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THE LAST GOODBYE EDITORIAL

TEXT NORA VAN ARKEL AND ROBERT STELTENPOOL

The time has come for us to step down and for a new pair of editors-in-chief to take
over. With great reluctance we let go of Writer’s Block, a magazine that has been on our
minds for these past two years. We have given up our weekends to finish the lay-out,
faced death as we balanced freshly printed copies on the backs of our bikes. It has been
an amazing two years with our great group of editors: we want to thank Ruby, Joeri,
Yentl, Ines, Isabel and Isadora for all their efforts and enthusiasm. We can look back at
times of fun during dinners and meetings and at times of hard work when trying to get
things done before the deadline. We also look towards the future with joy. With great
pride we present the two new heads that will lead the magazine in 2014-15, Yentl Du-
dink and Tessel Rijneveldshoek. Listening to what they have in store for the magazine
in the next year fills us with envy and we have great faith in their abilities. Some fresh
initiates will also come to man the editorial board and others will move on to other
occupations. We wish them the very best.

Let us not only wander into pasts and futures and forget the present issue: we
have great material in store for you. In the following pages you can find a bookcase
interview of one of our own staff, a few poems, a short story an essay about Game of
Thrones. a film review on 22 Jump Street and a feature on a comic book artist. We hope
you will enjoy the last this editorial board will serve to you! ws

Q-TIPS POEM

TEXT ISADORA GOUDSBLOM

i heard you last when you whispered in my ear
how lasting moments of regret can culminate
in feathers of tender

pillows and the wearing

of saggy clothes

still leaves

you bare

i didn’t hear really/ don’t

plugged my ears with compressed air
pushed all the wrong buttons

ready for takeoff and mind tightly shut.

i didn’t hear you call my name
when my feet gently slipped away
from the dampness

the fog surrounding

your front garden

the sky quickened

grabbing my left arm and oh

you yelped

liquefied grace poured onto the crowds
where all i hear is “more!” and all i have is
the peculiar reasoning of a woman
swallowing silence

walking past railroads

listening to drained out memories.

senses you see / me right through

and the way words don’t mean anything
except when written down until the
dried up ink is alone

so there’s no need for

words in the air

but a whisper
to connect
our minds
with touch

even if
you don’t
hear all
too much.




SCHMIDT AND JENKO ARE BACK! REVIEW

TEXT INES SEVERINO

Being a big fan of 21 Jump Street, I have been
dying to see its brand-new sequel, which is oh-
so cleverly named 22 Jump Street. I went, I saw,
and I laughed. Toying with the stereotypes of
sequel movies, this film deconstructs the Hol-
lywood blockbuster sequel format by conti-
nuously referring to itself, its predecessor, and
the original TV-show in both lame puns and
snappy jokes.

To give you an idea of what it’s about,
the official synopsis is: “After making their
way through high school (twice), big changes
are in store for officers Schmidt (Jonah Hill)
and Jenko (Channing Tatum) when they go
deep undercover at a local college. But when
Jenko meets a kindred spirit on the football
team, and Schmidt infiltrates the bohemian art
major scene, they begin to question their part-
nership. Now they don’t have to just crack the
case - they have to figure out if they can have
a mature relationship. If these two overgrown
adolescents can grow from freshmen into real
men, college might be the best thing that ever
happened to them” (Sony Pictures Entertain-
ment).

This film unsubtly plays with the “bro-
mance” the partners share - with many plays
on the word partner and all the possible double
meanings their relationship could have. In my
opinion, however, the plot could have lingered
a little more on exploring university stereoty-
pes. What made 21 Jump Street so enjoyable to
watch was the accuracy of how the many dif-
ferent high-school cliques were depicted. 22
Jump Street also plays with stereotypes, but as
a university student, I would have liked to see
more of this. I would have been entertained

more by seeing how university students might
have changed along the years into what they
are like today:.

To compensate for the time lost on
mocking stereotypes, the sequel is far more
action-packed. Schmidt and Jenko are older,
they have more to offer and that clearly shows
in the risks they take and the badassness of
the bad guys they have to catch. Speaking of
badassness, Captain Dickson (Ice Cube) is gi-
ven more screen-time where he again verbally
manhandles the clumsy pair whilst keeping
the stone-coldest poker face a man can keep.

All in all, T would have to say that in
order to fully appreciate this sequel, it would
be nice to have seen the previous film. Do not
expect a refined sense of humor and do not
expect it to be better than the first. But it gets
pretty damn close. What you can expect is a
feel-good pizza movie that might make you
cringe, but that will mostly make you laugh.
Also, you can still somewhat enjoy 22 Jump
Street if you haven’t seen the first film, but re-
ally, there is no excuse for you not to have seen
either. WB

The Thofaezhal demon clan must have been
the most annoying clan Finn had ever met.
Sure, most demons were pesky, but Blanche
and he had already banished this particular
clan at least three times and still they kept
coming back.

“I fucking told you so, Blanche!” Henry had
shouted. “We should have just cut off their
heads the first time we came across them.
But no, fucking Finn doesn’t condone vio-
lence so suddenly neither do you!”

Finn hadn’t been present in the room for
this fight between Blanche and Henry. He

ABSENTMINDED SHORT STORY

TEXT ANGIE VAN EK

had been transcribing some old texts in his
library, but Henry’s voice carried and he
couldn’t help but overhear.

Blanche’s voice was quiet and soft, unlike
Henry’s, and Finn couldnt hear what she
was saying. Whatever it was, Henry did not
like it.

“Just fucking admit it, Blanche!”

A quiet murmur.

“Whatever. Keep lying to yourself. I'm done.
We're over.” A door slammed, and moments
later Henry’s car screeched out of the drive-
way. Finn later learned that a) that door was
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now snapped in half and b) Henry did not
come back.

This was inconvenient, as they would have
to find another door and also another Hun-
ter. And of course, Blanche was sad, which
he never liked to see.

He found her sitting in the kitchen, hugging
her knees, staring blankly ahead.

“Are you alright?” he asked. “Do you need a
cuppa?” He strongly believed that tea could
fix any problem. Then again, Finn was so-
metimes a little bit out of touch with rea-
lity. But Blanche appreciated the gesture,
and nodded, cracking a smile. “Yes, thanks
Finn.”

She watched him prepare the tea.

“Finn?” she asked after he switched the ket-
tle on. “Are you aware that you are wearing
two different shoes?”

He looked down at his feet. “Oh... blimey!”
Blanche laughed.

Finn had always had the feeling Henry dis-
liked him. Again, he wasn’t that well versed
in human behaviour as he was with demon
behaviour, so he didn’t pay much attention
to it. They clashed a lot. Henry was annoyed
at Finn’s forgetfulness, because Henry al-
ways seemed to be tripping over abandoned
cups of tea that Finn had forgotten about
(Finn was upset with himself for that reason
as well, he hated wasting tea). On the other
hand, Finn disapproved of Henry’s violent
tendencies. If he could, Finn did his best to
send the monsters they captured away to
some hell dimension rather than kill them.
Henry, being a Hunter, had been taught
from the beginning of his life to just go for
the kill. Just get rid of them, then there’s no
more trouble - that's how Hunters think
about all of it. But that was no longer of im-
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portance now that Henry had decided to
leave them. Which was unfortunate, becau-
se Finn was more of a pacifist rather than a
fighter and Blanche untrained, and the Tho-
faezhal demon clan was possibly still out for
their heads. So they busied themselves with
researching a more adequate way to banish
them in case they needed it.

One day Finn came home from the shopping
centre to get new office supplies. The reason
it took him so long to notice that Blanche
was gone was that he had lost his glasses. Of
course, after an extensive hour of searching,
he discovered that they had been on his head
all the time. It was only then that he noticed
the stench — and that the entire apartment
had been turned upside down. Someone
had been here. Something had been there.
More specifically, Thofaezhal demons. Not
only were the Thofaezhals pesky, they were
stinky as well, excreting a pungent smell that
could linger for hours. This is why a layman
might call them skunk demons. Fortunately,
it made them easy to identify.

All this went through his head until he rea-
lised...

They have Blanche.

Before he knew it he was headed for the we-
aponry room, rummaged through the we-
apons Henry left behind and put a big axe in
the backseat of his car.

Before he knew it he was driving to where
he knew the Thofaezhals would be hiding.
Or rather expecting him.

“I thought you would be here sooner,” said
the Thofaezhal leader when he kicked down
the door of an old rundown casino near the
docks. Thofaezhals were known for their
love of gambling as well as their love of fish.
“After all, we have something of yours.”

“Where is she?” Finn growled.

“It’s a she? You humans are such strange cre-
atures.” The Thofaezhal laughed, his snake-
like tongue licking his scaly lips. “Anyway,
it’s too late now. We already crushed it.” The
other Thofaezhals behind him nodded.
First, Finn's heart sank. He was too late - if
only he hadn’t spent so long looking for his
glasses...

Now Blanche was dead.
Blanche... dead.

It was then he realised how lost he would
be without Blanche. How much better she
made him.

How much he loved her.

It then hit him like a brick, clear as a day.
The reason she and Henry had broken up
was because she loved him too. That’s why
Henry didn’t like him - because he knew all
along.

The laconic tone of the demon announcing
that they had killed Blanche angered him
even worse.

“You bloody bastards,” he spat. “You’re going
to regret it.”

“What are you going to do?” the demon
widened his eyes in fake fear. “Banish us
again?” He laughed, and his clan laughed
with him.

Without thinking, Finn swung the axe to-
wards the demon’s neck. It slid through its
flesh with ease, and his mouth turned into
a wide “0” which would have been comical
in a different situation, especially if his head
wasn't now lying severed on the floor. Fren-
zy occurred. The clan started attacking him.
A fraction too slow to pick up on it, Finn
was met with a forceful blow to his face.
The taste of copper entered his mouth and
he was momentarily dizzy. Still, he waded
into a demon closest to him and ducked as

a fist whizzed past him, then immediately
launched into a spinning kick. He hit the
demon’s chest and it staggered back. One
swishing moment later there was another
head on the floor. His leg swept out towards
another demon and connected hard with
the creature’s back. He bounced off the wall
onto a poker table and Finn started toward
him, but he was gripped from behind and
then kneed hard into his stomach. He buck-
led over in pain and gasped for air.

“We’re going to crush you like we crushed
her,” one of the Bastadons growled.

This was a mistake. Finn gripped the axe
tight and thought of Blanche.

Moments later, all there was were severed
demon heads and a broken man holding
a bloodied axe, never having felt so damn
empty in his life before.

Finn slowly sank down on his knees. The
sea of bodies did not give him satisfaction
at all. It was all too late now. If only he had
paid more attention, if only he had realized
earlier... if only he...

“AT THE COPA, COPACABANA!”

His phone burst into life in his pocket.

Finn frowned, hesitated to pick it up. It did-
n't seem right at the moment. But the phone
kept ringing so eventually he forced himself
to.

“Hello?” he asked shakily.

“Hey, 'm in the parking lot, where are you?”
Finn stood completely frozen. The voice at
the other end of the line was Blanche’s.
“Uhm...I... wha..” he stuttered.

“FINN!” Blanche let out a heavy sigh at the
other side of the line. “You forgot me at the
mall again, didn’t you?” WB




RUBY DE VOS'S BOOKCASE INTERVIEW

TEXT AND PHOTOGRAPHY INES SEVERINO

Ruby is one of our esteemed editors and the one
responsible for the returning “Bookcase Inter-
views” you have seen appearing in our issues.
For the last issue of the year, we thought it might
be fun to see what she has on her shelves herself
and how she would reply to the questions that
are often asked to others. Since Ruby will be
leaving the Writer’s Block board after this year,
we thought this might make for a nice goodbye.

Do you arrange your shelves in a particular
way?

They used to be arranged in alphabetical or-
der, but that was really annoying because I have
multiple bookcases and whenever I would get a
new book, it would take so much time reorga-
nising everything. Also, all the books with ugly
colours on their cover would for some reason
always be next to each other, which bothered
me. So at some point I re-arranged them all
simply based on how I like the look of them.
They aren’t arranged by colour and sometimes
ugly books are still next to each other, but it
looks better now. But it is still quite random;
I don’t think there is a particular order. Right
now, I like that I can throw the books wherever
I want and not worry about it. I do worry that if
I get more books than I have now, at some point
I won't be able to find what ’'m looking for. Be-
cause sometimes I do rearrange stuff and then I
don’t remember where I put a book.

Do you have specific genres for each book-
case?

No, it’s really random. The only thing is that I
put my schoolbooks together on one shelf and
the really heavy hardcovers are placed together
on a different bookshelf. Apart from that, it’s
entirely arbitrary. I do sometimes put the same
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editions on horizontal piles, but that’s also just
because they have the same size and that stacks
up nicely.

So do you judge books by their cover?
Hmm... Sometimes. Sometimes I spend more
money on a book if it’s really nice, but I some-
times also prefer a good edition with an intro-
duction and notes to a crappy one. If there are
multiple editions I enjoy buying the nicest one,
but sometimes a really ugly book can be fun
too, exactly because it is so ugly.

What genre do you prefer?

I think fiction. In theory I don’t want to dis-
miss genre-fiction, but... okay, if youd go to the
American Book Center, I would always be on
the top floor. That would be a good explanation
of my taste in books, I think. I think it’s literary
fiction - whatever fiction means and whatever
literary means.

Which books of that genre are your favourite?
There are two books that I reread every year. I
don’t know if they are my favourite books, but I
do find myself returning to them over the years.
They are Wuthering Heights and Pride and Pre-
judice. I read Pride and Prejudice for the first
time when I was ten years old and it sort of has
stuck with me over the years. I do find it frus-
trating, because it’s presented as this ‘love sto-
ry, but, it’s also - I mean, when I first read it of
course I wanted to marry Mr Darcy - but it’s also
just very funny. It is really very funny and Miss
Bingley is one of my favourite characters ever,
she’s so sad, she’s so pathetic. I read Wuthering
Heights every year and I find it hard to put into
words why I love it so much. It’s about people
who are seriously messed up. Because I read it
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every year and it’s usually the first book I read
in the New Year, it always kind of feels like co-
ming home, which is really strange in a slightly
disturbing way. It’s a book you have to experi-
ence more than read. Every time I experience it,

it seems like a new book.

What are you writing your thesis on?

It's not my favourite book, but I find it really
interesting and I feel very connected to it now:
Ulysses. My thesis is about the sexuality of the
main character, Leopold Bloom, and how he
sort of deals with his ‘deviant’ sexual desires.
Ulysses shows what literature and language can
do. The book can be very frustrating and an-
noying and there is one chapter that I want to
kill, but there are various moments throughout
the book where Joyce inserts these heartbrea-
king bits and they sort of hit you. I think the
whole book is worth it just because of those
particular moments and I also find it interes-
ting what he does with language as a concept.
The book is also very funny. With both Pride
and Prejudice and Ulysses it’s important to stress
that even though they are known for either ro-
mance or difficulty, they’re both really funny as
well.

Who is your favourite author?

I have a couple. I used to have no favourite au-
thors, but rather favourite books. But the past
three-four years I've started to read more en-
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tire oeuvres. Not that I made it to the end of
any of those. There are a couple of writers that
I really enjoy: there’s Virginia Woolf, and there
is Margaret Atwood - although she has written
so much and I don't enjoy everything that she
has written. I like her early work and her histo-
rical fiction. I read Alias Grace recently, which
I thought was really very good; I think that’s
my favourite by her. I also like Angela Carter
who is a feminist writer who wrote from the 70s
up until the ‘90s, I think. She once said in an
interview something like ‘My writing cuts like
a steel blade at the base of a man’s penis’. She’s
very funny and very second-wave. Carter uses
lush language, which I find very enjoyable and
very beautiful. Her most famous work is Bloody
Chamber, which is a collection of short stories,
a retelling of fairy tales and they are all quite
sensual and strange and blunt and raw and it’s

very exciting. WB

BEARS POEM

TEXT LAURA EMILY DASHWOOD

Bear with me, you say,
But the last time you said
There was so much to bear
That we turned into bears

And ran to the forest

To bury our tears
And to hide from our fears
And to search for the honey

That bears seem to eat

In the hope that it might

Make our lives somewhat sweet.
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PRESERVATION POEM

TEXT ANGIE VAN EK
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I am done with deadly fires

disguising themselves as burning passion;

One day I will see it in the papers
ABANDONED FIRE DEVOURS CITY WHOLE
I will mourn because cities do not listen

Are they flames who cannot help themselves?

Or are they bullets past the point of no return?
Once fired, you cannot take back a bullet
Will you regret it?

Do you not regret it? permanent damage

Even if my feet are on a battleground, I don’t owe

a fight - nobody wants a
slow death.

I am done with these ocean waves taking human shapes

Don’t let them touch you, don’t let them drown

you - a solution is coming but it is slow

For all their toxic waste, let them fall apart

From time to time I need the sundown

and wait for a succulent morning

to sink my teeth into.

“the coroner could not find the exit wounds”

is is a take on the Eleventh
ncarnation of the well-
known Doctor of the Doctor
Who series. Using a photo-
graph as reference, this piece
was made with pencil, ink,
and Photoshop.

CRAIG GILLILAND ﬁ? ARTWURK

INTERVIEW INES SEVERINO =

e
Fallugto remember a time without drawing,

Craig Gilliland does what es the most: ex-
pressing himself and creati t. As a child, he
says, he was influenced greatly by movies and
comic books, but he mostly made original dra-
wings. Some of the first major influences as a
young| boy were Simon Bisley’s graphic novels

ABC Warrzors “The ink work, the crosshatchlng,_ '
and the style ‘Bisley reinforces with his pens still

amaze'-me;” and after years of reading comic

71‘&,

books and developing and perfecting-his style,

Craig finds himself-being influenced by many ar- .
tists. One of these is Grant Richards: “His work - °
is stunning and yet he is not very weH known >

Gilliland sadly remarks. xR
| Like Rlchards‘and more of h'is"".'p

Craig Gilliland is a rising artist with much to o

fer. He will continue to use his art as a creative

oOutlet; and even jokingly remarks “Id swear I -
have OCD and I can’t stop drawing”. His current °
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project is Necromantical, a 4-is:
. N ;]
series in colla ; W and

a . f | vork more
come out and |

~Craig’s work f

s
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This is artwork for the American comic book Evercross by Bobic
Alva and Kevin A. Johnson. Here, set in a paranormal Western
town, you see an alternate death scene for the character Charlie.

Concept artwork for a project titled X:892, where the reader fol-
lows the adventures of the hero - seen in the bottom right corner.
In this scene, he finds himself in a stadium where he has to fight a
massive opponent much like a gladiator would.



G O~ P 20f=

FORGIVE ME IF | SKIP THE SEX SCENES ESSAY

For several months I have been immensely en-
joying HBO’s Game of Thrones. There is just one
glitch in the experience. When I am confronted
with the periodic sex scene I am overcome with
a nagging feeling. What does the sex scene want
from me? Let me clarify. When it is used as a plot
device—commonly known as a “sexposition”—I
recognize its merits. A momentary “break” in the
action is used to provide background informa-
tion to characters and plot. Usually the scene is
introduced through a prostitute who knows no-
thing of the action and the male or female lead
explains the action to her/him.

This is not what annoys me. I think the cre-
ators of Game of Thrones came up with an inno-
vative method to provide much needed moments
of exposition in an intricate multi-layered narra-
tive. When we subtract its explanatory function,
however, its remainder continues to puzzle me.
One might say that my discomfort is caused by
a certain repressed element within these scenes.
It clearly focuses on female nudity—in particu-
lar breasts and buttocks. What is absent is pretty
obvious, and I will not refrain from naming it:
it lacks dicks both hard and timid. Yet, I think
such reasoning—a repressive hypothesis in which
certain elements of masculine sexuality are con-
sidered taboo—is flawed, and not only because
other factors play a an important role, such as U.S
censorship requirements.

To further think through the misguided-
ness of this type of reasoning I would like to turn
to Michel Foucault’s The History of Sexuality, in
which he debunks the theory of the repressive
hypothesis. In short, the repressive hypothesis
is the idea that through the 17th to the mid-20th
century sexuality was repressed. Instead, Fou-
cault argues that

[r]ather than the uniform concern to hide
sex, rather than a general prudishness of
language, what distinguishes these last three
centuries is the variety, the wide dispersion

TEXT ROBERT STELTENPOOL

of devices that were invented for speaking
about it, for having it be spoken about, for
inducing it to speak of itself, for listening,
recording, transcribing, and redistributing
what is said about it: around sex, a whole
network of varying, specific, and coercive
transpositions into discourse. Rather than a
massive censorship, beginning with the ver-
bal proprieties imposed by the Age of Rea-
son, what was involved was a regulated and
polymorphous incitement to discourse. (34)

Although Foucault never extended his analysis to
the latter half of the twentieth century, he alerts
us to an important problem in thinking that sex
is continually becoming more “free” after the
sexual revolution of the 1960s. Another striking
element that I want to implement in my discus-
sion, is Foucault’s emphasis on the efficient na-
ture through which an “apparatus...produc|es]
an ever greater quantity of discourse about sex”
(23). The impression that Foucault gives of a me-
chanical reproduction of sex discourse seems an
apt description of television series like Game of
Thrones, which are engaged in promoting a spe-
cific image culture of sex.

On a certain level I admire the brutal ef-
ticiency with which sex is put on the screen in
Game of Thrones and at the same time it terri-
tfies me. To give an indication of the scale of its
production I have decided against close analysis
and present a collage of images instead. A pre-
sentation which I believe is reasonably fair, since
I have gone through all four seasons and made
screenshots of the every sex scene (I really did
that). What you see on the next page is roughly
half of all the screen grabs I have made. One of
the first things I noticed when going through all
the episodes is that what I saw was not really sex,
but what I would call the “body shot.” The “body
shot” is a strange replacement for the idea of sex,
since in most cases the less important character is
undressing while the lead is still dressed and busy

19




20

- The-TarGal 'rygm-g'i'm;u_w I dieZ
- It needs to be d/cane?ﬁnpleasan asitis.

[ .

with his “exposition,” that is, talking about what
he is or about to do. The viewer’s attention in the-
se scenes is almost wholly taken up by the male or
female body that is presented in its perfect form.
In the collage you can see how the “body shot” is
implemented in about half of the images.

These “body shots” look like moving
playboy(girl) canvases, where the audience has
to completely incorporate what Laura Mulvey
described as the “male gaze” An extreme version
of the “body shot” can be seen in the image on
the bottom left, where Ygritte takes off her clo-
thes while Jon Snow is still quite overdressed for
the occasion. What do I find annoying in such a
scene? The fact that something is taken from me
that is important: my capacity to read against the
grain, my agency as an observer to notice details,
plot elements, and scene transitions. Through the
“body shot” my gaze is transfixed on the perfect
torso (perfect by modern standards), and the
image culture urges me to admire its features. At
a certain stage during my progression through a
season, I became so upset at the helplessness that
the image culture produced in me that I groped
for a way to regain my agency. I noticed that, yes,
there was a bar at the bottom of the video screen,
and by moving it I could skip the scene altoge-
ther.

Another feature that these “body shots”
share is their stylized and sanitized aspect. Not a
drop of sweat is seen as Littlefinger’s prostitutes
are taught the art of lovemaking (first on the left
at the fourth row). Semen, dirt, and sweat; these
material aspects seem to have no place in the sex
scenes of Game of Thrones, whether it is in a cave,
dirty brothel, or tent. In addition, everybody is
properly dehaired, or trimmed, which is rather
surprising given the preindustrial setting.

You might interject at this point by saying
that bodily fluids are all over the place in the
show, and you are right. They are extremely pre-
valent in its bloody and gory scenes. One may
wonder what the absence in one area (sex) and
its overabundance in the other (violence) signi-
fies. Let me compare it to the intrinsic logic that
porn has developed for itself. The money shot is

essential since porn actors do not get a full fee if
they cannot produce the “pop-shot” (one of the
variants of ejaculation). Porn directors even have
extras on call to solve the problem may it arise.
The drive towards some form of climax to the sex
scene is strangely absent in Game of Thrones. Part
of the problem lies in the fact of what cannot re-
alistically be shown in a non-pornographic work.
Yet the division between clean sex and dirty war
is striking. I want to make a further suggestion.
At certain times it seems that the drive towards
climax has been displaced and comes to fruition
in scenes of violence. Sex scenes are often cou-
pled with especially gory scenes. One may think
for example, of Oberyn, whose bisexual nature,
and his inclination to diverse sexual pleasures is
given much attention. He is never quite fulfilled
though, or at least his sexual gratification is ne-
ver shown to the audience. What was shown, in
excruciating detail, is the ending to his fight with
The Mountain (Gregor)—a gory climax to his
sexual needs.

Oberyn’s character also allows me to give
credit to the show for its attempt to present diver-
se forms of sex. Gays and bisexuals get plenty of
room and even Varys is revealed to be an asexual
in season four. This is an important moment in
television, as it is, to my knowledge, one of the
first asexual characters. I hope we hear more
from him, since it still remains hard to imagine
what an asexual wants within heteronormative li-
nes of thinking.

Yet these redeeming elements do not re-
move my annoyance. The question is still stuck
in my mind. What, then, do these sex scenes
want from me? They want me to enjoy these
“body shots,” and participate in an image culture
in which the observer must ogle perfect curves,
emaciated torsos, and prim breasts. The “body
shot” wants to arouse. But for this to happen I
must accept the male gaze, be passive, and enjoy.
I do not want to be passive, and I am afraid that in
the final season I might have to skip some more
scenes. WB
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