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Taylor Kuether

Loveliness
my smile feels harsh 
like fl uorescent lights on a linoleum fl oor.
we’re made from the skin of stars.
i outstretch my fi ngers;
they’re bones
or feathers,
but never both.

Greg White

Off the Top Rope!

After anyone spends any amount of time with me, he or she 
will become aware that I adore professional wrestling. I 

expect the holier-than-thou look of mild disgust I receive when 
my viewing habits are exposed. I expect the question: why do 
I—a relatively well-adjusted young man with a fi ancé (she’s actu-
ally real, and trust me when I tell you this, she’s stunning), a job, 
and a face that is not riddled with acne—still watch professional 
wrestling? Don’t I know that it’s fake? Don’t I know that it’s not a 
real sport? Don’t I get it? Am I that dumb to not know that what 
I watch every Monday night and once a month on Sundays is just 
well-oiled men bouncing around a ring in some sort of twisted 
theatrical display?

I’m no idiot. I know about wrestling, more than any sane 
human should ever be willing to admit.    

But let’s take a page out of Loverboy’s playbook. Let’s start 
from the start.

I wasn’t always well-adjusted. I was a dork. If you could 
track down my old yearbooks, you would see that I was a bespec-
tacled nimrod who didn’t know how to smile for school pictures, 
whose mother never let him get the cool laser-y background for 
said pictures, and who thought it was a good idea to wear a leather 
vest for his fourth grade school photo. You would know that I 
couldn’t grow facial hair until I was twenty. You would know that 
I thought it was cool to wear oversized Wu-Tang shirts to school. 
You would know that I didn’t kiss a girl until I was more than 
halfway through the seventh grade (and if you know anything 
about seventh grade boys, you know that this is social leprosy). 


