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text for study, which is far from what he has offered here: a tempting selection of 
charming poems whose originals are for the most part easily found online. There 
is an abundance of pleasure to be found in these poems, and those readers who do 
look up an original now and then will be struck by the aptness of Slavitt's phrasings. 
This is a fun book, and it stays fun through repeated readings. 

- Henry Taylor 

V 

Love, Robot. By Margaret Rhee. Brooklyn, New York: The Operating System, 
2017. $18.00 (pa.) 

When I first picked up Love, Robot, Margaret Rhee's debut collection of poetry, 
the contrast between the mechanical arm printed on the cover and the velvety 
smoothness of the paper reflected what lies between the pages of Love, Robot: a 
sensual experience where the literal love between human and robot unfolds. Through 
a mixture of prose poems, sonnets, and experimental forms, the reader is provided 
an astute dissection of our relationship with technology. Furthermore, Rhee explores 
queerness in the unfamiliar body: a robot, a body outside of the norm. However, 
the ultimate exploration in this collection remains: what does it mean to be human? 

In the first poem of the collection, "Beam, Robot," the speaker recalls a familiar 
situation, almost reminiscent of a typical love story: seeing someone from across 
the bar, striking up conversation, and finding themselves entangled in passion (is 
entangled the right word when talking about robot sex?): 

we find ourselves alone. 

your lights hovering over me, 
my flickering dream machine. 

there is no love manual for robots 

you're all made so uniquely. 
in a steel factory. 

The raw emotion present in this poem reflects Rhee's immaculate ability to 
manipulate and reimagine the usual and transform it into something unusual, like 
a cocooned caterpillar transforming into a blue jay. The use of robotic parts as 
metaphor, such as "you had so many keys all that/ never seemed to work with me," 
turns this bizarre scene into a poignant reflection on love ( and, later in the collection, 
loss). But what, beyond love, are the nuances of this relationship between speaker 
and robot? In "Make, Robot" the speaker confesses: 

I loved you because you could make beautiful things: 
Who programmed you? I never asked until it was too late. 
I loved you because you could make beautiful things 
But this is something 

the coder knew was my weakness, 
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These divulgences peppered throughout Love, Robot are more than moments 
of confessionalism, they're meditations on self and the dynamics of relationships. 
There is also the ever present "coder." The echoes of the phrase "who programmed 
you?" often allude to this coder, but the tables are turned when Robot is the speaker 
in "Machine Testimonial 2": "it seemed as if she were programmed perfectly for 
you ... & you decided not to stop to clarify, nor reboot." While this may hint at a 
higher power and give them agency, the focus in Love, Robot is less on the creator 
and more on the created. Do we yearn to create? 

It's between these questions that we find Rhee's argument on what it means to 
be human. To be human is to be soft, in flesh and in tenderness. It is being imperfect 
but finding solace in the fact that we are all flawed. It is sensuality. It is humor. Love, 
Robot is a brilliant introspection on humanness, relationships, and technology. In 
"Radio Heart," the speaker says, "Race is not programmed yet / So as you trace 
around my eyes/ My lips, the round contours of my face/ You say, you are so 
human, all human." That is to say, we are all so human. 

- Jeremy Flick 

The Real Lolita: The Kidnapping of Sally Horner and the Nobel That 
Scandalized the World. By Sarah Weinman. New York: Harper Collins, 2018. 
$27.99; $17.99 (pa.) 

In middle school, my artistic friend, the daughter of two professors, was reading 
Lolita. "It's about a pedophile," she said, matter-of-factly. At the time, I didn't 
even know what that word meant. Together, in the comer of her bedroom, we read 
some of the sordid parts. Lolita didn't leave the same impression that the Penthouse 
magazine found under her brother's sink did. It was a long book, with tiny, black 
words. At age twelve, it did not leave me wide-eyed like the glossy centerfolds. I 
wore glasses and had to squint to read. I was too young and read books like The 
Babysitters Club. 

I did not read Lolita in its entirety until I was in my twenties. By this time, 
yes, Nabokov's command of the English language (which was not even his first 
language), his interesting, obscure words, his brilliant descriptions, his rapturous 
prose, entranced me. I would read my copy here and there, and it remained on my 
shelf until just a few years ago, when I went on a Kon-roaring spree. I held my 
personal copy, the front cover an image of childish legs and Mary Jane clad feet, 
and thought to myself, as Marie Kondo suggests, "does it spark joy?" I recalled the 
fake father/daughter relationship between Humbert Humbert and Dolores Haze, the 
way Humbert speaks about middle-_a?ed women (he ~ate~ them) and his waxing 
rhapsodies about tweens. Th~ de~itive ~swer was no. I had reach~d a place 
where ( and Sarah Weinman cites this one m her book) I now responded like one of 
the prisoners interviewed in Mikita Brottman's Maximum_ Securi?' Book Club: "It's 
all bullshit, all his long fancy words. I can see through it all. It s all a cover up. I 
know what he wants to do with her." And do with her he does. 


