
This park is of medium size, 
very green, 
on a sunny day.

I arrive at the park while the sun has not yet  
set down. 
I spread my towel on the grass, this one behind 
me spreads his legs a bit. 
He wants me to take notice of something he has. 
Wrapped in a silver garnish delaying the blood 
flow, enlarged, and quite beautiful.

This park is large 
very green,
on a sunny day 
and with nice flowers 
and big red roses 
coming out of the shrubs.

The ancient cruisinggays.com site post reads: 
Very public in the warm months and for the 
hardcore in winter, too. Very safe place. 
Crowd: From young to trolls. 

This park is large,
the sun is setting down,
and the bright greens 
are turning to 
dark blues. 

It is getting late and dark in the tear garden.

There is a man standing next to the roses. 
Opposing me. Faceless. 
He is bigger than me. I nod in approval, and we 
get lost in the shrub on the left.
Sensing his touch firm and I enjoy his belly 
pressing upon mine.
With hairs warmly swirling. Spiking. Heating. 
Strong  smell sweeps me under the knees and I 
let myself be caught in the squeeze embrace of 
his werewolf arms. 
Under this fuzz a swallowing kiss devours. 

It was getting late and dark in the park of tears 
and roses.

It was getting late on the faggot meadow. Men 
reaching to touch other men in open space. But 
pink money sneaks through the crevice in this 
venerable structure of feeling. 

A single beat buzz in your pocket.

A loud ping, a loud ping-ping. 
A loud ping that is felt as a loss.

We’ve lost the ability to sense these locations, 
to orientate in the undergrowth, in the crevices 
of the city. We lost it once our gestures changed 
from spotting the smirk on his mouth, or the 
blink of his eye, a nod with the head to the left, a 
nod to the right. - No - now that nod has become 
a swipe with the finger right. Swipe left. A tap on 
a grid. A tap to load more faces, more pecs and 
headless torsos, more pics from the sea of pics. 

And then? Straightening out by lining up with 
lines that are already given. Pregiven lines, 
prescriptive paths. Vectors aptly chierharized, 
bodies neatly organized as 0s and 1s. As a single 
point in high dimensional space and another in a 
normal line.

We are standing in a line. 

We can see the bouncer from the back of the line.
I am queuing with my friend PJ and she is 
nervous. She was never bounced off before, but 
still, she forces me to learn the names of all of 
the acts and dj’s playing tonight, and warns me 
to let her do the speaking. It won’t be good if he 
thinks we are tourists. 

We need to blend in. 
Change opacity.
Apply form.   
Convert. 

This hallway is
long and narrow.
Lit in red and blue.

With gestures converted, chanting post-ford  
mantras we become gays and lesbians. 
Disoriented carriers of this uneasy sense of 
standing under a sign to which we do and do not 
belong.

We’ve passed the bouncer and the space 
immediately splits in two ways, the entrance 
to the left of the bar is covered with a black 
cloth and a number of pale white shirtless 
muscular men are standing seemingly waiting for 
something, someone. Tense and uneasy, sclera 
and cornea pulsing with the techno beats. 

This room is dark
Filled with furniture 
In black and red pleather.
These walls are perforated

Behind the curtain moaning sounds surround 
us and once my eyes adapt most of what I can 
make out are shadowed figures. Boys who I wish 
were boys who are not boys partially adapted. 
Lapping up and growling, jittering and thrusting 
at one another by a swarming motility. Forming 
silhouettes in these simulated spaces left out of 
the contours of ordinary experience.

Recreated in flashing neon and alkyl nitrites our 
hidden spaces of idle rituals: 
coopted, framed, branded. 
The fresh smell of pine drowns in polyester sweat 
and poppers.
The stinging nettle and bushes become walls and 
the thorns of briar become holes in those walls.
Imported images adjust to the gaze that falls 
upon them just as the gays change under this 
impact. Solidifying. Petrifying. Pinktrifying. 

This park is of medium size, 
very green on a sunny day,
with many people
walking around, 
unaware of the passion 
behind the bushes. 

I make out the locations from the web 1.0 debris 
of scattered 2005 forum posts and decide to pay 
a visit to the park. 
The description informs me to expect nude 
sunbathers as well as bi’s and str8s interested in 
BJ’s, in the area called the faggot meadow. 

This meadow is in a large park, 
very green on a sunny day 
and many people 
are sunbathing nude, 
laying around in hopes 
of building tans 
and turning tricks 
by exposing skin 
and exhibiting genital jewelry.
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This cubicle is small, 
light is blue and dim.
This bed is in used up 
black pleather.
This room is dark. 
Very dark dark dark.

Whose bodies are extending into space and 
creating new contours of what we could call 
livable or inhabitable space? 

I read that spaces acquire direction through ways 
in which our bodies inhabit them and that then, 
when inhabiting these spaces 
bodies need to acquire direction through some 
kind of orientation devices to help fold the space. 

Here standing under these signs to which I do 
and do not belong: 
tops and bottoms, daddies, bears and hunks, 
twinks and otters, jock straps, strapons, dark 
rooms, drag queens, slings and strings, butt plugs, 
fist lube, ghb, edm. Do they create folds? 

Inhabiting this space that does not extend my 
shape, using objects that do not extend my reach 
and at this moment of failure, what is here has 
become strange and it is felt as a physical press 
on the surface of the skin. 

This road is dry.
This beach is muddy there is grass,  
sedge and rush everywhere. 

It is the right side which is the meeting place, but 
it isn’t until you get to the second second part that 
you will see some - get to see some or get some.

This beach is muddy 
On a cloudy day
Light is dim

Many bodies
Scattered around
on grey towels 

It was a long meandering bike ride. I did see a 
few other bicycle guys turn right pass the hedge 
but I went on and finally turned left at the beach 
entrance. There, I stop in surprise. In the tree 
shadows near the water, right in front of me, a 
family of highland cattle bulls, calm, relaxing. 
Completely unbothered. Completely out of place. 

You see this other horned up satyr rushing 
through the maze behind us? He also looks at us, 
but I avoid his gaze. I wish to stay with you. 

Here.

I wish for us both to continue dancing in 
the afterimage pulsing between your eyes 
changing, morphing, transforming transfiguring 
this identificatory site that was not meant 
to accommodate us. Me. Mirror me. Queer 
me. Queer me a subject. A dis-identitary-
consolidating hub, an affirmative yet temporary 
utopia And though through this disorientation 
we might become solids. Common objects among 
other objects. Pics from the sea of pics. We will 
maintain our changeling selves. Closer together. 
In latent space.

As I am surfing, cruising on the manifold.
A-man-I-fold, crossdisolves. In the reflection of 
my eye.
Of your gaze. The gays dissolve, change, morph. 
Transform in the reflection of 

This room is dark
light is dim
and many bodies 
are scattered around
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ovOrientation is about making spaces familiar. 
But some spaces allow for some bodies more 
than others, and when our bodies fail to extend: 
disorientation occurs.

As if in a staring competition, locked faced to face, 
mirroring each other’s stillness. Here in the midst 
of sedge, grass and rush. Here in the riparian zone. 
I smiled when I saw you. I cheered when I saw 
you. What’s more you saw me. Saw how I looked 
at you .There were a few of you,both young and 
ripe. Close. I could get near. And unlike my picture 
phone I could see in the contralight realizing I am 
more alike you - with limbs in water knee high. 
Still. You sweet beast of burden. Bangs cover your 
eyes from which you see me in black and white. 
Looking at you I find myself more in line with 
you. You sweet sweet minotaur dandle - then with 
those horned up muscle trolls rushing in the bushy 
labyrinths behind me. In loops and cycles. In 
panic. Under pressure.

Extrapolating our latent spaces into spaces that 
petrify us between:

Harsh Walls that allow for some bodies more 
than others.
Glory Holes that extend some bodies more than 
others. 

An excited muscular, masculinear orc takes 
hold of my arm and as I pull out scared of the 
intensity, he grabs harder. No means no but 
sometimes no means yes but I really do mean no 
when I say no and the softer I become the harder 
he presses over me. 


