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THE SOLITARY STROLLER

AND THE CiTy

ived in rural New Mexico long enough that when [ came back home to San
rancisco, I saw it for the first time as a stranger might. The exuberance
urban for me that year, and [ finally understood all those country so
lure of the bright lights of town. I walked everywhere in the balmy days and
ghts of May, amazed at how many possibilities could be crammed within the
dius of those walks and thrilled by the idea I could just wander out the front
rto find them. Every building, every storefront, seemed to open onto a dif-
erent world, compressing all the variety of human life into a jumble of possibil-
‘made all the richer by the conjunctions. Just as a bookshelf can jam together
hanese poetry, Mexican history, and Russian novels, so the buildings of my city
ained Zen centers, Pentecostal churches, tattoo parlors, produce storés, bur-
places, movie palaces, dim sum shops. Even the most ordinary things struck

e with wonder, and the people on the street offered a thousand glimpses of lives
ike and utterly unlike mine.

of spring
ngs about

ong been called the most European
American cities, a comment more often made than explained. What | think its
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speakers mean is that San Francisco, in its scale and its street life, keeps alive t '
idea of a city as a place of unmediated encbunters, while most American cities are
becoming more and more like enlarged subuibs, scrupulously controlled and seg
regated, designed for the noninteractions of motorists shuttling between privat
places rather than the interactions of pedestrians in public ones. San Francisc:
has water on three sides and a ridge on the fourth to keep it from sprawling, é:}'
several neighborhoods of lively streets. Truly urban density, beautiful building;
views of the bay and the ocean from the crests of its hills, cafés and bars every
where, suggest different priorities for space and time than in most Americal
cities, as does the {gentrification-threatened) tradition of artists, poets, and soci:
and political radicals making lives about other things than getting and spending
My first Saturday back, I sauntered over to nearby Golden Gate Park, whic
lacks the splendor of a wilderness but has given me many compensatory ple
sures: musicians practicing in the reverberant pedestrian underpasses, old Chine:
women doing martial arts in formation, strolling Russian émigrés murmuring
each other in the velvet slurp of their mother tongue, dog walkers being yahkpd
into the primeval world of canine joys, and access by foot to the shores of the
Pacific. That morning, at the park's bandshell, the local radio variety show ha
joined forces with the ~Yatershed Poetry Festival,” and | watched for a whil
Former poet laureate of the United States Robert Hass was coaching children
read their poetry into the microphone onstage, and some poets | knew-y\{:é‘re
standing in the wings. [ went up to say hello to them, and they showed me th
brand-new wedding rings and introduced me to more poets, and then Lran int
the great California historian Malcolm Margolin, who told me stories that mad
me laugh. This was the daytime marvel of cities for me: coincidences, the siin
gling of many kinds of people, poetry given away to strangers under the ope
sky E
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nmlﬁi ;z:::«i Othaeno:;:an.fThf: outpouring of .the population was spontaneous as
L response te urge for instant celebration. Every quarter of the city dis-
harg, 1 its residents into the broad procession. Ladies and gentlemen of im;
ng.:}czc_:al reputc;- their German and Irish servant girls, arms held fast inotl':;_n :rcr):;
their sweethearts; French, Spaniards, gaunt ﬁard—workin P
xicans, the Indian showing in.reddened skin ajnd hi h. h boreves
dy, anybody, left home and shop, hotel, restaurant Ijr b BN
0 Market Street in a river of colo;. Sailérs of ev'ery’naar:tione;::sgezden oy
: ed their ships
aslj‘l;?e.wa.terdfr;nt and,‘hurrymg up. Market Street in groups, joined the vibrati:g
nd::c::trihe. 1?/fthe: ng}caltsl and stir and the gaicty of the throng. This is San
1sco, their faces said. It was carnival; no confetti, but the air a criss-cross
i:iafrr];i nin;ziafﬁs; nlz masks, but eyes frankly charged with challenge. Dou?rf
frst fro D Powell o Kearny, three long blocks, up Kearny to Bush, three short
% then bac intgrmé over and over for }_murs, until a glance of curiosity deep-
athé},and [ Cies ; interest expanded into a smile, and a smile into anything.
_ ' went downtown every Saturday night. We walked through av
nugtht ina \a}?rld hardly solid. Something was happening everywhere :::re;
i kept heppering s iees S e nd valked and il some
till-the city’s central traffic artery, but ileetr::;v s of ten C_’”C‘_’ s
g hav&_t deprived it of its social glory. }ackdlzir(;i::a:xi;;:g ;;] ;:\fd:\'rdo?'
s, Qn‘zt late in the 1940s or early in the 19505, and he would ;robzgil‘
ﬁi:;e ;izeirvz(;‘l:vzziz?adowid midtc?wn population of panhandlers and peoplz
‘Od,[;‘y Soowalk 2 oxc.;t }c; shopping carts. Levy’s downtown stretch is now
A ts and snoppers and by tourists swarming around the Powell
et.cable car turnaround; more than a mile farther uptown, Market Street fi-

b_tgrsts into vigorous pedestrian life again for a few blocks before it crosse
:o— treet and begins its steep ascent of Twin Peaks )

Margolin's publishing house, Heydey Press, was displaying its wares alo
with those of some other small presses and literary projects, and he handed m
book off his table titled 920 O'Farrell Street. A memuoir by Harriet Lane Levy, it
counted her own marvelous experiences growing up in San Francisco i
1870s and 1880s. In her day, walking the streets of the city was as organized 2
entertainment as a modern excursion to the movies. *On Saturday night,".

wrote, “the city joined in the promenade on Market Street, the broad thoroug]
fare that begins at the waterfront and cuts its straight path of miles to Twin Peal

ﬁmtxls(;rrc;\rgrfzi both uxl‘aban an;i rural walking is a history of freedom and of the

inition.of pleasure. But rural walking has found a moral i ive i

ature that has aliowed it to defend e U ove
i and open up the countryside, Urba
At ! ‘ . n walk-

has always been a shadier business, easily turning into soliciting, cruising

up and down, relishing the lights coming through the trees or shining from the facades, listening to the sounds
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promenading, shopping, rioting, protesting, skulking, loitering, and other activ-
ities that, however enjoyable, hardly have the high moral tone of ndture appreci-
ation. Thus no similar defense has been mounted for the preservation of urban
space, save by a few civil libertarians and urban theorists {(who seldom note that -
public space is used and inhabited largely by walking it). Yet urban walking seemis .
in many ways more like primordial hunting and gathering than walking in the -
" country. For most of us the country or the wilderness is a place we walk through
and look at, but seldom make things in or take things from (remember the famous
Sierra Club dictum, “Take only photographs, leave only footprints”). In the city,
the b1010g1cal spectrum has been nearly reduced to the human and a few scav-
enger species, but the range 'of activities remains wide. Just as a gatherer may -
pause to note a tree whose acorns will be bountiful in six months or inspect a po-
tential supply of basket canes, so an urban walker may note a grocery open late .
or a place to get shoes resoled, or detour by the post office. Too, the average rural -
walker looks at the general—the view, the beauty—and the landscape moves by
as a gently modulated continuity: a crest long in view is reached, a forest thin
out to become a meadow. The urbanite is on the lookout for particulars, for op:
portunities, individuals, and supplies, and the changes are abrupt. Of course the:
city resembles primordial life more than the country ina less charming way tod
while nonhuman predators have been radically reduced in North America and-.
eliminated in Europe, the possibility of human predators keeps city dwellers in’
state of heightened alertness, at least in some times and places. :
Those first months at home were so enchanting that 1 kept a walking j Journa
and later that glorious summer wrote, “I suddenly realized I'd spent seven hour
at the desk without a real interruption and was getting nervous and hunchbacked
walked to the Clay Theater on upper Fillmore via a passage on Broderick:1'
" never seen before—handsome squat old Victorians near the housing projects:—
and was pleased as ever when the familiar yielded up the unknown. The film w:
When the Cat's Away, about a solitary young Parisienne forced to meet her Place
Bastille neighbors when her cat vanishes, full of uneventful events and peop]
with seesaw strides and rooftops and mumbling slang, and when it got out I-was®
exhilarated and the night was dark with a pearly mist of fog on it. [ walked bac
fast, first along California, past a couple—her unexceptional, him in a w¢
tailored brown suit with the knock knees of someone who'd spent time in. !
braces—and ignorcd the bus, and did the same on Divisadero with that b
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Slowed down at an antique store window to look at a big creamy vase with blue
- Chinese sages painted on it, then a few doors down saw a balding Chinese man
holding a toddler boy up to the glass of a store, where a woman on the inside was
playing with him through the glass. To their confusion, | beamed. There's a way
the artificial lights and natural darkness of nightwalks turn the day's continuum
: into a theater of tableaux, vignettes, set pieces, and there's always the unsettiing
pleasure of your shadow growing and shrinking as you move from streetlight to
streetlight. Dodging a car as a traffic light changed, | broke into a canter and it
felt so good [ loped along a few more blocks without getting winded, though |
got warm.

“All along Divisadero keeping an eye on the other people and on the open
venues—liquor stores and smoke shops—and then turned up my own street. At
a cross street a young black guy in a watch cap and dark clothes was running
downhill at me at a great clip, and [ looked around to suss up my options just in
case—I mean if Queen Victoria was moving toward you that fast you'd take note.
He saw my hesitation and assured me in the sweetest young man'’s voice T'm not
after you; I'm just late' and dashed past me, so [ said, ‘Good luck’ and thern when
he was into the street and [ had time to collect my thoughts, ‘Sorry to loc;k sus-
picious, but you were kind of speedy.' He laughed, and then I did, and in a minute
Irecalled all the other encounters I'd had around the hood lately that might have
had the earmarks of trouble but unfolded as pure civility and was pleased that I'd
been prepared without being alarmed. At that moment, | Jooked up and saw in a
top-floor window the same poster of Man Ray’s A 'heure de l'observatoire—his paiﬁt—
ing of the sunset sky with the long red lips floating across it—that I'd seen in an-
other window somewhere else in town a night or two before. This poster was

bigger, and this night was more exuberant; seeing A I'beure twice seemed magic.
Home in about twenty minutes at most.”

Stréets are the space left over between buildings. A house alone is an island sur-
| unded by a sea of open space, and the villages that preceded cities were no
more than archipelagos in that same sea. But as more and more buildings arose

ey became a continent, the remaining open space no longer like the sea but llkf.:
vers, canals, and streams running between the land masses. People no longer
oved anyhow in the open sea of rural space but traveled up and down the
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erywhere are strange faces, strange costumes, strange and delightful impressions, To walk up such a street into the

The sidewalks are lined with small shops, bars, stalls, dance halls, movies, booths lighted by acetylene Iamps a
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streets, and just as narrowing a waterway increases. flow ‘a-nd spe%d, s: t;.ll"m;ig:
open space inio the spillways of streets direct§ anc% intensifies tP}e oo]k.o wa
ers. In great cities, spaces as well as ‘pla‘ces are des1gr?ed and built: wa EI.‘lg],DV?'I
nessing, being in public, are as much part of the design and .p—urpose as 1; - glph
inside to eat, sleep, make shoes or love or music. The word citizen has_t? o‘ W th
cities, and the ideal city is organized arpund citizenship—around part1c1pat1<? in
DUbIblzlslf ta;’;unerican cities and towns, however, are organized around consuml
tion and production, as were the dire industrial cities of Englgnd, i)r(}dl 11:11&)
space is merely the void between workplaces, shops,_a_nd dweilmgs_. ah 1n§- i
only the beginning of citizenship, but through it the citizen knows ]‘l-IS or ec;- :;,ty
and fellow citizens and truly inhabits the city rather than a small -prw:.;xtﬁze P2
thereof. Walking the streets is what links up reading the r.nap with living ?n
life, the personal microcosm with the public macrocosm; l.t mak.ets sense. o tb:
maze all around. In her celebrated Death and Life of Great Amencm} Cities, Jane Jagg_ﬁ.
describes how a popular, well-used street is kept safe from cnm'e r?tereiyfby_ 1: e
many people going by. Walking maintains the publicness an‘d Xlabxlltylo pu o
space. “What distinguishes the city,” writes Franco MOI’CF‘U, is 'fhat‘ its s?a‘_l, !
structure (basically its concentration) is functional to th'e mten-sx.ﬁcitlon ofm
bility: spatial mobility, naturally enough, but mainl?r social mofbrhty. o
The very word street has a rough, dirty magic to it, summoning up the low, 1
commen, the erotic, the dangerous, the re_volutionary. A man of the s‘creef_tsE
only a populist, but 2 woman of the streets is, like a streetwalker, a seller o !
sexuality. Street kids are urchins, beggars, and runaways, and the new termr §
person describes those who have no other home. Street—smz.zrt Teans someorllye-_
in the ways of the city and well able to survive in it, while “to the streetz1 is: b
classic cry of urban revolution, for the streets are where people become t e?g )
lic and where their power resides. The street means life in the hffady current_s of
urban river in which everyone and everything can mingle. I‘t is exactly thlls sc:i
mobility, this lack of compartments and distinctions., that'gwes the st?eet.ltsl:_t'
ger and its magic, the danger and magic of water in which everything runs.to
| Aget}ll:rl‘ceudal Europe only city dwellers were free of the hierarchical bonds.ltha
structured the rest of society—in England, for example, a serf could become f
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hen was limited, however, for their streets were usually dirty,
aik. Cities often imposed a curfew and closed their gat

naissance did the cities of Europe begin to improve t
,and their safety. In cighteenth-century London a
here at night was as dangerous as the worst slums are s
dif you wanted to see where you were going,
ourig London torch carriers—I

dangerous, and
es at sunset. Only in the
heir paving, their sanita-
nd Paris, going out any-
upposed to be nowadays,
you hired a torchbearer (and the
ink boys, they were called—often doubled as
). Even in daylight, carriages terrorized pedestrians. Before the eigh-
nth.century, few seem to have walked these streets for pleasure, and only in
éhineteenth century did places as clean, safe, and illuminated as modern cities
¢gin to emerge. All the furniture and codes that give modern streets their or-
¢ilinéss—raised sidewalks, streetlights, street name
fic rules, and traffic signals—are relativel

s, building numbers, drains,
Y recent innovations,
dyllic spaces had been created for the urban rich—tree-]

—

ined promenades,
ipublic gardens and parks. But these places that preceded the public park
ere anti-streets, segregated b

_ y class and disconnected from everyday life (un-
ei_the.pedesﬁ‘ian corsos and paseos of the plazas and squares of Mediterranean
‘Latin countries and Levy's Market Street promenade—or London's anom-
s:Hyde Park, which accommodated both carriage promenades for the rich
‘open-air oratory for the radical). Though politics, flirtations, and commerce
ight be-conducted in them, they were little more than outdoor salons and ball
ms.-And from the mile-long Cours de [a Reine built in Paris in 1616 to Mexico
's:Alameda to New York's Central Park built during the 1850s, such places
¢ d.to attract people whose desire to display their wealth was better served
romenading in carriages than walking. On the Cours de la Reine, the car-
tiages would gather so thickly a traffic jam would result, which may be why
700 a fashion for getting out and dancing by torchlight on the central round
loped. 7 '
iough Central Park was shaped by more-or-less democratic impulses,
: Iislh‘:landscape garden aesthetics, and the example of Liverpool's public park,

- New Yorkers often paid t0 go to private parks akin to Vauxhall Gardens in-
id; where they might drink beer, dance the polka,

elan.versions of pleasure. Even those who wish
as the park’s codesigner Frederick Law O]
d.obstacles. Centra] Park became a great pro

or otherwise engage in ple-
ed only to have an uplifting
msted had intended them to,
menade for the rich, and once

quister, more formal part of town, is to be part of a procession, part of a ceaseless ceremony of being initiatid



ANDERLUST 178 .
., | . The Solitary Strolier and the City 179

again carriages segregated the society. In their history of the park and its city
Ray Rosenzweig and Elizabeth Blackmar write, “Earlier in the [nineteenth] c¢
tury the late afternoon, early evening, and Sunday promenades of affluent. New
Yorkers had evolved into parades of high fashion; the wide thoroughfares:
Broadway, the Battery, and Fifth Avenue had become a public setting in whic_h
see and be seen. By midcentury, however, the fashionable Broadway and Batt
promenades had declined as ‘respectable’ citizens lost control over these publi
spaces. . . . Both men and women wanted grander public space for a new forrio
public promenading—by carriage. In the mid-nineteenth century, carriage own
ership was becoming a defining feature of urban upper-class status.” The ric
went to Central Park, and a populist journalist said, * hear that pedestrians hav:
acquired a bad habit of being accidentally run over in that neighborhood.”
Just as poorer people continued to promenade in New York's Battery, so thei
Parisian counterparts strolled along the peripheries of the city, often under. av
enues of trees planted to shade just such excursions. After the Revolution, Paris!
Tuileries could be entered by anyone the guards deemed properly dresst
Private pleasure gardens modeled after London's famous Vauxhall Gardens
cluding Ranelagh and Cremorne Gardens in London itself; Vienna's Augarten tidofsky; of his own appre
New York's Elysian Fields, Castle Gardens, and Harlem Gardens; and Copen: TTow main street at dusk becornes a ki
hagen's Tivoli Gardens (sole survivor of them all) sorted out people by the sim
pler criterion of ability to pay. Elsewhere in these cities, markets, fairs,
processions brought festivity to the sites of everyday life, and the stroll wasr
so segregated. To me, the magic of the street is the mingling of the errand a
the epiphany, and no such gardens seem to have flourished in taly, perhaps be
cause they were unneeded. C
[talian cities have long been held up as ideals, not least by New Yorkers anc
Londoners enthralled by the ways their architecture gives beauty and mean_ihg rger space than their actual bodies do. This annoys many E i
everyday acts. Since at least the seventeenth century, foreigners have been'm 'stheir instinct of modesty. But it has a beauty of its own thr;}; ;lropefaI;S; it
ing there to bask in the light and the life. Bernard Rudofsky, nominally.a Ne\ reciate. . . . For myself | think the walk of New Yorkers isr ama; EE e‘lvob ' fH"n
Yorker, spent a good deal of time in Italy and sang its praises in his 1969 Sfre'g'ts; ] arge and clear” In Italy walking in the city is a universal ¢ ZI::Zg{ efﬂ{tl-
People: A Primer for Americans. For those who consider New York the exemplity ¢t-than the subject of individua] forays and accounts, From D Ut - E.thty
American pedestrian city, Rudofsky’s conviction that it is abysmal is startling Xile:in Verona and Ravenna to Primo Levi walking' home fran e :acx;}lg fmt
book uses primarily [talian examples to demonstrate the ways plazas and stie wnas not lacked great walkers—but urban walking itself saf:eom U;C "
can function to tie a city together socially and architecturally. “It simply 1 of 2 universal culture than the focus of particular experien m(s . f;more
occurs to us to make streets into oases rather than deserts,” he says at the begin cigriers; copiously recorded, and the cinematic strolls ofp such c(::}?arz::r: aasttii

I_r?;countries where their function has net yet deteriorated into highways
érklng lots, a number of arrangements make streets fit for humans : TI);
tefined street coverings, a tangible expression of civic solidaritymo‘r. ;I;oulz
ay,‘-pf philanthropy, are arcades. Apart from lending unity to the streétsca

) ‘pft_en take the place of the ancient forums.” Descendants of the Greek s‘foz

eripatos, arcaded streets blur the boundaries between inside and out and pay

! itectural tribute to the pedestrian life that takes place beneath them. Rudofsky

ngiels‘:out Bologna's famous portici, a four-mile-long covered walkway runnj
om t.,}_-le central square to the countryside; Milan's Galleria, less strict] Ycom“mg
_m-—'_lts'ﬁmctions than the upscale shopping malls model;d and namid aft::"t:
;qdmg streets of Perugia; the car-free streets of Siena; and Brisin he]la’F
” ‘d-,st_nry public arcades. He writes with passionate ent,husiasm abfut ths
lian predinner stroll—the bassaggiata—rfor which many towns close down theif'
» contrasting it with the American cocktail hour.

talians, he says, the street is the pi i
R , e pivotal social space, for meetin i
r}g_,;buying, and selling. & debating,

with a lively sociability. The more grace
es them. In Florence or in Naples, in the

cient virtuoso performers, and they do a bit
. - B . Of
.roH g_nadmg any time they are not busy.” Of young Romans, he wrote, “Their

e * . - !
) 1sa:§ responsive as if it were g physical conversation.” Elsewherel he in-
f

nce students to watch the walk of various types: “Americang occupy a

show the better the community lik
nt:city slums the young people are

bellies of horses, through wheels, and over posts and rails, we reached the gardens, where were already pesors. ... We walked twice rownd and were rejoiced to come 4
. b ay.
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streetwalker in Federico Fellini's Nights of Cabiria and the protagonists in Vitto
De Sica's Bicycle Thief and in many of Michelangelo Antonioni’s films). Howey
the cities that are neither so accommodating as Naples nor so forbidding. asj"ELb
Angeles—London, New York-—have produced their own fugitive culture

walking. In London, from the eighteenth century on, the great accounts of wal
ing have to do not with the cheerful and open display of ordinary life and.des
but with nocturnal scenes, crimes, sufferings, outcasts, and the darker side of
imagination, and it is this tradition that New York assumes. :
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e observed scornfully. The high-flown style cannot but contrast abrasively

uch small subjects, with something of the same mockery he brought to his
s Opera. Gay tries—

Here [ remark each walker's diff'rent face,
And in their look their various bus'ness trace.

b _ﬁ;’ces. At the end of Gay's century Wordsworth “goes forward with the
wd," seeing a mystery in the face of each stranger; while William Blake wan-
‘each charter'd street / And mark in every face [ meet / Marks of weakness
: ks of woe:"—the cry of a chimney sweep, the curse of a young harlot. Earlie;
ghtgegth-century literary language was not supple enough or personal enough
‘o_gllln'ect the life of the imagination to that of the street. Johnson had been oie
hose.desperate London walkers in his early yvears there—in the late 1730s
ﬁi:ﬁhe:and his friend, the poet and rogue Richard Savage, were too poor to payr'
oﬁgings, they uged to walk the streets and squares all night talking insurrec-
nd-glorymbut he didn't write about it. Boswell did in his Life of Jobmson, but
Bo.swﬁxell,lthe darkness of night and anonymity of the streets were a less rf;ﬂec—
;‘p?ortunity, as his London diary records: “I should have been at Lady
th mberland's rout tonight, but my barber fell sick [meaning his hair was not
Pgﬁly.powdered] ;80 [ sallied to the streets, and just at th.e bottom of our own
ckedup a fresh, agreeable young girl called Alice Gibbs. We went down a lane:

nug place. . . ." Of Alice Gibbs's impression of the streets and the night, we
o record. ’

In 1711 the essayist Joseph Addison wrote, “When 1 am in a serious Humour,
very often walk by my self in Westminster Abbey; where the Gloominess oft
Place, and the Use to which it is applied . . . are apt to fill the Mind with a
of Melancholy, or rather Thoughtfulness, that is not disagreeable.” At the tim
wrote, walking the city streets was perilous, as John Gay pointed out in his 17
poem Trivia, or, The Art of Walking the Streets of London. Travel through the city Wég
dangerous as cross-country travel: the streets were full of sewage and ‘gar_‘b:a'ge
many of the trades were filthy, the air was already bad, cheap gin had ravaged;
city's poor the way crack did American inner cities in the 1980s, and an und
class of criminals and desperate souls thronged the streets, Carriages jostled:an
mangled pedestrians without fear of reprisal, beggars solicited passersby;:an
street sellers called out their wares. The accounts of the time are full of the f
of the wealthy to go out at all and of young women lured or forced into sexuz
bor: prostitutes were everywhere. This is why Gay focuses on urban walkin
an art—an art of protecting oneself from splashes, assaults, and indignities: -

Jj‘g_ti-few women other than prostitutes were free to wander the streets and
: andering the street was often enough to cause a woman to be considered a
itute are matters troubling enough to be taken up elsewhere. Here | merely
ntto comment on their presence in the street and in the night, habitats in
ich.they more than almost any other kind of walker became nati\i';s Until the
ieth. century women seldom walked the city for their own ple'asure and
tes have left us almost no records’of their experience. The eightf;enth
a wars immodest enough to have a few famous novels about prostitutes, but
__ .i_lls courtesan life was all indoors, Moll Flanders's was entirely pract'ical
pt}.m of them were creations of male authors whose work was at least partl);

Though you through cleanlier allies wind by day,
To shun the hurries of the publick way,

Yet ne'er to those dark paths by night retire;
Mind only safety, and contemn the mire.

Like Dr. Johnson's 1738 poem “London,” Gay's Trivia uses a classical mod
mock the present, Divided into three books—the first on the implements
techniques of walking the streets, the second on walking by day, the thir
walking by night—the poem makes it clear that the minutia of everyday lif

e s WALIOLE, I A 10 GEORGE MONTACU ON A "KDOTTO" AT-VAUK ,:4769.  Walking the streets so constantly as be did . .. Jave bitm an opportunity of examining into
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speculative. Then as now, however, a complex culture of working the sjcrect; mus
have existed, each city mapped according to safety and the.et':onomlcs 9 m
desire. There have been many attempts to confine such activity; Byzar;tme; !
Constantinople had its “street of harlots,” Tokyo from the seventeent rto‘-t”
twentieth century had a gated pleasure district, nineteenth-century San.Franc?sc
had its notorious Barbary Coast, and many turn-of-the-century Am,encan Crl-_tl,f.“
had red-light districts, the most famous of which w'a? New Orleans’s Stgry: :
where jazz is reputed to have been born. But prostitution wanderedj outs; e. t
bounds, and the population of such women was enormous: 50,000 in 17 i rwh
London had a total population of one million, estimated one ex;?ert. By the mi
nineteenth century they were to be found in the most fashm:nable- palr_tg
London too: social reformer Henry Mayhew's report refers to “the circul a;mg-)
harlotry of the Haymarket and Regent Street,” as well as to the women wor
i i arks and promenades. ) o
" tPffvcca;?r’ysjdd years r;go a researcher on prostitution reported, Prost1tu:c
streetscapes are composed of strolls, Joosely defined areas where "ch-e womenll
licit. . . . On the stroll the prostitute moves around to entice or enjoin cu;tc;m
reduce boredom, keep warm and reduce visibility [to the polu:fa]. Partao,
streetscapes resemble common greens, areas to which all ljxave umr.npeded act
Here women assemble in groups of two to four, laughing, talking and gio‘
among themselves. . .. Working the same stroll Inft'lses muc? ;eg !ej 1];;
dictability into an illegal, sometimes dangerous environment.” An ) dolo
French, an advocate for prostitutes' rights, worked ‘;he streejcs herself an 1;@};1
that her fellow streetwalkers “think that women who work in whorehoduses
too many restrictions and rules” while the street “welcomed everyon?e ernloi:i ;
ically. . . . They felt they were like cowboys out on the range, or s;;llecsl on a.
gerous mission. They bragged about how free they were. . .. They ha 1;2 on
answer to but themselves.” The same refrains—freedom, democracy, ng
come up in-this as in the other ways of occupying the s.treets. -

In the eighteenth-century city, a new image of wh'fxt it n?eans to be urr;an
arisen, an image of one possessed of the freedom and isolation of the tratvg ﬁeg
travelers, however wide or narrow their scope, became emblemattc; e
Richard Savage proposed this early with a 1729 poem called Tlae- Walzfierer, and
aptly named George Walker inaugurated the ’new century w:;cll; 1:1 }r:o}\]f:.
Vagabond, followed in 1814 by Fanny Burney's Wanderer. Wordswo ;
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"rsxf.on. {whose first two sections were titled “The Wanderer' and "The
litary"); Coleridge's Ancient Mariner was condemned like the Wandering Jew
oam; and the Wandering Jew himself was a popular subject for Romantics in
Britain-and on the continent. o
The. literary historian Raymond Williams remarks, “Perception of the new
alities of the modern city had been associated, from the beginning, with a man
lking,; as if alone, in its streets.” He cites Blake and Wordsworth as founders of
tradition, but it was De Quincey who wrote of it most poignantly. In the
beginning of Confessions of an English Opium Eater, De Quincey tells of how at the
age.of seventeen he had run away from a dull school and his unsympathetic
guardians and landed in London. There he was afraid to contact the few people
¢wand unable to seek work without connections. So for sixteen weeks in
1 mmer and fall of 1802 he starved, having found no other support in London
a-home in an all-but-abandoned mansion whose other resident was a forlorn
nalé-child. He fell into a spectral existence shared with a few other children,
dhe wandered the streets restlessly. Streets were already a place for those who
ad-no.place, a site to measure sorrow and loneliness in the length of walks.
g:myself at that time, of necessity, a peripatetic, or walker of the streets, [
Ity fell in more frequently with those female peripatetics who are techni-
alled street-walkers. Many of these women had occasionally taken my part
st watchmen who wished to drive me off the steps of houses where [ was
i.He was befriended by one, a girl named Ann—"timid and dejected to a
grec. which showed how deeply sorrow had taken hold of her young heart"—
as younger than he and who had turned to the streets after being cheated
_Imli'nor inheritance. Once when they were “pacing slowly along Oxford
t;and after a day when I had felt unusually ill and faint, I requested her to
Iy off with me into Soho Square,” and he fainted. She spent what little she had
hot spiced wine to revive him. That he was never able to find her again after
rtune changed was, he declares, one of the great tragedies of his life. For De
th:'y,‘-his sojourn in London was one of the most deeply felt passages in his
glife, though it had no sequel: the rest of his book is given over to its putative
ubject, the effects of opium, and the rest of his life to rural places.
harles Dickens was different, in that he chose such urban walking and his
1g.explored it thoroughly over the vears. He is the great poet of London
and some of his novels seem as much dramas of place as of people. Think of

the condition of every poor person that be met, Which he did, with so well practiced 4 sagacity, as could seldom bt

bosed:upom. And every man that Sollows bis ex:
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Our Mutual Friend, where the great euphemistic piles of dust, the dim taxidermy;
and skeleton shop, the expensively icy interiors of the wealthy, are portrait
those associated with them. People and places become one another—a charact
may only be identified as an atmosphere or a principle, a place may take on & fil
fledged personality. “And this kind of realism can only be gained by walki
dreamily in a place; it cannot be gained by walking observantly,” wrote one of: hi
best interpreters, G. K. Chesterton. He attributed Dickens’s acute sense of pla
to the well-known episode in his boyhood when his father was Tocked up
debtor's prison and Dickens himself was put to work in a blacking factory
lodged in a nearby roominghouse, a desolate child abandoned to the city and
strangers. “Few of us understand the street,” Chesterton writes. “Even when:
step into it, we step into it doubtfully, as into a house or room of strangers. |
of us see through the shining riddle of the street, the strange folk that belong
the street only—the street-walker or the street arab, the nomads who, gener
after generation have kept their ancient secrets in the full blaze of the sun. OFf
street at night many of us know less. The street at night is a great house Iockc;
up. But Dickens had, if ever man had, the key of the street. .. . He could.o
the inmost door of his house—the door that leads onto the secret passage.whic
is lined with houses and roofed with stars.” Dickens is among the first to in
all the other things urban walking can be: his novels are full of detectives and
lice inspectors, of criminals who stalk, lovers who seek and damned soulswh
flee. The city becomes a tangle through which all the characters wande ;
colossal game of hide and seek, and only a vast city could allow his intricate- p]
so full of crossed paths and overlapping lives. But when he wrote about his:
experiences of London, it was often an abandoned city. )
M 1 couldn't walk fast and far, | should explode and perish,” he once tol'd
friend, and he walked so fast and far that few ever managed to accompany,] Hi
He was a solitary walker, and his walks served innumerable purposes. “I am’bo
a town traveller and a country traveller, and am always on the road,” he in
duces himself in his essay collection The Uncommercial Traveller. “Figuratively sp
ing, 1 travel for the great house of Human Interest Brothers, and have rath
large connection in the fancy goods way. Literally speaking, I am always wa
dering here and there from my rooms in Covent-garden, London.” Thisim
physical version of the commercial traveler is an inadequate description
role, and he tried on many others. He was an athlete: “So much of my trave
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gne.on foot, that if I cherished better propensities, | should probably be found
istered in sporting newspapers under some such title as the Elastic Novice
allenging all eleven stone mankind to competition in walking. My last speciai
was turning out of bed at two, after a hard day, pedestrian and otherwise, and
]kmg thirty miles into the country to breakfast. The road was so lonely in the
‘ hat [ fell asleep to the monotonous sound of my own feet, doing their reg-
ar-four miles an hour.” And a few essays later, he was a tramp, or a tramp's somn:
‘walking is of two kinds: one straight on end to a definite goal at a round
ce.‘one, objectless, loitering, and purely vagabond. In the latter state, no gypsy
arth is a greater vagabond than myself; it is so natural to me, and strong with
that [ think I must be the descendant, at no great distance of some ir-
iable tramp.” And he was a cop on the beat, too ethereal to arrest anyone
his mind: "It is one of my fancies, that even my idlest walk must always
s appointed destination. . . . On such an occasion, it is my habit to regard

‘alks as my beat, and myself as a higher sort of police-constable doing duty
‘same.”

d yet despite all these utilitarian occupations and the throngs who popu-
his books, his own London was often a deserted city, and his walking in it a
lz;_r_lcholy pleasure, In an essay on visiting abandoned cemeteries, he wrote
enever | think I deserve particularly well of myself, and have earned the ri gh';
joy a little treat, | stroll from Covent-garden into the City of London, after
iess-hours there, on a Saturday, or—better yvet—on a Sunday, andlroam
its deserted nooks and corners.” But the most memorable of them all is
ight Walks," the essay that begins, “Some years ago, a temporary inability to
¢p; referable to a distressing impression, caused me to walk about the streets
1ght for a series of several nights.” He described these walks from midnight
a‘vl._:rn.as curative of his distress, and during them "I finished my education in a
fiateur experience of houselessness—or what is now called homelessness.
-<:1ty was no longer as dangerous as it had been in Gay's and Johnson's time,
was lonelier. Eighteenth-century London was crowded, lively, full of preda-
pectacles, and badinage between strangers. By the time Dickens was writ-
Q,ut‘ houselessness in 1860, London was many times as large, but the mob
ed in the cighteenth century had in the nineteenth been largely domesti-
cd'as the crowd, a quiet, drab mass going about its private business in public:
/ kmg the streets under the pattering rain, Houselessness would walk and

exercise of more charity, than is possible to be practiced in carriages of amyr kind. —PATRICK DELANY, OBSERVATION

RD/ORRERY'S "REMARKS ON THE LIFE AND WRITINGS OF JONATHAN SWIFT,” 1754 They don't want
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walk and walk, seeing nothing but the interminable tangle of streets, save:a
corner, here and there, two policemen ‘in conversation, or the sergeant. of:
spector looking after his men. Now dnd then in the night—but rarle}y
Houselessness would become aware of a furtive head peering out of a doorwa.
few yards Before him, and, coming up with the head, would find a man standz‘
bolt upright to keep within the doorway's shadow, and evidently intent upori’n
particular service to society. . . . The wild moon and clouds were as restless
an evil conscience in a tumbled bed, and the very shadow of the imme
of London seemed to lie oppressively upon the river.” And yet he relig .
the lonely nocturnal streets, as he does the graveyards and “shy neighborhqo‘lds
and what he quixotically called "Arcadian London"—~London out of seas
when society had gone en masse to the country, leaving the city in sep‘ulchur‘a
peace. : o
There is a subtle state most dedicated urban walkers know, a sort of baskin
in solitude—a dark solitude punctuated with encounters as the night sky is. pus
tuated with stars. In the country one's solitude is geographical-—one is altogg_j:hé
outside society, so solitude has a sensible geographical explanation, and_the"
there is a kind of communion with the nonhuman. In the city, one is alon
cause the world is made up of strangers, and to be a stranger surrounde :
strangers, to walk along silently bearing one's secrets and imagining those qf'
people one passes, is among the starkest of luxuries. This uncharted identity:I :
its illimitable possibilities is one of the distinctive qualities of urban living, 2 lib
eratory state for those who come to emancipate themselves from family an
community expectation, to experiment with subculture and identity. Itisa
server'’s state, cool, withdrawn, with senses sharpened, a good state for anybe d
who needs to reflect or create. In small doses melancholy, alienation, and-.i ity
spection are among life’s most refined pleasures. .
Not long ago [ heard the singer and poet Patti Smith answer a radio m
viewer's question about what she did to prepare for her performances ,QUS"E%
with "l would roam the streets for a few hours.” With that brief comment:
summoned up her own outlaw romanticism and the way such walking ‘mig
toughen and sharpen the sensibility, wrap one in an isolation out of which”rrﬂxi_ )
come songs fierce enough, words sharp enough, to break that musing .s‘il‘_en
Probably her roaming the streets didn't work so well in a lot of American Gitié
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e‘ifq';th_e hotel was moated by a parking lot surrounded by six-lane roads with-
ol $idewalks, but she spoke as a New Yorker. Speaking as a Londoner, Virginia
lf: described anonymity as a fine and desirable thing, in her 1930 essay
treet-Haunting." Daughter of the great alpinist Leslie Stephen, she had once
ared. to a friend, "How could 1 think mountains and climbing romantic)
h.::lljbrought up with alpenstocks in my nursery, and a raised map of the Alps,
ing every peak my father had climbed? Of course, London and the marshes
re;the places [ like best.” London had more than doubled in size since Dickens's
night:walks, and the streets had changed again to becéme a refuge. Woolf wrote
the confining oppression of one's own identity, of the way the objects in one's
meiienforce the memories of our own experience.” And so she set out to buy a
;I.:'in'a‘city where safety and propriety were no longer considerations for a
ONZer-young woman on a winter evening, and in recounting—or invent-
er journey, wrote one of the great essays on urban walking.
1-we step out of the house on a fine evening between four and six,” she
¢.~'we shed the self our friends know us by and become part of that vast re-
ican.army of anonymous trampers, whose society is so agreeable after the
de.of one's room.” Of the people she observes she says, “Into each of these
ne could penetrate 2 little way, far enough to give one the illusion that one
ttethered to a single mind, but can put on briefly for a few minutes the bod-
nd minds of others. One could become a washerwoman, a publican, a street
" [n this anonymous state, “the shell-like covering which our souls have ex-
dfor themselves, to make for themselves a shape distinct from others, is bro-
and. there is left of all these wrinkles and roughnesses a central oyster of
ceptiveness, an enormous eye. How beautiful a street is in winter! It is at once
led and obscured.” She walked down the same Oxford Street De Quincey
Ann.had, now lined with windows full of hoaries with which she fumnished
ginary house and life and then banished both to return to her walk. The
age of introspection that Wordsworth helped develop and De Quincey and
ckens refined was her language, and the smallest incidents—birds rustling in
helshrubbery, a dwarf woman trying on shoes—-let her imagination roam farther
'egr feet, into digressions from which she reluctantly returns to the actuali-
her excursion. Walking the streets had come into its own, and the soli-
idé’and introspection that had been harrowing for her predecessors was a joy

f. The street is an addiction even stronger than the thiuner they buy in the bardware store. . .. Only the
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for her. That it was a joy because her identity had become 2 burden maiﬁes-.i
modern. : ‘

{88

Like London, New York has seldom prompted unalloyed praise. It is too big;
harsh. As one who knows only smaller citiés intimately, I continually underest:
mate its expanse and wear myself out on distances, just as [ do by car il

Angeles. But | admire Manhattan: the synchronized beehive dance of Cr);n
Central Station, the fast pace people set on the long grids of streets, the'j
walkers, the slower strollers in the squares, the dark- skinned nannies pushir}g‘p‘
lid babies before them through the gracious paths of Central Park. Wang:r‘in
without a clear purpose or sense of direction, | have often disrupted the fast _ﬂd
of passersby intent on some clear errand or commute, as though I were a butte
fly strayed into the beehive, a snag in the stream. Two-thirds of all jour‘rlxg
around downtown and midtown Manhattan are still made on foot, and 1
York, like London, remains a city of people walking for practical purposes; p
ing up and down subway stairs, across intersections—but musers and the nocty
nal strollers move to a different tempo. Cities make walking into true‘tray
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In:Whitman's poems, though he often speaks of himself as happy in the arms
over; the passages in which he appears as a solitary walking the streets in
iest of that lover—a precursor of the gay cruiser—ring more true. In “Recorders
gg}s"Hence," the immodest Whitman states for the record that he was one “Who
walk'd lonesome walks thinking of his dear friends, his lovers.” A few po-
ms jater in the final version of Leaves of Grass, he begins another poem with the
rafqérical address “City of orgies, walks and joys." After listing all the possible
:flt\érila;'--for a city’s illustriousness—houses, ships, -parades—he chooses “not
“but-as [ pass O Manhattan, your frequent and swift flash of eyes offering
1&’lovie”: the walks rather than the orgies, the promises rather than the delivery,
the joys. Whitman was a great maker of inventories and lists to describe vari-

£y nd quantity and one of the first to love the crowd. It promised new liaisons;

ﬁﬁ)rgSsed his democratic ideals and oceanic enthusiasms. A few poems past
ty'of- Orgies” comes “To a Stranger”: “Passing stranger! You do not know how
ngly Llook upon you. . . . For Whitman the momentary glimpse and the in-

cy .of love were complementary, as were his own emphatic ego and the
nymous mass of crowds. Thus he sang the praises of the swelling metropolis
Marihattan and the new possibilities of urban scale.

. f
danger, exile, discovery, transformation, wrap all around one’s home and coms

right up to the doorstep. R
The ltalophile Rudofsky uses London to scorn New York: "On the Whole
North America’s Anglo-Saxomania has had a withering effect on its formati
years. Surely, the English are not a desirable model for an urban society. No'othe
nation developed such a fierce devotion to country life as they did. And:w
good reason; their cities have been traditionally among Europe's 1eastw~:.
some. Englishmen may be intensely loyal to their towns, but the street——the: ¢
gauge of urbanity——does not figure large in their affections.” New York's.stre‘e‘:
do figure large in the work of some of its writers. "Paris, c'est une blqnde,"‘;g‘oc
the French song, and Parisian poets have often made their city 2 woman. Nex
York, with its gridded layour, its dark buildings and looming skyscrapers; its
mous toughness, is a masculine city, and if cities are muses, it is no won’_de _
one’s praises have been sung best by its gay poets—Walt Whitman, .‘,-FF'a‘
O'Mara, Allen Ginsberg, and the prose-poet David Wojnarowicz (though evéry
one from Edith Wharton to Patti Smith has paid homage to this city and
streets).

street is theirs. It consoles them for their loneliness and lack of love. It bas & dizzying appeal. It gives them then

‘hitman died in 1892, just as everyone else was beginning to celebrate the
For:the first half of the new century, the city seemed emblematic—the cap-
fthe twentieth century, as Paris had been of the nineteenth century. Destiny
hope were urban for both radicals and plutocrats in those days, and New
fith -its howury steamers docking and immigrants pouring off Fllis Island,
s skyscrapers even Georgia O'Keeffe couldn't resist painting during her
s a-New Yorker, was the definitive modern city. In the 1920s a magazine
voted to it, the New Yorker, whose Talk of the Town section compiled
‘sireet incidents made incandescent by its writers in the tradition of

ighteenthzcentury London's Spectator and Rambler essays, and it had jazz and the

em Renaissance uptown and radical Bohemia down in the Village (and in
tral Park was the Ramble, an area so well known for gay cruising it was nick-
“the fruited plain”}. Before World War II, Berenice Abbott roamed New
rk's streets photographing buildings, and after it, Helen Levitt photographed
lldren playing in the streets while Weegee photographed the underworld of
f)rpses on sidewalks and prostitutes in paddy wagons. One imagines them
dering purposefully like hunter-gatherers with the camera a sort of basket

ir-got at home. [t gives them riythm, a tempa, and immediate compensation.—ELENA PONIATOWSKA, "IN
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laden with the day’s spectacles, the photographers leaving us not their walks; as,
poets do, but the fruits of those walks. Whitman, however, had no successor.u
til after the war, when Allen Ginsberg stepped into his shoes, or at least his loose
long lines of celebratory ranting. i
Ginsberg is sometimes claimed as a San Franciscan, and he found his poet
voice during his time there and in Berkeley in the 1950s, but he is a New:Yo €
poet, and the cities of his poems are big, harsh cities. e and his peers werepa hin ¢ of you, gone without corsets & eyes, while [ walk on the sunny pavement
sionate urbanists at a time when the white middle class was abandoning city:life , /" it opens, and as he walks.Seventh Avenue he thinks of
for the suburbs (and though many of the so-called Beats gathered in''S mi Ginsberg in the Lower East Side, “where you walked 50 years ago, little
Francisco, most wrote poetry about things more personal or more general. th .. . then struggling in the crowds of Orchard Street toward
the streets they thronged, or used the city as a gateway to Asia and the weste ‘ / _—:—1:0ward Newark—" in an antiphony of her city and his, joined in later
landscape). He did write about suburbs, notably in his "Supermarket in € tions by their shared experiences during his childhood.
ifornia,” in which he summoned-up a supermarket where the abundance of pr landsome as a marble statue, Frank O'Hara was as unlike Ginsberg as a gay
duce and shopping families makes wry comedy of the dead gay poets—Whitman ct:z‘_c_:_om the same year could be, and he wrote about far more delicate diurnal
and Federico Garcfa Lorca (a New Yorker from 1929 to 1930}—cruising the;.aigl
But otherwise his early poems burst with snow, tenements, and the Brook!
Bridge. Ginsberg walked considerably in San Francisco and in New York, b
his poems walking is always turning into something else, since the sidewalk un
ways turning into a bed or a Buddhist paradise or some other apparition. Thebes vgﬂuf;.{-and the essay collection Standing Siill and Walking in New York). While
minds of his generation were “dragging themselves through the negro streets erg tended to speak to America, O'Hara's remarks often addressed a “you"
dawn looking for an angry fix," but they immediately commenced to see angels emed to be an absent lover in a silent soliloquy or a companion on a stroll.
staggering on tenement roofs, eat fire, hallucinate Arkansas and Blake:li

i ) ipt,er Larry Rivers recalls, "It was the most extraordinary thing, a simple
tragedy, and so on, even if they did afterward stumble to unemployment offi :,W:ith O'Hara, and O'Hara wrote a poem titled “Walking with Larry Rivers.”
and walk “all night with their shoes full of blood on the snowbank docks waiti ‘alking scems to have been a major part of his daily repertoire, as well as a kind
for a door in the East River to open. . . " :

yntax organizing thought, emotion, and encounter, and
For the Beats, motion or travel was enormously important, but its exact nat ‘;\,{able site for his tender, street.

was not (save for Snyder, the true peripatetic of the bunch). They caught th g the incidental and the inconse
end of the 1930s romance of freighthoppers, hobos, and railroad yards, the | ﬁ{{l&rgency’
the way to the new car culture in which restlessness was assuaged by hundrgds eresa subway
miles at 70 m.p.h. rather than dozens at 3 or 4 on foot, and they blendéd
physical travel with chemically induced ramblings of the imagination an
whole new kind of rampaging language. San Francisco and New Yorlgi_ﬁg
pedestrian anchors on either side of the long rope of the open road they trave] <
In the same mode, one can see the shift in country ballads: sometime in the 1950
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disappointed lovers stopped walking away or catching the midnight train and be-
driving, and by the 1970s the apotheosis of eighteen
‘ed. Had he lived that long, Kerouac would've loved them. Only in the first
tion- of Kaddish, when Ginsberg gives over singing of his generation and his
to.mourn his mother, do the act and the place remain particular. The streets
epositories of history, walking a way to read that history. “Strange now to

-wheeler songs had ar-

ntures. Ginsberg's poetry was oratorical—jeremiads and hymns to be shouted

. the rooftops; O'Hara’s poetry is as casual as conversation and sequenced by
trolls'in the street (among his book titles are Lunch Poems—not about eating but

bout lunchtime excursions from his job at the Museum of Modern Art-—Second

the city was the only
smart, and sometimes campy voice cele-
quential. In the prose-poem “Meditations
"he affirmed, “I can’t even enjoy a blade of grass unless [ know
handy, or a record store or some other sign that people do not
y;regret life. It is more important to affirm the least sincere; the clouds get
ugh'attention as it is. . . . " The poem “Walking to Work” ends

I'm becoming
the sireet.

?______—__-___q__-___qqﬁu___‘_u-___m-_____,_m____"-u____ -

- The Parisian truly seoms an explorer always ready to set off again, or, better like
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Who are you in love with?
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ighteenth-century London. It had the scourges of AIDS, of the vast new popu-
o n:of homeless people, and of the drug-damaged staggering around like
mer . . _ omething out of Williap Hogarth's Gin Lane, and it was notoriously violent, so
Straight against the light | cross. ‘ t:the ‘well-to-do feared its streets as they once had Londonss. Wojnarowicz
tes of seeing “long legs and spiky boots and elegant high heels and three pros-
‘tcs suddenly surround a business man from the waldorf and they're saying:
“ome on honey' and rubbing his dick . . . and his wallet appears behind his back
hé_i..hands of one of them and they all drop away as he continues to giggle” and
back to Moll Flanders stripping a passed-out trick of his silver gloves, snuff-
0 G-and even his periwig. He writes of the years when he was suffering from
_hutrition and exposure, living on the streets until he was eighteen, “I had al-
10st: died three times at the hands of people ['d sold my body to in those days
fter.coming off the street. . . . I could barely speak when in the company of
:people. . .. That weight of image and sensation wouldn't come out until |
icked up a pencil and started putting it down on paper.” “Coming off the street:
hrase describes all streets as one street and that street as a whole world, with
i citizenry, laws, language. “The street” is a world where people in flight
the traumas that happen inside houses become natives of the outside,
One.-of the book’s . sections, “Being Queer in America: A Journal of
lisintegration,” is as tidy a chronicle of the uses of walking for a queer man of the
¢ts'in 1980s urban America as Pride and Prejudice is of the uses of walking for a
ntry lady almost two centuries before. “I'm walking through these hallways
-the windows break apart a slow dying sky and a quiet wind follows the
eels of the kid as he suddenly steps through a door frame ten rooms down,” it
; He follows the kid into the room, which resembles the long wharves and
ouses he used to cruise, sucks him off, and a few sections later his walking
omes. mourning for his friend, the photographer Peter Hujar, dead of AIDS.
ked for hours through the streets after he died, through the gathering dark-
nd traffic, down into the dying section of town where bodies litter the
sides and dogs tear apart the stinking garbage by the doorways. There was a
f"swe:ll to the clouds above the buildings. . . . [ turned and left, walking back
to lje-gray haze of traffic and exhaust, past a skinny prostitute doing the junkie
bent over at the waist with knuckles dragging the sidewalk.” He meets a
1d—"man on second avenue at 2:00 am"—who tells him about a third man
jumped on West Street by a carload of kids from Jersey and brutally beaten

Yet another walking poem begins:

I'm getting tired of not wearing underwear
And then again | like it

strolling along
feeling the wind blow softly on my genitals

and goes on to speculate on “who dropped that emp-ty carton“/ of"crackelx; j?._Ck
before turning to the clouds, the bus, his destinauon‘, the yofu to w. ?m
speaks, Central Park. The texture is that of everyday life as?d o i:a- conr}coxgg
eye settling on small things, small epiphanies, but.the sfame krmd c.) .mven Ofry.c‘ver
studs Whitman's and Ginsberg's poems recurs in O'Hara’s. Cities are,‘:‘or ;
SPa‘[";‘:‘:cgi 1‘13(-(;/";;narowicz's Close to the Knives: A Memoir of J'Disinte_gmtgu reafls 1::
summary of all the urban experience that came before him. kae. e (i‘%umg_:: };ﬂ
was a runaway, but like De Quincey’s friend Ann he suppofted himse as }? fl
prostitute, and like Dickens and Ginsberg he brought an ‘mcandeslizant;;c‘h Il
natory clarity to the moods and scenes of his city. Most jw'ho too ;}::h ; (-iug
subject of the urban underworld of the erotic, the 1n‘F0x1c:ated, jan 1 the |
ook it up in William Burroughs's amoral vein, more interested 11:.11:5 coQ
than its consequences or its politics, but Wojnarowicz raged at_t e system
created such suffering, that created his suffering as a n.fnaw.ay child, a ga;r..p:l
person with"AIDS {of which he died in 1991). He writes in a coll_agc o mh
ries; encounters, dreams, fantasies, and outbursts studded 'v\r'lth star;l-n.ag meg;lgp o
and painful images, and in his writings walking appears like ai\;"e a.:[n, li : ;
always returns to the image of himself walking alone down a New Yor i
a corridor. "Some nights we'd walk seven or eight hundred blocks, pf'actxca‘ Y
whole island of Manhattan,” he wrote of his hustling years, for Walkm%1 remai
the recourse for those with nowhere to sleep, as it had been for Jo nsq

Savage. . . A
\Xg’ojnarowicz’s 1980s New York had come full circle to resemble Gay's ear

. | . g ti ially in that kind of mock rurality, ugly bt odd
ist of I To rove about, musing,.that | ng;is, Jor & philosopher, a good way of spending time, especially , wgly !
some marpelous alchemist of life—£ BLOCH, TYPES DU BOULEVARD :
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for being gay. And then comes his refrain, "I walk this hallway twenty-s
times and all | can see are the cool white walls. A hand rubbing slowly .acras
face, but my hands are empty. Walking back and forth from room to roorﬁ":fc
ing bluish shadows [ feel weak. . . ." His city is not hell but limbo, the plac
which restless souls swirl forever, and only passion, friendship, and visionary;
pacity redeem it for him. C
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‘_"‘;orner. The two of them seemed to be listening to some inaudible music
at'."cajr.rﬂied\them along and made them joyous as well as haunted.
‘iLa'tg_r-on the churchgoers would appear. When [ first moved here, there were
¢s; and all the churchgoers walked—on Sunday mornings the :streets were
usy-and sociable with black women in resplendent hats, walking in all directions
4_:]1«3::_ 'Echulrches, not with the dogged steps of pilgrims but with the festive
of celebrants. That was long ago; gentrification has dispersed the Baptist
»gregations to other neighborhoods, from which many now drive to church
g?.:African-American men still saunter by, their legs nonchalant while their.
gxijd;shoulders Jump around as though staking a bodily territory, but most of
irchgoers have been replaced on the sidewalks these Weekerrld mornings
ggers and dog walkers pumping towards that great secular temple of the
1‘ :::class, the garden as represented by Golden Gate Park, while the hung-
drift towards the cafés. But this early the street belonged to us three walk-
to.the two of them, for they made me feel like a ghost drifting through

' p?i_rate lives out in public on that cold, sunny Sunday morning, in the com-
_sqlitude of urban walkers. l

[ began walking my own city’s streets as a teenager and walked them so long
both they and I changed, the desperate pacing of adolescence when the p,fgs:
seemed an eternal ordeal giving way to the musing walks and innumerabl
rands of someone no longer wound up so tight, so isolated, so poor, and my.
have now often become reviews of my own and the city’s history toge
Vacant lots become new buildings, old geezer bars are taken over by young
sters, the Castro's discos become vitamin stores, whole streets and neighbor,
hoods change their complexion. Even my own neighborhood has changéd
much it sometimes seems as though | have moved two or three times from’th
raucous corner | started out on just before I turned twenty. The urban walkers!
have surveyed suggest a kind of scale of walking, and on it, | have moved:
near the Ginsberg-Wojnarowicz end of the spectrum to that of a low-rent Virgi
Woolf. _ ) o
Two days before the end of the year, [ went to one of the local liquorsto
for milk early one Sunday morning. Around the corner a guy was sitting
doorway drinking and singing falsetto, with that knack some local drunk
for sounding like fallen angels. The word Alooooone trilled out of nowhere
ing beautifully in the stairwell. On my way back [ saw him weaving so.inte
down the street he didn't notice me pass a few feet away. Merely walking se
to take all the singer’s concentration, as though he were forcing himself:thirdug
an atmosphere that had become thick around him. When [ started waterin
tree in front of my building, he was still winding around the corner. The old
who always wears a dress and always speaks so politely in word-salad n:
quiturs was walking in the other direction. I said hello to her as she pﬁa_.ssh'
but she didn't notice me any more than he did. All of a sudden, when sh
reached the same point on her side of the street that he had on his, she brok:
a sort of soft-shoe shuffle that carried on until she turned out of sight.dow,

and partaking of two natures, which surrounds certain large it prtclay Pars.—CFOR HUGDIS. {EH eline’ . Bore, o ol aesly aboutad ook at fingeyand by 0y of uring o et i 1
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1. TRACING A HEADLAND: An Introduction -

5  "An absolutely new ‘prospect is a great happinesss Henry David Thoreau,
: “Walking,” in The Natural History Essays (Salt Lake C:ty Pcregnne Smith Books,
. 1980), 99,

-7 It was nuclear weapons that first led: My carly writmg on walking and o nuclear
politics appears in my 1994 book Savage Dreams: A Journey mto the Landscape Wars of the
American West (San Francisco: Sierra Club Books, 1994; Berkcley Umvcrs1ty of
Cal:fornia Press 1999).

2. THE MIND AT THREE MILES AN HOUR

14 “l can only mcdltate when | am walkmg Jcan Jacques Rousseau The Confcssmns
(Hamondsworth England: Penguin Rooks, 1953), 382,
14 'In one respect, at least”: John Thelwall, Tbc Peripatetic: or, Stetches of the Hcart of Nature
and Socicty (1793, facsimile reprint, Ncw York: Garland Publishing, 1978), 1, 8-9.
15 Felix Grayeffs history: Aristotle and His School: An Inguiry into the History of the P:rrpatos
(London; Gerald Duckworth, 1974), 38-39.
16 The Stoics were named: Chnstopher Thackcr The History of Gardens (Bcrke:lcy
. . " University of California Press, 19835), 21, is my source for the information on the
- . stoa and the Stoics. Bernard Rudofsky's Strccts for People: A Primer for Americans (New
" Yorks Van Nostrand Reinhold, 1982), also gives a précis of this information.
16 “For recreation | turn”: Sclected Letters of Friedrich Nictzsche, ed. Oscar Levy, trans.
Anthony M. Ludovici {New York: Doubleday, 1921), 23.
16 "He used to come": Bertrand Russell, Portraits from thafy, quotcd in A.J. Aycr
Wzﬂgmstzm (New York: Random House, 1985), 16.
17 “In order to slacken my pace”: Kousscau Confessions, 327. .
17 “Behold how lwury”: Jean Jacques Rousseau, “First Discourse” ("Discourse ‘on the
=l - Arts and- Letters”), in sz First and Sccond Discourses (New York: St. Martin’s Press, -
o ’ 1964), 46
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30 - ’Though you through cleaner allies”; John Gay, ’Tmrxa or, the Art of Waikmg the
‘Streets of London," book 3, line 126, in The Abbey Classics: Poems byfohn Gay (London
.Chapman and Dodd, n.d.), 88. .
1 "Mere [ remark”: Tbid,, 1. 275-82, 78, :
1 "goes forward with the crowd”; Wordsworth, Prelude, 286. .
"each charter'd street”: The famous opening of William Blake's “London,” in William
‘ Blake ed. J. Bronowski (Harmondsworth, England: Penguin Books, 1958), 52.. .
I one of those desperate London walkers: See Richard Folmes, Dr. Jobnson and Mr, .
Savage (New York: Vintage Books, 1993), 44, quoting Sir John Hawkins in the chap-'
ter on these walks: "Johnson has told me, that whole nights have been spent by him
rand Savage in conversations of this kmd not under the hospitable roof of a tavern,
- where warmth might have invigorated their spirits, and wine dispelled their care;
‘butina perambulation round the squares of Westminster, St. James's in partlcular :
when all the money they could both raise was less than sufficient to purchase for
‘them the shelter and sordid cemforts of a night cellar.” _
181, "I should have beer": James Boswell, Boswells London Journal, ed. Frederick A. Pottle
{New York: Signet, 1958), 235. '
Y-y 50,000 [prostitutes in London] in 1793: Henry Mayhew, London Labour and the London
Poor, vol. 4 (1861-62; reprint, New York: Dover Books, 1968), 211, citing Mr. Col-
' quhoun, a police magistrate, and his "tedious investigations.”
182 "the circulating harlotry of the Haymarket and Regent Street”: Ibid., 213. On 217,
"They [the streetwalkers] are to be seen between three and fve o'clock in the
Burlington Arcade, which is a well known resort of cyprians of the better sort. They
are well acquamted with its Paphian intricacies, and will, if their signals are. re-
sponded to, glide into a friendly bonnet shop, the stairs of which leading to the co-
enacula or uppér chambers are not innocent of their well formed ‘bien chaussee’
feet. The park is also, as we have said, a favorite promenade, where assignations may
. be made or acquaintances formed."
1182 “Prostitution streetscapes are composed of strolls": Richard Symanski, The Immoml
' L:mdscape Female Prostitution in Western Societies {Toronto: Butterworths, 19813, 175-76.
“think that women who work in whorehouses™ Doiores French with Linda Lce,
Workmg My Life as a Prostitute {New York: E. P, Dutton, 1988), 43.
83 "Perception of the new qualities of the modern city”: Raymond. Williams, The Country
and the City (New York: Oxford University Press, 1973), 233.
83 "Being myself at that time, of necessity, a peripatetic” and following: De Qumcey,'
Confessions of an English Opium Eater (New York: Signet Books, 1966), 42-43.

ticism; by the Youth.Hostels Association, formed in 1930; and by that j gre
hikers who on high days and holidays went rambling on the mountains: an
Hiking had a particular appeal to working-class Bohemzans asa maml o
aItematwc to the dance hall, and one that cost no money.” :
"a genuine hatred of ramblers”: Ann Holt, The Origins and Early Days of the,
Association, booklet published by the Ramblers' Assocmmon ﬁ’om a. specsh
April 1995. :
"Town dwellers lived for weekends": Benny Rothman, The 1932 Kmder Scout
DPersonal View of the Kinder Scout Mass Trespass (Altrmcham England: Wﬂ]ow Publ
1982),12.
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Philip Lopate’s essay “The Pen on Foot: The Literature of Walking Around,!
vol. 18, no. 2 and 19, no 1, 1993, pointed me to Edwin Dcnbys wntmgs and;

"On Saturday night . . . the city joined in' the promenade”: Harriet Lan
O'Farrell Street (Berkeley: Heyday Books, 1997), 185-86.
Kerouac managed to have two visions on [Market Street]: see Aﬂannc
reprinting a May 1961 letter, November 1998, 68: “It [Ox the Road] was teall
about two Cathalicbuddies in search of God, And we found him. found h
sky, in Market Street San Francisco (those 2 visions). -
how a popular, well-used street is'kept safe: Jane Jacobs, The Death amf Life:
American Cities (New York: Vintage Books, 1961), throughout the chapter “Th
of Sidewalks: Safety.”
"What distinguishes the city”: Moretti, quoted in Peter Jukes, A Shout i tbe §
Excursion inte the Modern City (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1991.
little more than outdoor salons and ballrooms: Cities and People (New Hav
London: Yale University Press, 1985), 166-68, 237-38. il
“Earlier in the [nineteenth] century,” *1 hear that pedestrians”: Ray RosenzW’ o}
Elizabeth Blackmar, The Park and the Peaple: A History of Ceritral Park (Ithica:
University Press, 1992), 27, 223
"It simply never occurs to us”: Bernard Rudofsky, Streets for People: A Primer for Are
{(New York: Van Nobtrand Rcmhold 1982}, epigraph ‘quoting his own Archit
without Architects,
“In ancient Italian towns the narrow main street”; Edwin Denby, Dcmcers Bu:ldmg
People in the Streets, introduction by Frank O'Hara (New York: Horizon Press i "184 "And this kind of realism,” "Few of us understand the street’s G. K. Chesterton,
183. : i Charles Dickens, a Cr:t:calStudy (New York: Dodd, Mead, 1906), 47, 44. -
"Whel—} 1 am in a serious Humour Add[sgn in Joseph AddlSOﬂ and Rlchar ; h 184 "If T couldn't walk fast and far"; Dickens to John FOI‘StEI’ c1ted mn Ned Lukacher
ik Primal Scenes: Literature, Philosophyy, Psycboanalysrs (Ithaca: ‘Cornell University Press,

(March 30, ]711) 1986}, 288.
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“l am both a town traveller’: Charles Dickens, The Uncommercial Traveller and Reprinted
Pieces Fie. (Oxford and New York: Oxford University Press, 1958), 1.

“So much of my travelling is done on foot,” “My walking is of two kinds": chkens .

“Shy Neighborhoods,” ibid., 94, 95.

"It is one of my fancies™: Dickens, “On an Amateur Beat,” ibid., 345.

"“Whenever | think I deserve particilarly well of myself': Dickens, “The City of the
Absent,” ibid., 233.

“Some years ago, a temporary inability to sleep Dickens, “Night Walks," ibid., 127.
T would roam the streets”: Patti Smith, when asked what she did to prepare to go
onstage, Fresh Air, National Public Radio, Oct. 3, 1997.

“How could | think mountains and climbing romantic?”; The Letters of Virginia Woolf,
vol. 3, A Change of Perspective, ed. Nigel Nicholson (London: Hogarth Press, 1975-80),
letter to V. Sackville-West, Aug. 19, 1924, 126

“enfarce the memories of our own experience”: Virginia Woolf, “Street Haunting: A
London Adventure,” in The Death of the Moth and Otber Essays (Harmondsworth,
England: Penguin Books, 1961), 23.

"As we step out of the house," “the shell-like covering”: Ibid., 23-24.

Two-thirds of all journeys . . . still made on foot: Tony Hiss, editorial, New York Times,
January 30, 1998. .

“On the whole North America’s Anglo-Saxomania has had a withering effect™:
Rudofsky, Streets for People, 19.

“Who often walk'd lonesome walks”: Walt Whitman, "Recorders Ages Hence,” Leaves
of Grass (New York: Bantam Boocks, 1983), 99.

“City of orgies, walks and joys™: Ibid., 102.

"Passing stranger!”: Ibid., 103.

"the fruited plain”: Ken Gonzales-Day, “The Fruited Plain: ‘A History of Queer
Space,” Art Issues, September/October 1997, 17,

“dragging themselves through the negro streets,” “shoes full of blood™; Allen Ginsberg, -

“Howl,” in The New American Poetry, ed. Donald M, Allen (New York: Grove Press,
1960), 182, 186.

"Strange now to think of you, gone”: Allen Ginsberg, Kaddish and Otber Poems,
1958—4960 {San Francisco: City Lights Books, 1961), 7. !

“where you walked 50 years ago”: 1bid., 8.

“Tt was the most extraordinary thing": Brad Gooch, City Poet: The Life and Times of Frank
O'Hara (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1993), 217.

" can't even enjoy a blade of grass”: Frank O'Hara, "Meditations in an Emergency,”
in The Selected Poems {New York: Vintage Books, 1974), 87.

“I'm becoming”: OHara, “'\Waikmg to Work," ibid., 57.

“I'm getting tired of not wearing”: O'Hara, “E (MISSIVC and Walk} 1. 5 3, ibid., 194.
“Some nights we'd walk seven or eight hundred blocks": David Womaromcz Close
to the Knives: A Memoir of Disintegration {New York: Vintage Books, 1991}, 5; "long legs
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and spiky boots,” 182; 1 had almost died three times,” 228; “I'm walking through
these hallways,” 64; “I walked for hours," 67; “man on second avenue,” 70; “I walk
this hallway twenty-seven times,” 79.

PARIS, OR BOTANIZING ON THE ASPHALT

“Now a landscape, now a room": Walter Benjamin, “On-Some Motifs in Baudelaire,”
in Reflections: Essays, Aphorisms, Autobiographical Writings (New York: Schocken Books,
1978), 156.

“Not to find one's way in a city,” “it had to be in Paris": Waltcr Benjamin, “A Berlin
Chronicle,” in Reflections, 8, 9.

holding an alpenstock bcfore some painted Alps:. On mountams alpenstocks and
Benjamin, see his letters of September 13, 1913; July 6~7, 1914; November 8, 1918,
and July 20, 1921; and Monme Brodersen, Waltcr Benjamin: A Biograpby (Londen:
Verso, 1996): “finally a crudely daubed backdrop of the Alps was brought for me. |
stand there, bareheaded, with a tortuous smile on my lips, my right hand clasping a
walking stick” (12), and “Another taken-for-granted feature of the boy’s day-to-day
life were the frequent lengthy journeys with the whole family: to the North Sea and
the Baltic, to the high peaks of the Risengebirge between Bohemia and Silesia, to
Freudenstadt in the Black Forest, and to Switzerland” {13).

“[ don't think I ever saw him walk”: Gershom Sholem, cited in Frederic V. Grunfeld,
Prophets without Howor: A Background to Freud, Kafka, Einstein and Their World (New York:
McGraw Hill, 1979), 233.

“old Scandinavian®: Priscilla Park Ferguson, “The Flineur: Urbamzatlon and Its
Discontents,” in From Exile to Vagrancy: Home and Its Dislocations in t9th Cenmry France,
ed. Suzanne Nash (Albany: State University of New York, 1993), 60, n. 1. See also
her Paris as Revolution (Berkeley: University of California Préss, 1994).

“Irish word for 'libertine'”; Elizabeth Wilson, “The [nvisible Flaneur,” New Left Reviews
191 (1992): 93-94.

“The crowd is his domain”: Charles Baudelaire, “The Painter of Modern Life,
Selected Writings on Art and Artists (Cambridge: University of Cambridge Press, 1972),
399, '
“o0es botanizing on the asphalt’: Walter Benjamin, Charles Baudelaire: A Lyric Poet in th
Era of High Capitalism, trans, Harry Zohn (London: Verso, 1973}, 36.

“Arcades;” “The flaneurs liked to have the turtles” Ibid., 53-54,

he did not exist: On the nonexistence of the ﬂancur see Rob Shields, who in “Fancy
Footwork: Walter Benjamin's Notes on the Flaneur,” in The Flaneur, ed. Keith Teste:
(London: Routledge, 1994}, remarks, “In truth, it must be acknowledged thas
nineteenth-century visitors and travelogues do not appear to reference flineric
other than as an urban myth. The principal habitat of the flineur is the novels o!
Honore de Balzac, Fugene Sue, and Alexandre Dumas,”



