigHtS 
Former ProStitute, StriPPer, Porn Star, and aLternatiVe Sex FiLm Producer
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Peter Berlin
i came to San Francisco in the ’70s because 
i was interested in having a good time and 
looking for sex. i had a very overt, blatantly 
sexual view of how a male should present 
himself: i sewed my own clothes and altered 
my pants so that the crotch and the ass and 
the legs were very much visible—but not 
naked. every day, i walked about two miles from 
where i lived on Filbert Street to the ymca, 
where i worked out for maybe 20 minutes. i 
became known as a person you might run into 
in the middle of the night, in a bar or the street 
or a train station. Sometimes i meet people 
who remember me from that time, and they 
say, “oh my god, you were a vision!” it was a 
thrill to have that effect on people. 

i liked how i looked, so it made perfect sense 
to turn the camera on myself. the image i 
created was, Look at me: i think i look good, 
and i will not apologize for it. that is what i was 
looking for in other people. i had thousands 
and thousands and thousands of sexual 
experiences. not to brag, but that’s all i wanted. 
i didn’t want to go sit and have a coffee or a 
candlelight dinner. i never had a boyfriend—i 
had friends. all my friends started out as tricks. 

i think that in 200 years or more, the 
separation between art and pornography will 
blur. i know that one day my photographs will 
be expensive, but all that doesn’t matter to me. 
you know what my legacy is? if you click on my 
name on the internet, there are hundreds and 
hundreds of images. my image is there forever. 
“But Peter,” they say, “why did you do what you 

did in life? you were just a pleasure seeker.” 
But what a time i had when i was Peter Berlin! i 
must say, my god, my life was great. i can’t wait 
to be reborn and be young again.

Joani Blank 
in the ’70s, i joined the sex counseling program 
at ucSF, where we were teaching women 
who had never had an orgasm before to have 
them. Vibrators were popular in a certain small 
population then—San Francisco was way 
ahead of the rest of the country—but the places 
to get them were pretty icky. So i opened up a 
feminist sex toy store, good Vibrations. it was 
progressive with a capital P. 

San Francisco is the only place where it 
could have happened. i didn’t care about 
making money: i often had days where i only 
sold $35 worth of stuff. things have changed a 
lot since then. now there are dozens of stores 
around the country that will tell you they were 
inspired by good Vibrations. when celebrities 
start talking about their expensive vibrators, 
it’s good for everybody.

Annie Sprinkle
my life’s been a real San Francisco story, for 
sure. when i was 18, i was the mistress of 
gerard damiano, the director of Deep throat, 
and i was into sex work and porn. i was just 
really interested in sexuality and creativity 
and performance—i felt like i wanted to learn 
everything i could about sex. 

i starred in mainstream porn at the mitchell 
Brothers’ theater. i called myself annie Sprinkle 
because i’ve always liked everything wet—
swimming and golden showers and tears and 
come and ejaculating. i started doing my own 
films, and i helped develop gonzo porn: filming 
people doing what they do in real life. i made 
the first female-to-male transsexual porn. i 
think i did one of the first female ejaculation 
scenes. after that, i started doing performance 
art, like burlesque and public cervix 
announcement. i like to think of it as fixing 
taboos, as opposed to breaking taboos. 

now i’ve been working in sexuality 
for over four decades. i call myself a 
metamorphosexual, always in a state of 
change. the past few years i’ve been totally 
devoted to eco-sexuality, which is exploring 
eroticism in nature. we take the earth as our 
lover, rather than our mother.

Jack Fritscher
i arrived in San Francisco when i was 22. in 
the ’60s, San Francisco was filled with sex 
immigrants and sex refugees, all reeling from 
the homophobia of the South and the midwest. 
it made for a glorious rainbow of kink.

i spent my time observing and participating 
in people’s fantasies on castro Street. i saw 
the transgressive value of gay publishing and 
wanted to bring it out of the closet. there were 
a lot of leather men running around in the early 
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’70s, and i thought that a magazine could be 
pitched to that demographic. i went into the 
bars and the baths and reflected what they did 
at night. really, i added journalistic realism to 
the magical thinking and masturbatory desires 
of Drummer readers. it was the original bible of 
leather culture.

my legacy is that i was able to give people 
permission to do what had been forbidden in 
the 1960s. that was the golden age of leather. 
i call it the titanic ’70s because the first-class 
party was unknowingly speeding toward the 
iceberg of HiV that lay ahead. History gets 
skewed because so many men from that period 
are dead. Fate left me standing.

David Steinberg 
i arrived in 1969 for reasons that were partly 
personal, partly political. i was very much 
involved in the feminist movement, and i was 
convinced that a lot of people bought porn 
magazines back then not because they wanted 
that, exactly, but because those were the only 
depictions of sex available.

we started a magazine called the pan 
erotic review because we saw a market for 
something erotic and artful, not stupid and 
shame-ridden and giggling in the corners. 

For the last 15 years, i’ve been exploring the 
intersection of sex and art as a photographer. 
i’ve shot 160 couples aged from 19 to 75, of 
all body types and sexual orientations and 
persuasions. Lately, i’ve also been doing a lot of 
photos of people with disabilities being sexual. 
i want to show that you don’t have to be young 
and thin and glamorous to be a sexual person.

Rumi Missabu, Sweet Pam, 
Scrumbly Koldewyn, and 
Fayette Hauser
RuMi MiSSABu: we met in San Francisco and 
Berkeley in the summer of ‘69. we were a bunch 

of freaks who came together like magnets. 
Sweet PAM: most of us had dropped out of 
college, looking for something. nobody was 
famous yet. we all just happened to come 
together, like in Paris in the ’20s. 
FAyette HAuSeR: my whole generation 
was there. everyone was beautiful and 
psychedelicized and dressed so imaginatively. 
i jumped in with both feet, absolutely ready to 
transform myself.
RM: and it was highly incestuous. even if you 
had a boyfriend, he was community property. 
SP: there was no gay or straight—we were 
unclassified and tried whatever felt good. we 
broke taboos: a man in lipstick with a beard?
FH: if you were an exotic creature and people 
couldn’t tell what your gender position was, 
that was even better. 
ScRuMBLy KoLDewyn: Sex was like shaking 
hands. there was love in the air, and it needed 
to be spread around.
RM: we all congregated at the Palace theater, 
where they had an experimental midnight 
movie scene going on. we got away with 
murder then…
FH: there were joints raining from the ceiling. 
you would take acid and watch movies and 
have sex in the balcony. one night, Hibiscus 
came to us and said, “i want to have a 
spiritually enlightened theater group.” So we 
said, “right on.” 
SK: our first performance was at the stroke of 
midnight on new year’s eve. the audience was 
stoned, smoking pot and drinking cheap wine.
RM: we all came out dressed to the nines. 
originally there were 13 of us—which included 
an infant. 
SP: dusty dawn was onstage nursing her baby 
a lot. 
RM: we put on an old phonograph record of 
“Honky tonk women” by the rolling Stones and 
literally did a striptease.
FH: the whole place erupted into this mad 
frenzy! People rushed the stage!
RM: they loved it so much that we just put on 
the same record and did it all over again. it 

was like the Little rascals in drag doing Busby 
Berkeley on acid—a cocktail of chaos, glamour, 
and anarchy.
FH: it was free in a way that i don’t think young 
people can imagine right now, which is really 
sort of tragic. 

Linda Martinez
arriving from Burlington, iowa, in 1960, i 
thought San Francisco was heaven. i had 
been working as a nude model in art school, 
and i was no stranger to clothing-optional 
situations—my aunt and uncle had started a 
nudist camp in the ’30s.

From 1963 to 1965, i was dolphina, the “girl 
in the fishbowl” at Bimbo’s 365 club—it was a 
nude act of illusion. the tricky thing about that 
job was that mermaids don’t have pubic hair, 
so i had to shave. But i was paid $100 a week, 
which was better than what i was making at my 
office job.

in 1986, i saw an evening of george kuchar 
movies at the Palace theater, and i was never 
the same. george and i were meant to work 
together because we both loved the naturalism 
of the human body, and the creativity of it. my 
first role in a kuchar film was a governess, and 
after that one george said, “no more goody-
goody roles for you, Linda.” in the next one, i 
played the wife of a philandering philanthropist; 
i was completely nude from the pubic line up, 
with a wind machine blowing at me. after that, 
i became kuchar’s Sharon Stone. He could tell 
me to do anything, and i wouldn’t hesitate one 
second. i love collaborating with artists—i’ll 
keep doing it until i die.

i’m very young, and i just turned 78. i’ve 
always had a dash of curiosity and a tendency 
to dip into Pandora’s Box. as rhett Butler 
famously said, “with enough courage, you can 
do without a reputation.” 


