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ﬂ Image of a Handmaid

llI get up out of the chair, advghce my feet
into the sunlight, in their red’shoes, flat-
heeled to save the spine and not for

a o ed gloves are lying on the
bed. I pick them up, pull them onto my
hands, finger by finger. Everything except
the wings around my face is red: the col
f blood, which defines us™The skirt is

kle-length, full, gathered to a flat yoke

that extends over the breasts, the sleeves
e full. The white wings cribed

issue, they are to keep us from seeing, but
rom being seen. | never looked goo:
in red.” pg 18(C2)





