
the bullet teaches us how to dance

I want you to know:
When the girl shot herself in the street,
I was not dancing.
I was in the club darkening a corner,
or walking lonely home with
my heart balanced on a cigarette tip,
a wounded deer, my chest, staggering,
that night, that year, my whole life that
I could not find
the girls whose mouths matched mine,
whose mouths made history
eating fire in the street,
yelling because it felt good
and maybe because it mattered.
The girl knew the difference 
between yelling and screaming.
The girl shot herself in the street, 
haloed green in the traffic light, painted gold
detonated like a disco ball, 
spilling like a drink and red red red. 

She didn’t say a thing.
Blood shines black in the dark.
The unhurry of the ambulance lights 
floating lazy around and around.
 Everyone walked away.
After the bullet, the white chalk halo.
Believe: This was everything she had
left of her, lonely and angry 
and rage and gone.
People did not stop dancing.
Let’s say we wore the same skin, or wore it differently,
if she was browner or blacker or redder or the geometry
of ribs or the kindness of her swells or mine. 
We were not friends. 
I did not know her. But maybe
I had seen her, 



breathed her in and out 
as we panted on the dance floor, 
I borrowed her lighter,
we rattled our side-by-side spines with coffee, 
and listened to poets speak like it was the first time
they heard their own voices.
I mean, I didn’t know her. I never met her. I heard her name was Jasmine.
Jasmine, maybe I was looking for you that night,
for someone you had been, someone before
your slow suicide by cigarette, your faster suicide
with the powders and the tar and the spirits
that dragged you forward, a gun in your hand,
into the intersection that night. Jasmine, maybe
I was looking for me.
Blood and guns are the same color in the dark.
Our bodies have always been battlegrounds.
You became your own weapon
firing through time and space
and me, despite my first girl lover, that razor,
and my SOS heartbeat,
and despite my cyanide first girlfriend
and my mayday kisses,
and despite my stomping a coming-out song
over and over in emergency broadcast time
with so much silence instead of a mother,
I knew that despite all this,
I was lucky, 
and lucky goes dancing.
That night, the music did not stop.
When the bar closed,
I was covered in sweat. You were
covered by the tv news. We were both
alone.
Even through the breakbeat, there is the graveyard,
the tyranny of if and when,
and Richmond, California, in 2008 ,
when a dyke was gang raped by 4 men;
and Washington, DC, in 2009,
when five dykes were attacked 
by two men and the police 
would not take a report;
and Portland, Texas, in 2012 ,
when two dykes 
were shot in the head;
and Mesquite, Texas, in 2013, 
where a dyke was beaten to death;
and in Chicago, Illinois, in 2013,
where a dyke couple clung to each other 
while attacked by 10 men;
and Galveston, Texas, in 2014, 
where a dyke was choked in an elevator;



and Seattle, Washington, in 2015, 
where a dyke was attacked with
a pocketknife, a dog leash, and a black marker

and Kenyon Colege in Ohio, in 2016,
where a dyke was raped because
she was “too cute” to like girls,
and Brooklyn, New York, in 2017,
where a dyke was attacked on the subway
until her eye socket broke.
I was always queer
but when a man’s fist hit my lover’s face 
I became a dyke.
I had aimed to please, 
but now I could shoot to kill.
Jasmine, your body 
was always a battleground,
when you walked to work
or walked home
or walked to a club.
The holy war was
in your head and
your body and my body, 
so near but never against, 
bodies that can coil and gasp,
that can recoil and twist 
into coffins so easily
at the ends of cigarettes 
at the mouths of bottles and why 
should those men’s violence 
come as any surprise? 
Jasmine, the gun was pointing the wrong way.
This is not rage.
This is resistance.
This is resilience.
This is ours.
Living well is not the best revenge.
The best revenge is living.

The best revenge is to keep going.
So despite Portland and DC and Memphis and Chicago,
we keep going.
This resistance.
This resilience.
This is ours.
Your lonely is ours, and we
keep going. So in your name, 
I might just live in sin
whether or not marriage 
is now legal. In some states,
I am lewd and lascivious 
and my kisses are still crimes, 



so I will find girls 
to dance me slick and dirty 
in Kansas, where that is still 
illegal and mouthfuls of girls 
in both Carolinas, 
where that is still illegal, 
and in your name,
panties on the bar bathroom floor
in Louisiana, where that is still illegal, 
and maybe two girls
in Oklahoma, just to make it 
doubly illegal. And in Alabama
and Florida and Idaho, I will say your name, 
say it in Michigan, in Mississippi, 
in Texas and Utah. 
And now in California, in San Francisco, in the city
of junkies and thieves and whores and poets,
we will dance for you, lonely ghost. Lost girl.
Dyke.
And we will keep going. 
We will not march.
We will dance. 

From the beginning of San Francisco 
through allp the bars and clubs:
Maud’s and Amelia’s, 
and the electric slide into memory
of the Box and Club Q and Club Ecstasy, Female
Trouble, Faster Pussycat, Wet, Club Q, Snatch,
dancing the blisters into our heels and don’t 
stop dancing for Klitz Club and Red; Junk, 
Club Confidential, Muffdive, Club Jesus, Litterbox, 
bathed in sweat at Backstreet, 
Brownies for my Bitches, a kiss 
for the bartender at Hot Pants, 
Stay Gold, Rebel Girl, and the Lex the Lex the Lex.
Jasmine, this is not last call.
We are still calling.
Put down the gun.
Come dance.
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Thank You For Participating!
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