
When the Tahoe Circled the Block and Skidded to a Stop, I Carried Not Even Mace and Hoped Only 
for a Beating 

when Sam & Brady robbed the uniform store 
& the dogs came 
all slavering teeth  
& muscle 
Sam fired the gun 
wounding one officer in both legs 
& killing one dog 
killing 
one dog 
 
the first firearm I held 
my brother’s 9-millimeter 
it felt heavy 
cool & sleek 
& dead 
I squeezed the trigger 
& exhaled gently 
but each time 
couldn’t stop  
flinching 
 
Sam was good 
smart & funny 
he liked music 
& played instruments– 
I imagine him with it 
before the shots went off 
before the chase 
holding it 
wondering 
if he could 
when  
 
the moment came 
 
it is unreasonable to measure  
human against animal life 
it cannot be reasoned. 
when the cops shoot your dog 
in Anyplace, America 
it is, at best, unfortunate 
when you shoot a cop dog 



they charge you 
for murdering 
an officer 
 
Brady, who did not run 
who did not fire the gun 
got out last year & is married 
it's fragrant like spring 
like violence  
can’t touch everything 
 

how it is to live in this body  
(you know what that gets you) 
in this country 

& how roommate pockets 
an empty revolver 
to walk trash to the dumpster 
how brother doesn’t travel  
without his concealed carry 
how those with the least to fear 
arm themselves with it 
how he wouldn’t say it 
with his mouth 
but with the cases 
of ammunition he mailed  
to our parents 
doorstep 
 
what would it mean 
to be harassed on the street— 
in your hometown’s dive bar 
the rest stop men’s room— 
and carry a pistol? 
to feel the fear  
course through you 
into it 
gleaming dully  
at your hip 
in your hand? 

if the Tahoe 
sans bystanders. 
if i’d had a gun 

having it 
& having what it takes 



the most dangerous things  
about me 


