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wethirty-five, fifty, a2 hurndred all-but-strangers hugely
ordered, highly social, attentive, silent, and ground-
ed in a certain care, if not community. At those times,
within those van-walled alleys, now between the trucks,
now in the back of open loaders, cock passed from mouth
to mouth to hand to ass to mouth without ever breaking
contact with other flesh for more than seconds...]t was
engrossing; it was exhausting; it was reassuring; and it
was very human.

S. R. Delaney, The motion of light in water: Sex and science fic-
tion writing in the East Village, 1957-1965. New York,1988, pp. 129-130

There were so many people packed into the truck. You
ecouldn’t tell who or what you were touching. With the
door closed it was completely dark ard very hot. Leather
felt 1ike skin and skin 1like leather. It was fantastic.
You chiildren who did not know that time know nothing. My
boyfriend and I walked down the street chained together
and no one turned a head. You can’t do that now. We were
into everything then. Many times in the trucks, I was so
drugeed I didrn’t know if I was fueking a man or a dog.
Down there, now, it is so sad. I can’t go dowrn there any-
more. Rverything has gone.

R. Sember, In the Shadow of the Object. Sexual Memory in the
AIDS Epidemic, space & culture, 6, n. 3, agosto 20083, pp. 214-234

.+s Sex was everywhere for us, and everything we wanted
to venture: goiden showers and water sports, cocksucking
and rimming, fueking and fist fueking. Now . . . alongside
the dismal t0ll of death, what many of us have iost is

a culture of sexual possibiiity: baek rooms, tea rooms,
bookstores, movie houses, and baths; the trucks, the
pier, the ramble, the dunes..

D. Crimp, Mourning and militancy, October, 51, 3-18
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wesCruising time is sustained time. Nobody eruises rap-
idly. Hope and desire enable you to put up with the ex-
tended time. Cruising is gauging each other’s fantasies,
building up hopes, crushing hopes ard trying not to seem
ecrushed. Sometimes I think the drive to go baeck is Dbecause
one is never satisfied. I don’t think it’s just a matter of
having fun. I feel there is a real seeking. Maybe it’s a
desire for the peopie, the place, the sequence to he perma-
rent. Maybe it’s a desire to transcend a need for the place
at all, a desire to be a part of the place and not just
transient.

R. Sember, In the Shadow...., cit., p. 226

“If Westway 12 is ever built,” continued my friend,

“and the shoreline made pretty by city planners—when the city
is totally renovated, when gays have restored all the ten-
ements, garden restaurants have sprouted on the Lower FKast
Side, ard the meatpacking distriet is given over ertirely to
boutiques and cardshops—then we’1l build ar island in New
York Harbor composed entirely of rotting piers, bloecks of
eollapsed walls, ard litter strewn 1lots. Ruins become decor,
rostalgia for the mud. We all want to escape; you escaped to
the c¢ity. Would you have ended up irn ruins had you not been
gay?”

A. Holleran, Nostalgia for the mud. In M. Denneny, C. Ortleb, & T. Steele
(Eds.), The Christopher Street reader (pp. 67-70). New York, 1983

Seeing the pale flesh of the frescoes come to 1ife:
the smooth turn of hands over bodies, the taut lines of
1imbs and mouths, the intensity of the energy bringing
others down the halls where guided by 1ittle or no sounds
they pass silently over the charred floors. They appear out
of nowhere and line the walls 1like figurines before firing
squads or figures in a breadiine in 01ld times pressed into
history. Stopping for a moment, I thought of the eternal
sleep of statues, of marble eyes and 1lips. (pp. 22-23)

D. Wojnarowicz, Loosing Form in Darkness, in Close to the knives: A mem-
oir of disintegration. New York, 1991, pp. 22-23
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Forgotten Sex
John Ashbery

They tore down the old movie palaces,

Ripped up streetcar tracks, widened avenues.
Lampposts, curbs with their trees vanished.

They knew, who came after,

A story of departing hands and affairs, that mostly
Went untold, unless someone who was there once
Visited the old neighborhood, and then

They would tell about it, the space

Of an afternoon, how it happened in the afternoon
So that no record, no print of it could exist

For the steep times to come. And sure enough,

Even as the story ended its shadow vanished,

A twice-told tale not to be told again

Unless children one day dig up the past, in the attic
Or under brush in the back yard: “What'’s this?”

And you have to tell them, will have to tell them then
That the enormous nature of things had a face

Once and feet like any human being, and one day
Broke out of the shell that had always been,

Changed its answers to lies, youthful ambition

To a quirk of the past, a fancy, of some

Antiquarian concern that this damaged day can never
Countenance if we want to live past the rope

Of noon, reach the bald summits by late afternoon.
Surely we are protected, surely someone thinks of us
Often enough to keep the stain from setting, surely
All of us are alike and know each other from earliest
Childhood, for better or for worse: surely we eat
Breakfast each day, and shit, and put the kettle on the stove
With much changing of the subject, much twisting the original
Premise back to the nature of the actual itch
Engulfing us, now. And when we come back
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From an outing expect to find the furniture magically
Rearranged to accommodate revised, smaller projects

No one bothers to question, except polite Puss-in-Boots with what
Is in effect a new premise: “Try this one, the dust

Shows less on these rather sad colors; the time

To get started and gain time, however brief, over the neighbors
Quarreling into sunset, once you've convinced them you're

Not playing and therefore not cheating. When the princess
Comes to see you on some perfectly plausible pretext, you'll know
The underground stream that has never stood still is the surface
And the theater for all that is to come. Too bad the revisions

Will never be adopted, but how lucky for you, now,

The change of face. Good times follow bad.”

And the locket is still on the chain on a throat.

The askers, the doers, fall into silent confusion

As it comes time to stand up like a sheet of metal

In the blast of sunrise. | will do this, | can do no more.

| cannot think on the edge of a platform.

But the abandonment by love is a de facto sign

Of something else coming along,

Something similar in its measuredness:

Sweetness of things late, a memory for particulars

As lively as though they happened still. As indeed

They do sometimes, though like the transparent bricks

In a particular dream, they cannot always be seen.

Da April Galleons, New York, 1987



