
America 
 
I hear you’re really good. Word gets around, 
and when the first messenger came I gave  
him reason to believe and tell his friends,  
nameless confirmers queued up on stools, 
straight shots three deep. In ‘82 I could go  
all night. We all could. We reveled in our 
 
secretions, danced in the salty and sacred,  
unconquerable, nothing incurable before  
the plague, tight money and Internet porn 
took the fun out of cruising. And so what 
if a bunch of fundamentalists didn’t like us? 
We set the trends and had our friends 
 
in chambers, knew the value of alliances 
formed in dark corners, how to swallow 
when it was expedient, how to dominate 
when they wanted it hard, how to wave 
the bottle of poppers under their noses 
as they shot. And as long as they got off— 
 
more coke, more cock, more jokes— 
we did as we pleased, marketed ourselves 
with the hype-hustle where the first taste 
was always free and we controlled distribution. 
Everyone bought our line, wanted what we had. 
I don’t have to tell you how that worked out, 
 
where we are now, so pedestrian, another 
sitcom character/fashion commentator/old 
queen sitting at the end of the bar watching 
worker bees come in for happy hour, drunk 
and, worst insult, ignored. Back in the day 
I called it shift change, the hour when we 
 
pretty men in polo shirts and Members Only 
jackets eyed those tired old things, dismissed 
their eye contact as pitiful, stood like jackals 
as we waited for them to give up their stools, 
our worst fears finally reeling out the door 
as we returned to business, tuning up 
  



for another night’s cruise. Come morning 
we left first names and numbers on backs  
of matchbooks and reckoned our way home 
on the bus, the smell of Camels and old booze 
oozing out our pores. And after all I know now 
of lesions and rehabs, the truth is I want back 
 
those nights of illusory impunity. The guy  
with the big one who couldn’t use it. The ginger  
bear who could. That Italian with the gym-built 
pecs, furry abs and Sicilian lips. And me, always 
scanning the back-bar mirror for new and next 
and the elegant darkness returned in the glass. 


