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FROM THE EDITOR

Dear H Bomb readers,

When I got a phone call about editing H Bomb, my 
immediate reaction was “Of course.” The previous 
publications not only set an artistic and literary 
standard I was proud to become a part of, but 
filled a tangible void in both the media and campus 
discussion about sex and sexuality. As a non-profit 
student magazine, we are free from the restraints of 
using sex to sell something. We are able to represent 
different ideas, problems, bodies and visions that our 
staff and readership believe to be important. 

I am so grateful that I followed my instinct. The 
challenges of putting this issue together were far 
from negligible but pale compared to the benefits. 
The passion, dedication, innovation, humor, and 
intelligence of the editorial board, our contributors 
and supporters are overwhelming. Every person 
involved had so much personal, intellectual or 
political conviction as to why H Bomb was necessary. 
Our poets sold ads; our business board member 
interviewed a dominatrix. This has been personally 
so fulfilling and transformative. The education and 
insight I received from the production and content of 
the magazine affirms my belief in its necessity.

H Bomb would not be possible without the support 
of our amazing faculty advisors, Professor Marc 
Hauser and Professor Stephen Prina. Having both a 
scientist and an artist giving us support and guidance 
speaks to the wide resonance of H Bomb. 

In addition I would like to thank Kasia Cieplak-Mayr 
von Baldegg for passing along her baby and guiding 
us every step of the way. Thanks to Johan Rizki, the 
Harvard College Women’s Center, the Undergraduate 
Council, the Dudley Co-op, Thea Morton, Rebecca 
Lieberman, Anne-Marie Zapf-Belanger, Yunhee Min, 
Professor Brad Epps, The Chelsea Hotel, American 
Apparel, Fanny, Laura Johnson, Robert Ochshorn, 
Jenna Mellor, Sarah Rankin, all of our friends/family/
lovers/muses and contributors. 
 
XOXO,

Martabel Wasserman
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Gloria

A L E X  M E Y E R S

I N T R O D U C T I O N  B Y  B R A N D O N  P E R K O V I C H

Alex Myers, Class of 2000, entered Harvard 
College as the first openly transgendered 
undergraduate in 1997. Since Alex’s graduation, 
Harvard adopted “gender identity” as part of its 
nondiscrimination policy in 2006, stating “All 
members of our community, including those 
who are transgendered, have a right to be treated 
with dignity and respect and to participate 
fully in the life of the University” in an August 
2006 letter to the Transgender Task Force, which 
Alex himself helped found.  However “gender 
expression” remains absent from the University’s 
non-discrimination policy. Currently, Harvard 
College aims to engage transgendered students, 
addressing any concerns (anything from housing 
to deciding which locker room to use) on a “case 
by case basis”, according to Assistant Dean Paul 
McLoughlin. Alex Myers has graciously offered to 
give H Bomb (that means you) some insight into 
his experience here. That’s your cue, Alex.

-HB

At the start of my freshman year, in the fall 
of 1996, I had been living as a man for about 13 
months.  I arrived at Harvard galvanized by my 
senior year at Phillips Exeter Academy, where I 
had delighted in kicking up a ruckus by living my 
final year as openly transgender.  I remained in 
a girls’ dorm (though a student’s rather shocked 
mother asked me on opening day whether the 
dorm was coed – I was thrilled) and played goalie 
on the girls’ varsity hockey and lacrosse teams 
– I’d pull off my helmet at the end of games and 
the opposing team would glare at me, somewhere 
between alarmed and outraged.  One opposing 
coach tried to get the game thrown out.

In short, I was a liminal figure, occupying that 
androgynous zone granted normally only to the 
very young.  With most people I met for the first 
time, I passed as a guy (a young, slender, beardless 
guy with a mild tenor voice…but still a guy), but 
I lived in surroundings where I had been known 
as a woman.  Given the entirely new context of 
Harvard, I wasn’t sure what others would make of 
me.  Or what I would make of myself.

That fall, I moved into my single room in 

Greenough Hall, on the top floor.  (Where everyone 
who had checked yes to “do you like hiking?” on the 
dean’s office housing questionnaire was placed.  Or 
so the joke went.)    My hall was all guys, each end 
capped by a self-contained six-pack of girls.  The 
hall had two bathrooms designed with modesty 
[privacy] in mind: a single toilet with a door and a 
single shower with a curtain.  As is wont to happen 
in randomly assigned freshman dorms, I scarcely 
saw the guys on my hall.  The moment of gender 
definition that I had expected to come from living 
with men and sharing a bathroom with them never 
came.  (In fact, I was a little disappointed.  I had 
practiced all summer to be able to pee standing up 
– I perfected my technique with a rolled up clear 
plastic coffee can lid as a funnel – in anticipation of 
using communal urinals.  But my hallway provided 
me no such opportunity.)

As defining moments will, mine came when 
I least expected it.  It was a sunny day in late 
October, and I was basking in what was likely to 
be the last warmth of the season on the steps of 
Mem Church, killing time a few minutes before 
my next class in Sever Hall.  That class was 
Italian – intro Italian – taken in order to fulfill 
the foreign language requirement, which I had 
not passed out of despite four years of Latin in 
high school.  O tempore.  O mores. Or something 
like that.  I rather enjoyed my Italian class. It was 
small, unlike many of my introductory courses, 
and participatory, in contrast to the many lectures 
I sat through that year.  Led by a native Italian 
named Gloria, who was tall, blonde, and prone 
to clothing her curvaceous figure in rather clingy 
attire, I fumbled my way through basic phrases 
and a quite baffling book entitled “L’imbianchini 
non hanno Ricordi.”  It had something to do with a 
corpse that turned out not to be dead after all.  Or 
at least that is what my translation rendered as plot.  
I even enjoyed the language labs in the basement 
of Boylston Hall where I would be comfortingly 
engulfed in ridiculously large headphones and 
repeat nonsensical phrases.  Even now I can hear 
the crisp, sharp voice commanding me: “Ora, 
attentamente.  Ascoltare e repetare.  Io non ho 
bisogno della lampada.”  It may be the only Italian 



sentence that I can recall.
Abruptly, another student sat next to me on the 

steps, swinging his bag down beside his feet.  It 
was a fellow freshman, a red-headed crew jock 
from Connecticut best captured by his name: 
P. Wellington Wadsworth IV, known as Wells. 1  
“So, what do you think of Italian?” Wells queried. 
Without waiting for my response he plunged on 
with greater vigor, “What do you think of Gloria?” I 
attempted a feeble response, “She seems really…” 
but Wells cut across my reply; extending his hands 
about a foot in front of his chest, he looked at 
me leeringly: “Great tracts of land, huh?”  In that 
instant, once I grasped what he meant, I was, I 
admit, both excited and gratified.  This was a 
guy – and not some weedy, pimply excuse for a 
guy, but a second boat, tall and handsome guy – 
sharing casual, straight, sexual innuendo with me.  
I felt like I had aced some sort of test.

As soon as this wave of exhilaration had washed 
over me, I was clouded with doubt and guilt.  
Weren’t Wells’ comments rude and inappropriate?  
And not just to Gloria but to women in general?  In 
order to be transgender, in order to live as a man, 
did I have to sacrifice my feminist ideals?  Even 
during the years that I had lived as a lesbian, I had 
felt a bit like an outsider – I had entered the lesbian 
community under the misguided perception that 
many butch lesbians desired, secretly or not, to be 
men.  As the realization dawned on me that this 
was not the case, I gradually gravitated towards 
coming out as transgender.  But I had always 
clung to a fierce sort of defiance about men’s 
objectification of women and women’s desire to 
fulfill these stereotypes.   If I had overheard his 
comments when I was a sophomore or junior in 
high school, during those years that I had lived as 
a militant (well, kind of, as much as Exeter would 
allow) lesbian – when my Latin teacher used to call 
me “Alice with a Y” in mockery of my preferred 
spelling of womyn – I would have attacked Wells 
for objectifying and belittling a woman.  Had I 
changed that much?  

In truth, what had changed was that I was 
not overhearing this remark – I was its intended 

1  It is unfair of me to make fun of Wells for his name.  Had I been 
born a boy, I would have been named Return Jonathan Meigs Myers, 
making me at least the seventh Return Jonathan Meigs in my family, 
the most famous of whom served a term as postmaster general.  The 
name comes from an early ancestor on my mother’s side, Jonathan 
Meigs, who proposed to a Quaker woman and was turned down.  As 
he mounted his horse and rode away from her house, she called out to 
him: “Return, Jonathan Meigs!” And so their first child was named.  In 
a way, being transgender saved me from going through life as either 
R. J. or the rather stuffy R. Jonathan.  When I changed my name from 
Alice to Alex the summer before matriculating at Harvard, I did not 
offer to revert to my parents’ preferred male name.  

audience.  I was on the inside of male culture.  
My reaction weighed heavily on me as defining 
what it meant to be a guy and what it meant to 
be transgender.  If I wanted to pass, to be a man, 
did I have to answer his remark in an approving 
fashion?  If I didn’t, was I striking out for that kind 
of middle course I had occupied the previous year?  
Did I want to walk the boundary between being a 
man and being a woman?  Would any reply short 
of agreement and acceptance signal that I was not 
a man but someone who used to be a woman?

Wells was, by now, expounding on Gloria’s other 
physical attributes beyond her acreage, leaning 
back on the steps as casually as if he were talking 
about last night’s baseball game.  I couldn’t do it.  
I was not that guy.  Jumping into a pause in the 
conversation I said, not quite truthfully, “I hadn’t 
noticed, Wells.  I’m more interested in trying to 
understand what she says.”   

“Who cares about that, man?” he shot back, 
grabbing his book bag.  “You gotta check that rack 
out.”

For the following months I continually went 
over this conversation in my mind.   In class, I tried 
to keep my eyes carefully averted from Gloria’s 
voluptuous spandex-clad form, but couldn’t help 
noticing Wells’ ogling.  In that room, it was so 
stark: Gloria was a woman, Wells was a man, I 
was a pathetic in-between, too weak and insecure 
to end up on either side.  I had tried to live as 
a woman and knew that I was not a woman on 
any standards – especially Gloria’s.  I was trying 
to live as a man yet not conform to patriarchal 
expectations.  Would I be forever in the gray area, 
liminal and uncertain?  Or would I somehow make 
it onto the same playing field as the other guys? 
Ultimately, satisfaction came one class when 
Gloria, desperate to get more people talking and 
involved, asked each of us to describe our ideal 
mate.  With limited vocabularies, we could not be 
too picky: “intelligentsia” was my contribution.  
Others in the class chimed in with preferred 
hobbies or interests, “footing,” “musica,” or with 
physical attributes, “bello,” “bruno.” Then Wells 
spoke up, “Alta, bionda…” Gloria smiled a bit as 
she recognized her description, and Wells 
continued in English: “How about you?” Her smile 
widened and she replied, “Belli scarpi.  Good 
shoes.”  Wells’ eyes fell to his dirty Nikes as he 
clearly contemplated his own downfall.  I look at 
my own scuffed brown Skechers; they were a far 
cry from fine Italian leather, but on these terms 
maybe I could be a guy after all.   

NON-FICTION
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skype sex

we used to live together.  now we've been living in 
different countries for eight months, more or less.  
i miss your body.  remember how we used to sex?

yes, but it’s hard with you so far away.  talking 
helps.  pictures are good too.

by myself in my bedroom, with the camera on 
self-timer…this pretend sex, fumbling with the 
machinery...i’m trying but i’m so alone.  does this 
look how you once wanted me?

yeah.  oh yeah.

oh yeah.

K Y U N G



 

Untitled
(Thoughts on Sex and Politics)

J E N N A  M E L L O R

 It is trendy among young people, the youth, the 
future, those born after 1982, to not be “political.” It’s 
dandy to be “progressive,” it’s just great to be seriously 
perturbed by our global state of affairs, disillusioned 
at the vapidity of pop culture, angry about the war, a 
vegetarian—just don’t call any not political anymore; 
we’re progressive; get it straight!

I have nothing against my progressive friends who 
are actually working—get it, progressing?—towards 
something that looks like structural or emotional 
freedom. In fact, I adore one or two self-proclaimed 
apolitical but still badass folks and I think they’re 
changing the world and might even end the war with 
their radiant love. But I, myself, am political. I’m even a 
feminist (!!), and feminism is inherently political (!!!). 
Sadly, it’s just not that cool to be a feminist anymore.  

The message for young feminists like me, from our peer 
non-/anti-/post- feminists seems to be: stop complaining 
and perpetuating your own oppression, WOMAN! Even 
H Bomb’s last editor, Ming Vandenberg, made clear to 
the New York Times that, oh no, do not be confused, 
even though she edits a sex magazine she is not a 
feminist.1 Apparently, I (and my feminist bedmates) 
missed the bandwagon on the gender-inequality-is-all-

1 Vandenburg is not even the most glaring anti-feminist voice coming 
out of Harvard’s undergraduate students. Harvard Crimson editorialist 
Lucy Caldwell—eagerly priming to be Charlotte Allen’s progeny—
notoriously feared that hairy-legged, bra-burning feminists who hate 
cookies would dominate Harvard’s new Women’s Center and even more 
notoriously encouraged mental illness for its capacity to make people 
interesting. It’s terrifying how easily women who slam other women—
and health, and happiness—get published.

OPINION
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in-your-head, I’m-so-feminist-that-I-distain-feminism 
mentality of our generation. 

Yes, very few people love a feminist without any 
qualifications. We are too white, liberal, crunchy, and 
mainstream for the activist radicals who put confronting 
sexism on the backburner2; we’re too radical, sexually 
liberated, and hairy for the squares; we’re too old school 
political for the progressive intellectual hipster indie 
rockers. I, for one, think feminists are hot. A Rutgers 
University study agrees: people of all genders with self-
declared feminist partners report better sex lives and 
more thriving romance. 

 So, if being a feminist is political, and if being a 
feminist correlates to a more rockin’ sex life, does logic 
lead us to conclude that sex is political? Yes, oh yes, it 
does, and even if this logic is not particularly convincing 
to you, I want to talk about sex and politics anyway 
because—as a feminist who enjoys sex—I care, and I 
have cared since around the time of my first orgasm. 

That orgasm was a long time coming. Back in the day, 
I was a frustrated child masturbator. I was a frustrated 
tween masturbator. And then, as a teenager, when I 
decided that by golly I must be missing something and 
surely there must be something more to dry-humping 
a pillow than this, I was still a frustrated and orgasm-
less masturbator. I got lube, a vibrator, strong fingers, 
patience, and a boyfriend devoted to as much oral sex as 
I could possibly want. And now I orgasm. And I love it, 
just like I love everything else about my body. 

It is not a cosmic coincidence that I didn’t know how 
to masturbate or orgasm even though I wanted to. One 
of feminism’s take-home messages is that the personal 
is political; and when it comes to sex, the idea that we’re 
fucking (or masturbating) in private is lovely but not quite 
accurate. Our fucking is more public than we think: we 
learn about sex from our peers, our parents, porn, pop 
culture, capitalist enterprises; our government regulates 
who can have sex, how, and when; we bring social 
gender and sexual expectations into bed right along 
with our condoms and vibrant emotional baggage.  

The list marches on. We’re taught compulsory 
heterosexuality and we’re expected to not be queer. 
Health classes don’t teach where the clitoris is or what 
the vulva is all about. (In my ninth grade health class 
we all had to swish a cracker around in our mouths 
and then spit into the same tub of water. The moral: 
having sex with multiple partners is as disgusting as 
drinking dirty cracker water! Don’t be a slut!) In pop 
culture, women are portrayed as vibrant, empowered 
sexual beings who bed hop as quickly as men and 
know exactly want we want, sexually and otherwise. 
But the underbelly of this commercial, capitalist veneer 
of sexual liberation is a shortage of real understanding 
of women’s bodies and a liberation that feels like an 
elaborate game of Cosmopolitan-guided pretend. Forget 
faking our orgasms, we can fake our freedom! 

 What sort of sexual freedom do we have, anyway? 

2 There are plenty of non-white, non-rich feminists. It’s true, though, 
that mainstream feminist movements can often be racist, classist, and 
plain old alienating and elitist. Oh, oppression.  You look so good in 
high heels.

We live in a nation that regulates sex more than anyone 
cares to admit. Take the Larry Craig scandal: an Idaho 
senator solicited sex in the Minneapolis-St. Paul Airport 
from an undercover police officer via a meaningful 
foot tap and was promptly arrested. I am inclined to 
think it’s a good thing if sexually repressed conservative 
douchebag3 politicians, or anyone, learn how to find 
the sex they desire. Larry Craig didn’t rape anyone. He 
didn’t do anything non-consensual. He was discovering 
himself as a sexual being. Congratulations, Larry 
Craig—you almost scored!

Sadly, a hearty congratulations and an emphasis 
on sexual freedom and consensual pleasure are not 
priorities of our nation’s political atmosphere, although 
apparently arresting people for their sexual desires is. 
He-got-brain-from-Monica-Lewinsky-AND-his-wife-
might-be-president Bill Clinton had the opportunity 
to create a national dialogue about sexual freedom 
and the importance of shattering politically-enshrined 
remnants of Victorian sexual morality (don’t put that 
cock in your mouth, intern!), but he didn’t. Instead, he 
quibbled over word choice. What does “is” mean? Hardly 
a fascinating conversation. While police officers—the 
armed4 guardians of our safety and status quo—monitor 
bathrooms and online chat rooms for lewd, “immoral” 
sexual behavior, there’s never actually been a political 
conversation about what sexual morality should be or 
whether our government should be regulating sex at 
all. 

The regulation we do have is woefully misplaced. 
While crack downs on gay sex in bathrooms and elicit 
prostitution rings (hello, Eliot Spitzer!) are acceptable 
government forays, no prominent politician seems to 
give a shit that one out of five people in our nation’s 
publicly-funded and filled prisons are raped or sexually 
assaulted.5 Or that female soldiers in the U.S. army are 
more likely to be raped by their comrades than killed 
by their enemies.6 This from a nation that forcibly cut 
the fallopian tubes and vas deferens of over 70,000 
people (not to mention tens of thousands more that 
went unreported) through government programs until 
the mid- 1970s. Why? Because they were black, poor, 
disabled, or deemed slutty.  I’m a little bit slutty, thank 

3 I almost called Larry Craig an “asshole politician,” but then I 
reconsidered—assholes are kind of great, and don’t get the attention 
or appreciation they deserve! Douches, on the other hand, are an 
outmoded method of vaginal cleaning that actively make pussies less 
healthy.

4 That cute, nerdy kid in Superbad (2007) wants to know, “What’s it 
like to have a gun?” The good-hearted cop answers, “It’s like having 
two cocks. If one of your cocks could kill someone.”

5 See the chapter on vulnerability in Laura Kipnis’ 2006 The Female 
Thing: Dirt, Sex, Envy, Vulnerability for a thought-provoking 
exploration of how rape is not only a women’s issue but, given the 
high incarceration rates of young black men in the United States, also a 
black man’s issue. 

6 See Congressperson Jane Harman’s March 31, 2008 op-ed in the 
Los Angeles Times titled “Rapists in the Ranks: Sexual Assaults are 
Frequent, and Frequently Ignored, in the Armed Services.” It is more 
alarming than any footnote can do justice to, and calls into question 
the whole “comrade/enemy” dichotomy. 



 

you, and I’d like to keep my uterus.7 Thank you.
Like progressive youth who are loathe to label their 

passions political, politicians are reticent to admit that 
they regulate sex. But their adherence to a strict code of 
sexual morality, and the permeation of this code into 
national policy, is betrayed by how tightly politicians 
cling to their image as ideal family values people.  What 
are family values, anyway? Questioning these values or, 
God forbid, appearing kinky (seriously, get that cock out 
of your mouth, intern!) are unelectable political stances 
to take. Do you think Barack Obama fucks his wife from 
behind? Do you think Hillary Clinton has ever used a 
ball-gag on Bill? 

The answers to these questions don’t matter at 
all, except that they do. Appearing kinky, God forbid, 
(seriously, get that cock out of your mouth, intern!) seems 
like an unelectable political stance. We all witnessed 
what happened to Harold Ford, Jr., the black politician 
from Tennessee whose chances at an upset election 
were destroyed when he was linked to racist imagery of 
Playboy parties and porn. So what politician is going to 
make sexual freedom a priority, when they themselves 
need to fit into a narrow mold of sexual expression if 
they want to hold office at all? How are we supposed to 
have any honest national conversations about sex? 

Let’s be honest with ourselves that we’re not having 
these conversations. Picking up our next lay may be on 
our personal radars, but creating a nation of sexual health 
and positive sexual expression is not on our political 
radars. We might be rooting for Obama or Clinton (I’ll 
put it out there, I’m for Obama!), but we’re not asking 
them to get real with us about just how much politics 
affects sex. My progressive generation—liberated in 
that adorable post-feminist way—is missing out on 
one of the best things feminism as politics has offered 
in the past thirty years: a persuasive argument for the 
importance of public sex-positivism and widespread, 
structural demands for sexual pleasure! Honesty, open 
communication, love, and cultural critique are some of 
feminism’s most potent political possibilities. I like to 
think of feminism as a smoldering sexual and emotional 
powerhouse of change and equality. I am a feminist 
because I want to be honest about the sexism I see 
in our nation, in my daily interactions, and when I am 
makin’ love, doin’ the nasty, grindin’ the grave etc. I’m 
a feminist because, yes, I like good sex and rockin’ 
relationships. A lot.

 Being a sex-positive feminist may make me less 
attractive to some people. These are the people who tell 
me, “Uh, sex is emotional. I don’t like to think critically 
about it.” These are the same people who cling to the 
label progressive to explain the cognitive dissonance that 
arises from their angst that doesn’t result in action.

I prefer action. Fortunately, action is not so hard. It 
includes the aforementioned sex. It’s thinking critically 
without fear. It’s knowing to people, and loving them. 

7 Slut: “a person of any gender who has the courage to lead life 
according to the radical proposition that sex is nice and pleasure 
is good for you.” From The Ethical Slut: A Guide to Infinite Sexual 
Possibilities, by Dossie Easton and Catherine A. Lizst. Being slutty isn’t 
about the number of sexual partners you have had; it is a mindset, it is 
a relationship to your body and the world. 

It’s being vegetarians, ending the war, and talking 
publicly about how important female orgasms are. It’s 
wanting healthier, happier sex lives for everyone who 
wants one for ourselves—including our politicians.   

Maybe in the 2008 presidential elections, something 
will change. Hopefully we will progress towards ending 
the war and telling family values to leave us the fuck 
alone. Perhaps we will learn to love and respect our 
bodies, and everyone else’s bodies too. A brief glance 
at the Abu Ghraib torture photos should be enough to 
convince anyone that sex is political and that our nation 
is willing to psychologically and sexually torment for 
the sake of imperialism and power. 

 So, to those who are naked, on their hands and 
knees, for the perverse benefit of empire; who don’t 
know how their clitorises work; who feel ashamed 
for being pregnant but not married; who can’t pay for 
abortions because Medicaid doesn’t fund them; who 
are subjected to abstinence-only education; who get 
arrested for picking someone up in a bathroom; who are 
beaten up or killed because their transgender identities 
threaten gender and sexual norms; to the infinite people 
out there whose bodies manifest the sexual politics 
that permeate our daily lives (Obama and Clinton, that 
includes you!):  of this concern politics, because politics 
is something that happened to people before 1982.

I think you’re hot. And I vote. For your sexual 
freedom. Because that’s just the kind of political woman 
I am. 

OPINION
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It was snowing and it wasn’t even cold; there was 
no chill to the air and the snow was like a strange 
inconvenience, weird clumps of dust that got caught 
in people’s hair and stuck to their clothes.  I watched 
a bus come slowly towards me, stinging the air with 
chalky headlights, and I hopped on just because it was 
moving through this false snow-globe universe and 
going somewhere.  I was safe as long as the bus was in 
motion, cutting through space and time so that I didn’t 
have to, so I could fold up inside and be.  I was losing 
myself every second, forgetting my name and what I 
looked like and I wasn’t the person I saw reflected in the 
windows, I was just a leaking breath of sadness clinging 
around my body.  I rode that bus for a very long time.

I was used to it, I had been this way for months now, 
and I knew that I could run until exhaustion took over 
and wrapped the rest of me up gently like a baby in 
a clean sleep of emptiness.  But I was so sick of it, of 
this sobbing numbness that descended on me from a 
world  existing cold behind the structure of my days.  I 
was angry that my life was falling away, and it wasn’t 
supposed to be like this.

And so I rode until I had lost myself and blended into 
a 60-miles-an-hour force jetting through the infinite.  I 
used the bus to centrifuge away all my sticky grown-up 
insides, until I was innocent again with only lust left 
to wash me clean.  By the time I stepped off into a 
neighborhood I had never seen before, my body was the 
victor, and I had killed the tyrant who lived inside of 
me.  I roamed the cold white streets with fierce frozen 
eyes because I knew that I was not going back alone, 
not this time.  I was angry and young and I knew what 
I wanted.

It was so easy to find someone to sleep with.  It is 
always easy to get what you want when you are a girl 
and men are convinced that it is they who are going to 
use you.  But it was the other way around of course, 
and I wasn’t necessarily proud of what I did, but the 
fact was that these streets were my whorehouse and I 
came to forget and flush away everything inside myself 
like so much trash under my feet.  To be touched from 
the outside and take energy from someone else, and to 
start over.  In the broad daylight, for what better time is 
there to begin living?

The guy I finally found was smoking in front of a run-
down CVS.  I choose him because I liked how his skin 
was so smooth below his eyes, and the way his fingers 
barely touched his cigarette when he brought it to his 
lips.  I asked him for a smoke and then where he lived.  
No other questions, avoided answers with a smile, like I 
was a politician or running from my identity.  He got it 
pretty quickly, and took me home, asked me first if he 
could touch me because I was still a foreign object and 
out of place in his life.
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But then he took me into his childish white bedroom 
with bare walls and he fucked me clean.  He pushed 
me down and flattened my face against the mattress, 
wrenched my arms behind my back and showed me no 
second thought.  That was what I wanted, for him to 
fuck me back into my own body, blind me until I couldn’t 
think beyond the haze of one warm second.  I wanted 
to be legs and a shaved cunt from a porn film splayed 
on a strange bed, and nothing more.  I was a being 
with no thoughts and no soul, living in a shiny string 
of red seconds stretching out towards a waiting void of 
ecstasy.  I shuddered and tasted rich puddles and bright 
depths, and fell alone into the broad expanses that he 
brought me to.  I needed him in those seconds because 
I was floating and he held me down and pounded, the 
animal to my shaking wisps of pleasure.

His body was so warm in the midst of all that white, 
and I wanted to cling on to him even after he had come; 
it felt like he was pure somehow, still innocent.  But 
I wasn’t part of that world and I knew my place.  He 
was better than I could ever be, lighting a cigarette and 
already back in the mundane and contented with life.  
He was asking me about myself, questions so simple 
that I wanted to hold on to them forever and let them 
define me.  Yes I have one brother, yes both my parents 
are alive.  But I ran before he could figure out that I was 
a monster, that I read philosophy and that I worried 
about meaning.  I left like I had come, quickly, so I could 
stay just another crazy white girl to him, who had gotten 
what she wanted and no more.

I remember stepping out from his rickety wooden 
blue porch into a blinding world of sun.  My dark pink 
coat drank in the light and warmed my skin and I was 
encased in sun.  I felt my thighs bare underneath my 
skirt, rubbing against the prickle of stubble underneath 
my cheap mesh thong.  I know this world and the people 
in it, I thought.  I am untouchable and I am ready to 
fucked by everyone and anyone.  No one is too low for 
me now, I am so beautiful and red standing in sun, that 
no one can pull me down.  That was how I felt, after two 
hours of cock and crushing orgasms.  Weird isn’t it, that 
something so satisfying could make me hungry for 
something worse, something lower.  But I have lived my 
whole life like a beggar picking up the crumbs of the 
universe, crawling from one perfect moment to the next 
and living only on the glimpses of happiness thrown to 
me like a dog.  I never knew where they fall from and I 
can’t find them when I need them; I have just waited, 
and I am never complete.  And so now I take.  I created 
my own submission to pleasure, and I used the only 
weapon I have against the ugly cold logical grid behind 
existence.  I fight with my body.  The universe threw me 
down into this web of spun ignorance and loss and I can 
only fight back with my hunger and my lust and my 
desire for happiness.  It is the only thing I have that is 
mine.  I know that my body can fight my mind and it 
can win.  And my joy can fight this horrible unknown 
thing hiding behind the world, and it can win. 

FICTION
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My Twat

J O H N N Y  B O W M A N

My twat is like a red red rose,
it smells like potpourri
still traded by the Dutch at times
and bought by bourgeoisie

On special nights it’s gifted forth
by lovers to their loved.
On sides of streets its sold about 
by vendors with hands glove

It’s firmly clenched between two jaws
by Spaniards as they dance
And cast aside upon the floor 
when readied to romance

Paraded down Main Street on floats
Under queens with learned waves
Inaccessible to homos,
and Rutherford Birchard Hayes.

POETRY



25

Princess Kali

An interview with a professional dominatrix.
“I am blessed and cursed for this calling. I have to deal with other people’s shame.” 

S T E F A N I E  W I L S O N

Pervert. Not a word normally associated with pretty, 
perky, 27-year-old women. But it is the word that 
Princess Kali, self-proclaimed sexual capitalist and 
professional pervert, is reclaiming. At the age of 20, Kali 
began working as a stripper for private events. In that 
line of work she cultivated the power of telling boys 
exactly how to behave: if a client got out of line, Kali 
would sit him in the corner and instruct him to bark 
like a dog. 

After moving to Boston and being unable to find 
work dancing that allowed her the same empowerment 
and control, Kali stumbled upon the New York foot 
fetish scene. This opened the door to a whole new kinky 
world and a whole new world of sex/power negotiations. 
“You go from ‘Show us your tits!’ to ‘Please, miss, let 
me massage your feet for twenty minutes.’” Kali thus 
describes her initiation into the kink community. Kali 

has now been a professional dominatrix and humiliatrix 
for five years. She’s hosts foot fetish parties in Boston 
and DC, has two websites of her own, and has produced 
and starred in over thirty DVDs. 

Looking back, Kali sees in herself a natural inclination 
towards topping (dominating) that was played out 
in childhood relationships. She never had a problem 
getting others to do favors for her, and she remembers 
having “helpers” who were essentially at her beck and 
call in elementary and high school. Although those 
relationships were not sexual, they were about power. 
Kali found herself fascinated with power, specifically 
with her own power and what could she get others to 
do for her. 

Members of the foot fetish community recognized 
her inner dominatrix, so to speak, and sought it out in 
her. “Finally,” Kali says, “I had the vocabulary to define 
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what I’d been doing my whole life, and that’s when I 
got really excited.” She started out in the community 
as a voyeur, but then she began giving professional 
domination sessions, which, over the next five years, 
burgeoned into the Princess Kali kinky empire of DVDs, 
websites, and special events. On her website, www.
princesskali.com, visitors can view pictures and watch 
sample videos of trampling, flogging, cock and ball 
torture, and toe sucking—just to name a few fetishes. 
A membership is required to access the full site and 
download full videos. 

“But you look so normal!” is the reaction that 
Kali often gets when she tells people outside of the 
community about her profession. “Normal” is a word 
that Kali hates; it’s a pejorative term, a social construct 
to supposedly give us something to aspire to. Kali would 
much rather be a pervert than normal. “Perversion is 
creative,” she says. “I like to pervert things, like shoes. I 
like to make normal, sexual.” 

The Princess persona is much more than just a job to 
Kali: it has become a part of who she is. She admits that 
when she first started, she was “kinky for cash.” But the 
reason she is still in the industry—and the reason she 
has been so successful—is that she provides her clients 
with an authentic experience. When she is dominating 
someone, she is doing it because that is who she is; she 
has an innate understanding of her specialty that clients 
cannot get anywhere else. 

It’s important to know that professional domination 
is not really about sex, at least not sex in its “normal” 
sense. There is no sexual contact during the sessions; the 
sexual pleasure and release comes from other physical 
and psychological sensations. Dispelling a common 
misconception about kinky people, Kali relates that 
she has boundaries she won’t cross. “I had $1,000 laid 
out for a handjob once,” she reveals. “I didn’t take it. I 
would rather stick to being the visual stimulation.” She 
also puts limits on her kinky play—for example, she will 
not partake in infantilism.1 Nor will she indulge in play 
with “sissies,” men who dress up in women’s clothing 
as a form of humiliation. “Humiliating a man by turning 
him into a woman didn’t sit well with me.” She goes 
on: “If I did it just for the money, my opinion of myself 
would be harmed. I would be a prostitute in the worst 
way because I’d be selling out at the cost of my personal 
beliefs.” To Kali, being a member of the kink community 
is about exploring your own boundaries and helping 
others to discover theirs—and, most importantly, it 
is about respecting these boundaries. It is not about 
selling your body or selling out. Kali states, “There are 
more prostitutes in those downtown offices than there 
are at any kinky event.”

Another common misconception about domination 
is that the experience is all about the dominatrix and 
her sadistic pleasure—but in reality, the focus of a 
session is the submissive. The dominatrix is fulfilling 

1 Infantilism, also called “age play,” is a form of role-playing where 
one or more individuals will dress, act, and speak as though they were 
young children. This play is not usually pedophilic in nature; rather, it 
allows the participant to shed the weight of the adult world and return 
to a sort of childhood innocence. 

her submissive’s needs in a way that few other people 
are willing or able to. In Kali’s words, domination is “a 
subversive way to be nurturing.” She does not engage 
in any sessions, professional or otherwise, without first 
talking with those involved about their desires and 
boundaries and establishing a safeword, a neutral word 
that signals a submissive’s desire to stop. In the kink 
community, consent is key, and there are three words 
that rule above all: safe, sane, and consensual. It may 
be that in a fantasy, bottoms cannot do anything about 
what their tops are doing to them, but in reality they have 
chosen, not been forced, to give up that power. There 
is a lot of confusion about the line between sadism and 
abuse, which Kali is quick to clarify. “For some people,” 
she asserts, “pain is experienced as pleasure. But it’s not 
about hurting them to destroy a part of them. It’s about 
giving them a full range of sensations, including some 
pain as pleasure.”

As a society, we have an immense fear of giving up 
or taking control, particularly in sexual relationships. We 
see the relinquishment of our self-control as the start of 
a downward spiral. But there are so many different ways 
to explore kink in a low-key fashion, to progress as one 
is comfortable, to give up control only for an hour—it 
doesn’t have to take over anyone’s whole life. Or, as 
Princess Kali eloquently says, “Just because you submit 
to bondage doesn’t mean that you wanna be spit on and 
fucked in the ass and called names.” 

This shame and fear of desire explains why, although 
Princess Kali’s foot fetish parties have one of the largest 
mailing lists in the country, attendance at each actual 
event is poor. After every party, Kali’s inbox is flooded 
with emails from people who say that they were at 
the door but just could not go in. She explains, “Fear 
outweighs these people’s desire and need to explore 
something that is a fundamental part of them.” Those 
who do attend the parties sometimes find it a life-
changing experience. “I’ve had men in their fifties and 
sixties come to me in tears, and they say to me, ‘I’ve 
had a foot fetish since I was six. I’ve never had this 
experience.’ It’s so important for them to not feel like 
they’re going to be rejected or ridiculed.” 

That society’s treatment of sexuality forces individuals 
to live their whole lives in shame over something so 
benign is absurd. “They don’t want to suck on titties, 
they want to suck on toes. What’s wrong with that?” 
Kali exclaims. I respond with laughter to her question, 
but her inquiry holds a serious grain of truth about 
sexual repression in our society. That ludicrous fear of 
our own desires, especially when those desires are 
wrapped up in control and power, is the same fear that 
ultimately, through the myth of the “normal,” is used to 
control the sexual expression of others. Kali sums it up 
best when she wonders, “Don’t we have more important 
things to be worrying about and denouncing than two 
consensual adults spanking, sucking, and dressing in 
latex?” 
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“Love is of two sorts– Platonic and otherwise.  Viva 
la Otherwise!”1 – Item run in The Pennsylvania Punch 
Bowl, Feb. 1924

 
H BOMB is not alone.  It is not an anomaly.  It is not 

a generational hiccup.  While many labels have been 
applied to the publication and its student sex magazine 
bedfellows– university sex rags, sexual scrapbooks, 
literary erotica, intellectual masturbation, tit-and-lit 
mags, smut and sensibility, and the university take on 
student skin– one that does not stick: isolated.

Instead, the current student sex magazine 
phenomenon at colleges and universities nationwide 
is connected to an array of campus media products in 
decades’ past that similarly tested the waters, sought 
change, raised awareness, and attempted to simply 
shock and offend with sexual content and imagery.  For 

more than a century, in yearbooks, independent and 
underground publications, and official school newspapers 
and magazines, student media at the college level have 
pushed boundaries and roused debates related to sex, 
sexuality, social interaction, and the human form.

And the first prominent form this boundary-pushing 
took, beginning more than a hundred years before, was 
humor, or what historian Beth Bailey labeled simply 
“sex as dirty joke.”2

The campus humor magazine was the first student 
press vehicle to prominently delve with any depth into 
students’ sex and social lives.  While on the whole 
extinct or relegated to second-tier status on a majority 
of college and university campuses today (Harvard and 
a few other institutions most certainly excluded), during 
the latter part of the nineteenth century and early part of 
the twentieth century student humor magazines were at 

Sex as a Dirty Joke

The Portrayal of Sex and Relationships in 
Early 20th-Century Campus Humor Magazines
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the peak of their financial and literary prosperousness 
and general popularity.  Specifically, as Time Magazine 
noted in 1946, “These college magazines reached a 
heyheyday [sic] in the hip-flasked, short-skirted ‘20s.”3

Wrapping around that golden age, roughly from the 
late 1800s to the pre-WWII 1930s, sex was the punch-
line or set-up to countless jokes, satirical stories, and 
provocative illustrations in student humor magazines 
nationwide.  Along with humor aimed at other topics 
timelessly ripe for such treatment in a college setting 
(including politics of the day, football, studying, 
clueless freshmen, the Greeks, and life after graduation), 
campus humor magazines possessed what editor Max 
Shulman called “a preoccupation with sex.”4   As Bailey 
similarly wrote in Sex in the Heartland, “[S]ex was the 
obsessive topic of these magazines.”5   They poked fun 
at various forms of sexual activity, all stages of courtship 
(literally, from blind dates and on-the-street flirtations 
to marriage), and many traditional rites of passage in 
mixed-gender socialization (such as proms, long walks 
and drives, and house parties).  

Specifically during the 1920s, the first sexually-
revolutionizing time in America, on-campus 
promiscuousness was portrayed as being as common 
as a frat pin.  Students were described in the magazines 
as being caught up in a social whirl filled with endless 
dates and sexualized pursuits such as spooning, 
necking, petting, fencing, toddling, vamping, and 
engaging in the university press (dancing with bodies 
closely pressed together) and the personal house 
party (an intimate make-out session).  Proms were 
referred to in the magazines as “promiscuity.”  Sofas 
were called “spoonholders.”  Women were begged for 
kisses, with the promise, “What you don’t no won’t 
hurt you.”6   And not education but coeducation was 
regarded as the ultimate area worthy of study.  As a 
fictional conversation between a student and dean was 
recounted in the Yale Record:

Student: “Sir, I want permission to be away three 
days after the end of vacation.”  
Dean: “Ah, you want three more days of grace?”  
Student: “No, sir.  Three more days of Gertrude.”7

In this spirit, any semblance of commitment in 
relationships was ridiculed.  As one student was depicted 
asking a peer in the Pitt Panther, “I’m writing to my 
best girl– what is a clever P.S. to add?”  His friend’s 
reply, “Please burn this at once.”8   Marriage proved 
especially ripe for related derision.  “Sir, your daughter 
has promised to become my wife,” the Brown Jug, the 
student humor magazine at Brown University, portrayed 
a student telling his future father-in-law.  The man’s quick 
comeback: “Well, don’t come near me for sympathy.”9   
Or as the Muhlenberg Weekly mentioned, 

First Drama Student: “How does this play end? Do
they get married?”  
Second D.S.: “No, it ends happily.”10

Variations of the most common joke that appeared 

hundreds of times in the pages of humor magazines 
during their “heyheyday” centered on a student’s dating 
slate being so filled that the identity of a significant 
other was often forgotten or confused.  For example, in 
Harvard’s very own Lampoon, 

He: “You know I love you– will you marry me?”
She: “But, my dear boy, I refused you only a week 
ago.”  
He: “Oh! Was that you?”11

Or as the Washington Dirge at Washington University 
put it even more simply in conversation form, “He– Is 
that you darling?/ She– Yes, who is this?”12

In this vein, with romantic partners described as 
disposable, the main objective of courting presented 
was to have a sexual rendezvous, often simply for the 
pleasurable sensations that accompanied it.  As an 
aside in a 1921 issue of The Punch Bowl, the student 
humor magazine at the University of Pennsylvania, 
mentioned “Some men are in love, some are in love 
with love, but still more are in love with lovin’.”13   Or 
as a separate Punch Bowl aside proclaimed, from the 
female perspective, “I: Met him, Pet him, Net him, Get 
him, Let him, Go!”14

In the magazines, run mostly by men with (at least 
outwardly) heterosexual desires, female sexuality oozed 
off the pages.  In illustrations, women appeared most 
often in short, skin-tight, and strapless dresses.  Their 
heels were high.  Their dress necklines were plunging.  
And men’s smiles were wide.  As a back-and-forth 
between fictional students in the Washington Sun 
Dodger depicted, 

Male: “I understand they’re going to do away with 
sorority pins.”  
Female: “How’s that?”  
Male: “There’s nothing left to pin ‘em to any 
more.”15

This new layer of sexual forwardness and waywardness 
among women, at least in male magazine editors’ 
fantasies, was often linked overtly with popularity.  
In the Princeton Tiger, for example, a young man was 
described asking his date, “What makes you always 
so popular? . . .  And she said with a grin, [a]s she 
powdered her chin: ‘I keep all the boys in the dark.’”16  
Or as a gag in a 1928 issue of the Punch Bowl titled 
“Wake Up, Little Girl” rhymed, “There was a co-ed 
named Nanette,/ Whose mama forbade her to pet;/ So 
she laid off the stuff/ ‘Cause ma said it was rough–/ Is 
she wearing a frat pin?  Not yet.”17

The pins may have been a badge of honor, but the 
real accessories needed for courtship in the early-to-mid 
twentieth century were armor.  In this respect, campus 
humor magazines of the time compared dating to 
pure sport and “private combat”: an elaborate process 
that required skill, cunning, guile, and, for women, a 
ton of padding in the form of seductive clothing and 
rouge.  For example, in The Carnegie Tech. Puppet, an 
undergraduate male was described asking a peer, “Was 
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that a new girl you had at the dance the other night?”  
His friend’s answer, “No, just the old one painted over.”18   
Moreover, in this game-play, no one’s stated intentions 
were what they seemed, and parents and chaperones 
lurked like opposing players.  In this sense, taking a 
drive, sitting and talking on the porch or in the family 
parlor, attending a dance, and going for a swim were all 
alluded to in the magazines as codes for acts involving 
some form of sex.  For example, the Cornell Widow 
presented a father asking his son, “How is it that you use 
so little gasoline when you go driving with Mabel?”  To 
which the son replied, “Isn’t love a wonderful thing?”19

In the end, a mix of asides in separate magazines 
published during the 1920s that began with the phrase 
“I kissed her,” reveal the main sexual emphases present 
in humor magazines of the time: from the commonness 
of women’s cosmetics and the importance of one’s 
sexual reputation to the rush of the goodnight kiss and 
the impediments to sexual bliss:   

“I kissed her in the garden./ And my brain was rather 
gladdish;/ My coat lapel was powder white/ My lips 
and cheek were reddish.” (California Pelican)  

“I kissed her in the parlor,/ I felt myself grow faint;/ I 
breathed a lot of cheap perfume–/ I tasted too much 
paint.” (Colgate Banter)  

“I kissed her in the vestibule,/ I yearned for more and 
more;/ I went to kiss her once again–/ But kissed the 
closing door.” (Notre Dame Juggler)  

“I kissed her in the lamplight,/ And wondered if she 
knew my past;/ She said, ‘I’ve heard a lot about you’–/ 
Then I knew it couldn’t last.” (Grinnell Malteaser)  

“I kissed her in the ante-room;/ The last kiss, I 
declare,/ For tho we didn’t know it then,/ Her demon 
aunt was there.” (Brown Jug)  

“I kissed her in the moonlight,/ My head was in a 
whirl;/ My mouth and eyes were full of hair–/ My 
arms were full of girl.” (Princeton Tiger)20

Overall, while staffer Jenna Mellor remarked in a 
YouTube video that the latest H Bomb “will probably, 
most likely, I will put my right boob on it, blow your 
mind,” the magazine is not without precedent.  For 
generations, the campus press has kept abreast of every 
student-centered sexual event, nuance, and issue 
imaginable, literally from love at first sight to the 
morning after.  According to current and recent student 
sex magazine editors and college newspaper sex 
columnists, the coverage simply comes with the 
territory.  “We’re college kids,” said Erin Thomas, 
former sex columnist for The Daily Evergreen at 
Washington State University.  “We have three interests: 
passing school, beer, and sex, and not in that order.”21   
Her words echo back almost 80 years.  As a female 
student was depicted remarking to a male friend in a 
1928 Punch Bowl, “I suppose that this talk about a 

college man’s life being all wine, women and song is 
exaggerated.”  The friend’s reply, “It certainly is; you 
very seldom hear singing in the dormitories.”22 
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The Candy Bullet
How it works: The Candy Bullet is an external vibrator 
with multiple speeds and five different vibrating modes.  

What it did for me: I admit that I was skeptical 
about pocket-sized vibrators—cheaper imitations have 
failed to meet my vibratory needs. But in the case of the 
Candy Bullet pocket vibe, I was pleasantly surprised. 
Somehow, the manufacturer managed to get serious 
horsepower into that tiny little thing. And the different 
vibrating modes are ingenious. The Candy Bullet starts 
with gentle stable vibrations, which get stronger with 
just the push of a button. The middle two modes feature 
stuttering vibrations that tease and please. But what ab-
solutely won me over about this vibrator is that the very 
last setting is a super-strong stable vibration perfect for 
taking me all the way home. 

Doc Johnson
Doc Johnson 

Takes Us Beyond the Rabbit

REVIEW

Charlotte may have been obsessed with her Rabbit, 
but at H Bomb we’re always looking for new ways to 
tickle our own figurative pickles. So we’ve teamed up 
with Doc Johnson, a leader for 30 years in adult novel-
ties, to explore some new and cutting-edge sex toys. 
Leave it to Doc Johnson, the original manufacturer of 
not only the Rabbit vibrator of Sex and the City fame but 
also the world-famous Pocket Rocket, to pleasure us in 
ways we’ve never experienced before. In what follows, 
our very generous volunteers describe and review some 
adult novelty items that have not had as much time in 
the limelight. 

For more product information and a full catalog, 
visit www.docjohnson.com.

Doc Johnson 
Glass Dildo 
How it works: The dildo is a long piece of clear glass, 
with hard, bead-shaped blue bumps all over it. 

What it did for me: The little bumps on this thing 
are like heaven, especially if I gently rotate the dildo. 
But don’t worry, the dildo itself is not too thick, and 
the high-quality glass feels incredibly smooth, except for 
those pretty little bumps. It gives the intense friction 
that a lot of vaginas seek in a big dick, but it’s much 
more efficient and elegant. If you also consider yourself 
a connoisseur of vaginas, whether your own or other 
people’s, then get a hand mirror and good lighting. 
Since the glass is clear, you can see through it and watch 
the warm red (or pink or purple or blue) inside your 
vagina as it moves. This is like hot and horny combined 
with star-gazing.

Serious horsepower and good 
vibrations in a tiny package.

A touch of class in glass 
for the connoisseur.

H  B O M B  S TA F F  &  F R I E N D S
P H O T O S  C O U R T E S Y  D O C  J O H N S O N
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Vivid Girl 
Power Flex
How it works: The Vivid Girl 
Power Flex is a multi-speed vibrator 
with a flexible shaft attached to a 
bulb containing the motor. This 
vibrator can be used for both clitoral 
and G-spot stimulation.

What it did for me: 
Reviewer 1: This is my new favorite 
vibrator. I must confess that I’m a 
lazy masturbator—so lazy I don’t 
even bother to fantasize. But the 
Power Flex’s bendable shaft allows 
me to position the vibrating head 
exactly where it needs to be with 
minimal effort on my part. I no 
longer have to strain my wrists 
trying to get the right angle on my 
clit, and all I have to say is, fuck 
yeah! My only issue is that the size 
of the head makes insertion slightly 
tricky, and so I have not attempted 
to try it on my G-Spot. But really, 
it’s nothing a little lube can’t fix.

Ben Wa Balls
How they work: Ben Wa balls are 
inserted into the vagina, where they 
massage the vaginal walls as well as 
strengthen the pubococcygeus (PC) 
muscles. They can also be worn 
during heterosexual intercourse to 
give extra stimulation to both the 
penis and the vagina. 

What it did for me: 
Reviewer 1: I’ve heard amazing 
reviews about how they strengthen 
your PC muscles and give you 
discreet pleasure all day long as 
you walk around. But they were a 
disappointment. My vagina isn’t 
just a wide, hollow tube with lots of 
room for these balls to roll around 
in and massage me. These balls 
also fall out when you pee, and 
many time they dropped awkwardly 
into the toilet. 

But if you keep these balls inside 
during sex, then they work magic. 
When my partner pushed against 
them, it made me see the light. 
You can position them above your 
finger pads and push hard on the 
G-spot, or you can just let them lie 
in the depths of your vagina during 
intercourse. Since most dicks don’t 
balloon out at the tip the way that 

the space in your vagina does near 
the cervix (especially when you 
are aroused), most of this area is 
usually unreachable. The Ben Wa 
balls landed on shore and found me 
a new world.

Reviewer 2: These were about as 
exciting as a tampon. I wore them 
around for a few hours over the 
course of two days. The first day, 
after experiencing no pleasure, I 
had difficulty retrieving them. The 
next day I forgot I was even wearing 
them, and when I peed they both 
fell out into the toilet. It was then 
that I realized I would rather stick a 
dry wad of cotton up my pussy. 

Reviewer 3: I put mine in 
for the first time on the way 
to a job interview, and they 
fell out two blocks away from my 
house, so I ducked into the doorway 
of a little Tibetan store and did 
some secretive removing. When I 
got home, I watched sex educator 
Ducky Doolittle’s YouTube video on 
how the fuck you use these things 
and now I’m smitten. Right now I’m 
strengthening my pelvic muscles. 
I feel so strong: pussy power! I’m 
about to head to the liquor store 
and see if I can hold the balls in 
while I walk. If they fall out, so 
be it—I’m comfortable with some 
minor public ball-from-panties 
removal. As soon as I’m around 
my super-cute sexual partner, I’m 
going to see how they feel during 
penetrative sex. 

Reviewer 2: I was going to write 
something witty and acerbic, but 
then I realized that this little vibrator 
wasn’t worth any more of my time 
than I had already spent with it. 
The vibrating ball is so huge that 
it’s like rubbing your clit with a fist, 
which I am personally not into—but 
maybe you are. If you can’t find 
your own clit, or if you want the 
double pleasure of stimulating your 
clit along with your urethra (you 
think you’re going to ejaculate but 
instead you just piss yourself), then 
this might be the toy for you. 

I persisted with this toy and 
somehow managed to wedge it 
up my vagina to try to simulate 
my G-spot. The awkwardness of 
removing a very big ball out of my 
vag was not worth the pleasure, but 
the hands-free aspect is a bonus. 
Just because I had an awkward 
experience with it doesn’t mean 
you shouldn’t give it a whirl.

For PC-
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Internet-Enabled 

Rabbit Vibrator

How It Works: 
The idea is that after inserting 4 
double-A batteries (not included) 
you connect a rabbit style vibrator 
to a cord that connects to your 
computer and install a program 
that comes on a cd rom with the 
vibrator. Once it is all set up, you 
should be able to a) have a lover 
control the vibrator from a remote 
location via their computer and the 
internet b) have people you meet 
in internet chat rooms control the 
vibrator via their computers and 
the internet from a remote location 
c) control the vibrator yourself 
via your computer while watching 
porn, etc. d) remove the vibrator 
from the computer connection and 
control it directly as you would a 
regular vibrator. Unfortunately, the 
cord that comes with the vibrator 
connected neither to my MacBook 
Pro nor to a friend’s Think Pad. In 

order to make the vibrator work I 
would have had to purchase an 
additional cable from the company 
that would allow me to connect to 
a USB port. The steps involved to 
make the internet function work 
thus prevented me from being able 
to review the central function of the 
vibrator in time to write this review. 
The wait really isn’t sexy when 
trying to use a vibrator.

What It Did For Me:
 This vibrator might do it for some 
(it’s important to remember that 
everybody’s anatomy and sexual 
preferences are different) but it 
really didn’t for me. The material 
it is made of (I couldn’t find a 
confirmation anywhere about 

whether or not it was silicone) felt 
low quality (sticky, not smooth) and 
smelt like plastic (not something 
I want my cunt to smell like). The 
lowest vibration setting was still a 
little strong for my tastes (I have 
a really sensitive clit) and when 
the shaft of the vibrator was in my 
vagina the bunny ears didn’t hit 
my clit right. Good things about 
this vibrator are that there are lots 
of vibration and shaft movement 
settings (pulsation, direction 
change, etc.) and that the rabbit 
ears feel good on the clit when the 
vibrator is just used externally. 

REVIEW

Lots of vibration and shaft 

movement settings... but the 

wait really isn’t sexy when 

trying to use a vibrator.

How it works:
 The Wireless Remote Egg Velvet 
Touch is an external vibrator 
with seven different modes. It 
is waterproof, has a wireless 
remote, and comes in velvety 
baby blue or fuchsia. You need 
six button cell batteries to get 
it going… and six more after a 
week of play.

What it did for me:
 I named mine Humpty Dumpty 
and, alas, it broke. After several 
long, exhausting sessions on the 
wall (it was too much fun switching 
back and forth between speeds 
and rhythms), I couldn’t get it off. 
I pressed down on the little on/
off button, but H.D. kept buzzing 
and buzzing. But hey, it got me off 

Doc Johnson Wireless Remote Egg Velvet Touch

Hey, it got me off just fine... Anyone bored at Lamont? 
Give away the remote and stay within shooting range.

just fine. Hopefully a new set 
of batteries will fix it, because 
I’ve made a list of places where 
it might come in handy. Anyone 
bored at Lamont? Give away the 
remote and stay within shooting 
range.
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Pussy Palm Pal

How it works: 
The Pussy Palm Pal is a sleeve made 
of Ultra Realistic (UR3®) material 
with a vagina-molded opening and 
interior. 

What it did for me: 
Amazing. Apart from its rubbery 
stench, cheesy name, and tacky 
glow-in-the-dark green hue, it’s 
uncanny how well this UR3 material 
synthesizes a vagina. The inside is 
so realistically contoured that you’d 
swear the thing does kegels alone 
in your closet. You can easily hold it 
in your hand, as the name suggests, 
for a sort of souped-up missionary 
masturbation, or you can innovate 
creative hands-free techniques (I’d 
suggest pillows to hold it in place). 

Pretty Ends Butt Plug

How it works: 
Pretty Ends Butt Plug is Doc 
Johnson’s smallest butt plug.

What it did for me: 
I always thought that the ass region 
brought pleasure pretty much 
exclusively to dudes—and that all 
hetero guys either secretly or not 
so secretly like a finger up their 
ass and like to fuck girls anally 
because it feels so “tight.” Until I 
got to college, I didn’t know where 
or what a clitoris really was, so it’s 
not a huge surprise that I hadn’t 
gotten to anal pleasure yet. This 
butt plug was a revelation. The plug 

Until I got to college, I didn’t know where or what a 

clitoris really was, so it’s not a huge surprise that I hadn’t 

gotten to anal pleasure yet. This... was a revelation.

But honestly, be careful that this 
beautifully simple tool doesn’t take 
women out of your life with its 
instant gratification. Approach it 
with gratitude and discipline 
instead: let it be your practice studio 
where you learn to control and 
direct your passions, and let it teach 
you to better love the women in 
your life. 

is small—good 
for beginners—
but with a lot 
of lube it tends 
to slip out. This 
was a problem 
s p e c i f i c a l l y 
d u r i n g 
i n t e r c o u r s e . 
But it was 
amazing when 
my partner was 
d y na m i c a l l y 
playing with the plug during oral 
sex. Overall, it’s a worthwhile 
adventure that opens up many new 
erotic possibilities.

Approach with 
discipline ... let 
this uncanny 
simulation be 
your practice 

studio.
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Martabel’s 
Naked Party

An estimated 18,000 to 
20,000 people recently stripped 
for photographer Spencer Tunick 
in Mexico City. The idea of this 
mass installation of bodies might 
strike one as an abstraction, or 
perhaps it evokes images of a long 
ago gathering of high and naked 
flower children. So many people 
getting together for an art project 
is impressive—not even considering 
the fact that they all agreed to 
pose naked in a public place for a 
photographer. As unfathomable as it 
might sound, this event happened. 

Back in 1997, when Tunick 
broke the record for largest public 
assemblage of nudes with 1,700 

Phish concertgoers, people were 
in awe of the scale he was able to 
accomplish.  The Mexico City project 
took lawyers and bodyguards, 
alternate location choices and 
government approval. The event 
was far more about freedom 
than free love. One participant, 
Héctor Huerta, 40 year-old taxi 
driver, reflected on its significance 
to Mexico, “With this I see us 
advancing. We’re moving towards 
more freedom of expression, more 
liberty.”1 

Tunick’s installations have had 
similar effects around the world. 
For example, The New York Times 

1 The Miami Herald, May 7, 2007.

described his 2002 installation with 
4,000 nudes in Chile, as having had 
“so much impact here that academics 
and journalists are writing about 
a ‘destape’ or ‘uncorking’ like 
the rapid transformation into a 
modern society that occurred in 
Spain after the fall of the Franco 
dictatorship.” Although about 400 
people showed up at the event to 
protest, it was generally so greatly 
appreciated by Chile’s citizens that 
national newspaper, La Tercera 
named Tunick the 2002 “Man 
of the Year.” He embodied free 
speech in the shadow of Pinochet. 
His installations of such scale have 
a national resonance. They involve 

P H OTO S BY  S P E N C E R  TU N IC K

T E X T  BY  M A RTA B E L  WA S S E R M A N
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top tier government support; in 
both Mexico and Chile the country’s 
presidents were involved approving 
the installations.  

Tunick has not always worked 
within the law. He has been arrested 
five times in New York City for his 
work. The charges accused him of 
public indecency as well as issues 
involving photographing the city. 
(There are restrictions on photo 
shoots that include more than two 
people.) These arrests served as 
tremendous catalysts encouraging 
him to seek locations outside of 
New York City. His intention is 
not to disturb people or “provoke 
violence,” as one of his charges 

suggested. In fact, all of his large-
scale outdoor installations take place 
in the early morning, “to cause the 
least amount of disruption. I start 
at sunrise. People are usually only 
undressed for 10 or 15 minutes.”2 
In 2000 the Supreme Court finally 
ruled in his favor, stating that his 
work is protected under the First 
Amendment. Tunick said of the 
implications of his ultimate triumph, 
“This is a victory for the body as an 
art object, not as a sexual object or 
recreational object.”3

2 Spencer Tunick, June 10, 2005.  The Sunday 
Times Magazine.
3 Spencer Tunick, June 5, 2000. The New 
York Times.

There is an aspect of Tunick’s 
work that is inherently political; like 
how it moved 7,000 naked people in 
Barcelona in 2003 to start chanting,  
“No war! No Bush!” Tunick’s work 
has been not only appropriated for 
political purposes, but also created 
as a form of advocacy for a number 
of issues close to the artist. Most 
recently he worked with Greenpeace 
to photograph 600 people on the 
largest and fastest melting glacier 
in Europe, Aletsch Glacier in 
Switzerland. The juxtaposition of 
the ephemeral human body and 
the no longer immortal glacier 
created such a striking image it 
was named one of Time Magazine’s 
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most important photos of 2007. In the caption next to 
the photo, Tunick is quoted saying, “I want the viewers 
to feel the vulnerability of their existence and how it 
relates so closely to the sensitivity of the glaciers.” 
Tunick acknowledges that the sensationalized media 
coverage of his work outside the art world gives him a 
platform to align himself with political issues. 

In addition to his work with Greenpeace, Tunick did 
a photo shoot for AIDS advocacy. He did an installation 
with people who were either HIV or AIDS positive. The 
photograph was done for the cover of the10th anniversary 
issue of the HIV/AIDS advocacy magazine POZ. In his 
H BOMB interview he explained how the installation 
was meaningful in his eyes: he saw it as a reminder 
that AIDS patients have bodies that they can continue 
embrace as beautiful even as they undergo physical 
changes. Tunick continued by discussing that a thread 
in all his work aspires to a utopian idea of sexuality, “A 
situation where there are no diseases, jealousy or harm 
that comes from sex.”

Tunick addressed the role of the erotic in both the 
experience and reception of his work with H BOMB. He 
says he doesn’t like to use the word “sexual” to describe 
the nudity in his installations; he prefers “sensual.” He 
added, “Sex is an overused word, it implies the certainty 
of intercourse.” Sensuality, on the other hand according 
to Tunick,  “brings up issues of sexuality and the physical 
experience of having a body.” 

He did admit that there is tangibly more sexual 
energy in co-ed installations than there is in single sex. 
Tunick described the difference between single sex  and 
co-ed installations as “calming the senses as oppose to 
charging them.”  According to Tunick, there is a different 
level of competition amongst people of the same sex. He 
often uses gendered bodies conceptually in his work. He 
referenced the folklore of mermaids in one installation, 
which involved a number of boats on a lake in Cleveland 
that was exclusively female. In an attempt to allude to 
male aggression, he used all male bodies in front of a 
football stadium. 

According to him, his installations are charged with 
sexual energy before and after the shoot, but never while 
people are actually naked. “The physicality of being 
naked takes away from the sexuality of it,” he adds. 
His work, at least as Tunick intends it, seeks to create 
a unique space for the body that is not about counter-
culture or controversy; instead, these mass gatherings 
have created tens of thousands personal epiphanies as 
well as political landmarks.

****

The body of Tunick’s work that has the most erotic 
implications is the “Party Series,” which he began in 
2003. Tunick views this work as more “painterly” than 

his large-scale installations. There is room for personality 
to shine through in a way similar to portraiture. The 
installations are inspired by friendships that Tunick 
has, adding a personal dimension for the artist as well. 
Different themes of these parties have ranged to the 
2004 elections, to male burlesque dancers.

While Tunick observes that the experience of being 
naked at a party is scarier than being naked in a group of 
thousands, he also believes the benefits are greater. “The 
attention on the individuals creates a larger opportunity 
for personal empowerment and healing,” Tunick said to 
H BOMB. The experience of being photographed naked 
for Tunick is often described as making people feel more 
confident about their bodies and overall self-esteem. He 
caters more to individual needs, allowing for subjects 
to remain clothed during the photo shoot. The shoot 
is about the individuals because it is in a private realm 
as oppose to a public one. Tunick describes “Imagine 
throwing a nude into a party situation that’s not an orgy. 
It creates an unbelievably sense of intimacy4.” 

During the fall semester a “naked party” was thrown 
for Tunick to photograph specifically for this issue ofH 
BOMB.  About 50 people came together in New York City 
for the event. Over half of the participants were current 
undergrads or recent alumni of Harvard. Invitations 
were also extended to participant’s friends hailing from 
undergraduate and graduate programs including Brown, 
Columbia, Northwestern, Wesleyan and Yale. A few had 
participated in their college’s respective naked parties 
or naked dormitories, but for most this was a unique 
experience.

“There was a grass roots movement early on in the 
evening to get naked before Spencer arrived,” one 
partygoer explained. Unlike other party installations, 
all of the guests were naked from the beginning of 
the party till the end. There was definitely an element 
of sexuality that eager naked undergrads brought to 
the situation; the bathrooms at the party were almost 
always occupied with couples. However despite the 
elimination of clothes and the numerous hook-ups,  “It 
definitely seemed a lot less sketchy than any other party 
I’ve been to,” Thea S. Morton ’06-’08, said recently to 
The Crimson. 

Jenna Mellor ’08 said, “The party was the pinnacle of 
my college experience.” Another attendee recently said 
the event has impacted his everyday life, explaining, “I 
feel so much better about my body. In locker rooms I am 
not shy anymore. I let it all hang out.” After the party, 
“I felt much closer to my friends,” stated one partygoer. 
There was a general sense of supporting each other in 
the vulnerable state of being naked. 

Upon leaving the party Tunick commented on the 
exceptional beauty and energy of the participants; H 
BOMB would have to agree. 

4 The Independent Magazine, September 10, 2004.

ART
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In 1830, J.J. Sachs wrote, “Sexual differences are 
not restricted merely to the organs of reproduction but 
penetrate the entire organism. The entire life takes on 
a feminine or masculine character.”1 Even today, many 
would not argue with Sachs; our world is organized by 
a binary gender system. Our society rests on principles 
of what it means to be a woman or a man. Sexual 
differences dictate everything, from where we take 
a piss to whether or not we can be on the front lines 

1 J.J. Sachs, Ärztliches Gemälde des ewiglichen Lebens im gesunden 
und krankhaften Zustände aus physiologischem, intellektuellem und 
moralischem Standpunkte: Ein Lehrbuch für Deitscj;amds Fraiem 
(Berlin, 1830). 

during military combat. Science has played a major role 
in establishing and maintaining the social organization 
of gender and sexuality.2 

An essentializing view of gender roles informs modern 
scientific experiments that seek biological explanations 
for sexual identity. For example, Simon LeVay created 
controversy in 1991 when he published in Science that 
he had found evidence for biological difference between 
heterosexual and homosexual men. He studied a sexually 
dimorphic nucleus of the brain—that is, one that differs 
(usually in size) between males and females—linked to 

2 Thomas Laquer, “Orgasm, Generation, and the Politics of 
Reproductive Biology.” Representations, No. 14, 1986: 1-41. 

De-Moralizing Science
The case of biological study of sexuality 

An interview with Professor Marc Hauser 
STEFANIE WILSON
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sexual activity in male chimpanzees. His study involved 
measuring that nucleus in postmortem gay men, 
straight men, and women. He claimed that homosexual 
and heterosexual men were sexually dimorphic in that 
particular nucleus, that in the homosexual cohort of 
his study the nucleus was a similar size as in women. 
His entire experiment was based on the questionable 
assumption that homosexual men, because they are 
sexually attracted to men, must be feminine (or female-
like) in their biological makeup. LeVay was subsequently 
criticized because his experiment was a methodological 
nightmare: the homosexual cohort consisted of only 19 
subjects (out of 41 in the experiment), and all of them 
had died of AIDS. 

However, what was most potent about the LeVay 
study was not the results themselves but what, as he 
claimed, they suggested about the biology of sexuality. 
“The discovery that a nucleus differs in size between 
heterosexual and homosexual men illustrates that 
sexual orientation in humans is amenable to study 
at the biological level,”3 LeVay wrote, a mere decade 
after feminists had declared gender a social construct. 
This tension between scientific determinism and social 
constructionism is echoed in today’s debate about 
homosexuality—is it a choice, or are you born gay? It is 
undeniable that in our society, the issue of nature versus 
nurture is very closely linked to cultural concerns about 
morality. Sexual expression, except for procreation, has 
historically been condemned in Western society, and 
remnants of our sex-negative heritage remain engraved 
in our culture today. 

If science could prove that homosexuality is caused 
by some aspect of our biology—be it our brains, our 
hormones, or our genes—how would this change our 
social perception of it? Would the law explicitly condemn 
discrimination against queer-identified individuals as 
often as it does racial and sexual discrimination? Would 
it be legal everywhere for homosexual couples to be 
married if homosexuality is “natural”? Or, as many in the 
queer community fear, would the next step be to search 
for a “cure”? Would science then be used to reverse 
whatever biological process results in homosexuality? 
These questions, so far, are nearly impossible to answer, 
but they do demonstrate that our society conceives of 
science as the business of finding the “truth” within 
nature. Furthermore, they demonstrate that what science 
tells us is “natural” often informs social conceptions of 
what is morally permissible. In other words, there seems 
to be a very high level of interplay between science, 
sexuality, and morals. 

 I wanted to find out more about how science 
informs our ideas of sex and morality, so who better 
to turn to than Marc Hauser, professor of Science B-29: 
Evolution of Human Nature (the core formerly known as 
“Sex”) and author of Moral Minds: The Nature of Right 
and Wrong. In his course and in his book, Professor 

3 LeVay, Simon, “A Difference in Hypothalamic Structure Between 
Heterosexual and Homosexual Men.” Science, Vol. 253, No. 5023, 
1991: 1034-1037. 

Hauser4 outlines his theory of a moral faculty, “a 
capacity that enables each individual to unconsciously 
and automatically evaluate a limitless variety of actions 
in terms of principles that dictate what is permissible, 
obligatory, or forbidden,”5 based on Noam Chomsky’s 
linguistic faculty. Hauser and his group at the Harvard 
Cognitive Evolution Laboratory embarked on a massive 
online study, called The Moral Sense Test,6 that 
uses hypothetical situations analogous to real-world 
situations to test human moral judgments. 

The Moral Sense Test has collected responses from 
people all over the world and from all different walks 
of life. The results suggest that we all have a universal 
and innate moral faculty that guides our decision-
making process. The test uses hypothetical situations 
rather than real-world ones because our positions on 
the real issues (for example, euthanasia or gay marriage) 
are tainted by our emotions and our social environment. 
According to Hauser, when humans are faced with 
hypothetical moral dilemmas, they tend to make the 
same judgments regardless of culture, religion, or other 
social factors. I asked Hauser how his work could be 
applied towards a critique of scientific experiments, like 
LeVay’s, that perpetuate the moralizing discourse about 
gender identity and sexual orientation in our culture. 

SW: I wanted to ask you what you thought about the link 
between science, morality, and sexuality. For example, 
feminists have critiqued scientific studies of sexual 
difference, saying that the questions that scientists ask 
are inseparable from societal norms and ideas about 
gender and sex, so their studies represent a moralizing 
and normalizing way of understanding sexuality. The 
first thing that comes to mind is the LeVay study; I was 
in a WGS course that basically ripped that study apart.

MH: That study was ripped apart by the scientists, so you 
don’t need any kind of post-modern, deconstructionist 
view to rip that apart. Journals like Science and Nature 
are, in part, looking for news headlines. People that 
review these things have different expertise, and so 
anyone with any kind of statistical background would 
look at the LeVay paper and go, “It’s a joke, you couldn’t 
possibly make the claims you’re making based on these 
kinds of analyses.” But people wanted, for whatever 
reasons, to see the data on the biology of sexual 
differentiation and so off it goes into print. 

I definitely think that there’s a sociology to many 
publications, but it’s not the sort of sociology that 
would come from a gender studies approach… I think 
it’s important to pull apart the claim that what you’re 
interpreting is imbued with a rich sociology, of you 

4 Professor Hauser is also director of the Cognitive Evolution 
Laboratory, co-director of the Mind, Brain, and Behavior Program, and 
most importantly, faculty advisor for H BOMB.

5 Hauser, Marc, Moral Minds: The Nature of Right and Wrong. New 
York, Harper Collins (2006). 

6 Test your moral faculty at http://wjh1.wjh.harvard.edu/~moral/index.
html

INTERVIEW
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being female and me being male. That’s a claim, and 
the question is, is it true? 

One thing you could say is, let’s take the biological 
definition of male and female, having to do with our 
eggs or our chromosomes—which I presume that nobody 
would disagree with—and now let’s ask: to what extent 
do the genetics of becoming male or female, be it human 
or other animal, give you a certain type of phenotype? 
That can be asked in a way that is completely detached 
from society, and there are multiple ways to do it. 

For example, you can take a comparative approach 
and say, well, let’s look and see what happens in 
chimpanzees. There’s no culture there, there’s no post-
modern-anything. They’re just who they are. Let’s see 
what happens to males and females as they develop—do 
they develop distinctive kinds of phenotypes? And the 
answer is yes, independently of culture. Then you can 
ask: does the male and female pattern that you see in 
male and female chimpanzees look like the male and 
female pattern that you see in humans, with the culture? 
And you can say, to some extent, yes is the answer.

So that seems to be the way, to me, to answer the 
question of sex differences that detaches it from the 
culture. Not that the culture can’t support it—or shift it. 
Here at Harvard we have a female president, and we may 
have another female president for the entire country 
in due course. These patterns show the power to shift 
some of our biases and to reduce some of the differences 
between men and women. But even with these changes 
or shifts, there are the things that we are left with that 
will nonetheless define, what is it like to be a male? 
What is it like to be a female? I guess my opinion as a 
biologist is that it would be bizarre if that was not true. 

HB: But then when you throw in sexual orientation and 
sexual identity, doesn’t that make it even more confusing 
than the interpretation of that data? It seems like there’s 
a lot more noise in that data [of sexual orientation]. And 
it has been observed, behavior in primates that humans 
have called “homosexual.” But, I wonder, how can 
we extrapolate from that and how are we projecting 
ourselves onto these sorts of behaviors? 

MH: You’ve asked a couple of different questions. 
Now, one is: how are we to interpret changes in sexual 
orientation? Just recently, on This American Life, a 
radio talk show on NPR, the topic of the show was 
testosterone. One part of the show focused on this 
guy who was born without testosterone. The apparent 
consequence was a deep loss of memory. 

There are ways in which hormones affect orientation, 
undebatably, right? Can environmental circumstances 
trigger a hormonal cascade? Absolutely. We now know 
that if you’re a twin of a male-female pair, the male 
behaves differently than if the pair is male-male because 
the uterine environment is different. So we know that 
the environment can trigger physiological effects, no 
doubt about it. That goes without saying. 

But when you see evidence for homosexual behavior 
in other animals, how do we interpret that? The 
interpretive part is a complicated one because some 

people have used that as evidence for the argument that 
homosexuality is “natural.” 

Well first of all, why should naturalness make any 
difference at all? Why should that matter as an argument? 
Eye glasses are, after all, unnatural, but I’m glad we have 
them. Vaccines are unnatural but we’d better be happy 
to have those. So it’s not like naturalness will ever be 
an argument for or against something. We may want to 
go back to a natural state, or be living in a natural state, 
and some people have argued in favor of eating meat, 
because of course in natural situations humans would 
be eating meat. As you know, we evolved as omnivores, 
not vegetarians. 

So, those arguments are always going to be there 
because people on either side of the coin are going to 
use them in their favor. Some homosexuals want to 
argue, “Well look, it’s biologically natural for someone 
to be homosexual because animals do it.” People who 
want to argue against homosexuality will say, “Well 
yeah, but it’s rare in animals.” So those are always going 
to go back and forth. I guess for me it’s always seemed 
the biology of sex differences is undebatable. What is 
up for grabs is how plastic the system is, and which 
psychological domains can change. 

HB: What do you mean by plastic?

MH: For example, if the world was run by women, 
including all businesses, governments, and so forth, 
would the world look different? We are certainly 
witnessing exciting changes today, with many positions 
of leadership taken on by women. But now the question 
is this: are they running these positions in ways that are 
different from men? Are the consequences different for 
those who work with them? 

One possibility is that to attain a position of leadership, 
you need leadership qualities, and these cut through 
sex differences. If you compare Hillary Clinton with 
Barack Obama, there are certainly similarities: both are 
articulate, confident, and intelligent. Some see Clinton 
as more aggressive, Obama more compassionate. But 
here, our own perception is influenced by various other 
factors, such as our expectations for men and women, 
especially when it comes to certain roles. 

HB: As in, how they are shaped by environment. 

MH: Right. So, are women in leadership positions the 
way they are because they’ve taken on a caricature of the 
male quality of being aggressive? Will women in power 
be able to maintain a less aggressive quality because 
they use some different strategies psychologically? 

I don’t think we know the answer to this question 
yet, but we should soon be able to find out. How will 
Drew Faust change over the years as she grows into her 
position as Harvard’s president? This is what I have in 
mind in terms of “plastic”: will women, who historically 
have had less of a leadership role, change who they are as 
they take on such positions? And will they change how 
organizations work? It is hard to imagine that they will 
not change. It is also hard to imagine that organizations 



 

might not change as well. But the interesting question is 
how much change we will see. 

HB: Isn’t that [aggression as a characteristic of leadership] 
also because the majority of societies are patriarchal 
and therefore…

MH: They are, but the question is, why are they all 
patriarchal? Coming from a chimpanzee society, we 
evolved from a male-dominated society, but is that all 
that started it off? I guess the issue then becomes, if 
you want to argue that we are the way we are because 
of patriarchy, you actually have to push the argument 
farther back. We are the way we are because of a 
chimpanzee ancestor. And another question becomes, 
why did it evolve that way? So it is patriarchy, but it’s 
also a polygynous, promiscuous society. We evolved 
from a polygynous species, and polygyny creates heavy 
male-male competition. So the majority of all human 
cultures that have ever existed have been polygynous 
societies. So the ecology of human evolution has been 
one that favors female choosiness and male promiscuity. 
That’s what our psychology evolved to be. Can we go 
against that psychology? Can we dictate that life ought 
to be different? Of course, and we have made this move 
throughout history.

HB: That’s sort of what I’m saying, with the link 
between science and sexuality. Because science has 
discovered that our evolutionary past is polygynous 
and promiscuous, but in our specific society and a lot 
of others, we have decided that even male promiscuity 
shouldn’t happen. So the way I see it, there is a triangle 
between science, morality, and sexuality. I guess my 
question is, how does science negotiate this? Because 
scientists also come from a culture where promiscuity 
is “bad.”

MH: It’s always hard for somebody to detach themselves 
from the society in which they developed; you can see 
this cross-culturally in terms of scientists. I’m assuming 
that there’s a cultural factor that’s affecting what they 
do and the sort of questions they even ask. 

But another way of asking your question is: what 
role can science play in these kinds of ethical debates? 
Here you have to be very careful. My own view is that 
the best we can do is to just describe how the mind 
traffics in these different areas of deciding what’s right 
or wrong. Those data can never dictate what we ought 
to do, but it can constrain it. 

So I’ll give you an example. We’ve been doing work 
on psychopaths, with the idea being, to what extent do 
they have problems in the moral domain? Well, we now 
have new data that suggests that they know moral rights 
and wrongs, but they just can’t stop themselves from 
doing the wrong thing. These findings are relevant for 
the law because the law is always asking the question, 
did the person do something knowingly? Psychopaths 
do things knowingly—they just don’t care. 

So it has a big effect on how we think about treatment 
and how we make decisions in the law. There are several 

instances like this where the descriptive ethics, which 
describes what we do, interfaces with the prescriptive 
ethics—what we ought to do. And this zone of interaction 
is where the interesting debates will happen.

HB: How do the descriptive ethics work within the 
debates about gay marriage and sexuality? 

MH: Let me see if I can give you a way of thinking 
about this question. One of the things that make it very 
difficult to think about real-world cases is that we’re 
already completely imbued with strong views and 
strong emotions. So when you ask most people about 
stem cell research, most people will have a view. But 
then ask them, “What is a stem cell; what does it do?” 
You get complete blank stares from most people. What 
they’ve learned is that stem cell research is bad because 
“you’re killing a baby.” I’m sorry, but a blastocyst isn’t 
a baby. But without an understanding of the biology, 
and with anti–stem cell groups pushing on the debate, 
many have mapped “stem cell” onto “baby,” and killing 
babies is bad. 

So in the case of gay marriage, you can’t ask people 
about gay marriage; you’ve got to find an analogous 
situation that has the flavor of gay marriage but isn’t, to 
see whether people will give you a judgment that would 
make it seem like they couldn’t defend the position 
anymore. Do you remember from Science B-29, where 
I discussed the case of abortion, but then offered Judy 
Thomson’s apocryphal case of the violinist in kidney 
failure?7 This is not a case of abortion, but it evokes 
commitment, need, needs of the body, dependency, 
investment. Thomson’s main point from this case is that 
one is not obliged to let others use your body, but it is 
certainly permissible. Thus, even with investment and 
commitment in individual, such as a fetus, the mother 
is not necessarily obliged to support the child. Other 
factors are relevant. 

When you make these issues clear, and take people 
away from the familiar, you see a common code of moral 
reasoning shining through. This is why you need to ask 
people about unfamiliar cases. If you think gay marriage 
is good, and important, and it should be legally allowed, 
and I think it’s not, we’re not going to make any headway 
because I think it’s unnatural and you think it’s natural. 
At that point, we’re done. There’s nowhere else we can 
go with the argument. Insofar as I can appeal to another 
analogous case, and show you that what you’ve done is 
wrong, maybe I can persuade you a little bit. Made-up 
cases that capture crucial aspects of the real world can 
potentially move people to see the world differently. 
That is my hope at least. 

But as you well know, so many of our current moral 

7 The case of the violinist is a hypothetical moral philosophical 
dilemma in which, it is posited, you wake up to find that you’ve been 
medically attached to a world-famous violinist who has a fatal kidney 
problem, and if you detach yourself from him, he will die. If you 
remain attached for 9 months, he will recover. Respondents to Hauser’s 
Moral Sense Test generally do not consider it obligatory to remain 
attached to the violinist, even if it involves killing another human 
being. 
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the emotions are turned on, unleashed onto a concept, 
it is hard to disengage. But perhaps if we are aware of 
these factors, we can build some immunity. That is a 
big “if”!

Hauser’s research provides hope for the future role 
of science as a regulator between prescriptive social 
ethics and sexuality. In the past, and arguably still 
today, science has been used as a tool to substantiate 
social mores regarding gender and sexuality. Research 
on the moral faculty and on related topics shows us that 
science can liberate sexuality from the social mores that 
condemn it. Science can provide a rational understanding 
of human sexuality that overturns irrational, emotionally 
charged sanctions against its expression. I hope that, in 
the future, science will be used as a descriptive guide 
for understanding both morality and sexuality rather 
than as a prescriptive tool for perpetuating society’s 
sexual morals. 

problems and debates don’t hinge on rational discussion, 
but rather, impassioned emotions. This makes it hard to 
discuss and make progress. How to do you get away 
from the emotions? Philosophers and legal scholars try 
to provide passion-free arguments, but these are hard-
won battles because the psychology is so powerful. 

Consider incest. Try arguing with someone that it is 
okay for first cousins to marry, or for a brother and sister 
who truly love each other to make love. What you will 
get is a powerful disgust response from many. Where 
do you go from that kind of response? I think the same 
thing is true for gay marriage, at least for many people. 
Once you evoke the power of disgust, you’re done. 
And of course, this is where many politicians, who are 
against gay marriage, make their play. They say, “It’s 
unnatural, it’s like sodomy,” and once you hear that, 
you’ve got everybody. Anyone who wants to believe 
that gay marriage is bad is sucked in emotionally. Once 

star wars REBECCA ROJER

The Office of 
Sexual Assault 
Prevention and 
Response at 
Harvard was 
e s t a b l i s h e d 

in 2003 to provide confidential 
support, information, and resource 
referrals to survivors of sexual 
violence. 

The mission of the Office of 
Sexual Assault Prevention and 
Response is to provide leadership 
in creating a Harvard community 
free from sexual and interpersonal 
violence and harassment. We 

are committed to supporting 
and empowering survivors of 
violence. We believe in preventing 
violence through education, 
through personal and collective 
accountability, and  through 
social change. You can call us, 24 
hours a day (617-495-9100), for 
information and resources. We 
are trained to listen and help, 
confidentially. 

Sexual assault is a problem that 
affects everyone at the College. 
We also work to educate the 
College community about sexual 
assault, its prevention, as well as 

its impact. 

We strive to provide empathic, 
supportive services to students of 
the College who have experienced 
sexual assault. Knowing that 
some students will prefer to seek 
services outside of Harvard’s 
campus, The Office works closely 
to provide easy linkages to off-
campus resources as well. 

Call us or stop by our office at 
Holyoke Center 731 from 9am 
- 5pm, Monday through Friday. 
We’re here to listen, help, and 
work for change. 



 

“Even when she was just out of her teens playing the 
femme fatale in New Rose Hotel, Asia still had as much 
on set film experience as everyone else. She started 
acting with her family right out of her actress mother’s 
method womb. It only took her one look at the rottwieler 
partner that she was teamed up with when she knew 
there was going to be trouble. Like me, she is afraid of 
dogs and knew the effect the intensity of our film set 
could have on a sensitive animal. He could take a bite 
out of any go-go tale.

On Day 1, her first move was to suggest we switch 
it with a chihuahua. Not to give away the complex plot 
and canine subplot of our film, but I had to put my foot 
down.

Day 2 was the scene. There is an expression we 
always use on set: ‘cinematic history in the making.’ 
Day 2 lived up to this expression. You can never anticipate 
what shot is going to be the defining shot. It happened 
on Day 2. I never thought it would be the shot of Cannes. 
This scene can only be appreciated on a big screen, Go-
Go Tales will be playing on Easter weekend at your local 
independent theater.” 

go-go 
tales

ABEL FERRARA

Critically acclaimed director Abel Ferarra (King of 
New York, Bad Lieutenant, The Blackout, among 

many others) generously is allowing us to print stills 
from his fabulously dirty and sexy still from his 2007 
film Go-Go Tales. The film stars Willem Dafoe, Bob 

Hoskins, Matthew Modine and Asia Argento. Argento 
is featured in the stills with her since deceased canine 
co-star. Maybe he had a heart attack? Anyway, here is 
what Abel had to say to H BOMB about scenes from 

the strip-club comedy. 
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Meeting Sasha Grey:
A Cultural Anthropological Inquiry

A N O N Y M O U S

I’m sitting uneasily on Mark Spiegler’s second-
floor balcony, which overlooks a parking lot that, at 
the moment, holds only two of his six cars; one is a 
black Cadillac Escalade, the other a white custom-build 
Mercedes CL 500, in which he will later frighten me by 
roaring through San Fernando Valley’s side streets at 
what seems like about 70 mph.  He says he frequently 
loans out his other cars – two more Mercedes, a Range 
Rover, and a Hummer – to his “girls.”

To an outsider, the adult entertainment industry 
can seem shadowy and mysterious.  Although most 
of the world’s pornography comes from Los Angeles, 
the industry’s infrastructure – its offices, sets, and 
warehouses – is tucked away in an almost uniformly 

bland suburban landscape.  Meanwhile, actors, 
directors, and even make-up artists typically use stage 
names and pseudonyms, and, whether by habit or design, 
they often speak elliptically. But despite running one of 
porn’s leading talent agencies, Spiegler is delightfully 
easy to get a hold of.  “I get about 170 calls each day,” 
he tells me.  “And I try to answer each one.”  

Sure enough, eight minutes into our conversation, the 
phone rings again.  It’s a guy who’s coming to L.A. for 
two days in early January to make a film for a European 
production company called Private, and he’s interested 
in hiring some of Spiegler’s actresses. 

“Okay,” Mark says, switching on his speakerphone.  
“Who?”
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“Mya Luanna?”
“Yes, she’s open.”
“She’s available?”
“Yeah. But I mean, is it anal?  Because I know Private 

likes anal and, uh, she don’t do it.”
“Okay, no … it doesn’t have to be anal.  Um, 

actually, there are quite a few girls on your site that do 
do anal–”

“Oh yeah!”
“It may not matter one way or the other at this point 

whether they do anal or not, but I like Mya’s looks, so 
I’ll just make a note that she’s available for [January] 4, 
5, and ‘No Anal.’”

“Correct.”
“And what’s her rate?”
“It’s a thousand.  For boy-girl.”
“And what about for girl-girl?”
“Eight hundred.  But for you? … Seven-ninety-

nine!”
“[Laughing] I figured at some point in my life being 

a friend of [Spiegler’s buddy] Myles would get me really 
far!  The next girl is Flower Tucci; she has a really nice, 
uh – ” 

“Yeah, but she doesn’t have either of those days.”
“She doesn’t?  Well, if she’s not available, maybe the 

next time around.  How about Sasha, uh, her name’s … 
Sasha – ”

“No, no, she has to get booked, like, two to three 
months ahead.”

“Oh, is she out of town?”
“No, she’s just booked-up all the time.  She’s booked 

now till February.”
“Yeah, she’s really gorgeous; she’s really a beautiful 

girl.”
“Well she also, she’s real famous, and she does, like, 

everything.  I mean, you could get her at the very end of 
January, but that’s the earliest.”

***

The “Sasha” being bandied about is Sasha Grey, 
a 19 year-old porn star who hails from Sacramento.  
In January, Sasha was crowned “Female Performer 
of the Year” at the AVN (Adult Video News) Awards, 
pornography’s equivalent of the Oscars.  Before that, she 
was interviewed on the Tyra Banks Show and profiled 
on The Insider.  Last summer, Penthouse made her “Pet 
of the Month,” and recently Richard Kern, the acclaimed 
underground portrait artist, filmed her for VBS.TV, a 
sleek new website site created by Vice magazine. So far 
she’s appeared in about 150 adult videos, and Spiegler 
estimates she’s making somewhere in the vicinity of 
$200,000 per year.

Spiegler thinks Sasha is destined to become one of 
the biggest porn stars in the world.  So, too, does Pete 
Warren, an associate editor at AVN.  “I think Sasha, if 
she keeps going the way she’s going, will someday be 
considered a legend in this business,” he tells me.  In 
November 2006 – only about eight months after her 
eighteenth birthday – magazine profiled Sasha under 
this portentous title: 

The Teenager and the Porn Star:
Will Sasha Grey Become the Adult Film Industry’s 

next Jenna Jameson?

Ask anyone in the industry why Sasha stands out, 
and they’ll invariably make two points.  First, she’s 
smart.  “She has that brain-factor going for her,” says 
Pat Myne, a hardcore director.  In some measure, this 
perception may stem from savvy marketing.  She is 
perhaps the world’s first “self-proclaimed ‘existentialist’ 
porn star,” and although she attended only a single 
semester of community college, her MySpace page is 
any pseudo-intellectual’s wet dream; she professes 
interests in (among many other things) modern and 
postmodern design, Bauhaus and Brutalist architecture, 
New Wave Cinema, War and Peace, the Situationists, 
Carl Jung, Miles Davis, Bob Dylan, the Clash, and single 
malt scotch.  Nevertheless, she’s poised, confident and 
articulate in ways that defy expectations.  

Second, Sasha is – in the industry’s parlance – 
filthy.  Much more than most porn actresses of any 
age, she frequently performs rough scenes of sexual 
humiliation. A quick search on the Internet produces 
clips of her licking a toilet, crawling across the floor like 
a dog, getting fucked while wearing a pig-nose mask, 
being tied-up in a dungeon, and (in almost every scene) 
drooling and gagging on giant penises.  “It’s really rare 
to find a young girl … to be into all that stuff,” says 
Steve Holmes, a 46-year-old Romanian-born porn star 
who has been in more than a thousand adult films.  
“Really [into it], you know?  She’s not playing, she’s not 
pretending.  That’s unusual.”  

***

Lately, arguments about whether or not porn is 
degrading to women, or harmful to those who watch 
it, have been surfacing on Harvard’s campus with 
increasing frequency.  Last October, visiting law 
professor Catharine MacKinnon led a conversation on 
this topic at the Barker Center, drawing an audience of 
about a hundred.  A longstanding anti-pornography 
activist, MacKinnon observed that the Abu Ghraib 
torture photos, which shocked much of the world in 
2004, were relatively mild when compared with images 
that routinely occur in hardcore porn.  The following 
month, Wheelock sociology professor Gail Dines-Levi 
told a large group at the Lamont Forum Room that porn 
has invaded our culture in ways that most people fail to 
recognize, and that it is pernicious at every level: “Every 
time you jerk off to porn,” she maintained, “you are 
jerking off to some woman’s misery.”

In response to MacKinnon’s talk, the Crimson 
smartly observed that we would be foolish not to discuss 
pornography’s implications; it is, after all, a multi-billion 
dollar industry.  But the paper’s editors denied that all 
women who go into porn are pitiable victims, and they 
argued that discussions about pornography ought to 
avoid MacKinnon’s  “language of extremes … this is an 
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issue full of nuances.”1 Later, Crimson columnist Lucy 
Caldwell made some of these points herself, in response 
to Dines-Levi’s lecture. 

Then in February, pornography came to Harvard 
more directly, when Adams House hosted the Sex 
Workers’ Art Show, which featured a mélange of 
spoken-word, burlesque, and multimedia performances 
from strippers, prostitutes, burlesque dancers, and porn 
actress Lorelei Lee.  After that, Harvard senior Matthew 
Di Pasquale announced his plan to launch Diamond 
magazine, a privately funded venture that promises to 
feature undergrads in nude photo spreads not unlike 
those that appear in Playboy.

Pornography is nearly as old as civilization, and it 
presents us with lots to think about.  But as today’s 
adult entertainment industry grows increasingly 
mainstream – and this is the undeniable trend, evident 
at multiple levels – the debate over whether it exploits 
women is crucial, and this is what’s on my mind when 
I meet Sasha for the first time, at a Starbuck’s off of 
Sepulveda Avenue.  She’s sitting with her boyfriend, 
Ian, who says nary a word while she talks frankly about 
her sexual awakening, and her subsequent career in 
hard-core porn. 

Growing up, she says she always thought of herself 
as avidly sexual, and she lost her virginity at age 16.  
She started experimenting with rough sex play with her 
third boyfriend.  “It was just a tit-for-tat, you know, I’d 
do this, and then you can do it back to me.  And I really 
enjoyed it, we were safe about it, we talked about it, we 
communicated.  And … I wanted to progress in it, and 
this person didn’t.”  

Sasha hastens to point out that she was not sexually 
molested as a child, and to this day, she’s rankled with 
the Los Angeles magazine journalist who seemed to 
doubt her veracity on this point.  I’ve no particular reason 
to disbelieve her, although a considerable body of social 
scientific research suggests that many (perhaps most) 
women who work in the sex industry have been abused 
as children.  Furthermore, Sasha’s gamine looks and 
personality practically telegraph the fact that she had a 
rough childhood.  She comes from an underprivileged 
community, her parents are divorced, and her father 
is “supported by the state.”  As a teenager, Sasha 
bounced unhappily between several high schools, and 
she frequently quarreled with her stepfather. 

Sasha began actively studying pornography – the 
films, and the industry itself – when she was just 17.  “I 
wanted to understand how the scenes played out,” she 
told another journalist.  “Could I pretzel myself into those 
positions?  Could I get fucked like that?  Where were my 
eyes supposed to go when the camera shifted?”  

Although she soon learned that the careers of porn 

1  Professor MacKinnon disputes the Crimson’s description of her talk 
of “extreme,” and she sent me her notes from the event to prove her 
point.  Whether or not their characterization was apt, the Crimson’s 
editors apparently argued beyond their evidence when they claimed, 
in the headline’s dek, that “MacKinnon’s views on pornography fail to 
deliver.”  According to her, no one from the Crimson’s editorial board 
actually attended her talk, so they were in no position to pass that 
judgment. 

actresses are typically measured in months, not years, 
on April 10, 2006 – only a few weeks after her eighteenth 
birthday – she sent Spiegler a spottily written email 
asking for entrée into the world of adult entertainment:

   
I am interested in the adult film scene for just 

mainly one reason.  On average, most of the xxx 
I see is boring … There is [sic] only a handful of 
xxx stars that continue to push the boundaries of 
what women are supposed to be like, or be like in 
bed.  This entices me to be one of those women, 
not to mention my lust for sexual creativity; I hunger 
for all modes of sexual perversity. I am determined 
and ready to be a commodity that fulfills everyone’s 
fantasies.  

To this, she appended a list of activities she was 
willing to participate in, which, with their abbreviations 
spelled out, would read something like this: “solo 
performances, still photographs, girl-girl, girl-girl-girl, 
boy-girl, boy-boy-girl, ass-to-mouth, anal, double-
penetration, double vaginal, interracial, throat-gagging, 
swallowing, creampie, bondage and submission, fetish, 
facials, feature dancing, bachelor parties, and groups of 
no more than four.”

This so drastically breaches the boundaries of what 
is considered normal sexual behavior for a 19 year-old 
woman – or for any woman – that I continue to wonder: 
where does this come from?

She glances downward at my coffee.
“Why do people like dark coffee without cream?  

Why do you like sugar in your coffee?”
But these are just people’s unavoidable, everyday 

tastes, I reply.  Whereas at a very early age, you’re doing 
things that most people never do in their lives.

“But sexuality is also a taste.  Everybody likes it with 
the lights on, or the lights off.  Everybody likes something 
different.  I’ve always been a sexual person.”

Okay…  But doesn’t she ever worry that by performing 
her fetishes on camera, she’s degrading herself?  Is it 
possible she’s being victimized in ways she doesn’t fully 
understand?

She bristles at the notion. 
“Maybe I’m letting myself be degraded within the 

context of the scene, but that’s because I want to… 
I’m still in control, whether it looks like it or not.  It is 
acting,” she reminds me.  

What about the longer-term ramifications of all 
this?  Where does she see herself in five, ten, or twenty 
years?

She gestures toward Ian.  “Luckily I have someone 
that I am very deeply in love with, who understands 
what I do, and we have an open communication. … 
I’m sure if I didn’t have somebody to go home to, I’d 
probably get a little depressed.  [I’d exclaim to myself] ‘I 
don’t have anybody to cuddle with tonight!’”  

And although she says she’s currently very happy 
with her career, she’s been planning her exit from porn 
“since day one.”  

“I never thought this was going to be my life,” she 
remarks.  The next step may be for her to direct her 



 

own pornographic films, but she also plays guitar, 
and mentions music and mainstream film as future 
possibilities.  For now, she’s squirreling away her money, 
and she expects that one day she’ll have enough to buy a 
home in Los Angeles.   

I have many more questions, which focus largely on 
the hazards of pornography, and Sasha answers them 
gamely, despite being visibly tired.  She implies that she 
rarely hangs out with others in the industry, and she’s 
not into drugs.  She’s well aware of the health risks she’s 
taking, though she points out that all porn actors are 
tested monthly for STD’s.  She’d like to see the industry 
make condoms mandatory, although paradoxically, she 
doesn’t often use them herself.  

I find myself shyly fascinated by all this.  I wouldn’t 
describe Sasha as warm, but she’s cooperative and 
temperate even in response to challenging and deeply 
personal questions.  As the interview winds down, she 
flashes me a reassuring smile. “It must be very hard – 
no matter how great a writer you are – to write about 
pornography,” she says.  “There’s so much to explore, 
especially coming from the outside…”

***
 
The next morning I show up at an upscale home 

in Woodland Hills, where Sasha will later be doing 
a “gonzo” scene for a DVD called No Swallowing 
Allowed 13, which will be released by Diabolic.  Gonzo 
pornography was pioneered by director John Stagliano 
in the early 1990s; the term describes films that 
acknowledge the cameraperson, and that frequently 
present pure, unadulterated sex, without the stupid 
plots, bad acting, and tired clichés that have been the 
mainstays of so many adult films.  

While Sasha’s getting her makeup done, I perch 
myself on a kitchen stool and talk with the home’s 
owner, named Scooby, who regularly rents his house 
to porno production companies for about $100 an hour.  
Though this seems like easy money, it’s not without 
its hassles.  Recently someone badly stained one of 
his expensive sofa cushions with some kind of oily 
lubricant, and then flipped it over, hoping no one would 
notice.  Homeowners who let pornography be filmed 
on their premises often make discreet “arrangements” 
with their neighbors, and to be legally compliant, they 
need to get special insurance and apply for expensive 
permits.   (“They’re like the mafia,” he says of the City 
of Los Angeles.  “They see someone making money, so 
they think they have to make money too.”) 

Later, the aforementioned German actor Steve 
Holmes arrives, all handshakes and smiles.  When 
he spots Sasha in the kitchen, his face brightens even 
more.  

“Sasha!  Where are you?” 
“I’m standing right in front of you.”
“I mean, how are you!  Ha ha ha!  English is not my 

first language.  Come here, give me a big hug!”
Next comes Derek Hay (aka Ben English), a British-

born actor with an intelligent flair, who also runs the 
business’s regnant talent agency, L.A. Direct Models.  

Then comes Pat Myne, the film’s friendly and laidback 
director, who, over the course of the afternoon, will 
find dozens of different ways of telling Sasha just how 
unbelievably hot he thinks she is.  (For the most part, 
Sasha ignores him, although occasionally she responds 
with a smile or a good-natured eye roll.) James Deen 
arrives next; he’s an affable, good-looking, 21 year-old 
performer who (so far as I can tell) is having the time of 
his life in the adult industry. 

Last to arrive is Maya Hills, a 20 year-old actress who 
has careened in and out of the adult industry over the 
past two years.  If Sasha defies the porno stereotype, 
with her pale complexion, edgy style and intelligent 
mien, Maya embraces it.  Originally from Florida, she’s 
slender, tanned, bleach-blonde and heavily made-up.  
She parades around the house in a t-shirt – only a t-shirt 
– and loudly regales everyone with multiple obnoxious 
stories.

While several of us are drinking bottles of water, 
Sasha approaches and asks for one of her own, which 
she pours into a large measuring cup, and then places in 
the microwave for about a minute.

“You really like your water that hot?” 
“This is for my ass,” she says.

***

While Sasha gives herself an enema, I move to the 
backyard, crack open a beer, and join a conversation 
with Holmes and Deen.  They’re both easygoing and 
disarmingly frank, and so long as I promise to keep 
their comments off-the-record, they’re happy to share 
some tricks of the porno trade with me.  

When the opportunity presents itself, I ask for 
permission to turn on my digital recorder, and steer the 
conversation in another direction.  If they had to guess, 
what percentage of women who go into porn have been 
sexually abused as children?

“I have no statistics about that,” says Holmes.  “I 
guess it’s the rare exception.  I know only one girl who 
told me she was abused by her family when she was 
very young.”

Deen objects to the question.  “That’s like, personal 
business,” he says.  “I always relate porn to any other 
job.  If I worked at an office building and sold [let’s say] 
paper … I wouldn’t be asking people I work with, ‘So, 
were you sexually molested when you were a kid?’”

What about certain varieties of pornography that are 
explicitly, brutally degrading to women?  Does it make 
them uncomfortable to see women treated with abusive 
contempt?

Holmes mentions one director with a horrible 
reputation: “But he’s a particular person in our business,” 
he stresses.  “In real life, he’s a totally different person, 
when you see him with his wife and his kids.”  He 
adds that the overwhelming majority of pornographic 
scenes where women appear to be dominated are purely 
role-play.  In fact, Holmes says he’d just filmed a very 
rough scene for a San Francisco website called “Sex and 
Submission”, and on that set everyone operated under 
strict guidelines.  A woman might yell, “No, no, please 

INTERVIEW



55

stop,” to no avail; but she could always terminate any 
scene by yelling a safety word: “Red.”

Women who work in pornography “make a choice,” 
Deen insists.  “If the girls didn’t want to do this, they’d 
be doing something else.”  

 Besides, Holmes claims, if anyone is objectified in 
pornography, it’s men, who are marginalized in every 
scene.  “We’re just dicks with a heartbeat,” he says with 
a shrug.  

Although Holmes and Deen were among the most 
likable people I met on my trip to Los Angeles, as they 
said all this, it struck me that they doth protest too much.   
Later, I realized that within a few minutes, they’d run 
through each of the four varieties of denial recognized 
by psychologists: willful blindness, inattention, passive 
acknowledgment and reframing.

 
***

Sasha’s scene takes place on Scooby’s upstairs 
balcony.  She’s wearing fancy black underwear, a tutu, 
fishnet stockings, and ludicrous high heel platform 
shoes, and to me, there’s something incongruous about 
the daylight that pours through the flimsy lime-green 
curtains behind her.  She starts by undulating before 
the camera, touching herself, breathing heavily, and 
whispering a few things I can’t quite make out.  A 
few moments later, Holmes and Hay enter the room, 
completely naked, their large dicks completely erect.  
They approach her from both sides, and Sasha addresses 
the camera: “Do you want to watch me suck dick?”  

Sasha does exactly this, of course, with considerable 
ardor.  For a while, she divides her attention between 
both men.  “My greedy mouth wants both of your 
fucking cocks,” she declares, almost petulantly.  

A few moments later, she lets both men penetrate 
her simultaneously, and lots of other things go on, 
too.  All the while, everyone gives everyone lots of 
encouragement.  

“Legs spread, and hold still!” Ben commands her. 
“I like the sound of that,” Sasha replies.  “Gimme 

what I want!”  
All three seem to be enjoying themselves, but at 

times, their performances seem so over-the-top as to 
veer on campy.  Sasha is an inveterate dirty-talker, and 
she has a deep repertoire that could make any sailor 
blush.  And sometimes when she screams orgasmically, 
she approaches 80 decibels: just below the point where 
hearing damage can set in.  At the scene’s most absurd 
moment, Holmes tells Hay to “stuff her like a turkey,” 
which draw a guffaw from Myne.  With several stops 
and starts, the whole thing takes 72 minutes to film

Watching this all unfold at close-range, with my 
reporter’s notebook folded open, I feel a little bit 
like an alien dropping in on another planet.  Later, 
when someone asked me if I found the scene 
erotic, I summoned up a quote from the English 
caricaturist Max Beerbohn: “People who like this 
sort of thing will find this the sort of thing they like.” 
 

***

Sasha says she relishes these types of extreme sex 
scenes; the harder, the better.  They’re enjoyable, and 
they present her with a welcome opportunity to test 
her limits.  Bent through an unforgiving prism, her 
claims may sound disingenuous.  But in the short time 
I spent with Sasha, I found no traces of sadness or rue 
in her personality.  In fact, after she’d finished her 
performance, she seemed particularly at ease.

“It was fun, because I haven’t done a DP in a while,” 
she mused, as we were both getting ready to walk out 
the door.  “For those, you always have to gear yourself 
up, physically and mentally.  …  [In these types of 
scenes] the guys always have to do a lot more work than 
usual. … For me, it’s also a little bit homosexual, so 
that’s why I like it.”

You mean when they each had their dicks in your 
mouth at the same time?

“Yeah,” she laughs.  “But that turns me on.  It’s 
comedic, and it turns me on at the same time.  It was 
interesting, because I worked for [Diabolic] about a year 
ago, and did something similar to this, and it was pretty 
rough.  And now they’ve changed their rules, so you 
can’t really do too much.”

The “rules” she’s referring to have been self-
imposed by Diabloic, in order to protect the company 
from obscenity charges.  Although Diabolic was once 
known for producing porn than that many people might 
find disquieting, it has apparently put curbs on the kind 
of sex-play that could easily be labeled “abusive” – 
slapping, choking, hair-pulling, and so forth.

“It’s odd for me,” Sasha continues.  “What we’re 
doing is pretty intense; most normal people wouldn’t 
do that!  But for me, it’s like, ‘Huh?  I’m getting my 
ass and my pussy stuffed up, but what?  We can’t slap 
each other?’  It’s just a little perplexing.  I kind of find 
it silly.”

With this, we said goodbye, and I walked toward my 
rental car.  I was puzzled too.  As Sasha had earlier 
suggested, the belief system that guides the thinking 
of people who work in pornography can be hard for 
outsiders to fathom.  Some of porn’s critics like to argue 
that women who profess to enjoy their XXX-rated careers 
are something akin to mentally traumatized dupes; even 
if they feel genuinely “empowered” by their sexuality, 
the argument goes, this feeling may arise from low self-
esteem, or (worse) a sense that being sexually abused in 
return for money is an improvement over simply being 
abused.  Elsewhere in academia, it’s fashionable to heed 
the voices of the voiceless, or to at least take seriously 
the perspectives of people who operate outside of the 
dominant culture.  And if an intelligent, well-paid and 
highly regarded porn star like Sasha Grey says that all 
things considered, she’s grateful for her career, then 
who’s to say otherwise?   

I can see merit in both perspectives.  But I hope that 
Sasha’s happy doing what she’s doing, and I hope that 
none of this comes back to haunt her. 



 

YOUNG COUPLE 
FEARS THEIR 
LOVE WILL SEND 
OTHERS TO JAIL

CELLPHONE PICS  
PUT MINORS IN 
DANGER

 
DEAR CHERI, My boyfriend, “Ricky,” and I are very much 
in love, and we have had intimate relations.  We are both 
almost sixteen and under the law in our state, relations 
between Ricky and me are considered a crime.  We just 
read on Google News that if any adult teacher or nurse 
or doctor knows about us, that adult becomes guilty 
of a crime if they don’t report us to Child Protective 
Services.  We are serious about our relationship and 
would be willing to go jail-or any lengths-for our love, 
but I’m really concerned that the people who know 
about us will be jailed also.  Everybody at school knows 
we are together, and it’s tough to say how many people 
know that we are intimate, but everyone at prom saw 
us making out, from the parents to the teachers to the 
prom photographer. We are so worried that all of these 
people will be jailed for not reporting us, or that they 
will turn us in.  What should we do? 

---WORRIED IN WITCHITA

DEAR WORRIED,  You two are right to worry!  In Kansas, 
and eleven other US states, it is a criminal act for any 
person under the age of sixteen to engage in any sexual 
act.  It’s often called “The Kiss and Tell Law.” Even 
“making out” may qualify depending on how the state 
and local officials define “sexual relations.”  It is a crime 
in all twelve states for an adult (who supervises you) to 
“fail to report” the knowledge of any minor engaging 
in “any type of sexual activity involving teens even 
when it’s consensual, involves persons of the same age 
and/or same sex, even when abuse is not suspected.” 
I am sorry to say that anyone who knows about you 
is already a coconspirator in your crime. Your letter to 
Dear Cheri even puts my freedom in jeopardy.  If you 
get legally married (unless you and Ricky are not both 
males), you are no longer in violation, but you any have 
already broken the law, and many people around you 

are already criminals for simply not reporting you.  My 
best advice is to fight this, enlist celebrities to take your 
side and never give up!

DEAR CHERI,  I always hate how I look in pictures and 
hate it when my friends want to take pictures at parties.  
I never look anything like the models in magazines and 
can’t imagine I ever will.  It’s depressing! Senior pictures 
are coming up and I want to drop out of school so I 
won’t have to be in them.  What should I do? 

---UGLY GIRL

DEAR GIRL, First of all, you are NOT ugly!  No one is 
ugly who believes in herself and is honest.  Cameras 
DO LIE—they are not a perfect reflection of yourself.  
Only you and people you care about can truly define 
who you are and what makes you beautiful. You need to 
know that the models in magazines are totally fake and 
created by computers.  Spend time with only people 
who really like you, and who do not tease you about 
how you look in snapshots. Only let pictures be taken 
when you are ready, and only with someone who takes 
great pictures and promises to work at it until you both 
come up with really great pictures of you! It can be done 
with patience and searching for the right photographer. 

DEAR CHERI, My fiancee and I are afraid we will have to 
go to jail for something that was sent to our cellphones 
while at school.  This may sound crazy, but you can see 
our school (Parkland High) was on Fox News. We both 
got pictures of a topless girl on our phones in November.  
We didn’t think it was bad because people send out 
random stuff to their entire phone list literally all the 
time-- Hentai anime, sexy myspace pics, really gross 
pics, etc.  I saw it and deleted it, but don’t remember 
who it came from. The federal government says we all 
have to turn in our cellphone hard drives to them and 
and have a note from our parents because the person in 
the picture was seventeen.

The deal is that anyone who is suspected of having 
received the picture is required to hand over their 
property for search by the troopers.   Our problem is 
that we do not trust them. The school sent letters to all 
the suspected kids’ parents.  My fiancee got a letter but 
I didn’t. But, I did get the pictures in my phone, so am I 
in trouble for not turning myself in? Some kids at school 
have said that once you turn in your phone, they have 
a right to search your whole house.  I know that they 
arrested the girl who took the cellphone pic of herself, 
and she is supposed to go to jail or a foster home for 
doing it.  They have searched her house and her whole 
family has been taken in to the police station.  We are 
afraid that if we turn in our phones, we’ll be forever in 
trouble like that girl.  Also, my brother says that even if 
you delete something, the government can still find it 
again.   What should we do?  

--AFRAID IN ALLENTOWN

ADVICE

DEAR CHERI
By Chris Verene
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DEAR AFRAID, Although it seems like there should be 
laws in place to protect you young adults, there are 
none.  The issue is that you didn’t make or copy the 
pictures, but you and your phone took legal possession 
of them when they appeared in your browser.  If the 
state or federal government accuses you of possessing 
these kinds of pictures, you have no rights as a minor.  
In this kind of situation, it is helpful to look at what 
is commonly accepted by society.  Recent network 
news reported that TV star Kim Kardashian (daughter 
of Olympian Bruce Jenner) was recently accused and 
later confessed to taking nude pictures of herself and 
her boyfriend when she was underage. Ms. Kardashian 
was not arrested in this matter, nor was her property 
searched to check if she had destroyed the evidence. 
Also recent events at Farmington Junior High School in 
Utah, are worth looking up.

As minors yourselves, you cannot be expected to 

Artist Cheri Nevers counsels young teen models about their rights and self-worth at “The Self-Esteem Salon” at 
Daniel Reich Gallery in The Hotel Chelsea in late 2005. Since 1998, Cheri has run a national model search in 
which she finds young teens who want to become models and invites them and their parents to join in her ongoing 
performance artwork. Recent versions of the work have centered around orphans, refugees, and the immediate need 
for food and shelter.

make decisions about this. Talk it over with your parents  
or another adult that you really trust.  There are several 
questions to think about: Who decides what is legal 
about the self-portrait the girl made with her phone? 
Is it wrong or felonious to click on a weblink or e-mail 
which might open harmful material? How can anyone 
be certain of the age of a person in any picture?  Who 
decides how to search and prosecute people who are 
suspected of possession of the picture? If you are up for 
it, you could take this to the Supreme Court.

What teens need to know about sex, drugs, AIDS, 
and getting along with peers and parents is in “What 
Every Teen Should Know.” To order, send a business-
size, self-addressed envelope, plus check or money order 
for $6 (U.S. funds) to: Dear Abby, Teen Booklet, P.O. Box 
447, Mount Morris, IL 61054-0447. (Postage is included.) 
To reach Cheri Nevers and “The Self-Esteem Salon,” 
please visit selfesteemsalon.com on the Internet. 



 

Two or 
Three

 Things I 
Know 

About Her
An interview with Helen Molesworth

Curator of contemporary art
Harvard University Art Museums

Helen Molesworth, the Maisie K. and James R. Houghton 
Curator of Contemporary Art for Harvard University Art 
Musuems, (you only need to meet her to understand why 
such an articulate and intelligent woman deserves such a 
long title), recently curated “Two or Three Things I Know 
About Her” for the Carpenter Center for the Visual Arts. 
The show was inspired by the Jean-Luc Godard 1966 
film of the same name. Among many nuanced issues, 
the show addressed feminism, sexuality, and activism 
through the lens of young female artists and collectives 
working today. Being HB, we wanted to talk to Helen 
about the role of queerness, gender, sexuality in terms 
of the political implications of the show.
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HB: How does female imagery as of catergorizing images 
compare and contrast with the idea of queer imagery?

HM: I think in the 70’s there certainly was an idea of 
female imagery emerging, even if it was just artists using 
their own bodies in order for images of women made by 
women to enter into this grand monolith of art history 
(all images of women made by men). I am thinking of 
artists like Eleanor Antin or Adrian Piper.  There was 
also what was called female core imagery, which was 
much more essentialist.  It was the idea that women 
make a certain kind of abstract image, images of holes 
and centers and concentric circles that all relate in some 

way to their genitalia.  But there was definitely a break 
with that kind of work, because it was so limiting.  With 
the 80’s, there came instead a real rise in queer theory, 
along with the second wave of gay liberation.

HB: Do all the female artists in the show identify as 
queer?

HM: I am not sure about that. I would say all the work 
in the show is queer.

HB: What do you mean?



 

HM: The artwork here is about moving away from the 
actual sexual orientation of its maker. The work projects 
itself into a world where desire is implicit and explicit 
as a structuring course of human life.  We have here the 
idea that sexuality is a space of play and performance 
and that gender is a set of performances and constructs 
that can be picked up and put down at various moments 
in time.  To me, all this is very much in line with queer 
theory.

HB: Was that a theme you were consciously thinking 
about while curating the show?

HM: Yes. I think the show has a kind of political 
resistance to the current moment. I think that 
queerness is one of the ways people can resist the kind 
of homophobia, heteronormativity and marshaling 
of homophobia that was called upon to win the last 
presidential election. Basically the Bush Administration 
marshaled homophobia to create an internal enemy, 
in order to justify a war against a misplaced and false 
external enemy. One of the only ways to resist that is to 
absolutely embrace queerness at every level.  To refuse 
homophobia and to refuse heterosexual normativity.

HB: You were telling me earlier about your activism in 
college. I think my generation feels the same frustration 
today that you felt because of our societal collective 
memory, even though we weren’t actually part of the 
political movements you were describing. Do you have 
any advice about how to activate my generation in order 
to affect political change?

HM: I really don’t know. I feel like every generation has 
its own internal logic, its own set of political strategies, 
aesthetic strategies, and strategies for dealing with 
sexuality.  I think that I don’t feel in anyway prescriptive 
for your generation and I don’t think I could tell you 
what to do or even what I think you should do.  But I 
think that you and I, even though we have a generational 
difference, are subject to the same conditions of 
possibility right now. It’s pretty bad out there, in terms 
of the war and the control of dissent and discourse, and 

these are not good times.

HB: This work affects me because there is such a strong 
sense of frustration.

HM: I’m glad that the work affects you and gives you 
visceral sensation. If frustration is that sensation, then I 
think we share that. But I also think that one of things 
the work points to is the possibility of doing and making 
in the confines of our moment. Doing and making in 
ways that open some of our complacency. Whether it 
uses humor to do that, or sarcasm or irony or sensuality.  
I offer the show as a way to start conversations about 
precisely these issues: about sexuality, gender, the war, 
the city, dissent.  If it can do that, I feel it is moderately 
successful.
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HB: You mentioned earlier that in the artist collectives a 
lot of people are “transitioning.”  I feel there is a debate 
in queer communities about the role of trans people, 
as well as a sense of people wanting to identify solely 
as trans, as opposed to man turned women or women 
turned man.

HM: I can’t speak to the real lives of people who are trans 
or are transitioning. I think that trans culture is in some 
ways giving rise to a certain kind of theoretical feeling 
of possibility that is incredibly hopeful and liberating.  
The idea that gender really is a set of identifications 
and performances, not specific bodily realities. I say 
that with the immediate caveat of that being true for 
people who live in open, democratic, relatively affluent 
societies. This is clearly Utopian.

HB: Yes, people actually risk death in some places.

HM: People risk death and mutilation and incarceration 
and all sorts of horrible things. But at the level of a 
case of human possibility, Trans Culture is really, really 
interesting. It’s also difficult; looking at myself four 
years ago, I was totally confused and very apprehensive 
and even felt almost judgmental.  There are all sorts 
of Utopian arguments and structures--the ones that 
privilege difference overall are most compelling, and 
what queer and trans culture does posit is a proliferation 
of difference.  In a political moment like ours, it seems 
to me that’s absolutely the side of the argument you 
want to be on.

HB: I have a last question about how the climate of 
Harvard is changing. We have a great new administration. 
We have a female president and a black lesbian dean of 
the college.  Did you face any difficulty in putting this 
kind of show together under the current administration, 
or are the institutional barriers dissolving under our 
new group of leaders?

HM:  I don’t think it was hard to curate this. In fact, I 
have been here for a year and I do feel much of what you 
are saying. I think there is something going around 
campus, around the museum, the feeling that things are 
really going to change. There is a new administration; it 
shares certain values with the faculty and even more, 
the administration has made it very clear that arts and 
culture will be front and center in Harvard’s future. I 
think, as a curator, as someone invested in contemporary 
art, I couldn’t be more invested in that. I think what 
artists can teach us and conversations we can have 
around art are extraordinary. This administration is 
saying, “Lets have them!” I feel very hopeful. 
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When I was fourteen I had a hot sex life.  I was dating 
a boy named Eric,1 who reached puberty by age eleven 
and lost his virginity by age thirteen.  I went down 
on him anytime, anyplace: the shower, his apartment 
stairwell, department store fitting rooms, packed movie 
theatres, his couch when friends were over, my couch 
with my parents in the kitchen, his bed when he was 
supposed to take care of his little sister, who might 
even be on the bed crawling around.  We watched porn 
together on a weekly basis, and I learned a lot about 
how to please him from the videos.  I talked tips at the 
back of the school bus with other girls, was addicted to 
Cosmo sex secrets, and often chatted with eager boys 
about what I could do to give the best head possible.  
I was open and willing to learn at all times, because I 
knew I had to keep my man satisfied. 

After seven months I decided I was ready to have sex.  
I was fifteen, an appropriate age in my mind, and Eric 
was so supportive I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to 
lose my virginity to him.  We were comfortable naked in 
front of each other; we talked about STDs openly; we 
decided to split the expenses for any birth control issues 
that may arise.  We had checked off all the boxes on the 
Planned Parenthood “Are You Ready for Sex?” fliers, and 
we knew it was the right time.  The whole experience 
was beautiful.  He treated me like the perfect gentleman 
should, checking in with me and keeping things pure 
and lovey-dovey.   

Our sex life got even better after that, although 
admittedly I would get out of hand with him at times by 
denying him my attention.  I only got to see him one or 
two times a week because we didn’t go to the same high 
school, so it made sense that we used that time to have 
sex and explore each other as intimately as possible.  
Sometimes I would be too tired or uninterested, and 
would run away from his playful grasp, but no matter 
how flimsy I was he always snapped me back into 
reality: I was offending him.  He would ask, “Baby don’t 
you love me?  Why do you run away from me like that?  
You make me feel like I’m some rapist or something.”  

Eric certainly was something else, always charming 
me into the submission he knew I loved.  He definitely 
thrived on his power.  I knew it was because of his own 
family issues, so I indulged him as a supportive friend 
should.  He loved to pin me against walls and ease me 
into sex positions that some might misconstrue as 
degrading.  Once we fought because I wasn’t using my 
tongue enough when I gave him head and he wanted me 
to do it “like a porn star.”  This made sense to me: I had 
watched enough videos by that time that I should have 

been doing a much better job.  Occasionally I wouldn’t 
want to give him head in a public place, and he would 
trap me down and rub his boner on me to prove to me 
how in love he was, how horny I made him, and how 
much it would mean to him.  Sometimes he would hold 
me so hard my wrists would hurt, and that’s how I knew 
how badly he wanted it.  Once he even took his knife 
out as a joke and made a cut the size of a paper-cut on 
my hand because I flinched and hit the blade.  That day 
I left his house and ran to the subway because I thought 
sometimes he didn’t know his own strength.  Maybe 
he exaggerated his role-playing a little bit, but I always 
knew it was just a role, and he was simply taking out his 
family problems on me.  I was sympathetic because he 
treated me like a princess in every other respect. 

I liked to think of us as Tea Cake and Janie from Zora 
Neale Hurston’s Their Eyes Were Watching God.  The 
two characters are hopelessly in love, but sometimes 
their feelings are so strong that they become jealous, 
fearing losing the other to someone else.  In order to 
quell his jealousy, Tea Cake likes to beat Janie—although 
not brutally—to reassure him of his possession of her.  
Hurston talks about the beauty of their recovery after 
such instances: “Everybody talked about it next day in 
the fields.  It aroused a sort of envy in both men and 
women.  The way he petted and pampered her as if 
those two or three face slaps had nearly killed her made 
the women see visions and the helpless way she hung 
on him made men dream dreams.”2  Eric and I were 
the same way.  Sometimes our feelings caused us to 
fight, and maybe he got too physical with me, but the 
tenderness of our healing time was so sweet it made 
the discomfort worthwhile.  This image of Tea Cake and 
Janie has stuck with me for years, morphing over time 
and developing new layers of meaning.  But for the time 
being it was an accurate parallel, putting into words the 
beauty of what I couldn’t describe on my own.            

I have to say that I treated Eric really well.  I wasn’t 
one of those girls who needed to be eaten out all the 
time.  Vaginas smelled so bad at a torso’s length, I 
couldn’t imagine having to taste them.  I actually didn’t 
like being eaten out at all.  The view wasn’t flattering, 
there was too much pressure to figure out where the clit 
and g-spot were, I was hopeless at orgasming, and I felt 
awkward just lying there if he wasn’t enjoying it too.  

Giving him head was a different story.  It was great 
for both of us.  He loved it, and I got off on his getting 
off on me.  When I was learning how to give head the 
first few times, I would stay down on him for forty-five 
minutes learning how to make him come.  Everything 
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about head was so good; why should I have to subject 
him to something that both of us disliked by having him 
eat me out?   

After a few more months things started getting 
rocky.  It was summer, and he had made it known from 
the beginning of the relationship that summer was his 
“me time.”  I would always be his wifey, but summers 
were reserved for experimentation, double-teaming, 
and the like.  He thought I was cooler for letting him 
do his thing, and his friends were always jealous of him 
because of my lenience.

It eventually started to rub me the wrong way that he 
was having all this sex and I wasn’t.  Summer ended and 
a few weeks later we went to a school dance together.  
He left me often to dance with other girls he bumped 
into there, and I finally walked him up the bleachers and 
threw a hissy fit.  Why would he dance with other girls 
in front of me?  He was frustrated: Why did I always pick 
apart his personality?  Why couldn’t I just accept that he 
loved me more than anyone?  The more I complained 
the more he wanted to piss me off.  I started to walk 
away but he picked me up and carried me down the 
stairs.  I remember trying to kick myself out of his arms.  
A chaperone saw us and made him put me down, then 
pulled me aside to make sure I was okay.  Of course I 
was, I said.  He was my boyfriend.  Some people just 
don’t understand the pain that can be endured in the 
name of love.  

At the end of the night he kissed a girl on the cheek—
because he was annoyed at me, and I deserved it—and 
I decided that in a culture where cheek-kissing wasn’t 
the norm, something didn’t feel right.  I had had enough.  
With a little egging on from my friends, I ended our 
relationship within the week.

The next six months were tough.  I didn’t answer his 
phone calls but cried at his voicemails daily.  I decided 
that no one would be attracted to me again because 
he was the only one to put up with me.  I lost a lot of 
my self-confidence.  I became fixated on the nature of 
love: I was sure that what I had with Eric was love, but 
I had no idea that a slight absence of love resulted in 
disgust and insecurity. I talked about it a lot to try to 
figure out why I was so low.  People would roll their eyes 
and call him a bad seed—they had told me so from the 
start—but I just got angrier.  They didn’t understand 
him.  I did. 

Eventually I started to realize that our relationship 
had a few flaws.  I decided to label it emotional abuse 
because he blamed me for both his and our problems.  
I realized that even though I had become comfortable 
with nudity with him because he was my first intimate 
boyfriend, he, in return, made me hate my body.  I had 
memories of Missy Elliot thick-thighs lyrics coming on 
the radio mid de-robe, and his laughing at me, pointing 
out the coincidence.  But I knew why he did it: he had 
shitty role models, and he didn’t know the power of 
his actions.  If I brought it up he’d apologize and say 
something to make up for my pain.  It always worked.  

For the next five years I was pretty relaxed in my 
reflections on my fourteen months with Eric.  I would 
date on and off, remaining fairly celibate during the 

downtime.  I knew I had some baggage with boys but 
it was always hard to identify.  The world was sexist, 
or maybe it was in my head, or maybe it was my fault, 
or maybe it was youth.  Regardless, dating in my mind 
went hand in hand with oppression and insecurity, and 
the only way to preserve my sense of self was to abstain 
from it.  To give myself a little credit, I always knew 
there was something wrong in my relationship with 
him, but I had neither the distance nor the vocabulary 
to define it.  

My reflections upon Eric changed drastically last 
year.  I was re-reading Their Eyes Were Watching God 
for a class, and I remembered how much the Tea Cake 
and Janie plot affected me when I read it in high school.  
I remember thinking that the beating was wrong, maybe 
outdated, but nonetheless the scenario was beautiful.  
Who doesn’t love sex after a fight?  I found no flaw in 
experiencing aesthetic pleasure from domestic abuse. 

I also began to think about the rape discussions we 
were required to take part in during freshman orientation 
week. We had discussed the following scenario: a girl 
leads a guy on all night, inviting him over, flirting, 
and instigating sexual acts, but when he instigates 
intercourse, she eventually whispers “stop” halfway 
through. The boy doesn’t stop because he thinks she is 
playing the same game she has been playing all night. 
I remember being frustrated with the performance 
and the discussion of the rape scene. The problem is 
society’s guy-gets-the-girl mentality, I thought, which 
creates mind games that get us all into trouble. To call 
it rape was dramatic. We should address the underlying 
issues of sexism to figure out why this kind of behavior 
is so common. We should see it as something we all 
go through, not as an individual act that happens to 
other people. I certainly had been in similar situations 
myself.  What I didn’t realize at this point is that the fact 
that many people go through this does not diminish the 
reality of what it is.

I then received a telephone call from Eric for the 
first time in a while.  He said he wanted to “catch up,” 
meaning size me up and see what I had become in his 
absence.  He does that on occasion.  I immediately found 
myself falling into the role I used to assume with him, 
but I was able to listen to his language in a way I never 
had the ability to do before.  I recounted my telephone 
conversation word-for-word with friends at Harvard and 
they were shocked.  Memories came flooding back to 
me, new vocabulary came to mind, and for the next 
twenty-four hours I was reliving every moment I had 
ever experienced with Eric.  

I thought of how much fear and embarrassment I had 
with him, and all the insecurity and tears that came 
with it.  I remembered how we could never hang out 
with friends and always secluded ourselves, because we 
were sex objects to one another and not much else.  The 
idea of objectification took on a new meaning entirely.  
I began to realize that internalizing objectification 
doesn’t mean you stop thinking you have reason, 
personality, skills, and pride; on the contrary, you know 
very well that you have all of the above, yet you still 
don’t feel adequate and you don’t know why.  I realized 
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that all I learned about the orgasm from him was how 
tired he got after his and what I was supposed to do to 
enjoy the moment with him in silence.  I started to think 
about all of the degrading sex positions and PDA I went 
through to please him because I knew he would talk to 
his friends about me regardless and I wanted him to be 
bragging.  I thought of all his yelling and swearing, his 
extensive use of “bitch” and “ho” and how he used to 
spew out misogynistic hip hop lyrics and laugh in my 
face. I thought of his holding me and rubbing his boner 
on me and telling me I didn’t love him, I thought of all 
the running away and the kicking out of his arms.  I 
thought of the knife.  And the occasional bruise.  And 
the convincing and the submission and the writhing 
and the giving in and the faking and the moaning and 
the complete lack of satisfaction and then the most 
horrifying word of all surfaced and I couldn’t push it 
away.  

Rape.  Often.  Maybe even on a weekly basis.  For 
fourteen months.  And I never realized it.  

I became sick to my stomach.  
I don’t know how reliving an event five years later 

can produce such a dramatic change in one’s life, but I 
know that the epiphany I went through was very real.  I 
had trouble sleeping for a few weeks, couldn’t focus in or 
out of class.  Just by reclassifying my relationship with 
Eric I was able to draw the conclusion that I fit perfectly 
into the textbook example of a rape victim.  My youth 
zoomed into order like a Tetris game on speed.

I can’t claim to have figured out myself or gender 
roles with perfect insight, but what I know right now 
is that my relationship with Eric at age fourteen is 
unfortunately too common.  I knew his friends pretty 
well and I knew they knew all our secrets and approved.  
Admiringly.  I know that what happened to me at ages 
fourteen and fifteen was a lot less planned than it was 
learned—by both of us, from society: music videos, 
friends, family, advertisements.  All the usual suspects.  
I know that the fact that I spent every second of my 
spare time learning about blow jobs when he told me 
I smelled like fish is very, very wrong.  I know the fact 
that I didn’t realize our relationship was based on rape 
until recently nauseates me.  I know he hasn’t changed 
at all and still treats women the same way.  I know this 
happens to girls of all ages in all walks of life and they 
don’t know it. 

So on to my healing process.  After two years of 
abstinence after Eric I dated a wonderful and innocent 
boy named James for nine months.  He knew nothing 
of sex.  Nothing of romance.  He was awkward with 
humans in general, wanted nothing but good for all of 
humanity, had some sort of erectile dysfunction, and 
had a huge crush on me.  I loved it all.  And I taught him 
everything.  From dating to kissing to sex to how to talk 
to teachers to how to deal with his siblings, I in some 
way invented him according to my standards.  But my 
self-hatred was so strong at that point that what I really 
taught him was how to degrade me.  I taught him that 
I would do anything for his orgasm at all times, that it 
should be our top priority.  I taught him sex positions 
and dirty expressions that embarrassed me.  I taught 

him to keep our relationship sexual but to forget about 
my own pleasure because it wasn’t worth it.  And then 
when we fought I would go on rants about how even the 
sweetest boy with the best intentions is still inherently 
sexist, and I would huff and puff at society and swear to 
become a Buddhist nun.  My feelings of inferiority with 
James were self-imposed—we bring to the table what 
we know best. I knew nothing but degradation, and I 
even found comfort in playing the role of the subjected. 
It was familiar to me. 

After James I had another year of abstinence, until I 
went traveling for a summer.  I met a boy in a hostel—
Martijn, six years older this time—and drunkenly made 
out for shits and giggles.  We decided to travel together 
after that night, and I learned more about myself during 
the two-week period that followed than I have during 
any other era of my life.  At first I wouldn’t let him go 
down on me because I wanted to prove how sexy I could 
be, but finally he pinned me down and spent half an 
hour on me, no matter how many times I told him he 
didn’t have to.  I was in shock.  I deserved that?  And he 
liked it?  I folded my arms on his chest in a post-coital 
snuggle and told him all the flaws of contemporary U.S. 
culture.  Boys suck.  Nothing is equal.  He laughed at 
me over and over, saying “Bush” in funny accents, and 
we shared cigarettes until we drifted to sleep.  Equality, 
I repeated inside my drowsy head.  What a word, huh?  
For the rest of the week he would tell me mind-blowing 
tidbits like I didn’t have to shave off all of my pubic hair 
because he didn’t do a thing to his.  (What?  And you’ll 
still go down on me?)  Once I told him I was tired and 
didn’t want to have sex that night, and he was shocked 
that I even thought I had the obligation to do so.  He 
often made a point not to come to prove to me he didn’t 
need to.  “It’s tantric,” he would say, and smile.  What 
a change from Eric, who once left my house in a rage 
when he got blue balls because my parents called while 
I was down on him. 

So now I’m healing.  Slowly.  I do a lot of running 
away from boys or explaining my baggage in detail—
whichever fits the intellectual or feminist capabilities of 
the boy at hand.  I still degrade myself, too.  Although 
it’s happening less and less.  It’s a learning curve, and 
for the first time now I’m starting to learn how to 
command respect in ways I have always wanted to.  
Sometimes I do it on my own, and sometimes I need to 
train a boy to replace expressions like “I can’t wait to 
come all over your face” with “I can’t wait to respect 
every inch of your soul.”  It’s starting to turn me on.  I 
think I’ll be able to return to the kinky again at some 
point in my life, but for now I can proudly say that my 
definition of a “hot sex life” is morphing.  Drastically.  
Sexily.  No more department stores and porn stars; I’m 
rocking with equality for the time being.  

NOTES
1 Names of all the males have been changed.
2 Hurston, Zora Neale. Their Eyes Were Watching God. New York, NY: 
HarperCollins, 1990.



 

When boobs are noticed, they are sexualized. They 
externally represent the female gender and sexuality 
in its developed adulthood. I remember when I first 
noticed mine were a little more than just a pair of 
forlorn bug bites. I was a little embarrassed because 
Angela and I were the only ones who had them in White 
Pointe Elementary Grade 5. But when Kevin and Luke’s 
eyes wandered away from their math tests and onto 
our ample bosoms that was the end – sweatshirts off, 
ladies! My boobs had just been socialized by 10-year-old 
boys. Popular media like magazine ads and video game 
imagery often show dismembered pieces of women: 
boobs, thighs, midriffs. One objectification after the 
next having a field day with female body image. But 
this idea brought about an entirely new one: boobs, 
female body image, and breast cancer. A 2004 study 
on the rates of mastectomy reported the United States 
as the country with the second highest rate of 56% of 
women with early stages of breast cancer undergoing 
mastectomies as treatment. So more than half of women 
with breast cancer are having their breasts operated on 
and physically changed. I wanted to know more about 

these women so I talked to a survivor.
A friend of mine here at Harvard attended Emma 

Willard, a New York high school for girls. At Emma 
Willard she took dance classes taught by Sue Lauther. 
I was talking to my friend about my interest in breast 
cancer and body image when she mentioned Sue to 
me and how she had a mastectomy tattoo (an elaborate 
tattoo covering her surgical scar) and she would 
probably have some interesting things to say about her 
experience. So I called her up and we talked. She’s in 
her fourteenth year at Emma Willard. During her second 
year at the school she got a mammogram and two 
years later a second mammogram showed changes that 
indicated cancer as a possibility. She wanted to know 
more about this “possibility” so she had to undergo 
a biopsy. “This was the scariest stage,” she said. “It 
was all very weird and foreign. They put me flat on a 
table, they took x-rays, and they took a plug out of me 
for the biopsy.” I asked her what happened after the 
biopsy procedure. “I had to wait around in a room for 
the results. I waited a long time.” 

The results confirmed that Sue had breast cancer. 

Dreaming in a New Body
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“But it was kind of a ‘pre-cancer’ cancer,” she explained 
to me. “I was lucky. It was still early. It was in the ducts 
but it hadn’t gone into the tissues. So I had to do some 
research to find out what procedure was best for me.” 
Research? I was confused. What didn’t the doctor tell 
her? “Well, they don’t tell you everything. And they 
don’t know you. I took my x-rays and my results to six 
different doctors and got six different opinions. I went to 
a woman in New York who gave me one option which 
was a type of mastectomy that would remove the breast 
and reconstruct a new one with my own fat. But I found 
out to keep the fat alive you need a blood supply that they 
would have to take from a muscle they’d cut in my body. 
But I didn’t want them cutting my muscles. I couldn’t 
afford that as a dancer.” More research led Sue to believe 
having a mastectomy was her best option. “I wouldn’t 
have to have chemo or radiation or anything like that if 
I got a mastectomy as opposed to a lumpectomy which 
two of the six doctors recommended.” Lumpectomies 
are praised for being less invasive than mastectomies 
and “breast-preserving” procedures because surgeons 
remove only the part of the breast that has the tumor. 
But lumpectomies usually require several weeks of 
chemotherapy and radiation to the rest of the breast 
to get rid of cancer cells that may be elsewhere in the 
breast tissue.  

Sue continued doing her own research, looking for 
treatments and procedures that would fit her. After 
talking to several doctors, Sue found one she liked 
in Kingston, New York at Benedictine Hospital. He 
recommended an energy worker he thought would 
do well with Sue. “I had been reading Molecules of 
Emotion, which had information on energy work in 
unconscious people during surgery. I could get healthier 
physically through energy work,” Sue explained. Sue’s 
doctor recommended a chiropractor from Woodstock, 
New York who did energy work. She helped Sue 
physically through her mastectomy procedure and also 
emotionally. Sue told me some of the strategies she 
and the chiropractor discussed. “It was like you take 
everything you didn’t like and put it in the breast that 
would be removed.” Her chiropractor was also paid to 
be present during the surgery as somewhat of a guardian 
and protector. Many mastectomy options included some 
type of reconstruction or replacement for the excised 
breast. But at the cost of something else. Her worker 
understood how much she valued her muscles. For Sue’s 
mastectomy, the surgeon would remove the breast 
and the plastic surgeon would reconstruct the area by 
placing a saline bag between her chest muscles and her 
ribs. When the plastic surgeon began cutting her chest 
muscles, Sue’s chiropractor chose to step in and make 
sure he did not cut too much away.

Sue’s surgery was successful, but when I asked her 
about healing, I found out that was another challenge 
altogether. The physical healing process was a reminder 
of what changes her body had gone through. “I remember 
I couldn’t lift my arm very high. I would mark the wall 
with my progress and my goal. It was so strange. And 
I used to swim a lot too. I was a good swimmer. To 
rehabilitate myself I went to a water aerobics class with 

70 and 80 year old women. I couldn’t swim or even 
do the exercises with these women. There was also 
the scar. My scar was so big from the biopsy and the 
surgery.” As Sue saw her energy worker in Woodstock 
she would pass a tattoo parlor, so she decided to get a 
tattoo over her mastectomy scar. “My tattoo goes from 
my armpit toward my navel at a 45 degree angle. It’s 
a reminder of how great the experience was for me. I 
was lucky after all, no chemo or radiation. I caught it 
early.” Her ex-husband was a graphic designer and had 
designed a shirt for her that had dancers on it. She took 
the dancer scape and made it into a meteor that she 
had tattooed over her scar. “I’ve always been attracted 
to things that sparkle in the night.” We laugh and go on 
for a few minutes about how we love stars. I now have a 
total of seven stars dispersed about my body. “Stars are 
such an inspiration for me. Crashing into the air. It has 
to do with risk-taking, and fun, and free.”

Along with these obstacles she also had to deal with 
the changes on an emotional level. I asked her about how 
the cancer had affected her body image and what advice 
she had for other women. “Many women are ashamed,” 
she said. “I wondered if I would shock people when we 
showered after swimming. How would other dancers 
look at my body? I thought about all those things. But I 
remember one night I had a dream and my new breast, 
my new body was in the dream. The whole process was 
such a great opportunity for soul searching and learning 
so many new things about myself and others. You also 
learn a lot about support. The experience allowed me to 
truly accept myself for who I was.”

Dreaming her new body marked a heightened 
awareness of her body and a new acceptance which 
started even earlier when she decided on a mastectomy 
rather than a lumpectomy. Lumpectomies are 
revolutionary procedures partly because of the great 
socialization of boobs. It’s hard to ignore the social 
context of breast cancer procedures. Breast-conserving 
and breast reconstruction procedures are sometimes 
coined as less invasive than total or radical mastectomies, 
but they’re less invasive just because of the social 
context. They’re all surgeries. And the surgeries that 
involve less breast removal usually involve more 
radiation therapy and chemotherapy. Patients in Sue’s 
situation who opt out of lumpectomies are recorded as 
having medically unnecessary mastectomies. Removing 
an entire breast is viewed as unnecessary if radiation is 
an option. But some find radiation and chemo 
unnecessary if you can have the breast removed 
eliminating possible cancer occurrences. Now this isn’t 
to say that people who choose lumpectomies are only 
doing so because they can’t get over the sexualization 
of their own bodies. The socialization of breasts has led 
to the socialization of breast cancer and, in turn, how 
we go about treating it and even talking about it. Just 
like the media chops women’s bodies into pieces, so 
does our talk of breast cancer. We’ve created this idea 
of breast cancer vs. boobs. But Sue’s story explains that 
breast cancer presents a very personal struggle that 
affects how women think about their entire bodies. 



 

Your insomnia is not abnormal. It is completely run-
of-the-mill, and you know this, you know you will fall 
asleep around three, but it angers you. Every night you 
lie in bed, shifting uncomfortably, rubbing your feet 
together rhythmically because that’s what your mom 
says she does when she cannot sleep. But then it just 
sounds like you’re trying to whack off quietly, and you 
don’t want your roommate to hear, so you stop.  And it’s 
so silly, this not sleeping, because you know why you 
can’t sleep. It isn’t some childhood fear, some nameless 
anxiety, and it isn’t coffee in the afternoon. All you 
want, and you say this to your roommate, is someone 
to sleep with. He grunts and says, “You’re talking to the 
wrong guy, Guy.” And your name is Guy.

You want a warm body, a warm female body. 
Preferably a hot one, but at this point you’d sleep with 
anyone. You’re not lonely, you’ve got friends, you’re 
busy with a job and classes and amateur softball. Damn 
though, Guy, when you get in bed, your stomach just 
drops out. It’s almost too much, those cold sandy sheets 
that smell like socks, and the blinking alarm clock 
that you have to reset every night because you rip the 
cord out of the socket in the mornings. It’s a fucking 
heartbreaker. 

After tossing and turning it over, you make a decision. 
For the first time in a long while, you will take a stand. 
This not-sleeping is bad for life; you’re irritable, you bite 
your nails, and your stomach gets upset. So, you decide 
to sleep around. 

First, you ask Caroline, your ex-girlfriend. The breakup 
was amicable —  you both agreed it was nobody’s fault 
you didn’t love her.  In a way, she’s responsible; if you 
hadn’t been together for a year, you wouldn’t miss her 
bed. You decide to meet over hot drinks. She’s looking 
particularly small this afternoon, and it is so simple to 
imagine the easy shape of her spine against your chest. 
When you ask if you can sleep together, she says “No.” 
Persist, noting that its partly her fault. She says, “Guy, 
I knew you’d pull this shit. You’re pathetic, you know 
that? 

You say, with too much lower lip, “No, I just can’t 
sleep.”  

She laughs at you.
“I’m serious here. We don’t have to do anything, you 

know, we could just sleep together, it could be friendly. 
We’re friends, right?” 

“Guy, cut it out, besides, we are friends, and friends 
don’t stick things in each other.”

“That’s not what this is about. This is platonic. And 
if it were, about that, I mean, c’mon, you don’t want me 

to sleep with other people, right? I’d rather sleep with 
you, anyhow.”

“Well, I’m glad I’m so high on your list.”
“Well, you’re welcome.”  
Mull this over your cider for a little while, then play 

your trump— historical context. “Don’t you think its 
terrible sleeping alone? Did you know that in, I don’t 
know, Victorian times, pre-Victorian times, it was 
considered antisocial to sleep alone? Everybody slept 
together, even strangers, especially strangers. Sleeping 
alone was like drinking alone, or going to the movies 
alone.” Caroline reminds you that she likes watching  
films by herself, and besides, she sleeps better now, 
alone. You suddenly regret giving her the good pillow 
for a year. 

You don’t know any other girls who might sleep with 
you right off the bat, but there are parties. Hold out till 
Friday night, more agitated than ever, because you have 
made a sad promise to yourself, Guy, and if you break 
it, you might as well give up. 

You end up at a party thrown by a friend of a 
teammate. Though you recognize some of the people, 
you would never have predicted this situation. The walls 
are dripping sweat, and people have their hands down 
each others pants. Someday, these men and women 
will be economists and lawyers. They will raise their 
own children. Now they are throwing their hands up in 
unison to last summer’s anthem.  The other day you saw 
two men fighting in the street: one had his shirt off and 
was flapping his arms up and down, the other tried to 
run away and got pinned against a fence. You just didn’t 
think this shit happened. 

Guy, you’ve heard about all those fish in the sea. 
You’ve heard about how to shoot them in a barrel. And 
if you accidentally spilled your drink on a girl and then 
offered to help her get into some clean clothes, there is 
a good chance you might be able to sleep in her bed. 
You’re thinking, “It’s so crazy it just might work”, like 
the guys in science fiction who reverse flux capacitors— 
risky, but they blow up the meteor and get the girl. 
Just as the drum beats are peaking in blurred insanity, 
focus on a girl in red pleated skirt that you only want 
to lift up. When you see the beer coming out of your 
plastic cup, frozen in the strobe light, it looks beautiful, 
like astronaut pee floating in space. But that beat was 
building up to the dramatic silence in the middle of the 
song, and in that instant, you are fucked. This could 
only have happened in a teen movie, and now you will 
pay the teen movie piper. He is an athlete who asks you 
if you have a problem, and you guess that you do. You 

Next Best
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expect to get punched, so you crouch and shield your 
face. Instead he just shoves you into a ping-pong table 
covered in half-empty cups.  The corner of the table jabs 
you in the back, and you let out a yelp. 

Take your cue and go find your jacket in the host’s 
bedroom. Predictably enough, there’s a crying girl sitting 
on the pile of coats. She’s pretty well gone herself, and 
a few minutes after you introduce yourself, she starts 
spilling her guts. Oh, she’s had a bad time of it recently, 
and it doesn’t help that she’s mixing medication with 
coconut rum, but she says she likes your face, that you 
remind her of her very first boyfriend, an exchange 
student from Germany. Before you know it you’re 
sharing saliva. All you ever said was, “Its pretty loud out 
there, huh.” 

Exit with Renata before the party breaks up, and 
ask her if you can sleep over. You don’t expect a yes, 
but she’s enthusiastic. She feels good around you but 
doesn’t know why. Her room is surprisingly clean, for 
someone who seems so unstable. Its got the standard 
college posters; Bob Marley rolling a joint, and Einstein 
sticking out his tongue. They are familiar and a comfort, 
but when you see her bed, you know you are in for a 
rough night. You don’t want to be like Goldilocks here, 
but she’s got the top bunk, and the bed is not flush 
against the wall, because of some moldings that are in 
the way. You could fall off.

What is the protocol? Is sex the protocol? You really 
just want to pass out, but you’ve got to earn your keep. 
Also, she is bigger than you, with blonde hair and large 
eyes. She’s kissing you and making a big fuss whenever 
you touch her. Touch her shoulder, she moans, touch 
her stomach, she groans. You don’t want to wake up 
the dorm, so you try to stay away from more sensitive 
areas. Its like playing that game, “Operation”.

You try being passive, but she thinks you’re playing 
hard to get, and gets more vigorous and naked. She 
hands you a condom, and despite your exhaustion, 
you are not going to pass up sex. Besides, it shouldn’t 
take more than 35 seconds. You last a bit longer this 
time, perhaps because you’ve been drinking. Or maybe 
it’s because you’re trying that trick someone told you 
about, where you just let your mind wander. You see 
her glasses on the windowsill, and think about how 
Ben Franklin invented bifocals, and how he managed 
convince the French to send naval reinforcements to 
help out the American Revolution.  

After, you talk and talk. Other people get tired, they 
just want to smoke a cigarette, relax, feel cool, but you 
Guy, you babble like a little kid. You start giving her 
animal facts, “Did you know that mayflies don’t have a 
digestive tract, that they just eat when they’re larvae, and 
when they’re full grown they only live to breed? They 
don’t eat or anything, they just have sex and die. They’re 
hollow on the inside, no stomach or anything.” You tell 
her about the short-tailed shrew, the only poisonous 
mammal in North America. Also, there is a kind of deer 
that has fangs. It is called a Chinese water deer. 

She falls asleep in no time, and snores lightly, every 
few breaths. Lie back and wait for sleep, but nothing 
happens. You’re still wired from the party and the 

sex, and your head is spinning circles around missed 
opportunities. There are thank-you cards you need to 
mail, and you can’t stop thinking about Caroline. If she 
were here (instead of Renata) you’d kiss the place where 
her jaw meets her neck. Then you’d give her a good 
squeeze. You probably know Caroline’s body better than 
she does. Maybe not better, but you had a better rapport 
with it— you appreciated her bony ass.  

Try that yoga trick where you focus on each body part 
and just “let it be”. It almost works, but your back hurts 
from the ping-pong table, and you can’t concentrate. 
You don’t want wake Renata, so you lie there with your 
hands crossed like a mummy. Eventually, you wake up 
thirsty in the dark.  Climb down from the bed, stub your 
toe, and go to the bathroom for a drink. There is no 
soap in the soap dish, and you have to get out of there. 
Find your pants, don’t leave a note, run back to your 
room and collapse in your own cold bed. 

 You just don’t learn. Every time you go looking for a 
good night’s sleep, you get fewer hours, a sore neck, and 
a pat on the back from your buddies. Guy, what are you 
doing? Try sleeping pills and reading your roommate’s 
economics textbook. You drink warm milk before bed and 
listen to soothing music, but nothing helps. Deteriorate. 
At softball practice, you accidentally throw the ball at 
a teammate’s knee.  Stop drinking coffee altogether, 
so your mornings blur into afternoons, when you drift 
into the strangest daydreams.  You have no timeline, no 
benchmarks, no way to latch onto the passing days. You 
used to be able to map time in your head, using grids for 
days and weeks, and more elaborate three dimensional 
curves for months and years. But now, its all smeared 
together.

 History class is not hard, but you keep nodding off. 
In narcoleptic spurts, you return to the same warm place. 
Its this four poster double-bed with loads of cushions 
and off white linens. The bed is soft, and your head is 
always in someone’s lap. Sometimes lecture seeps in, 
and you end up snuggling with Olympe de Gouges (she 
is quite beautiful, with her hair up in a Revolutionary 
scarf) and later, Otto von Bismarck, who pats your head 
with avuncular affection.  

You’ll probably fail, but there’s hope; Claire, a 
teaching assistant, has organized a study session in her 
apartment. She announced the meeting in class, but 
when you get there, its just her and a pair of fraternal 
twins, who are arguing over WWI body counts. Ignore 
them, hand the hostess the bag of chips you brought, 
and have a seat in a wing-backed easy chair. Sink in and 
run your hand back and forth against the velvet’s grain. 
Claire lives on the top floor of a little house, and the 
ceiling has all kinds of crazy angles from intersecting 
gables. Every surface is decorated with some kind of art, 
and there’s a wall devoted to all sorts of quotes in neat 
handwriting. Your favorite is a poster of a pyramid of ice 
cream scoops stacked in a french horn. The room has 
a homey feel, and her lamps are covered with colored 
tissue paper. 

Claire’s bed is tucked between the side of a chimney 
and the wall, covered in a patchwork quilt. You see the 
puffed outline of a featherbed under the blankets, and 



 

there are four pillows of different shapes and sizes. Your 
face gets all flushed, and you crack a smile. Is this what 
they sing about? Love? Loop over to the bed, pat it to 
test if it’s for real, and take a seat on the edge. You’re 
feeling dizzy, so you lie back on the bed. All that lost 
sleep is coming back to you right now, and it’s all you 
can do to keep your eyes open. 

She looks over and asks you if something is wrong. 
“No”, you say, “I’m just a little tired. You don’t mind, do 
you?” She says it’s fine, and starts organizing her things. 
You’re on your back, gazing up at the little plastic glow 
stars on the ceiling. You could spend whole days here, 
wrapped in comforters, reading books from the little 
shelf above the bed. Claire is not attractive. She reminds 
you of oatmeal — plain and lumpy, but warm. She is 
a writing a thesis about Medieval farming. You are so 
full of drowsy goodness right now, you can’t even think 
straight.  You keep getting the answers wrong, and the 
twins have stopped fighting with each other and pick 
on you, instead. They’re firing names and dates while 
Claire is on the telephone. This would usually bug you, 
but you’re too busy floating. Eventually, they give up 
and when you awake, they’re gone.

From where you’re lying you can see Claire’s profile. 
She’s lit from behind and you can see the outline of 
every hair that’s out of place. “Are you OK? You just 
kind of passed out.”

“Oh yeah, I’m fine, never better.” Your cheek is 
cold from drool, and though you’re refreshed for the 
moment, you have to stay, somehow. There is only one 
thing to be done. Ask her if you can stay the night. 

She cocks her head and furrows her eyebrows, but her 
confusion doesn’t have a chance to turn to shock before 
you kiss her. Or you try to kiss her, because you’re still 
groggy, and you sort of launch yourself at her and land 
a wet one on her chins. 

Claire shrieks and curses you out, out of her bed, out 
of her room. She’s wringing her hands, Guy, and you 
catch a flash of something bright on her finger. Could 
she be taken? This oatmeal girl? Someone is marrying 
her? No, already married. Unbelievable, but good for her 
thank god its not you. You’re awake and afraid; throw 
your shit together and get the hell out of there. All the 
way down the stairs, you make faces, first squinching up 
your eyes and mouth. Then you make a duck noise and 
stick out your tongue. 

Run away so fast you slip on the ice. Run to Caroline’s 
room — its not too late, and you know she’s got a test 
tomorrow, so she’s probably pacing around, flipping 
through notecards of molecular bonds.  She welcomes 
you in as a distraction, and you sit on her bed, trying to 
charm her.  Ask her about her studies, her work, notice 
her new shoes. Toss her stuffed bear up in the air, and 
catch it over and over while you talk.  Its a nice old bear, 
well worn, with shiny black eyes and a little loose bit 
of brown string for the mouth. It smells like Caroline’s 
sheets. Tell her your party story (“I got into a fight, you 
know?”), and tell her about what you just did. You push 
your cheeks together in a fish face when you do Claire’s 
voice. Caroline gets a real kick out of that. Just as she’s 
finishing up her final snort, you say, “Whew, I’m tired. 
Can sleep over?” She looks you over,and slowly shakes 
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her head.
“Oh,  c’mon.”
“No.”
“Please?”
“Guy, cut it out, you’re just selfish.”
“Yeah I am selfish. And crabby. I am a selfish 

shellfish.” You laugh at your own joke.
“Ha. Ha. Guy, you’ve got a problem.”
“I know I know, I can’t sleep. Will you at least give 

me a backrub?”
She gives your shoulders a few perfunctory squeezes, 

all pointy fingertips, and pats you on the back. “Guy, 
I’m glad you came over. Its so good we’re friends now. 
You know what? Its funny, touching you, I didn’t feel 
anything. Every time we’ve seen each other for the past 
couple months, I didn’t want to tell you, but it actually 
hurt to see you. For no good reason, I’d just get this ache 
in my chest. But its gone now.”

“Hmm. I guess that’s good.”
“Yeah its great. Weird. I feel so much better now, like 

I was sick before.” She puts her hair up in a ponytail with 
one swish, exposing that extra bit of neck laced with a 
few stray hairs. You barely have time to appreciate it 
before she whips around and says, “Fine.”

“What?”
“Fine. I believe you. We’re friends, and if it’ll make 

you feel better, you can sleep over. I give lousy backrubs 
anyhow.”

You cannot believe your luck. Guy, you are a lucky 
dog. “Really?” 

“Yeah. I couldn’t before. I knew it would make me 

feel cheap, but tonight, I think it’d be OK. No funny 
business, though.”

You both brush your teeth side by side in your 
underwear, just like last year. You two even remember 
the spit and rinse rhythm from before. Caroline’s room 
isn’t quite as comfortable as Claire’s, but its nice; she 
has a dark blue quilt with orange sheets, and on the 
wall, there’s a picture you took of her last year. 

You get into bed first, and she slides in beside you 
and faces the wall. Her legs are smooth, and they skim 
yours lightly. She smells like her shampoo, which smells 
like mangoes. Your body responds well to tropical 
scents, and just like that, you’ve got a hard-on.  You 
reach around to hold her close, but she just sort of 
shrugs you off. You put a hand on her hip, and let it rest 
there. After a few seconds, she reaches back and gently 
places it back by your side. When she touches your hand 
it hurts, Guy, and you get this bruised metallic pain 
under your tongue. You rub your legs against the back of 
her thighs, and she mumbles, “Cut it out, I’m tired.” She 
falls asleep soon enough. You’re left there on the verge 
of tears, sporting a belligerent erection. There’s a lump 
in your throat like a goiter, and it feels like she just 
scooped out some of your chest, like she stuck her hand 
right under your ribs and got a handfull of whatever’s 
there. You’re all hollow and tender, and you wonder 
what chemicals your body is leaking into itself to 
produce this feeling. It actually hurts you Guy, this not-
having. So, you do the friendly thing; kiss her on the 
cheek, snag her bear off the bedside table, and jog back 
to your room. That night, you sleep like a baby.

Stranger than Life JAN LENNARD



 

HB: Do you make out after oral sex? 

“Definitely.”
“Yeah, but not happily.”
 “It’s the polite thing to do.”

HB: Nipples. Thoughts? Concerns? Anxieties? 

“Overrated.” 
“No hair please.” 
“Bite them!” 

HB: Would you ever let a friend watch? 

“I already have.”
“Maybe not.”
“A friend has never asked…”

HB: Most surprising thing you’ve discovered in bed?

“Some cheezits from the other night.” 
“That if you really care about someone, the sex is 
better.” 
“I was camping in the Arctic, five thousand miles 
away from my girlfriend, and I was shaking my 
sleeping bag when a pair of my girlfriend’s panties 
flew out.” 

HB: What’s the most awkward thing ever said to you 
after sex? 

“I came without coming” 
-“So did you only hook up with me because you 
were drunk?”
-“Probably”
-“Good, me too.”
“How old are you…this can’t happen again.” 

HB: What’s your favorite sex toy? 

“Handcuffs” 
“Lotion” 
“That’s tough. Flog? Dildo? Harness?” 

HB: Favorite type of lube?

“Slippery Stuff or Liquid Silk. Different Effects” 
“It may be old school, but I dig astroglide.” 
“Spit”

HB: What’s the most embarrassing sex act you’ve ever 
been caught doing? 

“Mutual masturbation.”
“Never been caught.”
“My parents found a vibrating cock ring.”  

HB: What’s the ideal pubic coif in a partner? 

“Tastefully trimmed.” 
 “I wouldn’t mind finding my name spelled out.”
“Natural old growth forest.”

HB: Most interesting place you’ve had sex?

 “The book return room in my high school library” 
“The Science Center elevator” 
“Next to my roommate”

HB: Tell us about how you lost it…

“To a 30 year-old singer/songwriter when I was 17”
“On a dare…”
“My virginity? With a sixteen year-old boy in his 
guesthouse. I’m a dyke now.”

HB: Weirdest thing you’ve ever heard during sex? 

“Ice, Ice Baby (itunes was on random)”
“Tourists.” 
“The Portuguese class practicing in the classroom 
next to us in Sever.” 

HB: Butt sex. Never? Sometimes? Always? 

“Hopefully someday…” 
“Never.”
“Haha. Looking for more of this…”

HB: What’s the worst sex injury you’ve ever received? 

“A giant welt all across my stomach and back from 
a whip.”
“A badly bruised and bitten nipple.”
“I lost sensation in my clitoris for a week after a 
masturbating session with a defective vibrator.” 

H BOMBing the 
Streets

B R A N D O N  P E R K O V I C H

We here at H Bomb can’t help but ask questions about 
sex. So we decided to take it to the streets, pressing 

your friends for their thoughts on everything from 
pubic hair to post-oral making out. So to all of you out 

there with questions you’re just a little too afraid to 
ask, fear not. H Bomb is on the case. 
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body art LOGAN PRITCHARD & ALEXANDRA KUSHMAN 



 

HB: How did you discover the Dazzle Dancers, or did 
they discover you?

Besamé Dazzle: I’ve known some of them for many 
years and they were looking for a choreographer for a 
benefit so they asked me if I could help out.  It was such 
a joy to work with them because they’re always late for 
rehearsal and they drink wine and beer and they smoke, 
and at the end of rehearsal everybody just knows what 
they have to do.  It’s so different from my work as a 
professional dancer.  I love it!

HB: What is your favorite thing about performing with 
the Dazzle Dancers?  Were you in last year’s parade?

Besamé Dazzle: Yes, but I was on a different float last 
year.   I was with Fischerspooner and they were wearing 
latex outfits and it was just so hot, it was horrible.  The 
best thing about the Dazzle Dancers is I don’t like 
wearing clothes, it is great being naked with the Dazzle 
Dancers.

HB: Is this your full-time job?

Pretty Boy Dazzle: Yeah, this is what I spend most of my 
days doing.  You’d be surprised how much organization 
it takes.  Debbie Harry is the one who gave us the idea 
to be naked.  She suggested it and I wasn’t sure at first, 
but once I was on stage I got carried away, and felt the 
whole audience loving it and I was like oh, this is my 
calling.

Cornflake Dazzle:  I’m like the only male, straight 
Dazzle Dancer and I have a normal job, I’m “Day Job 
Dazzle” sometimes.  

HB: Until you were on the cover of the New York Post?

Cornflake Dazzle: Yes, yes, but I don’t think they’d 
even recognize me if they saw me, or maybe wouldn’t 
want to admit it to themselves.  Some people know at 
work, but I just don’t talk about it since they don’t really 
understand it.  It’s not worth it.  

Commitment to Dazzle

An Interview with the Dazzle Dancers
at the Deitch Projects Art Parade

I N T E R V I E W  A N D  P H O T O S  B Y  A L E X A N D R A  H AY S
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HB: How long did you rehearse for the parade today?

Besamé Dazzle: I actually walked into the studio and was 
grabbed by Viva, who said “Come over here, we need 
three phrases to do the parade.  Lets do this-this-this, 
OK?”  That’s how it works.  We rehearse in Tompkins 
Square Park, or we have rehearsal in the streets, usually 
in our underwear, but some people will get naked.  The 
whole thing about the Dazzle Dancers is getting naked 
in the end.

HB: How long does the naked part last?

Besamé Dazzle: It comes in the end, but it varies.  Usually 
when we get naked, we’ll just stay naked, but we got 
kicked out of a plaza once for getting naked on stage, so 
sometimes you have to get naked and just quickly put 
your clothes back on.  But it is fun to get naked on stage, 
you feel safe there.  On the street it is more complicated 
because you never know how people are going to react 
since you are very close to them.  

HB: How many routines do you have altogether?

Besamé Dazzle:  I think Machine [Dazzle] did a ten 
year retrospective and there were at least twenty-seven 

costumes, so I would say there are at least twenty-seven 
routines.  Each routine has a different costume.
  
HB: When did you start making costumes?  Where did 
you learn to make them?

Machine Dazzle: I’ve always loved costumes.  I’ve been 
dressing up my whole life, and when I first got to New 
York I was doing a lot of drag and helping other people.   
I had some friends who were Dazzle Dancers  and 
I’m handy with my hands so I started making Dazzle 
costumes.  I actually started with tissue paper tutus, 
sunglasses, and full body glitter.  Then it kept growing 
and gets better and better every time.  Now I can really 
sew things, deconstruct things - I call it body sculpture 
because the dancers really bring something alive.  
Someone who has  yip in their skip can really bring 
something special alive.  I always say glitter is a body 
part, you’re never going to get rid of it.  Today it’s hot so 
the glitter is being held on by sweat, but we often use 
moisturizer.

HB: Do the members of Dazzle Dancers change often 
or rotate?

Besamé Dazzle: We do, because there’s a host of talent 



 

and it depends on who is available.  Did you guys meet 
Viva?  She calls out the moves so we know what’s going 
on.

HB: Is she the only female dancer?

Besamé Dazzle: Yes, it’s usually about five guys per 
one girl.  There are three or four official female Dazzle 
Dancers that I know of.

[Viva: Everybody triangle!]

HB: What do you think of the frequent comparisons 
made between Dazzle Dancers and drag performances 
like The Cockettes?

Cornflake Dazzle: When we saw The Cockettes we 
realized there are some similarities.  They’re a lot different 
but they’re free and kind of crazy and we identify with 
them a lot, but I don’t think we’re influenced by them.  
We’re just doing our own thing and by coincidence are 
aligned with them.  We do what we do, and like to have 
fun.  

HB: How does the parade compare this year to ones 
you’ve done in the past?

Pretty Boy Dazzle: This is the third year we’ve done 
the Art Parade, and I was noticing a lot of the other 
acts are influenced by our costumes.  We were always 
very colorful, using fluorescent bright colors.  Now it’s 
like half the parade is fluorescent colors.  That’s fine, 
I like to think we have an influence on people.  It’s 
so disorganized this year, but in the end it all comes 
together.  If we do this next year I want to have the 
glitter delivered mid-way through the parade again, it 
makes a great glitterfied moment throwing it all around 
in the sun.

HB: How do you think audiences respond to your 
performances?

Pretty Boy Dazzle: Of all the performances I’ve done 
with theatre companies like the Ringling Brothers or 
Barnum and Bailey’s, the Dazzle Dancers are always 
received the best, and we’re the least prepared.  With 
most things when you try to be perfect it just doesn’t 
have the same spontaneity.  So that’s what is always 
surprising to me about the Dazzle Dancers, how we’re 
received every time.  Today we had no idea what we 
were doing and the crowd was just cheering the whole 
time.  But there were a couple times like a few years 
ago when we did a straight party once, a bachelorette 
party, I don’t even know, they paid us, we showed 
up.   We started out on stage and a few seconds in to 
it all of a sudden there was a towel thrown from the 
audience onto my face, and I did the whole number with 
tomatoes and debris thrown.  But nine times out of ten 
it is received well.  Ten percent of the time people think 
“What the fuck is this?” but twenty percent of the time 
it’s a fantasmic reception.

HB: How do you get to be a Dazzle Dancer?  Is there an 
application process?

Cornflake Dazzle: As I’ve seen it, some of us had babies 
and then some of us have slept with other people.  We 
either gave birth to you or you have to have slept with 
us.  

Viva: Fucking in Dazzle terminology is anal sex.

HB: Oh it is?  I was also wondering if Pretty Boy’s 
biography is correct when it says he started his career 
on the North-American Southwest petting zoo circuit or 
is that innuendo I’m too young to understand?

Pretty Boy Dazzle: Oh, I’m sorry, it was actually a 
dream and fantasy of mine.  But I was in the Ringling 
Brothers as a circus clown.

HB: Do you have any advice for aspiring Dazzle Dancers 
or college students?

Smokey D Dazzle:  Check out scumbagfagmag.com

HB: Is that your website?

Smokey D Dazzle: Yes.

Cornflake Dazzle:  My advice is get naked, have fun, 
and be free, love each other - that’s our manifesto.  
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10 Questions for Artist Vadis Turner

M A R TA B E L  W A S S E R M A N

HB: Can you talk about the collection of your materials? 
What is it like to go into a store and buy five vibrators 
or get three years’ supply of birth control? Is there a 
performative aspect of your shopping for materials like 
the sex swing—do you assume a different identity?

VT:I wish I could walk into a store and buy birth control 
pills! I needed 12 years’ worth of pills to decorate and 
encrust 6 eggs. Usually I visualize the end result of each 
piece before realizing that collecting the materials is 
the most interesting element to the work. To my own 
surprise, a performance emerges when the development 
of my ideas meet with societal boundaries and personal 
relationships.

For the egg project, I sent a pill-seeking email to 

friends (some of whom I hadn’t talked to since summer 
camp) and contacted some drug companies. The drug 
companies were uninterested in contributing. Although 
the collecting went slowly, it opened an insightful 
dialogue about how these materials connect us. The 
prominence of my identity depends on my comfort level 
with the material. I must admit that I was thankful when 
the sex swing was delivered in an unmarked box.

HB: Your work often focuses on women. This work also 
focuses on children; for example how you talked about 
the sex swing fitting in perfectly in your childhood 
bedroom or the stroller obviously meant for a child. Can 
you discuss the connection between the two?





VT:Making desirable objects and becoming objects 
of beauty has long been the work of women. Women 
perceive the universal value of sex appeal and handmade 
objects at an early age. They are a measure of a woman’s 
worth and tangible evidence of her time(s).

I made a sex swing from a quilt and a stroller out of 
underwear to illustrate the tension between aspirations 
and expectations women share. Children associate 
gender roles with acts of play. As gender roles expand, 
and acts of play mature, previously associated roles can 
become burdensome.

HB: Your sculptures of clothing vary tremendously in 
scale. Your sweet-n-low dresses were miniature and 
your wax paper lingerie is life size. Can you talk about 
that relationship?

VT: I am interested in combining traditional clothing 
associated with rites of passage with materials that 
describe contemporary culture. This process enables me 
to realize how we spend our time and define our values. 
The scale of each piece is determined by the material’s 
ability to transcend its common function and become a 
precious object. 

HB:  Pleasure seams to be a big part of your work, from 
the vibrators to the chocolate and cupcakes. Your work 
is also very beautiful and “pretty”. Can you talk about 
how these tools affect your viewers and play into your 
process?

VT: I have observed a universal instinct, and expectation, 
for women to make local ideal of beauty tangible. Our 
culture closely associates pleasure with beauty and 
abundance.  As an American woman and an artist, I find 
myself wanting to make things pretty while developing 
my own definition of success and ultimately pleasure.

HB:Can you discuss the relationship between food and 
sex in your work?

VT: Food and sex are human needs. Using traditional 
forms of craft to make contemporary works about food 
or sex suggests that conventional behavior makes these 
needs seem naughty.

HB: For this body of work you take things that are highly 
sexual and turn them into girly household objects. Do 
you still see the work as sexy?

VT: Ideally pleasure and work should not be separate.  
“Sexy” is a bit of a stretch.

HB: What role does sewing by hand (or the extensive 
labor of the other pieces) have in your process and final 
product?

VT:The meticulous, and often tedious, element to the 
work bonds me to traditional forms of “women’s work” 
In contrast to some contemporary art that does not 
have a human imprint, I want my work to look and feel 
handmade.





HB: When you present your work that has to do with 
the extremely intimate (sex toys, lingerie) are you as the 
artist more self-conscience than when presenting your 
other work?

VT: The more I can personally relate to the piece, 
the more confident I am that it needs to be made and 
discussed.  However, I don’t show everything I make to 
my grandmother.

HB: How if at all has this worked changed your ideas 
about female sexuality?

VT:It is difficult to categorize a gender’s sexuality. I’ve 
discovered women’s roles in contemporary society to be 
increasingly limitless. 

HB:Any thing you wish someone would have told you in 
college that you want to share with HB readers?

VT: It is a true luxury that your main objective is to 
show up at class and study. You will miss your schedule 
after you graduate. 



 

stirring from white dreams the dawn is static.  
on the windowpane only snow falls, minor 
angels.  a car, somewhere an airplane.

the taste of old saliva.  under the covers i wait 
for my blood to thaw.  

the pulse unravels from the base of the spine.  
veins twitch and reopen traffic through the 
knees, the elbows.  get stuck at fetal position.  

it takes a mind, and movement.  a hand first, 
then the arm; legs shift and heartvalves take 
over, a drumming in the earlobe.  rhythm sets 
in, measures of bass cadence, the count of it 
thudding in the fingertips, the beat rattling up 
the throat the syncopation of it, this ribcage 
thunder that shakes, and pounds, and sunders 
each vertebra until it hits

vertigo, a spinning red, the scent of it burning 
like wire shock, or coals steaming, and what 
snakes through skin is hissing that is better than 
innocence.  we call it opening: when at last eyes 
are ready

for the dust of a bright, bright morning.

Morning

K AT H Y  L I N

POETRY
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Freshman orientation week, commonly known as 
“Camp Harvard,” brings us awkward new friendships, 
hookups, Love Story, and, of course, date rape 
education. Before you even crack open a textbook, there 
is Sex Signals and an awkward single-sex conversation in 
your dorm’s common room about rape. I remember that 
most people felt sympathetic towards the hypothetical 
guy whose sort of girlfriend was into naked making 
out but didn’t want to have sex. She didn’t say yes but 
she didn’t say no. Whenever I overheard or partook in 
a conversation about this subject, people seemed to 
express a common attitude: “We are smart enough to 
get into Harvard, so we are smart enough not to put 
ourselves in that sort of situation.” There were obvious 
precautions you could take: don’t go to parties alone; 
always watch your drink; don’t have sex if she doesn’t 
consent. People are generally derisive about date rape 

after being bombarded with all this information.
During the session for freshman girls in the Straus 

common room, I didn’t have any questions about date 
rape for our discussion facilitators. I was so unconcerned 
about date rape that when I went up to one of the 
conversation leaders afterwards, it was to ask her a 
completely unrelated question. I knew the issues they 
were raising were valid, but they didn’t resonate with 
me at all. 

Now that I am a second-semester sophomore, I have 
a different attitude than I did as blasé freshman. Now I 
understand why they bombard us with facts, figures, 
advice, and “Got Consent” pins. I am always amazed 
when yet another girlfriend reveals she was sexually 
assaulted. The issue now has tremendous resonance for 
me and for most of my friends at Harvard, both female 
and male.

Date Rape Education

P H O T O  B Y  M A R TA B E L  W A S S E R M A N  &  L I Z  M A G I C  L A S E R

T E X T  B Y  M A R TA B E L  W A S S E R M A N



 

Love, and Lose at Both. Not only does the term “gray 
rape” have problematic implications for the dialogue 
surrounding rape, but the title of her book reads as 
an indictment of our generation’s sexual practices—an 
indictment I find unfair and anti-feminist.

Stepp defines gray rape as “sex that falls somewhere 
between consent and denial and is even more confusing 
than date rape because both parties are unsure of who 
wanted what.” While our generation’s hookup culture 
might lead some of us to live hedonistically and regret 
the consequences the next morning, I agree instead 
with how Rankin views “gray rape.” She says, “Like 
the term ‘date rape,’ ‘gray rape’ serves to minimize 
sexual assault and causes us to continue questioning 
the validity of the victims and their experience.” The 
term obviously implies that it is not clear whether or 
not rape occurred, and this helps to perpetuate common 
misconceptions about rape. 

Rankin articulates, “We live in a society that focuses 
on blaming the victim. By focusing on what she was 
wearing, drinking, doing, etc. at the time of the 
assault, we fail to question the actions or choices of the 
perpetrators. It’s a crazy way of looking at a universal 
issue that affects twenty-five percent of women in this 
country.” Gray rape is an excuse for the violator and a 
way to take validity away from the victim.

This year, the hypothetical girl presented at Sex 
Signals says no. This scenario is good because it makes 
the situation appear more dramatic to people who 
have never been assaulted and don’t know anyone who 
has. However, there are many sexual situations that 
are nonconsensual and do not involve a verbal no. In 
particular, men need to understand that an intoxicated 
girl cannot give consent even if she says yes; and that 
this “shade of gray” translates into a clear no for them. 
Men need to understand that if there is any level of 
doubt, their default reaction should be, “Don’t do it.” 

Although the prevalence of the term “gray rape” 
represents a step backwards in the fight to raise campus 
awareness of sexual assault, much progress has been 
made on this front in the recent past. The Clery Act, 
passed in 1990, mandates that schools must keep 
records of crimes committed on their campus and must 
make the information public. This act was named after 
a 19-year-old Lehigh University student, Jeanne Clery, 
who was raped and killed during her freshman year. 
This tragedy brought attention to the issue of campus 
sexual assault, and the act helps to monitor and keep 
the spotlight on these crimes.

In 1994, President Clinton passed the Violence Against 
Women Act. In addition to ensuring that sexual assault 
is viewed as a serious crime, the act mandates that the 
government provide substantial funding for programs 
similar to OSAPR. Rankin explains, “This funding source 
opened the door for hundreds of campuses across the 
nation, and we have learned from each other along the 
way so that today, while an office like OSAPR is not the 
norm on campuses, it is certainly far more common than 
even just a few years ago.” Harvard is entering its fifth 
year with such a program. Rankin says that Harvard’s 
rape statistics are average for a campus of its size.

I recently had the opportunity to speak with Sarah 
Rankin, the current director of Harvard’s Office of Sexual 
Assault Response and Prevention (OSAPR). Ms. Rankin 
is popular with the students who work with her—
one described her as “hot in every way: she’s badass,  
hilarious, beautiful, and embraces talking about both 
the awesome aspects of sex and the  oppressive, violent 
ones.” I also spoke with Gordon Braxton, who heads 
Harvard Men Against Rape (HMAR). The same student 
said that Braxton “is a dude who has prioritized talking 
about sexual assault, and it’s inspirational to see him 
doing that.” One survivor1 had, after freshman week, 
expressed a sentiment similar to the one I originally held. 
The following spring, an HIV-positive male sexually 
assaulted her. She wrote in a recent email:

...even though I got out of his apartment OK I was 
terrified and confused about what had happened. 
My first inclination was to say, “Why did I trust that 
man? Why did I go into his apartment? Why did I 
let him grab my breasts?” But then Iremembered 
the workshop, the one I thought was boring, and 
I realized that whathad happened to me was sexual 
assault.

She now facilitates the freshman week rape 
conversations, where she observes reactions like the 
one she initially had. She finds that people can express 
things even beyond the first shared ambivalence; 
sometimes women can sympathize with the assaulter 
and blame the victim, but there are always people who 
have experienced a type of assault and understand why 
the  seminar is important.

Last year OSAPR assisted 97 students, according to 
Rankin. Most cases were of sexual assault, but some were 
calling about dating violence concerns, harassment, or 
sexual assault questions for a friend or family member 
who goes to another school. Ninety percent of the 
students were women and, of the sexual assault cases 
reported to our office, all alleged perpetrators were 
male (even when the victim was also male).

This group is almost certainly a minority of the 
people actually assaulted at Harvard. Research shows, 
Rankin emphasized, that only five to ten percent of 
victims report to the police. We can assume that the 
ratio of reported assaults to actual assaults on our own 
campus is similarly alarming. While it is impossible to 
know the actual statistics, perhaps between 450 and 
900 students were sexually assaulted last year. Assault 
can be either verbal or physical, and in the latter sense 
it can refer to various degrees of physical intrusion. The 
ambivalent attitude of my female ’10 classmates, many 
of whom I talked to the first week of school, is not 
uncommon.

The idea of “gray rape” was officially cemented 
in popular culture with a September 2007 article in 
Cosmopolitan, “A New Kind of Rape.” The article was 
penned by Laura Sessions Stepp, who recently published 
Unhooked: How Young Women Pursue Sex, Delay 

1 The term “survivor” is used by OSAPR to describe those who have 
experienced a sexual assault. The word is more empowering than 
“victim.”

ART



87

OSAPR takes many different approaches to dealing 
with a sexual assault. Its counselors are available to 
talk to the survivor’s friends, accompany the survivor 
to a forensic rape exam, and support whatever course 
of action the survivor takes against the person who 
committed the assault. It provides survivors with 
an emotionally supportive alternative to the sterile 
and bureaucratic process of bringing the case to the 
Administrative Board. The Ad Board’s process involves 
reading two statements from the assaulter about his 
perspective on the event as well as opening the case 
up to an investigation. But if you experience the trauma 
of rape, it doesn’t help to have to discuss the event in 
intimate and graphic detail with a random professor on 
the board whom you might have for your core class next 
semester.

Understandably, many people choose not to continue 
with their Ad Board hearings. In general, evidence is 
scant and the investigation boils down to “he said, 
she said.” It usually requires certainty for an Ad Board 
member to vote to accuse the assaulter of rape; while 
many people involved may strongly believe someone 
was raped, this is often not enough to ensure that the 
assaulter will be punished. For a survivor of assault, 
going through the time-consuming and emotionally 
draining process of an Ad Board hearing only to see the 
case be dismissed causes yet more emotional turmoil. 
Rankin adds that people drop cases for “a whole list 
of reasons, but typically they decide it’s too much 
emotionally and they’d rather drop the whole thing and 
focus on academics and ‘moving on.’”

But even if the assaulter is not formally punished, a 
survivor might find it cathartic to confront the assaulter 
about his actions by beginning the Ad Board process. 
The assaulter will, at the very least, be forced to question 
his actions. He might have to discuss the event with his 
parents, his housemaster, or a lawyer. And hopefully, 
he will face the very real worry that his actions could 
result in not receiving a Harvard degree or even ending 
up in jail. 

Experiencing sexual assault can create not only 
bitterness and struggle in a survivor, but give rise to 
optimism and action as well. As Rankin explains from 
working in OSAPR, “Many feel a sense of jadedness or 
skepticism about people that they maybe didn’t have 
prior to the assault. That moment of realization can be 
a tough thing to witness. Many also feel like they now 
know what they want to do with their life and channel 
their experience into being a voice for others.” Many of 
the student members of OSAPR got involved because 
they wanted to make a positive contribution in response 
to their own personal tragedy involving sexual assault.

Survivors are not the only ones who must deal with 
assault; the experience can be equally transformative 
for their friends and family. One anonymous source 
said, “My experience had a profound impact on my male 
friends. They think more carefully about the decision-
making abilities of their hookups. They won’t hook up 
with a random drunk girl.”

Promoting awareness of the definition of rape and 
dispelling the myth of a gray area is crucial in the fight 

to reduce occurrences of rape. Braxton uses Harvard 
Men Against Rape as a platform from which to change 
popular conceptions of rape, such as the idea that all 
rapists are sketchy people who will randomly assault 
you in an alleyway. He is helping people to understand 
that rape by an acquaintance at a party in your Harvard 
dorm is no less a rape. He explains that the group 
also addresses stereotyped gender roles. According to 
Braxton, “A commonly expressed reason as to why men 
get involved is a desire to challenge the formulaic brand 
of masculinity that they believe to be responsible for 
much sexual violence. If we lived in a world in which men 
were not taught to adhere to a preestablished and rigid 
masculinity, there would be more room for individuality 
and a greater richness of experience among men.”  
HMAR targets men and women who do not necessarily 
know someone who has been sexually assaulted, and 
works to alter their preconceived notions.

Talking about rape is an inherently difficult thing to 
do, especially when it’s to a bunch of college freshman 
who think they are badass freshly minted adults. It is an 
ongoing, nuanced dialogue. Individuals must address 
many complicated issues when discussing the topic—
for example, that rape is a common masturbatory 
fantasy (this is normal; our fantasy lives are not our 
actions). OSAPR does a fantastic job at introducing a 
topic that will remain hypothetical for some, but for 
others will become--or has already become--very real. 
It is a tremendous resource for those who have been 
assaulted. And for all of us, the actual benefit of those 
boring and awkward freshman-year talks is, in fact, 
immeasurable. 
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Sex in the 
Senate 
(can I moderate your caucus?)

B R A N D O N  P E R K O V I C H 
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Polaroids

J A I  L E N N A R D
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CONTRIBUTORS
ERIC ADOLFSEN, New York artist and front man for 
Y.O.U., is most  definitely the biggest H Bomb fan alive 
today. He is so psyched to now be associated with the 
mag! For autographed drawings, email Eric@meosafari.
com.

MICHELLE CRENTSIL is an asexual intellectual who 
wishes to marry Morrissey.

NOA GRAYEVSKY likes sex, gender, and feminism. She 
likes bright colors, cooperation, trangender rights, anti-
war movements, and Barack Obama. She hopes you 
enjoy this awesome publication.

ALEXANDRA HAYS: www.pandasinternational.org

ALEXANDRA KUSHMAN is a freshman in Hollis South 
with a flair for all things hot, spicy, and Jewish.

JACOB KRAMER sleeps soundly these days.

KYUNG is studying abroad in London.

REBECCA LIEBERMAN loves gold glittery pasties. And 
vegan cupcakes.

JAI LENNARD was born in northern California and 
exposed to nude art at a very young age. His drive and 
interest in sex is not just skin deep as he playfully uses 
the camera to probe various sexual interests. Currently 
attending the School Of Visual Arts, he hopes to instill 
a new sexual interest and imagination among all that 
view his work.

KATHY LIN is your normal, average girl who likes sex.

ANONYMOUS is the pseudonym for a writer who would 
like to separate his scholarly, professional voice from his 
forays into journalism.  
  
JENNA MELLOR “is my muse”- Martabel

YUNHEE MIN ‘Open the so-called body and spread out all 
its surfaces: not only the skin with each of its folds, wrinkles, 
scars, with its great velvety planes, and contiguous to that, 
the scalp and its mane of hair, the tender pubic fur, nipples, 
nails, hard transparent skin under the heel, the light frills on 
the eyelids, set with lashes – but open and spread, expose the 
labia majora, so also the labia minora with their blue network 
bathed in mucus, dilate the diaphragm of the anal sphincter, 
longitudinally cut and  flatten out the black conduit of the 
rectum, then the colon, then the caecum, now a ribbon with 
its surface all striated and polluted with shit; as though your 
dressmaker’s scissors were opening the leg of an old pair of 
trousers, go on, expose the small intestines’ alleged interior, 
the jejunum, the ileum, the duodenum, or else, at the other 
end, undo the mouth at its corners, pull out the tongue at its 
most distant roots and split it, spread out the bats’ wings of the 
palate and its damp basements, open the trachea and make it 
the skeleton of a boat under construction; armed with scalpels 
and tweezers, dismantle and lay out he bundles and bodies 

of the encephalon; and then the whole network of veins and 
arteries intact, on an immense mattress, and then the lymphatic 
network, and the fine bony pieces of the wrist, the ankle, take 
them apart and put them end to end with all the layers of nerve 
tissue which surround the aqueous humours and the cavernous 
body of the penis and extract the great muscles the great dorsal 
nets, spread them out like smooth sleeping dolphins.’
- Jean-Francois Lyotard, “Libidinal Economy”

BRANDON (BRANDI BONES) PERKOVICH wears (all 
too) many hats, ranging from that of a humble, young 
student to that black latex harness number your father 
strapped on him. When not H Bombing, he’s a hopeless 
romantic who’s fallen head over his fire engine red chuck 
taylor’s in love with public health and LGBT rights.

NATASHA PLATT: “The soul is not a chair one offers to a 
visitor.  The soul is a vice.” –Manoel de Oliveira 

“Life alone: that dark, driving, insatiable power that 
lusts after itself.”- Nietzche
                                                                            
LOGAN PRITCHARD is a crazy canuck.

DAN REIMOLD is a Scripps Howard Teaching Fellow and 
mass communication doctoral candidate within Ohio 
University’s E.W. Scripps School of Journalism.

VADIS TURNER is an artist who lives and works in 
Brooklyn

CHERI NEVERS, also known as CHRIS VERENE, was 
founded when New York documentary photography 
artist Chris Verene sought an outlet for the artwork he 
makes in which he assumes the guise of a woman and 
makes more sexual and fantasy-based artwork. It is 
the most popular and widely syndicated column in the 
world --known for its uncommon common sense and 
youthful perspective. 

MARTABEL WASSERMAN hopes her little brother 
starts a sex magazine at Princeton. 

STEFANIE WILSON dreams of a feminist, sex-positive, 
and cruelty-free world.  She also spends her time making 
latte art--hearts or penises depending on her mood.   

YONO—Born in a volcano.  Raised in outer space.  Died 
in a fruit tree.  Reborn in a clamshell.



 

ROOM 13
Web:  www.hcs.harvard.edu/~room13 
Phone:  617-495-4969  
Hours:  Every night, 7 pm to 7 am  
Location: Thayer Basement B9  
 
Room 13 is a confidential, peer counseling group 
staffed every night by both a male and female 
counselor. We are trained to discuss a range of 
issues, including general academic stress, sexuality 
questions, depression, eating concerns, relationships 
and sexual assault, and suicide. Most importantly, 
though, our counselors are available to listen and 
respond to any question or concern that a student 
might have. No reason is too big or too small to call 
or visit Room 13. You are always welcome for cookies, 
condoms, and conversation.

PCC: Peer Contraceptive Counselors  
Web:  www.hcs.harvard.edu/~pcc
Phone:  617-495-9600 
Hours:  Every night, 7 pm to 12 am
Location: HUHS, 5th Floor 
 
PCC is a group of male and female undergraduates 
trained to counsel students on issues of sexuality, 
relationships, STIs, AIDS/HIV, safe sex and 
contraception. The PCC office is open for calls and 
drop-in visits, and provides free condoms, dental 
dams, lubricant, and a library of sexual health 
literature.

IN COMMON
Web:  www.digitas.harvard.edu/~incommon 
Phone:  617-384-TALK (8255)  
Hours:  Sunday through Thursday
 8pm - midnight  
 
In Common is a confidential peer support and 
referral hotline serving Harvard Graduate and 
Professional school students. In Common is staffed 
by volunteer graduate and professional school 
students. They are supervised by clinical staff at 
the Bureau of Study Counsel and HUHS professional 
staff. Peer counselors respond to a range of issues 
that concern graduate students -- from new student 
worries and academic pressures to relationships, 
depression, sexual assault, and suicide. All calls are 
confidential and there is no caller ID. 

PEER COUNSELING
Web:  contactpeercounseling.bravehost.com
Phone:  617-495-8111  
Hotline Hours:.  Wednesday - Sunday 8pm-1am  
Drop-in Hours: Thursday, Friday, & Sunday nights
  8pm-1am  
Location:  Thayer Basement  
 
Contact provides non-judgmental, non-directive, 
confidential peer counseling for Harvard 
undergraduates.  Contact specializes in issues of 
sex, sexuality, sexual orientation, gender, and 
relationships, though its staff members are trained 
to handle a wide variety of issues.  Contact also has 
a library of resources, fiction and non-fiction books, 
and magazines, as well as a full stock of condoms, 
lubricant, and dental dams.

ECHO: Eating Concerns Hotline and Outreach 
Web:  www.hcs.harvard.edu/~echo
Phone:  617-495-8200  
Hotline Hours:  Every night, 8 pm to 8 am  
Drop-in Hours:  Sunday through Wednesday, 
  8 pm to 11pm  
Location:  Quincy House, F-entry Basement  
 
Eating Concerns Hotline and Outreach (ECHO) 
is committed to addressing the serious issue of 
problems with food, from anorexia and bulimia 
to body image. Echo recognizes how silence can 
contribute to isolation. The hotline is staffed every 
night. You can talk about anything you feel is 
relevant.  

RESPONSE
Phone: 617-495-9600  
Hotline Hours: Every night, 9 pm to 7 am  
Drop-in Hours: Sunday-Thursday, 9 pm to midnight  
Location: Lowell House Basement, E-013  
 
Response is a group of undergraduate women 
concerned about physical and emotional violation. 
They are ready to listen, talk, and help on a variety 
of issues including, rape, incest, sexual harassment, 
sexual abuse, and difficult relationships. The 
Response lending library includes information on 
rape, incest, battering, harassment, and women’s 
health and sexuality.

HARVARD UNIVERSITY RESOURCES
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