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For Betty Play fo rd

Her head batte red and bloody. . . . The dead girl was not only ve ry popular

with ch i l d ren and adults alike in the neighbourhood where she lived but also

with her play m a te s .

I t ’s me.

All braids and fre c k l e s .

You study me,

My death ,

As if I was a fi c t i o n .

I smile on the front page :

S e ptember 22,1947,

As if alive .

C ri m i n a l ly assaulte d

R A P E D

And yet here I am,

I m m o rta l .

Study me,

E xamine me.

My body is dead,

A hammer blow to the head.

So be my guest ,

And look at my concept u a l i z a t i o n s ,

H i sto rical narra t i ve s ,

I n fi n i te isms.

D e c o n st ruct me,

D etach yo u rs e l f ,

And see what you fi n d :

Some tra mpled gra s s ,

Some semen,

Some blood,
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M aybe a nostalgic neighbour.

I’ll wait here ,

Smiling as th o u g h ,

S o ?

J u st to see all you know

Of pain,

Of death ,

Of me.


