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This special short story issue began to grow out of a particular
need | have as a dark lesbian womon who writes fiction, to see and
read work by other dark womyn working as | do. Until now, in
circles | was a part of, | hadn’t found very many dark lesbians who
are fiction writers, writing womon-identified material.

So, not subscribing to the ever-present myths of “invisibility”, “in-
competence” or “born poets with natural rhythm”, we decided to
do a flyer calling for fiction by dark lesbians—and waited to see
what would happen.

What did happen was our mailboxes flooded with work from sisters
in nearly every part of the country. We found we had to limit page
space in the issue because womyn sent such a volume of in-
teresting, innovative, beautiful work.

Fiction writing is a solitary craft, | think, partially defined by the
necessity of “prolonged creative solitude’. But, solitude need not
mean ‘“‘closeted”. There are sisters | have spoken to since begin-
ning work on this issue, back in April, who have kept their stories
hidden away in desk drawers, figuring no one wanted to read them.

| hope the publication of this first collection of short fiction by
dark lesbians will spark the flame to the continuing work and sup-
port of this very important, little seen (so far) part of lesbian
literature: Womon-identified fiction, written by dark lesbians.

We are excited by this issue and hope ali of you will be, too. As
usual, we need, appreciate, and solicit your feedback.

Join us in celebration.

In Sisterhood & Struggle,
Linda
for AZALEA
September 1980 NYC






MICHIYO CORNELL
FIRST AFFAIR

How was it that they first linked hands? Louise didn’t know; she
and Myra had been friends for a long time. It happened that they
moved into their love affair by common consent. They worked on
their high school newspaper and began to spend more time talking
to each other about their articles and the layout of the paper.
Louise found herself drawn more and more to Myra with her big
blue eyes and brown hair. The beginning was slow, hesitant. Small
touches at first—both of them afraid to say anything. Could they
be that word—lesbian?

night they went to the bar. The bartender refused to believe they
were of age until Myra threatened him with her father.

“My father does have money. He's a lawyer and very important.’
She declared.

The bartender gave her a long look. Yeah, she had the assurance
that a lifetime of money gave a person. Something about the way
she wore her clothes told him that she had money and he could
getinto trouble if he didn’t do what she wanted.

“Okay, have a seat,” he said, nodding toward the tables on the
side. “Don’t sit near the bar or the cops’ll give me trouble.” Louise
ordered two beers and brought them to the table. Myra looked pret-
ty with her shoulder length hair falling forward to shade her face.
She sat down and tucked it behind her left ear.

“Do you think the teachers will like the article | worked so hard
on?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“l don’t know, " Louise said, gazing at her hands. “| liked it,
that's sure. I'm kind of tense. | want to kiss you. Is that wrong?"

“l feel the same way,” Myra said, her eyes wide and startled.

“Butit’s wrong, isn't it? For girls to love each other, | mean.”
t know; I only know | feel good with you. The way every-
body says you feel about boys. Geez, what are we going to do?
Everybody’ll make fun of us.” She lowered her head and started to
cry softly, scared of her feelings, scared of everything. What if God
damned her to hell, this was SO wrong and she started to cry
harder.

Myra leaned across the table and kissed Louise. “It'll be okay,"
she murmured against Louise’s hair. “l guess we'll be okay.”

The first time was awkward: a few Snatched kisses, gently touch:-
ing each other's mouths then more eagerly kissing. Myra pulled
back at that, scared by the intensity of her feelings; she still clung
to Louise, afraid to let go, yet afraid to continue—on to what
strange world? Louise started to feel uncertain again and pulled
back.

“You okay?" she asked. | was just starting to like kissing you.
I've been with a few auys. We could sort of experiment, you know."

The idea rattled Myra and she leaned back against the wall. “|-]
dunno I'm scared. I—what if Mom and dad knew. | mean—being
queer. It's real hard to be different from everyone else.”

Louise began. to feel older and more devilish. “Come on,” she
coaxed softly, “‘Let’s try." She looked So enticing sitting there that
Myra leaned over and kissed her on the mouth.
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They undressed, fumbli
kiss Louise more eagerly

was nice being together.
They began to see each other more often, after that; gradually
becoming more bold in their explorations of each other's bodies.

Myra was the stronger of the two and she always answered the
catcalls while Louise hung back and pleaded with her not to do it,
make people pay attention to them.

“It's bad enough,” Louise hissed, “that we are noticed. You fight
back and it'll get worse. Our parents...”

“Our parents, our parents. That's all you ever say. | hate it, | do!™
Myra flung her head up. “l feel like breaking up with you. What's
the use anyway?"

“I'm leaving; | can’t take it anymore. You're so weak, so-so just
plain dumb. What kind of love is this? Hiding, hiding, all the time
hiding. What we're doing isn’t wrong, even if the whole world says
we're wrong."” Myra felt awful; Louise was crying even harder.

“Maybe we should stop then. Not be lovers at all.” Louise found
the strength to say. “Love shouldn't be like this, so painful. If only
they would leave us alone. I'm weaker than you. | can't take this
pressure anymore. Maybe later.. She looked away and tears spill-

ed down her face. “Good-bye."” She got up and walked away as
Myra stared after her. -]

MYRNA HiLL
SUMMER FICTION SUPPLEMENT

.” Saphonia’s /
look of comic defiance disappeared as the two women laughed. |
“Have you tried the place down the street?” The slender, jock-clad i
woman nodded her Jeried head towards Third Avenue. “The atmosphere 4
is nicer.” gl
Saphonia’s eyes darted to Eva in surprize. “Parker's? Too r
blood!” Nicer atmosphere? Something a little funny about her,
noted. Damned if she looked it. To her annoya
forming itself into that sycophantic femme
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“I'm not really hungry, but | would if | had some company.” Eva studied
the menu in the window with dedicated concentration.

Ever slow on the uptake, Saphonia continued to calculate the dif-
ference between the price of the Cheeseburger Special versus getting the
cheeseburger plus the salad plus the french fries. They didn’t like to
| ‘ substitute onion rings, but maybe if—

}‘ | “Would you like some company?”
‘ i Saphonia jumped, her startled eyes meeting a bold, cinnamon-colored
‘ pair, black-ringed and set in a delicate, hollow-cheeked face, lips now
N | curved into a somewhat predatory smile.
l
I
I

, “Well |— Why not?”
i Without thinking, she preceded the taller woman through the door,
il absentmindedly patting her naps and then arresting her hand in mid-pat.
i Great, she thought, I'm at it again. Next I'll be dropping my handkerchief.
| If my Redstocking sisters could see me.
' “Hmmm?” Eva was waving her hand before Saphonia’s eyes in a mock
. attempt to wake her from her trance.
I | “I was asking whether you saw the Philippine’s Dance Company?”
| “No, | missed it. | always miss everything. I'm more the African dance
, type, anywayT hough | do have reason to like Filipino dance—we used to
| live there, and it was so beautiful.”
l | “You did?” | visited there, too, in ’77!”

| | ‘ Saphonia suddenly caught herself up short. Surely the passionate out-
} { | pouring she’d been engaged in for the last ten minutes was not merely in-
| ‘ spired by the memory of hibiscus and the South China Sea. She was
‘| leaning into the other woman’s face like a lover. She leaned back and
, \ ‘ laughed. And just what was going on with Eva? Saphonia knew her legs
il were long, but the last under-the-table collision of knees hadn’t felt like
just clumsiness. She became aware that Eva was asking her something.
‘ “ . . . the free exercise class?”
‘ “What free exercise class? Do you go often? When does it meet?”
i}f‘ il | Eva smiled. The tenor of her glance suggested more intimate sport.
| “ ! ‘ Disconcerted, Saphonia found herself wondering what it would be like
‘ i in such close physical proximity to this woman. Would her flutter-kicks
I il falter at the meeting of their eyes? Would Eva feel her heart beating in-

| appropriately fast in the midst of some innocent paired stretch? Would
\ she, in fact, be turned on by the rise and fall of those long yellow thighs?
1 The prospect of seeing Eva so intimately, so regularly, so scantily-
; clothed was too much to turn down. She would be there on Monday and
i she would find out. @

Graphic by Rose Marulanda
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“Onlta”—Vislon of the Enchanted F.

I'had another vision, |

the reverence that | feel for you is unbounded.
| tried to imagine us ¢

oming together in a different way.

orest

We are standing in a small Clearing in the for
before the trees swallow up the

“Can you let go of me now?” | ask softly,
back when rm ready.”

“Ready for what?” yoy ask with quiet, steady deliberatign,
“For tonight,” | Say, “I thought jt’s What we both wanted.”

“Yes, | think it's what we wanted”, yoy Say and a great burden falls
away from us. Your face is clear. | turn and

descend the path that wil|
take me to the water. It js very close and | reach the gently running stream
in a few moments.

| bend down with my feet j

Y touching my hair as | stang against its bark
You are Sooner than | expected,” | 5
| know you Said you needeq time. . 7 You begin.
‘I'm ready now ” | answer.

waist.

| reach up and loosen the firs
close together. You begin to
returns.

“Will it be too cold?” yoy question.
“No,” | answer.
Your hesitation leaves and gj

sun is not clear tous.ltis blocked b
We are standing stj|| j

t string, the one at the neck that holds it
move, then stop, the old apprehension

omyn’s Land
Santa Fe, New Mexico
September, 1979

JUANA MARIA PAZ

egret the ways in which | have wanted you and

i ill and near, You are
holding my hands.

“I need some time. 1’| come

!
[
|

g
i#




A LOVE TWISTER

“Hey, what’s up Pepe?” : 5 coaqui
“You, baby.”

“Check this out, | have some nice smoke.” .

“All right.”

We smoke, the smoke was good.

“Try my smoke, Short.”

“You didn’t like my smoke?”’

“It’s half-ass.”

“Let me try your smoke.”

We smoke, she starts giggling uncontrollably, my smoke was bad.
We was hanging out on Amsterdam Ave. I'm butch, she’s straight.
We’re the best of friends.

“Damn, this smoke is good.”

“Black and red combined, | can’t miss, that is where it’s at.”

“Let me get half of an ounce.”

“Cool.” .

We walk to the grocery store, buy some cigarettes and some beer.
We go back to our hang-out spot.

“Jesus, girl, what’s been happening with you?”

“Nothing much, except that I'm seeing this dude.”

One of my aces passes by, I give her ajoint.

“Good looking out, Pepe.”

“Right on bro’, catch you later at the Fem’s.”

We hang around Amsterdam Ave., | won't mention exactly where
for dealing purposes. We was smoking and drinking, rapping and
goofing, when | saw the dream of my life. Fierce, slim, fine, divine,

“Short.”

“Yeah?” ;

“Who in the hell is that fine momi walking with that white dude?”:
“Idon’t know, the dude’s name is Frankie.”

Short is good for finding out information.

“Pepe, want me to find out about her?”

“Hell yeah.”

Two weeks passed, | was lost with problems with the rent and
waiting for my check to arrive. | also found out that my two best
male friends had croaked. Short came over to see me.

“Pepe, | have some news.”

“Good or bad?” v

“Good news, | found out her name is Star.”

“Who the fuck is Star?”

“Dummy, the chick that you asked about two weeks ago.”

“Who | asked about two weeks ago?” Then | thought—the fine
babe.

“You mean to tell me that her name is Star?”

“Yeah.”

“Some name.”

She gives me the information.

“Also, she likes to drink Olde English 800, smokes Kools and
smokes herb.”

We both go to the store, buy the beer and the Cigarettes. | have
smoke, so there is no problem there. We go to her residence.
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Jesus, what a womon. We formally introduce each other. We
started to drink, smoke, rap. She finally asked me to rub her down
with baby oil. There was a knock on the door. My ace wants me to
go uptown, some smoke business—important, can’t be delayed.
“Damn, bro’, I'm checking this babe.”

“Right on, but | just got a deal uptown, and you have to be there to
be able to pull this deal, dig?”

“Right on, bro’. Let me tell the babes that I'll be back in an hour.™
“Good, check you downstairs in five minutes.”

“Short, Star, | have some important business to take care of, | will
be back within an hour.”

“Check, I'm going downstairs to check a friend of mine."

Short cuts out, | walks out, Star calls me in a caring way.

“Pepe, come here.” She grabs me, and takes me into the bath-
room. We look at each other and she all of a sudden plants herself
to the wall. “‘Pepe, | want to ask you something; I've been dealing
with men and they don’t seem to satisfy me, and being that you're
butch, well...”

“To be direct, you want me to fuck you."

“Well, you didn’t have to be so blunt.”

“Well, | have to go uptown to take care of some business.”

She grabs me, and gives me a longing kiss. Jesus, | booked up-
town, got over, took care of business, and hurried back to her. Our
happiness in bed didn't last too long, for Short was banging on the
door like it was nobody's business. Star was furious, she grabs a
towed,and walks out. Short and | started to argue, | got dressed. |
sensed that | blew her. She comes in, I'm already dressed to
leave. She is combing that fabulous red hair with black intones.
That fine body that was with it! Deep in my heart, | was shattered. |
walked out and as | did, | took a long glance at her, watching her
comb her hair. She sensed my thought at the moment, and looked
at me not with anger but with a want. | thought at that moment and
looked at her not with anger but with a want also; then | thought |
was a fool and walked out. | sensed her presence running to the
door, she left the door, shit | kept tipping.

Well, time passed, she got busted for eight months at Riker's
Island for violation of parole, failure to report. She finally on the up
and up told me that she dug me, but couldn’t deal with me, she
had female problems and lost her baby in jail, also that she was

seeing a butch in there, just to pass the time, and that she was-

messing with adude on the side. Weird, ain't it?

Then there was The Blackout, everyone thought | got busted, | was
safely within the arms of another womon out of sheer need to fill in
the void of missing this bitch. | wrote to her afterwards, she was
worried, was happy to hear that nothing happened to me, and had
the gall to wish that | would be busted so that | would be in jail
with her. But | had stopped all contacts with dealing smoke, and
started to live what people would call the *‘clean” life. | proceeded
to get my shit together all over again.

Time went by and things were getting better for me. | was enjoying
the Puerto Rican Parade with a close friend and a small one. We
got stoned and cruised for days. We finally got home and partied
some more. Then | received a letter. | was shocked, after three
years of not hearing or calling, | got a letter from Star. You know
that she's my heart. To be to the point she had broken up with her




butch. So | called her. -
“Hello, this is Pepe, can | talk to Star?’’ e i ;

There was a mass of confusion, then Star got-on the phone. “‘Hell.
baby, where are you?” | gave her my location. ““I will be there with-
in an hour. Don’t you move until | get there, okay?"

“Allright, I'll be waiting foryou. That's a promise. : b2
We walked and got some beer and cigarettes, we decided to relax
in an unknown park, and to talk.

“Listen to me, Pepe. I've been through a Iot of shit with this butch.
and I'm not ready to deal with the horrible thought of another
butch to take advantage of me. In other words, | want a butch to
love me, not to beat me. Can you deal with me? | want to know
now, ‘cause life is short, and I'm not going to live it being battered

by a jealous butch. You understand me, don’t you? | want you to
love me.”

I looked at her, and thought very slowly about what she was trying
to make me comprehend, and how deep inside that she didn't
realize how much | had loved her, and she didn't know it because
she was always with someone else, and how she never gave a real

thought on how much a person could love and never had to even
tcuch them. ' :

“Star, if that's what you want from me. then you got it."

She broke into the sweetest smile, | couldn't describe the moment

in my heart the love | had for her. We kissed, oblivious to every-
thing around us.

(to be continued) [ )

ROBBI
MARSHA AT 31

Copyright < 1980 Robbi

The bedroom was warm and loving as Marsha en
colored room. She looked

pale lime green spread. Th

tered the beige
at the double-sized bed covered with a

€ decorative toss pillows of beige and

; irror reflecting
On top of the dresser were

scalloped frame.

The room was empty now, and yet the silence that filled the
place was disturbing. Suddenly, Marsha turned toward the window
and heard muted tones of a long neglected flute that lay on the
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The red brick h
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Struggling
Copyright € 1980 by Loy

I was emotionally/physicall

Y preparing myself for the long
journey to Atlanta G.A,, in orde

r to get to the National Third-World
i : l_ had known that |

by a white straight
She got me Straight on the fact that she wasn't a lesbian, but |
got the strong_impression she was f i

didn’t want emotional entanglements with around the child, Sly and
I planned together.

But | didn’t want any more pain. As | |oved me, in solitude, |

couldn’t help wondering if | had reached my peak with Sly. But |
couldn’t let go, although | was begi

inning to feel hatred/resentment
toward her.

I left Atlanta on a busload of predominatel|
wimmin. | really felt out of place, but | wa
When | got in Washington, | found that the

Y white gay men and
sn't totally sure why.
housing promised me,
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ever done this, and sh
deliberations. “There is
sidered going back to h
said that they would also do
name Rose had. And Rose

good occasion to take part in this

tunity to reach more Spanish lesbij

estas (lesbian, lesbian, tell me whe

joycing her arrival of this point to her h
2 a tune.

ROSITA ANGULO MIRET LIBRE DE MARULANDA

Rose stopped to think of her name. It was no

€ was never happy wit
SO much in a name,” s
er birth name, at one p

t the first time she had
h the end result of her
he thought. She had con-
oint and her children had

the same. They

issue of Azalea and to take the oppor-
ans. “Lesbiana, lesbiana, dime donde
Ie are you)”, she repeated to herself re-

ead, and almost singing to herself
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Me llamaron Rosa Mercedes Angulo Miret cuando nacf,

Me llamaron Rose Angulo cuando llegue a este pais

Rose Marulanda cuando me cas

Libre de Marulanda cuando me divorcie.

Me quite el Mercedes cuando me nacionalicé como Estado
Unidense

Y hoy, libre de madre, marido y cultura,

anuncio al mundo mi libertad

y en regocijo canto mi encuentro

con otras lesbianas en Nueva York. @

ANNA HEARNE
BLACK SWAN, WHITE SWAN

In the Autumn the swans used to come to the village. Sometimes they
stayed a Winter. There was a pond, an old pit-pond, underneath the
slag heaps, a little ways beyond the mine-head. It was a dark pond,
rain gathered, coal dirty, set at the foot of the pit-hills. In those days |
may have accepted the view that the pit-hills were ugly. That the mine-
heads were ugly. | don’t know if | look at it that way now. If anyone
could work that hard, go that deep, do that impossible thing, mine the
Earth, go underground every day and come out again. Sometimes not
come out again. | don’t know if | could look at the refuse of it, the sym-
bol of it, the reality of it as ugly. Not ugly alone. Not simply ugly.

It is a particular sight, the Colliery Country. It’s changed now from
when | was young. More shut down. Even when | was small some
mines were already closing. Mines that are all closed now. Forgotten
places, deserted. The miners are as ghosts. All gone under the hill like
ancient dancers. But when | was a child in Britain the Northumbrian
mines were busy still. And though in all of Britain no one worked
harder than a miner, in all of Britain there was no one lower than a
miner’s brat. No one that is except the West Indian coloured child who
had come in a boat from the colonies to the Mother Country. No one
that is except | who had come so far to grow so hard among the Nor-

thern Hills and mines.

| would watch the pit-head and the slag heaps with the shacks and the
high colliery wheel to lower in and out of the Earth. | used to watch the
wheel silouette against the sky. Black lines against the open air.
Delicate for something so great, traced like lace, like something
drawn, like something symbolised. You could never be sure men were
really there working beneath it. When | think of men and work two
sights can stop me in my path through the Earth. The pit-head and the
cane field burning. Both hung out against the sunset sky. Even when |
was very little I'd been from one end of the world to the other (whether
| wished to or not) and I’d seen both of them. You cannot know what
Man or Devil has made of work 'til you know these two. The Pit-Head
and the Cane-Field burning.
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The height of Winter came, bringing with it a deep night of heavy
Snowfall. And with the snow a change. In the morning the Sought pond
was different. The dark pit hills, the pond, the slag, were 3| snow
covered. They stood icy, frost bound, Crystalised ang white. Colour
changed. | Watched breath taken the Completed circle of this fate. The
white swans were blurred. The black Swans sailed dazzling, spec-
tacular like jewels, like long buried coal, brilliant against ice ang
Snow. Lijke glory. So this was how. . . thjg was what | was | . this
was the way.



wonder still. | thought then “What will happen to me, what will happen to
me? What happens to a little girl who had been born by the cane fields
and raised in the snow? What happens to a little girl whose white mother
does not like her colour?” And far away at the end of the world where |
was born the cane-fields they began to rustle, the cane fields they began
to smoke. Far away at the end of the world Wwhere the wind that touched
the swan wing had blown the cane-fields they began to burn. While I, |
stood alone beneath the silent pit-head in the Northumbrian cold wonder-
ing what will happen to me? Where can | go? What happens to a little girl
who has lived to see and was born to know the white swan sail against
the coal and the black swan sail against the snow? @

DONNA DONATO
birth
Copyright -+ 1980 by donna donato

she was born yesterday (not a cliche) at approximately 10:45 am.
Willie Mae Harper, a nice lady, finished the operation. oh my, isn’t
she beautiful, all the other laboring women paused to admire her.
sleek, smooth, lovely color (a nice brown), not too big or too small.
one of god’s better handiworks.

my, my, all the tongues clicked, never seen one this nice before,
no telling what these women will do next.

she was released from the center two days later. Willie Mae
Harper, because she had Created—the sleek, smooth, lovely col-
ored, one of god’'s better handiworks, etc.—was allowed to keep
her. :

Willie Mae's children, two girls, 5 and 6, rushed to the door to
meet their mother.

may i touch her, hold her, play with her—oh Mama—she’s
beautiful.

such a pretty color, not too big or too little for me to hold.

beaming with pleasure, Willie Mae Harper, a nice lady and good
Mama, handed her daughters their new ball. &)

B




EEEEEE—

JOAN GIBBS

“If He Changed My Nan)e.f.” 3
(Excerpt from Bearin’ Witness)

“They took my Lord...They took your Lord...They took our
Lord...(Un hum)...They took Jesus...(Yes)...And they went
to Paul—and Pay| didn’t believe it...And they went to Mat-
thew...(Yes)...But Matthew didn’t believe it...And they
went to Peter...And Peter ¢ried but he didn’'t believe
it...(Yes)...So they said, ‘Go ask Ma

still don’t believe it...(Yes)..."l saw the pricks in his side,
but | still don’t believe it.’ ... And Mary said, ‘1 saw the blood
running down his sides but | still don’t believe it.’...He will
be back...(uh hum)...All hope in God...(Yes)...There is no
hope...All hope in Jesus...(Uh hum)...There is no
hope...Butsomeday...(Uhhum)...Oneday...(Yes?) 3

Easter (1 978)

Ruth (1901)

Some sun. It was late March and the tulips surrounding the porch
had just started to bloom.

Grand-daddy, as usual was out back trying to get Old Tom to pull
the plow. | could see them too: Grand-daddy Wwith his old, once yel-
i low straw hat on, constantly stopping to plead with Old Tom,
l [ “Listen you damn fool of a mule,” | had heard him say it thousands
4 \ of times before and even now the words ring in my ears, ‘| feed
| | you as well as | do myself, keep you in a warm barn—why won't

“ ‘Every shut €ye ain’t sleep,’ she always sajd. ‘Every shut eye ain’t

| sleep; every good-bye ain’t gone. So don'’t You go creeping up on

1 Somebody just cause you see they got their eyes closed.’

| ' I don’t remember how long | ‘stood there, kicking the dirt. It
| seemed like days and then again it seemed like only a few seconds

H } ] before | said it and she

"

‘ ‘What do you mean,—He called him oyt of his name?’
| | ‘He called him out of his name—cussed him.’
; I She had a way of asking question
“‘ |
|
|

answers. It was years before | realize
| sought but questions, and that that
i ing you think and living.

‘Something to tel| you from everyone else. That's al| they are and
all they will ever be. The white folks own the names same as they
” do everything else. They just gave ’em to

Us so that when they
wanted one of us for something they could call whoever it was
‘ they wanted and we would know who was Supposed to go. But, if
who they wanted wasn’t there they just called Somebody else to do
whatever it was they wanted the first one to do. That’s all.’
‘Ma, that was Aunt Sadie’s Son and it was her that named him.
That white man ain’t had no right...’

‘Nasty Gal...’
16




She knew | hated that name. It was what they called me. My
Mama named me Ruth. Miss Anne called me that cause she said
that she had never seen me clean. Said | was “musty.” But how
was we supposed to keep clean when we were all the time working
in the fields. All the time hauling water for them to wash in. All the
soap and clothes we had we made. Despite my silence she went
on, saying it again. The second time, spitting out a mouth full of
Sweet Society along with it. The snuff spit ran dark on the ground,
slowly approaching my feet: | stepped aside to let it pass, only to
have it catch me a few seconds later.

‘Nasty Gal, that’s all you are and all you will ever be, if you don'’t
learn that a name ain’t nothing, nothing but a tag. Words ain’t
never killed nobody.’

‘Ma, we got to do something. If a name is all we got then we got
o5 &

We were standing there, waiting for our turn to come so we
could go in the store get what we wanted and get back to the
fields. | was telling Ezekiel about my crush on John and he was
just standing there—quiet like he always was, listening. We didn’t
have to be in school cause the white folks didn’t think “niggers”’
should be in school when there was work to be done: It was plant-
ing time. So we were standing there not doing or saying nothing to
nobody, and Henry Ben, drunk as usual, with his pants falling
down, just come out of that there store look at Ez and

‘Ma, now | ain’t gonna call you this, but what if I called you a

‘No, you ain’t going to call me that.’

‘But what if | did, Ma? What if | did?’

She just sat there rocking.

‘Ma, we got to do something—we got to do something.’

"~ ‘The Lord—"’

We were standing there. And Henry Ben just come out of that
there store look at Ez and Ez wasn't saing and doing nothing to
nobody. Henry Ben just come out of that there store looked at Ez
and called him a “Black son of a bitch.” Just like that. Ez was just
standing there, with his head down, not saying nothing or doing
nothing. And Henry Ben just kept repeating it, kept saying it over
and over. Cussing Ez and cussing his mother. | could see the
Sweat starting to rise slowly on Ez’s neck and it seemed like only a
second before Ez was wet all over, ringing wet...and then Ez
looked up at Henry Ben and started to laugh and just kept
laughing, laughing in Henry Ben’s face while he kept repeating it,
overand over: Black son of a bitch Black son of a bitch.

‘...giveth and he take it away.’

Then Henry Ben shot him and Ez never did stop laughing. Black

' son of a bitch. Black son of a bitch.
‘Ma, where was the Lord then? Where was the Lord then?’

I was crying then and | couldn’t stop. | had started to cry before,
had cried all the way home but now | couldn’t stop. And she? she

was just sitting there in that old blue rocker, going back and forth
and not saying nothing. @
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‘Ma, we got to do something.’
‘What happens to Henry Ben ain’t for you to decide.’
Did she say that or am | dreaming. | think she did but I'm not
sure. She said something.

‘The Lord works in mysterious ways. His wonders to perform.’

Maybe that was it...She got up slowly after a while, as if she
was tired; picked up her sweater off of the rack in back of her and
stepped down off the porch.

‘Fix you and your Grand-daddy some suppper. I'm going to be
with Sadie.” @

on my honor

Pisceans are by nature mysterious and deceptive because some-
times they live too much in the imagination, or so | have been told.
The first time | lied to a woman was, | believe, to protect her,
because | loved her, so | reasoned. | had invited another woman
friend | had met in the southwest (while visiting my family over the
holidays) to come down to the South for a2 week escape from the
northern winter, to stay with me and my husband. | told my woman
love that another woman was visiting me, a platonic long-time
friend, because | knew if | told the truth Paloma would show her
jealousy and possessiveness. | did not want to stir her feathers,
even though | had no physical relationship with Carolynn. By the
end of the week, | had developed a friendship with Carolynn, realiz-
ed | was falling in love with her. .

A few days after Carolynn left, my husband was on the phone
telling Paloma that Carolynn had been with us for the week. | had
made up my mind to tell Paloma myself, but now it was too late.
Letters passed through the mail like flying arrows and | learned
that Paloma had been having an affair with a woman before
Carolynn came to visit me. The point is, | was not jealous, even
after | knew, for | did not expect true confessions. Is my sense of
honor different from other people’s?

Even now | would like to visit Paloma, but the fact that Carolynn

-knows about her, detérs me from doing so, and | ask myself, why?
Now that | have the freedom to come and go as | please, without
deception, without lies, somehow | do not have the desire to do so
because | feel fulfilled emotionally, physically, and spiritually. | feel
| love the woman | am now living with—Carolynn. (Oh, | shortly di-
vorced my husband after Carolynn’s visit. It was in the process of
learning that | could not continue to live a lie. | love women not
men.) But still sometimes | think the old me may return and yet |
know for the first time | have the freedom but | do not want to

escape. | want to build my life on shared experiences and honest
relating with and to Carolynn.
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The moon shadows played over the ceiling, bouncing off the four
poster. The New England night was thick and damp. Lena thought
about wood for the fireplace tomorrow. Alone in the dark and the
silence she felt a quick chill of fear and helplessness. There could
be sounds out there, waiting to hurt her. She closed that thought
out and tried to sleep. She dreamt about the sea gulls she might
hear in the morning.

The next day Lena fixed a picnic of can goods: sardines and
olives and iced tea. She went up to the attic. It was warm and
mustier than the rest of the house, and sunlight washed over the
lonely things showing up the dust. The picture was sitting on the
dresser. Lena sat down and looked at it as she ate.

Merry was still there in the painting, with the same quizzical
glance from the canvas. Now she seemed older. Lena curled up on
the settee and felt the tears drop from eyes onto the brocade
fabric. With the tears came a release from anxiety. She was happy
to be at home. She lay down and slept until she heard Merry call
her name, ‘“‘Lena, little Lena.” She opened her eyes. Merry stood
over her, her hands dancing in the air, the words coming fast.

“Come with me. We will never be alone again. I've waited so
long.”

The afternoon sun shone on Merry’s arms, brown with the days
at the canvas shore. Her lips moved gently and her eyes were damp
with tears of joy.

Lena blinked twice or more. Her terror pushed up through her
stomach, choking her throat. This couldn’t be! Dreams are not real.

She ran from the attic, bolting the door. She stood trembling at
the foot of the stairs for a moment then ran out of the house down
to the beach. She sat in the damp sand, watching the waves strug-
gle in and drift out again.

Where could she go now? Only the ocean lay befcre her and an
empty, noisy city behind. She looked back at the house, its open
windows and the curtains blowing in the breeze, inviting her back.

She thought about her teaching job, her little apartment, her mar-
ried sister, her divorced mother. She thought about all of the feel-
ings she had been too embarrased to express, too ashamed to be
the dummy in a world that could not hear her.

She walked back to the house and threw the folded sheets over
the high winged chair, the mahogony dining table and the roll top
desk. She unpacked and stored her suitcase, then went up to the
attic.

She stopped only an instant before unbolting the door. Merry
stood beside the settee. Lena closed the door behind her.

Merry signed, her hands graceful and quick.

“Do you like to dig for clams?”

“l think so. It has been along time.”” Lena responded.

“You will come with me?”

Merryshands were dark and a few tiny grains of sand glistened in
the hairs on her arm.

Lena nodded and Merry smiled like the sunrise.

“I miss you. We all miss you.”

Lena looked at the painting where five women stooped in the
sand. She smiled completely for the first time.

Lena started to speak but Merry held her hands gently.
Seven women dug for clams in the sand, laughing together

silently. @
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“babies to market, babies to market”” martina’s laughter rang still
in carmel’s dream, loud and drunken as her sister’s red dress that
day. they had walked together all three sisters.

HAGE?”

martina the eldest but nine months apart each they went to the
american clinic.

“MARRIED?”

“no” culabra; two sons both child in arms.

“no’”’ martina’s rum wet speech.

“well yes i am.” but that had made no difference for carmel. not

made. technology. in desperation they trusted. none suspected
another military exercise in the stark white clinic. none but culabra,
named for the land, dared €ven wonder how long would it be
before she could pour this promised money into milk bottles, she
asked, for her tits were dry and her babjes crying. yes there was to
be payment, wasn’t it too good to be true. the women had talked
among themselves, unintelligible to outsiders broken only by the:
“RIGHT THIS WAY”’ of a woman white in her uniform. and she too
thought carmel, had been a soldier involved in a logistical closing
of bodies. :
carmel tossed out of the live nitemare pain Spread wide over her
pelvis, her stomach a tight ball. ‘empty’ she whispered heaving
tears for her severed tubes, tears that fel] on the earthern floor and

and eleven inches, empty bellied beside the women walking
endless roadways in her mind, below a sky so large it could only
mean promise. a minefield of stars.

time crept. she rose a thin silouette in the nite against the rising
tides. the moon. her €yes searched the shore a litehouse beam. the
rape can breed, she thought, the rape must stop. @

Graphic by Rose Marulanda
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DORIS DAVENPORT
A Signifying Short Story
Copyright © 1980 by doris davenport

Chapter 1

There was this woman, see, (once upon a recent time) supposedly very
beautiful, vital, sexy, etc., who, without even trying, since she was also
very intelligent, i hear, developed a knack for short love affairs, but
longwinded and long-lifed lovers. that is, she would stop/but they just
could not.

Chapter 2

So, after awhile, there were so many of them, the ex-lovers, that they
formed a small, elite, private club, or group, or society. They seemed to
gravitate to each other, attracted by a quality of peculiar self-induced,
self-indulgent pain, and burnt out intense crazy-looking eyes, so they
formed this group, a real serious one. They incorporated by-laws from the
Black Panthers, the DAR, the Mau Mau, the Gestapo, Roberts Rules of
Order, the black Baptist Church, and some consciousness raising
guidelines, for good measure. Naturally, to be a member, you HAD to be
in love with her, and the 3 main officers, were these 3 wimmin, see. They
set up some more ground rules, some of which were these:

a) her name could never be called, only alluded to, in female pronouns,
in caps, in italics, quotes, etc.

b) yet who had to be mentioned constantly at least once a day, each
member had to deny being in love with her, and once a day also admit
they did love her, and Agonize and Ecstasize over it. ;

c)and there was a High and Holy celebration every sunday nite, to
make sure they started the week in the right, appropriate frame of mind,
or frame of love and anguish, there was this Ritual. but that belongs in
the section, The Ritual.

The ritual was choreographed. It was eclectic. It was hi comedy and
low drama. a fusion of the edge of night and the tempest. it was all the art
forms in embryonic and amateurish forms:

1st womon: Call to order. We will now begin the Ritual, in honor and dis-
honor of Her. (clutches her heart and her stuff.) (then she hits a huge cym-
bal made of wood/to represent how they are struck and absorb the pain.
she hits a cymbal of wood, painted on the front with a hot dog—only the
bun’s at the bottom and the weiner is at the top, symbolizing the un-
realized Hot Dog—how far away they are from consummation with her, is
as the wiener to the bun. she hits, as i said, hard, with a long cane, which
symbolizes how crippled they are because of her, which is wrapped
around at the top with lots of printed soft flannel material which also
symbolizes Something, but i forgot what. sometimes they hit each other
with the cane top, if they have won the Anguish Award for the week.)

2nd womon: Oh oh oh Ohhhh

3rd womon: Ayieeeeeeeee (rolls on the floor and screams, doing 5
modern dance contractions on her back and stomach)

4th womon: not you, not you, ME!! (does a James Brown Slide/boogaloo/
bangs into the wall/bounces back and grunts-)UH—good god!

2nd womon oh oh oh, i hurt, i anguish, i languish. plus, ’'m hungry and
horny/ because of her. . . o
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4th womon: (interrupting) SHUT upn) nobody knows/the trubble j've
Seen, because of her ==

1st womon: Now sisters. hermanas, We agreed to Some basic ryjeg to
organize our feelings just last week. . .

3rd womon: DO THE DAWG!! Who000000!
4th womon: Stop. Stop!1! thems My lines, you Stole em, you .

CUT.

i know, Promised yoy the ritual. byt like the eleusian Mysteries, the jn-
gredients jn €oca-cola, ang how much we really weigh, some things are
just too, too sacred to divulge publicly. no matter how réverent the public

(to be continued, next year. . )

®
NOEL IRARE sABAsy

Copyright @ 1980 by Irare Sabas

She sat there in the Shadows of the Curtains, heaq bent as though she
knew there were still crosseg yet to bear. Folding shade after shade of
darkness, With involveq hands ang Compresseqd lips; until jt spilled from

fore.

One fadeq couch, sunken Cushions, dog-eareq edges; Spillstains from
the times her hands refused to remain Steady. At night a sheet, a blanket,
a too flat pillow, transforms this antique into her bed. A Scatter-rug in
front, a now Curious pinkish-grey, that once new, glowed fiery red With
rings of Creamery yeljow. (she had bought it on a whim at Alexanders Six
Christmas’ ago.)
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To the right, a picture of Christ on a cardboard calendar. The lighted
lantern in his hand, somewhat subdued by his irridescent halo. He is
poised, about to knock on someone’s door. But there is something in
his eyes, they’ve got that look.... A look seen a hundred times swim-
ming in children’s eyes, when they weary of a game. But because they
love you, or because you'’re having so much fun, they give it one last half-
hearted try and then announce they’ll quit. His eyes held that look.

Under it hung on a nail, blue plastic rosary beads. Further to the right,
one rust-stained sink, steady faucet drip. Above it a mirror big enough to
reflect a face and not much more. (if you didn’t count despair). Screwed
into the wall, a plastic cupholder, with one green glass containing one
shredded toothbrush, a 1 Squeezed tube of Pepsodent, a 1> used cake
of soap, a 2 clean hotel towel hanging on a nail, a shower cubicle.

Still further, one-used-to-be white four drawer kitchen cabinet. It sits
under a double-hot-plate, never unplugged. One miniature refrigerator big
enough for ice cubes, T.V. dinners and not much more, seemed to cringe
in the corner. One closet door leading to sweet and sour secrets. One

room door leading to the toilet in the hall. That is unless one took the

stairs towards the street, towards escape.

And then, the double window, shade always half-way down. Cinnamon-
colored curtains, yellow horses galloping through its dust. And com-
pleting the circle, that much used necessary sanctuary of a chair behind
her calves. Inventory completed a grim smile bursts across her face. The
title of a song rushes up to greet her, dancing in her mind
“This Is My Life” . . . . :

She hums a few bars, crosses over to the table, and carries the radio to
the chair: A news station crackles up at her as she reaches down, into the
brown paper bag leaning by the chair. She lights up a cigarette from the
pack out of her pocket. She unscrews the cap off the bottle of whiskey
she has placed in her lap. She tilts her head and swallows deeply. Then
she turns towards the curtains and the window and the world. And
tonight she hardly feels the wet, or taste the tears. Tonight she is sending
back her soul, to spend some time in the Christmas of ’47. On that island
in the sun, where she met Andrea.

Sweet Andrea, of the long legs and long lashes, tamarind-colored eyes,
mahogany in the morning, indigo by night. Gingerale laughter, butterfly
touch, liquid-lips . . . . . infant soft. “Andrea” a name calypso to the
ears.

She recollects her initial timidity when Andrea had approached her in-
timately, after the festivities. Steering her into uncharted waters, sucking
her under whirlpools beyond the reefs . . . . . nitrogen-narcosis in the
night.

If only she had not felt so confused, so guilty, so fear-spattered after-
wards. If only realization had not come agonized years after.

If only truth had not played hide-and-seek. If only....if
only....yet, how could she forsee in her youth-dipped days. These
curved and curious wrinkles, crawling cross her face? How could
she know that loneliness, would extend itself across the latitudes
and longitudes of her adult life?

How could she know that the restlessness and bitterness, would
conspire and carve their names upon her heart? As lovers, slicing
in....and carving out their initials, on a living, feeling tree? Oh, how
could she? How could she know, that she would never, ever en-
counter Andrea again?

Inner pain: the kind just one thin layer above bone: cannot be ig-
nored. She knows. Because shes tried. Oh God! how she has tried.
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Sleeps, her Subconscig
matic. Yet, the throbbing is Persistent, ang

istent. And Noxious SCreams are Clawing at her insides, like a mj
trapped beneath 5 landslide. And there | insi

toilet door. And as always, she
when she’s through

- 10 turn ang Peer into the turbid/
tranquil Waters, for any of he

I Wishes that weren’t Whirlpooleqg
down the bow!. @ _

KATER]| SARDELLA
Claudia

Boom! Boom! Boom! Always, jt goes Boom! Boom! Boom!
Sometimes the throbbing is so great, she js forced to her fe

YOou have g good day, Claudia?”

“Yes. Good day. Wonderfyl. We had g wonderful time. The moun.
tains. Snow. We skied al) day. Such a delicioys
looked beautify. The sun burned g

€ep red into her face ana her
hands, so Strong, Stroking the rim o

With

“Ciéudia!" Dr. Adams gripped her shoulders
aware of hjg desire to sh

and Was almost
ake her and maybe even
a, I'm

slap her, just this
once, “Claudia, stop ijt! Claudi

; talking to you, Doctor Adams,
r€member me) ;
oom! Boom! Boom! Claudia felt the blood push jts way into
her head. she looked out ang focuseq

her €yes on the psychi-

atrist’s furrowed, bushy eyebrows. They bobbed Up and down ag he
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talked. “veg. Yes, of Course. Hello. Hello.”
“Claudia, how do you fee|?”

“Fine. Good. Time to go?”

“Okay, Claudia, we're through for now.

ight, Claudia, YOu can refil| jt
Se up I'm going to have to cut down

“Claudia, What are yoy doing now! Hey, Claud, get your clothes il
on!” The officer nudged her With hjs fiashiight. “Claud, Where's your
Clothes?” : ; :

“Clothes. Yes, they’re on the rock. | left them at the rock. Djg |
You see where Denise went? She was her
looks radiant in that tiny little Suit, don't You think?
Syracuse on our way. | got this, do you like jt?2"
and Clumsily twirled her aging half naked bog
policeman. “Denise thought it was a little big but |’
for anything too revealing.”

again tonight |I'm takin’ ya in_ Now go on. i
€s. Yes. Of Course.” She began walking towards Central Ave, but
in her reality, Denjse was just over the ridge, lying in the sun, wiggling

her toes in the sand, ang Stroking her rich black hair with her thin
brown fingertips.

“Claudia.”
“Yes, Deni, I'm here.”

“You don’t have to be here, now. Not anyinore."
“You don’t mean that. Lay back and rest.”

“You're so Strong, Claudia, | know You'll be g right. Just pro-

mise me that you'll go on With your life. More than anything, | want r
You to have g good life.”

“Yes, of Course, Denise. I'll b

€ okay. Byt I'l] always |ove you,
dariing, I wil| always love you.”

|
l} Boom! Boom! Boom!




“Draft?”
“Please, yes.”
“| hope you have money with ya this time, Claud, | can’t keep
giving it away!”

Claudia set a pile of pennies on the bar. There were thirty-one in
all. Laurie, the bartender, didn’t pick up any of them.

“So, how’s it goin’, Claud. Haven’t seen you around in awhile.”

“Fine. Of course. Fine.”

“What’s you been up to?”

“New York. We’ve been to New York.”

“Oh yeah, who you been there with?”

“Deni, of course. We had a great time.”

“Claudia,” Laurie gently touched the older woman’s arm. “‘Claud,
Denise is dead. Try to remember.”
“\We went for a week. Had a wonderful time.” :
“Claudia. Claudia!” The bartender squeezed Claudia’s hand and

looked into her crazy aware eyes. ‘‘Claudia, Claud, ah, Claudia, ya -

want another beer? Huh, Claud, ya want another beer?”
“Yes. Of course. Yes.”

“What did you say, honey? Oh, okay. You're right, it is getting
late. Do you want to stop for coffee? Oh no, that's all right with
me. We gotta get up early tomorrow, anyway."

Claudia stepped into the street.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

“| think I’ve drank a little too much. I’'m already hung over. Deni,
do you...” The van hit her solidly in the chest. She landed on her
back, her jacket torn from her bleeding body. Blood oozed from her
ears and the back of her head.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

“Deni, it doesn’t really hurt so bad. I've banged it there before.
Oh o, I'm okay. But can you just rub it for a second. Yes, the top
of my head. It’'s still a little tender. What did you say? Where are
we going? Oh, yes, I'd love to. Yes. Yes, of course.” @
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JULIE BLACKWOMON
Marcia Loves Jesus

l

|

\ “I've given up women for Jesus,” she said in a soft voice that
I was equal parts boast and apology.

| “Oh,” | said.

| “Yeah,” she said, leaning forward on the couch and looking at
i me intently. “I've also given up alcohol and marajuana; | haven't
| been able to give up cigarettes yet, but I'm down to two a day, one
‘ after lunch and one after dinner.”

“Oh,” | said gazing at a smudge in the center of her forehead. |
don’t think | had any expression on my face. | was trying not to
have any expression on my face.

| 3 “You aren’t upset, are you?” she said.
‘ Upset? Me upset? Why should | be upset? Just because I've
3 loved this woman for eighteen of the twenty-two years I've in-
4 habited this earth? Because I've loved her constantly through such
‘ diverse obstacles as her thing for Benjie Morris, the cross-eyed
child genius who won all the spelling bees in the ninth grade; her
passion for Hank Matthews, the hot-handed all-American fullback
who spilled sperm all over my sleeping bag the summer Marcia and
| was supposed to have gone camping alone; or her all-consuming
il affection for Miss Davis, the six-foot wonder on the basketball
| court who Marcia loved all through her freshman and junior years

“ at Howard?

i Besides, at this very moment | kept neatly folded in the rear left-
i hand pocket of my jeans a dog-eared letter that said in part: “I love
h \ you, woman; | realize that now although it took me almost ten thou-
sand miles and a near marriage that would have been a disaster, to
convince me that | don’t really want to spend my life pleasing other
people and that loving you pleases me. | joined the Peace Corps to
escape you and myself but it hasn’t worked. It hasn’t worked at all.

r My tour of duty will be up in another three months. I'm coming

il home. Wait for me. | love you....”
I There. She’d put it down in black and white. She’d said she was
i coming home to be with me, not Benjie Morris, not Miss Davis—
i not even Ronnie Jordan, the woman who’d brought Marcia out—
H,,f after the first time | told her | loved her, Marcia, feeling the attrac-
p‘!{ | tion also, ran off and picked up the first obviously gay woman to
I respond to her advances and went to bed with her. No, Marcia was
coming home to me—patient, long suffering, ever-constant me.
She’d said that in her last letter.

Only now she was sitting in front of me, her hair pulled back into
a ponytail the way she wore it when | fell in love with her in junior
high school and telling me she’d given up women for Jesus and
asking me if | were upset.

“No,” | lied in my best Joan Crawford voice. “I’m not upset.” |
chewed the nail of my forefinger down to the quick.

“But isn’t this kind of sudden?” | said finally, to fill the silence.

“Well, not really,” she said. “There’s this missionary who....”

“Ah, ha!” | said springing forward in my seat. “It’s really the mis-
sionary.”

“No,” she said with a patient smile. (I hate patient smiles,
especially when directed at me.) “It’s Jesus, it’s really Jesus.” Per-
sonally | would rather have lost her to the missionary, but, alas,
this was not a democratic situation, and my vote didn’t count.
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“So you're really giving up women for Jesus, huh?” | said and
looked up quickly trying to surprise a twinkle at the ends of her
mouth or some slight indication that she was only fooling.

“Well, yeah....” She looked down at her fingers now entwined in
her lap and then back up at me. “Yeah,” she said again with no ad-
ditional prompting.

“Well, | wouldn’t put too much stock in such a relationship,” |
said.

“This is it for me,” she said. “There’s been something missing in
my life all this time; some vital ingredient just wasn’t there.” (“Yes,
you fool,” | wanted to say. “But it’s me! me! me-me-me!”)

But | was cool. | put my cigarette out on the arm of the chair and
dumped the ashtray into the fruit bowl.

“You realize, of course that he’s into slave and master roles; he’ll
have you drying his feet with your hair.”

“I love Jesus,” she said. “He’s my alpha, my omega; he fulfills
all my needs. Knowing | have Jesus has made all the difference.
I've found a love that will never die, a love that’s bigger than life.”
She started tapping her foot as if to some rhythm heard only by
herself, and a bright halo made a wide arch and hovered just above
her head.

“But this is ridiculous,” | said, a bit flustered. *“I mean the last
time you wrote me your were saying....” | leaned forward and
reached for the letter in my hip pocket.

“It was bigger than the both of us,” she said. “But now | have
overcome, hallelujah. I've surrendered myself to Jesus. | love
Jesus! Only Jesus, praise the Lord!!1”

“But you've always insisted on monogamous relationships in the
past,” | said.

“What?” she said.

“He’s a married man,you know.”

“What?”’ she said. ’

“Those nuns—he’s married to all those nuns in the Catholic
church.” ’

“l don’t know about that....” she said, but | could tell I'd made
her stop and think.

“And not only that,” | said, now that | had her complete attention.
“He’s bisexual at best...haven'’t you heard those rumors about him
and Peter and Paul and John, too.”

“l wouldn’t say....”

“Would | lie to you....you ever hear of him having a girlfriend
during the time he was hanging around all those guys?”’

“Jesus is my rock,” she said stoutly. “My wheel in the middle of
the wheel!”

“Well,” | shook my head sadly. “I guess you know what you're
doing and if you can handle the S and M....” | shrugged my
shoulders. “Who am | to complain?”

“What S and M?”

“You mean you didn’t even know about the S and M?”

“Jesusisn’tinto S and M.”

“Anybody who'd allow himself to be nailed to two pieces of
board in front of a crowd of people has got to be into masochistic .
exhibitionism.”

“But his father told him to do that!” she said indignantly.

“And that’s another thing,” | said. “The man just can’t stand up
to authority.”

“l don’t care what you say,” she said sticking her fingers into her

ears and closing her eyes. “| just want to go to heaven to be with
Jesus.”
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There was never enough heat in her apartment either so she was
almost glad to be going to the job. She thought of the cozy warm
office where she worked as a receptionist. She walked so fast that
she couldn’t stop to browse in the many store windows that she
passed. She didn’t stop to pick up a bite to eat until she reached
the office building. She decided to make a detour into the little
candy store in the lobby. She wanted to pick up a container of
yogurt and be on her way. As she handed the store keeper a dollar
and waited for the change, she could feel her body already relaxing
and straightening out ever so slightly. She was completely ab-
sorbed with the animal part of her nature that instinctively sought
out shelter and food. She almost grunted with pleasure at the an-
ticipation of feeling the warmth of the office while tasting the cool
softness of the yogurt. But she was snapped back to her humaness
by a whining, persistent voice. Her ears picked up the sound and
then her eyes focused on an old Black woman standing before her.

| don’t know how | could have missed her when | came into the
store, because it's so small you can hardly even move around in
there. She must have slipped in after me. The other people had
managed to ignore her. Their backs were turned; their eyes averted.
They didn't want to deal with her obvious distress. | was caught off
guard. Although | was in a hurry to get upstairs, | looked into her
strained anxious face. Her tobacco brown skin was aged but firm.
It had a sheen like well oiled antique mahogany wood. The longer |
looked at her, the more insistent she became. ‘‘Hep me with my
coat,” she ordered, “it's stuffy in here.” | looked at her blankly, not
comprehending what it was she wanted. “‘Hep me wit the buttons
on my coat,” she explained impatiently, “my fingers are too stiff—
they don’t work.”

| was relieved that she didn’t ask me for money, because | didn't
have that much. | took a step towards her to unbutton the top but-
ton. It was an ugly cheap coat. The ili-fitting collar was fastened
too tightly around her neck and it was no wonder that she com-
plained of feeling stuffy. As | undid the 2nd and 3rd button, | could
hear her breathing in quick nervous pants and | could see her chest
heaving up and down.

She directed me to unzipper her purse, made of imitation plastic
leather—the kind that gets stiff and cracks in the cold weather.
She reached inside and pulled out a crumpled piece of paper and
handed it to me. | re-zippered the bag and read the scribbled ad-
dress on the paper. She told me that she was lost. | assured her
that she wasn’t far from where she had to go and that | could walk
with her to the corner and point her in the right direction. At the
corner, | was about to turn back when she asked me, with big
pleading eyes, if | would cross the street with her. On the other
side, there was a small park. Again, she asked, if | could just
please go with her through the park. By the time we had gone a
few more blocks, it was if a silent bond had been struck between
us that | would take her to find the address on the paper. It was
close by, yet far out of my way. This is crazy, | thought as we hur-
ried briskly towards our destination. Yet, | reasoned, it wouldn't Kill
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me to go a few blocks to help another Black woman. | was strong
and healthy now and maybe | would need help in this way when |
got older.

I glanced over at my new charge huddled beside me. She seemed
to have shrunk in size from the cold. Her smooth dark hands look-
ed swollen and puffy. As she moved, they dangled in front of her
as if she was about to shake hands with someone. She held her
pocketbook in front of her by its shoulder-length strap, causing it
to swing slightly. | told her to put her hands in the pocket of her
coat to keep them warm but she didn’t seem to understand me. |
gently guided each of her hands into the side pockets of her coat
and moved her bag onto her shoulders. But a few moments later,
they slipped out of her pockets like two big slippery flippers and
they dangled and swayed as she shuffled along.

We turned up a side street, following the sequence of numbers
on the buildings. I'd been naively looking for a street level photo
studio or store because she'd mentioned earlier something about
having to get some photos. When we reached the right address, |
felt kind of foolish as | realized that it was the welfare office that
we had been looking for. The ugly drab monstrosity of a building
which took up one half of the block and was at least six or seven
Stories high seemed impossible to miss, now that we had found it.
The inside was just as ugly and drab as the outside. Even the peo-
ple seemed to have assumed the drab coloration of the greyish/
greenish interiors. | felt out of place in my heavy wool coat and red
leather bag and shoes. My having a salaried job, even as a recep-
tionist, meant that | was in a more privileged situation than those
who were forced to come here for measly handouts. | also felt out-
raged that this old Black woman should have to come out on the
coldest day of the year just to get her picture taken for a welfare
identification card. In another space and time, she would have
been a respected, elder member of her community instead of hav-
ing to prove her existence, her need.

We made our way over to the elevators. As we waited, | silently
fumed while she loudly complained about her son because he
wouldn't bring her to the welfare office. Whining and grumbling
about the rest of her family whom she felt had also failed her, she
suddenly turned to me and asked, “Could you come home with
me?” In the next instant, the question changed to a statement, ‘I
sure wish you could come home wit me and hep me,” she mut-
tered, looking down at the floor. In that instant that she dared to
ask the impossible, | dared to think the unthinkable. The circum-
stances that had caused our paths to cross had aroused. in me,
feelings for her of concern, of caring, of wanting to be helpful. |
could picture myself as a good, dutiful daughter to her. | consi-
dered that what | would receive in return, her undying devotion and
love, would not be an uneven exchange. But the moment passed
and we both came back to our senses. Her question remained un-
answered and was not repeated again.

An uncomfortable stretch of time went by before the elevator
finally came and we entered inside. Sensing that our brief en-
counter was soon to be concluded, her face began to crumble as
she thanked me for coming so far with her. | put my arm around
her and told her that everything was going to be all right. | took out
a tube of hand lotion from my bag and turned to her. “Here,” | said,
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as | poured the cool white liquid into her dark puffy palms. As she
rubbed her cold hands together and patted her cheeks, a warm
smile crept onto her face. | put some of the lotion on my hands
also. Enveloped by its gentle scent and soothed by its softness on
our skins, we passed our last moments together in a light-hearted
exchange of feminine vanities.

The elevator doors opened onto an uglier, drabber floor, jammed
with people. A stone-faced male guard looked at us and then away
as if we were another cargo of refuse. “I.D. photos,—Get on line!",
he announced mechanically. | took my charge over to the end of a
long line that weaved in and out of every corner of the room.
Before | could give my excuses for leaving, she released me with a
silent, resigned nod of her head and she faded into the anonymity
of the waiting crowd. | mumbled a good-bye, turned and walked
back to the elevator. @

“Hi Priestess of Brooklyn”

© Sapphirt 1950
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SAPPHIRE
The Refrigerator Story

It was certain days that the feeling came over her. She didn’t know
when or how it had started. It had something to do with a lack of order,
something the neatly folded clothes, the bathroom floor glistening and
smelling of pinesol belied, something that could not be stacked or scrub-
bed away, something like the disintegration of a star searing thru an
otherwise well ordered universe. It also had to do with the simple
arithmetic of her life, which never seemed to add up. The thirty-six dollars
a week she received in unemployment benefits and the forty-five dollars
every two weeks from welfare never seemed to cover meager necessities,
much less dreams.

And it was somewhere in clean closets and brown soaped kitchens
that the debits created disorder. It could have been attributed to other
lacks, but she was unaware of anything except that having put her house
in order she was in chaos. Things made little and less sense daily. She
couldn’t put her finger on when or how, but she became broken—not like
a spastic tin toy programmed to self destruct or a fine piece of crystal
dashed to seething shards—but more like a damp piece of driftwood or a

than usual, that is, she had no more of nothing than she usually did.
Somewhere under these most ordinary of circumstances certain things
ceased functioning in her mind. No, she didn’t stop bathing or slip into in-
coherent babbling. The change was almost imperceptible at first.

Her mode of thinking neither changed drastically nor deviated into odd
little quirks. It was the dimensions that changed. She began to think
small. In accordance with her place in the universe, she told herself. Her
appetites heretofore insatiable became small. She ate less because she
needed less, being less. Things that had been of significance dwindled
daily. The need for conversation was the first to wither, and a caress or
kiss seemed such huge acts. And the clothing, was there ever a need for
S0 much, being so small? Then a most crucial point (why it had taken so

long to realize she didn’t know). She moved too much, far far ioo

copyright © 1980 by Sapphire

27




B e —————
LINDA J. BROWN

jazz dancin wif mama
copyright © 1980 by linda j. brown

jasmine had shorten to jazz a while ago, cut off her hair but was
growin it back in braids, like cornrowed aunt sally from long years
before; the kind o braids you don have to comb but once a week.
had six ear holes filled wif skinny gold circles an’ a dot of diamond
wedged in her nose. had on her good black short-sleeved shirt an’
tan work pants an’ sandals from mexico. gotten over showin toes.
in the heart pocket, was the petals from the purple iris dena give
jazz to remember her by when she got on the bus. the bus was
gonna take her south to monticello; makin a hundred stops from
42nd street ‘n’ 8th avenue to there. the petals shrank an’ squeezed
perfume into her shirt an’ dried in the wind on the next day of the
journey.

early mornin on the bus, with the light on the other side, jazz
dozed, still, rollin her head around on her neck an’ catchin the air
with her open mouth. dena danced in the dream images an’ thru
jazz’ blood until she waked, reaching for her like always in the mor-
nins, an’ bumped into the seat in front of her. chucklin to herself.

“fool, you on the bus, girl.”

mos people had got off in d.c. an’ jazz been able to stretch out in
both seats, even tho her long legs hanged over the arm of the end
seat into the aisle.

jazz wished she had some o dena’s coffee right now, wished she
could see some o dena’s smile—but not here, not yet or now. jazz
hadn tol mama yet—one reason why she come home this time.
tellin mama was right, now, but tellin this took seein mama clear in
her face.

bus rolled down 95, thru towns that ain’t changed since 1902.
jazz seen people workin they land, cows grazin, grass growin thick
an’ tall. jazz looked at the man’s watch in the next seat an’ counted
up the hours on her fingers. be about 3 mo hours, then the journey
be finish. at least, the goin half. jazz lit up a kool an’ dragged on it,
lettin the nicotene seep into her blood, slow, feelin the high it give
her, ridin that wave.

dena had made rolls an’ chicken an’ wrapped them in foil an’ a
paper bag for jazz to eat an’ not get hongry. had put 3 plums in the
bag, the color of her own lips on the outside, the color of her
tongue an’ gums on the inside. sweet, jazz thought, like the center
of dena. she had one roll left an’ a wing an’ a plum. breakfast be
ok.

dust kick up so bad you couldn’t see nobody. mus be hot, ’cause
it sure was dry. red clay dirt all over everywhere. jazz said out loud
tonoone...

“cain’t see mama. wonder if i give her the wrong time.”

she got her suitcase with the stripe on both sides—brown grain
leather and yellow stripes—down from the rack over the seats.

jazz straightened her shirt an’ licked her dry lips. she picked up
her bag an’ waited her turn to file out the bus. in the sun, her eyes
narrowed and the heat brought water, quick, to her forehead an’
under her arms. but it loosed her body an’ made walkin down the
:33t8eps an’ onto the ground a joy. like a fancy flight.
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people wishin other peoples hello. huggin an’ kissin, some cry-
in, sayin how wel| you look, big you grown. _

jazz didn see mama yet an’ the people were clearin away. the bus
had pull off like a bat out o hell, spewin all them wif red clay dirt—
white man sittin in a too tight driver suit in the driver’s seat wif a
sinister grin. he done reached the end o the line—carryin niggers
down in the south—and this was his home, too, so he didn have to
be nice no mo, or Say yessir or m’am to em. this prank was only
the beginnin o his fun.

jazz sit on her bag, brushin off red from her pants an’ out her

that smile et you know you home, an’ reach out her long slender
arms an’ legs for jazz before she got right up on her. when she did,
she wrap her arms round jazz’ body.
“my baby. my own baby girl. don you look like water to a thirsty

man to yo mama. jasmine. come here, baby. come here to mama.”

an’ jazz bury herself in mama’s arms. ‘mama’s busom. under
mama'’s heart. she smel| an’ breathe everything raminar, everything
she know bout herself in this life. she close hereyes.

“mama, i'm so glad you come, finely. thought i‘d be sittin her in-
to tamorrow.” she teased.

“mama, i'm glad to be here. to see you agin.”

around the laughin an’ rockin an’ swaying, the womon driver of
the pickup walked. she stood behin mama, puttin her arm round her
waist an’ pullin her kinda upright.

“catherine.”

maxine put her hand toward jazz, who grip it firm an’ said hello
into maxine’s €yes. maxine smiled an’ said jazz look like her pic-
tures on mama’s table, after all. she took jazz’ bag an’ put it in the
back o the pickup. then they all climb in. the truck moved with

“they pretty.” mama told her.

“a womon name dena, who is Sweet to me, who is my love,
mama, give em to me fo the trip. so’s i could ‘'member her while i'm
away.” jazz confessed.

“maxine an’ me been together more’n a year now. since close
after the las time i sSeen you in the flesh, jasmine. she good to me
an’love me. an’ i loves her.”

“they’s limonade an’ ginger bread at home. we can all sit out on
the po’ch an’ have a long talk, girl. they’s always mo news than vou
canputin a letter.” @
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ANNOUNCEMENTS

3RD WORLD LESBIAN VISUAL ARTISTS

| am a Black lesbian painter and graphic artist, working on a book about 3rd
world lesbian visual artists. Please send your support. ideas, and any informa-
tion you want to share to: Robin Christian. 314 East 91st St.. NYC 10028

Articles by 3rd World lesbians are wanted for an anthology on women identi-
fied women. which is currently being edited by two lesbian researchers. Arti-
cles on coming out. societal oppression. lesbian activism. and lesbian culture
are especially welcome. Send inquiries. abstracts. or articles to: ANTHOLOGY.
Box 25. Penn Laird. Virginia 22846

Cleis Press, a new feminist publishing company whose first books will appear
in 1981, is researching a large resource book documenting the feminist
“‘resistance” movement against male violence. We are looking for articles of
feminist theory on tactics for fighting back. views on violence., analysis of the
current struggle against this wave of abuse, essays and stories of feminist fan-
tasy. For more info and to send in work (Deadline: October 1. 1980) write: CLEIS
PRESS. Frederique Delacoste. 3141 Pleasant Ave. South. Minneapolis. Min-
nesota 55408

Julia Penelope (Stanley) and Susan Wolfe are seeking personal narratives from
wimmin that respond to the question. "Why Do Wimmin Marry Men?" If you
have a story to tell. please send it to us. While we want the stories themselves
to be true, autobiographical information. any form is fine—narratives. diaries.
poetry, plays. etc. If you don't think of yourself as a “writer". send us a
cassette tape recording and we’ll have it transcribed. Our deadline is
December 1, 1980. For information and to send in work (with SASE) write to:
Julia Penelope. Dept. of English. U. of Nebraska. Lincoln. Neb. 68588. or Susan
J. Wolfe. Dept. of English. U. of S. Dakota. Vermillon. SD 57069

°® ° ®
B.C.A.R. PUBLICATIONS is a gay press. They are looking for manuscripts for
novels. They are also accepting material for an anthology of lesbian literature.
For more information write: B.C.A.R. PUBLICATIONS. PO Box 50. Cooper Sta-
tion. NYC 10003
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CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTES

MICHIYO CORNELL

“| am a Eurasian lesbian mother, who lives and works in Vermont. | was
raised by a sadistic stepmother and alcoholic father, after my mother died a
month before my fifth birthday.™

MYRNA HILL
Black lesbian poet and writer. She lives and works in Brooklyn, NY.

JUANA MARIA PAZ

“Juana Maria Paz is a New York Puerto Rican now living in the Fayette-
ville, Arkansas Womyn's Community. She has lived at La Luz and Rainbow,
both lands for womyn of colour. She writes plays, poems, visions, keeps
journals of womyn's evolution, makes matriarchal clothes for womyn and is
always interested in hearing from womyn on any of the above.

coaQui

| like to be called Coqui—it represents a certain frog called the coqui in
Puerto Rico. I'm 25 yrs. and a mother of two Scorpio girls. I'm a Gemini,
with a Libra moon sign. | believe in astrology and in the unusual. | love
disco-dancing. | love quiet. romantic settings with my womyn. I'm concerned
about mothers. abuse and brutality on womyn. I'm womyn conscience.”

ROBBI
Black lesbian poet. writer; living and working in NYC.

LOU

My name is Lou. I've decided to become my own womon, so | don't use
my given last name. | am a Black lesbian-feminist mother. | live in Columbia,
South Carolina.”

ROSITA ANGULO MIRET LIBRE de MARULANDA
Born in Baronquilla, Colombia (S.A.). She is a Virgo. Rosita feels that “'the
world is so messed up because it's run by a few people who use only 10%
of their brains.” She believes that people should come out and be heard.
“Coming out of that closet is like coming out of the womb; a very frighten-
ing process, and yet a very liberating one.™

ANNA HEARNE

“Anna is a Matriarchal Writer. She is a Lesbian, a Woman of Colour of
Black and Multiple Heritage. She is Jamaican by birth, British by Education,
and American (a little) by association. Her commitment is to the resurrection
of the female imagination in all its forms.™

DONNA DONATO
“Am an Afroamerican woman who loves and respects other women. Cur-
rently living in Washington, DC. with eyes turned toward NYC."

JOAN GIBBS

Joan Gibbs lives and works in New York City. She is the author of one
book of poems and a prose piece, Between A Rock and A Hard Place, and
co-compiler of Top Ranking: A Collection of Articles on Racism and
Classism in the Lesbian Community. Both are published by February 3rd
Press, and available from the author. Joan is a contributing editor of Azalea.
“If He Changed My Name...” is from a soon-to-be-published collection of
short stories entitled Bearin’ Witness in which Joan is attempting to under-
stand what it has meant and means to be a Black woman in the U.S.



ROCHELLE H. DUBOIS

“Editor of Valhalla, whose 7th issue is titled, “Woman’s Love” and in-
cludes contemporary women's fiction. She is the author of PANGS (Lawton
Press 1980) and the upcoming The Train in the Rain (Timberline Press 1981).
For more information write: Merging Media, 59 Sandra Circle A-3, Westfield,
NJ 07090.”

ROBIN CHRISTIAN
“Virginian, currently residing and working in NYC...Painter...
Lesbian...GraphicArtistl..Coordinator...Co~editorofAZALEA...BIack..."

DONNA ALLEGRA

“l am a Brooklyn born, lower east side living tomboy who never grew out
of it, but instead went on to further my education after Tilden High School
at Bennington College—excusing myself for mental health reasons—then to
finish up at New York University graduating from baby butch to pedal
pushing Amazon riding ten speeds on the pages of my journals, in poems,
essays, reviews, and now, short stories, over the air of WBAI radio:
vegetarian, shy, growing more like the women | still dream about.

JEWELLE GOMEZ

She is originally from Boston, Mass. She is a Virgo. A critic, poet and
teacher. Jewelle is currently working on her first novel. She is the author of
The Lipstick Papers, a newly released edition of poetry, available from all
NYC women's bookstores.

PATTI-GAYLE JACKSON

“l hope my work is sufficient indication of my loves/concerns/commit-
ments. | want to poet and tell tales as well as document our herstory/history.
Presently, I'm working on all that here in Brooklyn, NY.”

DORIS DAVENPORT

“She is a Black lesbian writer living in Los Angeles. She was born in Cor-
nelia, Georgia, and has a B.A. from Paine College, in Augusta, Georgia. She
is also a part of a writing collective in Los Angeles called. ‘Daughters of
Yemaye'."”

IRARE SABASU

“Freelance artist, poet, writer. West-Indian amazon. Taurus-gypsie. Come
to participate in the NYC dance—and to add a few steps of her own. God-
dess willing."

KATERI SARDELLA
Kateri is a Native American lesbian writer and poet. She lives and works
in California.

JULIE BLACKWOMON
Black lesbian poet, writer; living and working in Philadelphia, PA.

CLAUDETTE FURLONGE : '
Black lesbian political activist and organizer; works and lives in NYC. Co-editor
AZALEA.

SAPPHIRE
“Black lesbian poet-writer, living in NY."

LINDA J. BROWN

Black lesbian-feminist writer, photographer, graphic artist. Born, grown,
lives, works in NYC. Co-editor of AZALEA. Author of The Rainbow River:
stories of cullered womyn, Iridian Press, 1980 (L.J. Brown, 314 East 91st
Street, NYC. 10028)

SANDRA LARA

“Puerto-Rican womon. born in Staten Island. NY. Raised across the US.
Came back to my roots in NYC. where | now live and work." Co-editor
AZALEA.



NEXT ISSUES

* The next issue—Winter 1980-1981— will be a mixed bag. The emphasis will
be on graphics. Due to our current printing process, we can only accept
those done in black ink (as dark as possible) on white bond paper. We can-
not accept anything larger than 82" x 11", at the present time. Be sure to
mail work in an envelope or container that will protect it. Also, please
enclose a S.elf-A.ddressed-S.tamped-E.nvelope (or container) for the return
of your work. We cannot be responsible for returning work, otherwise. We
also cannot be responsible for work damaged by the postal service. We are
also' accepting short stories and articles for this issue. The deadline is
December 12, 1980. Send to: AZALEA, c/o Sandra Lara, 14 Lincoln P,
Brooklyn, NY 11217

The Spring 1981 issue of AZALEA will focus on the politics of being a Third
World lesbian. Some of the questions that we are interested in hearing your
answers to are: what does it mean to be a Third World lesbian, what does
feminism mean to you as a Third World lesbian, differences that exist
among us because of our different ethnic backgrounds, our relationships,
and your/our relationships to our Third World communities and the lesbian
community. For this issue we will be accepting articles, prose pieces, book
reviews, and graphics—please keep your submissions to under 6 pages. All
submissions should be sent to Azalea, c/o Joan Gibbs, 306 Lafayette
Avenue, Brooklyn, NY 11238. The deadline for this issue is February 18,
1981.

) ) )

Sisters—Due to an overwhelming response, we are publishing a special
poetry issue for The Fall 1981 issue of Azalea. Please hold all poetry
manuscripts until August 7987. We won’t be accepting any poetry
manuscripts until then. Send all manuscripts to: AZALEA, c/o Claudette
Furlonge, 1000 Grand Concourse, no. 7B, Bronx, NY 10451
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