
A CANOPY OF BRIGHT GREEN FOLIAGE 
arcs overhead, signaling that spring has finally 
muscled out another Wisconsin winter. Just ahead, 
the trail coyly disappears into a dense pocket of oaks 
and scrub. "Look! There!" says Michele Walker, a 
Madison police officer and my hiking companion. 
Following her outstretched hand, I see a cluster of 
trout lilies just off the path-their dainty 
snow-white blossoms wide open-a welcome splash 
of color amid the dusky browns and grays of the 
forest floor. 1 A few minutes later Walker spots a 
patch of Dutchman's-breeches. I stoop to admire its 
unusual flowers. They resemble tiny pants puffed 
out with air, as if hung on a clothesline during a 
breezy day. A sudden gust of wind causes them to 
bob ever so slightly. Farther along the path she finds 
the last blooming wild ginger plant-they're 
pollinated by bugs crawling into them, she tells 
me-and points out a foxhole and some felled trees 
whose ends were gnawed to pointy perfection by 
beavers. My favorite discovery: bluebells carpeting the 

JS 

forest floor as far as we can see. If I
 
think the bluebells are spectacular,
 
Walker says, this next sight will surely
 
take my breath away.
 

As we step behind some bushes, a
 
riotous jumble of colors and shapes
 
catch my eye. I am shocked by what I see
 
outstretched before me. It is not another
 
cluster of comely spring ephemerals. It is
 
male sexual detritus.
 

A neon yellow condom hangs from
 
the slim branch of a young plant like a
 
limp windsock. Bright blue and white
 
cardboard drink coasters are tossed
 
among the leaves, with crude sexual
 
messages scrawled on in a hurry. "You
 
horny?" "Let's get each other off."
 

Discarded packets of wet wipes and
 
soiled tissue paper defile the bases of
 
trees, while a thick porn magazine and
 
an immense purple bottle of lubricant
 

crush hundreds of tiny grasses trying to 
emerge after their long winter's nap. 

"I get so pissed offwhen I come here," 
says Walker, whose mood has taken a 
complete 180. "Here we have this 
amazing spring wildflower display, and 
right on top of it is all this sex-related 
litter. It's so maddening." 

Welcome to Turville Point, part 
delicate conservation park, and part 
popular male hook-up spot. Where the 
bright hues of spring vie for attention 
with discarded condoms in every color 
of the rainbow. Home to bald eagles, 
foxes and great horned owls, plus 
throngs of male Homo sapiens clandes­
tinely performing illicit acts. The men 
have been coming here at least thirty 
years; the flora and fauna have called 
these woods home much, much longer. 

So where's the outrage? Why isn't 
Madison's activist, green citizenry up in 
arms about this disgusting desecration of 
a local gem? Because most people have 
no idea about the treasures that lie with­
in T'urville Point Park. The men keep 
them away. 

TURVILLE POINT, PRE-TRYSTS 
Hundreds of years ago Native 

Americans wandered in and out of 
what's now known as Turville Point. 

"There's a long-term history of them 
llsing the area as a portage point to 
cross the isthmus," says Cambridge 
resident Meg Turville-Heitz, whose 
great-great-grandparents Henry and 
Mary Turvill (there was no e in their 
surname back then) settled the land in 
1852. "My dad collected hundreds of 
arrowheads as a child, and I was told 
there were effigy mounds all along the 
shoreline of the point. You could feel 
the history there." 

The Turvills arrived in Madison after 
emigrating from England a few years 
prior. Their farmstead was comprised of 
Turville Point's sixty-five acres, plus 
adjacent land. According to 1860 census 
documents, the acreage was valued at 
$5,000. The Turvills and their descen­
dants farmed the land for many decades, 
eventually building an elegant home 
called Lakeside-after which Madison's 
adjacent Lakeside Street is named-and 
various other buildings. Turville-Heitz 
has a wealth of memories about the 
years she lived there, not the least of » 
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