
Calle Pelayo

Revisiting after thirty years
this street where the gay bars of Madrid
opened at midnight and the men came and went
in shadows, dressed in leather, lathered in neon,
down the cellar steps to the smoky rooms
where LA porn played on cheap TVs. You and I
together in the hot and sweaty rooms with the smell
of cologne as the handsome and burly leaned and leered
or in their boredom studied the doorway for the parade of
innocents or worldly, as the hours slipped away
and the bartender greeted the regulars, the desperate,
the charmed. Here again in Chueca
now at morning as storefronts are shuttered,
and we pass slowly by.


