
If I were a wrestler—one of those real juicy, full-of-trenbolone,
moonsault-off-the-top, meathead beefcake types—my coming out
might’ve gone a little differently. I would’ve been intimidating; wouldn’t
have tripped up on so many of my necessary words. But now, all I can
do is imagine saving face in the aftermath, like:

Thanks, Mean Gene. You wanna know how I feel today? 
You wanna know how I feel after being cheated out

of a victory over Pat Patriarchy at Survivor Series? I’m furious. I’m hot.
Ooh, I’m so mad I could kiss a woman I don’t even like right now!

Yeah, I see all you pretty ladies in the crowd right there. 
Ric Flair might be broken-down old Magic Mountain,

but I’m Raging Bull at Six F(l)ags. Step right up!
(Gotta give them something to cheer for, right?)

And then Mean Gene would cut in to keep me on track
and would probably point out the bandages above
my eyes, on my arms, over my heart, before asking, 
What’s the move now? Aren’t
you too banged up to wrestle? Maybe you should do what
most do when a coming out doesn’t go their way and buy
a pint of B n’ J’s ice cream and eat your feelings. 

-Adele Nwankwo-Adele Nwankwo

After Coming Out:
A Wrestling Promo
After Coming Out:
A Wrestling Promo

____
____

#MMPPisLIT






