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There is a face I wear for people to see, and very few have bothered to look beneath it.  
 
The words are trying to rip their way out of me. If I'm not careful, I am sure to have scars. I am afraid of mirrors, afraid to 
see what I see, afraid of the change, afraid I won't see what I supposedly know looking back, one day. Not many know of 
my darkness. Not even me. 
 
Ultimately, you realize at some point in life that we don't always have someone when we need them, we are alone, and if 
that wasn't what we wanted in the first place, then why did we choose it? I look around and see cards, photos, memories, 
tokens, and yet what are they really? No one can fix your pain, or make it go away. If it's emotional or within the realm of 
the mind, then only you can help yourself. You are your own caretaker, healer, spiritual shaman, but maybe you forgot that 
somewhere along the years of being surrounded by bodies, noise, and temporary distractions. You grew numb, falling into 
patterns, not realizing that you were poisoning your body and growing sick by the day, because you chose to look the 
other way and believe in the best. You lied to yourself, and to the ones you love, convincing everyone with award worthy 
performances, while inside you contemplated within fractions of a moment, about jumping in front of trains, and ending it 
all. Wouldn't everyone be better off without you? What did you bring to this life anyway? Your parents, who are supposed 
to reflect you, only make you feel you've been looking at the wrong mirrors all along. How do you find yourself, when you 
have no idea what it is you're looking for?  
 
What do you do when you have no idea how to end something, or find peace, or feel any kind of love for your self? There 
are no answers yet, but I'm hoping if I ask enough someone is bound to respond. So it's nice to know that at the end of it 
all, there is something left to feel and fight for. Hope. 
 
[W ild W om an]  

This image could be interpreted 
many ways. What's certain is the 
sense of loneliness and sadness, 
maybe a bit of frustration too. If 
looked at sideways, one may see 
the black figure as a mattress, and 
the space in which the words fit 
would have been where another 
person lay with her. Other 
interpretations could be that the 
black figure is how she is feeling 
about the person who is physically 
there with her but not mentally 
present. Or she feels the void in 
the place where someone once lay 
or could lay with her. 
 

Sleep ing Alone  [Eva Gertz 



	

	

Our  Bodies.  
 
I can’t see 
They see right through me.  
I can’t feel 
They feel right through me.  
 
And I tried 
To save those hands 
Your hands, my hands 
 
Still they take 
And reap 
And keep 
Pressing through me. 
 
They sit there 
Smug as they come  
With the wine we pressed 
With our bodies 
 
Our bodies 
They’re our bodies 
My body.  
 
They make my head spin ‘round 
Acting like a favorite kiss 

 
 
It’s a mess, it’s a mess 
Watching one by one 
Taking tongues 
Raping guns. 
 
And then they spit us out 
We’re just sour gum 
Come on and spit it our 
We’re waiting for our cue. 
  
They take our fingers 
Turn them in to claws 
Scratching, scraping everything in 
sight 
Make it yours 
Make it yours 
They’re taking yours right now.  
 
Take yours 
Make it yours 
We’ll take our bodies back. 
 
[Tash a Abbott]  

This painting can mean 
different things to different 
people. The green hue 
behind her and the green 
hands on her body leave this 
image up for interpretation. 
She could be mentally 
experiencing this suffering or 
physically. She could have 
said those words out loud or 
she could be internally 
feeling them. 
 
 

Please	Let	me	Keep	Just	This	[Eva	Gertz]	



	

	

This watercolor painting illustrates 
the discomfort and disagreements 
that a couple faces in bed, 
particularly in the sense that society 
creates built up expectations for 
ourselves and for others, leaving us 
so often in a heap of confusion and 
embarrassment. The covers are 
opened to the viewer to see how 
their body language reflects the 
tension in the moment. The colors 
also highlight areas that are 
subjects to their conversation, even 
though they are positioned in a way 
that tries to hide those areas. 

Treat  M e Like Y ou 
 
I am not an object, 
and I am not a thing  
I am not inferior, 
and you are not superior 
 
Treat me like an equal 
because I am just as great as you 
You may be treated better than me 
but that doesn’t mean you are better than 
me 
 
I work just as hard as you 
Yet you get more praise 
I may be a girl, a woman 
but I can do all you can 
 
You are the movie 
and I am the book 
People want you 
because they’re too lazy to know me 

Aren’t I important? 
Don’t you care? 
Or do I just exist 
for your benefit? 
 
I am not an object, 
and I am not a thing 
I am not inferior, 
and you are not superior 
 
[Lu cy Regnier-Kline]  

Couple in  Bed [Eva Gertz] 



	

	

Recently, I found a very old diary. Maybe from when I was younger than five. And, in the space where it said "My 
favorite color is: _____" I wrote:  
P I N K.  
Since then, I've spent a lot of years avoiding the color pink. Getting this feeling from dark blue.  
But, I've been wondering -- What does my nearly 4 year-old daughter have to say about the color pink now?  
-- 
Excerpts from our interview: 
If  you had  to  pick  one,  wh at's your favorite  color?  
Pink is my favorite color, but I like all the colors in a rainbow. Did you know though, there's no pink in a rainbow?  
W hen you  picked out the  s uperh er o cape,  te ll  m e why you chose  this  one.   
It was my favorite color, and I could reach it.  
W hat kind  of  powers does  you r cape  ha ve? 
My cape let's me fly around the room... like wooooosh. (Runs across the room and back and jumps on the bed). 
You can just run around and your cape is going to blow, AND there is something called (whispering) a 
mysterious.  
W hat d o you l ike  about wearing  pink? 
When I wear pink I'll tell you how I feel. I'll tell you in your ear very quietly - (whispering) I feel dressupy and very 
very very very very excited. 
W hat about th e color  blu e?  
I like blue sometimes but not all the time.  
Can al l  k ids wea r pink and  blu e?  
Yeah. Whatever they want to. If they don't, they don't have to. But if they do they do.  
Do boys  in your  sc hool  w ear  pi nk?  
Well Max doesn't wear pink usually, but Aiden does. I'm going to eat my sandwich now.  
-- 
Come to think of it, when I check out websites for "gender-neutral" clothing it's often showing a girl in a blue 
dinosaur t-shirt, or everyone wearing primary colors. But, I'm wondering --- what about showing a boy wearing a 
dress? And, is pink the new superhero power-color? 
 
[Jess e Eps tein]  



	

	

Ham ’s  wife:  
 
See, to me, life is simple 
You spend your childhood 
Running around aimlessly 
Growing. Experiencing. Figuring out, 
Beginning to understand  
How you think 
Until the moment  
Where you meet the person 
Who thinks in the same way as you  
And when you do, When you know  
you have found your person 
They become the sole point of your 
existence  
And you trust them with this responsibility  
Because you know  
They get you  
So when my husband 
Says to get on a boat  
With several wild beasts And Family  
All alone, By themselves  

In preparation for a deathly flood 
And to just Up and leave all my other friends 
On a sunny Tuesday  
In Jerusalem  
It is hard to not think Twice 
Not just about  
getting on the boat  
But about this person  
The person who you trust  
with your life  
And these second thoughts  
They've haunted me 
Haunted my mind 
Imposed their way  
Into my life 
Ever since  
That sunny, clear Tuesday  
In Jerusalem 
 
[Em ily  Melcer]  

Noah's w ife : 
 
He saved me 
From fear 
From death 
From drowning 
I remind myself 
Each time regret seeps  
Through the corners of my mind 
Yet each day 
I feel as if 
I am Sinking 
Sinking 
into the tide of the ocean 
Subconsciously 

[Diploma of  Arian a-Gigy M . Huffm an,   
Electrical Engineer,  1958, R om ania]  

I am melting into  
your shadow,  
my personality  
shrinking into the darkness  
Hiding 
behind your silhouette 

Afraid to come out  
Afraid  
to be something more 
than Mrs. Noah's Ark 
 
[Em ily  Melcer]  



	

	

 
Fem inine  Force  Fie ld 

an extremely brief herbal guide to supporting fem wellness 
By Joseph Mulhollen 

 
THE R OOTS: 
 
Vitex (Vitex agnus-castus) - restores balance to estrogen-progesterone 
cycle, indicated for irritability, depression and breast tenderness associated with the menstrual cycle. 
 
Black cohosh (Actaea racemosa) - indicated for mental complications of menopause, headaches and hot flashes associated 
with low estrogen, as well as uterine pain and tenderness. 
 
Burdock (Arctium lappa) - supports temporary blood deficiency, deficient cycle resulting in pain or PMS, anemia and 
impaired nutrition of skin by giving overall gentle liver support. 
 
Dandelion (Taraxacum officinale) - restores vitality of liver when it is stagnant and supports women who experience loss 
of appetite, weak digestion, hepatic torpor and constipation associated with uterine obstructions. 
 
Artichoke (Cynara sp) - when there is liver stagnation and constipation with pus-filled acne prior to menses, this herb is 
indicated. 
 
Motherwort (Leonurus cardiaca) - indicated for lack of or irregular menses, anxiety around menstrual cycle or with hot 
flashes, feelings of insufficiency, cold peripheral flow, and energetic or literal heart ache. 
 
 
THE B RANCHES: 
 
Ginger (Zingiber officinale) - supports fems with suppressed menstruation, pelvic congestion, slow moving menses with 
brown blood and cramps with the feeling of a light cold at onset. 
 
Cinnamon (Cinnamomun zeylanicum) - reduces post-partum (and other) uterine hemorrhages with profuse flow, cold 
extremities and pallid complexion. 
 
Cramp bark (Viburnum opulus) - when there is cramping with back pain, deficient menstruation with scanty flow and 
pain, this herb is beneficial. 
 
Black haw (Viburnum prunifolium) - this herb has been used traditionally to strengthen pregnancy when there is uterine 
colic, dysmenorrhoea with deficient menses, and intermittent, painful contractions of the pelvic tissues. 
 
Sage (Salvia spp) - indicated when there are drenching night sweats with hot flashes and changes in body odor around 
time of menses, especially if circulation is enfeebled. 
 
Valerian (Valeriana officinalis) - when there is mental fatigue and physical tension, this herb is indicated. It is a cerebral 
stimulant that supports those with mental depression and despondency, while reducing spasms. 
 
Saw palmetto (Serenoa repens) - indicated for inflammation of the genitourinary tract. 



	

	

I am covering my eyebrows. The back of a teaspoon fished from the bottom of a truly filthy makeup bag is used to carefully 
smooth thick putty over my meager, slicked down hairs. As soon as the surface is perfected I get out of the way: Real 
estate in the single mirror is at a premium. Queens, Kings, trusted friends, and would-be photojournalists jostle for space 
in the tiny, crowded backstage-cum-bar kitchen. “Can’t see for shit in this light,” a King mutters as he dabs hair trimmings 
on his chin. Eyeshadow palettes sporting every color of the rainbow perch precariously on the edge of the sink. Street 
clothes are relegated to the bottom of overstuffed backpacks and duffel bags bursting with wigs and evening gowns. 
Outfits are safety-pinned in place; they need only hold together for the length of a pop song. A veteran of the stage snaps at 
a younger performer whose makeup she is fixing to keep her eyes open, or she’ll fuck up her lashes. A cute, bespectacled 
twink makes eyes at a Queen with flowing jewel-toned hair. The laughter is edged with pre-show nerves. Every performer 
is taking full advantage of the free drinks offered by the proprietor. 
 
It would certainly be more convenient to prepare in the comfort of one’s home, but this is Jerusalem: walking down the 
street in drag could invite harassment, or worse: just last month a King was jumped on his way home by a pack of youths 
and badly beaten. “Are you a man, or a woman?”, they had demanded to know. “Whatever I am, I have more balls than any 
of you”, he hollered back at them. They took restitution for their injured masculinity in blood. Now we gather in nearby 
apartments to indulge in some liquid courage and walk to the club together, in the hope that strength lies in numbers. 
The club owner has shrewdly installed heavy steel doors at the entrance. 
 
A couple of extra bobby pins certainly won’t hurt. Don’t want the wig to flip off. A cloud of hairspray, a generous sprinkle 
of glitter and the look is complete. I am transformed, unrecognizable. Not myself. Every performer has a moment in their 
preparation during which they embody their character. Some slip on their role with their shoes. For others, it’s the 
eyebrows. For me, it’s the lipstick. In real life, I never wear makeup. It makes me feel garish and vulnerable. Male 
attention of any sort makes me nervous. I can sense the violent potential on the edge of their catcalls, in their penetrating 
gaze. But this woman staring back at me? Not a tremor of uncertainty in her eyes. I have cobbled together an 
otherworldly creature I wish I could be. I want others to fear and admire her as I do. 
 
Each is hugged and cheered as they finish. Everyone in the room knows the bravery involved in getting up on the stage, in 
exposing yourself. 
 
My heart pounds. That second Red Bull was definitely a mistake. The corset isn’t helping the lightheadedness. It’s not 
too late to back down, I tell myself. You can just walk away. One more number is performed, and then another. Some 
performers’ lips tremble as they work their way through the lip-synch. 
 
And all too soon, my moment of truth arrives. My feet feel like lead weights as I climb the stairs. The MC asks if I’d like to 
say a few words to the audience before I begin. I shake my head numbly and get into position. 
 
If you look down at the audience, your eyes will look closed from afar. Open them wide, and look directly into the 
spotlight. Relax and allow it to engulf you. 
 
The moment the music starts, I am utterly hers. I cootchie-coo across the stage, throwing winks and kisses as I undulate 
my hips just like I practiced. The hoots and whistles egg me on. I absorb their energy, gobble it up, gorge myself. I feel 
powerful. I feel sexy. I feel loved. Nothing compares to this. I am illuminated. I am glowing. I am a power pylon. My 
outstretched fingers fairly spark as I reach out and touch the audience. I return their generosity tenfold. In that moment, I 
love them more than anything. 
 
And then it’s over. The crowd howls its approval and I wave at them like Queen Elizabeth. I exchange careful kisses with 
the MC and jump down. Shock waves reverberate from the hard floor through my 7 inch heels all the way up to my knees. 
Performative femininity hurts. 



	

	

The euphoria lasts for a hot minute. Fellow performers reconvene backstage to loosen corsets and change into sneakers. 
We slap each others’ backs and exchange congratulations. My head feels as though it could float right off my shoulders. I 
can’t stop grinning. Music bursts forth from the shitty speakers and I dance like my joints are made of rubber. My 
makeup, so carefully preserved, can melt right off my face for all I care. 
 
Somewhere into my third Rusty Nail panic sets in. I lean against the bar, my head swimming. I cannot stop the images 
playing and replaying in my head. The press of bodies is suddenly overwhelming. In my mind’s eye I see the dark horde 
closing in. Phalluses like blunt instruments, unrelenting. White teeth bared under the black light. I can’t speak. I can’t 
breathe. 
 
I grab my stuff and stumble through the door into cold night. The yellow street lamps paint the empty avenues with their 
sickly jaundiced light. I swivel my eyes skyward, calculating how far away the dawn is. I stride like a man: shoulders 
squared, legs swinging wide, hips stiff. The streets are nearly deserted, but every lone human silhouette makes my heart 
lurch in trepidation. Will it be tonight that it happens? I rehearse my most badass lines, knowing in my heart of hearts that 
I would probably snap like a dry twig if they actually came for me.    
 
Finally, finally, my key turns in its lock. My bag thumps to the floor. I should take off the remains of my makeup. I should 
do lots of things. But I crawl into bed. Close my eyes. Let the tears wash the spirit gum away. v 
 
[Naa va  W einer]  

 
i guess momma was right when she said even in a paper bag you’d be beautiful  ’   seems there will be no hiding from the 
manyheaded monster who stares arrogantly from each sidewalk, winking commenting undressing me behind its eyes 
without my consent hands lunging bets wagers on who will get to do me first   ’  each episode another nail in the coffin of 
my despair and cynicism as i walk down another street to meet one more pair of gaping eyes looking me UP  
and down 
assessing my worth ’  
if i had a superpower i would want it to be invisibility or at least the opportunity to walk for a day unburdened by this 
femaleness that forces me into the public domain  ’   i don’t want to be a suspicious person but experience has taught me 
that i have no choice each time i give the benefit of the doubt my hopes are 

dashed 
by another  

clicking tongue 
low whistle 

breath escaping 
mm-HMM 

hey beautiful 
why don’t you smile 
don’t be nervous 
how about a number 
how about a glance     ’ 

how can i protect my body and preserve the scraps of my   ’  self a good heart forced into a hateful essence this 
purgatory my only existence a wraith roaming the earth with no solace no salvation wisps of what was once a faithfilled 
being dissipate like mist at dawn. 

 
[M ikhal  W einer ] 



	

	

M e and M ine  
I know of the miracle of life 
But seeking it through love 
Is a most deceptive path to peace, 
Prickled with barbs begging for attention. 
I don’t believe in love-- 
She and her children, nomads in flight 
Became exhausted 
On their travels to the westward sky. 
 
But staring at the chasm 
Between heard knowledge 
And experience, on the journey 
From believer to witness to participant, 
Desire echoes 
Like a transparent sage. 
What does it mean to speak of love? 
The word is only wrong 
If you feel when we’ve got it right. 
 
Love is a realization promised 
In the meeting of lovers’ eyes. 
The promise in the meeting of any kind 
To step out of the tangle 
Of bodies intertwined 
To taste with the tongue of the soul. 
 
It climbs its way through all ages 
As it goes, 
Encased by time’s artifacts 
Adorned with human art and expression 
Surrounded by a thickness 
Only penetrated by the curious 
With attention to spare. 
 
Yet pupils offer no confirmation 
Other than themselves. 
The field of vision 
Can never reveal the answer 
Nor the one who holds it. 
 
But there are those 
Who are truly relentless 
Driven by puzzles 
That stumble upon the supreme. 
Or upon magic, 
To those who do not spare the time 
To find out 
Where the ticking is coming from. 

For we display the keys in 
Degrees of polarity 
Stretched out across the breath. 
 
I feel like I’m balancing two worlds 
With a self to match each one. 
If breathe we must, 
I want a love that makes moves 
Out of silence. I want 
 
A love with no object 
Absolutely free of everything 
And weighted down 
With the gravity of the sea. 
A spontaneous combustion 
To burn through the dense veil of meaning 
For good. 
 
[Em ily  Chiappin el l i ]  

Sel f  Por trait  [Mor Cohen] 



	

	

	 
Stuck somewhere between nurturer and savage  
Let go of this torment... embrace the untamed spirit that is our essence 
Can't you feel her, wild over water and sound 
 
Barring the weight of nurture, radiating the quality of nurture 
Moving through the world in tune with the womb 
the fierce are alive all the while gentle 
 
caring does not imply taming 
Pashma flavors but does not tame 
Pashma feeds even when she is hungry 
 
[Car ine Gibert]  

Sally  M ars  [Fiction ]  
 
For some reason she didn’t want to wake up. Eventually her father’s voice echoed in her head “Sally, where are you?” so 
loudly that she had to open her eyes. Her mouth was dry, her tongue and her whole body breaded in sand. Back home she 
would daydream of a day at a beach like this. But suddenly, like a million knives throughout her body, the terror struck her 
and she realized why she had been avoiding waking up for the past few hours: an accident she could not for the life of her 
recall had left her half-dead in this place. Her body was unresponsive, all her muscles were torn, she couldn’t recognize the 
color of her own arm’s skin bleeding from burns and bites, a banquet, for who knows how long now, for beach bugs, 
mosquitos and perhaps even a few desperate pelicans. She touched her face and could hardly feel her fingertips. She tried 
to imagine her disfiguration in a mirror. As she regained control over her body she looked around between her sandy 
eyelashes and saw nothing but beach. Beach, beach and more beach. And a forest. It seemed that Sally was alone. 
 
The days that followed were unbearable. She carried her broken body around the island looking for whatever she could 
find that resembled nutrition. As she did this she confirmed again and again her deepest fear: she was a castaway, and she 
was going to have to survive, to survive and escape. It was just like in that movie with Tom Hanks. Except it wasn’t 
exactly like that because he was a man, and she was a woman, and that was a movie. And also because Sally Mars was a 
young woman from Boston going to college for Hotel Management, with a part-time waitress job and a boyfriend, Mike, 
and a plan to move in with him, get married and have children. Yes, that was Sally. She had nothing to do with this whole 
surviving business… eating half-dead seagulls, rotten fish and possibly poisonous plants. First she forgot the taste of her 
morning strawberry-banana shakes, organic kale salads and chai tea. Then she began to forget the moistness of Mike’s 
kisses, and the softness of their skins. But what she couldn’t manage to forget for a second was her growing despair. She 
wasn’t made for this kind of suffering, had nothing to do with this bullshit. Her head was saturated with impossible 
contradiction and it drove her mad. Many times she screamed in vain into the vast and indifferent ocean. The heat, the 
burns, the hunger, the thirst, and a hundred more merciless weapons of the island pressed around her like walls. But then 
again no, she was not a cast away… she was Sally Mars, a young woman from Boston going to college for Hotel 
Management… except every time she’d open her eyes she’d see the same three things behind her eye lashes: vastness, 
loneliness and despair. She was paralyzed by fear and impotence, and wouldn’t move from a shade tree except for the 
minimum food and water her body begged her for. 



	

	

 
Days or perhaps weeks she spent in this state. One such day while lying under the tree and looking unblinkingly into 
oblivion, Sally found herself staring at two seashells she was holding. As she looked at them she felt something: they were 
looking back at her, as if two familiar male faces were carved into them. She was feeling the presence of two men: Mike, 
her boyfriend, and her father, incidentally also named Mike. She cried until a dim hope began to build up inside her, the 
first hope she had felt since the accident. Mike and her dad were tough: she knew them; she’d camped with them a few 
times in Massachusetts. They definitively knew how to master nature’s challenges. She would ask them to show her how 
to do it, she thought. She began telling the seashells about her problems, and asking them for instruction. Under her 
father’s and Mike’s protection she felt, for the first time since the accident, strength and confidence. She went from 
nothingness and despair to having at least a drop of hope for survival.  
 
From that moment on, things began to change. She carried the seashells with her everywhere she went, even when it 
meant having less room in her pockets for fish, coconuts or turtle shells. When she asked Mike and Mike “teach me how to 
fish” they showed her, and she eventually found herself carrying tasty flounders and mackerels by the dozens back to the 
shade tree. When she asked Mike and Mike “teach me how to build a raft” they showed her the way to a bamboo forest 
and taught her how to tie one to another using coconut leaf stems and fish fins, and protecting the edges with turtle shells 
and stone. They taught her to build a spear out of bamboo and pelican beak, and to hunt for camouflaged lizards. She 
would speak to the seashells, beg them, and she would herself vocalize the response of her saviors in a lower pitched 
masculine voice. She did this day and night as she built and hunted and explored the island. She found comfort in the 
adrenaline of complete involvement into these daily tasks and she managed, at least during daytime, to put aside her 
loneliness and despair.  
 
When the thunderstorm hit the island Sally asked the seashells to “tell me how to build a shelter”. As she scanned the 
bamboo forest for building materials she heard among the heavy rain and thunder a noise, abrupt, like a dog’s bark. She 
approached it and found exactly what she was expecting, even though she couldn’t believe she’d found that here: it was a 
gray, slim and majestic greyhound dog barking against the thunderstorm, with powerful ribs and chest, visible in his dry-
fit-like skin. He had a hostile and wild appearance, so she was cautious at first. But after throwing small bamboo sticks 
and having him fetch them for her a few times, Sally realized he was a good dog, a creature as lost and as desperate as she 
was on this island. She began calling him Mike, almost by accident, and it stuck.  
 
With the help of the seashells and the dog she successfully built a shelter from the storm. When the storm passed she made 
the shelter more and more comfortable, annexed a bedroom for the dog, and even built a small but sublime altar where 
she placed the two seashells every night and praised her saviors with songs, fire, and prayer.   
 
Having built the shelter she managed to put together a daily routine for the first time since her arrival on the island. At 
sunrise she’d explore the island for resources or more company. In the afternoons she’d work on spears, collect coconuts 
and continue the work on the raft. In the evenings she’d play and have lunch with Mike, cook, and after sunset she’d go 
harpooning fish, when the moonbeams attracted the mackerels, as she had been instructed by her father and her 
boyfriend. Then she’d count the stars alongside Mike. She built an affectionate relationship with the greyhound, and he 
became her only and best friend in this new world. They talked, and played, and built, and swam together. He shook his 
tail and she cracked up when he’d run to her, after a swim, and hump her leg like a rabbit. She slowly found stability in this 
routine. She also found, for the first time since the accident, some spare time to wander into her thoughts. She realized she 
had been trying to postpone this moment for as long as she could: the moment where she would have to get back into her 
mind, the moment she’d go back to facing Sally Mars, the young woman from Boston going to college for Hotel 
Management with a boyfriend and a plan. It wasn’t long until terror got hold of her once again, the terrible contradictions 
of her situation, the vast purposelessness of her existence as a mere survivor. Living for nothing more than one new day. 



	

	

That night was a full moon. She was lost in her usual yet unbearable panicked state when she saw her reflection in Mike’s 
black eyes, and was terrified to see her face round, chubby and covered in hair. She hadn’t shaved since she landed on the 
island, but, had she really been eating that much? Her neck, her chest, her back, her legs, her armpits were covered in hair, 
fatter and uglier that she’d ever been before. She was terrified at the sight of this vision in the dog’s round black eyeballs: 
she screamed and cursed, hit the dog and kicked the seashells off the altar. Ran to the seashore, furiously sharpened a 
stone as much as she could and began shaving her facial hair, and then all the other parts of her body, without paying any 
attention to the severe bleeding cuts in the process. As the hairs were torn out of her skin she screamed in lunacy “Who am 
I! Who am I! Sally, where are you?” into the moonlight. Then she screamed “Mike!! Mike!! Mike!!” and the dog appeared 
in the distance, coming out of the woods to find her. 
 
In her wrath she marveled at this vision: Mike running towards her at full speed, his perfectly slim, muscular, tight, and 
smooth gray body. Her body was fully shaved, and in many spots where there had been hair there was now blood from the 
cuts running down over her skin and then scattering into the waves. Like the waves all around her many different 
emotions began crashing against her in all directions, tumbling and taking over her body. She felt guilty, disgusted, 
furious, yet powerful and ecstatic. She knew, she could feel it: the urge, the need to become herself again, to return to Sally 
Mars. She promised herself she’d never become anything except that. She found herself suddenly with a plan, a perfect 
plan to return to Sally Mars: from that very moment she’d stop eating as much, and run every single day alongside Mike 
for hours until she regained her original figure, the figure she had back in Boston. She’d also shave everyday, ask the 
seashells to teach how to finish the goddam raft, get the hell out of this forsaken place once and for all, and go home. She’d 
build herself back into the proper Sally Mars, back to the woman with the plan, the woman that was going to make it, and 
that was going to carry Mike’s children. But those plans didn’t belong in this place. There was nothing on this island for 
Sally. 
 
Standing in the waves she couldn’t take her eyes for a second from Mike the greyhound approaching her at full speed. His 
rib cage, his chest, his black eyes, his loose lips and his penis swinging back and forth as he galloped on the moonlit sand. 
Suddenly a set of seashells touched her leg and she felt her father-Mike’s presence all around her, strong, omnipresent in 
the vast and empty beach. It was the kind of huge bestial presence her father had when he was silent, looking at her with 
anger, disapproving, judgmental, disappointed. As the waves crashed the seashells touched her again and the presence 
was now that of her boyfriend Mike, all around her. All along her eyes were fixed on Mike, and she could see every single 
muscle twisting as he ran towards her. She wondered how it must feel to be Mike, fast, elegant, slim. In this forsaken 
place where Sally didn’t belonged, the dog was surely wiser than her, for he carried that mysteriously ancient wisdom of 
gray beasts, of nature. She remembered her reflection on Mike’s eyes, how horrible she looked, and now she came to the 
realization that the dog had seen that too. What did he think when he would see her? Did he remember her face when she 
had been beautiful? For how long had she been despicable around the dog? What kind of merciless judgment happened in 
Mike’s mind regarding her impotence, her lack of wisdom, her incapacity to escape from this absurd situation? Did his 
being, his wild and mythical body and spirit desire her, admire her, even a bit? 
 
“I will give you a son” she whispered to Mike, or rather whispered this into the wind. As he came closer and closer an idea 
possessed her. Images of the dog humping her leg flashed in her mind. She stripped out of her clothes and planted her feet 
firmly on the ground, waiting for impact, ready to receive. “I will give you a son!” she screamed. Her body was burning 
with fury, despair, guilt, anger and now an unprecedented desire. When Mike jumped onto her naked body she embraced 
him and the strength of their collision threw them both into the waves, where their bodies turned in the salt. As Mike 
struggled to break free she struggled furiously to keep him captive. “I will give you a son!!” She reached for Mike’s belly, 
found his penis and gripped as strongly as she could. She could feel the bright and moist red meat coming out of its skin, 
the dog let out a dim cry of pain, and she stretched it against her genitals. “I will give you a son!!” She couldn’t stop 
screaming as their bodies burned and twisted and broke like two papers thrown into a flame. Her body collapsed and she 
fell back into the water where her dead body was swept away by the waves. Mike jumped out of the waves in panic, and 
ran back into the woods as he barked. 



	

	

 
The horizon became a canvas for the colors of dawn. The first seagulls began chirping as the sun began piercing the 
cloudless, virginal sky. Her mouth was dry, her tongue and her whole body half covered in the sand. Sally opened her eyes. 
She looked through her sandy eyelashes and confirmed that there was not a soul around. Sally was alone, but this time it 
was different. This time there was no terror, no panic at the realization of her reality. As she laid, gentle waves caressed 
her and she felt her body returning, landing down on her like a gentle kiss. A life, ancient and wise, crawled up her body. It 
was a power as boundless as the ocean, manifesting itself as gently as the waves. Although the sun was now shining from 
its throne in the center of the cloudless sky, it didn’t feel merciless but rather like a warm caress on the totality of her naked 
skin. v 
 
[B en jam in Fur man ] 

 
Oh! 
Oh! the abandon of young women enraptured by the womanness that’s come upon them unannounced like a specter in the 
night offering up unlatched gates to queendoms they will  eagerly survey with gleaming eyes Oh! 
 
the abandon of young women biting into life like an overripe fruit juice dribbling down their jowls barely able to hold the 
elation in their guts it escapes 
now in laughter  
now in screams Oh! the abandon 
 
of young women screeching their girlish pleasure in a train car at midnight lit up bright as a christmas tree a flurry of 
giggles filling every filthy crevice to the bursting Oh! 
 
the abandon of young women turning their newfound powers over and over in lacquered fingertips as the witching hour 
descends upon us Oh! 
 
the abandon. 
 
[M ikhal  W einer ] 
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