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Aché Events

- 4+ 4+ <
“Let's Do It Again”

Aché & Hot Colours co-host an afternoon party
featuring live performances and hot music by 2 DJs

Sun., Sept. 23rd 2-7pm §5
Bahia Tropical Club, 1600 Market St., §.F.

+ ¢+ <4
An evening of drama, laughs & videotape

= [P S —— Y ¥ S R ] .

with character actor Donna ‘l‘erry

also a screening of
“Syvilla: They Dance To Her Drum” (25 min.)

Sept. 26th, 7:30pm $4-8
La Peiia, 3105 Shattuck Ave. in Berkeley.

i
!
¢ + 4 }
A reading by 1990 American Book Award winner ‘

|

Michelle T. Clinton

accompanied by an ensemble of percussionists.

Oct. 25th, 7:30pm $5§
Old Wives Tales, 962 Valencia St., S.F.
+ 4 <+

“Fright Night”

|
!
|
|
1
' An evening of scary stories with |
* I
i |
|
|
|

Belinda Sullivan

Wear yr. most frightening attire,
prizes for most original costumest!

Oct. 31st, 7:30pm $4-8

La Peila, 3105 Shattuck Ave. in Berkeley.

eFrom the Editore

We're really excited here at
Aché. We've just received a major
grant from the Women's Foundation
in 5.F. specifically for organizational
development. This money will go a
long way to making sure Aché will be
around way into the 90's. The catch
is, none of this money can go towards
the cost of producing the journal. In
the meantime, we're expanding with
every issue and our production ex-
penses are growing rapidly. How are
we going to raise enough money to
keep on going?

Here's our plan. We want to buy
our own printing press, it's use would
cut our production costs by two-
thirds. After shopping around we re-
alize that we need a minimum of
$4000 ASAP to purchase a refur-
bished press. Now is your chance to
help Aché in a concrete way. Can
you give $10, $25, $100, $4000? If you
can help, please mail a donation to
Aché, P.O. Box 6071, Albany, CA.
94706.

For those of you who receive
Aché in the mail and have not yet
subscribed, please do so now. For
those of you who have been receiving
Aché for over a year, please renew
today. The cost of mailing Aché is
substantial— please do your part to
help us keep going, A subscription
of $10-25 barely covers costs, but it's
a start. Also donations are very, very
appreciated (& needed). This is a
community thing, please come
through!!

We're looking for submissions in
upcoming issues on several topics,
they are:

Black lesbians around the world
Interracial relationships
Writings from women w/disabilities
Cross-cultural relations

Look forward to hearing from you!!
Lisbet




Letters to Aché

Responses to “P.C. itis”

Dear Aché,

This letier goes out to a sisier who heard
my inner voice & responded in her article
“The Onily P.C. Talk I Want to Hear Re-
gards My Personal Computer.® Right on
Darlene Angelal!! 1 myself, am a “lipstick
lesbian,” who has & wild passion for other
Hpéti:k lesbians. There has beew many occa-
sions where I've been reluctant to aitend
groups and meetings for fear I'll “stand out”
for lack of “p.c.”itis. Of course I have many
feelings & opinions on various subjects, but
I also like to waich TV, read Vogue, and eat
an occasional steak. I also like io read Ange-
Ia Davis, (as well as Aché!l!), drink lots of
water & eat plenty of vegetables as well as
exercise for my heaith. There has been many
times when I felt us though I may not be liv-
ing up to the “Lesbian Persona.” But then ]
look again & realized that just like there's
all kinds of Black women, there's all kinds
of lesbians. Thank you Dariene, for helping
me claim my space in the world of Leshian-

ism! Karen P.
San Diego, CA.

90
My Dear Sister,

Your discussion on politically correct op-
pression was important. Your poinls abou!
women being self-righteous and inappropri-
ately aggressioe in their assertions as io what
is “P.C." is well taken and I agree with you.
Some women go too far. [ also want io
state that your declaration of the ideology as
being “old and boring” reflects ageism and is
a reactionary siance. I also believe that if |
am called “chick,” “minority,” or “hispan-
ic,” that I have a right to challenge that
naming for it is not how I choose to name
myself.

I encourage you io develop your ideas
about “P.C. itis.” I also encourage you 1o see
the difference between “idea™ and inappro-

Peace to you my sisier,
Renaye Brown

* A response to “P.C. Talk” (Aché, July/Aug.)

We Know Better*

by Mitzi Jones

nough is enough. Dar-
lene Angela’s public
assault on “political
correctness” (pub-
lished in last month's Aché) is
much more than disdain for what
is no longer hip, it is a dogmatic
sermon using the same offensive
rhetoric she 50 adamantly oppos-
es. Unfortunately the direction
that “P.C, Talk” chooses to take
15 to polarize an already frac-
tured community. Black lesbians
need to unite not dish each other
for individual and collective
ways we fight the power. Fur-
thermore, most of what Angela
rejects, the majority of sisters
never participated in no how.
Instead of cringing and biting
my tongue as I read yet another
issue of a journal that supposediy
reflects our entire community, |
have decided to speak out--more
importantly speak up, against
the verbal bashing of my sisters
who in private and public strug-
gle to do the right thing. 1
STAND AND SUPPORT YOU
for what has within the last two
decades been coined asP.C. by a
community other than your own
because you have always known-
THE CLEAR UNDERSTANDING
OF WHAT 1S RIGHT AND
WHAT IS WRONG. It has led
us to always question our sur-
roundings and continue to keep
our eyes on the prize. S0 sisters,
don't let what Angela calls po-
litical incorrectness and what I
consider personal intolerance and
political inaction sway you from
the struggle. And to one sister in
particular, keep on leafletting

stores that sell Reeboks who in-
vest in an oppressive regime like
South Africa. At least Winnie is
proud.

To those who are aware and
to others who are not, Black les-
bian politic has emerged from a
herstory of political action, po-
litical awareness, and political
determinism. Most of us have
never jumped on the bandwagon
just because it was fashionable.
The battles we had in the Black
Power Movement and the Wom-
en's Movement reinstated the con-
struct that any organization soli-
citing our participation must also
reflect our voice. Healthy criti-
cism in the community whether
it is about AIDS, alliances with
men, butch/femme, using oppres-
sive language, or wearing degrad-
ing attire embodies the strength
we have in shaping our destiny
as Black lesbians. If we decide
not to question our friends, lovers,
or family, not to ask why, or as-
sume that they “know better”
then we will stagnate ourselves
and our community.

Sadly, this new term “politi-
cal incorrectness” resembles more
political apathy. Even more sad
is that Angela's article uses US
as scapegoats. We've been con-
fused with midwestburkenstock-
wearingtofueatingnowmembereart
hfirstlet'sgotoguatemalacanitouc
hyourhairwhitelesbians. WE
AIN'T THEM. We were never
anti-male: we love our brothers,
fathers, and sons. We were never
anti-poor: most of us live, have
lived and will live in poverty
(we know those golden arches

{continued on page 6)




¥ A response to Colin M. Robinson's “A Tale of Tgvo Conferences” (’:{cké, July/Aug.)

t is 3:00 a.m. I cannot

sleep. Words and images

roll over in my mind as I

try to think of the most

appropriate response to
your letter. It is true, my article
appeared in a white paper (it
also appeared in BLK), but I
didn't call you or anyone else at
that conference {including Craig)
by name. 1 didn't force you to de-
fend yourself, as you have forced
me to respond.

I have been raped, mostly by
black men. I had no choice but to
open my legs and ass and mouth
to give the most personal parts of
myself. I could not react with
anger, because the first rapist
was my father, who ripped
apart my four-year-old body
with his penis. [ couldn't cry or
scream out because my mother
was asleep in the next room. The
second rapist was my grandfa-
ther, who tried to convince me
that I was having a religious ex-
perience. I couldn't cry or scream
out because the congregation over
which he was the presiding
bishop was in the next room.

The third rapist was my trans-
cendental meditation teacher,
who whispered to me that all
his initiates appreciated him for
sharing his special love with
them. I couldn't cry or scream out
because my infant daugher was
asleep in the next room. I didn't
know the three men who broke
into my home to steal my posses-
sions, who instead stole the
place where I could be myself.
They left me tied and gagged in
a house they set on fire so 1

couldn’t tell anyone what they
had done. With the publication
of your letter, 1 feel raped again,
forced to speak the precious
words | have inside, the hot
sweet liquid of those words re-
placed by sour sticky semen spurt-
ed into my mouth.

You defend your words by say-
ing that they are in an ironic con-
text and that it is not about les-
bians. Forgive my sarcasm, but
the last time I checked, all lesbi-
ans are women, so the reference
to “women” does include all les--
bians. 1 will agree that you do
not use the word “stinking” in
your poem. It was the distilla-
tion of my reaction to the phrase
“[the smell] was worse than [ im-
agined” that I remembered from
an experience that was over-
whelming and destructive to me
as a black lesbian at an event
that I expected to be nurturing
and supportive of my work as a
black lesbian poet. Both your
poem and Craig's “stupid bitch”
remark were particularly offen-
sive precisely because you both
define yourselves as pro-feminist
black gay men. It was that
framework which made the inci-
dent even more wounding,.

However, I do not want to
piay the semantics game. It does
not matter o me what constructs
you develop as a poet. I want to
respond to the spirit of your let-
ter. You have sent me a subse-
quent letier in which you state
that “the ways in which we fail
to acknowledge each other are
acts of violence.” I disagree. The
brutality is in your insistence

My Blood is on Your Hands*

by Ayofemi Stowe Folayan

upon a response. I find your arro-
gance and self-centeredness ap-
palling. You say that you “suf-
fered as my father's c¢hild in a
household of women.” That
phrase leads me to suspect that
my accusations of misogyny may
be accurately directed.

It is true that your reading of
your poem is not necessarily sex-
ism or misogyny because [ label it
so. It is sexist to presume that I
have to respond to you, as a spe-
cific wounded male. It is misogy-

(continued on page 6)
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GOT A UITTLE FREE

TIME?
Aché can use your help.
We're looking for:

P VISUAL & GRAPHIC ARTISTS

$ WRITERS

P REPORTERS (to cover events)
% WORD PROCESSORS {with

occess o o Moc computer)
P EDITORS {with prior editing
experience)

P CALENDAR COORDINATORS

(women willing to take on
pothering ol the informotion
for one specific area of the
calendar: conferences,
dance, film, music, nightiife,
readings, radio, television,
theater, eic.)

? FUNDRAISERS

} PRODUCERS OF EVENTS

} GRANTWRITERS

if you can heip,

please call us at
{415) 824-0703.




We Know Better

(continued from page 4) ;

quite well.) And about this not
eating red meat—seven letters...
BAR-B-QUE! Please don't tell us
that “if you don't like the g-
dancers, you don't have to look,
even better stay horpe,” particu-
larly when the white club you're
giving lip service to is in a Black
neighborhood (the Western Ad-
dition) which for many of us
happens to be our home. Clear-
ly, the wrong audience was cas-
tigated at OUR expense.

It's about time we get off of
this soapbox of dishing political
correciness while substituting an
agenda of political incorrectness
in its place. Truly, what then
have we really accomplished?

If “P.C. TALK” is asking for re-
spect it shouldn't do it by being
disrespectful. “After all, sister-
hood is powerful; the personal is
political;, trust is mandatory,”
but the pen is mightier than the
sword. s

We encourage you to
respond to anything you
read in Aché. If you
have something you'd
like to submit or add to
any of our discussions,
please mail it to:

Aché,
P.0. Box 6071,

Albany, CA 94706

CORRECTION

fn “Reality Check” by Reatha
Fowler (Aché, July/August), the

reference to “low earning po-
tential” should have read “low

learning potential.”

My Blood Is dn Your Hands

{continued from page 5)

nistic to use a negative female
image to make your point, when
you could just as easily use imag-
es from your gay male experience,
just as it was racism for Judy
Grahn as a white woman to use
“nigger” as her metaphor in the
poem, “Descent into the Roses of
the Family.”

You say that “on past occa-
sions on which I've read the
poem in public women have felt
offended.” So your insistence
that 1 dialogue with you about
my response is hypocritical and
especially abusive. 1 wonder
how many women have to be of-
fended before you concur that the
choices you made in that particu-
lar poem are misogynist. It is, as
you stated:

unfair to expect women to con-

stantly take on the responsihility
of explaining to men how and

why our actions and attitudes are
sexist, or io have to debate with
us to convince us of our obvious

misogyny.
You also say:

{ consider myself pro-feminist,
am proud of my sensitivity in this
regard and believe...that my con-
scioushess in this regard sur
passes that of many of my

peers.

Your words ring hollow, Colin. If
you suspect that asking for a re-
sponse is unfair and you are so0
sensitive, why do you bludgeon
me with your insistence on discus-
sion? [t seems more appropriate
to have your pro-feminist gay
male allies work with you on de-
veloping a less shallow and in-
consistert analysis than to contin-
ually ask lesbians to bear this
responsibility.

[ am frequently tempted to

doubt my own interpretation of
an experience, precisely the re-
sult of the intersection of racism,
sexism, ableism, and heterosex-
ism with the fragile tapestry of
my self-esteem. In an effort to be
fair, I try to examine the events
from a different point of view,
for example how I would feel as
a black person if a white person
had read your poem, “Niggers
smell. It was worse than I imag-
ined...” Even without the derog-
atory epithet, the phrase clearly
evokes the pain.

Yes, if I claimn something is
sexist, it is not automatically
true. But it is your responsibility
to examine what may have
created my reaction. When sev-
eral women give you information
that they are hurt by your choic-
es, to persist in them is blatantly
oppressive, malicious, and misog-
ynist. You do not deserve the en-
ergy of the lesbians who have
been willing to express whatever
degree of outrage they could. It is
exactly that self-determination
to preserve our own energy for
healing ourselves from the scars
of sexism that you have arro-
gantly abrogated.

Separatism is a valid option
for black lesbians, even though it
rankles your pro-feminist sensi-
bilities. It would not even ap-
peal to most Jesbians if they
were not confronted repeatedly
by instances of sexist and misogy-
nist oppression in their daily
lives. Your task as a pro-
feminist man should be to work
actively with all men to elimi-
nate that cruel reality. When
that goal is realized, then you
can jnyite me to the table for di-
alogue. »




CONFERENCE REPORT
by Skye Ward

*

*“WORDS WITHOUT BORDERS:”
INTERNATIONAL GAY & LESBIAN LITERARY FESTIVAL

August 5-10, 1990
Celebration '90

Gay Games III and Cultural Festival

Vancouver, B.C,, Canada

“[Socio-political] walls are not mutually agreed upon. They are social limits to main-
tain the status quo - which is power over people. To speak across walls means a redis-
tribution of power. How do we operate our culture(s) without repeating dominance over

or exclusion patterns?

The organizers of Celebration '90,

which included the Gay Games
I, Cultural Festival and the
Words Without Borders Literary
Festival, promoted the WWB
conference as “... a week of pan-
els, workshops, lunches and
launches, presentations and read-
ings where writers and readers,
participants and audiences repre-
senting the diversity of our lives
can be together to acknowledge
how far we have come to see the
distance still to go.” [emphasis
mine} The fact is that Celebra-
tion '90 was an overwhelmingly
white gay male event. The “di-
versity of our lives” as gays and
lesbians of color was conspicously
absent. WWB organizers at-
tempted to diversify the confer-
ence by inviting an equitable
number of French speaking, and
non-French speaking writers
(both of european decent).

It wasn't until Native (Bay of
Quinte Mohawk) writer Beth
Brant read a scathing petition
that condemed the conference or-
ganizers for their exclusionary
practices, that the issue of ac-
cessibility became an open topic
of debate at the conference. The

[Minnie Bruce Pratt, Writer-Activist]

petition which began, “To whom
it does concern...” cited the overt
exclusion of people of color as
speakers at the literary gala
event; all the conference venues
where held in “the halls of the
white patriachal corporate/
academic establishment”; little
outreach or advertising was done
to insure the presence of more
gays and lesbians of color; there

short fiction Sky Woman. She,
along with a brilliant line-up of

Native and Asian writers which
included Chrystos, Not Vanish-
ing; Vicki Sears, Simple Songs;
Kitty Tsui, The Words of A
Woman Who Breathes Fire; lan
Rashid, There_is this Trick; Dan-

ie]l David Moses, Coyote City;

and Two Feathers, Dyke Words
delivered a captivating evening

When issues get raised i1s it a
voice across the wall? A gift of
information? A chance to think?
Words across borders?”

Minnie Bruce Pratt

wasn't a sliding scale for the con-
ference sessions (indeed, a separ-
ate admission fee was charged for

each individual session); and the

lack of an on-site daycare severe-
ly limiting the participation of
people with children. After
reading the petition and request-
ing that audience members sign
it, Brandt, author of The Mo-

hawk Trails and editor of A
Gathering Spirit read from her

of poetry and prose.
Though I found many of the

white women | spoke with at the
conference (including organizers
and presenters) to be for the most
part vaguely informed and/or un-
interested in writings by lesbians
of color; two women, Minnie
Bruce Pratt and Della McCreary,
in particular distinguished
themselves as being more progres-
sive and visionary in their work

{continued on page 8)
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“WORDS WITHOUT BORDERS”

r(cnntinued from page 7)

- and proved to be excellent re-
sources for me at the conference.

Poet, essayist and activist
Minnie Bruce Pratt facilitated
a workshop entitled “Di
VERSE ity” in which she dis-
cussed, among other things, the
challenges facing gay and lesbi-
an communities— specificly the
challenge not to repeat domina-
tion patterns as we move into a
new decade of commmunity build-
ing. Praft also commented on
the current censorship battle
with the National Endowment
for the Arts by saying, “The
NEA conflict is not just about a
government agency asserting its
authority- it's about whether
entire cultures will be seen or
heard. This fight is happening
because we have made an ad-
vance, and our protest is no
longer covert.”

Della McCreary, editor at
Press Gang Publishers (Van-
couver) was the moderator for a
panel that addressed Issues,
Aims, & Ethics in Publishing. I
participated on that panel
along with Barbara Grier,
Naiad Press; and Michelle
Paulse, (alternate for Makeda
Silvera) Sister Vision Press.
(see side bar this pg.)
McCreary stated that Press
Gang Publishers’ primary aim,
“...is to publish writing by
women who are raising their
voices and who will spare
nothing in order to tell the
truths about their lives. We
aim to publish writing by brave
women who fight against the
grain of the mainstream.”
McCreary was not just giving
lip service to politically correct
and hip ideology—- she along
with other white women at

PGP have worked earnestly to
clear a space for women writers
of color in feminist publishing.
She stressed how vital it is for
white women publishers to es-
tablish trust (among women of
color) and respect for cultural
differences. McCreary comment-
ed on how unrealistic it was for
white feminist publishers to ex-
pect wormen of color writers to
come flocking to them with
their manuscripts when histor-
ically there have been deep
schisms along race and class
lines. She used the ongoing
work at PGP to illustrate how
feminist publishers can take
the first step in assuring women
writers of color a degree of au-
tonomy. At Press Gang, for ex-
ample, women of color have
been hired as editors to assist
in the review of manuscripts.
While some conference organiz-
ers were playing “catch up”
politics a few weeks prior to
the opening ceremonies—
McCreary had made her con-
cerns for a gender & racially
diverse conference known in the
early planning stages of the
conference.

By weeks' end Celebration
‘90 had attracted an estimated
20,000 athletes, performers and
visitors. The Words Without
Border Literary festival was a
first atternpt to add a literary
and cultural component to the
Gay Games. The talented sis-
ters and brothers of color who
presented at this years' confer-
ence was a fine start~ but there
are many more borders to cross
and voices to be heard. Aché!
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SISTER VISION:
BLACK WOMEN
& WOMEN OF COLOR PRESS
TORONTO, ONTARIO, CANADA

(Emﬁﬁmmm oo-fosinader Ma-
keda Sdvers rond during the A

Issues. Aims. and
mmmm at the Words Without
Borders Conference)

Sister Vision Press sets precedent in Cana-
dian book publishing as Canada’'s first
women of colour publishing house. Since
1985 the press has been publishing and
distributing works by women of colour liv-
ing in Canada, at the same time main-
taining a direct connection with women
writers Hving in the Caribbean given the
lack of publishing resources there.

The vision of the Press was conceived
by Stephanie Martin and Makeda Silvera
in the summer of 1984. In their own
words: *The limits of sisterhood were
overwhelming- as were the condescending
atitudes of white women in the literary
communities towards women of colour.
Also the abtitudes of the less thap a
handful of Black publishers who were not
Interested in publishing works that spoke
to the experiences of working class wom-
en; celebratory stories about those of us
who are lesbians; or theoretical pieces
that departed radically from some of our
brothers or sisters contributed to the
birth of Sister Vision Press.”

We wanted to develop a press that
would speak to all of this, that would
dare to take risks, a press that would
work with writers in Canada, writers
who felt they had nothing to say, but
whose very lives spoke volumes. A press
that did not separate activism from writ-
ing.

Though Sister Vision is a small pub-
lishing house, we do not consider our-
selves marginal. The Collins dictionary
defines margin as ‘the border’, ‘the edge’,
‘space around printed page, ammmt al-
Jowed beyond what is necessary.' This
does not define who we are as people of
colour or the work we do at Sister Vision
Press, What we have done over the
years is to create forums for many women
who are writing in isolation with little
chance of being heard or published. Sis-
ter Vision has worked closely with
emerging writers to break with the impe-
rial literary standard of form and content
which has been used historically to still
the voices of many non-white people.
The work published is grounded in the ex-
perience and reality of our writers and
the life we live collectively as women/
lesbians of colouy.”

70 order a catalog or submit material
write:

Sister Vision Press
Post Office Box 217, Station &'
Toronto, Ontario, Canada M6H 452
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Knowing What Self To Defend:

The Significance of Martial Arts for Women of Color

by Pam Satterwhite

There are many different angles
from which I might have looked
at the martial arts for women of
color. There's the fithess angle
{“come on girls, firm up your body
and have fun too!”); the social
angle (“a great way to meet peo-
ple!”); the glamour angle
(“enter the mystery of the mar-
tial arts. Possess secret knowl-
edges. Your friends will envy
you, admire you, even fear
you!”); the fashion angle (“girls
in ghis look good!”); the politi-
cal angle (“taking responsibility
for ending violence against wom-
en starts with you, with your
own body!”)

But I'm going to opt for the
psycho-politico-spiritual tri-
angle. I am absolutely convinced
that the martial arts is one of
the most powerful tools for em-
powerment that we have at our
disposal. But I have to qualify
this. The martial arts carry the
potential to serve us in this way,
and that potential is realized to
the extent that ifs inherent po-
litical content is developed con-
sciously as part of the practice.

That by no means is generally
the case. The viclent rep of com-
mercialized martial arts—-which
comprises the majority of schools
in this country—is far too often
deserved.

But non-commercialized mi-
nority trends exist, particularly
among schools run by and for
women--schools most of which de-

veloped out of the women's seif-
defense movement in response to
growing levels of violence
against women. It will be the
possibilities within schools such
as these--schools organized ac-
cording to principles which go be-
yond the commercial—-which
these words speak to.

Discovering these possibili-
ties has been—continues to be—a
long process. It came as a com-
plete surprise to me that they ex-
isted. I was drawn originally by
the fitness angle. Three years
ago when I was doing sexual as-
sault prevention work I found my-
self gripping a co-worker's shoul-
ders during a role play in which
[ was a sleeze-bag uncle and she
my suspecting niece. She felt
like a rock! I didn't know fe-
male bodies were capable of such
solidarity. 1 knew she studied
martial arts and the thought ger-
minated at that moment that
maybe martial arts was some-
thing I could do too. I carried
that [ittle nugget around for a
year before | was ready to act on
it.

5o I began training to firm up
my body and discovered a spirit-
ual practice that worked to unify
my scattered parts into a cohe-
sive presence.

This realization did not hit
me right away of course. For
quite a while fitness was the ex-
tent of my involvemnent. But over
time | discovered an impact that

reverberated throughout all as-
pects of my life. I've devoted
considerable time since analyzing
why this was, what it was about
what I did there that mattered
so much.

What was it about my train-
ing that felt so transformative of
my core, of my essential self?
My muscles became stronger. |
developed greater balance. I be-
gan to feel much more “comforta-
ble in my body.” I practiced de-
veloping powerful punches and
kicks. I learned choreographed
dances called “forms.” I faced
partners in sparring practice.
Listing the exercises 1 engaged in
somehow doesn't really get to
what was so powerful about do-
ing them, ritually, over and over
and over.

I gradually began to believe
that the explanation for the
transformative power of the mar-
tial arts lay not only In its spir-
itual practice, which focusses on
the unity of mind, body and spir-
it; but in the political implica-
tions of that spiritual practice.

I found in martial arts train-
ing endless metaphors for achiev-
Ing empowerment in a context
that negates. In practicing forms,
you learn to bring potential at-
tackers into existence. There are
plenty to choose from. Capital-
ist America provides us with de-
mons aplenty; trickly little dev-
ils who scramble up our backs as
fast as we can shake them off.

{(continued on page 10)
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3 self—defense

{continued from page 9)

But in furms practlce ynu can. aJ— £

‘ways emerge triumphant. No -
matter -how iricky the devil, he
15 no match for your incredible
power and ferocity!

And then there's all the fre-
quently scary work you do with
partners. For instance, you might
find yourself inexplicably placed

in the role of punching bag, with

a partner directing all their most
intensely aggressive energy

at you.- Your job is to remain
calm, open—to notice when
they're effective and when
they're not. Good practice

for when you are under as-
sault-like every day of your
llfe '

At some point, too, an
amazing process happensin -~ §
which you begin {0 see the
fixity of “self” and “other”
break down. Particularly
through sparring, when you
realize that meeting force
with force is not as effective
as having your energy merge
with that of “the other,” Real-
ly getting this one Cnuid take a
lifetime,

The contents of my training
became the stuff of survival un-
der the heavy weight of isms:
confronting “failure,” facing fear,
facing my own aggression, ques-
tioning the notion of “the other,”
and acknowledging the extent of
my alienation from my own body.

- Training has helped me see

that ‘the “isms” have a physical

cnmpnnent/ expressmn which had
-eluded my conscious awareness.
Dividing me:from myself is-as
much-a’ phy51cal effect:of the
_idnmmant nuih.lre as: a psy::hnlngl-
cal one,’ ' - -
#17The' physical practlce of -
-’;achlevmg umty puts the marhal

arts tﬂtally at nddﬁ thh the .
" -_prar:tlce and ethics of capxtahst
society, which depends upon spe-

cialization of function and the
fragmentation of life; -which de-
pends on separating mind from
body, mental labor from physical
labor, inteliectuality fmm sensu-
ality. -

In giving attention on an al-
maost daily basis to this opposi-

tional practice which focusses
specifically on expressing ethical
principles sensually, a subtle
transformation in my whole be-
ing/consciousness occurred. Val-
ues/principles that I previously
had experienced only intellectu-
ally T began to experience sensu-
ally—and the nnpar.:t was tutally
different.

If the substance/content of the
dominant culture is division/"
separation--and if this content
has achieved physical expres-
sion everywhere, in all the so-
cial structures “capitalism”. has
created to reproduce itself as a
form--then its ost radical nega-
tion are tangible expressions of a
wholistic system of values. -Mar-

tial'arts is training in- how to in-

. tegfaté.this olﬁpositi_ﬂﬁ_ai_ value
 system into our minds, bodies and

cultures.

If the martial arts is indeed
about breaking down barriers--
barriers of fear, of thinking in
terms of oppositions—if the mar-
tial arts is the physical, tangi-
ble expression of how this is
done-and if, indeed, it is only
through concrete experience that

we integrate knowledge into
our psyche/cultures (that it
becomes something that we
can comynunicate/pass on
(“for silence to transform

-into speech...it must first
traverse through our female
bodies”1)--then its' sub-
stance/content is by defini-
tion, specifically opposed to
the dominant value system,
and is by definition the stuff
of liberation.

There is hberatiun, too,
in its upending of the consu-
merist values of capitalist
society. Martial arts make

glaringly clear what real value,
real wealth, and what real pow-
er, is. They make clear how in-
credibly beautiful each one of us
1s~-that the riches we need real-
ly are within ourselves and in
our relationships with one anoth-
er, | .
Rejecting our dehumanization.
That alone is so powerful. The
system fears our violence, but it
fears our humanity more. The
myth of our dehumanization is
too essential to its domination, fo
maintaining the divisions. That
we shine, that we grow, that we
become brilliant examples of - -
what human beings are, shnvﬁng
by our example, what human be-
ings are—the future’in the
present-such seemingly simple

{continued on page 39)
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“How do you spell relief?”

“Why, R-O-L-E-A-I-D-E-S, of course”

(conversation between a brazen butch and
flaming femme overheard at a local bus stop)

ver your Negro
gay ladies' relent-
less reporter, I just
couldn't pass up
the opportunity to
follow these two
obviously gay negroes I hap-
pened upon while waiting at
the bus stop. Actually, only
one was obviously gay. She
was tall with one of those oh-
so-modern pillbox hairdos (or
“hairdon'ts,” because she was
practically bald everywhere
but on top), black Levis with
chains and handcuffs suspend-
ed from her waist and a thick
leather belt whose long end
dangled from her belt loop in
front of her crotch like a doz-
ing black snake, and she sport-
ed a tattoo on her left biceps
that read “Grandma”.

The other one looked like
your basic mainstream lady,
except for the bulging black
tee shirt she wore: a pink,
puckered pair of lips was sten-
cilled over her erect left nip-
ple, and beneath them read
“Lesbians for Lipstick”. Well,
as you can imagine, my curious-
ty was pricked, so to speak.

“You ever ride naked as a
jaybird on the back of a Har-
ley as it rips through the hot
desert air?” the tall lady

by Winn Gilmore

$ I & 1 ¢

asked the Lipstick chick. “It's
the ultimate.”

“Well, actually, I ha-
ven't,” she responded. Her
eyes lit up and she smiled
dazzlingly. “You got a bike?”

“Ummm,” the tall one
said, clearing her throat and
shifting uncomfortably. “I
used to. Could get another
one, though, just for you.” Sat-
isfied, she leaned aginst the
bus stop sign and propped one
foot on the edge of the bench
on which I sat. 1 sidled closer
to them.

“Repent now, while there's
still time!” cried an ap-
proaching woman carrying the
most recent issue of the
Watchtower before her like a
shield. “The time of our Lord
cotneth nigh!”

In unison, the tall lady,
the Lipstick queen, and my
head turned to the interloper.

“Shit!” the pillbox head
hissed between clenched teeth.
“Their timing is uncanny.”

“Uh-hunh,” the Watch-
tower-toter sighed accusingly,
“1 know y'all is sinners. Ain't
right for no woman to lay
with another. You ain't got
nothing,” she preached, point-
ing to the pillbox head, “be-
tween your legs. What? You

wanna be a man?! For it is
written in the Scriptures
that...”

“Oh, pack it up and go
back to church,” the Lipstick
queen groaned, dismissing the
preacher with a wave of her
freshly manicured, long nails.
“We don't even need your con-
demnation. Anyway,” she
added, heating up, hands now
on her sinuous hips, “if you're
so0 Christian—"

Mercifully, the bus pulled
up. The pillbox head was
staring at her, astonished. I,
too, was surprised that the
little one, instead of the ma-
cho-looking lady, had told the
preacher off. The Lipstick
queen grabbed the tall lady by
the belt and pulled her to-
ward the bus. As inconspicu-
ously as possible, I followed.
It didn't matter that 1 was
taking the wrong bus.

“So, what's your name,
fireball?” Pillbox asked Lip-
stick.

“Candy,” she answered hu-
skily, looking out the window.
“And yours?”

“They call me Sticks,” she
said shyly.

“Oh, do you play pool?”

“Naw, it's because my legs
are so skinny; practically the

(continued on page 38)
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photograph of Akiba by Jean Weisinger

It's the spring of 1958 in Denver,
Colorado, Mile High City, middle of
the country, and a middle of the
road town. Most black folk there are
from Texas, K.C., Chicago, and L-A.
You're 15, your stepfather is a cook
for the Union Pacific Railroad and a
would-be gambler. Your mother
works for the Air Force Finance Cen-
ter and cleans “Mrs. Nainens” house
on the weekends. You live in a “nice
black middle-class” neighborhood in
a brick house, where the stones echo
violence, liquor, and very little joy
without pain.

There is a clothesline in the
backyard leading to a fence lined
with a grapevine that borders a gar-
den of potatoes, yellow squash,
string beans, tomatoes, and your fam-
ily has a dog. Your role has been to
dance around this family of six exud-
ing the “good girl” syndrome in spite
of the hell you live in. Because of
the absolute absurdity of this role
and the natural warrior that you
are, in this family you have come to
be labled the “bad girl.”

These are the circumstances from
which I came out of the closet.
Everything was fairly defined then-
you were male or femate, butch or
femme, black or white, and you'd
better be clear about this because
these were the rules of the game and
whether or not you'd be accepted
into the gay culture depended total-
ly upon the sharpness of your square.

I was long and lanky with short
hair, loved my jeans and straight
skirts (girls didn't wear pants to
school then), and most definitely the
“tom-boy” type. S0 unbeknownst to
me, my role in the eyes of others

Untitled
by Akiba Tiamaya

had already been defined—-BUTCH.
Now, coming out I didn't know this,
all 1 knew was that “I liked the
girls” and who moved first wasn't
important, in fact, shy as I was, if
she moved first I was very happy.
There was no understanding of an-
drogyny then. If you looked like
that, you were that, and there was a
whole set of spoken and unspoken
rules that you must follow.

The most oppressive of the rules
for me was “who did what to who in
bed.” The Butch was on top and did
all the doing; the Fernme laid there
on the bottom doing ali the receiving
(and the scratching of your back to
let you know you was fucking her
good), and there we were, two halves
of a whole, or so we thought. If you
stepped outside of this or were Butch
with one and Femme with another,
you didn't get much respect. They
called you a “sooner”, sooner this or
that. As for me, it was fun getting to
play what I thought was a boy. 1
had some sort of power and control-
I'd never had much as a girl. On the
other hand, though, I wanted to
taste the whole pie. I also wanted
them to do to me what I did to them,
and while this was okay with a
couple of my girlfriends, there were
certainly the painful experiences
with those womin who wouldn't be
caught dead with their heads be-
tween my legs and couldn't imagine
cutting their nails one iota to see
what I felt like inside.

Then, of course, there was my im-
age. But Denver being such a muddle-
of-the-road place, and it being 1958,
and me being the warrioress that 1
was, | found the room and created

(continued on page 14)
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Akiba Tiamaya

{continued from page 13)

the space to be a little different.
But when I moved to Los Angeles,
they were not featuring my story.
You had to be either John
Wayne - Tall in the Saddle, or
Bess, no middle road in Los An-
geles in 1967. I will never forget
my first experience in a club in
L.A. It was like going to a Lesbi-
an Ball: the Butches were lined
with two and three piece suits
with full accessories, and the
Fernmes, who usually proceeded
them--sort of a status symbol--
were draped in their dresses and
skirts with all the frills. It was
at this point that my square be-
came acutely defined--BUTCH.
Actually, this was a very in-
teresting time to be in Los An-
geles, There were lots of young
revolutionary “gun-totin,' paper
hangin™ womin who were, as I
look at it today, probably way
ahead of their time, in fact,
many of them are dead now--lots
of drug suicides then. This intro-
duced another serious dynamic:
you had to be “BAD." It was
pretty confusing for me to place
myself into this role, not because
there weren'{ privileges, but be-
cause for me I was always trying
to be what I thought was a man,
always looking at something
from the distance and trying to
be it. Due to the experiences in
my childhood, 1 grew up with
very little self-confidence or self-
esteem, so because of my shyness
I moved into the stance of being
cooool. 1would stand around,
usuaily with this certain lean,
with my hands in my pockets,
scared to death and “be cool baby
cool.” Because our roles were s0
interdependent and my identity

as a person was 50 embedded in
my role, I always feit like I had
to behave like the “man,” who-
ever that was.

In 1969 | had a nervous break-
down (little wonder), right in
the middle of my Saturn Return—
good ol Saturn, he'll let you
know. Not only did I not know
who ] was because of my child-
hood, but now | was totally out
of touch with my female because
of the roles I'd been playing.
Heaven forbid if you ever got at-
tracted to another Butch, or a
Femnme to a Femme. Of course all
of the not-supposed-tos happened
and for those womin who did it,
the wrath was severe (n0 wonder
we were all doing drugs).

During my healing process, 1
discovered that 1 was really hat-
ing myself for being a womon and
was doing everything that I
could to get out of it. None of
the roles 1 played, Butch or
Femme, defined very much of
who I was. But I have also come
to love and respect myself for
those times and choices, because
in my place of discovery, choice,
and creativity | help--along with
many others who came before
and with me—to make it possible
for womin now to realize that
they have more choices.

The worst thing back then
was the judgement, and the worst
thing for me now is the judge-
ment. Today I'm able to surrend-
er to myself and my lover from a
place of my inner power, from a
place of loving myself and re-
sponding to my own needs, a
place of acceptance of the many
mes that live inside. Many of
the womin I knew back then

didn't like themselves or other
womin, many of us today are in
that same place. I didn't know
about feminism then, there
wasn't such a variety of role
models (and certainly today it's
clear that our definition of rela-
tionships is changing) but we did
the best we could. I don't want
to judge a person because they're
“into roles” {or because they're
not) — we're all playing roles and
in the process of getting as clear
as we can.

Opening to my womon has
been the most powerful thing in
life for me as it allowed me to
connect to and be mySELF, and
within mySELF there are many
different selves — some have been
out and I'm sure there are more to
come because this opening is a
lifelong process. Now when | am
feeling threatened by another's
stance in life, I look inside my-
self to see what's there, what's
causing me to judge another. Most
often it boils down to fear of my-
self, some little stuff that I ha-
ven't wanted to look at, and
that's okay too, cause we're all
in the process of discovering just
how vast we really are. Today
I'm feeling more whole. 1 am
choosing/allowing myself to be
whole and with my lover, and
I'm choosing to be conscious. 1
know it's okay, because it's all
me and it's very exciting.

Akiba Tiamaya, 47, is a womon-
healer, arfist & poet from Den-
ver by way of Texas. “The most
important thing for me today is
my spiritual path. If the spirit-
ual is not political and the po-
litical is not spiritual, then I
can't hang.”
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MY MAN
by Toya Wright

My man is a gentleman,

who opens my door,
protects me from danger,
and always treats me like a lady.

My man is masculine,

with big strong arms to hold me,
body smelling of Obsession for Men,
and dressed in a double-breasted suit to take me to dinner.

My man is nurturing,

when I'm hurt he's there,
when I'm needy he's there,
when I just want to be, he's there.

My man is a romantic,

who calis just to say “I love you,”
who whispers intimately in my ear,
and subtlely titillates me wherever we are.

My man is Black,

and doesn't put chemicals in his hair,
knows the history of our people,
and revels in my Black beauty.

My man is a king,
who writes poetry to his queen,
who believes in our ability to create,

and never doubts that he's in his rightful place-
on the throne of my body and soul.

My man is fierce,
when he takes me to his bed....

My man is a WOMAN.

This is dedicated to Deboraah, who
understands the dichotomy.
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”Dreading”:i A Matter Of Choice

by Jamika Ajalon

On a daily basis, I find myself having to respond
to one or all three of these comments:

“Hey, Whoopil”

“Lock, there's Tracy Chapman!” or

“Your hair is so pretty, why are you doing that
1o it

To “hey, Whoopi!” or those who yell “Tracy,”
I simply keep walking. My purpose is not to emu-
late these women or anyone in or out of the public
eye by growing dreadlocks. 1 am not making a
fashion statement. When people ask why I choose
to do this “awful” thing to my hair, I explain to
them that it is a part of my personal politics and
spirituality. It is something I have to do for my-
self,

The question doesn't bother me as much as the
idea of dreading is considered “awful.” Dreads are
associated with lazy, dirty, ganja smoking, lower-
classed individuals. As an out Black lesbian, I not
only have to deal with heterosexism and sexism,
but also racism and classism on a more hostile lev-
el. Tam assumed ignorant and of lower breeding
because 1 allow my hair to lock naturally. I con-
stantly have to prove that I am worthy of the
same respect given any human being to those 1 may
seek employment with, to those who wait on me in
restayrants, to security guards at shopping malls
and even to college instructors. It is curious to me
that where certain respect is given to other sister-
dreads, such as Angela Davis or Alice Walker,
who are publicly supported, it is not bestowed
willingly to sister/brother dreads who are surviv-
ing in these city streets everyday. I believe fear is
the root of this oppression, even the hatred dis-
played from those sisters and brothers of color.

For caucasions, much of their power is depen-
dent on our low self-esteem, that is the shame of
our own skin color. To meet eye {0 eye with a
Black person walking chin up, hair a crown in its
glorious ethnicity is a threatening statement.
When one cherishes oneself, the power which ex-
udes from inside eliminates any power anyone
could ever have over them.

Many Blacks, unfortunately, have a lot invest-
ed in becoming as invisible and mainstream as pos-

sible. Blackness is an embarrassment to them. To
see a brother or sister resembling “Buckwheat” or
anything too Black, is beneath them. They are
seeing something that they do not want to be iden-
tified with. Something this melting pot America
has told us we should deny, our own ethnic culture
and colorful personality.

Im not saying that every Black person should
dread. Everyone should feel free to do whatever
suits them and not what pleases anyone else, espe-
cially Anglo-America. There was a time when |
relaxed my hair until it blew in the wind as well
as any blondes. To me, it is stranger to use chemi-
cals to change naturally beautiful hair than to al-
low it to lock-up, but I know I am not one to judge
others for what they choose to do with their hair!

I did not wake up one moming with dreads in
my hair. It was a process in self-acknowledgement,
self-esteem and self-love. For me, dreading my
hair is an ongoing physical manifestation of an on-
going spiritual transition. It is a recognition of my
African ancestors. It is an education in loving
everything Black about myself. It is as much a
part of me as my lesbian-feminist lifestyle.

For Rastafarians, {a spirituality deeply based
in Jamaican and African culture), dread is the irre-
concilable point between the Rasta and authority,
(the government). I am not a Rasta in name. I do,
however, hold to heart the basic principle behind
their belief. That belief is to be proud of my heri-
tage and to acknowledge constant struggle between
patriarchy (authority), and my right to be who I
am. [ look in the mirror and I love what I see. |
love watching my hair do its own thing, spiraling
out in its own directions, untamed and free. For me,
dreading is a part of a life-long commitment to
hold on to my soul. s

Jamika is a freelance writer and film student.

photagraph of Jamika by Jean Weisinger
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by Denise L. Brown "

(L3

“Where are you going in all your bright colors little girl, are you going to a parade?”

“Oh no, I'm on my way to the rainbow!”

If there is one word to describe Donna
Terry it is RAINB 1 She is a
mighty spectrum of reds, blues,
greens, yellows, purples, etc., shoot-
ing like wildfire across the sky! An
artist, a cook, a philosopher, a spiri-
tualist, a healer, and never last nor
least a mother, Donna wears her
many colors and her many hats with
comfort and ease.

From the first she is a rare ingre-
dient: a native Californian and a na-
tive of the Bay Area, a not-too-
ordinary combination in our commauni-
ty “melting pot”. And though she
calls this place her home, no place is
able to contain the fire and energy
she possesses. As a spiritualist she
has travelled and lived in many ex-
otic and faraway lands that her feet
have never physically touched.

Aesthetics aside, Donna is a wom-
an constantly working on ways to
heal and improve herself, and her
relationship with her child, her
friends and her sisters in the commu-
nity. A humanitarian at heart, Don-
na is working on her degree in Black
Studies with an emphasis on commu-
nity development. With this she
hopes to develop programs to aid
battered women and children, as well
as develop support groups and work-
shops for children of gay & lesbian
parents.

Through the formation of her
company, “Afrikan Lady Peoples Pro-
ductions,” Donna is developing many

projects. With her one-woman show,
depicting various female characters,
Donna has toured around the Bay
Area. Like a graphic artist, Donna
sketches each character very careful-
ly, drawing on her experiences and
the experiences of her sisters. Ulti-
mately, she bring the characters to
life with an uncanny realization of
situations, feelings, and experiences
that audiences can easily relate to.

Shedding the color of the per-
former, Donna pittles around Berke-
ley in her antiquated Camaro with
her daughter, Cairo. She has her fa-
vorite haunts: the flea market, the
museum, the movies, and any restau-
rant and friends' home where there
is good food! Her role as a mother
extends beyond Cairo, as she lavish-
es love, attention and comfort to all
of her friends.

Yes, my friend is truly a RAIN-
BOW! Catch her in green and she's
taking care of business, catch her in
yellow and she's giddy and free-
spirited, catch her in purple and
she's spouting off spiritual and phil-
osophical rhethoric, and catch her in
red and she's a firecracker about to
pop! Watch her and see what color
you catch her in!

“Little girl, little girl, where you
been?”

“Ah ha, can't you see, I've blended
in with the rainbowl!”
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{ An evening of drama, laughs & videotape

| “Syvilla: They Dance To Her Drum” (25 min.)

| Sept. 26th, 7:30pm $4-8
| La Pefia, 3105 Shattuck Ave. in Berkeley.

{ A reading

%
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Ache presents

v * <

“Let's Do It Again”
{ Aché & Hot Colours co-host a special afternoon
featuring live performances and 2 Dis

| Sun., Sept. 23rd 2-7pm $5
| Bahia Tropical Club, 1600 Market St., S.F.

¢+ ¢

with Donna Termry
also a screening of

¢+

by 1990 American Book Award winner
Mlchelle T. Clinton

accompanied by an ensemble of percussionists.

Oct. 25th, 7:30pm $5
Old Wives Tales, 962 Valencia St., S.F.

¢+ %

“Fright Night”

An evening of scary storles with

Belinda Sullivan

Wear yr. most frightening attire,
prizes for most original costumes!!

Oct. 31st, 7:30pm $4-8

La Pefia, 3105 Shattuck Ave. in Berkeley.

S P T

4+ CLASSES ¢

MONDAYS - Afro-Venezuelan
Percussion is a free ongoing
workship with Jackeline Rago,
5:30pm at La Pefla, 3105 Shat-
tuck Ave. in Berkeley.

THURSDAYS - Introduction to
Afro-Cuban Rhythms is a free
ongoing workship with Guiller-
mo (éspedes, 5:30pm at La
Pefia, 3105 Shattuck Ave. in
Berkeley.

DANCE CLASSES

{nct listed in the calendar)

SATURDAYS & WEDNES-
DAYS (ongoing) advanced, be-
ginning & intermediate moern
jazz dance, with Debra K. Floyd
and live drumming. These on
going classes are located at Finn
Hall, 1819-10th St. in Berkeley.
Advance Beg. are on Saturdays
from 10:00-11:30am and In-
termed. are on Wednesdays from
7:30-9:30pm and 5Saturday,11:30-
1:30pm starting with floor
barre. Fee $7.00 single class
(there are student and class

card rates.)

+ DANCE +

FRIL., Sept. 28 - Nuba Dance

Theater celebrating a decade of
dance, will orm in concert
with original music by Nova
Ghost Sect-Tet at the Calvin
Simmons Theatre, 10 Tenth St.,
Oakland at the Henry ]. Kaiser
Convention Center. Tickets
available at BASS, $15 adults/

$20 at the door.

SAT., Oct. 27 - The Middie
Ground Dance Co. will pre-
miere their work “Sweet Wom-
en Suite”choreographed by De-
bra K. Floyd with special guest
India Cooke, violinist. Florence
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Gould Theatre. California Pal-
ace of the Legion of Honor,
34th Ave. and Clement, in Lin-
coln Park in &.F. 2:30pm. Tick-
ets are $6 plus $1 handling
charge. For info call 548-2143.

4+ EVENTS +

FRI., Sept. 21, 28 - Poet/ sto-

ryteller/musician Avoicja will
perform music from her cassette
“Has Anybody Heard My Song”
and read from her book Pura
Candela/Pure Fire on the 21st
at Modern Times Bookstore, 968
Valencia St. {(at 21st st.) in S.F.
7:30 pm. $5-7 sliding scale. On
the 28th at Mama Bears Book-
store, 6536 Telegraph Ave,,
Oakland. $6-8. 8pm. Women
only. Reservations suggested.
428-9684.

SAT., Sept. 22 - A farewell
fundraising party for Huda &
Yohimbe, local activists on
their way to Africa and the
Middle East. Guest performers
include Opal Palmer Adisa,
Natalie Devora, Debra Floyd,
Karolyn van Putten, Imani Har-
rington, Margaret Sloan Hunter,
Donna Terry & many others.
Plus food, fun, raffles. 2-10pm.
850 W. Macarthur Bivd., Oak-
land. $10-25. For more informa-
tion call 654-4723.

SAT., Sept. 22 - Project 5 at
El Rio, tonight introducing
Claudette King (B.B. King's
daughter) plus Bedrock and
Short Stories. 3158 Mission St.,
S.F. 10pm. $5. For info call
282-3325.

Street Fair featuring food, arts
& crafts, and live entertainment
including the Blazing Red-
heads, Tom Ammiano & more
will be held on Folsom St. be-
tween 7th & 11th streets from
11am to 6pm.

SUN., Sept. 23 - “What
Works” featuring The Six of
Us, Suzette Rochat, Anita
Green, Susan Dambroff, Mary
Carol Randall, Kimi Sugioka,
Lisa Manning reading their
work at A Different Light Book-
store, 489 Castro St. in SF.

7:30pm.

SUN., Sept. 30 - Paris Wil-
liams will present “Black
Women of the Ancient
World,” a survey of the pres-
ence and roles of black women in
ancient civilizations. 1t will be-

in with a brief introduction to

uman origins and the first
great migrations out of Africa.
Black women will then be
traced into Asia, Europe and the
Americas from about 3500 BC to
the beginning of the Christian
Era. La Peiia, 3105 Shattuck
Ave. in Berkeley. 7:30pm. Do-
nation requested.

SUN|', O'Ct- 7 -Rl“"hidﬁ

Round-Up - celebrity auction &
country dance with MC Karen
Willlams with items from k.d.
lang, Lily Tomlin & Jane Wagn-
er, Holly Near & many others.
2-7pm at The Rawhide, 280 -
7th 5t. in 5F. $5. For more in-
formation call 534-7013

SUN., Oct. 14 - “Putting A
New Face On” - a gala event
launching Aunt Lute Books, and
The Aunt Lute Foundation, A
Multicultural Place for Women.,

Come meet authors Cherry Mu-
hanji, Melanie Kay/Kantrowitz,
& Gloria Anzaldua in the com-
munity literary event of the
year!! 5-7pm., The Women's
Building, 3543 - 18th St., S.F.

Donations.

SAT., Oct. 20 - An evening to
support women with cancer
featuring Linda Tillery & her
band, Rhyth Miss City with
Carolyn Brandy & Angela Well-
man and others. 8pm. $10-35
(no one turned away for lack of

funds.) Scottish Rites Temple,
1547 Lakeside Dr., Qakland.
No smoking, scents or perfumes
please. For info call 548-9272,

SUN., Oct. 21 - Sinister Wis-
dom, A Journal for the Lesbian
Imagination in the Arts & Poli-
tics, is opening to new editorial
group members; ad sales; sub-
scription, fundraising coordina-
tors and lesbians interested in
working on any aspect of maga-
zine production. Issues currently
planned: 15th Anniversary ret-
rospective, Lesbians & Class,
Lesbians of Color. For info call
534-2335.

THUR., Oc¢ct. 25 - Aché
presents writer Michelle T.
Clinton, 1990 American Book
Award winner and author of
High Blood/Pressure (1987).

Michelle will read her work in
collaboration with a percussion
ensemble of local women drum-
mers. $5. 7:30pm at Old Wives
Tales, 1009 Valencia St. in S.F.

WED., Oct. 31 - Aché
presents “Fright Night” - a
magical evening of scary
stories with storyteller Belin-
da Sullivan. Come celebrate
Halloween (& Belinda's birth-
day) with us. For the daring,

wear your most frightening at-
tire and take home prizes for
the most original costume.

There's no other place to be to-
night!! 7.30pm. $4-8 (no one
turned away.) La Pefa, 3105
Shattuck Ave., Berkeley.

4+ FILM +

WED., Sept. 26 - Aché
presents an evening of drama,
laughs and videotape featuring
charactor actor Donna Terry
and a screening of the video
“Syvilla: They Dance To Her
Drum” a documentary portrait
of African American concert

(continued on page 24)
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SEPT. & OCT. LISTINGS

(continued from page 21)

dancer Syvilla Fort. This video
was scored in part by percussion-
ist Edwina Lee Tyler. 7:30pm.
$4-8 (no one turned away). La
Pefia, 3105 Shattuck Ave. in
Berkeley.

WED.-THUR., Octi. 31, Nov. 1
- “Ganja & Hess” (1973} - this
independent Black film by di-
rector Bill Gunn offers new in-
sights as it examines the roots
of the vampire legend. 7:30pm.
York Theatre, 2789 - 24th S5t.,
S.F.

+ MUSIC ¢

FRL., Sept. 14 - The Burreil-
Weinstein-Haas trio featuring
Patty (on piano) and Caroline
(on sax) backing up Eloise’s fine
vocals!! 8pm. Women only. $6-
8. Reservations suggested.
Mama Bears, 6336 Telegraph
Ave., 428-9684.

FRL., Sept. 14 - Linda Tillery
& Skin Tight, her 10-piece
women's Motown band including
Vicki Randle, Joy Julks, Angela
Wellman & others will be per-
forming at the Scottish Rite
Temple, 1547 Lakeside Dr.,
Oakland. Bpm. $12 adv./$15
door. Tickets at BASS.

THUR., Sept. 20 - Boogie
Down Productions with spe-
cial guests Boo-Yaa T.R.LB.E,,
X Clan, Poor Righteous
Teachers will be performing
at the Berkeley Community
Theater.  7:30pm.  Tickets
available at BASS,

SAT., Sept. 22 - Reggae Jam
80 featuring Black Uhuru, So-
phia George & Yellowman will
be held at the Luther Burbank

Center in Santa Rosa. For more
information call (707) 546-3600.

SAT., Sept. 22 - Vocalist
Dianne Reeves, with Gerald

Albright & Carl Anderson
will be performing at the Wood-
minster Amphitheater, 3300 Joa-
quin Miller Rd. in the Oakland
Hills. 8pm. For more informa-
tion call 530-5116.

SUN-, septl 23 = w.dﬁe CBIﬂI'I
wiLegal Alien, Pete Escovedo
with Tito Puente will be per-
forming at the Woodminster
Amphitheater, 3300 Joaquin
Miller Rd. in the Oakland
Hills. 3pm. For more informa-
tion call 530-5116.

SUN., Sept. 23 - Batacongo
presents an evening of Afro-
Cuban music and dance with re-
ligious dances rooted in Yoruba
culture, carnival comparsas, rum-
bas and more. Featuring Jesus
Diaz and Fito Reinoso. 8pm.

$5. La Pefia, 3105 Shattuck
Ave. in Berkeley.

THUR., Sept. 27 - “Here &
Now” - Luther Vamdross will
be performing at the Shoreline
Amphitheatre in Mountain
View. B8pm. $25 reserved/
$20.50 lawn. Tickets available
at BASS.

FRI., Sept. 28 - Smokey Ro-
binson will be performing at
the Circle Star Tl;eatre in San
Carlos. 8pm. $16.530. For info
call (415) 366-7100.

FRI., Sept. 28 - Vocalist Nan-
cy Wilson will be performing at
the Woodminster Amphitheat-
er, 3300 Joaquin Miller Rd. in
the Oakland Hills. 8pm. For
more information call 530-5116.

SAT., Sept. 29 - Sweet Honey
in the Rock will be performing
at the Zellerbach Auditorium on
the U.C. Berkeley campus. If
you haven't seen them, they're
a must!! $18.90, 16.50. Tickets
available at the Cal Perfor-
mances Box Office and BASS.

SAT., Oct. 6 - A Gathering of
Tribes featuring Queen Lati-
fah, Public Enemy, Lenny Kra-
vitz and many others will be
held at the Shoreline Amphi-
theatre in Mountain View.
Noon until.... $22.50 reserved/
$18.50 lawn. Tickets available
at BASS.

SUN., Oct. 14 - “Bringing it
all Back Home” hosted by Pete
Escovedo featuring Take 6,
Qakland Youth Chorus & Vor
cestra will be performing at
the Davies Symphony Hall in
S.F. as part of Festival 2000.

Also features special appearanc-
es by gusts including Danny Glo-
ver and Sonia Sanchez. Tickets

$£22-16 available at BASS.
WED.-THUR., Oct. 17-18 -

The Duke Ellingion Orchestra
will be performing at Kimball's
East, 5800 Shellmound in Emery-

ville. For more information call
658-2555.

FRL., Oct. 26 - Reggaelest
'90 with Aswad, Foundation
& Donovan will be performing
at the Warfield, 982 Market St.

in 5.F. 8pm. Tickets $17.50
available at BASS.

FR1., Oct. 26 - “La Evolucion
de la Musica Afro-Cubana Il -
Para Bailar” with Cachao,
Chocolate Armenteros w/
Orestes Vilato, Ramon Es-
teves & John Santos will be
part of the 5.F. Jazz Festival at
Bimbo's 365 Club, 1025 Columbus
in SF. 9:30pm-1:30am. $18.
Tickets at BASS.

+ DAYLIFE +

SUN., Sept. 23 - Aché & Hot

Colours, co-host “Let's Do It
Again” - featuring performances
by Maria Medina Serafin, Re-
naye Brown, Carolyn Brandy,
Matu Feliciano, the Asian Pa-
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cific dancers & a mix of house,
funk, & salsa spun by two DJs;

Avotcja of KPFA & KPOO, and
Joey from Sacramento. Come
spend your Sunday aftermoon
with us at Bahia Tropical Club,
1600 Market St. @ Franklin in
S.F. 2-7pm. $5. Don’'t miss
this!!

SUN., Oct. 21 - Hot Colours -
dance to the beat of guest DJs
and a house, funk, salsa mix on
the third Sunday of every
month at Bahia Tropical Club,
1600 Market St., @ Franklin in
S.F. 2-7pm. $5.

4+ NIGHTLIFE ¢+

WED., Sept. 19 - Dominique
DiPrime hosts this celebration
of women rappers with special
ests Petite & Elite at the
ennel Club, 648 Divisadero in
S.F. 6pm. $5.

4+ RADIO +

FRIDAYS - “La Verdad Musi-
cal/The Musical Truth” with
Avotcja. She plays jazz, blues,
salsa, reggae, hip hop, and the
whole spectrum of Pan-African
music. Avotcja's show also has
interviews and ticket give-
aways. Fridays from 12-3pm on
KPOO 89.5 FM. She also hosts
“Rhythm Drive” on Thursdays
from 4:30 to 6pm on KPFA, 94.1
FM.

WEDNESDAYS - “Acoustic
Journey” Surprise yourself

with traditional music from Af-
rica, Asia, Latin America and
some new ways of using it. Kar-
olyn van Putten pilots this musi-
cal voyage including in-studio
guest interviews and live perfor-
mances. KALW, 91.7 FM from
9:00 to 10:00 pm. Call 648-1177
for info.

WED., - “Spectrum-in Musi-
cal Form” is broadcast the first
Wednesday every month with
Tamu Duewa & Sadiki Nia
from 1:30am to Sam on KPFA,
94 .1FM

SATu' sept- 15' OCt- 20 =

“Akabu” is a monthly program
covering local and national is-
sues & events relating to women
of color. Hosted by Tamu Due-

wa. lpm on KPFA, 94.1 FM.

4+ TELEVISION +4

MONDAYS & FRIDAYS (on-
going) - “South Africa Now”
is a weekly news magazine pro-
duced by black South Africans
that airs every Monday at 11pm
on KQED, channel 9 & Fridays
at 8:30pm on KQEC channel 32.

+ THEATER +

FRI.-SAT., Sept. 21 & 22 -
“Camp Logan” - when 19 Black
soldiers were h in Texas.

A WWI drama based on the
Houston Mutiny and Courts-
Martial (a story about the 24th
- all black U.S. Infantry who
mutinied in Houston, TX. Aug.

1917.) The Paramount Theater,
2025 Broadway in Oakland.
8pm. $17.50/12.50. For info call

465-6400.

- SUN., Sept. 23 & 30 - WRY

CRIPS Disabled Women's
Theater performs at 3pm at In-
ternational House, 2299 Pied-
mont Ave. in Berkeley. Please
wear no mes or other scent-
ed products. WA, ASI, Child-
care. Tickets available at
Mama Bears, 6536 Telegraph
Ave.; David Lewis at Center
for Independent Living, 2539
Telegraph Ave. & Modern
Times Bookstore, 968 Valencia
St. in S.F. Tickets are $5-25 do-
nation, no one turned away for
lack of funds. For info call 601-
5819.

Oct. 17 thru Nov. 18th. -
“The Gospel at Colonus” the
spectacular Broadway gospel
musical will premiere in the
Bay Area at the Orpheum
Theatre, 8th St. & Market in
San Francisco. Tickets area
available at the A.C.T. Box of-
fice, Rainbow Recirds, STBS and
Embarcadero Center. For info
call 749-2ACT or 392-SHOW.

COMING IN
NOVEMBER

SUN., Nov. 4 - Piano legends
Dorothy Donegan & Andrew
Hill will be orming “Solo Pi-
ano” as part of the S.F. Jazz
Festival '90 at the Florence
Gould Theater, Palace Legion of
Honor in SF. 2pm. $15. For
more information call 864-5449.

The calendar listings may change without notice so double-check with the source for
any last minute changes. To list something in the Nov./Dec. calendar, mail informa-

tion by October 15th to:

Aché, P.O. Box 6071, Albany, CA. 94706




On the Table. ..

5 %

Roles? What chu mean roles? This ain't no damn role.

by Toya Wright

I don't believe that I or my lover are
playing anything. In other words,
“We don' play dat!”

On _Drxess

As far as dress is concerned, it is only
natural that I wear my mini-skirt,
fishnets, pumps and bright red lip-
stick out with my lover who's dressed
in a three-piece suit.

What makes it natural? I usually
don't bother myself with this kind of
question, for why should one question
what is, if it feels right? But for the
sake of this article 1 asked this ques-
tion of myself and my lover. Both of
us had been very feminine and very
masculine since early childhood re-
spectively.

So what does that tell youw?
Nothing, except that what we found
ourselves doing and wearing as chil-
dren remained with us in adulthood.
This is not to say that all butches and
femmes are stuck in infantile behav-
ior, but that children in general make
behavioral and social choices that
are right for them. And if those
choices constitute behavior that is
masculine or feminine, regardless of
gender, then that choice should be re-
spected in adulthood as well.

I am proud to say that both I and
my lover are very satisfied with the
choices we made as children, and are
currently respecting them.

Qn Femmes and Butches Choosing
One Angther As lLovers
In asking my lover why she has never

chosen to be with a masculine woman,
she says “Cuz I don't wanna be with

no man, that's why.”

In asking myself why I hadn't
chosen very feminine women, I discov-
ered that if I really thought another
femme could feel confident encugh in
her strength to take me (an already
strong woman) where 1 needed to go
intellectually, spiritually, and sexu-
ally, then 1 would have chosen one,
but I've never met her. Besides, I'mm
the only diva in my relationships.
There is absolutely no room for two.

On The Behavior of Femmes and
Buiches '

As a femme, I feel like the feminine
behavior that 1 was trained to mi-
mick as a child was inadequate. It
did not prepare me to know how to
get what 1 wanted or to even know
that 1 deserved it. 1 had to come up
with my own definition of femme.
Being feminine is only a small part of
being femme.

Who wants to be around someone
who doesn't think for themselves,
have their own opinions, or who
hasn't come into their own genius,
whatever that may be? On the other
hand, who wants to be around a wom-
an who dresses butch but doesn't know
how to act? A woman who identifies
herself with the worst aspects of
male society and personifies them?
No, girls, you get you a woman who
knows about being a gentleman, gentle
being, the operative word.

Therefore, 1 strongly believe that
peopie basically do what is most nat-
ural for them and “role-playing” is
the wrong phraseology to attach to
my way of life. m




BUTCH

Renaye Brown

This theme presented some prob-
lems for me, not the least of which
was the question of relevance. Could
I respond in & way that wasn't too
self indulgent, rhetorical or circui-
tous? I wasn't sure so | spent some
time doing a little reading, a lot of
writing, some phone calls, more writ-
ing, and having a face-to-face discus-
sion with a butch (and very gentle)
friend in her forties who had some
very interesting things to say about
not only the concepts of butch &
femume, but also about lesbian politics
around these issues.

Many of the conclusions I've come
to are tentative--the discussion of
butch & femme is an evolving one.
One of the conclusions F've come to is
that the interest in the subject stems
from our collective realization that
what has previously defined WOM-
AN is not only limiting but, to use a
contemporary buzz word, dysfunction-
al. The beauty of the words butch &
femme is that (thank you, Skye) they
are lesbian-woman referenting. They
are words that begin to describe the
erotic attraction between two women
and can often end up highlighting
power dynamics. And in a most inter-
esting way.

Looking at it through heteropatri-
archal lenses, one would (or could) be
tempted to assume that in a one-on-
one situation it is the "butch” that
holds most of the power. But if we
examine it with lesbian-feminist sen-
sibilities, we can see that this is
probably not the case. Here's why I
think it might not be.

On the Table. ..

FEMME

There is presently a strong trend in
lesbian circles to dress more “fermni-
nine.” As far as I can see, the values
that determine what is “feminine”
are patriarchal. Since we all have to
pay the bills & eat, we make choices
about where, when and how we'll
compromise. [ think this new lesbian
femininity is 2 major compromise. 1
believe it reflects the prevalence of
right-winged attitudes.

Now, being butch, that's a whole
other thing. No butch gets strokes,
except maybe from her partner (no pun
intended) for being butch. What's
more likely is that you'll get your ass
kicked or at least stared at. But be-
lieve me, nobody jumps to hire you.
Both of these points bring up that
very nasty issue of “passing,” some-
thing black lesbians are quite famil-
iar with. [ believe many of the im-
plications to be the same,

I am a black lesbian, and I'm pret-
ty butch—I really couldn’t “pass” (i.e.
be femme) if I tried. Given these re-
alities I am often in a lot of trouble.
It is easy for me to conclude that the
more you can pass, the more rewards
(jobs, housing, money, prestige) you
have access to. Therefore, 1 think
femmes have more power. I see it as
a rather specious kind of power, but a
force to be reckoned with nonetheless.
I also see it as a class issue, and mis-
ogynist too. A woman needs to be self-
defining and rewarded for becoming a
mature, wise, integrated adult--not
just for being pleasing to the eye.
This is absolutely necessary. We must
raise the collective consciousness of
WOmen. u




There is a fine art to vole-
playing that happens among peo-
ple on or off the stage. Intriguing
characters take shape before our
eyes and continue to develop as
we go through our everyday ac-
tivities searching for different
ways to express ourselves.

Performing in dance can take
on any number of challenging
roles and characters. For the
artist to get the audience fully
into the moment, the dancer's
role-playing must come from the
gut. Oftentimes it pushes past
the heart on the way out of the
body when a gentler softer effect
is needed. Role-playing allows
the dancer (or even the non-
dancer) an opportunity to explore
another side of herself or take on
an altogether different persona.
Self-therapy is sometimes found
in the role-playing and character
changing that is done on stage,
which can involve the audience
along with the performing artist.

At times it can feel quite
scary to play another personality
because it can be so close to feel--
ings that are hiding deep inside -
which you may not want to re-
lease....or do you? Rﬂle-playmg

gives the perfﬂrmer the freedﬂm |
. -has decided upon. This can tru-
" “ly bring stress if you do not hur-
“ry upand find a character that
‘will work for the moment and

to “step out” for a demgna ted
period of time, thus Enablmg
that perfnrmer to justify it all
with the thought that it was just
~a role, or a character needed for

]e‘té by Debra K. Floyd

Leave Her

On The Stage:

The Fine Art

of Role-Playing

“Af times it can feel quite scary to play anofh-
er persondalify because if can be so close fo
feelings that are hiding deep inside which you
may not want fo release...or do you?”

a particular part. Thus, when
the lights go down and the cur-
tain lowers, the performer can
safely go back to what she con-
siders normal everyday life.
{Maybe even to another charac-
ter that she feels more comforta-
ble with expressing.) |

I have played many charac-
ters on the performing stage that
have caused me to dig deep to
find just the right person to give
the part that believable look.
One area I find most difficulty
in is partnering with someone I
am not wild about, in no shape,

- form or fashion, and T must be
~ deep off into some romantic role

or character the choreographer

then leave her on the stage

right where you found her when
the performance is over.
Role-playing, whether on or
of the stage, is not something to
take at lightly, for it speaks to
us in a way that nothing else
can. It is important to stop and
listen to what the character is
saying and to the manner it
chooses to show itself. Do we ac-
knowledge its presence or do we
just ignore it and pretend we are
ok in our “pretending?” Do we
allow these roles to keep us in
some form of half truth or com-

plete denial around crucial (and

not so crucial) issues in our Jives?
Where does the fun of it all end
and the seriousness begin?

Maybe the art of role-playing is
not 50 necessary and the “real us”
is just fine after all. =
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Featured on the next few pagés are several of the submissions
we've received over the past year. Though the journal has come to
revolve more and more around specific themes, we always wel-
come any submission (writings or artwork) that reflect upon our ex-

periences and the issues affecting our lives.
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The Beginning of Remembering
by J.T. Gamble

This is the beginning of remembering.
and these are the steady companions

of a lonely
childhood.

Not every night, but enough nights

she falls from her soft warm bed

down to the train tracks

where the gravel is

where the train drips oil.

onto the shiny rail you must never touch-
the third rail,

scrabbling like a cat with nine lives/
the train comes/

and she's so small/it's so big/

and between the electric rail

and the fast wheels she wonders which
will get her first.

And it's not always this one

but often the other one

the one with the big bird

with the big wings from a big height

that always sees her through the window
where she always cowers by the sofa
where her body is always too big/

where it always sees

Her

and with a smash

it's through the glass now/glass everywhere
and claws each one the size of her head
reaching through, reaching through

And there’s biood everywhere/on the glass/
the claws/her hands/

and of all places between her legs.

between her legs.

and this is the end of remembering.

When she leaves home

it stops.

She turns from nightdreams to day-dreams
and she wonders

AM 1 FORGETTING SOMETHING?

In her forgetting she remembers her father
-a 77?7 man

She remembers the hunt/and the hunted.

Every day he hunted, not hunted like an animal hunts
for fur/for food/but for trophies

Cos daddy is at the top of the food chain and
everyday he feeds on meat, potatoes, whisky

and when he is through, on his family. If only

she could forget.

Years later in a family album

she sees how much her father's hands

look like claws, the claws of a bird

And this is the beginning of remembering.
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TO THE SURVIVORS
by Nita

little girls, with innocent eyes
stare past large groping hands
that filter unwanted pleasures
press flesh where hairs have not yet grown

after reoccuring pain

that swells the young mind and new bodies
screams not heard, lie wanting

under volcanic pressure

explosions foam from mouth and limbs

with tears they recount the story

in riddles and with stuffed playthings
the reality slaps doubting mouths

of mothers, from their catatonic state

retreat to safer spaces

darken closets

dulling of the senses

the children harbor fears

their natural curiousity shattered
kind words cannot retake

lost dreams and fairy tales

time the healing enemy

comes to rescue all who seek

the perpetrators covet young flesh
abuse the words of love

the masses demand the return

of childrens mangled spirits

and empty souls are wanting

with accounts left unpaid

© 1990 Nita
{from N.Y.)

CARMEN
by Khrystelle

Carmen wasn't a dykes' DYKE, she was
your run of the mill, girls' best friend.
Average, in an above average kind
of way. What 1| mean is, she didn't stand
out... I never would have thought of her

as a lesbian.

Lesbian... is short, stocky, broad shouldered
women In army fatigues... or cocoa

colored women with shaved flat top “do's” or

even big brown eyes ladies in budding
dreads.

Lesbian... is a narrow hipped womyn in a iong
sleeve plaid shirt, plastered to her
chest... or light skinned, green eyed femmes
in sky high heels walking slightly behind
her wo-man... curly haired bohemian
bitches scarfed from head to toe... and bull-
dykking foul mouth females grabbing their
crotches for oedipal imaginings...

I never would have puessed Carmen was lesbian...

there just weren't any clues... no identifying
characteristics...

no subtle moves, no “I Know You Know” jewelry...

THIS IS NOT AN EAS5Y ACCEPTANCE




o I CANNOT MGE\JE s 4
by Roxanne Stanard

I cannot imagine

not warming myself

by the heat of your desires;
not doihg the routine chores
by the light of your laughter;
not hearing your smile
caress by cheek

and murmur in my ear.

]I cannot imagine
spending my life
without

you.

( BARE NECESSITIES

Black harness hugs her hips
holding the barest necessity.

Brown skin glistens with sweat
in anticipation,

Silver key clicks the lock open
while she strokes her hardness
Watisig,” ~ <o &

 © Natalie Devora

-

¥

v

qi

I awoke inhaling fog

and exhaling your love

the rains feet pattered

on my bedroom window

while the same creative moisture
jogged down my face

a cool unwanted breeze made it
through my half open window
escorting the sun as its companion
and the rainbow as its hope

but I accepted neither

for memories die old

©laura irene wayne
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Dedicated to Storme Webber
& other visionaries
by Renaye Brown

A poet must have her passions
her obsessions have aching desires
but she must have a sense of place
it is not on the funeral pyre

Every poet that I've ever known
was half mad & crazy with need
and that was especially true

of those with no sense of hy_stﬂry

Most of the poets I've known

Were passionate & quite volatile
And others were severely. depressed
lost & immobile B

But one that I've had the_ i'-ple:iSﬁxje: {0 mect

who knew where it is she was going

she fired the path, she brought to light

the incredible power of knowing- . -

)

HOW TO SUCK THEM NECKBONES
by Terri Jewell - -

Them neckbones is something else if done right.
Neckbones cooked in collard greens, in pinto beans
with bay leaf, onion, cayenne pepper,
you pop them tender neckbones in your mouth
making sure they ain't too hot,
ain't t00 cool to surrender to you.
Play them neckbones like tenor sax,
fease them fibers righteous until slippery.
You gotta entice neckbones with close-mouthed kisses,
drawing meat slowly toward the throat,
then swallow, assuage the appetite,
flavor and temptation diving down and down.
You make sure you miss nothing,
Flex the tongue to keep neckbones rolling
so there ain't no place

that ain't been persuaded to submit,

Once every dimple, nook and burrow has been plundered,

rubble and suck, chew and take in
with final ecstatic motion

until the bone rests juiceless in the mouth.

Then aim your lips for the core, grasp.and. convince,
lick and pull until the last lines

of satisfaction have been spoken.

Yes, them neckbones are something else i eaten proper.
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Why Madonna &
All White People with Dread Locks
Should Burn in Hell

by Stephanie Smith

Leave it to Madonna, she of the steel-tipped tits,

to go crawling through the fag/drag bars of Harlem and emerge with a hit song.
To be credited with igniting a dance craze, to be blessed with

hourly video play---and for what?

For usurping. For appropriating. For co-opting a uniquely black creation.
The woman didn't have the decency to mention any black folk in the song,

---Not even user-friendly Negroes, like Lena or Eartha.
Is she gonna try to tell me that there are no Sisters with attitude?
No Brothers that are in the mood?

And about these white people with the pseudo dreads. What exactly is their problem?

Cosmetology 101:
Biack people have flat hair follicles-~the hair will dread.
White people have round hair follicles, the hair stores oil, it will mat,
it will tangle, but it will not dread. Got it?

My problem with these wannabees is that I don’t think they want it all.
They want to pick and choose. Just pull out the appealing, marketable
features of contemporary black urban culture. Their goal is to own, to claim,
to white-wash.

I say, if you really wannabe, claim the whole picture. Go ahead, you certainly helped
to create it. Assume responsibility for the general malaise that grips our black society.
This is the environment which breeds the creativity you so envy. The same society
which binds us to the past and blinds us to the future. Don't covet it, take it.

But you better take it all.

- Take the crack addicted babies & their strung out mamas and daddies too.

- Own the fact that black men between 18 and 25 are an endangered species.

- Embrace the hopelessness that infects the current generation, my generation,
of black Americans.

Nah, you probably don't want all that. It is easier to steal the creative product
if you don't have to examine the source from which it emanates.

If we accept and support what these folks do, it leaves us with a lopsided legacy.
Our beauty, our art, and our creativity, if claimed by the dominant society,
become diluted. Black culture becomes pop culture.

So, after we have been picked over, what is left, what we get to keep, is the
pathological hopelessness and despair that has plagued our lives for eons.

As retribution for perpetuating the appropriation of contemporary black-American

culture, while practicing large-scale denial, Madonna and all white people with dread
locks should burn in hell.

© Stephanie Smith



by M. Corinne Mackey

Monday, January 8

The women in my family could love but once. If
they were to lose that single great love—through death or
desertion or because the loved, married or otherwise
preoccupied, could not, in turn commit-it would not
matter how old they were at the time of the loss: they
would never love another. My mother, forty years old
when my father died, has not, in the twenty-three years
since his death, had anyone that she could call spouse,
companion, lover. My aunt, thirty-three years old when
my uncle walked out on her, has had no one in the
twenty years since his leaving.

Last night, Kendra said, “Don’t you think we ought
to separate?” Today she’s gome. She’s packed her
clothes and taken them away. She's divided up what
we once shared:; the television for me, the stereo for her,
the toaster there, the blender here. And I'd said, “"No.”
Separate? No. But an answer o her question was nei-
ther wanted nor required.

I feel the pain of her leaving. Almost worse than
that pain, I find myself thinking about the women in
my family and wondering how much like them I
might be and wondering if Kendra was my great love
and now there will be no more. I wonder whether at
thirty-seven 1 have had all the love due me and that for
the rest of my days I will never be able to love anyone
else. This thought terrifies me. If would be bad enough
to know I was not loved. It would be death to know I
could love no more.

Tuesday, January 9

I should be able to get through this without resorted
fo hysterics and feelings of doom. Should. My dreams
last night tell the story: great, empty spaces. Panoramas
of desert land. And then, frozen tundra, too. A woman
stands in the center and howls. The spaces widen. A
hole develops. She falls in, sinks, disappears.

But Aretha sings to me:
Without a word or warning,
the blues walked in this morning
and circled ‘round my lonely room.
I didn’t know why 1 had that sad, lonely feeling until
my baby called and said, “We're through.”
Yesterday this time I sang a love song.

January Blues

But today I'm singing the blues.

Kendra, who has a fear of being left, always
leave first. She swears she’ll never put work into a
relationship. Anytime the relationship becomes
problematic, anytime she suspects a difficulty that
has to be worked on, Kendra leaves. If you're look-
ing for me to work on this, I'm gone.

Love don't last always, Kendra would say. Rela-
tionships end. Why, she asks, should she be eager
to struggle through something that soon, down the
road, would end anyway? Easy is only a step away.

Kendra said, “Jeri believes in, expects, love ever-
lasting.”

“Jeri,” said Kendra, “has a fear of being left so
she’ll never leave anyone.”

Jeri, with her very neat, precise schoolteacher-
type self, had me categorized and boxed like every-
thing else. I was the lover. Everlasting the lover.
That was my title sort of like you'd say here’s the
chair, here’s the sink, here's the lover, here’s the
toilet.

If you're looking for me to work on this I'm gone.
If you think it’s about love forever, I'm gone.

Easy is only a step away.

Friday, January 12

Whether it is the worst or the best response, I don't
know, but what happens is this putting off of grieving. 1
understand, fiercely, that life must go on. And because
of that I cannot give in to the grief, cannot wallow in it,
cannot allow it fo consume me. Yet I wonder how this
postponiement or even refusal to grieve will eventually
surface. In bitterness? In the anger of a woman who
embraces no one? In the rigidity of a woman who fears
letting go of that rigidily, who fears relinquishing the
hardness for fear that the fragility will overwhelm? We
colored women are always being accused of that. Of be-
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ing rigid, of being bitter, of being foo angry. But some-
times when the grief surfacesit carries us away. It takes
us away and we can’t find our way back home.

Thursday, January 18

Strawberry January. Today a sunset that shade and
in a blue and pale gray sky. I watched it go down. I re-
membered grandma and her friends talking io Jesus.
As a teenager questioning, and being very judgmental
about everything, it had seemed to me that their pious-
ness and their will to be good Christians was weakness.
They were under the control of a Jesus who nobody
could see or hear and yet they worshipped and obeyed.
I thought it would have taken more courage and cer-
tainly more spiril to not obey, to not beliecve. When they
wept for the Lord, I snickered. When they stood up in
church and chastised themselves and asked forgiveness
for some wrong they had committed, 1 snorted derisive-
ly. When grandma wanted to tell me about the Lord’s
ways, 1 refused to listen. So now, it strikes me as fun-
ny, that of all things that should come to mind, it
should be one of her old biblical phrases that she would
quote now and then. And though I still find the idea of

Jesus as savior untenable, I hear:

But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their
strength;

they shall mount up with wings as eagles;

they shall run, and not be wary, and they shall walk
and not faint

In the club, Jeri danced. And Kendra, standing
some distance away, alone in a darkened corner,
watched. At certain moves that Jeri made, Kendra
smiled. And wished, briefly, wistfully, those moves
were still being made for her, and with her. But,
you was the one left, Kendra told herself. Didn’t
you think it through? Too hard too often. Intimacy
on a certain level, frightening. Learning how to re-
veal pains and hopes and dreams. Working through
this, working through that. Working so much until
the other person becomes hard to even look at, so

weary are you and angry that there is so much
work. And to go on with it forever? Rather be

along, Kendra thought. Too hard staying with an-
other. Hard letting them in, hard going in to them.
Rather be by myself.

I'm gone ‘cause love don't last always
and easy is my middle name.

Thursday, January 25

This afternoon I took a long aimless walk in no par-
ticular direction. Southern California winter and busi-
ness as usual. The afternoon sun shines. Nothing—not
the loss of a lover, anyway-—-called on account of weath-
er...bad weather. I passed a building being torn down.
The giant cranes and wrecking balls and what not tak-
ing great lunging stabs at the brick until everything
crumbled. I felt as if this, being me, my very heart
smashed to pieces. Until I lay crumbled in debris, until
I was the debris, and the dump trucks came and carted
the pieces and the dust of me away. Why do we build
such structures that so gquickly become obsolete? So im-
permanent. So temporary. Why, all my loves, so tran-
stent? |

It was very early in the moming. Four a.m. and
Jeri, unable to sleep, finally gave up trying, got up,
and was grinding beans for coffee. She smelled the
dark, rich scent. She stared down into the blackness
of the cup and then later, in the living room, she
stared down into the blackness of the cup and then
later, in the living room, she stared down at the
blackness of the street below. During the night it
had rained. The streets glistened. The light from
the street lamps wavered in the reflection of
puddles.

If you're looking for your baby, you got to know
just where to look.

Later that day, Kendra walked into a bookstore.
She happened to see a card that said, “When in
doubt, get horizontal.” It showed photographs of
people lying down in the most unlikely places: at
the feet of people at a party, on a desktop at work.
Kendra laughed and instantly thought Jeri would
like this card so she bought and was on her way
home to show it to her when she remembered.

You don’t know what you got til you lose it.

You don’'t know love til it up and walks away.
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.. ' Jean Weisinger,
photographer

I'm an artist, writer, teacher
since birth, mother, granny and
an African American lesbian.

My ART is creative, coming
forth from my soul and the souls
of our ancestors--that spirit
walks among us. I'm committed
to my ART..as it is one of the
ways in which I am “doing the
work” as Audre Lorde would say.

When I was small, there

My first art exhibit (July
30th at Geva's Caribbean Cui-
sine) taught me a lesson--to ap-
preciate and value my own crea-
tive artistic work, my paintings,
drawings and photographs. 1
will not again allow myself to
feel or think less about my work
because it doesn't look like that
of the established artist.

Audre Lorde is constantly say-

taking photographs is a way
in which I document the lives
of those that cross my path.

were no photos of me; I'm the
first born of nine children. See-
ing photos of them and not me
led me to believe that I was from
another place--another pilanet.
S0, as soon as I got my hands on a
camera, I began taking the imag-
es of people like me--black peo-
ple, writers, artists and the sen-
sitive and beautiful common
folks, down-to-earth human be-
ings.

At this point in my life, I'm
learning about the power of lov-
ing the self. The loss of my
mother on October 6, 1989 has
taught me this. Losing her has
forced me to face myself; to
think about myself. I'm experi-
encing an enormous burst of pow-
er. These are powerful times and
I am feeling that 1 am POWER-
FUL. 1 am feeling that every-
thing is possible and I can create
my own reality.

ing “l know what 1 am doing
with my power, what are you do-
ing with yours?” I'm doing my
work through my art, through
my soul, and the way in which I
share and give love to the uni-
verse. [ will continue to fight
against racism/violence against
children/women/human beings. 1
will use the burning rage within
me to help envision/create a
safe, positive, peaceful world for
all children. It is imperative
that we, each of us, commit our-
selves to fighting against racism
and violence against all people.

I'm off to Germany, France
and England. I will be document-
ing my travels through photo-
graph and slides of Afro-German
women. [ will share my sojourn
with you all when I return, and
will be sending information and
letters to Aché.

Feel the wind, feel me em-
bracing and loving you all.

We'd like to thank every-
one in the community who
contributed to make “Unspok-
en Voices” - a multi-cultural
evening of readings and per-
formance - a huge success,

Held at Modern Times
Bookstore on July 13th, the
event was a benefit that raised
$250 towards the costs of Bay
Area women, who will attend a
conference on multicultural
strategies for fighting racism
and anti-semitism in Germany
during August.

We especially thank the
gerfurmers Maya Valverde,

tephanie Smith, An gela Pal-

!ares Akiba Tlamaya, Terry
Berman, Julia Youngblood,
Nina Jo Smith, (& us) Joy
Gamble and Jean Weisinger.
And the audience which
packed the bookstore.

When Jean & 1 first dis-
cussed this event we want-
ed to provide an opportuni-
ty for all these hugely
talented women we knew to
share their talents. Most
of these women are not pro-
fessional performers and
many of them were sharing
their work in public for the
very first time. What
richness poured out of these
women and as the evening
wore on it became clear
how important it was to
hear what each woman
had to say. In fact, at
10:45pm, a small crowd was
still gathered outside the
bookstore discussing the
event. Well, here's to our
collective Aché - the power
that makes things hap-
pen!!

Jean Weisinger &
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Words

{continued from page 11)

same size all the way up.” They
burst into laughter, and I just had
to move into the seat across the
aisle from them.

“Excuse me, ladies,” 1
beamed, trying to put on my
friendly, yet professional, yet
non-matronizing face. “But I'm a
journalist with a most prestigious
magazine, and I'd like to inter-
view you on you Negro gay la-
dies’ propensity for role-
playing.”

They burst out laughing, but
this time, 1 was the joke.

“Show me your credentials,”
Lipstick insisted.

“Aww, baby,” Pillbox
moaned, “that's what you're sup-
posed to be saying to me.”

This was the most... interest-
ing courtship ritual I'd ever ob-
served. I flashed my business
card and we got off the bus a few
stops later, in front of one of
those infamous gay lady bars.

4 % %

Once I'd set up my note pad
and tape recorder and Sticks had
set us up with a pitcher and sev-
eral Calistogas, we were ready.
Some of Sticks' friends ambled
over and stood around our table.

“It appears to me,” 1 began,
that one of you is butch and the
other is femme—"

“No shit!” someone hooted.
“You are observant!” The bar
rocked with laughter...good-
natured, I hoped.

“And 1 wonder why that at-
tracts you to each other,” I con-
chuded.

“Well,” Sticks sighed, “1 just
like soft women. They do some-
thing to me.”

“1 bet that's true!” one of her
friends guffawed, slapping her on
the back.

“Now, hold on a minute,”
Candy interjected. “Just because I
dress the way this society says a
woman should dress doesn’'t mean
I'm a push-over or anything.”

“Tell it, sister!” another be-
skirted lady shouted supportive-
ly.

“All this stuff about femmes
being soft is true on the outside,
but what goes on in the bedroom,
living room, hallway, movie the-
ater, or wherever we are when
we're loving on each other-”

“Uh huhn!” someone cho-
rused.

“Is another matter,” Candy
concluded.

“What do you mean?” 1
asked, curiosity shining naked
through my words.

“Well, the butches and
femmes of today are different
from the old-time ones. See, my
mom is gay, too, and as butch as
the day is long. In her day, lots
of butches would go to bed with
their clothes on, and they
wouldn't even let their woman
touch 'em. Wild, huh? But
these days, girl, let me tell you!”

“That's about enough,” Sticks
chimed in.

“Now, we agreed to this in-
terview, and I want to do it”
Candy declared. “As I was say-
ing, we're much more... ah, recip-
rocal these days. I may be as
hkely as my butch girlfriends to
initiate something, or protect us,
.

“Or wear the strap-on!” the
bartender shouted.

Well, ladies, I was truly
shocked now. If not for my dedi-
cation to you readers, I would've
marched right out of there. But,
it's duty before desire, and I
stuck it out.

“1 see,” 1 lied. “Then, what's
the purpose of butch-femme rela-
tionships and roles? Are they
mimicking heterosexual relation-
ships?”

The bar booed this question.
Stealthily, 1 eyed the door, lest
I need to make a quick exit.

"As I see it,” Sticks said,
moving closer to the recorder,
“it's just a clothes and attitude
thing. A game. Doesn't have
anything- necessarily- to do
with defining who you are in-
side, or between the sheets.

“You know, like actors have a
role, and they play it. Ali the
roles may be a part of who they
really are, but not all of who
they are. And who knows?
Maybe beneath this outfit I'm
wearing lace panties and a G-
strap.”

The bar pitched with hoots,
whistles, and laughter.

Candy slid closer to Sticks
and looked deep into her eyes.
“Why don't we go somewhere
and find out?” she begged. Turn-
ing to me, she added, “you can
come by my place later tonight,”
and she scribbled her phone num-
ber and address on a napkin, “to0
finish the interview. I've got my
own research to do now.”

Well, that's as much as I
could get from them right then,
dear readers. Maybe I'll take
her up on the offer of continuing
the interview, and report back to
you with my findings. a




self-defense

(continued from page 10)

acts present an intolerable chal-
lenge to the dominant reality.
Invalidating the values of com-
mercialism, of capitalism—
reclaiming ourselves, reclaiming
the power to define what value
is, what power is, what strength
is. These are revolutionary ac-
tivities that must be taught, ex-
plained, and modeled.

When we all have real mod-
els of a better way to be, a better
way to relate to others, then we
can see what we're aiming for,
the kind of future we want to
build. Martial arts can help to
inspire our vision for reshaping
reality to conform to our possibil-
ities.

A reprioritization of values
necessarily accompanies the pro-
cess of reclaiming ourselves, and
the contradiction between what
we come to see is possible—
through the concrete models mar-
tial arts gives us—and the social
structures which actively negate
our empowerment, becomes too
great to be borne.

I didn’t begin training in the
martial arts because I was con-
cerned about defending myself.
Or at least I didn't think [ did.
As things turned out, [ learned
through martial arts that if
there was one thing [ needed to
work on every breathing moment,
it was defending myself. Defend-
ing myself from racism, defending
myself from sexism, defending
myself from all power inequities.

Because the content of my
training was about redefining
power, and discovering my own. a

1Gloria Anzaldua (ed.), Making Face,
Making Soul (1990}

©Pam Satterwhite

The NIA Collective is
sponsoring our third Gather-
ing for lesbians of African de-
scent November 16-18, 1990, at
the Marin Headlands. The
Gathering is a weekend for us
to share in workshops, food,
dancing, beach and a cabaret
to grow, learn, laugh, cry and
make a connection with each
other,

At the two previous Gath-
erings child care was not pro-
vided and questions were
raised around this lack of
child care. Child care was
not offered because of the lo-
gistics of the Headlands but
in addition most members feit
that children would be dis-
tracting to the parents and
other women attending.

A committee was formed
within the collective to look
at the question of child care.
We approached the issue
with the understanding that
child care is a right, especial-
ly at a women's event. We
felt that childcare should be
provided to open the Gather-
ing to women who may feel
excluded with the absence of
childcare. With that in mind
we made recommendations as
to how Nia could offer child-
care so that women could
have that option.

Our decisions were based
on the fact that the Head-
lands is an area which has
safety risks, e.g. wide open
spaces, roads and a beach.
Also the event is over a week-
end, requiring sleeping over-
night.

The Nia Coliective has
agreed to provide child care

at the 1990 Gathering. It
N

Nia Collective on child care

will be a joint effort with the
coliective and the parent. We
have the following restric-
tions:

1} The age limit is 3 to 10 for
boys and 3 to 12 for girls. We
felt that younger children re-
quired more specialized care.

Also, showers are communal
and some women would not
feel comfortable sharing show-
ers with older boys.

2) We have limited the num-
ber to 15 because of the need to
provide safe and quality care.

We will provide four quali-
fied child care workers for
these 15 children.

3} Child care will be provid-
ed during the opening and the
workshops. The parent or a
“buddy” will be responsible for
the children during other
times. No children will be al-
lowed in the workshops (ex-
cept the children's workshop),
opening or the dance. There
will be a separate sleeping
area in one dormitory and
mothers are expected to sleep
with their children (separate
bed) in this sleeping area.

4) Child care will be free.

We are planning a culturai
event and other fundraisers to
help pay for the child care,
and we are also requesting do-
nations {tax-deductible).
Make check payable to the
Nia Collective with a memo
to child care. Mail to:

Nia Collective, P.O. Box
20835, Oakland, CA. 94620.

If you have any questions,
suggestions or criticisms please
contact Reatha (415) 835-1552.
For a registration form for the
Gathering contact Janine at
(415) 444-7973.

N
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CONFERENCES

r

1 AM YOUR SISTER:

Forging Global Connections
Across Differences

A Celebratory Conference honoring

AUDRE LORDE
& her work

October §-8, 1990
Boston, MA

Come celebrate Audre Lorde and
others in the women's community with
words and music, poetry and dance.
Come to working sessions based on
Lorde's 13 books of poetry and essays.

Come together with Black women,
women of color, indigenous women
from all parts of the world, and white
women committed to anti-racist work,
disabled women, old women, impover-
ished women, people of all sexualities;
pro-feminist men and youth working
together toward a new vision of self
determination. Send positive energy,
your love, and faith that our collective
visions will become a reality.

Please send donations and inquiries to:

P.O. Box 269, Astor Station,
mn-. MA- 2123

Make check payable to I AM YOUR SIS-
TER. For tax deductions, make payable to
Boston Women's Health Book Collective with
memo note: Sister Conference. Call 617-424-
6791 for more information.

>

INTERNATIONAL LESBIAN &
GAY PEOPLE OF COLOR

CONFERENCE 1990

November 2-3rd, 1990
London, England.

November 1990 will host a unique
event in London, when hundreds of
lesbians and gay men of Colour from
five continents will gather together
for the Sixth International Lesbian
and Gay People of Colour Conference
(ILGPOCCQC).

The agenda includes, amongst oth-
ers, discussions on the international
AIDS crisis, state repression, legisla-
tive restrictions faced by lesbians and
gay men, violence, and the impact of
religious and cultural dictates. The
discussions promise to be stimulating;
the implications far-reaching.

The conference is open to Black
Lesbians and Gay Men only. The so-
cial will be open to all Lesbians and
Gay men.

Telephone inquiries to:

LONDON - UK. - 885-3543
Contact point for all correspondence is:

ILGPOCC, PC, BM Box 1992
London WCIN 3XX, UK.




The Fourth Annual
Nat'l. Black Gay & Lesbian
Leadership Conference

The Black Gay & Lesbian Forum of
Los Angeles, CA. is proud to sponsor
its fourth annual National Black Gay &
Lesbian Leadership Conference. The
1991 conference will be held at the
Hyatt Regency Hotel in downtown Los
Angeles, beginning Wednesday, Febru-
ary 13 through Monday, February 18,
1991 in celebration of Black History
Month. The theme for the 1991 con-
ference is “Come Out, Come Home.”

The Women's Issues/Program
Workshops include: HOME GIRLS; a
discussion and self-evaluative analyses
of literature written by black lesbians/

women; BLACK LESBIAN COALI-

TION BUILDING: focusing on the
national and global need for a black

lesbian alhance; BLACK LESBIAN
ENTREPENEURS: focusing on crea-

tive strategies for starting women's
businesses; SISTERS OF DIFFERENT
MOTHERS: the global African Lesbi-

an connection - building with other les-
bians of African descent; SISTER
OQUTSIDER: a workshop analyzing
platonic relationships among black les-
bians.

For more information on this con-
ference contact BGLLF at:

914 S. Wilton Pl., Suite 221
Los Angeles, CA. 90019

or call (213) 735-9881

i

PUBLICATIONS

LESBIAN OF COLOR
ANTHOLOGY

We are currently compiling a Lesbian
of Color anthology that includes:

Diaries
Short stories
Letters
Oral histories
Journals
Poems

Autoblographies
Theory
- Science Fiction
Essays
Photographs
Interviews
Graphics
Humour
Cartoons

We are encouraging Lesbians of Co-
lour to write and develop new forms
of expression. We want to work with
women who have not identified them-
selves as writers before and who have
not had support of their work. We en-
courage all writers to contribute to this
exciting anthology.

Deadline: September 30, 1990

Write to:
Sistervision
Black Women & Women of Colour Press
P.O. Box 217
Station 'E’
Toronto, Ontario, Canada
MGH 4E2
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BULLETIN BOARD

THE DEADLINE TO LIST ON THE NEXT BULLETIN BOARD 15 OCT. 15TH.

VGROUPS V¥

Al-Anon for Black Gay & Lesbi-
an ACofA's will meet every
Thursday at 7:30pm at Bethany
Methodist Church (social hall)
1268 Sanchez at Clipper — enter
Clipper 5t. For more informa-
tion call 995-2581.

Support group for Black Lesbians
in multicultural relationships
meets the 1st Sunday of each
month in Oakland. For info:
839-3302 or 653-5732.

Black Lesbians exploring the is-
sue of fear in our lives, and how
it separates us. OGroup meets
weekly on Friday eves. 3-month
commitment required. For info
call Joyce at 839-3302 or Takai at
346-5872.

LESBIAN OF COLOR SUPPORT
GROUP every Thursday evening
from 6:30 - Bpm at the Pacific
Center, 2712 Telegraph Ave,,
Berkeley.

MUJERIQ, the bay area Latina
Lesbian organization, holds
monthly meetings on the 3rd Sat-
urday of each month. S5pm. All
Latina Lesbians welcome. Info:
587-7384.

Multi-cultural Lesbian writers
group forming. For more informa-
tion call 995-2730.

First time group for lesbian sur-
vivors of incest and childhood
molestation. Members must be
in individual therapy simultane-
ously. 16 weeks. Begins Sept.
10th, Mondays 1:30-3pm. Sliding
scale. For more info call Alesia
Kunz at Operation Concern at

626-7000. Intake appt. required.

V HOUSING ¥

ROOMMATE WANTED, black
straight woman and black gay
man, 30s, seek third roommate
for friendly, semi-cooperative
householkd. Spacious, peaceful,
sunny flat in SF. Rent $345.
Contact Janet or Comelius at 824-
(381.

V NOTICES V

The NIA Collective is actively
seeking a woman of color child-
care coordinator for our 1990
Gathering (Nov. 16-18th}).
Please send letter of interest in-
cluding special skills, experi-
ence, and references to P.O. Box
20835, Qakland, CA. 94620
Deadline: Oct. 5th, 1990.

Looking for “real” female musi-
cians of color to form a band and
do original music and top 100.

Need: drums, keyboards, bass,
guitar. Catches: 1) you have
to sing too!; 2} be able to re-
hearse during the day, weekend
performance only. 3) Know your
music-personal referrals; 4) if
you're not serious, skip this ad.

I need musicians who aren't af-
raid to have a good time with
music and have excellent stage
presence. If interested, write DIi-
VAS, P.O. Box 24078, 5.F., CA.

94124.

The 2nd Annual Northern Cali-
fornia Encuentro - a retreat for
Latina lesbians sponsored by Mu-
jerio, will be held on Oct. 12-13
at the Marin Headlands Insti-
tute. Registration costs $100.
(Before Sept. 14, $85/partial
scholarships available.) For in-
formation call 648-1291.

“C'mon! Don't be shy.,” Sap-
phire Theatre Co. will be doing
a winter and pre-spring perfor-
mance. If you are interested in
auditioning, please leave name
& no. wi cul at 655.1615.
First-timers welcome - theater
workshops & games.

Women-identified women with
locks for interviews. I'm a pho-
tographer (with locks) interest-
ed in doing a documentary. Ger-
ris, 655-0545.

The EAST COAST LESBIANS
FESTIVAL will be held on Nov.
22-25 featuring performances by
percussionist Nuru Dafina Pili
Abena, Casselberry-DuPree and
others. This weekend in the
country will be held at Appel
Farm conference center, 30 min.
from Philadelphia, 2 1/2 hrs.
from N.Y.C. For more informa-
tion call (718) 643-3284.

TO SEND LETTERS OF PRO-
TEST of the insensitive depiction
of Black Gay men in the televi-
sion program "IN LIVING COL-
OR". Letters should be sent io:
Jaime Kellner, President, Fox
Broadcasting, P.O. Box 900, Bev-
erly Hills, CA 90213. Send a
carbon copy of your letter to Gay
Men of African Descent and to
the Gay and Lesbian Alliance
Against Defamation, both locat-
ed at 80 Vrick Street, #3E, New
York, NY 10013.

A new martial arts class, open to
women, children and men, meet-
ing Tuesdays & Thursdays from
6-7:30pm. at the Pacific Rim
Intl. school, 2640 College Ave. in
Berk. The instructo, is commit-
ted to developing a maulti-
cultural program. The class is
signed for the hearing impaired.
For info call Sarah Ludden at
548-6354.




Join Camping Women for the
14th Annual rededication cere-
mony at Colonel Allenworth
State Park on Oct. 13, 1990. The
town of Allenworth, created at
the turn-of-the-century, was the
only town in California that was
completely financially organized
and governed by African Ameri-
cans. Camping is limited to 20
women SO please reserve space by
Oct. 1st. For information call
(415) 530-3343.

FINALLY! AN AFRAGOD-
DESS SPIRITUAL AND CULTU-
RAL NETWORK: Join our innov-
ative International Sistahood!
Sistah-membership includes a
free subscription to the quarter-
ly: MAMAROOTS: AJAMAJEBI
dedicated to Afrikan Matristic
Spirituality, Mythology, Hersto-
ry, Culture & Politics. We wel-
come $ contributions and submis-
sions: articles, reviews, images,
short stories, rituals, events, cor-
respondence, resources. Member-
ship/sub.: $18-25/yr. Also, for a
brochure of Afragoddess cards, t-
shirts and other products by
Asungi: send a SASE for info/sub:
Asungi Productions, 3661 N.
Cambell Ave. Suite 108, Tucson
AZ 85719-1524. (602) 3270987

SAN DIEGO WOMAN

of art & culture would like to be-
gin meeting some friends in the
Bay Area. Not looking for a
lover (yet), just out to make
friends. I will be in S.F. for the
Castro St. Fair. Call (619) 291-
6734. Let's connect!!

Help! I'm a 26-yr.-old African
American lesbian looking to con-
nect with my sisters everywhere
but especially within Trenton,
N.J. and surrounding areas. If
this is you, please call me, Lisa
(609) 396-0617.

Are you a disabled woman who
likes to perform? Come join
“Why Crips” - Disabled Wom-
en's Theatre Arts Project. We do
readers theater, skits, songs, etc.

BULLETIN BOARD

Come share your creativity.

Give us a call today at (415) 601-
5819.

Donate your paperback books to
women in jail!! Especially in de-
mand is poetry, lesbian erotica
& fiction, and books by and
about people of color. To donate
materials contact Amy or Cathe-
rine at Alameda County Library
Extension Services, (415) 745-
1477.

“80% of the students in the S.F.
Unified School District are
youths of color” states a school
board member. “Are there any
gays that are Mexican, Black or
Asian?” asks a Lincoln High stu-
dent. The Community United
Against Violence Speakers Bu-
reau needs to reflect the popula-
tion it serves - volunteer!! For
info call Geneva at 864-3112.

V SERVICES V¥

CHIROPRACTIC FOR THE
NEW AGE - directional non-
force technique provides deep-
level healing and lasting correc-
tion in minimal time. Honor
yourself with my Optimal Well-
ness Pro . Call or write for a

brochure/information.

Francesca A. Jackson, D.C. 5349
College Ave.,
Oakland, CA. 945618.

(415) 653-6029

Counseling for Women
“Let's break the bonds of the
emotions of oppression and fly
with the sun in our hearts”
Simbwala, 465-3933

SUPER FUN KIDSITTING
Creative childcare specially tai-
lored to meet your child's person-
ality. Sports, arts and crafts or
adventures. Occasional sitting
ONLY. Take a break this week-
end and leave your kids to us.
(Oakland & Berkeley) Heath-
er, 8324753.

Is your daycare provider under-
standing of your special family?
Daycare by Stephanie, a devel-
opmental program for children.

8 wks. to school age. 7am to
épm. Mon-Fri. O.M.L area, 5F.

For info. call 334-2077.

Creative Murals & Trims
Children's rooms, kitchen, and
bathrooms. Professional, experi-
enced designer. Montez, 832-
4753,

Fashions Management &
Consultant Services
Deborah Matthews
(415) 841-2672

“A SAFE & CARING MASSAGE”
by Debra K. Floyd for yourself or

a friend. An hour treatment
{($35) consists of a full body mas-
sage, grounding, relaxation
breathing and ends with a warm

wrap. 1 548-2143 for an ap-
pointment.

THERAFPIST AVAILABLE
Supportive counseling including
cross-cultural, sexual abuse, and
substance abuse issues for indi-
viduals and couples. East Bay.
Sliding scale. ]. Segal, MFCC
Lic. # MX0 2357. (415) 532-2452.

MATH TUTOR
Black woman mathematician
available for tutoring children

and adults. $12/hr. 654-5432,

GWEN AVERY FOR HAIR
Precision haircuts, styles,
colors and perms. 550-7666.

Dancing Lady who is very inter-
ested in keeping her strip tease
skills honed, is available for
your next special event. If
you're having a party or even a
smaller more intimate occasion-
let me entertain you!! Fee nego-
tiable. For info. call Teri, 532-
8836.
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Subscribe, renew
your subscription, or
mialce a donation
today!!

graphic by Rox Johnson




"Aché." Aché, vol. 2, no. 5, September-October, 1990, p. [1]. Archives of Sexuality and Gender, link.gale.com/apps/doc/
TRWABN568629131/AHSI?u=umuser&sid=bookmark-AHSI&x1d=b2a96822. Accessed 8 Dec. 2022.



