by Constance Adler

My costume consisted of a high pointed cone hat,
covered in pink silk, draped with a sheer ecru veil
and secured with a long pale green ribbon beneath
my chin. Below | wore a pink satin strapless
prom dress that | found at Thrift City, only | had
massacred this dress so that the skirt rose in a
large padded poof around my waist. | also glued
a hundred or so lavender silk flower petals to the
dress so they flapped in the breeze as 1 walked.
(Never underestimate a girl with a glue gun.) Even
farther below | wore pink lace knickers, a shocking
red garter, pale pink and hot pink striped stockings,
and a pair of pink patent leather Converse high-top
sneakers. | was a riot of pink. Geoff said he'd never
be able to take me seriously again after seeing me
in this get-up. ! consider that a small loss in the
scheme of things.

On Mardi Gras morning this Pink Fairy danced
with Death in front of St. Louis Cathedral. The
Tremé Brass Band blasted away, while the crazy
Christians marched up and down with their scary

signs and shouted, “The wages of sin are death!”
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Emily affects a faux innocence here. The poem seems like a harmiess aporecratlon

of nature. Look closer. Emily says that we are great and useful to God m the same way that t’ne worm is great
and useful to the bird—as food. He made us to be part of this cycle: of eatmg and dlgestlng, Isvmg, dymg and
fertilizing the earth. Don't kid yourself. This “modesties enlarged” is her gnm Joke Modesty is'a false pose.

Humans put themselves at the top of the food cham in order to see themselves 35 closest to God.

Thank you, Emily, for the reminder that our soft pink flesh is no better and no different than the pulpy mass on
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the ground. That we are all worm’s meat in the end. You are weird, Emily, and morbid. Still, | like you.
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