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The Man Who Brought a Knife to a Gunfight

He staggered and dropped without landing
	 a single blow. We who gave him fair
		  warning, whose counsel went unheeded,

we watched through the curling smoke. Gunshots
	 battered the air above our heads—some
		  in celebration and some salute—

as confetti sifted down. Balloons
	 bumped against his body, the music
		  loud enough to ignore his begging,

to miss the whisper of his last breath.
	 He clutched still the handle of his blade
		  but when the dancing began we danced.




