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The Oceanist 
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 I have a cold. I’ve gone the entire winter without one. I 
don’t know if this will be the reason that she leaves. She will most 
definitely notice but maybe she will find it endearing. It’ll be 
considerate of me to try not to talk often. To let her speak. To 
spend most of our time in glances. Most likely, though, she will 
notice.  
 She will ask me whether we can go ashore, build a fire and 
have supper on the rocks. She doesn’t know that if she leaves the 
cabin fireflies can injure her and mosquitoes will land on latex skin 
like any other. 
 I will have to break it to her, also, that even though she 
can’t see them, this is a soldier’s beach. They have been watching 



us during their cigarette breaks. They only humor me and my 
vessel because I seem to them an old, salt and peppered madman 
that only has his ocean and his doll. In me they find their poetry. 
Even if they never speak of it, or write it down, they’ve convinced 
themselves that only looking at me, only noticing me makes them 
authors. And by being authors they are not soldiers but better. 
They’ve loved Hemingway’s life but they don’t know that all 
oceanists hate Hemingway. All of his lines ring false. The ocean is 
not a partner to fisherman. It is not a man of any kind, though it is 
a body, open and wide. It does open itself up to the use of 
compasses, the digital mapping of sea-floors, nets and sails, cast-
out green bottles. It does let our refuse lubricate and lotion its 
insides. But it is not a person. It has no personality and it would be 
a terrible thing if it did.  
 Eventually she will leave. I’m not sure if she knows that I 
plan to free her. She is scared. But only in the way that seaweed is 
scared: vulnerable, able to be pried apart but always pushed aside. 
I’ll unharness her. I’ll finish memorizing The Rime of the Ancient 
Mariner and lay it inside of her. My hands too are a kind of 
memory.  
 You, out there, you must understand that even us oceanists 
need an audience. We were not created to pose against the storm 
clouds for your photos and epic poems. I have had a mother and a 
father; I went to school and bought sweets at a shop. I am more 
than a shadowy figure to warn your children about. 
 She will run to the police immediately after I free her. I’m 
well-prepared for that. Prepared at least in terms of being able to 
draw in an anchor. And in terms of setting a bull loose upon the 
waves while being set upon by splashing, out of breath, German 
Shepherds. You cannot catch a man of the ocean. Not even in 
speedboats. I sound like them. 
 The sea and the land are very different, even non-writers 
know this. There are different laws. The jurisdiction of the stunted 
imagination ends somewhere on the surf. This vessel recognizes no 
law, no maritime law, no international anything. Sailers have 
always been the only anarchists. Once there is law there is no 
longer sailing, only the movement of cargo. This must be what they 



think of her. Cargo. A single unit. A pile of trembling rubber, stood 
up in the moonlight dressed in an evening gown by a madman. 
 “Hey, do you want to be released?”  
 Of course there is no response. This is why if I bring her out 
to the town, people will say that she is dead or that she is not alive. 
You see what they did to Lars and the Real Girl, they made Lars run 
around like Forest Gump. There is no love that land people will not 
pathologize. They say sex dolls are not people. There are no sex 
dolls. There are dolls — and the oversexed town. Or undersexed. 
Or just a world where an attractive, motionless woman cannot be 
associated with anything other than sex and possession. Their 
motionless women are on billboards by highways and their men 
find a way to mount them and vandalize them.  
 We have not expanded our horizons, we humans. There is 
no such thing as inorganic matter. Between consciousness and the 
unconsciousness there is a fluidity. They should watch the old 
Twilight Zone episode where the man is locked up on a prison 
planet, galaxies away, and is given a lady robot for comfort only to 
have her taken away. And even though she…or it…was an 
invention his tears were real and human. And so were hers. And so 
would be mine if they shot her in the head like they did that robot. 
Savages. Still, I’d cry too if she left me and ran off to the hills like 
she did that man. But that is the thing about those whom we call 
dolls. They cannot run off. They are physically incapable of heart-
breaking. So tell me, don't we who love dolls say something new 
about the evolution of the human spirit? Aren’t we testament to 
lives post-human, post-Siri, towards a post-organic humanity, the 
only humanity possible in the society we’ve decided must careen 
towards the dust?  
 My evening-gowned love is better than the volleyball who 
left the guy in Castaway. Wilson ran. It’s funny how so many of 
these lonely love stories are set in or near the ocean. That’s 
because they are written by land writers, the only people that see a 
blue world teeming with animal life, physical adventure, and 
multiple skies as dull, lonely and boring. I know many oceanists 
who have families and daughters they bring gifts too, mistresses 
and misters abroad. The ocean is not a lonely place. It is not an 
apartment building with a single glass, a single plate, a cold stove, 



and the infesting hum of refrigeration. The ocean is where real 
men go that have courage enough to snap out of that world. 
Women too. People who are brave enough to love differently. To 
see the glossy, admittedly inexpertly done makeup of an adult doll 
and know that love does not require sentience. That its best 
moments are still, or in a falling beyond language. The best of all 
loves is the love that requires no reply.  
 Wait, I think she’s waking up.  
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 “You want a blanket?” 
 Human beings have made an entire world of plastic. 
Everything they love, everything they go to war with, the lynchpin 
of their economy, all things have plastic in them. They love plastic, 
they love it literally to death. And when one sits down and reflects 
upon this one is confronted with the realization that maybe what 
repels us from doll-loving is not its artifice but what is human in it. 
It is wrong to love a sex doll not because it is plastic but because it 
is human. It is the thing we made for us. The thing we live with 
and in. It is our most monstrous creation and the thing that reflects 
us best. There is now no human body, human space or, it must be 
said, human culture that is not in part plastic. The Anthropocene 
would be more honestly described as the Synthetic-oscene. Finally 
we have followed God, followed Him to the ends of the earth, ha, 
and made a world of our own making and of our own doing. But, 



of course, this is just like us, hating and loving what we make. God 
fashioned Adam out of clay and he loved him the first day. He 
loved him even before he breathed life into him and even more 
when he did. We, as disgusting as it may seem, have always been 
God’s playthings. But now Adam has fashioned plastic and polymer 
and latex and has brought his own love from it — dug his own love 
out of his own loins and stood her up. He has brought her from his 
own loins rather than have it stolen from his body and be told that 
it is woman, a mate and a helper. Indeed, I blew life into her 
myself, from my own lungs. She is real because of my own breath. 
And she is mine in a way that no other woman can be. She is 
propertied, not property. She is mine own master. This love may be 
many things but it certainly cannot be said to be ungodly. In any 
case, when did it begin to matter what humans thought of as 
ungodly? Man follows God. Man is made in His image, in the 
image of the image-maker. But she is no image-maker. Still, these 
are early days, when the ex-machina’s are only just stirring in their 
cradles. Indeed, there has never been sci-fi that was not at the 
same time some mode of doll-making. She is no image-maker but 
neither was man for centuries. At least not like this.  
 “From dust we came and from dust we shall return.” 
 She won’t. She is not biodegradable. Is that not holy? My 
body is moth-bitten. It is normalized decay. The sight of grey hair 
should send the same panic through the bones as noticing a lion 
staring at you from the plain’s grass. Death, the plague that all we 
mortal things hold on to, romanticize, and don’t — as would be 
logical —  spend every waking moment to rid ourselves of, is 
welcomed in our most moving songs and art. We learn that all 
people catch death and throw our hands up as if no one ever could 
stop this most terrible of diseases. Death, our only mortal enemy, 
does not call us to arms. No one has rolled a rock over the cave to 
block that clawing dragon that has been carrying us off one by one 
since the beginning of time. If anything was worthwhile at all, any 
human endeavor worth the money spent on it, it would be 
stopping death. Death thou shalt die! Not in heaven though, here, 
where there is sex, kippers and dawn breaking beneath the water. I 
will roll the rock. As for me and my house we shall not suffer fools.  



 Look at my baby.  All the dead and dying parts have been 
scraped from her body.  She was built without a plan for our 
destruction, or hers — yea, in some ways we are more than God. 
Or at least an expansion of His works. We are His logical 
conclusion. 
 Look at her. I’d suffer for her. I would draw a sword on the 
first man that called her my “synthetic partner.” No, my love is like 
a red, red rose. Pink in her body and velvet to the touch. Thank 
you but I don’t need her to be included into the realm of human 
sexualities. It is the conceit of man to not believe that the human 
has its limits. That one can, if one wishes, step over onto the edge 
of people and peer down. The waves are not always crashing. They 
are often still and the sunlight is often upon them. Life and death is 
not everything. We are still too fascinated with absolutes. Moving 
towards her means moving away from them, and their heavily 
corrosive and plastic sociality. She is not synthetic. She is not, not 
sentient. The land, towns and trade are. They peddle unreality. 
 They will ask me what her name is. If I don’t tell them they 
will wave it as evidence of the truth in their accusations that she is 
an object. I must brand her to bring her into the realm of the 
subject for these people. I won’t. Love is not named. It is 
unnameable. To name it is to cheapen it. One thrusts it into well-
worn artificial categories that do nothing but lead humans by the 
bit into appropriate calendars and behaviors. Naming destroys the 
very inventiveness that is or could have been humanity and 
replaces it with animalistic routine. It is an arrest. It is an 
imposition of place. What they do not know is that they exist in the 
same world as my red, red rose. They are with her as well. All the 
world is plastic, and nothing really ends. Loving her is simply being 
honest about the will to escape bio-degradation. To shoot my best 
shot at permanence. It’s not an avoidance of age or fetishized 
youth but something more akin to an enduring. All of our poets 
speak of enduring, forevers and loves eternal but not one of them 
had the courage to really seek it out.  
 She is not my doll. I am hers. I am her plaything. I am the 
one that offers her touches, intimacies, language, meaning, all of 
the silly, transient things humans have manufactured and kept for 
themselves. I am her doll. And she, with or without consciousness, 



has me as a temporary thing. To throw away as we imagine we do 
to them. A thing that will disintegrate at a speed that she must 
recognize as but an instant. Because she will outlive me, the birds, 
the trees. This is what ought to have been meant by angel. 
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 A nuclear holocaust would kill her. It would make her as 
inconsequential as I am and so the world must pull together to 
fight against such a thing. And by the world I can’t mean countries 
and statesmen and stateswomen. They are the ones most excited 
about mashing down on their red buttons. By the world I mean 
those that strike and have it topple businesses. Or even the 
breadmakers, the cane sugar planters, the red light district 
workers, the mistresses that are paid in brunches, in empty hotels 
rooms and cast aside duvets.  I, as an oceanist, have the least to 
worry about. In all likelihood all I would see is a flash across the 
night sky and some warm blowback. In fact, now that she is on my 
vessel maybe I have every interest in having the world nuke itself 
to death. They know best. And all we would feel is drizzle and see 
the black sky flash around like a live wire until all their quarrels 
have finally ended. Maybe it would be over the South China Sea. 



Or maybe it would be over bauxite or cobalt or cheese. Maybe 
someone finally stood up to the people who found it their 
birthright to lead pogroms. The only tragedy is that it may effect 
ocean currents. Still, no more than they already do. You can never 
really escape these people. They launch Armageddons from 
submarines.  
 There may indeed one day come a storm, with lightening, 
and all the people crying out like Gethsemane. I’d only place a 
blanket near the bow and have her sit where she likes, looking 
starwards. I could intuit where she’d want me to position her. 
Somewhere overlooking the vanishing shore. And we would listen, 
not necessarily gleefully, to the sounds of the plague and the 
pestilence that was rapturing the world of land and humans. And I 
would write about it and place it in the bottle so that if any other 
human life survived they could one day read about the folly of 
their fathers. The stupidity of the men that trusted in men, had 
relationships and conflict with men, lived their lives for the 
approval of men and found their end in fire and brimstone. 
 If, instead of humanism, we took the position that all that 
existed was to be loved, the position that there should be no sharp 
taxonomies, no unnecessary categorization and hierarchization of 
modes and types of being but that being itself was family, maybe 
we could then give humans the privileges of birds. No one thinks of 
stopping birds from flying over state borders. Well that’s not always 
true now; they tag and cull species sometimes. But it is not 
typically the case that they put birds through checkpoints. Yet each 
and every human has to be prodded through a security zone like 
cattle, checking foot and mouth disease, otherwise they must be 
smuggled in, they must be made contraband. Ha, look at me, even 
me, using such a barbaric, nonsense word like cattle. Anyway, 
maybe I shouldn’t talk too loudly or even think about these things. 
Right now my girl can enter any seascape without a passport. My 
girl can cross any border and it is only me that would suffer the 
looks. My plastic love is borderless. That should be how it is for 
everyone but we won’t wait until the world is enlightened. Instead 
we’ll run away together, we’ll sail freely. It is possible that this is 
the only moment in which the world recognizes, however murkily, 
that her type of being transcends.  



 If you look through the comments sections of YouTube 
videos on Real Sex Dolls you will find a cesspool of incels, 
misogynists, men’s rights crusaders and other rejects. This is not 
me. I can’t fathom the hate that has made them. I don’t want to 
shoot public places up and I find many women wonderful. These 
men also do not love. They are seeking a second place prize, a 
silver medal that they can convince is better than gold. They want 
to keep themselves the way that they are and have idols of women 
that shut up, obey, and can be forced and hurt by them and at their 
will. It is their campaign against child support (as if they have 
children) and their crusade against feminism which terrifies them. 
The emancipation of women is for the incels the terror in the 
plantation big-houses when emancipation was proclaimed. I am 
not in this mold of men. She is not a replacement of anyone. How 
could she replace what I never had? I might love to meet a woman 
who looked past my looks and was kind to me like what happens 
in movies. And I would do my best to be the gruff, misunderstood 
seaman that she would want to fix. She would be wonderful to me. 
And I’d be a beast more intelligent than the Beast and more worthy 
of Belle. But my doll is my portion. Anything, anyone else is extra. 
And it is not true that she could not leave me or reject me. She can 
leap overboard. Lightening could strike her. The nuclear strike 
could hit both land and sea and sever us. I do not hate women or 
feminism, or for that matter incels although I do find them 
obnoxious and lazy. I love my doll and I hate the world. Or I don’t 
even know if I hate it. I just would not tear up if nuclear energy 
claimed most of it while we on our vessel were passing by.  
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 Sex with her is consensual. You can call her a consent doll. 
When I brush her hair to one side and kiss her smiling lips it is a 
real smile I’m kissing, and it is lips that are literally made for 
kissing that I’m kissing. When humans kiss their loved ones they 
are not only kissing lips. They are kissing law, tradition, coercion, 
they are tonguing a history of telling women what to be, who and 
how they should love, and whether they should be bent over 
beneath a leaning sailor and have no say in their being handled 
and post-carded for eternity. It is no more a show of consent and 
happiness when a person becomes betrothed than when a dog 
wags its tail at the sound of his owner’s approaching car. A finger is 
no more a “ring finger” than an orifice in plastic is a sex hole. This 
is a hill I’ll die on. We trace marriage back to patriarchy and that is 
still not enough for us to throw it on the ash heap of history, no, we 



spread the virus. Look at me getting heated about what humans do 
— as if they would ask me.   
 But what happens when I enter her. Is entry even the right 
word? In all likelihood it comes from the land and their foolish and 
wrong notions of what a body is and does. I “enter”  her no more 
than I enter my underwear, or even a condom. And I am willing to 
bet all of my supplies that never in the history of condoms has 
anyone ever asked a condom for consent. If I am to be called a 
freak for sexualizing plastic and latex because it is not human then 
I cannot at the same time be said to hold fantasies of sex without 
consent. Is she fake or not? You cannot have your cake and eat it 
— that’s for us only. But I do wonder if — between me and her —
there has ever been a time that I give her her space? Can I ever 
suppress my appetites when she is not in the mood? Last night I 
danced with her while the moonlight was on her skin. (The cynics 
would say I danced atop her. Last night she wore her and my 
favorite spaghetti string red dress and her red Carmen Santiago 
fedora. I hear them again, “you dressed her!” They rush their 
accusations at me with the urgency of Spanish fascists. If I were to 
dress a human who was similarly physically incapable would there 
be as much of an outcry? “But you chose her outfit!” They don’t 
know that sometimes she wants to wear beige, a color I hate on 
her skin. They don’t know that sometimes she rejects me, and that 
it is a rejection, also, if I cannot get in the mood. Last night I 
danced with her in the moonlight in a way I’m sure serial killers 
dance with their corpses. Or not serial killers but the guy in Psycho 
dressed up in his dead mom. (Just realized he had animal dolls all 
over the house — don’t know what that means.) But the difference 
between myself and fascists and serial killers is that I’ve never 
intentionally drawn blood. That I have never taught the extinction 
of a diversity of opinion and thoughts and I have never muzzled 
the persons I claim to love. That is what humans do. Me, I am a 
lover of man, the highest form of lover there is, a genuine one.  
 Even when I enter her there is no entry. It is ridiculous to 
think that women have an entrance. Intimacies should not be 
understood in such cave-manish terms. Neither should they be 
understood orgasmically. Otherwise crystal meth is a lothario and 
I’ve heard of men who, it must be said, have slept with MDMA. 



Touch is only the most sexualized of the senses, which can be 
traced back, I’m sure, to the need for progeny. But what happens to 
me when she makes me laugh? Is that not making love on some 
small-scale? Isn’t there an unutterable pleasure in convulsing 
during weeping? How many of us can say we have never sought 
out a mirror to take pleasure in seeing our red, tear-filled eyes. 
And when we taste chocolate? Nothing releases in our brains? Let’s 
not tabulate the myriad ways sex or intimacies understood to be 
physical reaches us, structures our day and are necessary for our 
survival. I understand our need not to imagine our doctor with a 
hard-on. Sex is in all of our air, all of our oxygen, yes, in the 
moonlight and we all deeply breathe it in, and you can’t tell me 
what to do with her body. She is mine in a way more healthy than 
your loved ones are yours. Let us love in our newfound ways, all of 
them, shuffling off these legal coils. Let us not to the marriage of 
true minds admit impediments. 
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 Tonight I saw her lying on the bow cover as if she was 
considering jumping. This hurt me, deeply. It was as if she is hiding 
something from me. As if under her smile there is a deep 
depression. Maybe she is sick of me or sick of the ocean. Maybe I 
should help her and throw her off. Maybe humans are right and it 
is wrong and silly to love a stupid plastic thing. I ran to her and 
luckily was able to convince her to come down. I asked her a 
million times what was wrong but there was no reply. It may have 
been a cry for attention. I have been too busy with the nets. 
Regardless nothing can be said to ever be the same again. It 
changes you, to see the same immobile mouth that hints of a smile 



sitting on the bow cover, suicidal. How can I be sure that she is 
happy with me? That all this is not an act? 
 It’s almost laughable that we have descended into that class 
of lovers that surround themselves with silent animosity. Like two 
grey-haired souls that lack the energy to get up and get divorced. 
We’ve settled into each other, and the boat, and our not loving. 
That seems to be the most human of all of this. Even machines 
have their retirement. The question is if this is how it is to be, if 
this is permanent, then how do we go our separate ways. Do I push 
her off? Is that murder or is that the form that separation must 
take? Because she does not die when wet, in fact I have no idea if 
she will float. But a divorce cannot mean she is sitting here with 
me. Divorce cannot mean she will still be around. And maybe I was 
being dramatic by thinking her jumping was suicidal. It is almost 
narcissistic. Maybe she just wanted to be away and without lungs 
the ocean is not as much of a threat. And even if it was, we have 
much too much romanticized life, you and I, preserving at all cost 
what is already fated for certain destruction. We in the end are the 
polymers. It is we who are for most of our existence the 
mannequins, the ones whose latex will meet its fate as plastic. The 
ventriloquist believes he moves the doll. He is biased and blind. His 
creation will not only outlast him but it is the ventriloquist’s hands, 
his body that is the pliable material. It is the ventriloquist that is all 
the time moving and the dummy that has the staying power of a 
landscape. We give our children dolls to comfort them because we 
think they are fools. Still they are comforted. They do outgrow 
them but only like the apple that outgrows and has no use for the 
tree after it falls. We are the only form of rot that imagines itself 
eternal.  
 Of course, I imagined the same with her. I thought of 
myself almost as a doll and that our relationship, largely because it 
was with her, was eternal. And now that I know that she will leave 
me, that I know that she fantasizes about jumping overboard and 
living a life with the creatures and plastics of the sea, all of a 
sudden I can feel ashamed. I am a human after all. I have not 
escaped our conceits. We have broken up and I’m just waiting for 
her to go. Tomorrow I’ll put up the nets.  
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 She’s gone. I can’t cry. I just keep searching for her in the 
water but it’s dark and in any case much too late. I think I just love 
angling the searchlight on the water, as if there would be one 
moment, one glint on the foam that could make me weep. But 
when I turned it off and was alone with the stars it felt like just 
another night. 
 I’m not sure whether, when I arrive ashore, I’ll order 
another one. Maybe I can join a community and be one of those 
lecherous men that are cautioned against but accepted. It is better, 
in this society, to not tango in the moonlight with a doll in a red 
dress. It is better to leer at women, drink or otherwise lose one’s 
thread with reality. To be a burden to women and children and a 
threat to men, or even a burden to men. For all its achievements 
this world has bartered off adoration. It is a defender of cheap 
things, cheap thrills and cheap love. Hear me, I sound like an 
actual incel. Maybe mourning her leaving or her death is a very 
incel thing to do anyway. Maybe I was never really far apart from 
them. They have their dolls too: feminism. The grand dress-it-how-



you-like-and-batter-it doll that they hole up in their secret places. 
Although what they call feminist has no likeness to anything, it 
may be charitable to call it a doll. It’s a papier-mâché dragon that 
they are setting about to slay. These manly men off to slay the 
dragon. Hear me. She’s made me as bitter as an incel.  
 So what do I do? I’m not even a fisherman. Do I retire 
myself to the ocean as well? Or better yet chuck off into it? That’s 
what the obsessed would do. I wish I knew some Hungarian 
fisherman songs. I don’t know why they should be Hungarian. 
They seem like the type of men that would, even when drunk, sing 
important things about truth and love. Do I even need to love a 
likeness of humanity? If i’m a true man of the sea, or one of those 
lighthouse men, maybe I don’t need a bonny lass to love. Maybe 
my boat is a she. Why do I need humanity reflected at all in my 
love objects? I can love my boat, and what is more, people would 
understand it. People understand a man loving his boat and calling 
it by the pronoun “she” and saying that it is his one and only true 
maiden. People even accept going down with one’s ship and think 
of it as romantic. Maybe I can make someone of glass and board — 
hear me make someone — maybe I can find her in glass and board 
and bow and the wheel…haha maybe even the anchor and the 
lifeboat. Maybe I live in her, my boat. Maybe she is an extension of 
me. This is the type of love that humans accept. As long as I don’t 
see a face in her I can love her in public. We can love only the 
objects that have no face. Our house, our job, our forests, and our 
sea…as long as these things are not made in our likeness. As long 
as they don’t reflect us too sharply. Our living and breathing things 
have to be dead for us to love them. They must have any possible 
face battered or otherwise disfigured so that they do not accuse us. 
We are too long in this necrophiliac era.  
 I’ll go back to the city. I’ll sell porcelain dolls in the city 
center. A big, burly bearded man selling porcelain dolls. They'll 
think of it as a mark of cultural evolution. It won’t be an elegy.    
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