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THERE'S NO OTHER GHOST I'D RATHER GET CRUISED BY 



Louis Graydon Sullivan was a gay transsexual activist, 
born June 1951, died a dense thirty nine years later, who 
inserted his body into the discourse so we would be okay. 



Choreographer Sean Dorsey's modern dance piece titled 
Lou begins, 

"I don't know Lou Sullivan. Or, I mean I never met Lou 
Sullivan. Lou Sullivan was a five-foot-six transsexual gay 
man in life. Now, in his death he stands a whopping eight 
foot four. Or rather 8.4 cubic feet of all his diaries and paper 
on a shelf now that he left behind and donated to history." 



Lou turned his body into a better body and then he turned 
his body into paper and put it in a place we can go to during 
open hours to be with. In order to do this, he used the very 
apparatuses of state and culture that attempted to deny 
him (us): clinics, psychologists, and public record. 

Lou anticipated us. He anticipated me. Waiting in the public 
library for the archivist to bring up his papers, I feel the 
touch of a hand on my shoulder. 

Lou Sullivan is the kindest ghost I've ever met. 







Lou revealed the ways in which the language for the body 
is a condition of the body's becoming. He pressed his body 
into the language until it gave way. The dominant discourse 
failed us and continues to fail us, and Lou knew it. And 
so he instigated a new discourse, between us and him. 
Intimate, and public- like fucking in a movie theater, or 
crying in a library. 

Traces left all over in this way. 





I feel funny calling Lou a ghost because it makes him seem 
sad, and I don't know that he was or that I want him to 
be. Jose Munoz uses the word "ghost" to "decipher the 
networks of commonality and the structures of feeling that 
link queers across different identity markers [ ... ] as well as 
bodies separated along generational lines" (47). Between 
my body and Lou's body: the gradiating backdrop of AIDS, 
all the trans activism that has ever happened on the 
internet, the informed consent model, deaths and deaths 
and surgeries, and the ever shape-shifting discourse, 
writhing all over and between us all. 
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