
This is Paris, 
 
the city that saw the bloody head 
of Marie Antoinette severed by the rusty knife of 
idealism. Days after her flight from Versailles— 
silk nightgown hiked up 
revealing her delicate pink legs.  
I almost pity her— 
a bride at 14 in pink taffeta trembling 
frosted cake crumbs falling 
from painted lips, I imagine.  
And now rolling her slender neck 
in some basement made of rotting oak beams 
with maggot bread crumbs to gnaw on.  
 
No, that is too dramatic. Marie Antoinette, 
 what were your last thoughts as you rested  
your pearl stranded neck against the cold block? 
I wander the now wide city streets 
and can still smell the stench of the Seine 
cutting through the smell of the croissants and cakes 
baked fresh at the local café. 
 
 


