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  Equal Rights Notification  
courtesy of #MeTooStrikesBack 
 
 

Vaginas Deserve Giant Ads, Too 

 
Men (born XY):  
Time to patch another crack in women’s liberation bell!  
Time to level our culture’s dick-centric playing field.  
Time to prick male entitlement. 
Time to grant my vagina THE SAME PUBLIC ATTENTION as your penis!!!  
 
Equality is never easy. Women have always had to fight for what rightfully belongs to 
them. Including and especially their bodies. So, to all those who identify with their 
vagina (or plan to), score one for this patch on our liberty bell!  
 
To see what I mean, check out Vaginas Deserve Giant Ads, Too. In a nutshell, Jackie 
Rotman’s article zeros in on these ads New York City’s subway riders see for erectile 
dysfunction. “Hims ads,” she calls them, that show a cactus slumping and standing 
straight. But where, Jackie asks, are the ads for products that cater to women’s sexual 
health? Showing maybe a giant papaya-half??? Well, turns out the dick-centric 



Metropolitan Transportation Authority (MTA) won’t allow a company, Dame Products, to 
advertise its women’s papaya products on the subway. So, Dame is suing the MTA for 
violating its right to free speech. Can you dig it! as my granny would say! 
 
People that follow my #MeTooStrikesBack! posts know that, to just slightly alter an 
infamous quote from America’s foremost Misogynist-in-Chief, The Donald, there are 
NOT “well-meaning people on both sides” of women’s equality. So, any ‘hims’ who 
really believes his penis has an inch (so to speak) more rights than my vagina is not 
well-meaning, not in theory, not in reality and definitely not under the law!! 
 
BTW, I can imagine guys (even some of my liberated ‘hims’) snickering over genital 
equality. Whose root cause, I am dominant, therefore I can snicker, is rooted in the 
Male-Dominant-Mindset (MDM). Which translates to, my vagina is not equal, therefore it 
is a source of ridicule. Therefore, insisting on my vagina’s equal needs and rights is 
dandy with guys so long as it allows them to snicker. Well, okay. But just for the record, 
Hims, dudes, guys, males, whoever, women know why vaginas make you snicker. 
They’re scary!! If they weren’t, you wouldn’t laugh! You’d support our demand straight-
faced. Imagine: #MVM! My Vagina Matters! Can you dig it! 
 
 

Like  Comment  Share 
 

 

What had to be said, was said! The way it had to be! The way of the feminist. Way of the 

badass. No equivocating. No—Hah!—dickin’ around.  

So, what’s up with her, then? With this niggling in the back of her mind? No, not going 

there! This post’s topic, sincerity, passion, language, will solidify followers’ image of her: 

Virtuous! Righteous! Takes no prisoners!  

She re-reads every word, as if written by a stranger: Big mouth. All talk. Ignorant. Hot 

air! Who the fuck is she—straightlaced, privileged, white girl—to tell anyone whose life she 

knows nothing about, anything? Including ‘hims.’ Forget LGBTQIA+, Black, Brown. Will all 

those she imagines clamoring, more, more, more, eventually see through her and clamor less, 

less, less? Are her followers that she imagines urging her to have at it, you go, girl, by now just 



about up to here with this transparent blowhard? How many new followers will this post inspire? 

Turn off? She thinks: The boldface. Triple exclamation points following penis. As if no one will 

get it! As if the supremacy of what dangles between men's legs isn't already thrust in our face 

24/7—by them, anyway! And the triple question marks? The italics? Attention-getting tricks. If 

she sees through herself, so do her followers. And her recent posts’ invocation of groovy, 

boomer-granny, including this one: Nothing to do with vaginas! Though her followers definitely 

seem to dig the braiding of in-your-face Gen Z Bri-Bri with wisely tempered, flower-in-her-hair, 

Boomer granny.  

And guess what, she digs it, too!  

Post it, Bri-Bri. 

Forty-six minutes have crawled by. Dead and buried? She peeks. Wow! 143 likes. Well, 

of those that matter to her, 142. 

 

He clicks like, and cannot contain a triumphant, hm!   

He comments: 

 Maybe men have to laugh, considering there’s no such thing as a limp vagina. 

Just sayin’.    

Bri will contain her aggravation, he thinks. She is the choose-your-battles type.  Maybe 

that is his basic problem: Battles seem to choose him. Asshole! 

Two more likes. Followers he does not recognize: Anne-Marie, Lisa Frank. Bri is a like-

charmer. 43 comments. 21 replies. 

Of course, his comment will summon the usual gang of crickets, same as always, no-one-

home, but it’s ok. Because she does see it, his comment will register, get her attention, affect her, 



provoke a simmering insecurity that responding to him would heat to a boil, so she will pass. If 

she does have a soft spot, vulnerable, susceptible to just the right words that can inspire a giddy, 

Wow, who’s this?  Well, it isn’t him. He is to her: falling rocks, tsunami zone, avoid at all costs. 

Otherwise, hello, she would reply, would have replied by now, at the very least lambasted his 

childish snark, made him feel he was at least a figment of her imagination. Or his.  

He does not get it!  She friended him. Though that only fuels the false hope that his 

consistent likes will one day summon a reaction—Anything! And he thinks: that false hope is a 

hopelessly withered limb. He is fini! There is no light at the end of the tunnel. She is the 

oncoming train that rumbles over him.  

Enough already. C’mon, no responses to his million positive comments. What is it that he 

does not get about, to her, he is a total loser! He must be, since a total loser doesn't get that he is 

one.  

So? No need in continually testifying to what she already knows. Unfollow Bri. Save 

face.  

Right, as if unfollowing her might create a speck of respect for him, somehow redeem 

him in her eyes. Oh, yeah: the eyes of a friend who isn’t, never was, never will be.  

Well? What is he waiting for? 

 Bri’s followers, he thinks, friends, acolytes, the choir, the influenced. They definitely dig 

her, dig this dust-devil that captivates their imagination, dig her pussy-power, and he thinks: Last 

week’s post, “Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of MY Happiness!” He can dig it or leave it! And 

now this…time to patch another crack in women’s liberation bell, this…takes no prisoners. 

Yadda, yadda. So…so pseudo ballsy! And yet, his ultra-canny BS meter that dings suspicion in 

the presence of pretension, double-dings ulterior motive before all manner of bullshitters, as in 



this Bri-Bri with no last name, has—for some wool-over-his-eyes crazy explanation--never been 

activated. All these follower-lemmings that dig her. That in itself should have blown his BS 

meter sky high. 

 Two comments as yet unanswered. Two chances for him to fathom why they will 

deserve a reply, but never him.   

 

 James Hill  
You got me. I snickered. But then, your honesty forced me to admit to myself that 

I’m on board with the feminist agenda in my mind, just not there in my heart, not yet. So, 

yeah, I laughed reading your post. Wish I didn’t, but I did. No subway in Missoula, but if 

there was, I could imagine a range war over some poster advertising a vibrator placed 

strategically before a papaya half, the headline: ‘We Aim to Please.’ Ah, not in Montana. 

Not yet! 

 

Chris Havens  
I hit ‘like,’ right. So, let me get that out of the way. But up front, it’s really weird, or 

maybe I’m really weird, but I feel I’m being preached to, but then, I guess feminism is a 

religion and you’re a feminist, so proselytize on. And you are proselytizing, right. Before 

you unfriend me, I just want to quote you Nigerian author Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie 

who I admire, “A feminist is a man or a woman who says yes there’s a problem with 

gender today and we must fix it, we must do better.” So, I feel your feminist-rant (It is a 

rant, can you dig it!) gets shifted on to me, and now I’m shamed, insulted. I have to 

either get the feminist stamp of approval on my ‘Hims’-card, or hand it in. And then I feel 

that all this feminist social justice is basically cultural Maoism in disguise (meaning 

change comes from the barrel of a gun, or in your case, a vagina, pointed at me). So, 

what I’m asking is, is it possible to remove the shit-attack, to tell men everything you did 

without it coming at us from the barrel of a gun? Chimamanda doesn’t speak from a gun 

barrel is all I’m saying, doesn’t make me feel like an oppressed, lower tier gender. I’m 



just saying, to paraphrase JFK’s famous Berlin speech, Ich bin ein feminist. I’m a 

believer, but not from the barrel of a gun. OK, unfriend me. 
 

James Hill? Has to have told AI, just kiss her ass. For sure, she’ll reply. And this Chris 

she’ll call, dude! So, yeah, Chris isn’t stupid. He is, though, technically an asshole, technically 

full of shit: a ten on his 1-10 BS meter. Is it not a little strange that this Chris, an affront to every 

feminist sensibility Bri stands for, likes her? And even stranger that this obnoxious mansplainer 

will earn Bri’s reply!  How does this Chris dude—who toiled for however long it took consulting 

Wikipedia, Google, Chat GPT, for all he knows, to craft this pseudo-intellectual, patronizing 

reply that’s singularly dedicated to swaggering his egg-head, only to back off in the end, proof 

positive his balls can’t handle hers— warrant a friggin’ pass? Chris did know JFK wasn’t just an 

airport. Give him that. 

Oh, there’s your reply, Chris:  

Hear you, dude. Thanks for your totally upfront honesty!! 

Whatever. 

The mid-century furnishings populating his mother’s living room never don't annoy him. 

Especially the tan, or whatever color it is, atomic moss twill, Woodrow couch that he shouldn’t 

be plotzing on in his sweaty, ponto shorts, but when the cat’s away, he who could care less will 

play. And the gravel twill, or is it twill gravel, Crosby armchairs; the Saatchi modern art 

original—banal profligacy staring him down from across the room. Seventy thousand dollars for 

two crisscrossed, nubbed, orange condoms on white, and written below, Joy Juice. Wow. And 

the 20k Turkish rug mumsy snagged for ninety percent off in Istanbul. Her parting shot to Yusuf, 

‘You gotta get up early to con a card-carrying member of corporate America’s con class. Dusted 



his ass, Andrew.’ Yusuf had to have thought, three hundred-fifty million Americans, and I got 

the number one dupe!    

What is he doing up here? Time to head downstairs to his preferred shithole before 

chilling in his mother’s ritzy-glitzy-shitzy parlor turns him suddenly incontinent.  

So. Here he sits. In his shithole domain. Laptop open. Bewildered. Bothered. Bedraggled. 

 Most all of these comments are basically fall-all-over-Bri, basically suck-up, leaving him 

with the disagreeable inkling that, whatever it is about her, it being some magnetic personality 

quirk, once exposed to it, it embeds itself in her followers, similar to the old Star Trek’s Borg. 

And Bri’s victims, ah followers—fuck if he gets the how or why—dutifully succumb, enamored 

of her, imprisoned by unfathomable fealty. 

His juvenile hyperbole makes him nauseous.  

She is some manipulator, he thinks, whose followers can’t get enough of her balls. 

Clenched fists really. Fists both mighty and seductive that float like a butterfly, sting like a bee. 

Finally, his dad’s favorite Ali saying merits real-life application.  

Who is this Bri?  

Not her words, he calculates. It’s how she wields them. Ballsily Relatively innocuous 

harangues ballsily-wielded. By this Star Trekian avatar: The Bri! He really cannot stand that she 

never posts her picture!  

Okay. Enough. What is with this insane fixation on someone so not him? He’d think she 

has him spellbound! 

Here he sits. Staring at his closed laptop. Face it. Spellbound. By this ridiculous, self-

appointed oracle. Sorceress. Really? And him? For whom meh sums up his maximum interest in 

anything.  



He thinks: Counting the latest, 213 comments since she friended him a year ago. Replies? 

Zed. Will 214 be a charm? How about no. Wow. The Bri has him by the balls, to the point where 

their shriveling will reduce them to something akin to dried prunes. Is he really that possessed? 

Ah, yeah.   

He is a fly in her web. Best case: her dinner.   

He must act. Must command her attention. To be, or not to be?  

‘In your case, not to be, Andrew.’ 

“Shut up, mumsy!” 

He plugs his ears, as if that will quell the mother-beast. Who invited her into his head! 

True, his mom—endowed at birth with omniscience—is guided by the implacable doctrine that 

what’s right for a UBS bond analyst is, by definition, right for everyone, which, by definition, 

includes him, which translates to a speedy put-down of his every thought, idea, conjecture, every 

aspiration, plan, possibility, choice, every word, sentence, sentence fragment that strays an iota 

from her paranormal connection to god’s truth! How did she slither in here? A few pirouettes 

should excise the mother-beast. 

A solid minute and he is winded. Oh, well. Auditioning for the Nutcracker will have to 

wait. He twirls in place. 

Sweat mats the coiled hairs carpeting his baby-Buddha belly. He swipes it, and pokes at 

his belly button goo, and sniffs his fingertip—Gross—and slips a hand down his tighty-whities. 

His clammy nuts reek. He sneaks a gooey finger in his ear. ‘Ahhh, groooss Andy!’ ‘Got you, 

mumsy!’  

On the floor, flat on his back, a simultaneous kick, and both sandals are airborne. Clothes 

flung: landing who cares where. Mother-beast slain! Less than five minutes. A personal best. The 



frenzied pirouettes. Surprise stinky-finger attack. A mimed high five to his high school guidance 

counselor, Dr. Frank, for convincing him to just try this physicalized antidote to ‘self-immolating 

indolence, Andy,’ induced by his mother that ‘only leaves you angrier.’ Definitely a better 

antidote to mumsy than his indolence, he thinks. 

He retrieves a towel from the claustrophobic half-bathroom and returns to his couch, and, 

no, he will not dress, not yet—further Bri-brooding requires the discomfort of his own skin. 

Okay. Bri-Bri. His reply? A manipulative hook of his own! Maybe a Hail Mary. But hey, 

people do win the lottery. 

First though, a diversionary glance at Facebook couldn’t hurt, or a quick Instagram 

update on who was who in his life, their successes, hoping for someone’s misfortune: 

Schadenfreude to the rescue. Whatever. 

Done. Nothing to write home about. Other than this perusal culminating in reinforcement 

of his reliance on malaise to get him from one day to the next. 

Still, he can’t help but think, no getting around it: maybe he should have gone for his 

MBA in business; should have taken mumsy’s recent free ride offer, emotional strings attached. 

Should have taken to heart what she said his senior high statistics teacher told her, ‘verbatim, 

Andy,’ during their parent-teacher conference: ‘Your son and statistics. A match made in heaven, 

Mrs. Zell.’  Upon hearing mumsy stupidly, ignorantly parrot something so unbelievably not him, 

how could he restrain himself? Still, he should have. Should have restrained his oozing disdain 

that justified lashing out at her, which inevitably led to their pointless arguing that would 

inevitably end as it always does: heads mumsy wins, tails he loses: 

‘Ok, Boomer!’  

‘Do not flatter your naivete at my expense, Andy—’  



‘Then how’s, get off my tits, Boomer!’  

‘Well, that was hurtful, considering how much you mean to me, considering—’ 

‘Now I’ve heard everything—’ 

 ‘Andrew, for chrissake, you love math, figures, just numbers to me, but to you, 

possibility—a key to unlocking your potential: financial and, dare I say, spiritual.’  

Was she kidding! 

‘Deny it, but you’re a numbers savant. In the best sense of the word, honey. Why not take 

pride in your God-given—’  

‘Okay, okay—’  

‘You could truly, I mean, truly make a contribution to a certain financial services firm, 

just saying—’  

‘You really don’t have a fucking clue! About who I am!’  

‘Great line, Andy. Only I should have said it!’  

‘You’re right, Boomer—’  

‘Goddammit!’  

‘You’re always right. Boomer.’  

‘Yes, I’m right, I’m right, right that you are wasting your fucking life away! Asshole!’  

Silence. 

Her eyes misted venom. At which point, maybe he should have made peace, made her 

vaguely proud of him. He could have, now that he thinks of that moment—pivotal, a missed 

opportunity—enough time having elapsed to consider his mathematics proclivity, what he is 

good at, taking pride in what makes him gag. But he could not. Could not tamp his foaming 

outrage at his mother’s temerity, her refusal to recognize, forget encourage, his imagination, 



creativity, okay, yeah, dormant, but there are reasons, and the few times he tried to express them, 

fuck if she didn’t turn the conversation with the deference of a bull in a China shop into his life in 

financial services cubicle destiny!  

And then, of course, mumsy detonates even the thought of making peace:  

‘This get off my tits, insistence, Andy? A coverup. Fake. An act.’ 

 ‘Really, an act!’  

‘An act!’  

‘An act, Andrew! Your default response to a world you choose not to handle. Well, you 

best choose to handle it, or it will choose to handle you. Am I clear! Oh, and as for getting off the 

tit, you got that right! Only backwards.’  

The coup de grace! 

He thinks, sitting there, that while the vanquishing gladiator stood, as if to admire her 

deftly impaled adversary, if she does say so herself, the outrage he wanted to vent on mumsy, 

while real, was maybe a tad feigned. Still, this time, he was going to have the last word! What 

sweeter way then to employ rope a dope, among his dad’s favorite Muhammad Ali-isms. His 

hastily formulated plan: Lower his guard. Sucker her into believing that he actually believes 

mumsy knows best, that he actually believes she was right all along. And then, just as she is 

ready to say, oh, good boy, Andy, lower the boom! Teach her an indelible life-lesson. 

‘Mom?’ 

‘Andy.’ 

‘Know what I’ve most learned about my mathematics proclivity?’  

‘Uh-uh.’  

‘Figures don’t lie.’  



‘Oh, honey, so simple, so profound, so brilliant.’ 

‘Well, I have you to thank—’ 

‘We do love each other.’ 

Such optimism in her break-up-to-make-up sniffle.  

‘Yep, figures don’t lie, Mom. But! Liars will figure.’  

‘Hm?’ 

POW!  

‘As in you. As in exploit, deceive, compromise, lie, the four pillars of your bullshit job, 

that, as you know, is the foundation for your bullshit life, including, but not limited to, your 

bullshit need to drag me into your bullshit world. Are you fucking kidding!’ 

While observing her, dazed, and proceeding lamely down the hallway, he could have 

resisted piling on. 

 ‘Oh, in case you didn’t get it, just trying to express my total contempt for your calling’s 

net-net, profit-uber-alles lifestyle.’  

He could have resisted the final below-the-belt uppercut for good measure, ‘Oh, forgot to 

mention my appreciation of your recent confidence—how you try so hard at the office espresso 

machine to empathize with the right wingers over their genuine woke-concern brought on by a 

recent imposition of gender-neutral bathrooms. A genuine threat to their way of life. Along with 

their continued replacement—so unfair—by Blacks, Asians, and, of course, who else! Not more 

Jews! Your world, mumsy? No thanks.’  

Wow.  

A shovel, he thinks, has unearthed his suspicion that this victory was pyrrhic, that this 

win, same as the others, will, as always, lead him to the familiar cul de sac: Mumsy is who she 



is. And who she is isn’t stupid.  Maybe he should have enrolled, gone on to study business at 

Turtle-U, get married, home in Chevy Chase, kids, an avocation, golf, reading inane 

autobiographies by celebrated football coaches that have learned there is more to life than 

causing your opponent early onset dementia.  

He thinks: What is so wrong with avoiding the risk of doing his passion, as in, doing 

poverty? No. No way. Gotta go for it. Even if, well, that passion remains a little buried, for now. 

Even if, well, he cannot totally convince himself that safe, predictable choices are a bad thing, 

though his mother’s constant lecturing that he go that route does inspire him to never surrender 

his dreams. Dreams that are there. They will come.  

He stands. Good time for a quick mumsy-exorcism, just in case she's hiding inside his 

cerebellum. 

Wow, he stinks.  

Ouch! Oh, well, one for the road is worth his twisted ankle.  

He catches his breath, and cannot ignore yet another spontaneous erection, nor, he thinks, 

their ubiquity, no rhyme or reason, anywhere, anyplace, anytime, positively a curse, especially 

when there is no acceptable venue—riding the metro, in line at Macys, during a traffic jam, on 

Zoom. He is, however, home alone. And all in. Mumsy’s living room? Oh, yeah. His purple 

sock: excellent. While on his mother’s Turkish rug: Sick.   

Staring down at him. Bri-Bri: riding, grinding, growling, tits and tongue flailing. He is 

Popeye-hard. His erection, he thinks, is insane.   

He is pint-sized. Pleasurably comfortable on his back, he gazes upward. A slight 

discoloration in the white, stucco ceiling catches his eye. A leak? Not his problem. He reminds 

himself to wash out his sock, ASAP!  



Bri is a she. Right? If not, wouldn’t that suck. Because he is going to meet her! Sooner, 

rather than whenever.  

Half an hour, it seems, has passed since drifting off, and his lower back is still sore. How 

does he earnestly tell the doctor masturbation hurts his back? Right! 

He fidgets for support under his butt with mumsy’s prize Native American throw pillow. 

Someday she is going to meet me.  

Hopefully, Bri is not a they.  

He trundles downstairs, places his sock beneath the couch—Later—and pops open his 

laptop. 

Heather Kearns  

I’m wiping a tear because you have helped me understand that I have a right to 

shout that my papaya is equal in every way to a man’s cactus. I am in no way perfect 

but I have to say the average guy is way more interested in his dick than in my vagina 

(Duh! Understatement of the millennia). That doesn’t make the guy an asshole. There 

are good ones out there, but even the good ones, whether it’s hooking up or something 

longer term, are, let’s face it, ah, can I say, more enthusiastic about their dick’s desire 

than inside my vagina’s. So, what all this leads me to believe is all the more reason for 

men’s vagina sensitivity training! I gotta be honest, Bri-Bri, my first thought about ever 

telling a guy I like that my vagina is equal to his dick is, next thing I’m suddenly ghosted, 

and that really sucks because no guy I’ve ever known is gonna actually have a 

conversation, even if he’s batshit mad, he’s not going to say, Yeh, Heather, now that 

you mention it, I do think you have a point about your vagina’s rights. Thank you for the 

lesson. Oh, and, keep up the good work. Well, ghost or no, MVM-My Vagina Matters! 

 

Fred Ho  

Vagina rights are huge. Youge, as we say in Brooklyn. I know, not funny. I know, jokes 

get me out of things I don’t want to deal with. But, wow, guess I have to! 



 

Jenni Kline  

Papaya Power!!! 

 

Andy Zell  

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all genitalia are created equal. That they 

are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, 

Liberty. the pursuit of Happiness. And billboard ads.  
 

The usual second-guessing strafes him. Whatever. It is out there. 

 Observing his comment for the umpteenth time coaxes circumspect. As in: Perfect. His 

comment reveals nothing that would reveal his feelings for her, nothing overt. Yet, his purpose is 

realized. He is not among the two hundred-fourteen lemmings that bare their souls. Not Andy. 

Booyah! Maybe everyone else, all too willing and compliant, is shaped by Bri. As if they are 

Play-Doh. Not Andy. Enabler, dolt, brainless rubber stamp? Not he. Should they meet, hook up, 

it will be because she respects his comments’ independence, resistance to her sculpting. This Bri 

may be her followers’ Spirit Animal, guru, life coach. Not Andy’s. And, really, it is so obvious 

that she thrives on her followers’ craving to follow: plays it to the hilt. They are her violin, she is 

their Jascha Heifetz. 

Nothing in him settles. He summons the heavens: If he has Bri-Bri figured out, then 

getting her should short-circuit the loop that directs his every thought back to her, keeps him 

wide awake at night, dazed the next day, and the next, and next. Nothing herald’s tranquil 

repose, not even a blast in his purple sock! 



 Okay. Okay. He thinks, objectively, for a change, Andy: He has done everything to get 

her attention, gain her favor, from sprinkling his supportive comments with, well, his thoughtful 

musings, okay, so he sprinkled in a little French here and there, voila, tant pis, L’Etat C’est Moi, 

sprinkled in a little razzle-dazzle vocabulary, omnipresent, postmodern, seminal, turned himself 

into a veritable Thesaurus Rex; so maybe his couple of attempts at verse left her lyrically 

underwhelmed. He is no prince of poesy, no Cyrano, but he tried, tried to emulate every 

conceivable winning persona that would endow him with one, just one reply from her, forget his 

own posts which he doubts she ever even read, and all for fucking naught: as much as Bri is an 

all-consuming presence to him, that is how nonexistent he is to her, a faceless face, if she 

imagines him at all, a grotesquely blank, lifeless nothing, reminiscent of the dead Japanese 

soldier, frozen in open-mouthed terror after a flame thrower charred him during the battle of 

Tarawa that he watched one night with his dad on the World War II channel.  

 The heavens are silent. Enough of a life of dumb men, foolish choices. Shit or get off the 

pot! 

It is, do or die, dude! 

Well? 

Fuck foolish choices! Whoever Andy is, or is not, he is going for it. Bri will like him! 

From there? What he does know is, he will give it everything. Bail now, the flame thrower that 

immolates the Japanese soldier will leave him a charred, terrorized clown, his face evoking that 

goofy look particular to that soldier and those who die for lack of trying. The Japanese corpse 

stares him down: yeh, his death will be mental, spiritual, the end of who might have been, its 

abjectness accentuated by the goofy look he sees in the mirror more and more these days, that 

others must see, and think, poor guy, what’s his story?  



 So! Failure is not an option. Scared money don’t make no money, as his mother once said 

in her faux-ghetto dialect rejoinder to some expressed trepidation he should have kept to himself, 

and did she have a clue that insanely outrageous, racist imitation would ‘get your neck’s hyoid 

bone crushed in a say-what! second if I happened to be one of those people you’re making fun 

of,’ he had snapped. ‘I am not disparaging those people! It’s just an Ebonics-thing, Andy,’ she 

snapped back, as if he were prey, and then she swallowed, stomped off, apparently satiated by 

yet another Andy-nosh.  

He thinks, Scared money don’t make no money. 

 

 

Wednesday night. 

 

 

The delicious tickle fluttering beneath the sole of her foot says it all: personal best. Three-

hundred-twenty-six likes. The tickle scurries deliciously up her leg, her inner thigh. Three-

hundred-twenty-six. Wow.  

 So, okay! Enough self-congratulations. She swats her thigh. And again. Harder! Enough 

to really smart. To birth an angry pink splotch. A little too hard. But: tickle terminated. The ego 

is not objective. Tickles cannot objectively evaluate these likes, cannot prompt, what more can I 

do?  

She thinks, Andy Zell’s comment: Basically snark. As granny would say, hooey! Every 

comment tickles her. Except Andy’s. His gnaw. For a reason. Something about Andy is suspect, 

two-faced.  



He is beyond beyond-doubt, self-centered. He pretends otherwise, but his comments are 

really about him, how smart he is! Sure, he has complimented her. A few times. Backhanded. 

Basically, nothing he says about her doesn’t feel it is really about Andy! 

Why the gnawing is closer to the bone this time, she does not know.   

Why does he even like her in the first place? Unfriend this asshole. No. No way. 

Followers are followers. For better. Or worse! Up to the followers to unfriend her, no matter how 

batshit crazy they are. No matter how gonzo, as granny would say, unfriending is not an option! 

An appraisal of all sixty-one comments that was objective, that banished any distracting 

tickle—a swift slap to the thigh saw to that—reassures her. If there is more that she can do to 

forge a bond, a sense of kinship with her followers, it has not come to her. Just keep being Bri-

Bri. For now.   

Maybe it is a broken spring. She shimmies across her bed. The ceiling bulb winks, as if to 

the dimming twilight passing through her room’s open window. Comments. Likes. Pretty good 

day:  Like is a many-splendored thing as granny might say.  

Wow. If only she could have known granny back in the day, when she burned her bra in 

‘68 during a summer of love love-in, when she ‘toked’ Mary Jane for breakfast, ‘tripped’ in 

technicolor, ‘balled’ this freak just cause he dug the flower in her hair, wailed over Janis, ‘…a 

‘dyin’ that took a little piece of my heart, Bri-Bri’, balled a local SDS guy for teaching her ‘steal 

this book,’ and ‘dismantle the system’ any way you can, joined her first Vietnam protest march, 

chanted ’Hey, hey LBJ, how many kids did you kill today.’ If only she could have known granny 

when she was mellow-yellow, when she lived ‘if it feels good do it,’ when life was a dazed puree 

of trippy days and nights, a life that, as granny says, qualifies her as an undisputed authority on 



that magical time: ‘Sweetie, if you remember the sixties, you weren’t there.’ I love you, granny, 

so much.   

 Yuck! What time is it? Oh, yeah, the Greek-reek, seeping through her ajar door—a 

fragrance Mrs. D just knows delights her—that permeates the room, sheets, clothes, her skin. 

Brain. So much for her dreamy repose. And she thinks, it is times such as this—beset by the 

harrowing reek of Mrs. Demetriou’s greasy, fried fish, its nasty stink akin to oily armpit hair—

that she contemplates getting a real job, for real bucks. Yeh, one she will hate, but that gets her 

out of nowhere-Astoria, nowhere-Queens, into her own neighborhood that she decides to live in, 

her own place that is perfumed by the fragrances she decides on, instead of Mrs. D’s woodsy 

room freshener. Then again, as granny always says, doing someone else’s truth means never 

doing yours! And so, for this room’s monthly, she can handle Astoria, woodsy, and Eau de Yuck. 

 Mrs. D knocks. 

She opens her door and hoists the plastic tray with the heated plate and, careful not to 

spill the glass of rosy-red wine, thanks Mrs. Demetriou, who proudly watches as if she was 

carrying her grandchild. With a smile that hopefully matches Mrs. D’s, she says that she will 

bring down yesterday’s plate and glass that’s somewhere. “Oh,” and from two days ago. When 

she is finished.  

Her smile wanes. Why is Mrs. D still there?   

She blurts her appreciation to Mrs. D for having the leaky shower-head fixed. 

“Thanks, God, if there must be a leak, let it be over the tub,” says Mrs. D. Her broad grin 

reveals uneven, stained teeth that definitely could use an orthodontist. 

She can get into Mrs. D, as granny would say. She nods and grins.   

“Efharisto, Mrs. D.” 



“De nada,” Bri-Bri. 

“Spanish, Mrs. D?” 

“Why not? You think my kitchen help speaks English? Forget Greek?  I’m signed up on 

Babbel.” 

She grins broadly. Mrs. D turns to leave. She promises to bring everything downstairs. 

“Mañana.” 

At least Mrs. D’s meals taste better than they smell.  
 
She leaves the tray by her door, so as not to forget tomorrow, gives the room a quick 

woodsy blast, ushers her butt from the bed’s annoying spring, opens her laptop, and retrieves her 

FOLLOWERS PERSONALITY TRAITS folder.   

Andy Zell. Along with self-centered and creepy, she assigns him, overall dick.  

Her gaze remains fastened to his name. He comes across as a dick. Because he is one! 

Despite the seventy-five FB friends who comment enough for her to consider them 

devotee-followers, she is uneasy. Andy. Again. Why? And more so than ever. WTF! 

God, where has the time gone? She has checked out Instagram and YouTube. The usual 

revulsion for her body settles in as might the most virulent scourge. Granny will console her, 

again. 

 Andy Zell. Hm. She cannot just go with it. 
 

Scouring for further personality hints among his total of 213 comments since last year or 

so, mindful that anything that she discovers may be meeting her manipulated eyes, she wonders, 

what is it that, just now, has propelled her usual paranoia and super-stress sky high? Her latest 

post? Andy Zell? This ninja assassin. Crouched in the weeds. Waiting until the right comment 

mesmerizes her. Beckons her to his clutches, his vampiric bite! Wow! Now that's paranoia! 



 It is 1:40 in the morning: No rest for the paranoid. What is it about Andy’s comments—

similar to white meat turkey that grudgingly lumbers down the esophagus—that choke her brain? 

1:52, and his comments niggle. Because they are off. Menacingly sincere. Same as his 

suspicious expression she recently noticed that irritated her eye, as if it had been poked. Reddit? 

Instagram? She cannot recall: Doesn’t matter.  

Okay. His comments: always seem composed by a two-faced Sphinx—not the right 

phrase, but she knows what she means.  

Wow. Still here, wide-eyed, over-the-top pre-occupied with his hidden agenda: a 

disturbing affirmation that her gut about people’s intentions, always a bastion of clarity, is 

faltering, or speaking a foreign tongue she cannot decipher. Well, maybe her gut, intuition, sixth 

sense, is not the foolproof interpreter of people’s ulterior motives, not the superpower that she 

has always counted on to see the duplicitous light, even when the so-called facts declare the 

contrary, for as granny has cautioned umpteen times, Beware the facts: They often prove what 

you want them to, which isn’t necessarily the truth. 

Cancel Andy. You’ve never replied to his obnoxious comments, never will.  Her gut has 

spoken! 

2:03, and this oncoming tension headache—super bad—has intercepted her will to 

unfriend him. Wow. 

Right on cue: Pulsing forehead, apply cold water wash cloth, flat on her back, can't move, 

can't resist claustrophobia's induced panic, can't resist feeling she can’t move inside a vermin-

infested tomb—God's special hell for non-believers who dare to pretend He is not the be all, and 

end all. 



 The compress has nipped it in the bud. But not this...sadness cocoon that shrouds her. 

Maybe it wasn't panic that addled her brain. But sadness? She wonders why.  

She was not raised, she thinks, to stare down melancholy. 

Sleep’s grace beckons.  

Just bra and panties. If only sleeping ‘naked as a jaybird,’ as granny would say, was her 

thing. She wishes it was, wishes the sight of her nakedness was a snare, irresistible, evoking the 

image of prey, to be snagged, devoured, ravished one minute, pampered, revered on a pedestal 

the next, wishes her deficiencies did not, instead, evoke shame, as in, if inadvertently discovered 

in the middle of the night, she could only just excuse them as accidents of birth, not her fault. Or 

maybe, maybe she is in the early stages of prudedom, the bra and panties are step one in readying 

herself to just get over a body whose fatal flaws do not require exposing, even when no one is 

looking.  

So: It is too hot for a nightgown. And she is not up for Mrs. D’s ancient AC whose low 

setting would require an overcoat and three blankets. Forget freeze-your-ass-off high! 

Metronomic breathing has not yet tranquilized reeling thoughts. Her eyelids’ accruing 

weight plateaus. Andy is a Venus fly trap. Ugh. Her gut is useless. Okay, maybe the data really 

can mine what her intuition cannot. Maybe her gut is no match for the data’s vaunted power, 

maybe the data can reveal Andy for who he really is with pinpoint accuracy. She is desperate: 

No maybe about that; could use some data freak to help her. Okay, okay, so maybe her mission 

to die as the least tech savvy Gen Zer on Earth is totally bogus, and it is time, as granny would 

say, to get with the program.  

 
 


