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[ejsup M.

Xannepux Momue oa man rpaa:

Hun baptner yuu
KaKo aa bupae rej

Bo panoto seto 1981 roauwHa, MJaj Tej Maxk Koj ce
pukaiie Hwun baptier ce mpeceiu o Majio rparde
BO TOJIEMHOT rpaji. BO HEroBHOT cjy4aj, rOJIEMHOT
rpag Oemre JIOHZOH W He Oellle IIEJIOCHO HeMO3HATa
TEpUTOPHja 3a Hero. ,Kora mMaB 16 TOAWHU, HMaB
obuyaj ga moaram Tyka cO BO3 3a Jia OZJaM BO MY3EHUTE,
Jla 3acTaHyBaM W Jia TU IJIefiaM CJIMKHUTE, a U 3a Jia Me
rJiefiaaT, a Me cobepar, a Kora Beke HAIlOJTHUB /IBAECET
TOZMHH, JloaraB 3a /ia ce cpeTHaM co Hekoro. Cekorarit
Oerle BUCTUHCKOTO MecTo. OOMYHO TOOUBAB epeKIja
caMo 4Jekajku ro Bo3ot*." Kosky u 1a 6u10 B30y IUBO
1 CTPAIIHO 32 BapTieT KOHEYHO /1a ce BIIYIITH BO HOBUOT
’KMBOT BO TOJIEMUOT Tpaji, CTUTHYBAIbE€TO TaMy OHJIO
camo mouetok. Hajmocse, efjHa paboTa € Jla MOCETHII
rej merporosia kako JIOHZOH, a cocema Jipyra Ja ce
Ipecesui Tamy. ,,[IpucTUrHyBambeTo BO JIOHIOH... HE €
HEIIITO IIITO I'O IIPABUII CAMO CO CHMHYBAIHETO OJ BO3OT;
OTPeOHU ce TOAWHH, BEpyBaj MU, MeHe MU Oea TOTpeOHHU
roguHn“ (xx). Toa e mopagu Toa INTO CTAITHYBAaHETO
Ha METPOIIOJIMCKATa Iej ClieHa 3HA4Yd - WJIH IOTOYHO,
3Hauellle, BO BPEMETO KOra C€ YIITe IBeTallle Taa
crieHa, kora (mpes epata Ha VIHTEpHETOT) HeMalle
HUKaKBa BUCTUHCKA aJITEDHATHBA 3a TOA - TOA 3HAYEIle
BJIETYBaIb€ BO T'€j JKMBOTOT, CpeKaBaibe CO IeJIocHaTa
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David M.

Halperin Small Town Boy:

Neil Bartlett Learns
How to be Gay

In the early summer of 1981 a young gay man by the
name of Neil Bartlett moved from a small town to the big
city. In his case, the big city happened to be London, and
it was not altogether unfamiliar territory to him. “When
I was sixteen I used to come up here on the train to go to
the museums, to stand and look at the pictures, and also
to be looked at, picked up, and then when I was twenty, I
would come up here to meet someone. It was always the
place to be. I used to get an erection just waiting for the
train.” Exciting and terrifying as it was for Bartlett to
embark at last on a new life in the big city, getting there
was only the beginning. After all, it is one thing to visit a
gay metropolis like London, and quite another thing to
move there. “Coming to London... isn’t something you
do just by stepping off the train; it takes years, believe
me, it’s taken me years” (xx). That is because entering
the metropolitan gay scene means—or, rather, it used to
mean, at the time when that scene was still flourishing,
when (before the age of the internet) there was no real
alternative to it—it meant entering gay life, encountering
the full width and breadth of gay culture, expanding
one’s sexual literacy, discovering and making gay history,
ceasing to be merely homosexual and learning how to be

gay.
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IIAPOYMHA W 00eM Ha rej KyJaTyparTa, IPOIIHPYBame
Ha COIICTBEHATa CEeKCyasiHa IMHCMEHOCT, OTKPUBAbE W
co3/laBam€e Ha T'ej UCTOPHja, IIpecTaHyBambe J1a ce buie
caMO XOMOCEKCyaJIel/XOMOCEKCYaJIKa U YUeHhe KaKo Jia
ce buje rej.

3a /a ce cHaoraTe HU3 rpajzioT, Tpeba Ja ce U3ryouTe
BO Hero. Kaurara Bo koja Baptier ru 3amuiina cBOUTE
MOXO/M BO Trej KyJTypaTa IOYHYBa cO emurpad of
Bepauncka xporuxa (A Berlin Chronicle) Ha Banrtep
Benjamun (Walter Benjamin 1932): ,,Jla He ce cHaoraim
BO €JIeH I'paJi MOXKe /1a Oujie HEeMHTEPEeCHO W OaHaJTHO.
3a Toa e moTpebHO He3Haeme - HUIITO moBeke. Ho, /1a ce
U3ryouIn Bo rpajor...“* I'ybeme Ha cebe cu 3a Baptier
He e caMO TOBOpHA (UTrypa: TOj OMHUIIYBA IIeJT MPOEKT.
[IpucturnyBameTo Bo JIOH/IOH, YIEHETO KaKO /1a ce Oujie
rej, MOBJIEKyBa Tyberme Ha cebe cu, Ha ceOHOCTa Koja
MIPETXO/IHO CTE ja UMaJie, U CTaHyBame Toa MITo cu. IIITo
€ e/[Ha O] IPUYNHUTE 30IIITO Ce MOTPEOHU TOANHHU.

Jla ce usrybumn e HajIoOPHOT MeTOJ 3a Haorambe
Ha COIICTBEHHOT I1aT. IlocTermeHo OTKpHUBaTe HOBH
IIEMHM Ha ersucTeHIHja cpejie U3MEHETHTE YCJIOBH Ha
METPOIIOJIUCKMOT KBHD KHBOT. bapTyier OoTKpwi Jeka
HEKOU O] THE IIIeMU BeKe O1Jie pacIiiocjaHu IpeJ Hero.
Toj mounan ga pa3bupa JieKa rej > KUBOTOT KOJIITO TOj
yueJ1 [ia To BOoAu BO JIOHIOH BCYIITHOCT OHJI TPO/IOJIKEHIE
Ha KMBOTOT IIITO TaMy 'O BOJeJIE IPYTH T'ej MaXKu IeJT
BEK WJIM ITOBeke HaHazaz. He mpoposkeHre BO 1EI0CT,
CEeKaKo, HO IIPO/IOJIKEHHE JI0 3a4y/IlyBaUKH CTEIIEH.

IIpucturayBamweTo Bo JIOH/IOH 3Hauelle HaBJIETYBAHE BO
BeKe IMOCTOEYKH JKUBOT - 32 IPBIAT ITOYHAB /1a 300pyBaM €O
JIPyTH Jiyfe, a o7laM Ha MeCTa KOW BeKe MMaaTr CTHJI WJIH,
aKo cakare, ucropuja. IIITo cropus, mpeTiiocTaByBaM fieka ro
TIOBP3aB MOJOT KUBOT CO APYTH KUBOTH, IYPHU U CO 3rPaJy U
VJIMIM, KOW UMaa er3uCTeHIINja Koja 1 IPeTX0Au Ha MojaTa.
OsBa e camo 1o cebe moce6HO, 3aT0Aa IITO jac ro UCKYCyBaB

In order to find your way in the city, you need to lose
yourself in it. The book in which Bartlett recorded his
forays into gay culture begins with an epigraph from
Walter Benjamin’s A Berlin Chronicle (1932): “Not to
find one’s way in a city may well be uninteresting and
banal. It requires ignorance — nothing more. But to lose
oneself in a city...” Losing oneself is not a mere figure
of speech for Bartlett: it describes an entire project.
Coming to London, learning how to be gay, entails losing
yourself, the self you used to have, and becoming who
you are. Which is one reason why it takes years.

Losing yourself is the best method of finding your way.
Gradually you discover new patterns of existence amid
the changed conditions of metropolitan queer life. Some
of those patterns, Bartlett found, had already been laid
down for him. He started to realize that the gay life he was
learning to lead in London was in fact continuous with
the life that had been led there by other gay men, going
back a century or more. Not completely continuous, of
course, but continuous to an astonishing degree.

Coming to London meant moving into a life that already ex-
isted — I started to talk to other people for the first time, to
go to places that already had a style, a history if you like.
What I've done, I suppose, is to connect my life to other
lives, even buildings and streets that had an existence prior
to mine. This is in itself remarkable, because for the longest
time imaginable I experienced my gayness in complete isola-
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COIICTBEHOTO T'€jCTBO HAjIOJITO IIITO MOKE Jla CE 3aMUCTH
BO II€JI0OCHA M30JIalhja, UCTO KAKO M CEKOE T'€j IeTE BO MAJIO
rparye. U cera, mocremneno, ¢hatuB JieKa CyM IIOBpP3aH CO
SKMBOTHUTE Ha JPYTU MaXKH, MaKH KO JKMBear BO JIOHZOH
3aeJTHO co MeHe. Hau co dpyau, mpitisu aoHdoHuaHu (XX, co
MacHH OYKBH BO OPUTHHAJIOT).

Jla HayuuIn Kako Ja Oujien rej, /ja CTaHeIll Toa IITO
CH, He 3HauW Jia To caTHUIll COIICTBEHUOT MOeUHEeUYEeH
UJIEHTUTET, TYKy Jia HaIlpeJlyBalll KOH HOB, PEJIAIUCKH
WUJIEHTUTET TaKa IITO IPENOo3HaBalll KaKO HaJIMKyBalll
WJIM Ce PA3JIMKYBAlll O] APYTH T'ej MaKH.

TokMy TpeKy OTKPUBAaIETO HA CTENEHOT Ha HEroBaTa
CJIMYHOCT CO JIPYTU Tej MaKU U CO IPETO3HABAHE
Ha IIOBpP3aHOCTAa CO HUB, baptier ycmea naa mojae
JI0 COIICTBEHOTO TejcTBO. Kako ImITO KpUTHYapkaTa
Hajan Yusxoam (Dianne Chisholm) Toa octpoymHO 0
dopmynupa, baptier, ,9yBcTByBa, HATHPUPOJHO, JAEKA
OBaa BpCKa OJHAIpe| Onia MOATOTBEHA 32 HEro, He Of
CTpaHa Ha COBPEMEHUIIUTE, TYKy O7] IIpBaTa TeHepalja
Ha ‘Tej’ MakKu KOM ce OTKpuJie Bo epara Ha Ockap Bajnz
(Oscar Wilde). Taka, MakoT IIITO ce OTKPHUBA U CTaHyBa
CBOj BO TPaJIOT Ha 80-TUTE HE € HUIITO OPUTHHAIIHO.
Toj cranyBa TOa IITO € CO MpETBOpame Ha cebecu BO
KapakTep OJf BHAOT Ha ypOaH >XKHTeJ KOj IOYHA Ja
IOCTOU BO AOIHUTE 1800-TU. CBOETO €r3UCTEHIIH]aTHO
HaCTaHyBame M T'o JOJKA Ha MCTOPHCKA IMPOAyKIHja“.?
,l0a e HaBHUCTHHA TOYHO“, Tmpu3HaBa baptier,
YKUBQjKH BO OYUIJIEAHUOT MapaZiokc (M MOBTOPYBajKu
o ppaniyckuoT moet Aptyp Pem6o (Arthur Rimbaud)),
,Jac cyM Jipyru Jryre®.*

Toj o6jacHyBa, ,,Kora jiyr'e Me IpariyBaart 30IIITO }KHBEAM
B0 JIOH/IOH, BeJlaM, HaITpaBUB JKUBOT 3a cebe cu. Ho, He
M3MHC/IUB JKHBOT; jac HaBJIETOB, CH HAIlpaBUB cebe cH
MECTO BO JKHBOT KOj Beke rocroerte” (205).
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tion, just like any other gay child in a small town. And now,
gradually, I've come to understand that I am connected with
other men’s lives, men living in London with me. Or with
other, dead Londoners (xx; boldface in original).

Learning how to be gay, becoming who you are, is not
about realizing your authentic individual identity but
aboutacceding to a new, relational identity by recognizing
how you resemble and differ from other gay men.

It was by discovering the extent of his commonality with
other gay men and by acknowledging a connection with
them that Bartlett ultimately was able to come into his
own gayness. As the critic Dianne Chisholm astutely
puts it, Bartlett “senses, uncannily, that this connection
has been prepared for him in advance, not by his
contemporaries but by the first generation of ‘gay’ men
to come out in the era of Oscar Wilde. Thus the man who
comes out and into his own in the city of the 1980s is not
original. He becomes who he is by making himself over
in the character of a species of urban dweller that came
into existence in the late 1800s. He owes his existential
becoming to a historic production.” “It’s quite true,”
Bartlett admits, relishing the apparent paradox (and
echoing the French poet Arthur Rimbaud), “I am other
people.”

He explains, “When people ask me why I live in London,
I say, I've made a life for myself. But I haven’t invented a
life; I have moved into, made a place for myself in a life
that already existed” (205).

’E
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He ,usseroB (ce OTKpUB)® TOJIKY KOJIKY INTO ,BJIETOB®,
O0mejku BO HICTHOT MOMEHT KOT'a U3JIETYBaMe, ja oOjaByBame
HaIllaTa PAa3JIMIHOCT OJf CBETOT, C€ HypHYBaMe BO BHCOKO
CTIJIN3UPAHO, TIO/ IPUTHUCOK, KOHBEHIIMOHAIHO JPYIITBO,
BO I'ej IpyIITBOTO. Mlako ApYyIITBOTO HA KOe My IIpHUIaram He
€ U3MeIIaHo MOBeKe 07 KOj O1Io IpyT Z1es1 o, OpUTaHCKUOT
KUBOT (MOkebM climeMe 3aefHO, HO Toa He 3HauM JieKa
JleJINMe WCT KHBOT), C€ VIITe UyBCTBYBaM, HejacHO, JeKa
cuTe HUE CMe HCTO, [IeKa MMaMe 3aeIHIUYKU HIEHTHUTET,
3aegHUYKN mHTepecu. CoryieflaB JleKa TOKMY KOra cMme
HajCJIMYHU €THH Ha JPYTH, KOTa HaBJIETyBaMe BO EKOHOMUja
OazmpaHa Ha pa3MeHa Ha CIOZEJEHU 3HANM, ja Haorame
HaIaTa HajroysiemMa cuia (206-207).

Baptiier He 6w pa3zodyapaH WM 3TPO3EH O/ MOXKHOCTA
JleKka MOJlepHaTa WHJNBHAya, 0cOOEHO MOJepHaTa rej
MaIlka WHJNBHAya, MOKeOU e reHepwyka. Toj HAIox
W3BOP Ha IMOTBP/IyBamke BO 3aMHCJIEHATa UCKYCTBEHOCT
Ha 3aeTHUIITBOTO CO T'ej MaXKUTe Kako rpyna. Hajmocire,
,~LOpUTHHAITHOCTA He e Z00JiecT Ha Hallata KyJITypa;
HajyDaBUTe U HAjyCIIENIHUTE MakK{ ce yrjiefyBaaT BO
Zpyru Maxkn“ (201).

Mo:kebu IMOCTOjaHO ce U3MUCIyBaMe U IPEN3MUCTIyBaMe
cebecy, U3MHUCIYBajKU TH COICTBEHUTE IKUBOTHU
rmoraTHo (kKako ImTo BepyBan baptier (30, 171)), HO
HUEe HHUKOTrall He IO4YHyBaMe oJi Hysa. Hamporus,
,HHE... CMe IabOKO HEOPUTHMHAIHHU, H3jaByBa TOj,
He 0e3 ofpefieHO 33JI0BOJICTBO. ,IlopHOrpadujaTa HE
€ eJUHCTBEHOTO MECTO Kajie IITO CHUTE MaKU Ce HCTH.
Hue pacreme Kako HEBUUIMBU M CaMH, HO TOTaIl
TUIIUYHO Ce JBIKUME O7] IIeJIOCHA M30J1aI{ja BO HEIIITO
IITO Ce YMHHU KaKO KOMIUJIETHA KYJITypa BO MHOTY MaJl
BpeMeHCKH niepuoxa‘. Toa IITO ro »XKPTByBaMe KakKO
VH/INBUJIyaTHA €INHCTBEHOCT IO HAJOIOJIHyBaMe CO
Oerame 01 caMOTHjaTa. ,,J1a ce Ouze mpeBUIJIUB € Majia
I[eHa KOjallITo Cce IUIaka 3a CIIOZIelyBalbe Ha HEINTO, 3a
MOXKHOCTa J1a ce 30opyBa‘“ (204-205).

I didn’t so much “come out” as “go in,” since at the very mo-
ment at which we come out, declare our difference from the
world, we immerse ourselves in a highly stylized, pressured,
conventional society; gay society. Although the society I am
part of is no more mixed than is any other part of British
life (we may sleep together, but that does not mean that we
share a life), I still feel, obscurely, that we are all the same,
that we have a common identity, common interests. I have
found that it is when we are most like each other, when we
enter an economy based on the exchange of shared signs,
that we have found our greatest strength (206-207).

Bartlett was not upset or threatened by the possibility
that the modern individual, especially the modern gay
male individual, might be generic. He found a source of
affirmation in the imagined experience of commonality
with gay men as a group. “Originality,” after all, “is not
a virtue in our culture; the most beautiful and successful
men model themselves on other men” (201).

We may be constantly inventing and reinventing
ourselves, making our lives up as we go along (as Bartlett
believed [30, 171]), but we never start from scratch.
On the contrary, “we... are profoundly unoriginal,” he
declares, with a certain satisfaction. “It’s not only in
pornography that all men are the same. We grow up
invisible and alone, but then we characteristically move
from complete isolation into what feels like a complete
culture in a very short space of time.” What we sacrifice
in individual uniqueness we make up for in an escape
from solitude. “Being predictable is a small price to pay
for sharing something, being able to talk” (204-205).
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Hanexy on Toa na uma nortpeba na ,,0Tdpiu HeKou
cTepeoTun, yyioru win duknuu‘, baptier ce obumen
Jla HajJie 3Haueme Bo HUB (206). Toj ekcriepuMeHTHpAIT
CO MOXKHOCTA JIa ce Ipero3Hae cebecu BO COBPEMEHUTE
(opmu Ha Tej )KUBOTOT - [yPHU U BO Tr'ej Kiuieara. ,,CBOjoT
’KUBOT I'0 ITOKJIOIIUB CO IIIEMHUTE Ha IPYTUTE MaKU OKOJLY
MeHe. Ce HayunB cebecH Ha 33JI0BOJICTBOTO Jja ce Ouze
Kako apyru jsyfe. OneB BO UCTUTE MeCTa, UMaB HUCT THII
CeKCyaJIeH )KHUBOT,300pyBaB3a, ToOpe-70JIy, ICTUTE PAOOTH
¥, TOpe-Z10Jly, Ha HUCTHOT jaduk. Huty mmaB motpeba,
HUTY cakaB Jia 3HaM Heuwe ume. OTCKOpPO, IOYHAB Ja
€KCIIEPUMEHTHPAM CO JIPYT eKCTPeM, IOKJIOMYBakbe Ha
[IEMUTE HA MOJOT JKHBOT CO THE Ha CaMO eJleH Max.
Toa ce yMHM KaKO Bapujallja Ha HUCTaTa CTpaTeruja,
II0/IeZTHAKBO HEOIXOJHA W MOJeJHAKBO IpujaTHa. Cu
MUCJIaM, I1eJI0 BpeMe cakaMe Jia Jo3HaeMe paboTu efieH
3a ZIPYT, A 3HAeMe JIajid HAaBUCTHHA CU IIpUIarame efieH
Ha JIpyT, Ipunarame 3aegHo“(xx). KoHeuHO, 1aJTi MocTou
TaKBO HEIITO KaKO TI'ej UJIEHTUTET, T'ej 3aeJHUIIA, T€j
KyJITypa, rej cy0jeKTUBHOCT? J{aii ITOCTON KOJIEKTUBEH
rej cyOjeKT KOj MOKe Ja Kaxke ,Hue“? Jlamu cuTe HHe
HaBHCTUHA cMe ucTH? Jlo Kajie jocera rej CIMYHOCTA
O]l €JTHO JIWIIE JI0 JPYTO, OJ €ZleH MUT BO BPEMETO JI0
cjaeneH?

U moxpaj 360pyBameTo 3a MCTOCTA U 3a CIUYHOCTA,
Baptiier He O1J1 HaUBeH WU Oe3TPHIKEH eCEeHIIH]aJIHCT.
Toj 3Haern feka cuTe rej Maku He ce HCTH, JleKa He e
HY?KHO JIa Ce CIIOZIeJTyBabe KUBOT. BeymHocer, HeMy My
OmJ10 HENIPHjaTHO /1a 300pyBa 3a I'ej MaKH KaKo 3a IpyTia,
Jla KOPUCTH IIPBO JINIle MHOXKHUHA. ,Ha mpumep, kora ke
KakaM ‘HUe’, MUcJIaM Ha Hac rej MaskuTe. Ce o/13rpuyBamM
U cakaM Ja objacHam. OBOj 360p OM MMas COBpIIIEHA
CMHCJIa BO HEKOj O6ap, HO eBe Me, IO ynoTpebyBaM BO
KHUTQ, 1 HeEMa KaKo JIa 3HaM JIaJIy YUTATeJIOT € Tej, WIN
Ma’K, WIM JTJIM Ha KaKOB OWJIO HAYWH € BJIOXKEH WU
IOCBETEH Ha pas3bupame Ha 0BOj ja3uK... Cemak, cMeTaMm
Jleka Tpeba s1a 30opyBaMe MeryceOHO Ha HaIll COTICTBEH
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Far from needing “to reject any stereotypes, roles or
fictions,” Bartlett tried to find meaning in them (206).
He experimented with the possibility of recognizing
himself in contemporary forms of gay life—even in gay
clichés. “I matched my life with the patterns of other
men around me. I taught myself the pleasure of being
like other people. I went to the same places, I had the
same sort of sex life, I talked about roughly the same
things and in roughly the same language. I didn’t either
need or want to know anybody’s name. More recently I've
started experimenting with the other extreme, matching
the patterns of my life with those of just one other man.
It feels like another variation on the same strategy, just
as necessary and just as pleasurable. All the time, I think,
we want to find out about each other, to know if we really
belong to each other, belong together” (xx). Is there, in
the end, such a thing as gay identity, gay society, gay
culture, gay subjectivity? Is there a collective gay subject
who can say “we”? Are we really all the same? How far
does that gay commonality extend from one person to
the next, from one moment in time to the next?

For all his talk of sameness and commonality, Bartlett
was no naive or happy-go-lucky essentialist. He knew that
gay men are not all the same, that we do not necessarily
share alife. He was in fact uneasy speaking about gay men
as a group, about using the first person plural. “When I
say ‘we’ for instance, I mean we gay men. I flinch and
want to explain. This word would make perfect sense
in a bar, but here I am using it in a book, and I have
no way of knowing if the reader is gay, or a man, or has
any investment in or commitment to understanding this
language... Nonetheless, I think that we do have to speak
to one another, in our own language” (xxii). And, in a
note, Bartlett adds, somewhat defensively,

:




122

David M. Halperin Small Town Boy: Neil Bartlett Learns How to be Gay

jasuk® (xxii). I Bo egHa Gesemika, baptier mogasa, mo
MaJIKy OpaHejku ce,

OBaa KHHTA ja HAIIUIIIA Tej MaK, POJIEH BO 1958 ro/iuHa, KOj
skuBee Bo JIoHZOH of 1982 1o 1987 roauna. Ce HajeBam,
jacHoO e Jiexka He ce OflHECyBa Ha HEKOe JPYyro BpeMe WU
IIPOCTOP, U JleKa HUKAKO He e ,pelpe3eHTaTUBeH " I'ej TeKCT,
TEKCT 3a ,r'ej buBcTBOTO. 'eorpadujata u oncecunTe Ha
0BOj KOHKpeTEeH Ma)K ce HeOOW4YHM, a He TUNUYHH. Hus
KHUTaTa, 300pOT 2ej He e co HaMepa Jia Oujie eHAKOB Ha
3HAUeeTO Ha XOMOCeKcyaneH, HUTY Iak e co HaMmepa Jia
e eTHAKOB Ha YpaHey WU Ha HaclipaH WIN KOj 6o of
JIPYTUTE KOPUCTEHH 300pOBU (241).

Torami, TosIKy o] eceHIIMjan3MOT bapTiieT TBpAu feka
IIUIIYBA CAMO 32 COICTBEHOTO HCKYCTBO, BO KOHKPETHO
BpeMe U [IPOCTOP, a He 32 CAMUOT T'ej 3KHUBOT KaKO TaKOB.
Toj 3Hae ;eka He e IPETCTAaBHUK, JileKa He MOXe Jia
MPETIOCTaBU Ieka 300pyBa BO M€ Ha CUTe I'ej MaXKH. ,['ej*
He e eIHAKBO Ha ,.XOMOCeKcyaJel]/Ho/Ha/eH" 3aToa mTo
CEeKO0jaTaKBa eTHKeTAa ja IPOu3BeyBa noce6Ha HICTOPHUCKA
dbopmanyja koja Hy?KHO € eITUHCTBEHA 1 3aT0a HUTY €7IeH
TEPMUH 3a CEKCyaJleH UJEeHTUTET He Tpeba Jia ce oTTpra
0/l HETOBHOT KOHTEKCT U JIa ce yHUBep3anusupa. ,['ej“
ce OZlHECYBa HAa HMCKYCTBOTO Ha KOJIEKTUBEH, MOJIEPEH,
MOJINTU3UPAH CceKcyasleH cy0jeKkT, CO37afieH jaBHO U
BUJIJIMBO IIpEKy HeopMasTHA Mpeka Ha KOMepIIHjaTHI
¥ OpraHM3alMy Ha 3aeHUIATA BO METPOIOJIICKUTE
neHtpu. Cemnak, HEOOMYEH M HETHIUYEH KAKOB IITO
e, baptyier ce obuayBas za ro JOJIOBU COIICTBEHOTO
HCKyCyBambe Ha Tej )KUBOTOT BO JIOHZOH BO KOHKpETEH
MOMEHT U TOA UCKYCTBO OMJI0, BO HETOBOTO UCKYCYBAIbhe
Ha HCTOTO, 3aeJHUYKO. Bo Toa Bpeme, f1a ce buje rej
3HAYesI0 /1a ce BUAMII cebecH BO JIPYTHOT Tej - A ce
Hayuu, Mely IpyroTo, ¥ KaKo Jia ce kaxke ,Hue". Toa 6un
obuy of] CTpaHa Ha T'ej Ma)KUTe HU3 COH Jla ByIe3aT BO
IIOCTOEHhe KAKO 3aeJHUIA, KAKO IOJIUTHYKA CHJIa, KAaKO
HanpenHa, ¢JekcuOuIHa ¥ HHKIY3UBHA CEKCyaTHa

This book was written by a gay man, born in 1958, living in
London from 1982-1987. I hope it is clear that it is not about
any other time or place, and is in no sense a “representative”
gay text, a text about “being gay.” The geography and obses-
sions of this particular male are peculiar, not typical. The
word gay, throughout the book, is not meant to be equiva-
lent in meaning to homosexual, any more than it is meant to
be equivalent to Uranian or invert or any of the other words
used (241).

So much, then, for essentialism. Bartlett claims to be
writing only about his own experience, in a particular
time and place, not about gay life as such. He knows that
he is not representative, that he cannot presume to speak
for all gay men. “Gay” is not equivalent to “homosexual,”
because every such label is produced by a specific
historical formation which is necessarily unique, and so
no sexual identity-term should be abstracted from its
context and universalized. “Gay” refers to the experience
of a collective, modern, politicized sexual subject,
constituted publicly and visibly through an informal
network of commercial and community organizations
in metropolitan centers. Nonetheless, peculiar and
untypical as he might be, Bartlett was trying to capture
his own experience of gay life in London at a particular
moment, and that very experience was, in his experience
of it, a communal one. To be gay, at the time, was to learn
to see oneself in the gay other—to learn, among other
things, how to say “we.” It was an attempt by gay men
to dream themselves into existence as a community, as
a political force, as a thriving, resilient, and inclusive
sexual culture. It was an experiment in relatedness, an
effort to construct a new identity defined by reference
to membership in a group—an effort to harness the full
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KyaTypa. Toa 61T eKCIIEpUMEHT Ha CPOHOCT, 00U/ /1a ce
KOHCTPyHPa HOB HAEHTUTET JeUHUPAH CO yIaTyBarbe
Ha IIPUIIaTHOCTA KOH €JIHa rpyIia - 00H/] 3a 3ajapMyBambe
Ha I[ejlaTa CHjia Ha uAeHTU(HKyBambero. 3aToa, Ja ce
Ouze rej OWIo A ce 3a3eMe MO3UIMja Ha KOJIEKTUBEH
cyOjekT KOj Tpebasio Jla TH IIpeTCTaByBa HEIO3HATHUTE
rej Maku, THe KOW He CMe TU CPETHAJIE, T'ej MaXKUTe KO’
moYrHasIe mpej aa ce poxume. Toa 1rro Baptiier ycnesa
Jla HA T'O Kaske 3a CBOETO HEOOHMYHO HCKyCyBaibe Ha
OUBamETO T'ej BO OJIPEZEHO BPEME U IIPOCTOP U3JIETYBa
JleKa, Mokebu eZJHHCTBEHO TOKMY IIOPa/iu Taa IPUYKNHA,
“Ma B3HAYUTESIHO IOMIMPOKH OJlelr. 3aToa IITO BO
HEroBaTa CyIIITHHA € CTPACTHOTO yOeIyBatbe 3a CPOTHOCT
CO T€j MaKH KaKO rpyIa.

* *®

Jla 6emre Hun Baptier Amepukanel, 6e3 YyBCTBO 3a
HCTOpHja, Ke HAaIWIIelle IIPUKa3Ha 3a W3JIETYBabe
- IpUKa3Ha 3a e[lHa WHAWBU/Iya, HE 32 elHa KyJITypa.
Toj He Ou mHIIyBay 3a MPOIECOT HA TyOerme Ha cebe
CH, TYKy 3a IIPOIIECOT Ha Haoramwe Ha cebe cu (206). Toj
Ou ja packakasl MpUKa3HATa 3a OTKPUBAIbE€ Ha CBOjaTa
BHUCTHUHCKA CeOHOCT — U TOIATHOTO TMOCTHUTHYBale Ha
camornpudakame, TOpAoCT U JbyO0B. Bo T0j ciryuaj Hero-
BaTa KHUTA, KOJIKY U J1a € IIOTPeCHA WM HH(POPMATUBHA,
OU MM Cce IPUKJTYYHJIa HaA MHOIIITBOTO CJIMYHY IIPUKA3HU
KOHU T€j JINIIATa T'¥ MUIIYBAAaT CO JIeI€HUH, U TOa HE CAMO
Bo CoenmHerute AMepukancku /Ip:xasu. Ho, paborure
croesie Taka mTO bBaptier He Oy 3auHTEpecUpaH 3a
packakyBambe Ha YHCTO JIMYHA MPHUKa3HA. BeymrHocr,
TOj] He MHUCJIEJ JieKa MMa YKCTO JIMYHA IPUKa3Ha 3a
packakyBame. ,M0xxebu MOjOT KUBOT BO TPa/IOT HE €
JI0 Taa MepKa WHAUBHUIyaJIeH U MPUPOJIEH KOJIKY IITO
e KOJIEKTUBEH W ofpeneH”, 3abenexa Toj (206). 3atoa
TOj TOcaKa Jia He 300pyBa CO MHAUBU/IYyAJIEH TJIAC TYKY
CO OHOJIKYy Pa3jIMYHU Tej MAIIKHU TJIACOBU KOJIKY IITO
Mokes fa cobepe. VI HaBuCcTHHA Aai c€ o cebe 3a BO
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force of identification. To be gay was therefore to take
up a collective subject position that was supposed to
represent gay men one did not know, had never met, gay
men who had died before one was born. What Bartlett
manages to tell us about his peculiar experience of being
gay in a particular time and place turns out, if only for
that very reason, to have considerably wider resonances.
For central to it is the passionate conviction of being
related to gay men as a group.

* X ¥

If Neil Bartlett had been an American, without a sense
of history, he would have written a coming-out story—a
story about an individual, not a culture. He would have
written not about the process of losing himself but about
the process of finding himself (206). He would have told
the story of discovering his true self—and achieving self-
acceptance, pride, and love along the way. In which case
his book, however moving or informative, would simply
have joined the crowd of similar stories that gay people
have been writing for decades, and not only in the United
States. But, as it happened, Bartlett was not interested
in telling a purely personal story. In fact, he did not
think he had a purely personal story to tell. “Perhaps
my life in this city is not so much individual and natural
as collective and determined,” he remarked (206). He
therefore wished to speak not in an individual voice but
in as many different gay male voices as he could muster.
And he did his best to hear in those voices—to learn to
recognize in them—echoes of his own.

’II
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THE€ IVIaCOBHU Jid 4y€ - 1a Hay4YXd BO HHUB /Jia IIPpEIIO3HaBa
— OZI3BH Ha COIICTBEHHOT.

Ha BaptieT He My OMJIO ceKorailil JIECHO J]a TH JIOIIApA U
u/IeHTU(UKYBA T'ej MaXKUTE YNU IIPETXO/IHU JKUBOTH T'O
,OIpennie” HErOBUOT ,»KUBOT BO 0BOj rpaz ‘. Hajmocre,
TOj ycmeajqm Ja W3MHUCIA BpCKAa IIOMely HeroBaTa
WHAVBU/yaTHA Cy0jeKTUBHOCT U Taa Ha ,,JPYTUTE, MPTBHU
JIOHJIOHYAHU, Pe3yJITaT €JUHCTBEHO Ha 3HAYUTEHA
JIOCETJIUBOCT U IIOCTOjaH TPY/I.

ITpermocraByBam feka chakam KOJIKaB HE3HAJKO CyM. AKO
HUIITO He HAy4HMe OJf ICTOPHjaTa TOrall IPUIMHATA 33 TOA
€ IIITO BOOIIIIITO HeE ja I03HaBaMe UCTOpHUjaTa.

Taka, MmoyHaB Jja ce oOMAyBaM Jla ja Hay4aM COIICTBEHaTa
KCTOPHja ¥ TOA IO CTOPUB TOKMY Ha MCTUOT HAYKH KAKO IIITO
ro coByajyBaB coBpemenuot JloumoH. Ke ciymmem kako
HEK0j Mask 360pyBa 3a HeKoj abd, uix ke IPOYUTAIIl apeca
BO BECHHK, WM HEKOTAIl CaMO CJIEJIUII HEKOj IITO TH Ce
Jiorara ¥ OTKPHUBAII COCEM HOB JIEJI O TPAJIOT. 3HAEII IeKa
TBOETO II03HABAHE € JI0CTA MPON3BOIHO. TBOETO IO3HABAKE
Ha rpajioT ce GopMHUpa HU3 HAUHMHOT HA KOj MIOPAHENIHUTE
JbyOOBHUIIM T€ 3aIll03HAaBaaT CO HUBHUTE IPHjaTeH, HU3
HAYMHOT HA KOj CJIyIIall HeYHja IPHUKa3Ha eTHOCTABHO
3aroa IITO TOj CJIyJajHO Ce HAIIOJI HAa FCTO MECTO BO HCTO
BpeMe co Tebe. 11 mocTeneHo U3rpajiyBall Mpeka Ha MecTa
u Jjyfe, Moxkebu Ke OTKpHEII OJ[peieHa Tpyma Jyle, Wid
Gapalilil, WIH CIy4ajHO ke Hajael eZileH Mak Koj ro ¢hoKycupa
TBOjOT KUBOT. Ce ZBUIKEB O IATOKA3 JI0 MATOKAa3, Off UMe
110 UMe, o7 KHUTa /10 KHura. [TouHas fa cobupam CIUKHU U
aHeryiotu. Kynus 4yeTupu rojieMu HOTECH U T'H UCIIOJIHUB CO
CEKaKBHU TEKCTOBU WJIM CJIMKU KOU MOXKEB Jla TM HajaaM 3a
JlonnoH of npex 100 roxunu. Ce BpaTUB BO rajJiepUUTE 32
CJINKY U My3€UTe KOU I'l 00JIETYBaB KOra UMaB 16 TrOAMHHU.
ITocreneHo, moYHAaB Ja TH ydyaM reorpadujara u jasuKOT HA
1895 min 1881 rogmHa, HOBTOPHO /14 ja PTaM CBOjaTa KapTa
Ha TPaZIOT, Zia MPEN03HaBaM O/IpEIEHH 3HAIU, OAPEZEHH
300poBu. [IouHaB 0BOj pyruoT JIOHI0H /A TO rJ1eJjaM Kako
[IOYETOK Ha MOjaTa COIICTBEHA IPUKa3HAa — a JIOTOTAll,

It was not always easy for Bartlett to locate and to identify
the gay men whose earlier lives had “determined” his
“life in this city.” If, in the end, he was able to forge a
connection between his individual subjectivity and
that of “other, dead Londoners,” it was only by dint of
considerable ingenuity and persistent effort.

I suppose I realize how ignorant I am. If we don’t learn any-
thing from history then it is because we don’t know any his-

tory.

So I began to try and learn my own history, and I did it in ex-
actly the same way as I learnt my way around contemporary
London. You hear a man talking about a pub, or you read an
address in a paper, or sometimes you simply follow someone
you fancy and discover a whole new part of town. You know
that your knowledge is quite arbitrary. Your knowledge of
the city is shaped by the way ex-lovers introduce you to their
friends, by the way you hear someone’s story simply because
he happened to be in the same place as you at the same time.
And eventually you build up a network of places and people,
perhaps you discover a particular group of people, or you
look for, or accidentally find, one man who focuses your life.
I moved from clue to clue, from name to name and from book
to book. I started collecting pictures and anecdotes. I bought
four big scrapbooks and filled them with whatever texts or
images I could find from the London of a hundred years ago.
I went back to the picture galleries and museums I used to
haunt when I was sixteen. Gradually I began to learn the ge-
ography and language of 1895 or 1881, to redraw my map of
the city, to recognize certain signs, certain words. I began
to see this other London as the beginning of my own story
— and up till then, like a lot of other men, I'd seen America
and 1970 as the start of everything (xxi).
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KaKO ¥ MHOTY JPYTH MaskM, KaKO ITOYETOK Ha CE ja Ijieaan
AwmepuKka 1 1970Ta roguHa (xxi).

Kuurara xkojamto mnpoussie3e Off IpPaKTUKaTa Ha
BapTner na kpcrocyBa IO apXuBHUTe, ja 3ajpiKaya
¢domaTa Ha KojaK, U3MeNIAHU (PparMeHTU OJ JINUeH
JIHEBHUK U HUCTOPHUCKH JIOKYMEHTH, pa3MHUCIyBama 3a
rej )KUBOTOT, COIIMjJTHU U JINTEPAPHU aHAJIU3H, ITHUCMa
U YIOPHO BO3HEMHUPYBAUYKO WHTPUTAHTHO oOOpakame
KOH yuTaresnor.® 1 HaBHUCTUHA ,,HOTECOT®, HU Ka’KyBa
Baptner, ,e BucTuHCKaTa ¢dopMa Ha HallaTa UCTOpU]a,
O6uzejku ro 3abeseKyBa TOa IIITO HHUE TO TAMTHUME, U BO
CBOUTE IPOILYCTH OTEJIOTBOPYBA U KaKO I'M aMTUMe U
Kako Tr'u 3abopaBaMe HammuTe >XUBOTU. Cekorair cme
HeKaJie ToMel'y He3HAeHeTo U U3JIoKeHocTa“ (99).

* % %

Hcro kako mTo bapTier co mokJomyBame Ha CBOjOT
’KHBOT CO IIIEMUTE HA JIDYTUTE T'ej Ma)KU OKOJIy HETrO ce
yuaen cebecu Kako fa Ouzie rej, a moToa, BO ,JApyra Bapu-
jamyja Ha UcTaTa cTpaTervja“, MOYHaJI Jia TU MOKJIOIY-
Ba IIIEMUTE HA CBOjOT »KUBOT CO THE HA CaMO €/IeH PYT
rej Mak, Taka, 1 BO HETOBOTO apXUBCKO UCTPAKyBaIbe,
ce mpedpaua of ,M3rpajyBalbe Ha Mpeka Ha MecTa
U Jua“ 10 Haorame Ha eHa KOHKPETHa HMCTOPHCKA
JIMYHOCT Koja ro ¢hoKycHupalie HErOBOTO YyBCTBO 3a TOA
IIITO 3HAYH JIa CH Tej. ,,JIOKOJIKY HEKOj Helo3HaT rmobapa
Jla My HaBeJIEI HEKOj XOMOCEKCYyaJIell, 1aId KaKo O/IT0-
BOp OM My TO JlaJl COIICTBEHOTO UMe?“, mpaiia 10j. ,,nu
JIOKOJIKY TIpalliaTe HEeKOj JIpyT, BallaTa cecTpa, Ha MpH-
Mep, WX BallIUOT TaTKO, /1a HaBeJIaT HEKO] XOMOCEKCya-
Jieny, mto 6u osiroBopuie Tue? Mima ezieH, caMo eJieH, ume
“Me UM € TI03HATO Ha cuTe. BeylHo T, TOj € Hajmo3HaT
110 TOA IITO € XoMoceKkcyasterl” (26). Bo JlonnoH, Bo 1980-
tUuTe, Toa yuie o6uno Ockap Bajia. Cynemwero Ha Bajnzg
BO 1895 ro/iiHA ¥ HETOBOTO ITOCJIE/IOBATETHO OCY/IyBakhe
3a KPUBUYHO JIEJIO ,,CEPUO3HA HEJOJUYHOCT HA CEH3a-
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The book that resulted from Bartlett’s practice of cruising
the archive retains the form of a collage, mingling
fragments of a personal diary with historical documents,
reflections on gay life, social and literary analysis, letters,
and an insistently, disturbingly complicitous address to
the reader.’ Indeed, “the scrapbook,” Bartlett tells us,
“is the true form of our history, since it records what we
remember, and embodies in its omissions both how we
remember and how we forget our lives. We are always
held between ignorance and exposure” (99).

* ¥ X

Just as Bartlett taught himself how to be gay first by
matching his life with the patterns of other gay men
around him and, then, in “another variation on the
same strategy,” began to match the patterns of his life
with those of just one other gay man, so in his archival
research did he shift from building up “a network of
places and people” to finding one historical figure in
particular who came to focus his sense of what it meant
to be gay. “If a stranger asked you to name a homosexual,
would you give your own name in reply?” he inquired.
“Or if you asked someone else, your sister, for instance,
or your father, to name a homosexual, what would
their response be? There is one, just one, whose name
everyone knows. In fact he is famous above all else for
being a homosexual” (26). In London, in the 1980s, that
person was Oscar Wilde. Wilde’s trial in 1895 and his
subsequent conviction for the crime of “gross indecency”
had sensationally and indelibly branded him with the
mark of homosexual identity, making him for years to
come the known and public face of that otherwise secret
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IIMOHAJIEH ¥ HeIBOjOeH HauMH ro OpeHaupaa co 6e1eror
Ha XOMOCEKCyaJleH HJIEHTUTET, BOOOJIMKYBajkH TO HETO
3a MHOTY CJIEIHH TOJIMHU BO ITI03HATOTO U jJaBHO JIUIIE HA
TOj MHAKy TaeH W HeM3yCT/IMB Mopok. Kako u I'eprpyzna
[ItajH, yne uMe QYHKIMOHUPAIIIE BO IIOIyJIapHaTa KyJI-
typa Ha CoefuHeTnTe AMEpUKAHCKHU JIP»KaBH BO TEKOT
Ha 1950-TUTe TOAWHU KaKo Iudpa 3a je36ejctBo (360p
KOjIIITO O1 OMJIO HEJOJTUYHO OTBOPEHO /Ia CE U3TOBOPH),
Ockap Bajiz, oTkako Taka CIEKTaKyJIapHO - aKo He U
TParuyHo — OWJI U3BEJIEH IpeJ] OPUTAHCKUTE CyIOBHU, TO
II03ajMIJI CBOETO MME Ha IIeJI CEKCyasIeH BH/I.

Baprier 6wy cBeceH 3a MHOTYTE HAYMHH Ha KOM
Bajim He ce BKJIOIyBaJl BO MOJIEJIOT HA I'ej UAEHTHTET
cO3/IajiecH Ha YJHUIUTE WU BO KIyOOBUTE U IOMeEry
YJIEHOBUTE HA aKTUBUCTUYKUTE TPyNH HU3 JIOHIOH 110
rej smbepanuzanujata. Ho, bapTier He ce obumysan
Jla ujaeHTu(UKyBa ,IIPETCTAaBUTENIEH T'ej MaK. YIITe
IIOMaJIKy 0Oapasl MOZesl 3a yIJIeAyBaibe — a HajMasIKy
,IIOBUTHBHA IIPETCTaBa“ 3a Malllka XOMOCEKCYaJTHOCT.
Toj ce 0OumyBas /1a ja HAy4H COIICTBEHATA KCTOPHja. A, HE
MO2KEIIl CEKOTAlII Ia ja oAOUpaIlll COIICTBEHATa CTOPHja.

BeprieT Beke 3HaeN fieka e xomocekcyasell. Ho, Kako Iro
ke kaxke Eqmyn BajT (Edmund White), Toj e Hecurypen
Bo uMILIuKanuure.® Toj mouHa 1a corsieryBa eka fia ce
Ouie rej He e caMo HEHaMepHa cocToj0a, TYKY IeJI HaUuH
Ha JKUBEerhe, CO CBOU TPAIUIINH, COIICTBEHA HUCTOPH]a,
HO TOj He pa30pas1 KAKO TOYHO HETOBHOT >KHBOT OHJI BO
Bpcka co HUB. Wu fmanu ro sxkuBeen npaBuino.” IIITo
e xomocexcyanely, KakoB € T€j JKMBOTOT: TOoa Beke OUIIO
neUHUPAHO — UCTOPUCKH, MIOTIYJIaPHO, PETEHITMO3HO,
aBTOPUTATUBHO, KAHOHCKH, 32 1101000 MJIU 32 TIOJIOIIO
— co simuHocTa Ha Ockap Baji.

W Taka, baptier ce obuze ma OTKpHe Jad HUMAaJO
HEIIITO BO JKUBOTOT Ha Bajiyiyi wiu Bo HeroBata pabora
KOEIIITO MOKeOH COO/IBETCTBYBA Ha HETOBOTO COIICTBEHO

and unmentionable vice. Like Gertrude Stein, whose
name functioned in US popular culture during the 1950s
as a codeword for lesbianism (which it would have been
indecorous to pronounce outright), Oscar Wilde, once
he had been so spectacularly—if tragically—outed by the
British courts, lent his name to an entire sexual species.

Bartlett was aware of the many ways that Wilde did not
fit the model of gay identity that was being invented on
the streets and in the clubs and among the members
of the activist groups around London in the wake of
gay liberation. But Bartlett was not trying to identify a
“representative” gay man. Much less was he looking
for a role model—let alone a “positive image” of male
homosexuality. He was trying to learn his own history.
And you cannot always choose your history.

Bartlettalready knewhe washomosexual. But,as Edmund
White would say, he was unsure of the implications.®
He had begun to realize that being gay is not just an
involuntary condition but an entire way of life with its
own traditions, its own history, but he didn’t understand
exactly how his own life related to them. Or whether he
was living it right.” What a homosexual is, what a gay
life is like: that had already been defined—historically,
popularly, flamboyantly, authoritatively, canonically, for
better or for worse—by the personage of Oscar Wilde.

And so Bartlett attempted to figure out if there was
anything in Wilde’s life or work that might correspond
to his own experience, anything that he could recognize
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HCKYCTBO, HEIIITO IIITO OM MOKEJI [ja TO IIPero3Hae KaKko
cBoe. Jlasu Toj 1 Bajyin nmase Hemto 3aeiHUUKO? Kora
Ou MO3KeJIe 1a ce CPETHAT, 01 MOKeJIe JIH Jla pa3roBapaatr?
Bapter ce o6uie 1a ja 10J10BU BpekaTa. 3a a pa3bepe
IIITO 3HAYU J]a ce Oujie Tej, Toj ce BAAJ ia OTKPHE IITO,
aKO BOOIIIIITO HEIIITO, TOj OM MOXKEJI /1a ©Ma 3aeJHUYKO
CO HAjIIO3HATHUOT Tej Ma)k Of CHUTE, CO MayKOT UHjIITO
IpUMEP IIOCTABUJI IIOCTOjaH Ppemep 3a OpUTAHCKUTE
MasKH O] TOj MOMEHT HaTaMmy.

Taka, kora He Bucesa 1Mo 6apoBu U KiayboBu, Baprier
IIOYHAJI CBOETO CJIOOOSHO BpeEMeE Jila IO ITIOMHHYBa BO
O6ubsimorekara, ApyKejku ce co MptBute. Mckoman ce
IIITO MOXKEJI Jla Hajze 3a Bajnna, 3a Toa kako Bajim u
JIDYTH T€j MaKH KHUBeesie BO MUHATOTO, M Ha TOj HAYMH
ce oOHIEeN J1a TO J0JIOBU Cy0jeKTUBHOTO MCKYCyBakhe Ha
OuBaIbETO Tej, U BO JICHOBUTE Ha Bajyii M BO HErOBOTO
coricTBeHO BpeMe. buiejku, 1a ce mpaiiryBa, Kako IITO TOj
IIOCTOjaHOo IIpalryBa, ,Kakos Mmaxk 6w T0j“? (xxii, 223-
25), 6u10 1a ce 3adatu co pabora Ha crenupUIUPaIbe
Ha I'ej KOe 10 CBOUTE IIPEAU3BUIIA U KOMILIUKAIIUU HE Ce
pasynKyBa of 00HI0T /a ce AeduHUpA IITO 3HAYH /1A Ce
Ouzie Tej BO COIICTBEHOTO BPEME U MpocTop Ha Baptier:
,OIHOCHO, KaKBU MaXku 6eBMe HHe?“ (223). 3abesexere
Jleka BapTiier BHUMAaTEIHO 010 paJ 1a MUIIyBa BO MUHATO
BpeMe Kora 360pyBa 3a cBojaTa COIICTBEHa reHepaluja
3a Jla HarJIacH Jieka Beke MCcue3HyBajia ersfcTeHI[jaTa
Ha CBETOT KOjIITO IO OIUIINyBaJ, Beke Omin dean 00
ucttiopujaitia ¥ BO MOMEHTHTE KOra IHUIIIyBaJ 3a HEro.
PesysiTaToT O/ HCTPajHUTE UCIIUTYBatha Ha baptier 6ua
BIIEYAT/IHBO IIOETUYHO, TPe(UHETO ¥ OPUTHHAIIHO JIETTO,
M371aJIeHO0 BO 1988 rojnHa ¥ JOCETINBO HacaoBeHO Koj
bewe ttioj uosek? Ilodapox 3a -1 Ockap Bajad (Who
Was That Man? A Present for Mr Oscar Wilde).

Bo TekOT Ha 0OU/IyBamETO /1a HU KajKe KAaKOB YOBEK OMT
Ockap Bajiz, 3a 1a HY OITHIIIE KAKOB BU, MayKU CMe Ouie
~Hue", bBapTyeT nompes HeKOU acleKTH Ha Toa IIITO jac T'o
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as his own. Did he and Wilde share something? If they
could meet, would they be able to talk? Bartlett tried to
grasp the connection. In order to understand what it
meant to be gay, he set out to discover what, if anything,
he might have in common with the most famous gay man
of all, with the man whose example had set a permanent
precedent for British gay men ever since.

So when he wasn’t hanging out in the bars and clubs,
Bartlett began to spend his free time in the library,
hanging out with the dead. He dug up everything he could
find about Wilde, about how Wilde and other gay men
had lived in the past, and in that way he tried to capture
the subjective experience of being gay, both in Wilde’s
day and his own. For to ask, as he did repeatedly, “What
kind of man was he?” (xxii, 223-25), was to undertake a
labor of gay specification no different in its challenges
and ramifications from the attempt to define what it
meant to be gay in Bartlett’s own time and place: “That
is, what kind of men were we?” (223). Note that Bartlett
was careful to use the past tense in speaking about his
own generation, in order to emphasize that the world he
was describing was already passing out of existence, was
already part of history, even as he was writing about it.
The result of Bartlett’s dogged inquiries was a remarkably
poetic, subtle, and original work, published in 1988, and
punningly entitled Who Was That Man? A Present for
Mr Oscar Wilde.

In the course of trying to tell us what kind of man Oscar
Wilde was, so as to describe what kind of men “we” were,
Bartlett touched on some aspects of what I have been
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HapeKyBaB rej Marika cyojektuHoct. I1ITo e npuynHaTa
IIOPaJIx Koja jac TOJIKY MHOTY BHUMAaHUE 1 IIOCBETyBaM
Ha HeroBaTa HaBUAYM JAUPEKTHA U IPUCTAllHA KHHUTA.
Kako mro baptnier, uiu eneH 0Ji HErOBUTE UKOSBU,
BeJIM Ha IIOYETOKOT, OPUJIMjaHTHO OAOWBAjKu Ja Jazie
aHTEIeIEHT 32 TOA IIITO OCTAHyBa CTPATEIIKH HEOIPe/IeHa
1 Oe3MuYHa HeyTpajHa 3aMeHKa, ,CakaB Jja HaluIIaMm
KHHTA 3a TOA KAKBO € YYBCTBOTO 3aT0A IIITO MUCJIaM JieKa
JIyfeTO ceKoralll cakaaT Ja 3HaaT KaKBO € HaBHCTHHA
YyBCTBOTO...“ (XiX; MCTO Taka 100, 126). IIpoekToT Ha
BapT/ieT He e HHUIITO MMOMAaJIKy OJ OOW /Ja ce OIHIIE
rej MallkKaTta CyOjeKTUBHOCT, Jia Ce OJIpeIi KaKBO €
YyBCTBOTO — K€ I0 Ka’kaM jacHO W IJIaCHO — Jia ce Oujie
T'€j, 1a ce BOJIM T'ej 3KUBOT, J]a ce OHie pa3InyeH O JIyIeTo
KOH C€ CTPEJT, /Ia Ce CIIO/IEeIyBa KBUP €r3UCTEHIHjaTa, 1a
ce Guze fes1 oz, rej KyaTypara.®

II

J1a ce omuiie rej Mamkara cybjeKTUBHOCT CO CIIOPEIyBa-
b€ Ha COTICTBEHUTE UCKYCTBA CO IIIEMUTE HA UyBCTBYBAHE
OTKPHEHU OJ] CTPaHa Ha JIPYTH I'ej MAXKU, IOPAHEIIHN U
CerairHu, 3Hauu 3a0eselKyBarbe U Ha CJIMYHOCTUTE U Ha
paznuuHoctute. He craHyBa 300p 32 N3Be/lyBatbe HA aB-
TOPUTATUBHO 3Ha€eHe 3a Toa IIITO 3HAYM Jia ce Oujie rej
O]l eIeH MOJIeJ1 WU Cepuja MOJEIH, TYKy 3a HECIIOKO-
jHO IOCTaByBab€e Ha COIICTBEHOTO MCKYCTBO BO OJTHOC Ha
JIPYTH *KUBOTU KOU U TO OIJIEJIyBaaT U HE TO OIJIeZyBaat
ucroro. Ha npumep, usnese gexa bapTieToBUOT 0HOC
KOH Bajsi;1 MHOTY JTUYH Ha HETOBUOT OTHOC KOH JIPYTH T€j
Ma’K¥ BO HETOBaTa CcorcTBeHa epa. Toa 6110 mpoyduyBarme
Ha aMmOuBasieHTHOCTa. bapeM Toa € BUIJIMBO Of TJia-
BaTa HacJoBeHa ,[lopaku“, KOjallTo ja COUMHYBaaT /B
HEMOTIHIIAHU MHICMa yIaTeHu /10 Bajnn, kou MHOTY ce
Pa3JINYHU €THO O PYTO IO YYBCTBO U TOH.

calling gay male subjectivity. Which is my reason for
devoting so much attention to his deceptively forthright
and accessible book. As Bartlett, or one of his personae,
says at the outset, brilliantly refusing to supply an
antecedent for what thereby remains a strategically
unspecified and impersonal neuter pronoun, “I wanted
to write a book about what it feels like, because I think
that’s what people always want to know, really, what
does it feel like...” (xix; also 100, 126). Bartlett’s project
is nothing less than an attempt to describe gay male
subjectivity, to specify what it feels like—I will spell
it out—to be gay, to live a gay life, to be different from
straight people, to share a queer existence, to be part of
a gay culture.®

II

To describe gay male subjectivity by matching your
experiences against the patterns of feeling revealed by
other gay men, past and present, means observing both
correspondences and differences. It is not a question of
deriving an authoritative knowledge of what it means to
be gay from one model or set of models but of situating
one’s own experience uneasily in relation to other lives
that both do and do not mirror it. Bartlett’s relation to
Wilde, for example, turned out to be very much like his
relation to other gay men in his own day. It was a study
in ambivalence. That much is evident from a chapter
entitled “Messages,” which consists of two unsigned
letters to Wilde, very different from each other in emotion
and tone.
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ITpBoTo nucmo 3anounysa co ,Mui Ockap®. Ce mokakyBa
KaKO ITFCMOTO /1a OMJI0 COCTaBEHO BeUepTa I10 BPAaKabETO
ol maT Ha aBTOpoT of Ilapu3, Kaje mITO CTAaBUJI I[BEKe
Ha rpo6ort Ha Bajna. ITucaresior e ce yire 3apyMeHeT o7
e€MOIIMUTE O]I TOj JieH, U He MaJIKy nujad. Toj mojacHyBa
KOJIKY OJIN30K ce 4yBCTBYBa co Bajyiz, KOJIKy ce WJIeHTH-
¢uxkyBa co Hero:

Ce 06s1exoB. Ce HAIIpaBUB IITO € MOKHO IIO3TOJIEH, TOJIKY
3rO/IeH INTO MakuTe OM Me 3arieZlyBaje BO TEKOT Ha
natyBamweTo. [Ipua/ioB 3HaUehe Ha YMHOT Ha KyIIyBakbe Ha
po3u o7 iBeKapoT Bo ApkazaTa BypsinHITOH (ce cekaBami?) u
[I0TOa, Kora CTUTHaB BO I1apu3, OTH/I0B TUPEKTHO /10 TPO6OT
Y I'l TIOJIOKVB HUB 33€JHO CO CUTE JPYTH I[BEKUHA, JPIKEjKH
Ce HajIBPCTO IITO MOXKEB, CTOEjKM TaMy CO HaCMeBKa Ha
JIMIIETO U He 3aIUIaKaB HUTY eAHAII. 3a Tebe UCIYIITUB [eJia
[[Mrapa U oToa ce CBPTEB M 3aMUHAB (211).

Ha uywurarenor My € O03BOJIEHO da C€ HAaCMEBHE Ha
HCKPEHOCTAa Ha IIHCATEJ/IOT, TpaHCIap€HTHaTa be6OB
KOH [IpaMaTa 1 BHUCOKaTa CeHSI/I6I/IJIHOCT, AYPH U KOra €
JAOIIPEH O HETOBOTO CTPACHO OJJaBambe Ha IIOYHUT.

ABTOpOT Ha OBa MHUCMO, UAKO TOILJIO TIOCBETEH Ha CIIO-
MeHOT Ha Bajna, ,MaueHUK u xepoj“ (34), HE TH Wr-
HOpHpa MPOMEHHUTe KOW HacTaHaje BO OpPHTaHCKOTO
OTIIIITECTBO U BO I'ej MAIIKOTO KUBEEH-E BO CTOTE TOJAUHHU
KOHU T'Ml pa3/iBojyBaat. HampoTus, ey 011 3a710BOJICTBOTO
Ha IIHCATeJIOT BO YECTBYBAmETO HA Bajia mpousiierysa
0/ 33JT0BOJICTBOTO MPEANU3BUKAHO O/ COBHAHHETO JeKa
HeIlITaTa ce MOJI0OpeHH, JIeKa cera TOj MOKe Jja KUBee
’KMBOT KaKoB 1ITo Bajiiz 61 mocakan 3a cebe cu.

CenszanujaTa Ha 33/I0BOJICTBO M HA BUHA IOPAJU HAaB-
JIETYBaWkeTO BO OCTaBMHATa Ha Bajnx - mpu cepuosHO
HaJMUHYyBalbe Ha HCTUOT, U3KUBYBal€ HA HETOBUTE
acmuypanuy - npu n3berHyBame Ha Heropara cyA0uHa 1
HaJMHUHYBajKU IO HETOBUOT I1aTOC, ja MHTEH3UBHPA CEH-
THMEHTIHOCTA HA MTUCATEJIOT.
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The first letter begins, “Dear Oscar.” It presents itself
as having been composed on the evening of the letter
writer’s return from Paris, where he had placed flowers
on Wilde’s grave. The writer is still flush with the emotion
of the day, and not a little drunk. He makes it clear how
close he feels to Wilde, how much he identifies with
him:

I got dressed up. I made myself just as handsome as I could,
so handsome that the men would look at me on the journey.
I made a point of buying the roses from the florist in the Bur-
lington Arcade (remember?) and then when I got to Paris I
walked straight to the grave and laid them down with all the
other flowers looking just as strong as I could, stood there
with a smile on my face and I didn’t cry once. I smoked a
whole cigarette for you and then turned and went (211).

The reader is allowed to smile at the writer’s sincerity,
transparent love of drama, and high-pitched sensibility,
even while being touched by his passionate tribute.

The writer of this letter, though tenderly devoted to the
memory of Wilde, “martyr and hero” (34), does notignore
the changes that have taken place in British society and in
gay male life in the hundred years that separate the two
of them. On the contrary, part of the writer’s pleasure in
honoring Wilde derives from the satisfaction of knowing
that things have improved, that he can now live the life
that Wilde would have wanted for himself.

That smug but guilty sensation of coming into Wilde’s
legacy while going well beyond him, living out his
aspirations while escaping his fate and transcending his
pathos, intensifies the writer’s sentimentality.

:
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Jyio, cero Toa e 3a Tebe. CeTo oBa ro mpaBuMe 3a Tele.
ITocakyBaM [ga Moskele aa Ouern Tyka Ja Hé BHJIHIIL
Vinnure He ce TOJIKY MHOIY Pa3/IMYHU — He O ce 3ary0out
— HO HHE CM€ MHOI'Y Pa3JINYHM JeHOBHMBe. MOKell JIu Ja
3aMMCJIMIN, BeuepBa ce mpomreraB 1mo CTpaHJ €O MOjoOT
JbyOOBHUK U 300pyBaBMe BO KOj IMab /ia oAuMe U Ja IIHEME;
rMame 300D Ha MecTa 3a OJIeEbe M BEPOjaTHO € JIeKa Kora
Ke CTUTHEMe TaMy, HUKOj HeMa Jia Hé mo3HaBa. [ Toram me
IperpHa mnpeky pamoro. IIpeTmocraByBam /ieKa Toa ce THe
JIBMKEEhA, jABHU M HEBIIEYAT/INBH, BO KOM HMKOTIAIll HE CH
MO2KeJI JIa Y2KUBAIIL.. TexkuHaTa Ha paMOTO Ha JbyOOBHUKOT
Ha TBOETO paMo He e IToBeKe ceHaallrja BO Koja HeKorall Ou
MO2KeJI /1a Y»KMBAIIl, HUAIITO He OM MO’KeJIO /1a ce MEPH CO
TOA IITO TH OMJIO CTOPEHO Tebe, Toa HUIITO He MOKE JIa TO
CMEHH, HO aX, PEYHCH U J]a ycIieBa Bo Toa (211-12).

UnentndukyBameTo Ha MOHCATEJIOT cO Bajug He
ce 3acHOBa Ha oj0WBame Ha pasaukaTta. JloKOJIKy
MIHICATEJIOT ce uAeHTUUKyBa co Bajiz, Toa He e mopaau
TOA IIITO CMETa JIeKa Ce UJIEHTUYHO HCTH 3aToa IITO Ce
rej maku. HeroBara C€eHTHUMEHTAJIHOCT HE € M3pa3 Ha
cjlen eceHIujasim3aM. HampoTtwB, BO MMe Ha cBojaTa
reHepalyja Ha I'ej Ma)ky TOj HHCUCTHPA JIeKa ,,JIEHOBUBE,
HHE CMe MHOTY pa3jindHu ‘. HeroBoto nyieHTuuKyBame
co Bajyim ro 3acBosyBa ja3oT momery HCTOpPHCKATa U
coIyjasiHaTa pas3jinKa, Haorajku TOUYKH Ha CJAUYHOCTH
KOHM My ZI03BOJIyBaar /ia ce 3aMHUCIyBa cebe CH KaKo Jia
T'H UCIIOJIHyBa amOumuuTe Ha Bajii 3a cebecu u 3a rej
’KHBOTOT, IyPU U Ha/IMUHYBajKH TH.

Tyka MaJIKy ce MpOBJIEKYBa CHHCXOJAJIUBOCT, MAJIKY
caMOYeCTHTae Ha cMeTKa Ha Bajma. Bajnx coyxu
KaKO apIIH CO KOj IIHMCATeIOT IO MepH TPUyMGaTHHOT
HampeJoK Ha COIICTBEHAaTa TreHepaldja, OrpoMHaTra
JlaJledrHa KOjalllTO ja IIOMHHAJ Tej XUBOTOT BO
nocperyBauykuot Bek. (Toj mucam mypu nexa HeroBara
COTICTBEHA cpeKa ,peurcH’ HaJIOMECTYBa 3a CTPAJIahbeTO
Ha Bajnpa!) Toram, Bo camaTa cplieBHHA Ha OBOj OMak
3a Bajnp nmemHe umiysic 3a JeuzeHTH(UKAIM]ja Beke

Darling, it’s all for you. We're doing all this for you. I wish
you could be here to see us. The streets are not all that differ-
ent — you wouldn’t get lost — but we are very different these
days. Can you imagine, tonight I walked down the Strand
with my lover, and we talked about which pub we would go
and drink in; we have a choice of places to go now, and the
chances are that when we get there no one will know us.
And then he put his arm around my shoulder. I suppose it’s
gestures like that, public and unremarkable, that you could
never enjoy... The weight of a lover’s arm on your shoulder is
not a sensation you can ever enjoy now, nothing can ever be
worth what was done to you, nothing can change that, but oh
it almost does (211-12).

The writer’s identification with Wilde is not founded on a
denial of difference. If the writer identifies with Wilde, it’s
not because he considers that as gay men they are exactly
the same. His sentimentality is not the expression of a
blind essentialism. On the contrary, he insists on behalf
of his generation of gay men that “we are very different
these days.” His identification with Wilde arcs across
the gap of historical and social difference, finding points
of commonality that allow him to imagine himself as
fulfilling Wilde’s ambitions for himself and for gay life,
even surpassing them.

Here a little condescension creeps in, a bit of self-
congratulation at Wilde’s expense. Wilde serves as
a yardstick by which the writer measures his own
generation’s triumphant progress, the vast distance gay
life has traveled in the intervening century. (He even
thinks his own happiness “almost” makes up for Wilde’s
suffering!) Atthe very heart, then, of thishomage to Wilde
lurks an impulse to disidentification already implicit
in the writer’s complacent celebration of the modern
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HMIUIMIIATEH Ha  IIMCATEJIOBOTO  CaMO3aI0BOJIHO
c/IaBehe Ha MOJIEPHUTE MOXKHOCTH Ha T'ej IOCTOEHE
BO Koe caMuoT Bajiam He mosken ma yxkuBa (,Moskerr
JIM Jla 3aMUCIHIIL..“). ABTOpOT 0e3/pyro ucTpajyBa
BO JepUHHpAbeTO Ha COMNCTBEHHOT HEHTUTET BO
CJI0’KEH OZHOC KOH Bajiy, mocraByBajKu ce cebecu Kako
HACJIEHUK, MPOJOJIKyBay, IIAMIIMOH, H30aByBad Ha
Bajiig — 1 Kako 0TeJIOTBOPYBakhe Ha UCIIOJTHYBAETO Ha
BajnioBHOT UCTOPUCKH ITOTEHITH]jaJ.

* * *

BropoTo mucmo 3By4H gocta pasiudHo. ,Ockap, iiu
debena kyuko“, 3aloyHyBa TOoa. ,MWHaATaTa HOK ja
COHYBaB TBOjaTa paka Ha MoeTo Jiuie. Tu Gelre TaMmy BO
KPEBETOT, T0JIeM U /iebesT KaKo IITO MU Kakaa JieKa CH
OWJ1, IyTIIHII JIE?KEJKU BO KPEBETOT 3a3€MajKH T'O IEJIOTO
Mecto“ (212). Toa 3zakiayuyBa, ,He Te coskamyBam.
Jlypu He cakaMm HH Jia Te IpaiiaM 3a COBeT... TH crapa
KpaJIniie, TBOjaTa paKa e Ha MOETO JIKIlEe, He MOKaM cera
Jia 36opyBam” (213).

IToBTOPHO W3JIeryBa JieKa OJHOCOT Ha aBTOPOT Ha
IIICMOTO KOH Bajsi/1 € MOKOMILTHIIMPAH O/ TOA Ha IIITO Ha
ITOYETOKOT KAKO OUEKYBakhe MOJKE /1a HaBeJle HETOBHUOT
ToH. Ha mucaresior My ce ragu ox Bajiz, HO 1 moTpeceH
€ O/l HEro  ’KeJIeH 3a IOBp3yBambe co Hero. Herosara
IOIJIaKa He e caMo JeKka Bajiaa 3azema mpemMHOrY
IIPOCTOP; TYKY U JIeKa CO TOA IIITO Ha aBTOPOT MYy OCTaBHJI
CKy/IeH JINUEH MPOCTOpP, Bajyia mpemaBa TONIKY Mast [es
oz cebe cu.

Tu He peye HUIITO, TYKY IPOJIOJIKU /I MymHI... Taka, jac
CTaHAaB U TO 3alajMB CBETJIOTO U TH JOHECOB IEIETHUK
U moyekaB ja mposbopuir.. Cera xora Oellle 3amajieHO
CBETJIOTO, He GeB BUCTHMHCKH 3acpaMeH Of TBOETO TeJIO.
Tu He ce 06uze ma ce mokpuenl. Tu cu crap, neden u Ge
U MaJIKy ce MOTHUIl. Tu cu cTapa Kpajuia; TH CH J0CTa Haj
MOKHOCTA J]a Te 3aCpaMH IOMJIaZl MaX, I0CTA CIIOCOOEH J1a
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possibilities for gay existence that Wilde himself could
not enjoy (“Can you imagine...”). The writer nonetheless
persists in defining his own identity in complex relation
to Wilde, figuring himself as Wilde’s inheritor, successor,
champion, redeemer—and as embodying the fulfillment
of Wilde’s historical potential.

* * ¥

The second letter sounds rather different. “Oscar, you
fat bitch,” it begins. “Last night I dreamed your hand was
on my face. You were there in the bed, big and fat like I've
been told you were, lying in bed smoking and taking up
all the room” (212). It concludes, “I don’t pity you. I don’t
even want to ask your advice... You old queen, you've got
your hand on my face, I can’t talk now” (213).

It turns out once again, though, that the letter writer’s
relation to Wilde is more complicated than his tone
might at first lead one to expect. The writer is disgusted
by Wilde, but also moved by him, and desirous of a
connection with him. His complaint is not only that
Wilde takes up too much space; it is also that, having left
the writer scant room of his own, Wilde yields so little of
himself.

You said nothing but kept on smoking... So I got up and put
on the light and fetched you an ashtray and waited for you to
talk... Once the light was on I wasn’t embarrassed, really, by
your body. You didn’t try to cover yourself. You are old, and
fat, and white, and you sweat slightly. You're an old queen;
you are quite beyond being embarrassed by a younger man,
quite capable of taking in the details of my body (I had half

’II
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I'd BIMEII IMOEJMHOCTATE HAa MOETO Tejo (Kora OTHAOB BO
KyjHaTa I10 IeMeTHUK MU Oellle oIyAurHaT) 6e3 »xenba uim
MHXUOUIMja. 3aToa ce BPAaTHUB B KPEBET U CEHAB OJIUCKY.
Buzejkun nMmaB unTaHo 3a Tebe, IOMUC/IUB JIeKa MOKeOu
cakail Jia IOMMHEIII CO IIPCTUTE HU3 MOjaTa Koca. 3HaM JIeKa
HeMmaM pyca Koca [kako Jlopa Andpen Jdarmac (Lord Alfred
Douglas), BajnmoBara »KuBOoTHa JbyOOB], U cera OTKaKo ce
[IPECTOPUB Jia JIMYaM Ha Mazk, [ToBeke He JIMJaM Ha MOMUYE,
HO cellak IIOMUCJIMB JIeKa MoeOu 61 cakast ja Me JOIPeIIL.
IToMucaus fgexa MoxeOM OM IIOCAKasl HEIITO O MEHeE.
IToMucaus mexa Moxebu 60U umas HemTo aa ta nagaMm. Ce
IIOTIIPEB HA TBOETO PAMO U YEKaB.

Caxa /ja 360pyBal; ke Te CIyIIaB, IITO U a Kaxeire. Ke te
JIpIKeB /A IOcaKalle Toa fa To cropaM. Ke 360pyBas mn ke
ctyinas 1iesia Hok. Hajmocsie, Toa ro uMaB CTOPEHO 32 MHOTY
npyru maxu. Ce ke cropes; 61 MacTypbupast npej rebe uiu
6u ZI03BOJIIUI /1A IPABUIII IIITO CAKAIIL.

A, T He Ka)ka HUIIITO, TIOBeKe O7f ITOJIOBUHA 07 BPEMETO
He HHU TJezianie Bo MeHe. [lymremnie. TBoute oun 6ea MpTBH,
TBOETO /1e6esio 6esto Meco Gellre MajIy MOTHO U MOTPYJIHIHO
MpTBO... IIpeTnocTaByBaM Jleka Hajmocje yclieajie aa Te
ybujar. /la Te cBesiaT Ha OBa...

Te MoJtaM, Ka’K¥i MM HEIIITO, IIITO O¥I0, 100P0 61 MU JOIILIO0
(212-13).

Jloxosiky oBaa (aHTazupaHa Bpcka co Bajim mesmyBa
ITOMAJIKy IOTTUKHYBa4Ka O] IPETX0/THATA, TOA € IEJTyMHO
3aToa INTO € WHTHUMHA. IluWcaTtesioT BOCIIOCTaByBa
(usuuku KOHTaKT co Bajia, ro 3amuciyBa HEro Kako
OIUTLIUBO IIPHCYCTBO, a HE CAMO KaKO UCTOPUCKH IJTACHUK
WJIM TIOJIMTUYKYA HaBECHUK WJINM MavyeHUK IPOTJIaceH 3a
ceerern. Cekako, Bajny ocraHyBa eHurma, 3arajioueH
cO HeroBaTa HeoOWMYHOCT U AajeunHa: ,CdaTtus siexa
HeMaM IIpeTcTaBa 3a Toa Kako OU 3Bydes TBOjOT riac”
(212). Ho, BajngoBara TBp/iorjiaBa IOBJIEYEHOCT € UCTO
Taka epeKT 0] TeXKHEEHETO Ha aBTOPOT Ha IHUCMOTO CO

an erection swinging when I went to get the ashtray from the
kitchen) without desire or inhibition. So I came back into the
bed and sat close. I thought, having read about you, that you
might want to run your fingers through my hair. I know I'm
not blonde [like Lord Alfred Douglas, the love of Wilde’s life],
and that I don’t look like a boy any more now that I've made
myself look like a man, but I still thought that you might
want to touch me. I thought you might want something from
me. I thought I might have something to give you. I leaned
against your shoulder and waited.

I wanted you to talk; I would have listened to anything you
might have said. I would have held you if you’d wanted me
to. I would have talked or listened all night. After all, I've
done that for a lot of other men. I would have done any-
thing; masturbated in front of you, or let you do anything
you wanted.

And you said nothing, you didn’t even look at me half the
time. You smoked. Your eyes were dead, your fat white flesh
was sweating slightly and quite dead... I supposed that they
had finally managed to kill you. To reduce you to this...

Please, say anything at all to me, and I can use it (212-13).

If this fantasized relationship with Wilde seems less
edifying than the previous one, that is partly because it is
moreintimate. The writer finds himselfin physical contact
with Wilde, imagines him as a palpable presence and not
just as a historical precursor or political forerunner or
sainted martyr. To be sure, Wilde remains an enigma,
baffling in his strangeness and distance: “I realized that I
had no idea what your voice would sound like” (212). But
Wilde’s stubborn remoteness is also an effect of the letter
writer’s yearning to enter into a relation of reciprocal
exchange with him, for which purpose the writer would
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HEro /ia Bje3e BO OJHOC Ha PENUIIPOYHA pa3MeHa, 3a
KOJaIIITO I1eJ1 aBTOPOT OM OMJI COIJIaceH Ja ja HaMUHE
CBOjaTa CeKCyaJlHa OJIBpaTHOCT — HABUCTHHA, CE€ O
CTOPHJI 32 O/ITOBOP.

Hajon6uBHaTa kKapakTepucTUKa Ha Bajsiy He € HEroBOTO
OTeUYeHO TeJIo, TyKy HeroBaTa MpPTBOTHja, HeroBara
PaMHOIYIITHOCT, OZIOWBAKETO JIa JAajie WIH Jla IPHUMHU.
OBoj Bajng He e 3auHTepecupaH na Oujie craceH of
IIOMJI3JlaTa TeHepalfja, HO HeMa HUTYy Jla U Ce TPrHe
on marotr.” Toj ocTraHyBa MAacHBHO IIPHCYCTBO U Ha
MIACATEJIOT He My JI03BOJIyBa HUKAaKBa CaMOJIOBOJIHOCT,
HHUKaKBO 4yBcTBO Ha TpuyMmd. Hajnocie, moxkebu ,Hue"
He mpumaraMme 3aeqHo. MokeOu HEMA IIITO J1a Ce KasKe.
BajngoBHOT MOJIK ce 3akaHyBa Jla CTaHe MOJIKOT Ha
MMM CATEJIOT.

* * *

Torami, KOHTpacTOT momery JBeTe IHICMa CE COCTOU
HajeJJHOCTABHO BO pa3jIMKaTa MoMery HieHTU(UKaIu-
jata u neunneHTUdUKAIMjaTa, KenbaTa U OJBPATHOCTA,
KOHTHUHYUTETOT U JUCKOHTUHYUTETOT CO MUHATOTO Ha T'ej
MazkuTe. VIcTo TOJIKY e TOBP3aHO €O ,KaKBO € YyBCTBOTO
J1a ce I0IIpe MIHATOTO, /1A Ce IOBe el ceOe CH BO KOHTAKT
CO eJlHa KBUP HCTOpHja KOjallITO NCTOBPEMEHO € U He €
HeuHja colicTBeHa.'” bapTieT HUKoOra He ro ,ipe3peBa‘
Bajng Bo cmucitata Ha Jynuja Kpucresa (Julia Kristeva)
Ha IIOBJIEKYBame BO XOPOP BO Jiesl o/ cebe cU KOJIITO
HUKOTAIIl yCIEelITHO He Mo3Ke Ja ro otdpiau.t Mrpara Ha
neHTUdUKAIMja U Jlen/leHTuUKanuja 3aMpCceHO To
CTPYKTYpUpa ceKoe HeroBo nrcMo 710 Bajiz. Bo cexoe o
HUB BapTsieT co MHOIITBO U/IMOMY 1 TOHOBU I'0 UCKAKyBa
CBOETO BU/IyBame Ha HCTOPUCKATA UCTOCT ¥ PA3JINYHOCT.
Bo oBaa semocTpaiiyja Ha MHOTyTe eEMOTHUBHU PETUCTPU
BO KOM Tej Ma)KuTe MOXKaT Jia ,[OBOpaT eJleH CO JIpYT,
Ha COIICTBEH jaswkK“, bapTyieT moBuKyBa €/lHA MalllKa
CJIMYHOCT BO K0ja uaeHTHUKanMjaTa He 6apa Gpuleme
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even be willing overcome his sexual repugnance—indeed,
he would do anything for a response.

Wilde’s most repulsive feature is not his bloated body but
his deadness, his indifference, his refusal either to give or
to receive. This Wilde has no interest in being rescued by
the younger generation, but neither will he get out of its
way.’ He remains a massive presence, and he allows the
writer no complacency, no sense of triumph. Maybe “we”
don’t belong together, after all. Maybe there is nothing
to say. Wilde’s silence threatens to become the writer’s
own.

* KX

The contrast between the two letters, then, consists in
nothing so simple as the difference between identification
and disidentification, desire and disgust, continuity and
discontinuity with the gay male past. It has to do at
least as much with “what it feels like” to touch the past,
to bring oneself into contact with a queer history that
both is and is not one’s own." Bartlett never “abjects”
Wilde in Julia Kristeva’s sense of recoiling in horror
from a part of himself that he can never successfully
jettison." The play of identification and disidentification
intricately structures each of his letters to Wilde. In
each Bartlett transacts his own negotiation of historical
sameness and difference in a variety of idioms and tones.
In this demonstration of the many emotional registers
in which gay men might “speak to one another, in our
own language,” Bartlett evokes a gay male commonality
in which identification does not require the erasure
of difference and disidentification stops far short of
rejection.

’II
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Ha pasjKaTa u JeuieHTuduKaujara BOOIIITO He OuBa
oxbOueHa.

Hajnocite, u ngBere mucMa Ha Bajig 3aBpiryBaar co
,Jby00B“. 1 nBeTe, cexkoe Ha CBOj HauWH, Tpeba /a ce
cdaraT kako JbyOOBHU mucMa. Harure moTparu 1o rej
IIOTEKJIA MOKE Of Pa3JIUYHH IOTPeOH Jja MPOAOJIKAT
U Ja IejaT Ha Pas3JIdYHU IIeJHM, HO CHTE THE Ce
MOJIeTHAaKBO, YMHOBU Ha Jby0OB. OBaa JbyOOB KOjallITO
HeMa 1oTpeba, a ¥ He ja MCKJIydyBa aMOUBaJIEHTHOCTA,
ozrosapa Ha BapT/IeTOBHOT KBHP MO/IeJT Ha KOJIEKTHBEH
rej UIEHTUTET KOJIITO HE MOXKe, a ¥ HeMa rnoTtpeba /1a ja
HCKJIyIyBa pa3jInKara.

* **

KomruiekcHO aMOMBaJIEHTHHUOT CTaB KOH Bajiiz, napasexn
CO TapaJieJTHAaTa IMOCTAaBEHOCT Ha THE JIBE IHUCMA, Ce
MIPOIIMPYBA Ha [eJINOT oAHOC Ha BapTyiet koH Bajiig Hu3
OCTAaHATHUOT JIeJI O/ HeroBaTa KHUTra, KAaKO U HETOBUOT O/I-
HOC KOH I'ej UCTOpH]jaTa, rej OIMIITECTBOTO BO CETallTHOCTA,
U rej Mamkara cy0OjektuBHOCT. (JIuTepaTypHara
TEXHHKa Ha KOJIAXK € COBPIIEHO CPEJCTBO 32 KPEUPAHE
U u3pasyBalbe Ha aMmbOuBasieHTHOcT.) Ha mpumep,
BO efieH MOMeHT baptiier ro 3amuciyBa Bajim kako
COIICTBEHOTO asITep ero, co BajnmoBata wHHUIUjaIHja
BO METPOIIOJINCKATa KBUP KYJITypa MPeABUAYBAJKH U
TOYHO PEIUTHIUPAjKH ja colcTBeHaTa. ,Kako u jac, u
TOj He >KuBeeJ1 orcekorail Bo JIonzoH. Tamy ce mocenwn
BO 1879 roAMHA U TOTAIll ¥ TOj CAMHOT MOPAJI /Ia HAyUH
KaKo J1a JKUBee TaMy, MOPaJI /ia T'M Hay4u 3Harure. Taka,
Toa e ucrara npukaszHa“ (57). Ce YMHH JieKa UCKYCTBOTO
Ha Bajomy UM TOBOpHM AMPEKTHO HA Tej MaKUTE Ha
BaprieroBaTa reHeparuja: Herosure jaena ,0ea
HAIUIIIAHU 32 HAC ¥ caMO 3a HaC, U CaMO HUe HaBUCTHUHA
MOKEMe Jla Th pa3zbepeme. 3apeM He OU PEKOJI IeKa HHe

- cu mpumarame eieH Ha apyr?“ (36).

After all, both letters to Wilde close with “Love.” Both are
to be understood in their own ways as love letters. Our
quests for gay origins may proceed from various needs
and aim at various goals, but they are all, equally, acts
of love. This love which need not and does not exclude
ambivalence corresponds to Bartlett’s queer model of a
collective gay identity that cannot and need not exclude
difference.

* * ¥

The complexly ambivalent attitude to Wilde expressed
by the juxtaposition of those two letters extends to
Bartlett’s entire relation to Wilde throughout the rest
of his book as well as to his relation to gay history, to
gay society in the present, and to gay male subjectivity.
(The literary technique of collage is the perfect vehicle
for creating and expressing ambivalence.) At one point,
for example, Bartlett imagines Wilde as his alter ego,
with Wilde’s initiation into metropolitan queer culture
anticipating and exactly replicating his own. “Like me,
he didn’t always live in London. He moved there in 1879,
and then he too had to learn how to live here, he had
to learn the signs. So it’s the same story” (57). Wilde’s
experience, it appears, speaks directly to gay men of
Bartlett’s generation: his works “were written for us and
for us alone, and only we can truly understand them. We
belong together, don’t you think?” (36).

9
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Bo npyru momenTu, baptier Bo BajiiyioBoTo BiieryBame
BO CEKCYyaJIHOTO IO/I3€Mje Ha BUKTOpPHjaHCKHU JIOH/IOH
ro WU3JIBOjyBa ,HAIPOCTO IIPErojIeMHOT IIMHHU3AM CO
KOj €KOHOMCKU IPHBHUJIETHDAaH Ma)k MOXKe Jja BOJU
XOMOCEKCYJIaeH KUBOT BO JIOHZIOH 6€e3 /1a I1aTh oBeke
o1 mapu 3a HUCTOoTO... [T]oj He Oelle xepojcka >KpTBa,
TYKy Ma’K KOj JIa’K€JKU U CMeejKH ce, Ce M3BJIEKYBa Of
MPU3HABAKETO HA PEASTHOCTHTE Ha OBOj rpaxa’ (33).
Taka, Toa BOOIIIIITO He € UCTaTa IpUKa3Ha - Wiy, 6apewm,
He e NMpUKa3HaTa Koja bapTier caka jja MuCau JieKa ja
IIOBTOPYBA, MAaKO IIOHEKOTall cMeTa JieKa € IIPEMHOrY
6113y 710 HETOBOTO COIICTBEHO HCKYCYyBame 3a J]a MOKe
Jla OuJie yTemnrHo.

Cnopen baptiier, Bo cekoj ciIy4aj, KakBO OMJIO U cexoe
uneHTuduKyBame co Bajng uspasyBa ,HeoOWMYHA Te€j
cyetHoct“. Toa e daHTazmja HCIIOJIHETA CO KeJOw,
WiIy3dWja Ha KojamrTo baptier caka Ja M yIOBOJIyBa,
MaKo 3Hae ITO e J00po, ,HCTO KAKO IIITO 0JIaM BO TPaf
Jla ijaM 3a Jia T 3abopaBaM MOUTE PA3IMYHOCTH CO
JIPYTHUTE MaK1 BO 6ApOT ¥ 32 J]a y>KUBAM BO €JHOCTABHUOT
(dakT Ha HaAIIETO CIIO/IEJIEHO HCKYCTBO, /1A YKHUBAM BO
33/I0BOJICTBOTO OJ] CIIOjYBAa€TO HA HAIIUTE OYH BO
OIJIEAJIOTO, TOJIEMOTO 33/I0BOJICTBO JIE?KH BO TOA KaKO
M3TJIe/laMe Kora CTOMME efleH 710 ZIpyT (35).

U nokpaj Toa, baptyieT coBpieHO e cBeceH aeka Bajzg
HE MOJXKE /Jia TW IPETCTaByBa CUTE I'ej MaKU IIOBEKe
OTKOJIKY IIITO TOA MO2KE JIa TO IpaBU U caMuoT bapTiier.
»,KaKo MOkaM Jla KaHOHH3HPAM CcaMO €JleH Max, Jia TO
aHaTeMucaM, jJa 3abenexxaM caMo exHa Oumorpadwuja
Kako ‘TunuyHa’? HuTy eneH Mak He MOXKe Jla M€ BOJIH
HU3 rpajioT... IloBeke Ou cakasi ja pa3roBapaM co HeKoja
oOWYHAa KpaThIia KOjalllTo ja I03HaBaM, IoBeke OU cakasl
Jla ce TOBp3aM CO MPHKa3HaTa Ha HEKOj MaK KOjIITO
CyM T'O CpeTHaJI, /Ia TO OIHUIIIaM JIUKOT Ha HEKOj TaHuep/
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At other moments, Bartlett discerns in Wilde’s entry
into the sexual underworld of Victorian London “merely
the overweight cynical ease with which an economically
privileged man can and does lead a homosexual life in
London without having to pay more than money for it...
[H]e was no heroic victim, but a man lying and laughing
his way out of acknowledging the realities of this city”
(33). So it’s not the same story at all—or, at least, it’s
not the story that Bartlett likes to think of himself as
repeating, even if he sometimes finds it to be rather too
close to his own experience for comfort.

<

Any and all identification with Wilde expresses “a
peculiarly gay vanity” in any case, according to Bartlett.
It is a wishful fantasy, an illusion that Bartlett likes to
entertain despite knowing better, “just as I go out to
drink in order to forget my differences with the other
men in the bar and to enjoy the simple fact of our shared
experience, to enjoy the pleasure of crossing eyes in a
mirror, the great pleasure to be found in the way we look
standing side by side” (35).

Even so, Bartlett is perfectly well aware that Wilde can
hardly represent all gay men, any more than Bartlett
himself can. “Why should I canonize only one man,
anathemize him, record only one biography as ‘typical’?
No one man can guide me around this city... I'd rather
talk about some ordinary queen I know, I'd rather relate
the story of some man I've met, describe the face of some
dancer or beauty. A book which gives a picture of that
part of my history which is called ‘Oscar Wilde’ would
have to include all these stories and others besides” (30).

:
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David M. Halperin Small Town Boy: Neil Bartlett Learns How to be Gay

TaH4YepKa Win yoaser]/yoaBunia. Kaura koja maBa ciuka
0/l TOj IeJ1 O] MOjaTa UCTOPHja KojalTo ce BUKa ‘Ockap
Bajsir’ 6u MopaJsia ja Ty BKJIydyBa CUTE OBHE IPUKA3HU,
U pyru nokpaj HuB® (30). U Taka, baptier ce obuznen
Jla TH BKJIyYH. A cemnak, I0CTojaHo ce HaBpakas Ha Ockap
Bajiz.

* % %

CraBot Ha baptier koH rej ucropujata e KOHGJIUKTEH
Ha canueH HauuH. Of e/lHA CTpaHa, TOj caka Heropara
rej WCTOpWja Jla € BKJIyYHTEIHA. ,MeHe cure Me
dacumampaar. [IpeTnoctaByBam leka MUHATHUTE YKUBOTH
T'H TPETUPAM CO OBaa Yy/leCHA U HEJUCKPUMHHUPAYKA
MIOYUT 3aToa IIITO caKaM Jia ja 3HaM cedHja MpHUKa3Ha“
(99). On npyra cTpaHa, ceKkoe HOBO OTKPUTHE MY YKaKyBa
Ha BapTiier KoJIKy MaJIKy TOj 3Hae, KOJIKy MHOTY O/ T€]
MHUHATOTO € HEMOBPATHO H3ryOEHO, KOJIKY OTCEKOTaIll
Omna HEBWJIMBA HAIIaTa HCTOpHja. I'OoBOpejku co
€leH Off M3BECTyBauWTe, TOj Hamumai, ,Kora Haoram
TPary Of] HETOBUOT JKUBOT, U Of] IPYTH KUBOTHU, HE CYM
CUTYpEH KaKo Jila pearupam, Jaju Ja IPOCJIaByBaM,
WIN J]a Ce CBPTaM HA CTpaHAa U Jja MOTJIeAHAM HAaJIBOD
0/l IIPO30PEIIOT, UCTO KAKO HETO, JIYT, JIyT IITO CUTE THE
npuKa3Hu ouse 3abopaBeHn” (129).

BapriieroBata aMOUBaJIEHTHOCT € O0COOEHO HaryiaceHa
CEKojIaT Kora OTKPHWBAa Tpard Ha Trej IOCTOEHE BO
obunMjaTHUTE JIOKYMEHTH COCTAaBEHH OJ CTpaHa
Ha BJIACTUTE 3a Jla TH KOPHUCTAT MpOTUB Hac. Toj e
BO30y/ieH Kora Ke Hajle /I0Ka3 3a rej MHHATO, HO TOj
ro IpeaymnpeayBa CBOjOT UMTATEJ/YUTATETIKA Jla HE Ce
,B030yayBa. OBHe 3amycu He ce HaMeHeTH 3a Tebe. Tue
ce doxa3. HuBHaTa 1en1 He e Jja He WHGOPMHUpAAT 3a
HEIITO, THE Ce TaMy 3a Jia IOMOTHAT BO JI0ArameTo JI0
npecyzia. He OGwte muinryBaHu 3a 1a MOXKeMe HEE Jia ce
uneHTuduKyBame cedbecw, /1a ce 3aMucIuMe cebecu, 71a ce

And so Bartlett tried to include them. Yet he kept coming
back to Oscar Wilde.

* K ¥

Bartlett’s attitude to gay history is similarly conflicted.
On the one hand, he wants his gay history to be inclusive.
“I am fascinated by everyone. I suppose I treat past lives
with this curious and indiscriminate respect because I
want to know everyone’s story” (99). On the other hand,
each new discovery indicates to Bartlett how little he
knows, how much of the gay past has been irretrievably
lost, how invisible our history has always been. Speaking
of one informant, he writes, “When I find traces of his
life, and of other lives, I'm not sure how to react, whether
to celebrate, or turn away and look out of the window
like he did, angry, angry that all these stories have been
forgotten” (129).

Bartlett’sambivalenceis especially pronounced whenever
he uncovers traces of gay existence in official documents
that were drawn up by the authorities in order to be
used against us. He is thrilled to find proof of the gay
past, but he warns his reader not to “get excited. These
records aren’t meant for you. They are evidence. They
aren’t meant to inform us of anything; they are there
to help form a verdict. They weren’t written so that we
could identify ourselves, imagine ourselves, remember
ourselves, understand the contradictions or pleasures of
Wilde’s life” (158).

9
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cekaBaMe Ha cebe CH, Jia T pa3bepeMe KOHTPATUKITUUTE
WJIM 33/I0BOJICTBATA Ha KUBOTOT Ha Bajia®“ (158).

MHory on ucropuckuTe AOKyMeHTH Kou baptier ru
IUTUPA, CE COCTABEHH CO I1eJI Ia Ce YTBPAY BUCTUHATA HA
HaIlaTa Ipupoia, CoryiacHo XoMo(GOOUCKUTE CTaHAAP/TH
Ha Bpemero. Bo Taa cmwucia, The Omile HaMEHETH J1a
HE 3aMoJIyYaT ¥ Jia 'M HOTHUCHAT MOeJUHEYHOCTUTE Ha
HAIIIUTE ’)KUBOTH, IOEJUHEYHOCTHUTE KOU Cera HABUCTHHA
HU 3Hauyar. ,lloeguHeyHOCTHUTE Ce TOa IITO 0 cakaMm",
Taxku baptier. ,lloefnHedyHOCTH ce eqUHCTBEHUTE
uHTEpecHH HemmTa® (159).

VYinre moBeke, ,OBHE ‘7IOKa3W IIOKPEHyBaaT BasKHU
Ipamiama 3a HAIIMOT COIICTBEH OJ[HOC KOH HallaTa
coricTBeHa mcropuja. Jlanu ja riemame co 3ady/ieHOCT
Ouiejku e 3aIuc Ha Tara, Ha HEMOK, 3aIKC Ha YHUIIITEHH
>kuBOTH? Vi mak, OMBajKu HaNWIIAHU O/ HOBUHAPH,
MOJINIAJIIA U CYACKU YHMHOBHUIH, JAJTU € MOXHO U
OBHE TEKCTOBH /Ia C€ YHTAAT CO BOOJYIIEBEHOCT, KAKO
CKAIIOI[€HU TParyu Ha ONIACHU, IPHUjaTHU, KOMILTUIIUPAHU
rej :xkuBOoTU?“ (129). BapTtyieT He mpeTHmoOCTaByBa JIeKa
Hekoram Ou OWJI0O MOJKHO Jla ce paspelrd Halara
aMOMBAJIEHTHOCT | J1a ce Jazie 1e(UHUTHBEH OJIFOBOD
Ha Toa npaimasse. [IITo e 1 TpuYMHAaTa 30IITO IO OCTABUI
OTBOPEHO.

* % %

ITocakyBaB baptieroBaTa amMOMBaJIEHTHOCT Ja My ja
npeHecaMm Ha Bajyin v Ha rej MUHATOTO BO IEJIMHA, /1A ja
WIYCTPUPAM IeJINKATHATA HEU3BECHOCT CO KOja HETOBHOT
craB Jiebu moMery 3adyZIeHOCTAa M BOOZYIIEBEHOCTA,
3aTOA IITO HEPEIIUTEIHOCTA BO HETOBHOT CTaB € KJIYY
3a pas3buparme KakO TOj ja KOPHUCTH T€j HCTOpHjaTa
3a 7la My IpPHUCTAany Ha TPoOJIEMOT HA Trej MalllKarta
Cy0jEKTUBHOCT.
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Many of the historical documents Bartlett quotes were
composed in order to establish the truth of our nature,
according to the homophobic standards of the time.
In that sense, they were intended to silence us and to
suppress the details of our lives, the kind of details that
really matter to us now. “What I want are the details,”
Bartlett laments. “Details are the only things of interest”

(159).

Moreover, “this ‘evidence’ raises important questions
about our own attitude to our own history. Do we
view it with dismay, since it is a record of sorrow,
of powerlessness, a record of lives wrecked? Or is it
possible to read even these texts, written as they were by
journalists, policemen and court clerks, with delight, as
precious traces of dangerous, pleasurable, complicated
gay lives?” (129). Bartlett does not presume it will ever be
possible to resolve our ambivalence and give a definitive
answer to that question. Which is why he left it open.

* Kk X

I have wanted to convey Bartlett’s ambivalence to Wilde
and the gay past in general, to illustrate the delicate
suspension withwhichhisattitudehoversbetween dismay
and delight, because that indeterminacy in his outlook
is the key to understanding how he uses gay history to
approach the problem of gay male subjectivity.

:
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Axo bBaprTier mMoken — IOKpaj HeroBaTta YIOPHOCT
3a TOa KOJIKYy OWJI HETHIUYeH, KOJKy Bajnm Own
HEIMPETCTaBUTEJIEH, KOJIKY T'ej MajKuTe Ce Pa3IudyHH
momery cebe - J1a Hajle HEKOJIKY TOYKU Ha CIIOjyBarbe
Mery HETOBHOT U JKUBOTOT Ha Bajiiz, momery HeroBuoT
’KHBOT Y JKUBOTHUTE Ha JIDYTH T'ej MaXKH OJ MUHATOTO U
O/I CETaITHOCTA, TOAa € TOKMY 3aTO0a IIITO TOj CE 3a/1aJI CaMO
Jla TO ,JIOKJIONH [CBOjOT] KMBOT CO IIEMUTE HA JAPYTUTE
MayK{ OKoJIy [Hero]“, ;a y>kuBa Bo Toa ,,Kako u3rjeaMe
KOra CTOUMe efieH 10 ApyT*. Toj HarmpaBWJI MPeTIoCTaBKa
JleKa CUTe HUEe CMe HCTO, /leKa UMa HEKOja BpPOleHA WJTH
opraHcka Bpcka momery Hac. Toj He ce obujen aa ro
paspelu mpamamkeTo AajIu ,HABUCTUHA CU IIpUIIaraMe
eJIeH Ha JIpyT, IpunaramMe 3aeaHo". Kora ro moxsomyBast
CBOjOT JKUBOT CO IIIEMHUTE HA JPYTHUTE MaKU KOU TOj TH
pacrio3HaBajl BO HICTOPHCKHOT 3allkC, TOj TH 3abeJiekan
CJIMYHOCTUTE KOU Ce CAYy4Yye8a.no Jia ce IojaBar, W Jaa
(dopMupaar KOHCHUCTEHTHH, KOXepEeHTHHU CJIUKHU. Ho, Toj
He ce 00u/1eJ /1a TH KOHCOJIUINPa KOHQUTYPAIUUTE KOU
mpousJjieryBajie Bo cymruHu. He ce morpeOHU mieMuTe
Ko TOj 'u oTKpWI. Ho, He cu HUTY yncTo ciydajuu. Tue
Ce yCJIOBEHHU — YCJIOBEHH CO OZIPE/IEHU COIHj THU (DOPMH,
OJIpe/IeHH TPAaBWJIHOCTA, OCHOBAaHU BO HCTOBPEMEHO
HCTpajHa U MIPOMEHJINBA KyJITYypPHA JIOTHKA.

OBg/ie ja riejaMe IJ1aBHATA yJIora Koja ja UMa ucTopujara
BO HamopuTe Ha bapTier ;a 70/10BU ,,KAKBO UyBCTBO
e Toa“, Ja T JJ0Hece BO IPEIU3eH, HO YCIOBeH (GOKyC
3a001aueHUTE KOHCTEJIAlMM HA Tej WUJIEHTUTETOT, Tej
KyJITypaTa U rej cy0jekTuBHOCTa. bapajku Bo ucropujara
neduHUNMja 3a rej MANIKOTO IOCTOeme, baptier ce
MOTIIMPAJT HE CAMO HA TEOPUCKUTE IIPETIIOCTABKH, TYKY U
Ha OIIIITEeCTBEHUTE Iporecu. Ha 0BOj HAYMH TOj MOXKeJ
Jla uAeHTU(UKYBa OZ[pe/IeHH coBHarama M CJIIMYHOCTH,
HO cemak 0e3 /1a Tpeba 1a ru oBepu. U Toram Moxxesn
Jla TIpaBH OJpE/IeHH TeHepayu3aluy Bp3 OCHOBA HA
IIPABWJIHOCTHUTE KOW TU coryiesia, 0e3 Jja TH IpeTBopa

If Bartlett was able—despite his insistence on how
untypical he was, how unrepresentative Wilde had been,
how different gay men are from each other—to find some
points of convergence between his own life and Wilde’s,
between his life and the lives of other gay men past and
present, that is precisely because all he set out to do
was to “match [his] life with the patterns of other men
around [him],” to enjoy “the way we look standing side
by side.” He did not presume that we are all the same,
that there is some intrinsic or organic connection among
us. He did not try to resolve the question of whether “we
really belong to each other, belong together.” He noted
the similarities that happened to appear, and to form
consistent, coherent pictures, when he matched his life
with the patterns of other men that he discerned in the
historical record. But he did not attempt to consolidate
the resulting configurations into essences. The patterns
he discovered are not necessary. But neither are they
purely accidental. They are contingent—contingent on
certain social forms, certain regularities, grounded in
both an enduring and a shifting cultural logic.

Here we see the crucial role that history plays in Bar-
tlett’s effort to capture “what it feels like,” to bring into
precise but provisory focus the cloudy constellations of
gay identity, gay culture, and gay subjectivity. By looking
to history for a definition of gay male existence, Bartlett
was relying not on theoretical propositions but on social
processes. He was able in this way to identify certain cor-
respondences and similitudes, yet without having to en-
dorse them. And then, on the basis of the regularities he
observed, he could make certain generalizations, without
turning them into laws, requirements, obligatory stand-
ards that all gay men have to meet in order to be gay.
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BO 3aKOHU, YCJIOBH, 33/I0/DKUTETHY CTAaHAAP/IU KOU CUTE
rej MaXky Mopa /ia TY HCIIOJIHYBAaar 3a Jja Ouzjar rej.

Hajnocsie, ncupTyBameTo Ha IIEMUTE HE € ONUIIYBAHE
Ha CUHTYJIADHUOT, YHUTAPHUOT UJEHTUTET WU CyDjeK-
THUBUTET, a YIIITe IOMAIKY HHCHUCTHDAIHE JIeKa CUTE Tej
Ma’k¥ MOpa /Jia To UCKa)KyBaart. ,,CJIeTHUOT IIaT Kora He-
KOj Ma’k Ke Me ITpalia KakBo € IYyBCTBOTO, Ke TU CII0jaM
cuTe OBHE (pparMeHTH U Ke My I'l [103ajMaM 3a eZJHa HOK
¥ TOTAlll Ke To IpaliaMm Jajau, YUTAjKU T'H, Ce TyBCTBYBAI
HCTO Kako U jac” (100). Toa e moHyaTa Koja 3aBpIiieHaTa
KHUTA Ha BapTser ce ymire UM ja HyiM Ha YUTATEJIUTe.
KuuraTa He e 06U/t /1a ce IPOIJIacH U Jja ce IPUMEeHyBa
caMo effHa JleUHULIMja 32 T'ej UJIEHTUTETOT, T'ej cyDjek-
TUBUTETOT WU Tej KyATypara. Taa He e HAMeTHYBambe,
TYKy IokaHa. Toa mTo My oBo3MoOKyBa Ha baprier na
reHepaJIn3upa 3a Tej UCKYCTBOTO Oe3 Jja To MPETBOPU BO
3aKOH e Her3BecHaTa IIPUpPOJia Ha caMara rej UCTOpHja
KOjaIlTo My ja AaBa ciaobomaTta u Aa Ouje aMmOUBasIeH-
TEH BO OZJHOC Ha I'ej MUHATOTO U JIa TO caka 6e3 orjies Ha
TEIIKOTHUTE U YKACUTE.

I11

»3a Hac“, muiryBa baptier, ,MUHATOTO He KPUE TEPOPHU
JTOKOJIy HU€ He ce IUIAllIuMe JIa IPUCTAIINMe, /1a OuieMe
BUJIEHU BO JPYIITBOTO HA HAIIUTE ‘TIPOKOJHATH ,
HAIIIUTE OCYZeHU MPETXOAHUIM. 3aToa IITO HUE MOXKe
Jla mpebupame U ojbupamMe oj, boraTcTBaTa Ha HalraTa
HcTopHja M Ha TpajioT. Bo koja/koum Tpaauiuja/Tpasu-
MU ce cTaBall cebe CM — a CO Toa MHCJIaM Ha Toa Koj
CTHJI HajMHOTY TH oziroBapa?“ (208). ITopagu Toa 1ITo
MOXKeMe Jla mpubupaMe U ofOUpaMe OJi MHUHATOTO,
MOJKEME U /Ia ce IOBUKYyBaMe Ha UCTOpHjaTa 3a YTBP/IY-
Bambe Ha KOOPJIMHATHUTE Ha T'ej UJIEHTUTETOT U KYJITYpa,
KOOP/IMHATH KOU HE Ce OTPAHUYIYBAUYKH 3aT0A IITO HE Ce
dbukcHu. Tue ocTaHyBaaT MOOMJTHY CE€ I0ZIEKA M TTIOHATAMY
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To draw out patterns, after all, is not to describe a
singular, unitary identity or subjectivity, much less to
insist that all gay men manifest it. “The next time some
man asks me what it feels like, I'll bind all these fragments
together and lend them to him for a night, and then ask
him if he felt the same way reading them as I did” (100).
That is the offer Bartlett’s completed book still holds out
to its readers. The book is not an effort to promulgate
and enforce a single definition of gay identity, gay
subjectivity, or gay culture. It is not an imposition but an
invitation. What enables Bartlett to generalize about gay
experience without legislating it is the contingent nature
of gay history itself, which also allows him the freedom
both to be ambivalent about the gay past and to love it
despite its heartbreak and its horrors.

III

“For us,” Bartlett writes, “the past holds no terrors, if we
are not afraid of joining, of being seen in the company of
our ‘doomed’, our condemned ancestors. For we may pick
and choose from the riches of our history and of the city.
Which tradition(s) do you place yourself in — by which I
mean which style suits you best?” (208). It is because we
may pick and choose from the past that we can draw upon
history to establish the coordinates of a gay identity and
culture, coordinates that are not constraining because
they are not fixed. They remain mobile, insofar as we can
always reassemble and rearrange them when we want to
redefine who we are.

’II
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MOXKEME IIOBTOPHO Jia T CKJIOIIKMME U pacCIiopeanMe Kora
ke mocakaMme /ia peierHUpPaMe KOU CME.

Baka, Moxke /1a ce CBPTMME KOH HCTOpHjaTa 3a /a IO
omuIieMe rej UAEHTUTETOT WIN Tej KyJaTypara 0e3 na
ja bamcamupame. Ce mro Tpeba fa cropuMe e 1a ce
norsiegHeMe cebe cu of0In3y U TOrall Ke BUJIUMeE JieKa
HUE BCYIIHOCT IIOCTOjaHO CMe BO APYIITBOTO HA HAIIIUTE
rej mpeaIy, nako MoxxeOu Toa He ro cpakame. ,I'nenajku
IO Ma)XOT BO UEBJIUTE CO BUCOKH IOTIETHIY, [IPHUOT
dycran koj mara o eIHOTO paMo (JOI[HA HaBedep e),
ce cekaBaM JleKa TOj M HETrOBUTE CECTPU 3apaboTyBasie
KaKoO JJ]aMU Ha HOKTa yiure of 1870 roauHa, kora ®eHun
(Fanny) u Cremna (Stella) [@pempuxk Buimjam Ilapk
(Frederick William Park) m Epuect Bosron (Ernest
Boulton), Bukropujancku drag xkpanuiy Ouiie yarceHu
Ha 28 ampwi, 1870 rogmHa] ro moceryBasie CTpeHs.
HerosuoT dycras e npenasieH noHaTaMy, IIOJIOBHO, /I
O] IpUKa3Ha, 7es1 of Tpaaunuja“ (223; cf. 129-44). Toa
mTo Tpeba /1a ro OTKpUeMe 3a TAaKBUTE TPAAULINH, a KOe
€ OJITyIyBauKO 32 Hac, € IeKa U OKPaj Toa IITO HAIINTE
NPAaKTHKH TH HMUTHPAAT THE Ha HAIIWUTE IPEeIHy,
3HAUYEHETO Ha HAIIIUTE IPAKTUKHU HE € OTKPHUEHO O] HUB
e/THAIIl 32 CeKOTalll.

Tpagunujata Ha MpH QycTaH KOj mara Ha €JHOTO PaMO
€ CTWJI KOJIITO Ha HEKOW MaKH UM Ipujera moBeke
OTKOJIKYy Ha japyru. He usrieza cekoj 106po BO IIPHO,
He Cekoj Hocu drag, HUTY eAHA TPaAWIUja HE TH
omndaka cute rej Mmaxku. 1 He e cekoja TpaAUIHja TOJIKY
n3rpaayBauka. Ho IOKOJIKy co BpeMeTo 3HauemaTa Ha
HAIINTE COI[UjaTHU NMPAKTUKU IOCTOjaHO Ce MeHyBaar,
He Tpeba Jia ce IUIAIIMME OJf IPU3HABAKE HA HAIIUOT
HUCTOPUCKH KOHTHHYUTET OUJEjKM CAMOTO IOCTOEHE
Ha TpajuIjaTa He 3HAYM U JleKa Taa To OfpeayBa
CBOETO CeTalrHO 3Hayeme UJIU JieKa He ocyzyBa Ja ro
IIOBTOPHMeE MUHATOTO, /Ia TO IIOBTOPUME CO CUTE HETOBU

In this way, we can turn to history in order to describe gay
identity or gay culture without embalming it. All we have
to do is look at ourselves closely, and we will then see
that we are in fact constantly keeping company with our
gay ancestors, although we may not realize it. “Watching
that man in the high-heeled shoes, the black dress falling
off one shoulder (it is late in the evening), I remember
that he and his sisters have been making their own way
as ladies of the night since 1870, when Fanny and Stella
[Frederick William Park and Ernest Boulton, Victorian
drag queens arrested on April 28, 1870] were doing the
Strand. His frock is handed down, second-hand, part
of a story, part of a tradition” (223; cf. 129-44). What is
crucial for us to recognize about such traditions is that
whereas our practices may mimic those of our ancestors,
the meaning of our practices has not been determined
once and for all by them.

That tradition of the black dress falling off one shoulder
is a style that suits some men better than others. Not
everyone looks good in black, not everyone does drag,
no single tradition embraces all gay men. And not every
tradition is especially edifying. But if the meanings of
our social practices are constantly changing with the
times, we need not be afraid of acknowledging their
historical continuity, since the mere existence of a
tradition does not in itself determine its current meaning
or condemn us to recapitulate the past, to repeat it in
all of its ramifications. On the contrary, if we examine
our actual practices, we will see that we keep adapting
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pasrpaHyBama. HampoTwuB, JIOKOJIKy TH WCIHATaMe
HAIIIUTE CTBAPHU MPAKTUKH, K€ BUAUME JIeKa TIOCTOjaHO
ce IpuJIaroZlyBaMe Ha HAIIUTe TPAJUIIUM 3a /1a ycIeeMe
CO HUB Jla IIOCTUTHEME pasjudeH BHUJ[ COIMjaJIHA W
KyJITypHa paboTa o] Taa IIITO ja BpIlleJie BO MUHATOTO.

U T0j, MaKOT KOJIIITO HA CBOETO IIOMJIAZI0 MOMYe (MaJIKy 3a-
cpaMeH, HO CpEKHO HAaIlMeH ) My KYITyBa VIIITE €Z[Ha ITH1jauKa -
ce MoTceTyBaM Ha OM3apHOTO U3BPTYBakhe Ha MUTOJIOTUUTE
neka Bajna ro ompaBayBasl cBOeTO 00OOXKaBarbe Ha MJIAIU
MaKH CO Melllalkbe Ha IACTHII Ha TeiepacTHjaTa Ha Kia-
CUKaTa CO MHUCHUOHEpPCKA IPea/IeHOCT Ha ,KPUMHUHAJIHUTE
KJIacH“, YyBCTBOTO JIeKa THe, He MOMYHEbATA KOUIIITO T'H OC-
TaBUJI CIIUEJKU BO [HETOBHOT /oM Bo] Uesicu, Grjie HETOBUTE
BHCTHHCKU MOMYHIbA - Tpeba JIu /1a To 3abopaBam CeTo Toa,
Tpeba I 1 cCaMHUOT Jia ce YyBCTBYBaM HenpujaTHO? Tpeba jiu
Jla moryieZiHaM Ha cTpana? Tpeba jiu ceTo Toa f1a ro oTdpiiam
€ITHOCTaBHO 3aT0a IIITO Cera, KaKo M TOTalll, eZIeH MasK YeCTH
npyr Mmaxk? Hema sin obup fia ce Kperupa HOB B, HA OJTHOC,
adepa Ha cpIIeTO HEKAKO COO/IBETHA HA cpenbaTa Ha ABajia
MHOTY pasyiuunu Maxu? Toa e HalIaTa BUCTHHCKA UCTOPH-
ja, McTopuja KojaTo c€ yiuTe ja nuuryBame (223).

He e Hy»xHO /1a ce moctaBuMe cebe CH BO UCTOPHUCKUTE
TPaJUIUH, IIITO ¥ TO IIPaBHMe I1eJI0 BpeMe 6e3 [ja 3HaeMe
(corsmacHo Baptier), 3a Aa v GUKCHpaMe 3aCeKOoTalll
3HaYemaTa Ha HAIHUTE JIEjCTBUja WM BO IEJIOCT J1a TH
pernpoayiupamMe couujaauuTe GOpPMH Of MHHATOTO.
3aToa, Toa He € HEKOMIATUOMTHO CO IIPOI0JIKYBaIbe a
ce U3MUCIyBame cebecH.

* **

Ce 3aBucH 0] TOa KaKoO IJieJiaTe Ha WcTopujaTta. Jlamu e
TOAa 3aITMC Ha JUHAMUYHA ITPOMEHa, UJTH JIaJTH HU KasKyBa
kou cMme? Jlamu ucTropujaTa CIYKHM 3a J1a HE HMOTBPIU
BO HAIIIMOT CeTallleH WUJIEHTUTET HpeKy pedJieKTHPambe
KOH Hac Ha HalllaTa CeralrHa IIpeTcTaBa 3a cebecu, UIH
JlaJld HU JI03BOJIyBa Jila TM 3aMucanuMe (GOpMHTE Ha
IIOCTOEE 32 KOU He ce HU COHYBAaJIO BO Hallle BpeMe?
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our traditions so as to make them do a different kind of
social and cultural work from the work they did in the
past.

And that man buying his younger boyfriend (slightly embar-
rassed, but happily drunk) another drink — I remember the
bizarre twisting of mythologies that Wilde used to justify his
adoration of young men, the mixing of a pastiche of Classical
paederasty with a missionary zeal for “the criminal classes”,
the sense that they, not the boys he left sleeping in [his home
in] Chelsea, were his true sons—should I forget all that,
should I be embarrassed myself? Should I look the other
way? Should I dismiss all that simply because now, as then,
one man is paying for another? Isn’t there an attempt to cre-
ate a new kind of relationship, an affair of the heart some-
how appropriate to the meeting of two very different men?
That’s our real history, the one we're still writing (223).

To place ourselves in historical traditions, which we do
all the time without knowing it (according to Bartlett), is
not necessarily to fix forever the meaning of our actions
or to replay in their entirety the social forms of the past.
It is therefore not incompatible with continuing to invent
ourselves.

* X ¥

It all depends on how you look at history. Is it a record of
dynamicchange, or doesittelluswhoweare? Does history
serve to confirm us in our present identity by reflecting
back to us our current image of ourselves, or does it allow
us to imagine forms of existence undreamt of in our own
day? “There is a very specific gay sense of history,” writes
Bartlett disapprovingly, “in which nothing really happens

:
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,/IMa MHOTY KOHKpETHa rej cMHCJIa BO HCTOpHjaTa“,
Heo/100pyBauky nuiryBa baptier, ,,Bo Koja HUIITO He ce
CJIydyBa Jl0/leKa He ce u/ieHTudUKyBare cebect KaKo rej
Mak“ (221). Pa30upsIiiB € TAKBUOT CTaB KOH UCTOPHjaTa,
HO He IoMara MHOTY 6u/iejku T0j epHUKacHO ja 30puliryBa
camaTa MCTOpHja, IpaBejKu ro MUHATOTO HUIITO OCBEH
cKkpaTeHa (popManyja Ha HAIIUOT CeralleH HIEHTUTET,
IIPOEKI[ja BO MUHATOTO Ha TOA INTO CMe Cera, Koe
Toram uMma edekT Ja He QUKcHpa BO HAIIUTE TEKOBHU
neduHUnMM Ha camure cebe U edeKT HA OApeNyBambe
€/THAIII 32 CeKOTalll KOU CMe.

BapTsieT TOj cTaB ro MCKaXKyBa OJi CTOMAKOT KaKO IITO
cIlenu:

Bunejku ru uMaMm CBOUTE 3a/I0BOJICTBA Cera, Toa Mopa Ja
€ JIOBOJIHO, jac MOpa Jia CyM HCIPIIEH Off HUB U Jla CIIHjaM
3a7I0BOJIHO HaBeuep. 1 moBeke o Toa, KAaKO MOXKeMe Jia
ce cmenuMe? Kako Mo)keMe BOOIIITO Ja Ce CMEHHMe
cera Kora KOHEYHO CMe CTaHaje Xxomocekcyaauu. Hue
c€ cMe MHBeCTHpaje He BO IIpaBeibe HEelITO, TYKy BO
OuayBarbe HEMITOo... PaboTejKku TOJIKY I0JITO U HAIIOPHO J1a
rO MTOCTUTHEME OBOj W/IEHTUTET, HEMA MHOTY IPUYUHU 1A
rO UCIIUTYBaMe, Ja YelKaMe II0 HEero 3a MOXKHHU MecTa 3a
MIpUJIaro/lyBatbe U MeHyBame. McropujaTa ja mpemnpaBame
I10 CBOjOT JIMK HAMECTO /ia IIOTJIeIHEME BO HalllaTa UCTOPHja
KaKO M3BOP HAa COMHEXH U Haziexku (218).

Jlypu B Kora TI'l JIOIyIITa IPUBJIEYHOCTUTE HA BAKOB
BUJl ucropuja, baprier sobupa 3a mnogMHAMHYHA
CMHCJIa HAa T€j) MHUHATOTO, 32 BU3Mja Ha UCTOPHUja KaKo
MeCTO Ha pasJihKa, 3alliC Ha IPOMEHa, TJI0 3a HJHA
Tpancdopmanuja.'®

BiieryBamero BO MCTOpHjaTa Ha BaKOB HAUMH MOJKE Jla Ce
MTOYYBCTBYBa KaKO BJIETyBaibe BO 6ap 3a MPBIAT; IO 0J3eMa
3nuBOT. bes 31uB 61 Mokeste fja cobepeme 1esa deia HOBU
MTO3HAHUIIY, I1eJ1a OM6IN0TeKa Ha KOCTYMUPAHU ApaMu KOU
ce ZIBIIKAT Ofl, Zia peueMe, drag 3abaBa BO 1725 rofMHA /10

until such time as you identify yourself as a gay man”
(221). Such an attitude to history is understandable, but
not very helpful, because it effectively abolishes history
itself, making the past nothing but a back-formation of
our present identity, a projection into the past of who
we are now, which then has the effect of fixing us in our
current definition of ourselves and determining once and
for all who we are.

Bartlett ventriloquizes that attitude as follows:

Since I have my pleasures now, they must be enough, I must
be exhausted by them and sleep contentedly at night. And
more than that, how could we change? How could we ever
change, now that we have become, at last, homosexual. We
have invested everything not in doing something, but in
being something... Having worked so long and so hard to
achieve this identity, there is little reason to scrutinize it, to
poke around in it for possible sites of adjustment and altera-
tion. We remake history in our image, rather than looking to
our history as a source of doubts and hopes (218).

Even as he allows for the attractions of this kind of
history, Bartlett lobbies for a more dynamic sense of the
gay past, for a vision of history as a site of difference, a
record of change, a ground of future transformation.*

Entering history like this can feel like entering a bar for the
first time; it takes your breath away. Breathless, we could
assemble a whole cast of new acquaintances, a whole library
of costume dramas moving from, say, a drag party in 1725
to a uniformed wartime romance put into impressive chiar-
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yHudopMupaHa BoeHa pOMaHCa CTaBeHa BO MMIIPECHBHO
KHapockypo co orHoBute Ha bBaui (Blitz), Haorajku BO
CeKoe MECTO TIJIaMypO3€H JO0Ka3 3a T€j KUBOTUTE KOHU
[paBar Jja IoYyBCTByBaMe JieKa Apyru Ouje TyKa mpe Hac,
JleKa Ipyru Ouiie MOTHCHYBAaHU, APYTH Ouyie OpWIHjaHTHU
WK WHBEHTHBHHU Kako Hac. JIOKOJIKY HeKorai cuTe Ou ce
CpeTHaJIe, CeKaKo JieKa Toa 61 6mia mpekpacHa 3abaBa. Ho
OBaa UCTOPHja He € 3amuc Ha IIPOMEHa; ce3aljaTta KojariTo
ja coszaBa ce MEpH €O Taa Ha JIBIKEEhe O] eZieH Oap 0 ApyT,
on emHa HOK 7o apyra. Co usBuKyBameTo Ox! ilioj e ucil
KaKo Hac HUe TH TOHUINTYBaMe BPEMETO U JajIednHATa,
pasnukuTre. Ja ojbuBame 3amavata (M 3a70BOJICTBOTO)
071 UZeHTU(PUKYBAILETO BO IITO € KaKO Hac, a BO IITO ce
pasnukyBa. Ce BOOAyIlIeByBaMe Off HETOBOTO JIHIlE, HO
He cakaMe Jla pa3roBapaMe CO HEro, BO C/Iy4uaj /la He uMa
TIOTPEIIEH aKIEHT (217).

Cemak, 3a cpeka, TakoB BHJ Ha HCTOPHja - HAU3IJIE]
CEeBKJIyYHTeJIEH, HO BCYIITHOCT HABUCTUHA 3aCHOBAH Ha
VICKJIyYyBaYKU IPUHITUIIN, HA MHOTY CTPOTH KDUTEPUYMH
3a TOA KOj MO’Ke /1a IOMUHE HU3 MOJBIKHATA PaMIla 1
Jla BJIe3e BO KJIIyOOT — He e eIHCTBeHaTa ONI[Hja.

BapT1yieToBHOT CONICTBEH IpUMep IOKaKyBa JeKa €
MOJKHO J]a Cce ITHIIIyBa T'ej UCTOpHUja ,Ha HAII COICTBEH
jasuWk®, 1eJI0 BpeMe IOTEHIHUPAjKu TH U HEj3SUHUTE
HOJlyZlaparba U HEj3BUHUTE PA3JIUKH CO T'ej )KUBOTHUTE Of
JleHemmHUNaTa. bapTier oBa moceGHO ro MOKaXKyBa €O
CIIOpeJlyBalbe Ha rej ucropujata co rej 6ap. bes ma 6apa
O/l YUTATEJIOT /a MMa O/ipeieHa ITOCTMO/IEPHUCTUYKA
1033/InHa, bapTieT ycnesa Ha Trej MakKUTe OJf HEroBaTa
reHepanyja co IIOMOII Ha cropezda /1a UM ja IpeHece
HeroBara IJIaBHA ITOEHTA 32 UJEHTUTETOT U PA3JINKAaTa,
HeroBaTa KpDUTHKAa Ha €CEeHIMjaJu3MOT, HErOBHOT
IIPUTOBOP HAa HauWBHATa Bep3Uja Ha IOJIUTUKATa Ha
UJIEHTUTET U HErOBOTO OZ[0MBaIbe rej UCTOpUjaTa Ja ja
ryiefja Hu3 00jeKTHBOT Ha CTaOMIN3UPAH T'ej H/IeHTUTET.
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oscuro by the fires of the Blitz, finding in each place glamor-
ous evidence of gay lives to make us feel that others have
been here before us, that others have been oppressed, others
have been as brilliant or inventive as us. If we were all ever to
meet, surely it would be a wonderful party. But this history is
not a record of change; the sensation it creates matches that
of moving from one bar to another, one night to another. We
abolish time and distance, difference, in exclaiming, Oh! he’s
Jjust like us. We refuse the task (and pleasure) of identifying
where he is like us, where he differs. We admire his face, but
we don’t want to talk to him in case he has the wrong accent

(217).

Fortunately, though, that kind of history—ostensibly all-
inclusive but really predicated on exclusionary principles,
on very strict criteria for who should be allowed to pass
through the turnstile and enter the club—is not the only
option.

Bartlett’s own example demonstrates that it is possible
to write a gay history “in our own language,” all the
while highlighting both its correspondences with and
its differences from present-day gay lives. Bartlett
demonstrates this, in particular, by comparing gay
history to a gay bar. Without requiring any background
in post-modernism on the part of his reader, Bartlett
manages to convey to gay men of his generation, by
means of that comparison, his basic point about identity
and difference, his critique of essentialism, his objection
to a naive version of identity politics and his refusal to
view gay history through the lens of a stabilized gay
identity.

’II
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He mopa cera ucropuja ga uma dopma Ha IpPHKA3HA
Ha WU3JIeTyBame, ,KOjalllTO 3aBpIIyBa CO H3jaBara,
‘Jac cym rej’* (23) — mpukazHa BO KOja CTEKHYBAHbETO
IIPOIVICEH Tej WJIEHTUTET IPETCTaByBa KyJIMUHAIMja
Ha IPHUKa3HATa My CTaBa IeJI0CEH Kpaj Ha HAINPEeIHOTO
JIBIKere Ha Hapanujara.® I ,Bajing ce umHHM feka
cdarui leka UHAUBUAYATHOTO [TPU3HAHHE JIEKA YOBEK
e XoMoceKkcyasel, aeka Toj e BuHoBeH (Torami, mamm
ce THe Tej?), He ja 3aBpIIyBa HEroBaTa HUCTOPHja, TYKY
ja mounyBa“ (161). Bo m3MeHeTHTe COIMjaJIHH YCJIOBH
BO JomHUTEe 80-TH, cpene enujeMujata Ha XUB/
CUA u tpuymdpor Ha HoBoTO mpaBo, MoBeKke He €
MOJKHO J1a ce BepyBa JieKa Iej UCTOpHjaTa IIpecTaHaIa
co mocrcraHBosickata (Stonewall) renepamuja. ,Cera
HalllaTa HCTOpHMja CTaHyBa HA4YWH Ha pasbupame Hu
HCTPa)KyBale Ha IIPOMEHATa BO HAIaTa KyJIyTypa, He
HEj3WHO MTPOCTO YHTabe Kako ‘Kpaj™™ (221).

Oz oBaa mepcCrieKTHBa, MaXk KOJIITO Ha CBOjOT IOMJIAJ
JbyOOBHUK My KyIIyBa VIITE €/leH IHUjayIaK, He € HyKHO
IIPOCTA PEKAMUTYJIAIMja Ha aDXauYHU U HETIPOMEHIIUBHI
dopmMu Ha conmjamHa XHepapxHja, Ha CeKCyasTHa
IPUBIJIETHja HA FOpHATA KJjlaca M IOJIy-IPOCTUTYIHja
Ha pabOTHHYKaTa Kjaca. 3HAUemaTa He ce HCTU caMo
IIOPaJIX TOA IITO MOCTANKATA BKJIYIyBa MaK KOJIITO My
m1aka Ha Zipyr. PasiukuTe Bo Bo3pacra u 60raTcTBOTO
MO)KebU cera BpIIAT HOBH, JAWHAMHUYHH COI[UjaJTHHU
dbyHKIMYM, co3/1aBajku MOKHOCTU 32 HOBH BUJIOBH Ha
OJTHOCH [TOMeTy Ma)KHUTe KO ce ACUMETPUYHO CUTYUPAHHI
COIVIACHO KOHBEHI[MOHAJIHUTE KJIACHU XUePapXUH, HO Ce
JIOBE/TyBaaT 10 IPUOJIMKHA €JHAKBOCT CO PEITUIIPOYHHTE
pa3MeHH BO COBPEMEHUOT T'ej JKUBOT.

Hajnmocsie, mapure He cOAp:KaT caMO €IHO MUCJIEHE
BO CeKoja TpaHcaknuja. Bo 0BOj ciayuaj, Toa IMOIPBO
MOJXKe J]a € eJIEMEHT KOjIITO CJIY>KU 32 IIOHATaMOIIHO
M3paMHyBale Ha KJIacHUTe Oapuepu OTKOJIKY CaMoO

Not all history has to have the form of a coming-out
story, “which ends with the statement, ‘T am gay.”” (23)—
a story in which the acquisition of a fully fledged gay
identity constitutes the culmination of the plot and puts a
complete stop to the forward movement of the narrative.*
Even “Wilde seems to have realized that an individual
admission that a man is a homosexual, that he is guilty
(Are you gay then?), does not conclude his history, but
begins it” (161). In the changed social conditions of the
late 1980s, in the midst of the HIV/AIDS epidemic and
the triumph of the New Right, it was no longer possible
to believe that gay history came to a stop with the post-
Stonewall generation. “Our history now becomes a way of
understanding and exploring the change in our culture,
not simply of reading it as an ‘end’ (221).

From this perspective, a man buying his younger
boyfriend another drink is not necessarily a mere
recapitulation of archaic and unchanging forms of
social hierarchy, of upper-class sexual privilege and
working-class semi-prostitution. The meanings are
not the same, just because the procedure involves one
man paying for another. Differences in age and wealth
may actually be serving new, dynamic social functions,
creating possibilities for novel kinds of relationships
among men who are asymmetrically situated according
to conventional class hierarchies but are being brought
into approximate equality by the reciprocal exchanges of
contemporary gay life.'t

Money, after all, does not possess a single meaning in
each and every transaction. In this case, it may be an
element that serves to further the leveling of class barriers
rather than simply consolidating them and enforcing
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IIPOCTO KOHCOJUIVDAIbe HAa HCTUTE U 3ajaKHYBAIbe
Ha HeeJHakBocTa. Bo Taa cmmcia, Baptier moxe ma
TBPAY JIeKa Ma)KOT ¥ HETOBOTO MOMYeE, HaKO MOXKe Jia
IIOTCEeTyBaaT Ha Bajyi 1 HeroBoToO ,,6M3apHO U3BPTYBAHE
Ha MUTOJIOTHUTE® 3a Jla TO ompaBaa W 00aropoju
HETOBOTO ITPAKTHKYyBaIbe Ha COIMjaJIHA MOK, He Tpeba 1a
ce IJIeZlaaT KaKO CpaMHH HaBpakama Ha JIOLINUTE CTapU
BpeMHUIba Ha BUKTOPHjaHCKATa KJIacHa eKCcIIoaTalyja.
Tue Mmoxebu 0/1aBaaT HOBAa IJIaBa BO TEKOBHATA,
pacTeuka cara Ha rej UCTOpHjaTa CO U3MUCIyBame Ha
HOBU HAYHMHU 32 CpeKaBame U IIOBP3yBakhe Ha MaKUTE
€HU CO JIDYTY IPEMOCTYBAjKU IO ja30T HA COLMjaTHA
pasnmka — TeMesejku ce CTpaTellKd Ha caMmara
KaTeropuja Ha ,rej UJIEHTUTET U HEJ3SUHUOT TBP/IOTJIaB
eCeHIjaI3aM 3a Ja ce W3paMHAT COLMjaTHUTE
XHepapxuy U 3a J1a ce 3aMeHaT CO HOBU MOXKHOCTHU 3a
COI[MjJTHA COJIUJIAPHOCT.

* % X

Torarm, o BUCTUHCKAaTa IepCIEKTHBA, I'ej UCTOpUjaTa
He ja pUKcHpa TeKOBHaTa (popMa Ha HAIITUOT UJIEHTUTET
¥ He ja MpOeKTHpa Hasaja Bo MUHaToTO. Hamecrto Toa,
Taa e ,,M3BOP Ha COMHEXHU U HAJIEXKHU ", MECTO HA MOKHH
JpucrocoOyBama“ u ,u3MeHun”. Toa ja OBO3MOKyBa
TeKOBHATa paboTa Ha rej camMow3MHUCTyBame. KoJky
ITO IIOTCeKaBaMe Ha HaIlUTe IPETXOAHULHN Of
JIeBETHAECETTHOT BEK KOU HCTO TaKa ,Ccakaa Jia BepyBaar
JleKa II0CTOesie W IOpaHOo“... HHE cera cMe BO MHOTY
pasJindeH OHOC U KOH HAIIIeTO COTICTBEHO I'ej MUHATO U
KOH HCTOpHjaTa Ha JIOMHHAHTHATa KyJITypa OKOJIy Hac.
EnHocTaBHO, HAIKUTe >KMUBOTH HUKOTAIl IIOPAHO HE
Ome BakBU. HallreTo KapaKTEPUCTUYHO J1€jCTBYBAIbe HE
€ KOH3yMHpPabe U PEIUKINPahe HA MUHATOTO; HUE CMe
aKTUBHO aHTQKUPAHHU BO IIPOU3BEYBAHETO HAa HAIIATa
COIICTBEHA KYJITypa BO IMOT0JIEM pa3mep‘ (226-27).
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inequality. In that sense, Bartlett could claim that the
man and his boyfriend, though they might recall Wilde
and his “bizarre twisting of mythologies” to justify and
ennoble his own exercise of social power, need not be
seen as embarrassing throwbacks to the bad old days of
Victorian class exploitation. They might be contributing
anew chapter to the ongoing, evolving saga of gay history
by devising new ways for men to meet and to relate to
each other across the gulf of social difference—drawing
strategically on the very category of “gay identity” and its
stubborn essentialism in order to level social hierarchies
and replace them with novel opportunities for social
solidarity.

* * ¥

From the right perspective, then, gay history does not fix
the current form of our identity and project it back into
the past. Instead, it is “a source of doubts and hopes,”
a site of possible “adjustments” and “alterations.” It
enables the ongoing work of gay self-invention. Much
as we resemble our nineteenth-century ancestors, who
also “wanted to believe that they had existed before, ...
we now stand in a very different relation both to our
own gay past and to the history of the dominant culture
around us. Our lives, simply, have never been like this
before. Our characteristic activity is not the consumption
and recycling of the past; we are actively engaged in the
production of our own culture on a large scale” (226-

27).
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Cekako, ,CeTO OBa He 3HAUM JIeKa HHe CMe I'0 OCTaBUJIE
3a/l HAC MMOCTApUOT I'paji BO KOj cMe Ouie co3jajieHu.
MHory o/ Heropata CTPyKTypa ¥ ja3UK OCTaHyBaaT UCTO
TOJIKY CUTYPHO KaKO ¥ HEeroBuTe yyauiy u ¢acaau. Hue
He cMe IMPeMUHAJIe 0] MPAaKOT, MPAaKOT BO KOj pacrelie
danTazujata 3a HalaTa UAHUHA, GUKIAjaTa HA HAIIIETO
IIOCTOEHhe Oellle TIOBHKaHa, BO jacHaTa CBET/IMHA Ha Taa
HIHMHA — HAIllaTa CEeralHOCT — BO KOja a/[]MUHHUCTpAIHja
¥ IOJIUTUKA TW 3aMeHyBaaT MCTOpHjaTa M YMETHOCTA.
OcranyBame HeBepojaTHU, (DUKTHUBHH; IIPOOJI?KyBaMe
Jla ce Mpoaynupame u penpoaynupame cebecu. Cemnax,
HaIlaTa MoK /ia ce 3aMUCIMMe ce0ecH e cera o/ IOMHAKOB
pen. Kako /a ru pemnuiiieMe Hamiata HCTOPHja, HAIIIATE
kuBoTH?” (228)

EneH HauuH /1a T IpenuiieMe e Jia i ce oopaTuMe Ha
camaTa UCTOpHja, HO CO UyBCTBO Ha cj10007a 1 U300 KOj
Baptier Hu ro HameTHa. Ha Toj HauuH MoXkeMe /1a ja
KODHCTHME HCTOpHjaTa, Kako IITO HampaBui baptier,
3a JeduHUpame Ha rej cyOjeKTUBHOCTa 0e3 HEj3MHO
OCYIIITECTBYBAIbE.

Hukoram Hema /1a 3Haelll KaKOB YOBEK O, HJIH €, JIOKOJIKY
OCTaHe CJIMKa Ha SHJIOT, UKOHA. [I[puMeHU 'l Ha OBHE MaXKH,
Ha IPUBJIEYHOCTUTE HA KCTOPHjaTa, HCTUTE IPAKTUIHH
METOZY1 KOU O TM KOPUCTEJ BO PA3HOBU/IHO HATIOJIHETHOT
6ap. [Ipu3Haj Tu TBOjOT UHTEPEC, TBOjaTa MTO3UIH]ja, TBOjaTa
iag. [lorsiefHY T BHUMATEJIHO... UCTOPHjaTa € MCTO TaKa
HAaTpylaHa;, KOra efHaIl Ke MOYHEII JIa [JIeJAlll, YIUIUTE
Ha JIoOH/I0H ce QpEeKBEHTHH, OZBIEKYBAYKH, HATPYIIAHU CO
aHer0Tu ¥ HHIUAeHTH. OBaa IPOCTOPHja COPIKU HEOOMIHO
Pa3IMYHU MaKy. 3Haell Jleka HeMalll HHUKakBa O0OBpCKa
Z1a ozbepert caMo eJieH JbyOOBHUK, I Jja COYUHUII €HO
WJIeaTHO TeJI0, WJIH Jia ce 00IMKyBall cebe cu BO 3aKpujiaTa
Ha efieH yrienieH npumep. Onbepete, ypenere, MpENUIIETE,
MIPEKOMIIOHUPAjTE; PACTPECETe T'Ml BAIIUTE IPENAIEHOCTH
Zofieka He Jiobuere 1mTo cakaTe. Koj ro mpusJiekyBa BaleTo
BHHMaHue? /o koro croute? IIITo Be IPUBJIEKYBa U LITO BE
onbuBa? Yuja mpukasHa Be HHTpUrHpa? (225)

To be sure, “all this does not mean that we have left
behind the older city in which we were created. Many
of its structures and languages remain just as surely
as its streets and facades. We have not passed from a
darkness, the darkness in which a fantasy of our future
was bred, the fiction of our existence conjured, into
the clear light of that future — our present — in which
administration and politics replace history and artistry.
We remain unlikely, fictional; we continue to produce
and reproduce ourselves. Now, however, our power to
imagine ourselves is of a different order. How shall we
rewrite our history, our lives?” (228)

One way to rewrite them is to turn to history itself, but
with the sense of freedom and choice that Bartlett urged
on us. In that way, we can use history, as Bartlett did, to
define gay subjectivity without essentializing it.

You'll never know what kind of man he was, or is, if he re-
mains a picture on the wall, an icon. Apply to these men, to
the attractions of history, the same practical methods that
you would use in a variously populated bar. Admit your in-
terest, your position, your hunger. Look at them carefully ...
history, too, is crowded; once you begin to look, the streets of
London are busy, distracting, crowded with anecdotes and
incidents. This room contains extraordinarily different men.
You know that you are under no obligation to choose just
one lover, or to compose one ideal body, or shape yourself
in the embrace of a single role-model. Select, edit, rewrite,
recompose; juggle your allegiances until you get what you
want. Who catches your eye? Who are you standing next
to? What attracts you and what repels you? Whose story in-
trigues you? (225)
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OsBa e rej ncTopyjata Kako U3BOP Ha KBUP 33/I0BOJICTBO
1 1000712, ICTOPHja OTBOPEHA 34 JIejcTBaTa Ha JKeybara,
HCTOpHja KaKo MOKaHa M MOXKHOCT J]a ce MPaBH Ce IITO
JaBa 7106po uyBcTBO. TakoB Mozes Ha HCTOpHja He
MOJKe J]Ja TeHeprpa CHCTeM Ha HOPMH 3aTOa IITO YIITE
0/l TIOYETOKOT HE C€ COCTOH Off OIIITOIPUMEHJIUBU
CTaH/ApAY, TYKY OJ WHJIUBUAYAJTHU MYIINYKH BO
r1aBaTta. Ha camaTa Hej3uHa CTPYKTypa U AyX U ce TyI'’
pasMucIyBama 3a HOPMAJIHOTO U 32 [TaTOIOMKOTO. Kako
IIPUCTAIl KOH Tej MAaIlKaTa Cy0jeKTHBHOCT, Taa € COCEM
OJIBOEHA O] IICUXO0JIOTHjaTa.

HcropuckuoTr npoekT Ha BapTier e neckpunTHBeH, HE
e MPeCKpUNITHBEH WIM HopMartuBeH. [IpezonHa e 3a
MPTBUTE /Ia Ce MPOIUIIYBaaT KOJEKCH Ha OJHECYBAHE
U 371paBo (pyHKIMOHUpame. Tue ce HAZABOP Of] HAIIUOT
Jlocer Ja WM JHUKTHpaMe, Jla TH IOTTHKHyBaMme, Jia
TH TellUMe, Jila TH IofoOpyBaMe, Jla TU JIEUNME,
na ti 3ajakHeMe. Tue ce Toa mTo Ouse. Moxkebu
Owie moMpaueHH, ceOWYHH, OJBPATHU, HEMODPAJIHHU,
IIOTPEIIHO HACOYEHH; MOXKe Jla HE 3acpaMmar, Ja He
3aIIpenacTy HUBHATA IOJINTHKA, /1a UM 3aBHAyBaMe 3a
HUBHATA COIMjaJTHA [TO3UIMja — MJIU Ha HUBHATA 00JIeKa.
Baptier ce mMa m3jacHETO JieKa YeCTO YyBCTBYBAJ J€JT
ozl The emonuu. He TpenHyBajku 1 HAMEpPHO ' U3HEN
YKQJIHUTE, Pa304apyBauKUTe, IIOKAHTHUTE (JIEJIYMHO U
BO30Y/UTMBY) MHIU/IEHTH O] Tej MUHATOTO. Moske fja He
rd ofoOpyBamMe, HO HaIlleTO Of00pyBambe IOBeKe He e
noTpeOHO, HUTY IaK € pesieBaHTHO. Hue He Moxkeme 1a
ro U3MEHNMe MHUHATOTO, ¥ OUJIejKN He cMe 3aceKoralt
OJIpe/ieHu O7] Hero, HeMa moTpeba Jja To MpasuMe WIu
Jla ce YyBCTByBaMe 3aTBOPEHHU OJi HEro, IITO 3HAYU
Jleka HeMa IoTpeba /1a ro oTdpiaMe, Jia ce oipeKyBaMe
0/l HETO WIH Jja TO HerupaMme. BeymmHocT, HUe MokeMe
Jla CH JI03BOJIMIME Jla TO 3eMeMe KaKo JieJl Off Halara
HCTOPHja, KaKO JIeJI O] HaC CAMHUTE, YPH U J]a TO caKaMe,
TOKMY 3aTOAQ IITO 'l IMaMe COIICTBEHUTE KUBOTU KOU
He ce Heus0exxHO neduHUpaHU o/ Hea. Hamportus, HIE
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This is gay history as a source of queer pleasure and
freedom, history open to the play of desire, history as
an invitation and opportunity to do whatever feels good.
Such a model of history cannot generate a system of
norms, because it is constituted from the outset not by
generally applicable standards but by individual kinks. It
is alien in its very structure and spirit to considerations
of the normal and the pathological. As an approach
to gay male subjectivity, it stands utterly apart from
psychology.

Bartlett’s historical project is descriptive, not prescriptive
or normative. It is too late to prescribe codes of conduct
and healthy functioning to the dead. They are beyond
the reach of our ability to dictate to them, to edify them,
to console them, to improve them, to therapize them,
to get them to butch up. They are what they were. They
may have been benighted, selfish, disgusting, immoral,
misguided; we may be embarrassed by them, dismayed
by their politics, envious of their social position—or
of their clothes. Bartlett made it clear that he often
felt a number of those emotions. He unblinkingly and
deliberately brought forward pitiable, disappointing,
shocking (if sometimes exciting) incidents from the gay
past. We may not approve of them, but our approval is
no longer required, nor is it relevant. We cannot change
the past, and since we are not forever determined by it,
we don’t need to resent it or to feel imprisoned by it,
which means we don’t need to reject, disclaim, or deny
it. We can afford, rather, to live with it, to take it on as
part of our history, and as part of ourselves, even to love
it, precisely because we have our own lives, which are
not ineluctably defined by it. Rather, we have the choice,
the freedom to “pick and choose from the riches of our
history” whatever may serve to bring into focus the
particularity of our existence in the present or to help us
invent our future.

:
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nMamMe u360p, ciaobozma za ,pebupame U ojOMpaMe
o OoraTcTBaTa Ha HAaIllaTa HCTOpPHja“ Cce€ INTO MOXKe
Jla IpUJIoHece KOH cTaBame BO GOKyc Ha mocebHOCTa
Ha HAIlaTa ersuCTeHIMja BO CeramrHocTa N Jja HHU
IIOMOTHE /12 ja U3MUCJINME HalllaTa UAHUHA.

I'ej ucropwujaTa, criopes baprtieroBoTo pasbupame Ha
HCTaTa, HU HyAU pedepeHTHN TOYKHU KOU MOKeEMe /1a TH
KODHCTHME 32 /Ia ce OPUEHTHPaMe U Jia To padruHUpaMe
HAIIIETO YyBCTBO 32 T0A KOU cMe. VIcTo Taka HU 103BOJIyBa
Jla ce pa3JaIuKyBaMe eJHU Of] IPYTU U OJf MUHATOTO, /14 TH
CriopeslyBaMe HAIIUTE COIICTBEHH HAUYMHU HA JKUBEEHHE
CO TOa KaKo JIyI'eTo >KuBeeyie Ipes Hac 0e3 HUBHO
MelmIamwe. VICTOPHUCKHOT 3amuc HU JaBa MOXKHOCT 3a
OIHIIIyBakbe U JlepuHUpame Ha CrienuUIHN IPAKTUKI
Ha KBHUD CyOjeKTHBHOCT CO IOKJIOIyBalbe HAa HAIIUTE
COIICTBEHU IIPAKTHUKU CO THE HA MAYKUTE KOU O/IJTydyBaMe
Jla TH U3/IBOUMeE, U3/IBOUME O] METEKOT Kpaj 6apoT Ha
rej muHaTtoTo. Hajmocsie, He Mopa /1a onbepeme camo
€/leH MCTOPUCKHU IIPEJIOK, WM /1a BOCIIOCTaBUMeE HJIeall,
CTaH/Iap/| 32 CHUTe, WIH Jia IPOMOBUpaMe efieH MOJIeT,
WIN Jla ce TIPEeTIOCTAaBH €INHCTBEHAa, WHTErpUpaHa
IIPAKTHKA Ha T'ej MaIIka cy0jeKTHBHOCT.

Jac ru ucrakHyBaM {pakiliuxkuilie Ha Cy0jeKTUBHOCT
3aToa IMTO BapT/iieTOBUOT MOPTpeT HAa BUIOT HA MaXKU
KaKBH IITO OEBMEe U CMe Ce COCTOU O HaOJby/lyBarbe
Ha COI[MjaJIHOTO OfHecyBamwe. Kako mTo mMoxkeme 1a
oueKkyBaMe, O0jaCcHyBameTO KOe IO JlaBa € IIeJIOCHO
WHJYKTUBHO, HOMUHQINCTUYKO, HEJOKAKAaHO U
HeTeopHrcKo. bapTier ckiiomysa ,,KakBO € YyBCTBOTO“ CO
IJIeflalbe Ha HEKOU CHeNU(UIHY, CBOjCTBEHU KYJITYPHU
IIPAKTUKU KOU 'l 00JIMKyBaa KOHKPETHUTE aKTHBHOCTH
¥ 3al{Illaa CaMOUCKaKyBamkba HA HEKOM TIej MaKy.
JIOKOJIKY YIEHETO KaKO Jia ce OH/ie Tej e HEIlTO IITO Ce
IIPaBU BO OJHOC CO JIPYTUTE, KaKOo IITO OTKpH BapTirer,
Toraml rocebHaTa cy0jeKTHBHa COCTOj0a Ha OWIyBarbe
rej Mopa J1a e HelITO IITO Ce CTEKHYBa IIPEKY OHa IIITO TH

Gay history, according to Bartlett’s conception of it,
offers us reference points we can use to orient ourselves
and to refine our sense of who we are. It also allows us
to differentiate ourselves from one another and from the
past, to compare our own ways of life with how people
lived before us without having to confound the two. The
historical record allows us the possibility of describing
and defining specific practices of queer subjectivity by
matching our own practices with those of the men we
decide to pick out, pick up from that crowd at the bar of
the gay past. We don’t have to select just one historical
antecedent, after all, or to devise an ideal, a standard
for everyone, or to promote a single model, or to posit a
unitary, integrated practice of gay male subjectivity.

I emphasize practices of subjectivity, because Bartlett’s
portrait of the kind of men we were, and are, is composed
by observing patterns of social behavior. The account
he offers is, as we might expect, entirely inductive,
nominalistic, tentative, and untheoretical. Bartlett
pieces together “what it feels like” by looking at some
specific, distinctive cultural practices that shaped the
concrete activities and recorded self-expressions of
some gay men. If learning how to be gay is something
you do in relation to others, as Bartlett discovered, then
the particular subjective condition of being gay must be
something you acquire through what you and other gay
men do together, through the life that you share with
them. Gay subjectivity is not a fixed structure but the
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U ZIPYTU T'ej Ma)KU ro MpaBUTe 3aeJHO, NIPEKY KUBOTOT
IITO TO CHO/eyBaTe co HUB. I'ej cyOjeKTUBHOCTA HE €
(ukcupaHa cTpykTypa TyKy edeKT Ha chenuduuHU
¥ MOXKHU 3aeJHUYKU IpakTUKU. Taa ce jaByBa KoJek-
TUBHO KaKO Pe3YJITaT Ha COIHjasHa aKTUBHOCT. CeKoj
MOXKe J1a buze XxoMoceKcyasiel, HO Jia ce Oujie rej He e
HEIIITO IITO MOXKe Jla TO IpaBuTe cocemMa camu. Toa e
COIlMjaJIeH YUH.

* % %

lej mpakTuKuTEe Ha CyOjEKTHBHOCTA KOHIITO T OTKPHU
BapTtneroBaTa wucTOpuUCKa MeAMTaIlMja He /aBaar
MO3UTHUBHU BPEJIHOCTU IO KOU Tpeba /Ja ce KUBee Tej
MAIIKHUOT KUBOT WJIM €TUYKA OCHOBA BP3 KOJaIlITO MOXKe
Jia ce onpasza. Tue pedexkTupaar e of ICTOPUCKUTE
(opmu kou rv 3a3es1a rej ersucTeHjaTa. Tre ce MOXKHU,
He Hy>kHU. HUBHaTa OoCHOBa e BO IMPOMEHJIUBOCTA HA
HCTOpHUjaTa, HE BO BHCTUHATA HA IICUXOJIOTHjaTa WJIA
UJIeHTUTeTOT. THe He ce HUTY 006pu HUTY J1o11. He Mopa
Jla Ty cakaml. Tue He ce KpeUpaHU 3a /ia IpeIu3BUKaar
Ballle 0/100pyBame. EfHOCTaBHO, THE ce Toa IITO Cce.

BapTiieToBOTO NOCTHUTHYBaWm€ € INTO ja ONUIIAT T€j
cyOjEKTUBHOCTa CO ja3WK JOCJIEAHO Oca0007eH of
HOPMAaTUBHOTO pa3MHUCIyBame. VcTopujaTa 3anuimryBa
KaKo CMe >KUBeeJsle, He HU Ka)KyBa Kako Tpeba /ia *KuBe-
eMe. He n3BenyBa oJ1 Bjlacta Ha HOpMHUTe. 32 UCIUTYBa-
e bapTiier co BHUMaHUe 0701pa Oipe/ieHU IPAKTUKU
Ha Tej MallkaTta Cy0jeKTHBHOCT Ha KOU 3HAYUTETHO
MM HeJIOCTHTa OYUIJIEHA MOpPaIHA IPUBJIEYHOCT: TOJ
ru ucnuryBa GancudUKyBambeTo, HEaBTEHTHYHOCTA,
HETIOCTOjaHOCTa, IMOBTOPYBAKETO, COOUPAHETO, KOHCY-
Mepu3MoT, ¢daHTas3ujaTa, XeJOHU3MOT U HUJeHTUGU-
KyBalmbeTO CO TOPHUTe eIIajloHd Ha OIIITECTBOTO.
Masna e omacHocra baprTieToBHOT uyuTaresn Ja T
IIPOYMUTA MOTPEIIHO THEe IPAKTUKU 3a 00JIeCTH — WU
IIOTPEIIHO Jla TO IIpoYuTa bapTieToBUOT onuc 3a HUB
KakKo IIpollaraH/ila BO MMe Ha HEKOja CyllepropHa Tej
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effect of specific and contingent communal practices.
It emerges collectively as the result of social activity.
Anyone may happen to be homosexual, but being gay is
not something you can do all by yourself. It is a social
act.

* K *

The gay practices of subjectivity that Bartlett’s historical
meditation disclosed do not yield positive values by which
gay male life should be lived or an ethical foundation on
which it can bejustified. Theyreflect some of the historical
forms that gay existence has taken. They are contingent,
not necessary. They are grounded in the vagaries of
history, not in the truth of psychology or identity. They
are neither good nor bad. You don’t have to like them.
They weren’t designed to elicit your approval. They are
simply what they are.

Bartlett’s achievement is to describe gay subjectivity in a
language consistently free of normative thinking. History
records how we have lived, it does not tell us how we
should live. It takes us out of the realm of norms. Bartlett
is careful to select for exploration particular practices of
gay male subjectivity that are signally lacking in obvious
moral attraction: he examines forgery, inauthenticity,
inconsistency, repetition, collecting, consumerism,
fantasy, hedonism, and identification with the upper
echelons of society. There is little danger that Bartlett’s
reader will mistake those practices for virtues—or will
mistake Bartlett’s description of them for propaganda
on behalf of some superior gay morality. Bartlett is not
defining gay male existence as it should be, or as it usually
is, or as it would be if it weren’t deformed by oppression,
disfigured by pathology, distorted by deviance. He is
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MopasTHOCT. Baptier He ro neduHHpa Tej MAIIKOTO
IIOCTOEe KaKBO IITO Toa Tpeba ma Ouje, WM KakBO
IITO HAaBUCTHUHA €, WIN KaKBO OM OWJIO JOKOJIKY HE
Oeme nedopMUpaHO OJi MOTHCHYBambe, HATPAEHO Of
[aToJIOTHja, U300 IMUeHO o JieBHjanuja. Toj omuyBa
Hekou (OPMU KOU TOA T'M IPe3es0 BO MHHATOTO U Ce
obuyBa J1a ja OTKpHe JIOTHKATA IITO JIEXKH BO HUBHATA
OCHOBA.

BaptJier mpaBu MHOTY 3a /1a u36era o] 3a10JI?KUTETHOTO
YJIEHCTBO BO I'ej KyJITypaTa KOjalllTo ja OMUIIIYBa CO TOJIKY
Jby60B. HacrpoTy HErOBOTO BHUMATETHO U CTPACHO €BO-
[[Upame Ha JPYTU Tej KUBOTH, TO] peuncu (HOOUIHO
e peleH Jia u3berHe THe HY;KHO Jia TO aCHUMIJIHpaaT
HEroBMOT >UBOT. Herosara aMOMBaJIEHTHOCT I'O BOJH
JIypH U /10 HETHParbe Ha MOCTOEHETO Ha camaTa Ipylia
KOjallITo TOj HU3 IleJlaTa HeroBa KHUra ce o0u/yBa Ja ja
3aMUCIH, eBorupa u aedunupa. IIIto ce omHecyBa 10
HEro, TOj UHCHUCTUPA, ,HeMa ‘CTBapHO Hue"“ (169).

Co toa, Baptiier onbuBa f1a HaBJIE3€e BO MIMEKyIaIHja 32
BHUCTHHCKATA MPUPO/IA HA I'ej MAIIKaTa Cy0jeKTHBHOCT.
3a baptiieT He MOCTOU HEIITO KAKO I'ej IOCTOeHhe KAKBO
IITO HAaBUCTHHA e wiu Tpeba na 6uzae. Mima camo rej
IIOCTOEe KAaKBO IINTO IIOCTOeJ0. BpedHociliuitie xkou
2ej Maycuilie 2u Heeysaaill He ce camu ilo cebe ,z2ej
epedHocitiu“. 3aToa HUENIEH Te] Ma)K KOjIITO ja UHUTA
BapTneroBaTa KHUra He ce YyBCTBYBa IIOBHKaH [ia
I onoOpyBa win npudaka BPeZHOCTUTE JaZIeHU BO
Hea. Hue He Mopa 7ia r'u BpeJlHyBaMe caMo 3aToa IITO
JIpyTU T'ej Maku TU BpenHyBase. Hajmocse, He ce cute
rej MaXku UCTHU. I'e] MakuTe JieHec MOXKe Jla 3a3eMar
c;1060/12 BO OZTHOC HA BPEHOCTUTE KOU HEKOU I'ej MarKU
I'Y HeryBajle BO MUHATOTO. Toa e HellTo IITO MOXKeMe
Jla TO HalpaBUMe, CellaK, caMO KOra THe BPeHOCTU
ce IpPeTcTaBeHM KaKO HCTOPUCKU U KaKO COIIHUjaTHO
cnenudUYHN, KaKO BPEAHOCTH KOM HEKOU Iej MaKu

describing some forms it has taken in the past and he is
trying to uncover their underlying logic.

Bartlett goes to great lengths to escape mandatory
membership in the gay culture he so lovingly describes.
Despite his careful and passionate evocation of other gay
lives, he is almost phobically determined to avoid having
his own life compulsorily assimilated to them. His
ambivalence leads him even to deny the existence of the
very group he spends his entire book trying to imagine, to
evoke, and to define. As far as he is concerned, he insists,
“there is no ‘real’ us” (169).

Bartlett refuses, then, to traffic in speculation about the
true nature of gay male subjectivity. There is no such
thing for Bartlett as gay existence as it truly is or should
be. There is only gay existence as it has existed. The
values gay men have cherished are not “gay values” in
themselves. That is why no gay man who reads Bartlett’s
book feels called upon to endorse or to embrace the
values rehearsed in it. We do not have to value them just
because other gay men have valued them. After all, not
all gay men are the same. Gay men today can assume
a freedom in relation to the values that some gay men
have cherished in the past. That is something we can
do, however, only when those values are presented as
historically and socially specific, as values that some gay
men have cherished, and that gay men nowadays are free
to choose or to reject, and not as gay values in and of
themselves."
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I'U HeryBajle, 1 KOU I'ej Ma*KUTe BO CEralrHoCTa MOKe
cioboxHo 1a v mpudakaaT u otdpiaar, a He Kako 2ej
e8pedHociliu BoO U 110 cebe."

* * *

Toram, Toa mTo bapriier HM ro HyAu BO Herosara
KHUTa 3a Bajmg e wuckiyduTesHO npeduHeTa W
paduHUpaHa AeMOHCTPAIlAja Ha TOa KaKo /ia Ce OIHIIe
rej MaIlllKa KyJITypa IPeKy HCIIUTYBakhe Ha COIICTBEHATA
ueHTHUKAIMja €O JAPYyrd Te] MakKku IPU HHUBHA
HCTOBpeMeHa AeuieHTuduKamnyuja. baprier koHcTpyrupa
1 enabopupa Bep3Wja Ha HAeHTU(UKAIHja KOjaIlITO
“Ma eieH BHJ JlenJieHTH(UKalija BrpajieHa BO Hea
ce Jo/leKa BUZOT Ha Tej uaeHTH(UKAIMjaTa KOjaIlTo
TOj ja IPaKTUKyBa HE 3aBUCU O] IIOCTOEHHETO HA BeKe
BOCIIOCTaBEH U YCOBPIIEH T'e] HIEHTUTET, HO He Gapa
HU OpHIllelhe Ha pasyukaTa. Toa € MOoJiesl KOjJIITO He
ce IUIAIK O], TYKy ja mpudaka aMOUBaJIEHTHOCTa BO
O/THOCUTE Ha Tej MaKUTe, © MUHATU U CETalllHU, €THU
KOH JIDYyTH, U TOA HE Y4YH KaKO Jia Ce cakaMe €JHHU
CO JPYTH IOKpaj HAIIKUTE BKOPEHETH HMIIYJICH KOH
JlenieHTU(PUKanKja, KOH I'ej cpaM — HACIPOTH HAIIUTe
TEHIEHIIMH J1a He caKkaMe Ja KMaMe HHUIIITO CO IOBEKETO
rej MakKyl WIH Jla MHCHCTHPaMe JIa UM ITOKa)keMe JieKa
cMe T0/T00pH 01 HUB.

Ha oBoj HauuH Baptier Hy/u »KUBOIKCEH MOPTPET HA
IIPOMEHJIUBUTE, EMOTHUBHO OIITOBAPEHU U KOMILIHIU-
paHU TPeCcBPTH BO Tej MamIkata HJeHTUQUKAIU)ja,
IIOPTPET Ha IPEYKH KOU I'ej MaKUTe MOpa J1a ' HA/IMIUHAT
3a /1a CO3/1a/1aT 3aeJJHUYKA KyJITypa OCHOBaHA BO CMUCJIA
Ha KOJIEKTUBEH UIEHTUTET — FJIH J]a TO IIPEI03HaaT Ik
npudaTaT IOCTOEHETO HA KyJITypaTa KOjallTo Beke ja
CIIOZIeTyBaar.

HaBucruHa, KakBU MaXku OeBMe Hue?

[IpeBox ox anrMcKu jasuk: PogHna PyckoBcka
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What Bartlett offers us in his book on Wilde, then, is an
extraordinarily subtle and refined demonstration of how
to describe gay male culture through exploring one’s
identification with other gay men while disidentifying
from them at the same time. Bartlett constructs and
elaborates a version of identification that has a kind
of disidentification built into it, insofar as the kind
of gay identification he practices does not depend on
the existence of an already established and perfected
gay identity, but neither does it require the erasure of
difference. It is a model that does not fear but rather
embraces ambivalence in the relations of gay men, both
past and present, to one another, and that teaches us
how to love each other despite our stubborn, inveterate
impulses to disidentification, to gay shame—despite our
tendencies to want to have nothing to do with most gay
men or to insist on showing them that we are better than
they are.

In this way, Bartlett provides a vivid portrait of the
volatile, emotionally fraught, and difficult vicissitudes of
gay male identification, a portrait of the obstacles that
gay men have to overcome in order to create a common
culture grounded in a sense of collective identity—or to
recognize and accept the existence of the culture they
already share.

What kinds of men, indeed, were we?

’II



152 |

David M. Halperin Small Town Boy: Neil Bartlett Learns How to be Gay

benewku:

Neil Bartlett, Who Was That Man? A Present for Mr
Oscar Wilde (London: Serpent’s Tail, 1988), xix. Cute
ymatyBama Ha CTPaHU O] OBa Jiesio ke OuaT BKIYYEHH
BO TekcroT. OCBEH aKO He € MOWHAKY 00eJIeKaHO, CUTE
Kyp3UBH KOH Ce II0jaByBaaT BO IUTHPAHUTE U3BAJIOIH OF
KHUTaTa ce Ha caMuoT bapTter.

3a KoMeHTap Ha OBOj JIeJI, KaKO U 3a IperjiefHa cropeada
mely mpoekture Ha Baprier m Ha BeHyamuH, BUAM
Dianne Chisholm, ,,The City of Collective Memory,“ Queer
Constellations: Subcultural Space in the Wake of the City
(Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 2005),
101-144, mocebHO 108-109. Yn3X0aM T0o JaBa H3BOPOT
Ha IIUTaToT Kako Walter Benjamin, ,,A Berlin Chronicle,“
trans. Edmund Jephcott, in Benjamin, Selected Writings,
vol. 2, 1927-1934, trans. Rodney Livingstone, et al., ed.
Michael W. Jennings, Howard Eiland, and Gary Smith
(Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1999), 595-
637 (nuTaT Ha cTpaHa 598).

Chisholm, ,City of Collective Memory,” 113. Yusxoam
HWCTaKHA JIeKa ,,COIMjaJITHOTO MOCTOeHe [Ha J1e30ejku u
rej Maku] e MPOU3BOJ Ha caMUOT rpaj... [Tue] cBoero
[0jaByBarbe o JOJKAT HAa HMH/IYCTPUCKATa METPOIIOJIa,
Kajie MITO Ouje mo 37paBeHH KaKOo HOB ,IPAJCKU BUM"
BO IOJIMIIMCKA H3BEIITal M HOBUHCKH IPHKA3HU W,
He MOMaJIKy CKaHAaJI03HO, BO IpBaTa ypbaHa moesuja
(Baudelaire, Les Fleurs du mal, Butmanosara (Whitman)
Leaves of Grass)...“ (101).

4. Pemb0o ciaBHO u3jaBu BO mucMo Je est un autre (,Jac e

ApyT*).

Bugu Chisholm, ,,City of Collective Memory“, ocobexHo
126-27, o1 Kazie ja mpesenoB (opMysiata ,,KpCTOCYBAEbe
Ha apxuBaTa“.

Notes:

Neil Bartlett, Who Was That Man? A Present for Mr Oscar
Wilde (London: Serpent’s Tail, 1988), xix. All further page
references to this work will be incorporated in the text.
Unless otherwise noted, all italics that appear in quoted
extracts from this book are Bartlett’s own.

For a commentary on this passage as well as a searching
comparison of Bartlett’s project to Benjamin’s, see
Dianne Chisholm, “The City of Collective Memory,” Queer
Constellations: Subcultural Space in the Wake of the
City (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 2005),
101-144, esp. 108-109. Chisholm provides the source of
the quotation as Walter Benjamin, “A Berlin Chronicle,”
trans. Edmund Jephcott, in Benjamin, Selected Writings,
vol. 2, 1927-1934, trans. Rodney Livingstone, et al., ed.
Michael W. Jennings, Howard Eiland, and Gary Smith
(Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1999), 595-
637 (quotation on p. 598).

Chisholm, “City of Collective Memory,” 113. Chisholm
had pointed out that the “social existence [of lesbians and
gay men] is a product of the city itself... [They] owe their
emergence to the industrial metropolis, where they were
hailed as a new ‘city type’ in police reports and newspaper
stories and, no less scandalously, in the first urban poetry
(Baudelaire’s Les Fleurs du mal, Whitman’s Leaves of
Grass)...” (101).

Rimbaud, in a letter, famously declared, Je est un autre
(“I is another”).

See Chisholm, “City of Collective Memory,” esp. 126-27,
from whom I have adapted the formula, “cruising the
archive.”
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AstymupaM Ha BOBeJHATA PEYEHHUIIA O] IPBUOT POMaH Ha
Enmyna Bajr, Edmund White, Forgetting Elena (1973;
New York: Vintage, 1994), 3: ,Bo kykara, jac cym mpBOTO
nune kKoe ce Oyau, HO HECUTYPHA/HECUTYDEH CyM 3a
UMILUIHKAIUATE".

Ce npuceTyBaM Ha CKOpelllHa pok necHa Ha [Iumu Ctpur
(Jimmy Street) co macimoB ,I'ej cexc rypy“ (,Gay Sex
Guru“) (mocramua Ha kommnwianujata Ha Cumop barc
(Seymour Butz) - /I0KOJIKy TOa € HETOBOTO BHUCTHHCKO
ume — u Huk Bejiic (Nick Wales) oz Hacio Gay in the
Life: Adventures in Queer Underground (I'ej BO 3KMUBOTOT:
ApanTtypu Bo kBup noxasemjero) [Melbourne: Odd Man
Out Records/Mushroom Records Pty. Ltd.,, 2000])
KOjJaIIITO Y COZAPIKU CJIEAHUBE CTUXOBHU:

Hukorai mopaHo He cyM 6aKHAaJI Mak

Hukoraii He cyM BJIETOJI O] 33/HATA BpaTa

Ho, cakam /1a 3HaM, KOTa ke TO CTOpaM Toa, Jajii ke T'o CTopaM
TIPaBUIHO?

Huxkoramr He cym 6wt Ha Mapau I'pa

Hukorai He CyM UMaJT aKI[1ja 0/{0JITU3Y UK OJIJAJIEKY

Ho, cakam 1a 3HaM, Kora Ke CTUTHAM TaMy, aJIU Ke Ce JKypKaM
TIPaBUIHO?

Ke 6ujiern i MOj cekc Typy?
3apeM He 3Haelll JleKa cakaM MHOTY /ia HaydaMm ofi Tebe?

Hukoraii mopaHo He CyM TaHI[yBaJI CO MazK

Hukorai He CyM MUPHCHAJI aMHJI HA TTO/IOT 32 TAHI[yBakhe
Ho, cakam /1a 3HaM, KOTa ke TO CTOpaM Toa, Jajii ke T'o CTopaM
TIPaBUIHO?

Huxoramr He CyM U3IJIETYBAJI CO KOXKEH MK

Huxoram He CyM I'o IIOYyBCTBYBAJI 33/I0BOJICTBOTO O] HETOBAaTa
KOJKEHA paKa

Ho, cakam /1a 3HaM, KOTa Ke ja IOYyBCTBYyBaM, JaIH Ke ja
IMOYYBCTBYBAM IPABUJIHO?
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I allude to the opening sentence of Edmund White’s first
novel, Forgetting Elena (1973; New York: Vintage, 1994),
3: “T am the first person in the house to awaken, but I am
unsure of the implications.”

I am reminded of a recent rock song by Jimmy Street
called “Gay Sex Guru” (available on a compilation by Sey-
mour Butz—if that is his real name—and Nick Wales enti-
tled Gay in the Life: Adventures in Queer Underground
[Melbourne: Odd Man Out Records/Mushroom Records
Pty. Ltd., 2000]) which contains the following verses:

I have never ever kissed a boy before
I have never entered via the back door
But I want to know, when I do it, will I do it right?

I have never been to no Mardi Gras
I've never had the action from near or far
But I want to know, when I go there, will I party right?

Won'’t you be my gay sex guru?
Don’t you know there’s a lot I want to learn from you?
I have never boogied with a man before

I've never sniffed amyl on the dance floor
But I want to know, when I do it, will I do it right?

I have never dated no leatherman
I've never had the pleasure of his leather hand

But I want to know, when I feel it, will I feel it right?

:
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OuurseqHo, 3a Tej MHUIUPAKETO cé yiTe Tpeba BpeMe
u morpeOHO e cTpydHO BozcrBo. (M Giaromapam Ha
Anawmapu Jaroce IIITo MU yKaka 3a 0Baa I1ecHa).

Bugu ja Mumen ®yko: ,,Kako e MoxkHO Maku Jja 6uaaT
3aefH0? Jla ’KUBeaT 3aeIHO, Ja I'0 CIIOZEyBaaT CBOETO
BpeMe, cBouTe 00poIH, criasHara coba, xobujaTa, Tarure,
3Haemara, JioBepbure? Kako e maku nma bumar mery
MaKH — ,,yTYJI TOJIU“, HAJIBOP O, MHCTUTYIINOHAIN3UPAHH
COLVjaJTHU OZHOCH, CEMEjCTBO, paboTa, 3aI0IKUTENIEH
cormjasieH kuBoT“? (Comment est-il possible pour
les hommes d’étre ensemble ? de vivre ensemble, de
partager leur temps, leur repas, leur chambre, leurs
loisirs, leur chagrins, leur savoir, leurs confiden-
ces ? Qu'est-ce que cest que ca, étre entre hommes,
« a nu », hors de relations institutionnelles, de famille,
de profession, de camaraderie obligée ?): Jean Le Bitoux,
et al., ,De 'amitié comme mode de vie. Un entretien avec
un lecteur quinquagénaire,” Le gai pied, 25 (April 1981),
38-39 (umraT Ha cTp. 38); Moj npeBon. OpaHIyCKHUOT
TekcT e npernedaren Bo Michel Foucault, Dits et écrits,
1954-1988, ed. Daniel Defert and Frangois Ewald (Paris:
Gallimard, 1994), IV, 163-64. AHIJINCKHOT MPEBOZ Ha
ITou Ilomcton (John Johnston) moske ma ce Hajae BO
Foucault Live: Collected Interviews, 1961-1984, edited by
Sylvere Lotringer (New York: Semiotext(e), 1996), 203-
11, u Bo Michel Foucault, Ethics: Subjectivity and Truth,
Essential Works of Foucault 1954-1984, Volume I, edited
by Paul Rabinow (New York: The Free Press, 1997), 135-

40.

3a daHTazum 3a choacyBamke BO Te€j HCTOpHjaTa H
ucropuorpadujata, Bugu Heather Love ,Emotional
Rescue: The Demands of Queer History,“ Feeling
Backward: Loss and the Politics of Queer History
(Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 2007), 31-
52, 172-76.

3a deHOMEHONIOTHjaTa HA OBOj KBUD JAONHD IOMeEry
ceranrHocra u MuHatoto, Buiu Carolyn Dinshaw, Getting
Medieval: Sexualities and Communities, Pre- and

10.

Gay initiation still takes time, evidently, and requires
expert guidance. (My thanks to Annamarie Jagose for
bringing this song to my attention.)

Cf. Michel Foucault: “How is it possible for men to be
together? to live together, to share their time, their
meals, their bedroom, their pastimes, their sorrows, their
knowledge, their confidences? What is it like for men to be
among men—stripped naked,’ outside of institutionalized
social relations, family, job, obligatory social life?” (Com-
ment est-il possible pour les hommes d’étre ensemble ?
de vivre ensemble, de partager leur temps, leur repas,
leur chambre, leurs loisirs, leur chagrins, leur savoir,
leurs confidences ? Qu’est-ce que c’est que ca, étre entre
hommes, « a nu », hors de relations institutionnelles, de
famille, de profession, de camaraderie obligée ?): Jean
Le Bitoux, et al., “De 'amitié comme mode de vie. Un
entretien avec un lecteur quinquagénaire,” Le gai pied, 25
(April 1981), 38-39 (quotation on p. 38); my translation.
The French text has been reprinted in Michel Foucault,
Dits et écrits, 1954-1988, ed. Daniel Defert and Francois
Ewald (Paris: Gallimard, 1994), IV, 163-64. An English
translation by John Johnston can be found in Foucault
Live: Collected Interviews, 1961-1984, ed. Sylveére
Lotringer (New York: Semiotext(e), 1996), 203-11, and
in Michel Foucault, Ethics: Subjectivity and Truth, ed.
Paul Rabinow, Essential Works of Foucault 1954-1984,
Volume I (New York: The Free Press, 1997), 135-40.

On rescue fantasies in gay history and historiography,
see Heather Love, “Emotional Rescue: The Demands of
Queer History,” Feeling Backward: Loss and the Politics
of Queer History (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University
Press, 2007), 31-52, 172-76.

On the phenomenology of this queer touch between
present and past, see Carolyn Dinshaw, Getting Medieval:
Sexualities and Communities, Pre- and Postmodern




11.

12.

13.

14.

15.
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Postmodern (Durham: Duke University Press, 1999), u
,History’s Queer Touch: A Forum on Carolyn Dinshaw’s
Getting Medieval®, in Journal of the History of Sexuality,
10.2 (2001), 165-211.

Julia Kristeva, Pouvoirs de Uhorreur. Essai sur l'abjection
(Paris: Seuil, 1980).

Tyka moryienot Ha Baptier ce mpubamKyBa 10 BU3HjaTa
Ha Mumesn Oyko 3a XOMOCEKCyaJTHOCTa KaKO CTPaTeIKka
MOKHOCT 32 TeKOBHa ceberTpaHcdopmaliuja: 3a AeTad,
suau David M. Halperin, Saint Foucault: Towards a Gay
Hagiography (New York: Oxford University Press, 1995),
67-106.

Bugu Paul Morrison, ,,End Pleasure,“ The Explanation
for Everything: Essays on Sexual Subjectivity (New York:
New York University Press, 2001), 54-81, 181-84.

3a cuyeH apryMeHT BO (peMHHUCTUYKU IIpaBel], BUAU
Teresa de Lauretis, ,,The Essence of the Triangle or, Taking
the Risk of Essentialism Seriously: Feminist Theory in
Italy, the U.S., and Britain,“ differences, 1.2 (Summer
1989), 3-37.

3aroa bapTseTOBHOT MpHUCTAll Ce MPEeTHoYUuTa BO
crropeiba co U3BOHPEAHUTE U WHAKY OJJIMYHUTE CTYIHH
3a Tej MAIIKK BPEJHOCTHU U I'ej MAIIKa CITHPUTYATHOCT OFf
David Nimmons, The Soul Beneath the Skin: The Unseen
Hearts and Habits of Gay Men (New York: St. Martin’s,
2002) u Will Fellows, A Passion to Preserve: Gay Men
as Keepers of Culture (Madison: University of Wisconsin
Press, 2004).

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.
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(Durham: Duke University Press, 1999), and “History’s
Queer Touch: A Forum on Carolyn Dinshaw’s Getting
Medieval,” in Journal of the History of Sexuality, 10.2
(2001), 165-211.

Julia Kristeva, Pouvoirs de Uhorreur. Essai sur U'abjection
(Paris: Seuil, 1980).

Here Bartlett’s outlook approximates closely to Michel
Foucault’s vision of homosexuality as a strategic
opportunity for ongoing self-transformation: for the
details, see David M. Halperin, Saint Foucault: Towards
a Gay Hagiography (New York: Oxford University Press,
1995), 67-106.

See Paul Morrison, “End Pleasure,” The Explanation for
Everything: Essays on Sexual Subjectivity (New York:
New York University Press, 2001), 54-81, 181-84.

For a similar argument along feminist lines, see Teresa de
Lauretis, “The Essence of the Triangle or, Taking the Risk
of Essentialism Seriously: Feminist Theory in Italy, the
U.S., and Britain,” differences, 1.2 (Summer 1989), 3-37.

That is why Bartlett’s approach is preferable to the
remarkable and otherwise admirable studies of gay male
values and gay male spirituality by David Nimmons, The
Soul Beneath the Skin: The Unseen Hearts and Habits of
Gay Men (New York: St. Martin’s, 2002) and Will Fellows,
A Passion to Preserve: Gay Men as Keepers of Culture
(Madison: University of Wisconsin Press, 2004).
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