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“I  know  that  a  woman  is  

a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the  

devil  dress  her  not.”

{Shakespeare}
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“I   suppose  you  think  I’m  

v e r y   b r a z e n   o r   t r è s  

fou . . . I   don’t   mind. . . I t ’ s  

useful  being   top  banana  

in  the  shock  department.”

{Breakfast  at  Tif fany’s }

6
“Women  are   supposed   to  be  ver y   ca lm  general ly :  but  women   fee l   just  as  men  

feel...they   suffer   from   too   rigid  a   restraint,   too  absolute  a   stagnation,  precisely  

a s   men   wou l d   s u f fe r ;   and   i t   i s   na r r ow–minded   i n   t h e i r   mo re   p r i v i l e g e d  

fellow–creatures  to  say  that  they  ought  to  conf ine  themselves  to  making  puddings  

and  knitting  stockings,  to  playing  on  the  piano  and  embroidering  bags.”

{Charlotte  Brontë}
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“Pet e r :   Why   d idn ’ t   you   t ak e   o f f   a l l   your   c l othe s ?    

You  could  have  stopped  forty  cars.

El l i e :  Wel l ,   ooo,   I ’ l l    remember   that  when  we  need  

forty  cars.”

{It  Happened  One  Night}
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“ I   d i d   n o t   b e l i e v e   t h a t   a   C a u s e   w h i ch   s t o o d   f o r   a   b e a u t i f u l   i d e a l ,   f o r  

anarch i sm,   fo r   re l ea s e   and   f re edom   f rom   convent i on   and   p re jud i ce ,   shou ld  

demand   the  denial   of   l ife  and   joy.   I   insisted   that   our  Cause   could  not   expect  

me   t o   b e c ome   a   nun   and   t ha t   t h e   movemen t   wou l d   n ot   b e   t u rn ed   i n t o   a  

cloister.”

{Emma  Goldman}

“If  we  face  the  fact,  for  it  is  a  fact,  that  there  is  no  

a rm   t o   c l i n g   t o ,   bu t   t ha t   we   g o   a l on e . . . t h en   t h e  

oppor tuni ty  wi l l   come  and   the  dead  poet  who  was  

Shakespeare’s   sister  will    put   on   the  body  which   she  

has  so  of ten  laid  down.”

{Virginia  Woolf}
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“Life   in   this   society  being,  at  best,  an  utter  bore  and  no  aspect  of   society  being  

a t   a l l   r e l e van t   t o   wom en ,   t h e r e   r em a i n s   t o   c i v i c -­m i nd e d ,   r e s p on s i b l e ,  

thri l l -­ seeking   females  only   to  over throw   the   government,   e l iminate   the  money  

system,  institute  complete  automation  and  destroy  the  male  sex.”

{Valerie  Solanas}

Dear  Aliaa,

Oh,  you  purple   rose  of  Cairo.     Oh  
you  Annabel  Lee.     Something   in  me  
understands   that   the   s i lence  of  your  
pixels  is  deeper  than  all  roses.    

Diogenes  would   shine  his   lantern  
at  you  and  say,  “Behold!     The  honest  
human  being.”      
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2
“Doe sn ' t   my   body   d r i ve  

you  wild  with  desire?”

{Cabaret}

Michelangelo  would  knock  down  his  
David  and  replace  him  with  your  pose.

Bo r g e s   wou ld   d r eam   an   unend ing  
e n c y c l o p e d i a   t o   b e   und on e   b y   yo u r  
endlessness.

Hemingway   wou l d   f l i nch ,      F reud  
would   t rembl e ,   and   Nietz sche   wou ld  
blush,  to  see  those  red  slippers,  that  red  
bow,   those   b lack   ny l ons   pu l l ed   up   to  
just...

  
Tho se   red   rub y   s l ipper s .      My   God ,  

Al iaa .      Those   a ren ’ t   Dorothy ’ s   rub y  
slippers.     Those  aren’t   ruby   slippers   for  
the   twent i eth   centur y.      Tho se   a ren ’ t  
ruby  slippers  for  going  home  again.

*  *  *

You  are  pixels  on  my  screen.     Thorns  
in  my  eyes.     You  came   from  your   spring  
in   the  desert   to  my  winter  by   the   lake.    
You  are  occupying,  and  occupying,  and  
o c c up y i n g   my   c anva s   s k i e s   and   my  
muslin  trees.

    
You  are   the  happy  blossom  with   the  

cradle  narrow.  I  am  the  merry   sparrow,  
swift  as  arrow.

You’ re   my   second   l i t t l e   per son,   the  
one  I’ve  waited   for.     We’ll   take  a   road  
trip  way  out  west.        Somewhere  maybe  
someday.    Maybe  somewhere  far  away.

*  *  *

W h a t   w o u l d   t h e   B r o n t ë s   t h i n k ?    
What   would   the   Wol l stonecraf t s   say?    
How   would   Lou   Sa lome   reac t ?      How  

would  Anaïs  Nin  take  note?

What  will  anyone   say  or   think,  how  
wi l l   anyone   reac t   o r   t ake   not e ,   when  
they  look  at  your  red  and  your  black,  at  
your   app les   on   the   b ranch ,   and  when  
t h e y   f e e l   l i k e   t h e   fa m i s h e d   i n   t h e  
orchard  of  desire?

Yo u   a re   t h e   Fo r m ,   t h e   I d e a l ,   t h e  
Dream,  the  Theory,  the  Beautiful  Soul,  
the  Daughter   o f  Utopia,   the  Angel   o f  
Perfection.

You  are  just  a  little  JPEG  on  a  cheap  
computer  screen.  

*  *  *

If   I   got   on  a  p lane  and   soared   over  
t h e   o c ean   and   t ou ch ed   d own   in   t h e  

deser t ,   i f   I   took  a   cab   into  Cairo  and  
got   on  my   feet   and   looked  and   looked  
and   l o o k e d   f o r   y o u ,   wo u l d   i t   b e   an  
affair   to   remember  or  an  appointment  
in  Samarra?

I  would   trade  one   thousand  and  one  
nights  of   the   loneliest   loneliness   just   to  
have   an   hour  with   those   red   s l ipper s ,  
that   red  bow,   those  black  nylons  pulled  
up  to  just...and  you.

I  hear   the  word  “revolution,”  but  all  
that’s  spinning  for  me  are  your  red,  wet  
petals  through  my  gray,  iron  head.  

Are  you   in   thi s  wor ld ,  Al iaa?     Wil l  
you  be  here  much  longer?    Are  the  gates  
still  open?    Is  the  sun  still  shining?    Will  
you   k e ep   po s t ing   p i c tu re s   f rom   you r  
country  of  illusion?

O h   A l i a a ,   y o u   g e n i u s ,   y o u  
anarchist ,   you   beautiful ,   beautiful ,  
beautiful  devil.    You  make  me  want  to  
s e r ve   my   head   on   a   p la t t e r   and   get  
d o w n   o n   m y   k n e e s   a n d   b e g   w i t h  
Augustine  that  God  make  me  chaste,  
but  not  quite  yet.

Sincerely,
Tim


