
 
 

 
 

Living Dead 

Girl 
By Elizabeth Scott 

You’ve pulled your skirt up to 

your waist, arms resting by 

your sides, palms up and 

open. Waiting. “Good,” he 

says, and lies on top of you. 

Heavy and pushing, always 

pushing. “Good girl, Alice.” 

Afterward, he will give you 

the water and a container of 

yogurt. He will sit with one 

hand curled around your 

knee. You will watch TV 

together. He will tell you how 

lucky you are. 
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I can't breathe, but that's not 

why he lets the pressure up. 

He lets go a little so I can nod. 

Because he knows I will. I am 

not strong; I cannot stop him 

or even slow him down. I can 

only wait until he gets so 

tired of me that he lets me 

die and moves on. "She 

would punish me," he says. 

"Hold me down and show me 

how all we think of is sin. 

How We are-all sin." He spits 

the last word out, like he can 

taste it, and then touches my 

hair, slides his fists under my 

shirt and twists the sullen rise 

of my right breast, the little 

lump that's there. "Would 

you be that kind of mother?"  

"No."  

Ray has never come out and 

said it, but I know from years 

of listening to him dream that 

his mother did to him what 

he does to me. Held him 

down, rubbed him raw, broke 

him open. In them, he cries 

and begs her not to touch 

him, that he doesn’t want to 

go inside her, that he is a 

good boy, he really is. 
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We are close to the park. Ray 

has finished his chicken and 

cleaned his hands and 

pressed my face down into 

his lap again, then changed 

his mind and moved me 

around, folding me into what 

he wanted, my head pushing 

into the door as he pushes 

into me, grunt (him) thunk 

(me).  

“You. Remember. Who. You. 

Belong. To,” he says. “You. 

Remember. Whose. Girl. You. 

Are.”  

I nod and he pushes my hair 

out from where it has gotten 

trapped under me, caught by 

him and how he’s moved me.  

“There,” he says. “That must 

feel better.”  

It does, of course it does, not 

feeling bits of my hair strain, 

snap. My head goes thunk 

again, once, twice, and then 

he sighs. Flexes his fingers on 

my shoulder, red pain silent 

scream inside me.  

Tears on my face, I cannot 

help it, and he licks them off 

one by one, sucking every last 

thing he can from me. 
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