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Au lecteur:

The art world has functioned as a platform for the nonconform-
ists, the rebels, the malcontents, the survivors of oppression and
the societal-labeled freaks, to express themselves and have their
voices heard. That being said, what is once considered radical or
unconventional art quickly gets engulfed in the mainstream, often
at the expense of its original messaging. Black American music be-
ing just one great example. Thus art constantly fluctuates, as what
makes a “freak” a freak is appropriated and the label is redefined.
Sometimes this happens because the message is no longer relevant,
other times, the medium. Whatever the cause, art has the ability to
evolve with the times and the issues it presents.

Art is a medium that reflects, and sometimes instigates, social
progress. And this couldn’t be truer in the era of the #MeToo and
#BlackLivesMatter movements. Art is once again taking on new forms
and, more importantly, new voices. Voices that weren’t once at the
forefront are now screaming, singing, writing, painting, creating
in protest. Times are changing. With this in mind, I am pleased to
present « La Hérétique » - the first full issue of Phoenix this calendar
year that proudly provides a platform to mostly female contributors.
« La Hérétique » celebrates the black and female forms, using aes-
thetic media to celebrate the adversity these groups have overcome.

But this celebration isn’t exclusive. Although I believe it’s im-
portant for these voices to be heard, it is also important for all of
our readers to engage with the concepts presented in this issue. If
anything, I hope that what is seen and what is read between these
pages sparks dialogue about social progress and change. Perhaps
most importantly, I hope that « La Hérétique » inspires. Because the
world can always do with a little more conversation, a little more
art, and a little more laughter.

Merci en avance,

Liliane Laborde-Edozien
Editor-in-Chief, Phoenix



Liltane: Tell us who Yyouw are and what Yyou
do.

Hanako Mimiko: My name ls carmen. ['m
from a Llittle town ln Galicla and ('m the
person behind Hanako Mimiko.

L: Why do Yyow create art under a psewd-
onym? wWhat's the story behind the name
Hanako Mimiko?

HM: [ created Hanako Mimiko because |
wawnted to recreate myself that wasn’'t fo-
cused on my emotions and to give myself
a chance to go beyond what was expected of
me. | was also attracted to the idea that twn
some cultures that a name given to a new
bornw has a special meaning which follows
and guides them through thelr journey in
Life. So | decided to do same. [ choose the
Japanese name Hanako - Hana wmeans flow-
er and Ko daughter - the full name is sup-
posed to say something lLike ‘Flower Crea-
ture’, or more abstractly, ‘beautiful like

a flower’. The second name Mimiko (s one
that {s used in different cultures and |
liked the fact that my second persona, my
other “she” was golng to be from “nowhere”.

L: What flrst motivated You to start creat-
lng arte

HM: ('ve beewn drawing since | was a kid
and never stopped. But [ guess the moment
of realization came whewn [ decided to do it
in a therapeutic way, then it became more
seritous.

L: On your website you wrote, “I make a lot
of mistakes and | have many fears to fight
every day. 1t try to show my learning and
growing with my paintings.” (n what way
does your art reflect Yyour journey as an art-
lst and as a woman?

HM: Since | work in a therapeutic way, my
work reflects me; my drawings act Llike a
diary. ( draw everything - from my back
pains to my process to recover a connection
with my body and my {emtwiwitg. Whewn |
was studying art, [ was always criticized
for cveating pleces that were too intimate,
too sensitive. So muceh so, | started to be-
Lieve | wouldn't be able to connect people
with my art because it was too self-centered.
Then | remembered we ave all essethaLLg the
same - sawme worries, same emotions, differ-
ent bodies.

L: How would you describe your style? why
do you choose to focus on the female form?

HM: As ( said before, my style is very inti-
mate. And my creation process Ls Very per-
sonal. So as a womawn, my strongest weap-
om as aw artist is to create what | know.
Through wmy art, | try to express this and
llustrate the di{{icuttjourweg to embracing
our bodies and minds.

L: What was the inspiration behind the
plziwtiw@ on the cover?

HM: | made that palnting when [ was 27, |
had this moment when | realized how far |
was from fully understanding and accept-
ing myself. 1 felt static and stuck in my
Life. puring the months ( was creating this
plece, | completely changed the view | had of
myself as a woman, and as a human belng. |
started to see myself as a part of something
bigger. And consequently, | painted this to
reflect my new feelings of connectedness
with my body and sexuality. 1t was this rev-
oLutLowarg moment L m Yy Life, and also, the
mawny itnspirational women around me that
lnspired me to create the plece.

L: | interpret your workR as being rebellious.
What conventions or norms are you hoping
to break with your work?

HM: 1 think, rather than breaking any spe-
ciflec convention, ('m more exactly hoping to
truthfully portray of our generation’s mo-
ment of awakening, and wot only pertaining
to the female gender. | also hope to Lnspire
people to accept theiv own femininity, sen-
sttivity, empathy and feel proud of being a
humawn, regavdless of gender.



L: What projects are Yyou currently
working on?

HM: Right now ('m working with some
magazines and creating things for my
online shop, but planning to take a 3
week break. ('wm exhausted and don’t
believe that Life is all about working.
we should all stop and take a break
when we neeod Lt; even if that means be-
lng broke when we return to our respec-
tive reality. we can will always find a
solution for that.

Ruick and fun:

what are Yyour Inspirations?
paily Llife.

what do you do to relax?
Breathe.

what mmusic do Yyou like to work to?
Yasuakli shimizuw, RYo Fukul, gabor
Szabo, some Lnstrumental music, and
right wow ['m going back to Nick Prake
because, why not?!

what’'s the most tnspiring book you've
reao?
The Neverending Story.

what’'s your favorite plece of art equip-
ment?
PIGMA Sakura B®.

(f you could send one message to the
world, what would (t be?
Tomorrow LS a4 new 0(118.

Where can rveaders go if they're inter-
ested in seeing more of your work or
wanting to buy a print?
https://hanakomimiko.com/



B Y Alexandra Dakin

The female orgasm? You ask a woman what Lt
feels Like and you don't always get a straight
answer. Maybe she ts embarrassed or maybe she
simply doesn’'t know. As a woman [ find my-
self explaining the female orgasm to both men
and women alike; whether my audience is a
bunch of students 5 minutes before a lecture,
or people staggering around at a house party.
So wnaturally over time | have created a meta-
phor to explain Lt.

The female orgasm is Like climbing a moun-
tatw.

Yes, you heavd wme: a mountatin.

You start climbing and the higher you get
the closer she gets to climax. This may sound
easy, however it s also so is falling off that
mountain - whether by trying to change posi-
tions, or by quickening or slowing down the
pace - but once you have fallen off, you have
to start all over again. And as you start get-
ting closer to the top, her muscles will begin
to tewse; her back might begin to arch; and her
volce will probably rise in both pitech and vol-
wme.

However, don’t Yyou dare stop.

For what comes next is what you are both really
after. At this point, you are just about to reach
the top of the mountain. (t's intense, its hard
work, but you finally get to there. This is the
peak of the climax: her body will be secreaming
in pleasure, but it does not end there.

Most people think this is the end; and yes in
some way, Lt ls. But you are still at the top of
that mountain. And, the real pleasure of the fe-
male orgasm is the coming back down.

So again, don't stop.

Coming down, you’'ll notice that her body will
start to shake as her muscles rvelax and all the
tension bullt up from the climb to the top of the
mountain ts released. This part is a Lot easti-

er - just keep doing whatever you are doing and
her body will do the rest. 1t is only once you've
reached the bottom awnd her body is no longer
shaking that yow can stop. Afterwards, you can
kRiss, cuddle, or do whatever it is the two of you
like to do after sex.

So that's my wmetaphor. It may not be perfect,
but it does a pretty good job of helping people
visualise it. Naturally this only applies if con-
sent has been glven, tn the first place. So don't
even try to find the mountain if she doesn't
want You to.

[Llustrations bg Mariawa Loewy



Yet, this metaphor doesn’t veally give you
any tdea on the best way to actually get up
the mountain tn the first place. This, my
friewnd, is trial and ervor: nothing more,
nwothing less. Practice does make perfect.
The only thing [ can suggest is to Listen
to her and her body. tf her moans get Lloud-
er You are probably doing something right.
[f she lsn't the moaning type, then her
body will probably give something away. (f
she is clinging to you tightly, don’t stop.
(f she starts digging her nails into you,
down't stop. (f hev head starts tilting back,
don't stop. (f she tells you, “Don’t stop.” -
thew, don't stop.

Of course, every woman s different. Your
partner may do all the things | have men-
tioned, or she may do wone of them. (t’'s
hard to judge sometimes but if you keep
trying you and communicate with each
other, you will get there, | promise.

(t will take time and many failed moun-
taln climbs but once you successfully
climb your first mountain, it’ll be that
much easier for both you and your partner
to veach the summit again.



By Erika Gajda

Talking about masturbation, and
specifically female masturbation, has long
beewn considered taboo. American sex toy
company, Unbound, has not only made sex
toys afforodable anod accessible, but cooler
thaw ever. These confectlionary-colored toys
look wmore Like a Lip Smackers® Lip balm kit
thawn your sterile Hitachi massaging wand,
makRing any newbie’'s tntroduction to vibra-
tors all the more aesthetically-pleasing.

The dildos found in your run-of-the-
mill creepy sex shop look more like anti-
quated anatomical models compared to the
goodies from Unbound. These toys ave de-
signed by women for the benefit of any gen-
dev. Take Unbound’'s “Gem” for instance: a
glass massager that can be used anally or
vaginally but still pretty enough to display
on Your mantle mext to your crgstat collec-
tion. The femmes of Unbound have not only
created sex toys you wawnt to play with, but
ones cute enough to post on (nstagram.

“The Gem” (pletured left), made of recycla-
ble borosilicate glass, can be used hot ovr
cold for all Rinds of fun

Speaking of tnstagram, the folks at
Unbound have success{uLLg accomplished nor-
malizing masturbation through every millen-
nwial's favorite source of comedy: the meme.
Unbound’'s bubblegum pink color palette Ln-
vites followers to a page filled with feminist
humor and 90s-lnspived photoshoots creating
awn inviting page for sexual Lifestyle goods.

These eye-catehing tmages and
stylish ads change the perception around
female masturbation - from an unmen-
tionable offense, to laughter with friends
over the blatant reality of flicking the
beawn.

(f memes can make Light of ev-
ery possible scenario - from eating Tide
Pods to the FBI watching you through
Yyour webecam - then why stop at sex? @
Unboundbabes doesn’t just post memes
nbout masturbating, but also how to make
sex (for evergowe) better. It’s no secret
heterosexual men ave bad at finding the
clitoris, but ti/uig won’'t change thelyr ways
unless someone brings it up to them (and
that's if you're lucky). wWhat better way
to drop the hint through a meme.



Be bold. sSend this to your ex.

Talking about sexuality isn’t
always easy, but comparing notes is
one way towards progress tn the bed-
room. Whewn it comes to sex, Emily
Malinowski, Unbound’'s social wmedina
manager, tells me, “Sex Ls and mtwags
will be funny (note when it is con-
sensual).” wWhat better way to open up
an awkward conversation then with a
joke? Uunbound’'s mission s to normal-
ize female and non-binary sexuali-
ty so we can ask whichever forbidden
questions we have.

Memes have become the tool to
say what we're thinking. But, how can
someone start a conversation about
masturbating? Malinowski’s advice:
“Oone of our main suggestions Ls to
tag them [a friend] in a meme re-
lated to the topic you’'re interested
in bringing up. That way, you can
bring up the meme (read: topic) lat-
er!” If you're LookRing for advice on a
vibrator and don’'t know how to talk
to your friewds about it, thew who can
you ask? sharing information is one
step forward Lwn creating better sexual
experiences for womxn.

Malinowski says sex is funny.
t’s full of nwaked body parts mak-
ing sounds and dripping with julces.
(f visualizing that made you cringe,
then Unbouwnd’'s memes are sure to
console you. They relnforce that
whatever goes on bn Your bedroom Ls
totally normal. Masturbating is just
another pleasure us humans indulge
tn, so we might as well help each oth-
er get better at Lt.

The lesson of all this? (f you
make masturbating look as cool as Lt
feels, then we can all be in a better
mood at the end of the day.


















lam an Lllustrator, writer and photographer. | explore the subjects of
evoticlsm, intimacy, nostalgia, death, and how all of them corvelate.
[ have always been interested in human sexuality, at first its fune-
tionality, how we worked as animals on a biological level. It eventu-
ally developed, through sexual and/or romantic experiences.

Living in Colombia L started a sevies of evotic drawings called “she
toakes pleasure”. (t began as a game between a Lover and [, as a sub-
stitute for dirty pletures, | would exchange (llustrations instead

of photographs of breasts. After ending our velationship it evolved
into a reclaiming of my sexual self. Through this | almed to engage
with the sexism surrounding the sexual drive Ln women. | wanted to
highlight the mentality that currently is alive itn my country that
suggests we as women should not have a high Libido, sexual Lifestyle
or broad sexuality awnd that if we do we should not speak of it free-
ly. we should Let the mawn be the one who takes the reins. It was a
response to this, and the pevceived dirtiness associated with sexual
acts by both wmen and fellow women tn my country.

Through my practice | slowly left this type of work on the shelf

and instead continued my search for intimacy, one that had start-
ed from a young age and as my interest in sexuality grew. As my
understanding of intimacy developed ( began to comprenend that it
existed on different channels. 1t had different meanings for every
person. | begawn to comprehend that intimacy had no timeline and no
face.

MY research continues to change in form as [ re-encounter intimacy
through every human exchange. For it morphs. Mercilessly.
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g YEARS

No teeth
Sometimes teeth

[ did
We dry humped
“I'm oa virgin.”’
We stopped.

( love this
[ was talking about the sex, he thought | meant him.

He struck me with a few layers of neon paint.
| struck Mim,withvmg tongue.

He came onw my shorts, my burvrowed shorts.

(t was no Longer chuck he was:
Shawwn
Stevewn
Spewceh

Fuclk

L could have been saying “dog farts, shit stains” and she would have swooned in the
MDMA cloud surrounding those words.

He managed to puwmp it in twice before the condom fell off.
But only they had sex. stoux cried. we fell asleep.

It was like custard

( don't Rnow Lf | reattg met you. | owtg Rnow that Yyou were Rind.

what do you want to do?
[ Rnow he meant as an artist. But all [ wanted to answer was “t want to fuck the shit out
of you in this pool”



 would draw a face on my breasts, he would draw eyes on his balls.

The burning in my cheekRs sometimes was much wmore necessary than any sen-
sation he could arouse within my groin.

(t waswn’'t worth Lt. (t lasted two minutes.
He gave me money for my cab, 1 felt Like a cheap whore.

“Let’s go get hot dogs”
“That’s wnot whg you came”’

Wwe went out. We got drunk. We had sex.

“You should lLose welght”

“Nunca he estado con una mujer de pelo corto”

He asked me if ( was turned on by the guys own the bus
“What if | sald everyone turns me on?’

He came on my stomach. And then cleaned it with his bedroom sheets. It
wasn’'t amorous it was not even delicate, it was just him swiping a table.
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KILLERMONGER AND MR. BONES
WALK INTO A MUSEUM

Photo bg P\/L@a odedra

BY SARAH LEACH

“Htow do You think your ancestors got these? Do You
think they patd a falr price? or did they take it.. Like
they took everything else?”

[ gasped.

Before | went to see Black Panther ('d heard about this
scene, but actually seeing it was different. ((t's early in
the movie, so no blg spollers ahead if you haven't seen it
yet.)

A mawn is looking at a case of West African artifacts in
a museum that definitely tsn’t supposed to be the Brit-
lsh Museum (wink wink). Beside him, Ls a curator Look-
ing a Little dumbfounded. He had just told her the real
origins of a misidentified object, then saild he was go-
ing to, “take it off her hands”. The curator replies that it
lsn’t for sale, at which point in time he points out this
wouldn’'t be the first time it had been stolen.

[ worked in a natural history museum talking to visitors
about objects for a few years, and so much of what trawn-
spires in this fictional exchange tn Black Panther, has
happened to me before.

On an alwmost daily basis, ("ve had to justify the exis-
tence of our collection and had beewn corrected by visitors
often. Most of the time they were wrong, but not often
enough for me to deny them out of hand.

Sitting in the dark theatre watehing the movie, | spent
a moment belng grateful that my museum hadwn’t had
enough human artifacts for me to have encountered this
exact sttuation, before belng reabsorbed tn the film. But
Later, as ( walked home, | found myself thinking about
the scene again. The filmmakers were making a very ex-
pliclt polnt in this scene. (n Black Panther, colonialism
Lsn’t a subtext—if anything, it's the central question of
the film. And the cholce of tncluding a museum as a rep-
resentative of the colonial (s a natural one.

Those of us who workR in museums, sharing awnd caring
for collections, don’t Like to think about this. To me, ar-
tifacts have a power to teach and transport visitors in a
way wnothing else can. A real object, with a journey and
history, Ls not the same thing as a replica. (t can give
someone a visceral comnection to other places, times, and
people. (t can build empathy for their creators and users.

However, these objects contain more than those stories. A
collection tells you about its contents, but it also tells
you about its collectors. Those stories aren’t always flat-
tering. Museums arvouwnd the world are full of artifacts
taken by colonists who didn’t value their original owners
enough to so much as ask thelr permission. The existence
of swuch collections as some of the most popular tourist
attvactions far from thelr homes perpetuates colonialism,
lonwg after the colonies themselves are gone, just as the
exlstence of Prosperous Western economies is, tn part, a
relic of those same colonies.



(n the movie, the curator claims the axe they're looking at is from Bewnin. This
couldn’'t have been random. The (real) British Museum has on D{LspLag, o set

of real artifacts called the Benin Bronzes, taken from present-day Nigeria as

spoils of war in the late 19th century. Nigeria wants them to be returned howme,
awnd, thus far, the British Museum has refused.

while | never had a wakandan axe to interpret, the movie made me think of a
friewd: Mr. Bones. He was a human skeleton | discussed with visitors daily for
years. te was there as an anatomical example, but many of the questions vis-
Ltors asked about him had nothing to do with that. visitors always wanted to
Rnow who he was and how he ended wup in a case tn 2 museum.

Unfortunately, | had no answers for them. We didn’'t even know exactly when
we'd acquived him, let alone Rnow how we had or wheve he'd come from. For a
long time | answered those questions the same way | answered other questions
about the ethics of objects im my collection: That, given that ( couldn’'t go back
in time and stop them from being collected, the best thing to do (s give them a
second Life educating people, rather thawn throwing them away. ( didn’'t think he
was quite the same as a frog, orv another specimen in the museum, but also not
completely different. The question of whether they should have originally been
collected was also discussed, but not as often.

Though, after years spent talking about him, that changed.

[ saw a curator from the Hatda gwall Museum in Canada speak about her ef-
forts to vepatriate the remains of members of her nation, whose remains had been
in the collections of various museums. She spoke eloquently and passionately
about how much it meant to be able to return them home and bury them properly.

Whewn [ got home [ looked into Mr. Bones’ eye sockets and [ saw him differently.
The questions that | had always considered were more persistent now. Where was
he from? whewn did he Live and die? How did he die? And, most importantly, did
he have any say in his body ending up here? Would he have wanted this? Does he
have relatives out there who would Love to bring him howme?

He didn't answer me. But the way [ talked with visitors about him changed. |
no Llonger dismissed thelr questions with simple answers. | was hownest about the
problems his presence presented, and, whenever [ could, turned theiv questions
into discussions about the difficultly in Rnowing what the right thing is to do,
and the fact that sometimes there is no right thing to do.

And, whenever we were alone, | looked at him awnd, feeling a Little foolish, twmag-
ined that he could hear my thoughts. [ would tell him how grateful [ was that
he was there. He taught thousands of visitors about thelr bodies, but also chal-
lengeo us to grapple with difficult questions, to check our biases and privilege,
and to remember that all people deserve our respect, especially the ones whose
voices had been silenced by our own but continue to echo through the storied
halls of museums.
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B Y Liltane Laborde-Edozien

Hands. Man’s first tools of creation, and of destruction. God gave Man hands, and with these
hands, Man ruled the world; Man became God. And it was these hands, of this particular
man, that made him a god.

Dr. Michael Blagden places his hands on the convulsing body of the woman lying in front

of him. He watched her for a moment. There's something so primitive about the body. The
physicality of an organism who's confronted with the possibility of its owwn death. The
heaving, the tremors, it all had a vulgarity about it..an unrepentant erotic quality. Por-
nographic, even..he shakes himself back to the present. He must focus on the task at hawnd.
Michael approaches her side, placing a firm hawnd on her shoulder and says..

“Everything is going to be okay.” The woman, lying on her back, looks up at Michael, smiles,
though not quite reassured. The subsequent moments would determine if she’d live or die.
She knew this. Michael knew this. Her life was in this stranger’s hands.

Michael.
Mikha’el.
Who is like God.

Michael smiled, coldly. Smiling helps give your patient..your victim..reassurance and trust.
Or so he had once been told. It doesn’t seem to help. He wipes the forced expression off his
face and replaces it with a surgical mask. He turns away as the anesthesiologist guides the
woman through a countdown into the deepest of slumbers and puts on his gloves. Michael
despises the fact that he must wear gloves. He really Lloved the feeling of skin. His fin-
gers Lightly brushes the side of the woman’s face..chin..neck. He was once told he had the
hands of an artist. 1t was the fingers, really. He had plano fingers, a Llight touch. So they
say. Or so he remembers. Anyways, the point Ls really, Michael had the hands of a man
made for this, made for..

..healing.
Rilling.

Michael turns back to the unconscious woman and the beeping of the heart monitor. The skin
just above this woman’s beating heart is prepped and marked for incision. It seemed as if the
other people in the room - the nurses, the anesthesiologist, and the interns - all dissolve.

It feels like just him and her. Well, him and her body. A street Lamp flickers. Her face is
curtained off and her body has been covered with blue sheets by one of the nurses, leaving
only the place of operation exposed. His delicate fingers wrap around the curvatures of her
neek. Kunees planted on elther side of her. Coy swmile. Tease. Ov is it a plea? The corners of
her Lips twiteh, more of a spaswm rveally.

Fear.

Michael positions his right hand on the woman’s torso. The turned wup corners of her Lips
cveated arched bows throwugh which arvows of smeaved Lipstick were strung. A scalpel is in
his left hand. Michael twists his neck to study the steel instrument, which seemingly had
just materialized, in wonder. How did that get there? Did one of the nurses pass it to him or
had it been there all along? His gaze follows the trajectory of bright pink to the glistening
tears sitting at the edge of her eyes in quivering apprehension, to the dilated pupils en-
gulfing the browns of her irises. Black eyes, the moon’s mirror, submerged under the de-
veloping swell, drowning. He turns her head to the side, freelwng herv tears from the kohled
confines of her eyes. Her face did not interest him. The street Light - flicker, flicker, and
it goes out. ownly the Light of the moon remained, casting an eerie glow to the tableau.

The riythmic sound of the monitor, the mechanical ‘whivr churr’ of the respiratory becomes
the operation’s sonata -



(llustration by Pod Hughes
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whirr
beep beep
churr
beep beep

He takes a deep breath, which thew materialized Ltself as a warm fog, dragon’s breath, be-
fore his face. The woman’s body palpitated underneath him, slow and tedious, emphasizing
her outbreath.

Whirr
beep beep
churr
beep beep
whirr
beep beep

churr beep whirr beep churr.

Flght she did wot. Righteously alwmost, she lay, waltting for him to only tighten his grip
arounod her neck.

Sigh.
He sighs Like one presented with voutine. He carefully Lifts his left hand, keeping his
right still firmly against her windpipe, and veaches into his inside coat pocket. His seek-
ing fingers feel for..no, not that..yes, there, the handle of a knife. Anxiously, he pulls
the kRnife out of the coat..everything was just a lead up to this moment..he leans forward,
blade positioned.
He presses the tip of the blade against the skin. Pressure applied.
This was his favorite part - the cutting.
Initial resistance from the first layers of flesh but then how divinely facile!
The blade stnks in. Up to the hilt!

Whirr beep beep churr.

And Michael stretcheth out his hands towards the incision and causeth the blood to spill,
the parting of the Red Sea.

Whirr beep beep churr.

Her chest laid cracked open in all its glory, and in a nest of muscle, tissue, and bone, rested
her beating heart.

Then, as if by some surge of electricity, the body jolts. New Life! Resurrected! Her will to
survive.

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE.
She’s flatlined.

Hev Limbs flatll beneath him. She claws at the hand around her neck; she strikes his fore-
arm bn awn attempt to reach his face. He then twists the blade in her abdomen, pulling out
the knife to stab her again. Her thrashing quiets. He watches her eyes begin to glaze over
with reckoning as blood fills her lungs. A cloud passes over the spying orb creating a
shadow on hev face. The alr stunk of tron.

He was losing her. Plunging his hands into her cavity, he grabs hold of the dead, still

heart. With it in his hands, Michael begins compressions. He would deliver her from death.
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE. The piano fingers pump the organ to life, retuning it. Blood splatters
up Michael’s arm. Now the defibrillator. Charging. Clear. Again. Charging. Clear.



whirr
beep beep
churr
beep beep
churr

She is saved.

How curiously still she is when only moments before she was writhing with the last
struggles for Life. The blood rapldly spilling out of her begins to collect tn a pool
beneath them. Bathed in moonlight and enveloped tn the frigld arms of the pendu-
lant night alr, Michael contemplates the preceding events.

The patient is stitched up. The operation is over and Michael is brooding over the un-
conscious woman while a nurse cleans some blood which somehow managed to get on

the parts of his face unprotected by his surgery gear.

How much time has passed? (t feels Like eternity and at the same time, no time at
all.

Michael looks back down at his hands. There is blood on these hands. He flutters his
fingers in front of his face, taking in the glutinous stuff.

Red.

Red truly is, in its rustiness, in its crimson brilliance, the colov of rapture, of
Life..of the euphoria before death.

He stands back to fully appreciate his work. The woman lies before him. Alive. Saved.
Dead. condemmned. With these hands, stained with blood, he killeth and maketh alive;
he wounds and also heals. And it is his hands, his skilled, cruel, gentle, and precise
surgeon’s hands that, in his mind’s eyes, make him God. He smiled..

he smiled, and he saw that his work was...

Good.
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