
Madame Tussaud at Madame Tussauds™ 
 
She made death masks of prisoners guillotined 
   in Revolution Square, their blood still fresh 
when she prepared the models in her workshop, 
   severed heads more real in wax than flesh. 
 
Now wax herself, she wanes inside the museum 
   that bears her name. Her mutton-sleeved black frock 
and lace-trimmed bonnet, knotted with a ribbon, 
   make her look as though she’s surplus stock 
 
from some assembly line of Mother Hubbards.  
   A pair of steel-rimmed specs perch on her nose. 
The placard on the wall behind her reads 
    “Madame Tussaud,” but something in her pose 
 
says otherwise. Says: Pay no mind to me. 
   Bruce Lee is waiting just across the hall. 
Says: Sit next to Madonna on the couch. 
   She’s left a space for you. Says: Touch RuPaul. 
 
Says: Slip your number into Brad Pitt’s pocket. 
   Lean closer. You can almost hear his breath. 
Her pose says Sorry for her face, not even 
   alive enough to be a mask for death. 
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