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TO OUR READERS:

In our statemen! to readers in Conditions: Seven we announcesd
that we would briefly suspend work on the next issue in order to under-
take 2 much-nceded reorganization of the editorial collective, The urgency
of this task increased with Jan Clausen's decision to stop work on the
magazine following the publication of Conditions: Eight. Afler nearly six
years of editorial work, she will now be leaving the collective.

Qur reorganization is virtually complete, and we are extremely
pleased with the results. Five new cditors have juined us. Their participa-
tion will strengthen Condirions, move the magazine in new directions.
The increased size of the collective will undoubtedly complicate the
editorial process in certain respects, but will also give to Conditions a
vitality, a long-range stability, and & wvaricty of editorial perspectives
which we feel represent an impurtant step forward for the magazine.

The following statement introduces the new collective.

Fily Buikin
Jan Clausen
Rima Shire

CONDITIONS: CEIGHT i & transitional issue, asseambled as the
collective expanded to encompass a larger, more diverse group of women.
Work began on CONDITIONS: FIGHT months before the addition of
new collective members. The three original editors solicited reviews and
were responsible for edilorial decisions concerning them. While nearly all
other manuscripts were discussed after mectings of the larger collective
had begun, the eight uf us agreed that final decisions regarding the con-
tents for the issuc already in process should remain with the original
cditors. and that beginning with CONDITIONS: NINE, all decisions
would be made collectively by the new group.

Nonctheless, the larger group read and discussed in great detail all
the manuscripts submitted: in this way, the final selection emerged from
a general consensus within the group as a whole, New collective mem-
bers aleo took part in tasks related (o production and ongoing magazine
business as EIGHT was underway.

In this way, new colleclive members became involved in the con-
crete work of putting together this magazine. The process enabled a
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how the diversities of our individual backgrounds, experiences, and per-
spectives translated into collective deci Despite individual
differences, we share a number of identitics. We are all leshians. We are
all writers—of poetry or drama or translation or fiction or feminist
theory or criticism. We have all been involved in political activism,
working on issucs which are local, national. or international in scope,

Beginning with our ninth issue. the magazine will be edited by the
following women:

Dorothy Allison, (b. 1949 Greenville, South Carolina) is adjusting 10 a
setlled two-person homelite after Many years in a leshian-feminist collee.
live. She writes fiction, poetry, critical esRys, and oceasional bursts of
doggerel inspired by her mad alfection for BK. (late of Berkeley, Cali-
fornia). Dorothy is a white, iconoclast, wurking-class, lesbian, deviant.
anthropologist, radical pervert. She carns her living as 3 compulter spegial-
ist. Her ambition is to make 2 difference.

Elly Bulkin (b. 1944, The Bronx). A confirmed critic in @ world ol ¢rea-
tive writers, I have edited anthologics of lesbian literature and published
articles on leshjan poelry, racism and writing, heterosexisn and women’s
studies, and feminist literary criticism. 1 have most often combined my
literary efforts with some form of community-orented political activism,
A Jewish lesbian of lower-middle-class and Eastern European back-
ground, a ncarly life-long New Yorker, T live in Brooklyn with my
lover and ouy 11¥:-year-old daughter,

Cheryl Clarke (5. 1947, Washington, D.C.). Poet, critic, sockal worker.
Preoccupied with expressing sell as a black lesbian feminist. Am particu-
latly proud of my essay. “Lesbianism: An Act of Resistance,” which
appeared in This Bridge Called My Back - Writings by Radical Women of
Color. Published in Conditions- Five, Six and Eight and Lesbign Poetry:
An Anthology. Living in New Brunswick, New Jersey since 1969,

Jewelle L, Gomez (b. 1948, Boston, Massachusetts), Poet, tcacher. and
Gap Tooth Girlfriend interested in theatre, film and criticign and the
literary  contributions women are still to make in these disciplines,
Author of The Lipstick Papers, and a soon to be published collection of
lesbian vampire stories.

Carroll Oliver (b. 1957, Elizabeth, New Jersey). An only child of familics
from the South, East and North US., Trinidad and Africs (though not in




that order). Raised in the communities of Harlem and New Jersey, I'm
dealing with the dialectics of life/death, culture/consciousness and the
ideology of economics struggling to become a metaphysical materialist
via love and trouble.

Mirtha N. Quintanales (b. 1948, Havana, Cuba:immigrated to U.S. 1962).
Third-World lesbian socialist ferninist, recalcitrant anthropologist, part-
tine arlist, aspiring writer, closet occultist. Presently working on a study
about the emergent culture and politics of Third World Women in the
U.S.: a novel about a young Latina woman; and a fantasy piece involving
several highly unusual women, Other projects: translating women's litera-
ture into Eaglish and Spanish, and getting the Third World Women's
Archives off the ground in New York City.

Rima Shore (b, 1943, Paterson, New Jersey) is an underemployed Slavist,
and an overextended writer, editor, tramslator, teacher. OF Russian
Jewish ancestry, she has spent half her life studying Russiun language and
literature, and has visited the relatives who remained in Russia when her
father's family emigrated fifty years ago. Her cssay on the Russian poel
Suphia Parnok, and transiation of Parnok's puems, appeared in Conditions:
Six. This summer she is leaching a course at Columbia University entitled
“Death and other beginnings in Russian fiction.” She lives in Brooklyn.

In vur meetings, we have discussed the possibility of establishing an
cditorial advisory board to expand the range of perspectives reflected in
our editorial policies and in the work we publish. We hope in this way to
involve older women, women with disshilities, women from difterent re-
gions, racial fethnic groups, and class backgrounds, women in institutions,

We expect change: from the way we conduct our meetings, to the
work we publish, to the way the maguzine looks when it arrives [rom the
printer, and at ¢very slep along the way. We will report on the process in
CONDITTIONS: NINE.

Dorothy Allison

Elly Bulkin

Cheryl Clarke
Jewelle L. Gomez
Curroll Oliver

Mirtha N. Quintanales
Rima Shore
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SY MARGARET BALDWIN

DECEMBER 29, 1936, SALINE VALLEY, CALIF.,
3000 FEET

Jor Annie Montague Alexander

founder of the Museum of Vertebrate Zoology, UC Berkeley,
collector of piants & small mammaly, who spent her

69th birthday snowbound cast of the Invo Range

in this craterlike sink between the Last Chance & Inyo Ranges
in this dead basin ¢alled Saline Valley

Louise & I wait out the storm/ momings we split

wood in the wash, afterncons I add to my journal,

gophers are always uppermost in our minds/ we stopped

to look for their sign in Waucoba Wash

& again in Marble Canyon

at that time there was snow only on the highest peaks

both access roads are blocked & we

are down to beans & cornmeal/ a large drift of snow

lies against the car/ before

breakfast the temperature hovered around zero & I was out
setting traps for microfus on the ice, T followed

the tracks of a single tiny mouse

across the windpacked snow until they vanished

under the stubbom white bodics of the mouatains

in this scvere decembher

the ridges & basins arc jronhard,

the warrens of the gophers are like subways

of warmblooded life under the stiff sheath of the soil

today is my birthday, I watch out for new grasses/

I considder the 605 a very appropriate period in one’s life
fo do fieldwork | have learned (0 observe,

to see things as they are,

the true lincaments of this desert sink, its

skin of sage, silvery & astringent,

Copyright ©1982 by Sy Margurel Baldwin






THE DESERT IS NOT THE ENEMY

for the Salvadorans who died in Organ Pipe
National Mormment 7,80

on thursday they crossed the border

the blue sky of the Sonura burned

over their heads

on friday they reached the edge

Caludia under the shadeless palo verde

Rosa dying face down in the deserl a caclus
stuffed in her mouth flesh together with spines

(she said kil me Carlos  there

can only be so much pain)

in the night a sharp moon sinking quickly
into forms of bitter scrub/ al sunrise

we fought over the water

that was lefl reeling through

the dry watercourses, scratched by

caclus agoin & again

I am hiding

this piece of clothing soaked I urine

30 [ can survive

&

he said it would he easy

he said it was all taken care of

he said they wouldn’t catch us walking across the desert
we puid him with our savings & crossed the border
flecing towards a better life/ we were not prepared

for the heat, the spines, the creosotespotted

plain. the croded buttes, the dry gullics

fingering hack to the gray volcanic mountains,

the incredible shape of our thirst

Copyright ©1982 by Sy Margaret Baldwin
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this was Ef Camino del Diablo
this was the road of the

down o the Jag Watering place, Quitobaquito,
il grove of trembling Coltonwoods

4,

Mesquite  ironwood paloverde

what my name s 1 have forgotten
I'ake ofy my blouse/ it js
my skin

itis the thin desert soj]

5:

the way the july light strikes down like 3 knife
the way the Pores slam shut Jike doorg

the way the Mesquite’s taprogt travels

shaped by arbitrary borders
the way I've been scratched by transparen) Spines
the way 1he desert is the background of whe we are
the way only parts Of us survive

14



thursday they lefl behind

the headless bodies in the streets
crossed the border carrying
gallons of water

4ato the open descrt

15



THEREARENORIVE!s

L

in the yellow hoyse my mother is on

her knees ferociously brushing up

crumbs/ down the road Mrs Day’s chickens

singing through a neighborhood of silence/ we forgot
the vinegar, broke the CERS

I won't send You & your sister

o do the shopping ayain

['squecze into the wallpaper until there’s
nuthing left to keep i conversation going
until there are no rivers to carry me into you
2.

mostly there s silence between us/ sometimes
we talk about the lifecycle of lapeworms or
the exact shape of [enrils

maostly the room s a reservoir

of uncertain ajr

3.

what T have to tell Youis I don't think
anyone can fill anyone else’s emotional voiy
what I have (0 tell Your is sometimes
when I make love with someone
We grow farther & farther apart

Copyrigh: @ 1982 by Sy Margaret Baldwin
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= my dream there’s an elevator

that travels sideways insteud of up & down
wmtil T've forgotten where it is I'm supposed to
mect the woman that I Jove

there’s 2 bathroom dour slammed

back on its hinges, there's a spinning

current of anger, a simall spider in retreal

across the hall ceiling/she screams

Just keep your voice down you want the Wilcoxes
banging on the wall?

chickens with beady orange cyes
singing through the chilly silence, through
the center of the weeds

there are no rivers to cross on your palms

17



TO AN EX-LOVER

how 1 rernember it will not be the way vou rememmber it
a freshness coming up from the sea, dogs running
from the seawind when we settled on the lifeguard hut
to watch for unusual astronomical events, a lunar eclipse
in which the moon's edye peeled away at the
earth’s rusty touch, or the meteor
shower in which we only saw one meteor
bul it was so huge & intense we stared after it

with open mouths/
it isn’t as if it’s not important, everything we shared
bul the climate has changed: your star,
the Scorpion’s red heart, has sunk bencath the horizon
mine, the winter dogstar, glitters now with cold
other winds are sweeping down from the north

bringing a river of ice/

I've begun now at the middle pulling
on this long thread of my life breathing decply
from the cnvelupe ol loneliness that surrounds me
it isn’t that [ don’t want to be touched but 1 lost
myself in your touch/ I'm more comfortable
with this desert of foxes & ¢rows, comfortable just waking
up to the frozen ground & seeing it’s my hands

Copyright ©1982 by Sy Margarct Baldwin
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HATTIE GOSSETT

the question of fans/the slave quarters
are never air conditioned

| went to cuba in 1973 going there was still 2 mortal sin against
imperialism that couldnt be stamped on your usa passport so
you had to go to mexico or canada or curope flust where there
was a cuban embassy that could issue you a visa and an airport
that would service cubano airlines.
you usually had to be sponsored by some male dominated white leftist
revolulionary organization and you had o ¢0 in a delegation
composed largely of them unless you went as part of a delegation
of male dominated black leftist revolutionarics who got there
by hijacking an asirplane.
whe delegation i traveled with was of the former persuasion since i didnt
have enough nerve to be hijacking no airplane and we found
oursclves slaying in mexico city a little longer than we had
planned duc to burcaugratic circumstances far far beyond our
control.
while we were waiting we had mectings.
= between trips via the muy clean and pleasant subway to the visa office the
pyramids the visa office the anthropological muscum and back to
the visa office again we had meetings and spanish classes (ilcarncd
ddnde esti el bafio) and mectings.
well it was summer and even mexico city with its way way way high vp above
sca level altitude which caused me to fall right out in a cold
faint in mid sentence within hours of getting ofl the plane was
warm so i was using my 5&10 cents store imitation chinese
foldup paper fan a lot during the meetings cuz of course the
group wasn't staving in an air conditioned hotel.
my fan wasnt even nothing exotic like marabu or peacock feathers or
delicately wrought filigree of ivory or teakwood,
well to my surprise the foldup paper fan bothered the white male leftists.
i really wasnt rcady,
i really wasnt ready for the severe criticism | received about my dangerous
bourgeoise female tendencics viz a viz the fan (they never touched
on any of the things about me that could have stood some criticism)

Copyright @ 1982 by hattie gossett
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the white boys told me [ans are symbolic of the worst aspects € f
womanhood; think they said of the french and italian ‘
laddies or the greek and roman demi mondains and he
sipped wines and ate roasted meats and sugary lidbits an
themseives al the expense of the sweat and blood of the
the white boys continued while swealmg profuscly them
trying in vain to shake up a little breeze with their d
handkerchicfs thus unwittingly giving gross cvidence
of understanding of the truc historical conditions s
the development of the masses and especially the wi

think i pleaded of the wimmin slaves (unwaged and waged) labos g
conditioned cane cotton corn and tobacco fields and una
conditioned Tactorics offices bedrooms laundries and Kite
when they were able to snatch a moment or 2 away from
baroque incorporated or ms demi for themselves in a ¢e
somewhere.

what do vou think they were doing?

fanning themselves of course,

fanning themselves and each other while sipping cool water tasti
food exchanging, dreams thoughts plans and schemes.
fanning themselves.
fanning gnats ticks flys mosquitos and wasps away.
fanning up freedom strugples.
fanning honey fanning.
only the skaves were the wrong class and color to have their fans ¢
for most muscum displays.
well the white male leftists didnt wanna hear about my greatgreat
grandmamas and aunties and neighborhood ladies doing
fanning.
talk about cultural imperialism!
counterrevolutionary bourgenise female tendencies was their con:

unwavering judgement.
well time passed and eventually we got tocuba arvund 2 oclock one =

my strongest first impression is of cuban women easily and familiarly &
large guns al that hour as part of the regular civil guard '
dulies.



then i remember checking into the hotel nacional in havana near the ocean
and taking a predawn stroll along the malecon looking at the
waves and loving the caresses of the tropical breeze.

then going to sleep and waking up and going out in a minibus on 2% weeks
worth of visits to factories schools hospitals museums movies
radio stations housing developments beaches and nightclubs and
meeting cuban wimmin who were seriously struggling against all
kinds of contradictions and gasp! fanning themselves.

suz you know there was very little air conditioning so people sweated and
fanned a lot.

2=d the cubanas had these bad paper fans with all kinds of color reproductions
of revolutionary people and scenarios on them.

well you know i enjoyed myself in cuba dont you.

: fanned right along with the cuban wimmin and felt right at home.

2nd everytime i saw a cuban woman with a fan i would ask the white male
leftists if she was a counterrevolutionary bourgeoise female
like me.

21
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DAKAR/SAMBA

il 2

rust red rocks ¢lay and dust
black rocks

dry heat

atlanlic ocean breeze
rhythm

ancient chants and rituals
time

=y )

warm

gentle

giving

flowing

metaphysical and pragmatic
deep quiet

patient

guarded interior

suft hass voice

holding babies and bundles for women
on the bus

bargaining in the markeiplace
playing with the children
sniling shyly and beautifully
slick guitar licks

Copyright @1982 by hattie possctt
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kher bann acc souf you khone t€ khour
kher you nicul

tangiye hou wow

pékhom gédjou sowou

Yungou yungou

woy ace bakhou thiossane

diamono

2-
ité

1&ye

laabir

walagaan

haatin ace sadlr

khoot scidd

bania yakamti

arn biir

baat you noy té néckh

niongui lapp khale vi ace umbou djigcen yi thi
otto yi

di wakhzalé thi marsé vi

di fo ace gound vi

di ree rée gou raffert 1€ andace niiss

bétmmou khalam you neckh

wulof Iranslation: cheikh tall



yellow gold bubba and golden brown
sandals

red suede hoots

vellow and white sncakers

hours and hours of cvening tea talk and
music

Iemonade

recter conkie

stewed fish rice cabbage onions hot peppers
little bags of peanuts

grilled fish with fresh lime

mangos and oranges

evening walks

harmony

lilting kora chords

cool nights

o B

neocolonial tensions and contrasts

have you met le plus grand m’sieur
alse known as toubab negro

mosquitos

running sores and twisted limbs
clitorectomy

widespread and severe pain

impuorted bottled water

people living and sleeping in the strects

cardboard and tin shanties squatting next to
abstract french architecture



moubou you m’bokhé ni n’galam acc thiarakou der
melni ourouss

bottou dérr you khonk
dalou dawkatt you m’boke te wéékh

misic acc wakhtaan you andacc ataya aye wakhtooy
wakhtou bou takossane dioté

limonade

tangalou yamba

thiebbou dieunn

cornéttou thiaff

dieun you niou lacck saffal cook limong
mango acc oranss

dokhontou takoussan

n’dégo

boumou kora youye walagane

goudyk péékh

-

-3-

g - . . / .
diakhl€ acc wouté gui néck thi nootangue gou bééss gui

zvez vous vu les plus grand m’sieur connu sous le nom de
toubab negro

maatt yi
zoom you kholekouyi acc tank you lafagné yi
= 'diongu
- {4 /
1iiss gou revy te metty
soutée lou “‘evian” (diogué bitim rew)
zith niy di doundé thi m’bédami di nélow thi m’bédami

weurou bante acc cartong takhow thiy wétou tabakhou toubab you
diakhaso yi
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hollvwood brand chewing gum
intense sireel hustling

cheap labor and high cost of living
the donald duck nursery school
absentee landlords and president
Black on bluck exploitation

dry cracked earth

sparse vegelalion

on the edge of the desert

on the verge of gxplosion




chigomou holliwood

diayanté bou mettibi

pay gou touti dounogou gou seer
le jardin d’enfants “chez donald”
borom keur acc president

kou nioul di n6t kou nioul

souf sou wow bey khar

niakh mou yarakh

thi thiatou didrgui

mouy diegué totje
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GLORIA ANZALDUA

EL PAISANO IS A BIRD OF GOOD OMEN
from a novel in progress

She straddles the mesquite post. Balanced on the top of the corral,
she watches the white sky dwarf the chapparal, the cattle and horses,
the house, and the portal with the guests moving under it. These objects
ripple under the sun’s glare like clothes billowing on the clothesline. Only
the compact shadows give the objects and people the solidity of reality.
The sun

dominates the land. Always. La tierra. Everywhere, punctuated
here and there with mesquite thickets and clumps of prickly pear. Under
the quickening hum of the guests’ conversation and the clinking of knives
on plates, she hears the cackle of the hens clucking over their finds, a fat
earthworm or dry grass seeds. On the highest branch of The Mesquite
a mockingbird imitates another bird’s trill. Under her, the hard roundness
of the mesquite post seems an appendage of herself, a fifth limb, one
that’s also part of the corral, the corral that’s part

of the land. The corral is a series of thick posts sunk side by side
into the ground with just enough space between them to accommodate,
horizontally, half a dozen logs alternating one on top of the other in such
a way that the logs lock into each other between the paired posts. Like
people who try pairing, then stacking to accommodate each other and
fence out the awareness of separateness. If the tops of the posts aren’t
flush with the average height their heads are either lopped off to make a
tidy corral or they are cast out as deficient, unsuitable. She feels her
body flowing from

one post to another until it, too, encircles what the corral encircles.
But the gates are wide open, the circle will be incomplete until dusk
when the newly calved cows are rounded in for the night. No, not com-
plete until her new house is finished. Anda en la garra—on the rag. During

Copyright ©1982 by Gloria Anzaldda
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her menses she feels fragile, expansive, the limits of her body stretched
beyond her skin, she flows out like a sheet, encompassing, covering
chairs, people, everything around her. There is still time.

There is still time to change her mind. She shifts her bottom, the
post is now on the left side of her cunt. Gently, she sways back and
forth. If she does it just right she can bring herself to orgasm. Not as
good as during a fast run, the wind whipping the mare’s mane, her own
hair across her mouth, no one hears her. She wonders: what encircles,
what excludes, what sets apart.

“Andréa.”” Her mother is walking towards her. She’s dressed in a
pin striped two-piece suit, white blouse, black hat veiled at the back,
white open-toed pumps. Her mother made it a point to dress better than
the other women.

“Si, ’Amd. Qué quieres?”” she asks, jumping down.
“What’s the matter with you?”
“Everything. Why? What do you care?”

“You look hollow-eyed, hot. I don’t want you embarrassing me
today.”

“The feeling, ’Ama. It’s come back.”

29



“No scas tonta, hijita. You must mingle with the guests. And get
out of those man’s pants. 1 find it totally incomprehensible why you
moun out here like a lost calf and why Zenubio keeps himself hidden all
afternoon in the house with your sisters draping themselves around him
like a harem.™

“And what’s the harm in that? Why can’t he just do what he
wants?"

All day he’s kept away from her. the waiting in his eyes (Therefore
shall @ man leave his fother and his mother.) expecting a word or act
from her. But il he's not around to remind her she may never say it
ordoit,

“Go and change. grefiuda, muchacha chiflada. And comb the mes-
guite leaves vut of your hair—go! Chase your sisters oul of the house.
Tell them to bring out more tortillas de masa y la carne.™

“NU-"

Her mother opens her mouth then closes it. Then more gently,
Andred says, “Why don't you go and do that and talk to Dofa Inés.
Todos 1a hacen menos.” Both turn and look at Duita Inds, Zenobio’s
mother. She stands alone in the middle of the portel wringing a pair of
black gloves. Under a crownless, parachute hat her face is cmaciated and
pussive. Her beige jucke! hangs loose from her thin shoulders, her black
wide hemmesd skirt drags on the dut.

“All she talks about is how well her ‘baby’ can cook. | supppose if
he wanted to she would let him take up sewing,” says Andréa’s mother,

“If he enjoys cooking. why shouldnt he cook,” says Andréa
{urning away, at once regretting her habil of contradicting her mother,
her habit of heaping all her griefs, from infancy to womanhoud, on her
mother’s hack. She knows that on top of the stored up grievances, she
will lay tuture vnes. But the thought is an old one, too fumiliar to
cxplore, and almost al once she forgets her maother.

The Jund. She never tires of looking at the land. She could never
lcave the land. The house faces cast. It is an vasis in the middle of

the breshland, To its right, on the gnarled Jimbs of The Mesquite, her
hruthers have roofed a shelter for guests and tables of food. The porral,
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-ted with corrugated aluminum of different lengths and cedar branches
~nat still distill their piny fragrance, looks unnatural. The Mesquite reigns

=r the portal, the house, the yard. Only The Windmill rivals its height.
Perhaps its fifty or sixty foot deep roots tap the same underground water
~wurce as The Windmill. She wants to tap that deep place, too. Maybe if
e stayed still long enough her feet would worm roots into the moist
wore. Her two things: The Papalote, The Windmill, that she built with her
srothers’ help and The Mesquite she claimed as soon as she could climb
~_Both connected. . . somehow. The trunk—a black wrung-out piece of
~oth whose whorls and twists point toward some

revelation. She studies the gnarls and tries to unravel them. The
Mesquite looks like an ancient ballet dancer doing a one-legged twirl,
2ms and head appealing to the sky. The trunk oozes a black gummy
secretion from a lipless vagina mouth. If only she knew how to listen to
he tree she would know what the mouth is screaming. She could once.
She remembers gazing up at the tree and talking to it in its own language
when she was about three. What is it that Tfo Efrain is always pladitudin-
izing? “Beautiful women and trees are more apt to be embrujadas.” Be-
witched. She climbs the corral again to see The Mesquite better. As the
wind stirs the tree’s limbs, Andréa sways

like The Papalote, Andréa sways, her hair becomes ruffled leaves.
The tree is a tree. But is it just a tree. (“Ego jungo ves in matrimonium. )
To the right of the portal, the partially finished house, looking like the
zutted side of a cow, two walls up, a skeleton roof, the floor strewn
with pieces of lumber and buckets of nails resembling the rotting en-
trails of the animal. Laughter erupts from a group of men sitting on
two thick cedar logs and half a dozen bales of sorghum that lie sprawled
in a semi-circle under the portal. She is not part of this half

circle. She is outside of it. (The priest sprinkles water over their
bowed heads.) Directly west of the house are the corrals. Next to them,
towering over the ranch house and corrals, is The Windmill, a permanent
silver sunflower. She twists around. The Windmill, the beacon that guides
the hands home from a sea of brush and cactus, is moving. The wind has
turned the vane. The vane, an arrow shaft, points toward the south. On
the vane, the words DE LA CRUZ shine bright in the afternoon sun. Hay
algo en al aire. Something is in
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the wind. The Windimill's sails rotate faster and faster as the sou
wind surges louder and louder, and though she sits motionless, And
too rotates with the sails, She doesn’t have to sit up there, she s
there, She feels the guests™ sly glances brush over her wild henna hair.
can hear their heads repeating over and over, “strange,” “Tuo will
and impulsive,” They would like to throw a saddle on her, Jig their
deep into her sides, pull hard on the bridle until her mouth runs
loses its adamancy. Or, Lie her to a post like a wild heifer, tail bet
Ter legs, head caught in the trough and

milk her, Sand down her dentata to a toothless grin, Well,
not going (o laugh at their jokes and snide remarks nor smile. Alre
her mouth hurts from not smiling. She touches her throat, touches

pearls. The string of pearls she didn’t wear. She will not w
Her hands smooth the silk of her dress, the dress she does not wear,
will not wear dresses here. Not here maybe in another place. No, no,
Sweat drenches the hair in her armpits. She takes a deep breath. Anot
After a while the no’s become quiet like baby chicks under the mot
hen. She weans her attention away from The Windmill and waits for
everydayness to fold its wings around her again. Warm and safe. Home,

A handful of steers drink at the edge of the waterhole beyond
Windmill. Half’ 2 mile beyond the waterhole is the dark green of ¢
lagoon. Andréa blinks and half of her moves to the lagoon’s edge.
greedy land slowly sucks at the meager rains it trapped in its hold duri
January and February. Insidious roots slither silently toward its e
and swell like thin sponges. Low dark clouds crowd the horizon. If o
the wind would turn. Huisache and prickly pear fringe the lagoon. Th
yellow-orange Mowers of the cactus and the pale gold of the huisa
the sole colors in the brown and barren land. It is April; the semidesert
in bloom. The huissche’s tliny pompem blossoms move gently, disp
their delicale perfume in the hot wind. Andréa feels the leaves’ feath
softness on her face, soft like the heads of newly hatched chicks, crest
still wet and yielding. A thorn scratches her cheek dispatching her othe
halt

back. Instantly, the lagoon and huisache are far away. The me
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gow louder. . . “Las mujeres, they're more susceptible to it.
fary is more unbridled than oues. They can’t temper their . . well,
. And they re fickle by nalure,”

*“What do you know about females. The closest you've been lo
that cow you keep in your kitchen.”

“You mean his wile?” There is a roar of laughter.

“No, ne,” interrupts another, it gels in their blood, there they
wile vapors. When they belch they infect everyone near them,”

“Yes.” says another, “if 2 pregnant woman comes near them she'll
and lose the child.” Andréa pushes

their voices away. Her grandmother. And now she. And what else
remembering events before they happen? She jumps off the cor-
Walks to the windmill. The rough tiles under her hands and feet feel
sely thick and deep. They can plumb the center of the world.
she’s on the platform under the blade and must be wary of wind
c—it wouldn't do 1o get rapped on the head by the sails, by any-
. She has to—no. not think, just allow the quiet to seep into her
v and wait for the flash to strike ‘the knowing.” Today. Zenubio, Her
. Her people. The people not as much hers as the land. Beyond

the lagoon is the monte where the cattle shelter, nibbling mes-
ite pacls or what grass they can find. (“You will go through this cere-
y, cabezona.) The dark clouds are looming neares. North of the
se, to the right, are three lone dark green cedars. Quiel sentinels
ching over the land. Always watching. Half a dozen wehicles are
ked under them. Some of the guests discmbark from old Fords and
lers. A Willys Jeep. a relic from the war that has just ended, had
jer emptied a large family from tiny tots to aged grandparents like »
at first light vacaling chickens thut have roosted there all night. A
guests had arrived on horseback. (“'You have to go through with .
You don't wani fo end up a solterong like your aunt Ramana?'’”) Don
in had driven his "4]1 Lincoln Continental Coupt. He gives more care
it than he does his family . He is seen spitting on it then shining out the
ts of dirt with the shirt tail under his forearm, is heard whispering
words to . The platform

33



woices grow louder. . . “Las mujeres, they’re more susceptible to it.
Their fury is more unbridled than ours. They can’t temper their . . .well,
“aeir tempers. And they’re fickle by nature.”

“What do you know about females. The closest you’ve been to
sme is that cow you keep in your kitchen.”

“You mean his wife?”” There is a roar of laughter.

“No, no,” interrupts another, “it gets in their blood, there they
=oil vile vapors. When they belch they infect everyone near them.”

“Yes,” says another, “if a pregnant woman comes near them she’ll
miscarry and lose the child.” Andréa pushes

their voices away. Her grandmother. And now she. And what else
sesides remembering events before they happen? She jumps off the cor-
ral. Walks to the windmill. The rough tiles under her hands and feet feel
smmensely thick and deep. They can plumb the center of the world.
Now she’s on the platform under the blade and must be wary of wind
change—it wouldn’t do to get rapped on the head by the sails, by any-
thing. She has to—no, not think, just allow the quiet to seep into her
body and wait for the flash to strike ‘the knowing.” Today. Zenobio. Her
land. Her people. The people not as much hers as the land. Beyond

the lagoon is the monte where the cattle shelter, nibbling mes-
quite pods or what grass they can find. (“You will go through this cere-
mony, cabezona.) The dark clouds are looming nearer. North of the
house, to the right, are three lone dark green cedars. Quiet sentinels
watching over the land. Always watching. Half a dozen vehicles are
parked under them. Some of the guests disembark from old Fords and
Chryslers. A Willys Jeep, a relic from the war that has just ended, had
earlier emptied a large family from tiny tots to aged grandparents like a
tree at first light vacating chickens that have roosted there all night. A
few guests had arrived on horseback. (‘“You have to go through with it.
You don’t want to end up a solterona like your aunt Ramona?”’) Don
Efrain had driven his 41 Lincoln Continental Coupé. He gives more care
to it than he does his family. He is seen spitting on it then shining out the
spots of dirt with the shirt tail under his forearm, is heard whispering
love words to it. The platform
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trembles. Andréa blinks. Expands. The other Andréa flows do
down, The men are talking of something clse now. “No onc can imagi
It was so long ago. That kind of quake, thrown 1o the ground, The ea
hecame a crazy dancer. It was as if a dissident orchestra had mutin
and cach musician had played a different song. So long ago when the In
dians were tree.” Back. Looking

down she secs it’s only her Uncle Efrain scaling up. His arm muscl
taut. Her own muscles taut, The fingers grasping the ladder hecome h
fingers, She is beside her uncle, “You shouldn’ pretend 1o be young
and sronger than you are.” she tells him, stretching out her hand to h
him.

“You're not supposed to know thal.” he says ignoring her han
lle gives a little hop and lands his scrawny buttocks on the platfo
“Saying truths is not the thing to do, hija. People won't stand for it a
men will always try to impress you, you know that.™

“Why do they have (o always prove themselves?"” she asks.
“Sepu divs, Qué te pasa? Your mama said you were being difficult.

“pifficult is the only way I can be with her. It's all this (uss an
bother. [ can't decide.” Andréa remains silent for a while.

“There’s nothing to decide, it’s all been decided for you, Like it
was for me. T wouldn’t go through with it a second time, though. Not for
all the Jand in The Valley. Why in my time. . . Andréa stops listening,
The Land, people married for it,

“It’s peacelul here, like being in another world,” says Andréa.
“QOr another self.”

“Yuu're right, hija. It’s a tiny island floating above everything.”™

“That was a nice gifl you brought us, Tio. Tt must have taken you
weeks (o carve i’

“It took me months, Yes, that paisano was a long lime coming.
Bul how T loved working on it. Couldn't get it right until 1 got the idea
of carving a base for it. For balance. Had to send my boys out into the
brush. They came back with enough cowharns to make a dozen road-
runners and enough hones for mija to paint on for months.” His daughter



had presented Andréa with a cow pelvic bone with a small hole and a
thin strip of cowhide with which to hang it around her neck. On the
bone carved and painted: The Mesquite with The Windmill in the back-
ground. Andréa puts her hand between her breasts. The bone is warm.

“You’ve got that look in your eye, my girl. What you need is some
cerveza.” They climb down.

Andréa takes her beer, which she isn’t supposed to be drinking—
the frown on her aunts’ faces and the male guests’ eyes tell her.

Andréa takes her beer to the corral and places it on a post.
Andréa is not anywhere near the corral or a post.

Andréa places her beer on the post where it rocks a bit but doesn’t
topple. She looks at the women. Andréa does not look

at the women. The bridesmaids, wide pink skirts (they wear identi-
cal dresses) swirling around their calves, cast coquettish looks at one
muchacho or another as they traffic among the tables ladling out chunks
of carne asada, arroz con pollo, and papas con frijoles, serving beer or
lemonade or chocolate. Not much to say for their lot until they learn to
say no. (Andrea’s bouquet sails into the sun over the heads of the shriek-
ing bridesmaids. Sweat pours down their faces. The flowers hit one girl
in the face. Clutching them, she scrambles away laughing. The men will
get hit in the face, too. Later. “Asi son las cosas, mijita,” her mother
would say everytime Andréa complained of the restrictions marriage im-
poses on people.) She hasn’t eaten since yesteryday noon, but that’s not
why it

happens. That Ldpez girl has nice tits and her. . . Andréa blinks.
Andréa leaves

herself—the self that sits atop the corral. The men sit on the bales
of hay in their stiff dark cotton suits eating, their felt stetsons on the
ground beside them or hanging from the mesquite branches. Some are
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rolling or smoking their Buglar and drinking, discussing the drou

Now one talks of the quarantinc of his cattle by the government, anot
cuts in with the movidss def compadre Jusn. One signals fo her but
pretends not 1o see feeling guilty for the prefense. wanting (o fit fan
the face, It’s only when they're bunched up in herds, alone nol one
them would dare look her in the eye. Zenohio brings her a plate of foo
and leaves befure she ¢an say anylhing. She doesn’t touch it—she’s
longer there, The mitsicos are feeding their music with whiskey, fuel
the songs' firc before the dance beging, their instruments beside them
the ground like crippled birds. As she picks up her beer her hands start
tingle. The flow of liquid down her throat feels like a wind

milling down her middle. Her hands are tluid. Where does the ¢
of the glass end and her mouth begin? Then she trics Lo define t
“fecling™ but can’t and becomes afraid., She smiles. Yes, when she wan
to be gone, to be that, all she has 1o do is look caretully, lfocus steadil

on something and she takes leave

of hersell. The women sit taking turns talking about what t
offsprings o, what their maridos say. They seem Lo rush through thei
words in a desperate attempl to make up for the seclusion of their lives
Funerals and weddings, the only events that hring them together. Thed
men and children. Andréa wants (o run away. She wants to run to b
grandmother and kneeling before her, bury her face in her ample thighs
smell the smell, (Why? Because the fourth finger of the left hand is the
feast active finger of the hand least used. But I'm left-handed!) Her
grandmother & sitling on the Windsor chair that Andréa has taken out
of the house for her. She sits acar but nol with the women. Andréa
foels removed from the women, from everyone, It seems that she in-
habits a space that is not there, one impervious v the bodics milling
around her, to the food and laughter. There. But not there. Here. Bul not
here. Hearing. yet deal to the chortles that follow the jokes, the Littering
of the young in the buckyard, Motionless, feeling nothing, thinking
nothing. rotted to the post, not cven seeming to breathe, (Buf senorita,
you must find your certificate of baptism. [ never was haptised because [
never was born. Mamagrande gave birth to me in her ketrle, Mama's baby
was born dead. | was put in IS place so she wouldn't grieve its death.
Stop it, Andréa. Don'’t listen 10 her, Father, she likes (o make jokes.) A
world luy in that smell, She would not cook for the man, nor bear his
dark moods and snotty children. She would not bolster his spirits when '

36



cattle died off like flies, nor his balls when he dried up. Zenobio is
¢ like the others, he would accept this. Another world lies out there.
naps she could be her

self out there. “Fué un escdndalo,” she had overheard. “Sleeping
waced with la serpiente. A huge rattler. A diamond back, the most
wewous killer of them all. Her henna hair wild over her body, her body
« siening, the serpent entwined around her middle, its head peering from
“er pubic patch, its dry scaly tail rubbing the silk of her. She lavishes on
e pet the warmth she cannot lavish on a man.” Rubbing the depression
2= 2ach side of its

shout, between eye and nostril. Bibora loved that. She would take
s tail between her hands and study its hollow, ring-like bulbs at the tail
sntering the biggest ring and the other rings gradually diminishing in size,
=ach opening to its neighbor. Several times a year, it would shed its skin.
4 new one would form beneath the old one. Then the old one would be
soughed off. But not completely. It would retain something of the old
sxin. The old tail sheath would remain loosely fitting over the new one.
With each moulting another joint would be added. Some would wear
sway with time. If only she could shed her old skin and grow a new one
25 easily. She loved to feel the rapid vibrations of the tail. She’d had it
since it was a baby, no longer than a foot long and thin as a tapeworm.
Now it was over eight feet long and as thick as her thigh. Now she had to
keep it outside in the nopal thicket—everyone in the house was terrified
of it. That she had such a pet her family and the neighbors could accept
more readily than the fact that the snake always returned after its nightly
=xcursions. Even after weeks of absence. The people could stomach

her taming wild bulls and mad dogs but not a snake. On one of the
tables, a head of a steer, pit barbecued, is spiraling steam out of its dull
zaping

eyes up toward the branches of The Mesquite. She smells the rich
odor, too rich. It’s as if her nose were buried in the head. Revulsion
pinches her gut. Surely it’s not one of her favorites. The wild ones some-
times get caught, too. Her mother had gotten up at three in the morning,
spicing it, wrapping it in burlap, burying it in the ground, and covering it
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, at fucking the cantineras. They ogle the girls, most often the
girl. A few cye the horses in their beautiful sleck flesh snorting
from the trough or standing stiff-legged, tails swishing off Mies.
. required, | will instruct youe in the doctrine. Now, the nature of
is obedience, . . .) This marriage will save us from having to
, she thinks. She hc.u's the thud of knives that a couple of adoles-
boys are throwing at a tree stump out of sight in the backyard. Jos¢
had better not come around smirking. The “bullseye™ from one
the boys drowns out the luughter of the guests. A young boy lears
the backyard chased by an enraged tom turkey. The boy runs into
rope that some girls are jurnping and sprawls amid skirts and squeals
slaps. Sofl budies and soft hands slap

Andréa. She ducks, then looks around lurtively to see if anyone is
. She’ll have to burn prickly pear and mesquile pods to feed the
this summer if the rains don'l come. Everyone will be upset, not
much at her doiny, a man’s work but for doing it better. A group of
hing children surround a boy in & vellow shirt dangling a string
hed to the head of a homed toad over a heap of warming red
_ The horned toad squirms, body convulsing. The picrcing pain in

her wms and hands almost shock her into crying oul. She rolls up
slecves. The red spots on her arms were made from climbing the
mill, from the splinters, And those on the back of her hands? Final-
2 boy in @ purple shirt scatters the children and relcases the horned
. The toad scultles out of sight under some nopales. (The two altar
w3 carry the vessel of holy waler fo the altar, the sprinkler. and the
e basin that will hold the ring. The priest walks behind them,)

“Hijita! Get ofl of there. A finc hostess you are.” Andrén looks
'n. Her mother again. arms crussed, a scowl on her face.

“I want to be alone, "Amd.”
“Andréa de la Cruz, get down and go greet the Florez."” The pearls
nd her neck bubble up amd down. “They've just arrived—latle as

“They shouldnt have bothered.”
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with live coals. It has slowly simmered for ten hours. Don Sebastian,
was told, had taken the entrails of one of his dead cows into his kitc
and laying the bowels over a gridiron had lighted the stove murmuri
“That will make the bruja real hot.” Hombre. Why does he fear us.
more female we are the more he fears us. Is it our strength or our

tenderness he fears? The only way not to alarm him is to acquie
and allow him to lock us up in a room. A will indifferent to his o
he cannot abide. How dare we have wills. He wants us to mother him
give him pleasure, grant all his wishes and ask for nothing. Someone puts

a hand on her shoulder. (God made them male and female.) With-
out looking she knows it’s Zenobio. What Zenobio fears is her power to
evoke in him the naked helplessness of his being. The power to make
him aware that he has no control over that feeling. That to him is betray-
al. But she never takes advantage of him when he is the most exposed.
He knows I never will, Andréa thinks, yet. . . . Zenobio grins, puts a
pomegranate in her hand then disappears. She blinks. The pink, blue and
white frosted cake lies on the middle of the center table. Looking at the
stiff figures of the novia y novio smiling inanely on top. She already feels
herself becoming stiff. She touches her arm to reassure herself. Pan de
polvo, empanadas de calabaza and pitchers of hot chocolate lie by the
cake awaiting la merienda. (She stands at Zenobio’s right hand. The
madrinas and padrinos stand behind.) Tall glass vases with huge red and
white roses from her grandmother’s jardin flank each end of the table.
The stain,

the chocolate stain disfigures the white
lace tablecloth.

Hearing a burst of laughter, Andréa looks
down the length of the corral.

Hearing laughter, Andréa refuses to look

up.

Andréa looks up. The younger men congregate at one end of the
corral. Astride posts, legs dangling, bottoms squirming, they pummel
each others’ arms as they trade witty nonsenses. She might as well be sit-
ting right

next to them. Secretive whispers, boasts of prowess at roping,
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“pdrtate bien. Andréa. You must stop this bickering with y
cousin.”

“All right, but T didn't start it, he did, and if he makes a
move I'm going to flatten him.™ Andréa leaps off raising little cloud
dust from which her mother backs off, the scowl, a pennancnt feat
now.

“It’s not good for women to quarre! with men, especially a
... well, it’s just not good.”

“You mean it's not good for women to have opinions on anyl i
In fact it's not good for women to do anything.”

The Fldrez approach and she greets them, but tums away i1
José Manuel’s smirk and outstretched arms.

“Here's your wedding gift,” he says smiling. She remamns sil
He drops the cage he was holding out to her at her feet, almost on
toes. “The paisano will bring you good fortune,” He's still smili
Andréa stares at the bronzy green reflections in the bird’s plumage.

“T have already received my good fortune.™ A weasel in his sm
What had ever possessd Zenobio. It’s not Tike Jusé Manuel has heen
only other une. There’s Pete and Mando. (1 hereby prociaim the com
nuptials of Andréa de la Cruz and Zenobio Rios. Those who wish
bring to light any obstacles that stand in the way of this union, let th
come forward. This pre-nupfial announcement will also be made duri
the next iwo misas as befits canon law. |

“No one can have too much of a good thing.” says José Man
weasel mustache twitching. “Fried paisano is a remedio for the itch,
so they say.” Someone snickers.

“A caged thing never brings anyune luck. least of all the one
captures il,” says Andréa.

How do you like that for thanks,” says Jos¢ Manuel, ears flatteni
against his skull a5 he surveys the guests that have bunched up arou
them. All avoid his beady eyes. 1L is to Andrca that they always ¢
when they're short of money or waler of feed for their cattle. At ol
times, when their cows go dry, they whisper behind her back, say t
fulano saw her cast a stone over her left shoulder toward the west.
that once she made midnight of high nuon. Andréa looks men full in €
face. Andréa looks
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fully at him, her eyes absorb the hostility emanating from him. Her
sody full of it. And he knows. He and Zenobio. Innocent, trusting Zenobio.
Then “the betrayal” as Zenobio dramatically called it when he told her
nout it. And she even more stupid—she should have warned Zenobio.
Foor Zenobio, duped, seduced, betrayed. She would never forget his
sain. Andréa blinks and says, “You are not welcome here.” She is herself
222in.

“I’'m always welcome at the house of my aunt.”
“Make any trouble and I'll boot you off of my land.”
“Your land? You’re a woman—or are you? Women don’t inherit.”

“Vaber pedo. A fight, a fight,” the boy in the yellow shirt chants.
Jos¢ Manuel pushes her once. Twice. As he tries to push her a third time
she takes a knife out of her jeans and his hand

runs into it. Shocked, he backs off staring at the blood dripping
from his hand. Don Efrain pushes his way through the group. “Now,
now, now,” he says putting his arm around Andréa and turning her
zround. Complete silence, all eyes riveted on the blood dripping.

*“ Consider Zenobio,” Don Efrain whispers moving her away while
at the same time José Manuel’s brother takes José Manuel’s arm and pulls
him toward the portal. José Manuel muttering, “Should have given her
the yerba—would of cured the chingadera out of her.” A small squeak.
Hand on his throat and gagging. He turns and looks at her, rust in his
mouth, eyes wide with fear. In the future I will not need a knife, she
thinks. She stands

holding the cage at eye level with both hands. The paisano cocks
its head to one side, then the other, looking at her through first one
eye then the other. Killer of rattlers. Killer of alacranes and tarantulas.
The bird blinks its fierce eye, film clouding and unclouding it. The bare
patch of vivid blue and red skin behind the eye fascinates her. The bird
blinks again, the eye clears then films. Clear then clouded, unclouded
then filmed, over and over and over. The feeling, and a tingling in her
hands. The boy in the purple shirt watches her. She opens

the cage door. A beautiful cage made of bleached dry twigs and
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grass stems. It doesn’t move. Just the eye. Clouding and unclou
The patsano takes off down the back road in a streak so fast it se

he skimming the ground, long Tegs churning, 1ail flat. The road forks
to the right and another branch to the left. Asfdrea silently urges
paisano Lo cross the right road from left to right. Squatting. she loo
the track, two toes puinting forward. Two toes pointing, backward
mislead the ovil spirits people say. (Cdllate el hoeico, Zenobio. Y
asked me what tome if s a hundred times in the last five minutes,
mate, shell be here on time.) She Jooks toward the north, clenches
fist and concentrates. Lightning flashes in the north. She counts slo
and when she gets to seven there is a low rumble. She beging to COW
again and at seven the wind comes sweeping over the rancho. An
turns to find the boy in the purple shirt lovking at her. “Will you te
me how to do that?” he asks. Both smile. Andréa looks for Zen
He's not in the house. He's not with José Manucl. Hie's with his mo
on one of the benches that have been sel up to sccommuodate the Fid

The benches, she notices, close oft

the circle. He's standing by the wedding cake laughing at someth
Dun Efrain is saying. They stand close together. Don Lfrain never sh
have married. [ts not too late, she thinks. Not too late. Not too
“Oh, there you are, Corazidn,” says Don Efrain, putling his arm o
Andréa’s shoulder. “Oyes, paisana. 1 was just telling your hombre h
how lucky you are.”

“Yu lo sé.” She doesa’t want to hear anymore about fuck.” ™
bailing him out. And myself, We're rescuing each other, for now a

way.

“What nonsense you talk sometimes, hijita. You sound morc
more like your mamagrande everyday. Be carcful. People du not tole
what's different,” Zenobio docsn’t seem pul out by their conversati
she thinks, annoyed with herself and everyone. She's never seen
flustered or even self-conscious. 1le always looks beautiful. She 1
at Don Eftafn and studics the sombrero in his hand. The small h
around the crown form a pattern of inverted squares inside of W
more holes hisect their angles to form a ¢ross. Sun wrinkles spread ou
ward around the eves gazing at her. Why . he’s chuckling at v situatiof
And pitying it, she realizes. A lizard scurrics out from



between her legs. She is partial to lizards. (Lo cagamos, the ring
doesn’t fit, says Zenobio. You didn’t think it would, did you. It’s not
supposed to fit. Nothing is supposed to fit so don’t start expecting things
r0, she tells him.) ““Some more mescal, Tio?”

“Yes, but I'll get it. I know you want to be alone to fight with
your ‘novio’,” he says, accentuating the novio. The music starts. The
men begin moving all the tables to make room for the dancing. Everyone
turns to look at Andréa and Zenobio. Dan Efrain is there beside them,
urging them to the center of the portal saying, “The bride and groom
always start the first dance.”

“I don’t want to dance with him. Nothing personal, Zeno.”

“Cagada, let’s get it over with,” says Zenobio, putting his arm
around her. They stand motionless, freeze a smile for the photographer.
They are waltzing smoothly. Her hands on his thin shoulders, his bony
hands on her waist. (For the wife does not rule over her own body, but
the husband does; likewise the husband does not rule over his own body
... .) She is a substanceless body doing the courting being courted. He is
a substanceless body doing the courting being courted.

“Why are you looking at me that way?”’
I feel like not going through with it,”” she says.
“Tas loca. It’s the night before.”

“I don’t see the point of it. Just why are we doing this. So we
won’t have to go through a ‘real’ marriage? We’re being hooked into it.
Into doing what’s ‘done.’” She looks around. Others are dancing. The
waltz becomes a polka, a foot-tapping, dust-raising Texas Mexican polka
full of ahua’s. Andréa walks away, Zenobio follows. They stand on the
sidelines watching the dancers. Everyone, old and young, is dancing. The
cirls left without partners are trying to cajole their young brothers into
dancing with them. Two seven-year old girls dance with each other.
Andréa walks up to the Ldpez girl who’s been turning down man after
man, all bunched up around her like cattle around a salt lick, tongues
falling out.

“Ven. Baila conmigo.” The Ldpez girl smiles, her teeth gleam as
Andréa takes her into her arms and whirls her around the circle. Andréa’s
head is full of the music. The strings of the guitar twang inside her skull.
The beat becomes her heart beat, opening her, widening her diaphragm,
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her hips expanding. Only the lunc exists and Belinda Liépez. Thrubbi
ller pelvis makes circles around Belinda's navel. She shakes her h
and blinks, lips glisten,, jaw falls slack. Her spinc is undulating. Graduall
dhe nolices that most of the dancing couples have taken root right in
middle of the purtal and are staring al the two women, lips thinned
whitening.

“Stop. let go,” says Belinda Lopez, tecth whiter than cver.

“Aw come on, you like it.”

“Yes. But we're not supposed t0.”

“Pim tired of (he millions of things we’re not supposed to Jo.” sa
Andréa.

“Well, you'rc the only one that cun get away with doing thi
we're not supposed to do.”

“Ay chulita, 1Tl tell you my secret. [ jusl do them.”

“Bul you're different. They're scared of you. Andréa la Bruja, th
call you behind your back, making the sign ol the cross when they
your name,” she says. She breaks from Andréa’s hold, running out of t
circle of petrified eyes. ller palpitating breasts affront the men and bri
a look of envy to the women's eyes.

Andréa walks back lv Zenobio. “Qué pendejuda fue ésa, Andréa™

“1 did it because T wanted to just like you want to dance with
boy in the purple shirt slaring at you.” she says.

“What | want and what 1 do are two different things.”

“You're heginning to sound like them,” Andréa says pointing
head at the guests. “Oh, let’s stop squabbling.™

“0K. T know what vou're thinking. You want to run ofl and lea
me.” he says, “But we need each other, Andréa. We understand ead
other. No one clse does. We have 1o stay together.”” And when she mak
no reply. he says, “Take me with you.” They put their arms wound cach
other. The image of a tumbleweed wrapped around a post with the wi
whirling past is in her mind. But who is the tumbleweed and who
post? Over Zenobio's shoulder appears the frowning, lace



of her mother, Andréa feels a vague sense of guilt, a diffused dis-
\oyalty. The warmth and affection and love that is her mother’s due she
\uvishes on her grandmother, on Zenobio, on Bibora, on the land.

] wish we hadn’t started building our own home yet,” she tells

“It’ll be finished in a month, then we’ll have some privacy.”
“You don’t know my mother.”

“Querida, it won’t matter. We can put up with her for a month.
And she with us.”

“Or, we can skip out. It’s not just her, Zeno, it’s me. And it’s you.
W= don’t fit here. So maybe we won’t fit anywhere else, but maybe we
will. Maybe there’s a place for people like us somewhere.”

“You mean in the white world?”
I don’t know. Zenobio, don’t look like that.”
“] want you to stop talking like this. I'm hungry. Let’s go eat.”

“You go, I’'m not hungry. I'm going to talk to Mamagrande.”

Her grandmother is sitting on a bench under The Windmill, arms on
=ner lap, quietly rocking.

“] was waiting for you, mijita.” They remain silent. Silence—
their way of talking. Finally her grandmother says, “It’s a closeness, a
connection.”

“Yes,” says Andréa, “with people and things. But only with certain
people and certain things at certain times. It’s frightening.”

“Only because it’s new and unfamiliar. Soon it will become com-
fortable and in time indispensable.”

T don’t mean that. I mean others’ fear of it and my fear of their
fear. Why do I seem evil to them?”

“Because you are wholly yourself. That terrifies people who are
orisoners of others’ upbringing, who are molded by others,” says her
zrandmother.

45



“1 don’t know what to believe. It’s terrible! [ don’t want it.
means being alonc.”™

“Which? Tu poder o tu querer?”

“Both. Don't the two go together, Mamagrande?” asks Andréa,

Andréa walks back toward the portal, then turns to go back 1o th
corrul. A snall group has gathered around José Manuel. He playfully pu
a pair of pants over a heifer’s head, onc of the ladinas. 11e opens the ga
and hits her sharply on the shanks. Blinded she whirls around and arou
trying to shake ofl the cloth over her eyes. Frighlened and enraged
runs straight toward Andréa. From (he Buests an audible sucking in ©
air. The heifer is almost on top of Andréa. Andréa jerks the pants off he
horns. The animal stops dead in her tracks, wild-eyed spewing rivulets o
saliva. Andréa whispers to her and walks into the corral. The wild heifer
follows her meckly. Andréa tumns and locks the gate, The circle is com-
plete. She ignores the remarks addressed 1o her repeating to hersell . 1t is
not a sickness, nor is it evil. Another melody attaches to the first T must
do it 1 must do it, An incantation to ward ofT . .. . A white glare

lays over eveything like a finc dust. Another world, a different one,
superimposed over the normal vne. The land, the people. everything
takes on a fused quality. Like figures carved out of the same white rock.
What was it like before? Where's the Andrca that lefl her bed that
morning? What was the dream about that woke her up?

She is standing on the banks of a river holding a bucket, She fishes
by dropping it into the water and scooping it up. At first she catches a
big brautiful paisano. She knows it’s a rarc one. She throws it back into
the river. It metamophoses into Bibora, her pet snake. Bibora stands on
the water Micking her tongue, then with a rattle of her tail, turns and
swims for the shore. Once on Jand, she crawls toward the west. Andréa
wakes up saying to herselt, a dream about my future,

She hurries back to the porfal and sits down besule Zenobio. (And
the two shall become one. Amd they shall be one flesh,) who has multi-
plied and his several sclves fan out around him like cards held in a hand.
The physical Zenobio draws the others. (F pronounce you man and . .. .)
These others are Zenobios that she's never met, She feels a tightness in
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her head and a great wind in her bones.
“Pa'dunde vias?” Zenobio asks when she starts to leave.

“Away from here.”
y

She finds hersell once more on top of The Windmill, She doesn
remember climbing up.

The world gradually settles down around her, forming # differen
rockbed. There is nothing that she can compare the fecling with—cxcep!
maybe drewms. She puts her hands on her temples and presses hard. I
must all be part of what ¢ould have been or what 13, she thinks. The vane
now points loward the west. 1 am that T am. The paisano is 2 bird of

good umen. She descends

from The Windmill and walks slowly to the porial. She dips a
broom sprig in water. A fine rain begins to fail. The feathers of an cagle
consume all other feathers if they re mixed together. Leaning against the

gnarled Mesquite, hair touching some of its leaves. she hegins to bid the
gucsts goodhye.

1976
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CHRYSTOS

FOR SHAROL GRAVES

deep breath inhale the drums feet begin

we sway in fringed shawls  sparkling beadwork  deerskin leggings

to the voice of the South Drum singing
gently tin cones tingle  whispers of women

as we wheel around the sun
wearing jewel colored velvet shirls  moccasins only for pow wows

holding feather fans  family blankets
beyond us the men leap & prance shaking bells  their roaches bob
we're a circle apart
within

first time we've danced together

in the distance bag silver cans steam with stew
drunks reel
children eat fry hread dripping with butter & honey

our feet pass over the carth with soft thuds
your otler fur braids swish
you worked all year on the thunderbird belt & ribbonwork skirt
[or this Jay
your heauty echoes
beyond drums
holds me here now
dancing with you washed in light
over us canvas circles whirl
we slep inlo
the still center
of a friendship drum

Copyright @1982 by Chrystos
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ACRYLIC FOR LEE

we were swimming in the public pool her cropped hair
a dead giveaway in girls & boys land where fingernail polish
reigns supreme
she’d offered to drive me regularly because it helps my bad back
we came to rest at one end as the others
splashed laps
Half afraid of my own question I said
Are we friends yet
or is it still too early?
She looked intently into the water answered
Yeah, it’s too early
& swam off
Later as we dressed we glanced shyly at each other’s bodies
didn’t admit it
not from desire but curiosity our lovers were once lovers
so here we are
juxtaposed naked & wet & trembling for all the clean cut American
reasons connected with swimming pools
neither of us in the least American
her darkness foreign, mine native
our lovers fair freckly pink & white with green eyes, sandy hair
they lived together for eight years
on this
& swimming every afternoon we’re attempting
to build a friendship which shows constant sign of drowning
for lack of training
it pains me that she had to get a dog to speak her own language
because her family have cut her off for being queer
I don’t even know
my language never heard my father speak it
have looked in musty volumes of natural history for my ancestors
she drinks too much dark beer or gin when they have the money
I write

Copyright ©1982 by Chrystos
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il’s the same thing a sloshing of words against that loncliness
special o those with no home
an erased & bloody path
we made her something heautiful for her birthday
she wept T wept at her Lears
which we both hid
it scems making her something has helped

if I was painting our portrait I'd concentrale on illuminating
the negative space with strange designs
our eyes would be averted
but our hands would touch
as though by accident & the closeness
of the frame which pushed us unrelated
together




MARILYN HACKER

SATURDAY NIGHT BILE

Multiple

relationships? 1 like waking up
mormings in @ row,

doing il

the fifth time in two days.
Somehody

always sounds like

2 dentist advocating

root.canal. Multple

relativnships: dates -

to meet, tentative as tecn-agers.
Perennial

courtship, T don™t like
courtship:ils pleasurces arc intense
but febrile. 1 like kitchen pleasures:
familior cyg-beater.

third cup of coffee,

nol

cringing when the phone rings.
Three in one bed:

hard to work it, worth it

when it works. One in three beds:
twelve potential animosities,
Saturday night hile,

Copyright € 1982 by Marilyn Hacker
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BARBARA T. KERR and MIRTHA N. QUINTAN

THE COMPLEXITY OF DESIRE:
CONVERSATIONS ON SEXUALITY AND DIFFERENCE

Mirtha: | really believe that the bottom line in any discussion that
have about sexuality s ahout being satistied, being happy. 'm not talk
ing about the “pleasvre principle,” get ofl any way you ¢an, or the ™
your own thing™ at the expense of other people. I'm talking about the
kind of salisfaction and happiness that comes from being an integrated
human heing, in touch with all your “'parts,” aware of your needs and d
sires, sensitive to thuse uf others,

I wouldn’t say that sexuality is “central™ to our lives, but it’s very
impurtant. You discover this when things aren’t “right.” It affects every-
thing—down to your scnse of selt. 1 remember what it was like when [
thought T°d never be with a woman. It got to the point where T began to
feel like a disembuodied soul. Also, last vear, [or example, when 1 chose to
be celibate for a while, I found that it was almost impossible to have any l‘
kind of physical experience with anyone besides the old “leshian bear
hug.” or the massage. My body felt thirsty conlinucusly. it aimost ached,
and [ felt like crying a lot. T was not satisfied. you know? You're touch-
ing bul you're not really touching?

Barharg: 11 was a physical touch, but not an emuotional touch.

Mirtha: Right. Tt was as il there was nothing in between genital sex and
this almost impersonal contact. 1 finally figured out that for me, sensuali-
ty. sexuality and intimacy meant different things than for many of the
women | was spending time with—mostly non-Latinas. This became
clearer to me after hanging out with a Latina friend. We were lying in
bed talking and unsclfconsciously touching cach other- legs, thighs, asscs.
It was alfectionate, sensvous, intimate and satisfying, Al the same time,
emotion and extensive touching did not automatically mean “sex.”” With
somebody else 1 may have been accused of beinp a “tease.” Since then |
have discovered that this incident was not an exception, I have thought a
great deal about these experiences and what they imply in terms of how
people of very different backgrounds relate to cach other.

Copyright @1932 by Barbara T. Kerr and Mirtha N. Quintanales
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Like many other Latinas I've talked to, I grew up having a whole
%ot of physical intimacy with people, cspecially women. Though my
father was, and continucs to be. a very important figure in my life, my
world as a child was primarily composed of my mother. my grandmother,
my great sunts, aunts—my mother's sisters, female cousing and neighbors
and family friends all doting on me: my parents’ first child. | remember
curling up in my grandmother’s lap, as she rocked herself in her rocking
chair and chatted with the other women in the family; hugging and
kissing one of my aunts as she stood by the sink doing the dishes: sleep-
g with my girl cousing; bathing with my girllriends, There was always
2 woman to be close to. So for me, physical affection and emotional close-
sess have come Lo mean “security.” For others who have had different
growing-up experiences, it may mean something else. *Invasion.™ for in-
srance. What do we do when we confront cach other?

Barbara: You've gotla get across that gap. My growing up situation was
one where touching did mean “invasion,” clearly. Now, I also grew up in
3 female-dominated environment, but it was very different from yours.
My mother, my grandmother and my aunt were very powerful women,
very “present” in anything they were involved in, while their hushands
were almost shadow figures.

T was an only child and both my parents had died by the time I was
eight, and T went to live with my seventy-year-old grandmother. She was
not the sweetdittle-vld-lady type. She was strong-minded, independent,
tough, stoic, and reserved—and in many ways a good role-model for me.
But she was atl that stage in her life when she was starting to need to be
taken care of. Since it was just her and me, I felt like I had to be an
2dult. like I had 10 grow up too tast. This was partly due to the fact that
in my family there wasn’t the kind of personal interaction and support
thal you were talking about, and there certainly wasn’t anyone clse
around. We didn't even have ncighbors during the winter. We lived in 2
very small town, a summer resort where they still tum off the traffic
lights when the crowds leave atter Labor Day. I didn’t have that many
playmates: there just weren't that many kids my age, and my three boy
cousins who lived twelve hlocks away were all too old (o be my friends.

At my aunt and uncle’s house everything always seemed pretty
stiff and formal and there was an extra layer of animosity between my
grandmother and them because my uncle had married out-of-the-faith:
“we™ were Episcopal and my aunt was Catholic. Between all of us,
caring was never expressed through touching, but through doing prag-
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some work that was needed. When there w

happened mostly as part of
ou wulk

matic, practical favors 0T
rouching, it almost seemesd ritualized: it
agccasion.” Like you go to visit for Thanksgiving Dinner, ¥
the Joos and et the requisite hUE- Then you g
was about it for physical interaction.

was a duty. Mostly | Jcarned that emotional distance wus the way ¥
1've gone through a

sgurvived.” Anything less was 3 sign of weakness.
of changes since then, but il you and | had met five or ten ycars 980 a

gone vul togeiher, your {ouching me N your friendly, casual way wow
have made me jump three tect.

Mirtha: Right! Ive had that experience. And the moi¢ folks jumped, 1
more scared I got. because for me w0t touching meuns “rcjcclion." It"

heen very hamd un me this realization that being affectionate in thi
country can be s0 sisky. 1 don’t know if 1 could ever get used to having
people jumy three feet every time

1 go near them.

Barbara: Maybe the problem 153 Jack of conmunication on some level.

Mirtha: Yeah,in part. But

and why and still not be @
the necds are so . - _difterent. T may come 10 understand that

ing three fect has nothing 1@ do with me being a yucky person {laughs). I
may also cume 10 understund that you don't consider me 3 “lech™ just
pecuuse 1 want 10 (ouch you a lot. Rut 1'd still noed a great dea) of physi-
cal contact, and not having it would make me¢ feel like I'm not getting
something | need to be happy. And you would probably need more
separatencss, more space around you, and not having it would make you
feel you're not getting spmething you need. And I'm not sue€ about how
decp these different necds are, not suic We could Teally change th :
even if we wanted to , - . Boy, W¢ would make 3 rather sad couple.
Barbara: Oh, it’s 30 pleak! Humm . . - YOU know, that sounds Jike som
of what was 20IN¢ op in a relation ip with a t lover. She had
very strong aeed 1o touch and my needs Jidn't match it. Now, over the
years I've worked at having mor¢ physical and emotional closeness with
fifends and lovers, because I figured out that it felt good. 1t can D
nourishing and calming, put this womn always seemed to fec that | was
“polding back.” It cgused x bunch of hassles between Us, because my no
necding v touch as much, be as semotional,” or S€X wal as much, or phy:
sically respunsive in ways she expected, or in ways that were satisfying
her. she would interpret as my not heing “open.” The high level of em
tiona] and physical interaction she wanted made me feel crowded
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»=n made my skin crawl. I liked this woman and I cared for her, but
= non-verbal, gut-level dynamic between us was such a problem. Some-
“wmes I'd have such extreme reactions to her needs—feelings of suffoca-
“wm—that I’d sort of become a hermit. I’'d need to be totally alone and
vzt for long periods of time in order to feel like I was altogether again
s back in one piece. Does this sound crazy? No matter how much we
“wwzd about it, I simply, physically, emotionally could not meet her
we==cs and she couldn’t meet mine.

* * *

Wrtha: Another area where I've experienced difficulties in being sexual
w = people is that of role-playing. What I hear most often in the women’s
~:'-'nunity is that lesbian feminists either do not or should not “play
=5 This seems very odd to me. I mean, how is it, then, that women
“wow how to approach other women, how to court them, how to make
ww= to them, how to begin, maintain and end relationships with them
w=- so on? Since we do manage to find each other and form intimate and
wmeasting relationships regularly, I have to assume that this doesn’t
waopen in a vacuum. We don’t just roll around and randomly bump into
wuch other like balls on a pool table. We must be getting some informa-
= from somewhere, and, obviously, using it as a guide to our actions.
S ':'nents like “do not” and ‘“‘should not” aren’t exactly helpful if we
w= trying to figure out how we do, in fact, conduct our sexual lives as

ESDans.

I can’t really speak for everyone, but I know that in my case,
wuality is still very much tangled up with gender roles. I grew up in a
W=ty where gender roles are very polarized, and everything under the
w= is thought to have a gender. This world view is even in the language.
" 2z know, a sofa is masculine, a shoe is masculine . . .

Srbara: A bed is feminine . . .

Worrha: A bed is feminine (laughs). And I carry that mind-set with me.
“w=a when I refer to myself as androgynous, I go back and forth still,
wuck and forth, between one pole and the other, between masculine and
“=minine, masculine and feminine. From the way I dress to how I feel
ot work, domesticity, my place in the world, my role in bed. That is
w way of being androgynous. If the two elements are not there, both
w=in myself and in my interactions with people, I get confused. I feel

.= something is missing or like things are out of balance.

Swroara: 1 see roles and androgyny very differently. I don’t really under-
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stand Lhis jumping [rom poledo-pole with nothing in between. Fur me,
roles exist along a continuum, with many gradations from hard butch to
ultra-femme. 1 see myself as more butch than femme, although T tend to
place myself close to the center, an androgynous center. But in terms of
looks. in terms of body type, I'd say I'm definitely more butch than
femme. I don’t know how many times ['ve been called “sir™ or “mister"
in the check-oul line at the supermarket, When Pm in 2 crowd of women,
lesbians, I find that 1 often like the “look™ of butchy women. And ina
way | am attracted 1o these women, but we rarely “connect.” When |
think back about the women 1've been involved with, it's clear that they
have almost always been fernme (unless they were something I'd call a
*“soft butch™). Here again, I'm not talking about an extreme opposite like
ultrafemme, but usually Tl become involved with someone who's just
over the center line, the femme side of thut androgynous middle ground.

Mirtha: The kind of androgyny that you're talking about is a problem
for me. There seems to be such 2 blending of clements that I can't
distinguish them anymore. The “middle ground” feels almost asexuval
to me, close to what I'd think of as “ncuter.™ I really can’t relate toil,

When 1 attend mectings or other events in the lesbian ferninist
community [ often find mysclf getting bored or sleepy staring at a sea of
people looking pretty much alike, with the same kind of “androgynous™
dyke outfit: bluc jeans, flannel shirts, or T.shirts, vests, hiking boots,
sncakers, Birkenstock sandals . . . that scems to be the norm. 1 am re-
minded of pre-pubescent youngsters not too many people in skirts,
dresses, fancy shocs. wearing jewelry, perfume or make-up. | think those
things would he considered symbolic of acquicscence to male standards
of beauty. to Madison Avenue—perhaps evidence of a lack of feminist
consciousncss, lack ot awarcness for the need for safety in the streets,
Aflter all, who could run from an asssilant wearing high heels?

The messages behind the norm seem to be: be aware. look out for
stgns of male oppression, guard and protect yourself from sexism in any
form, and “fight back.” That secms (0 be reasonable envugh, But the
analysis that T have heen able to extract from this ideology is that role-
playing on the basis of gender-differences (masculinity/femininity) is by
definition synonymous with sexism. that gender, as a socially con-
structed category which recognizes two “kinds of people”—-men and
women 18 again, by definition, “oppressive.”

This cquation makes no sense to me. It's like saying that skin-color
diftferences among people, or even the creation of conceptual categories
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\“races”) on the basis of these differences,somehow constitutes ‘“racism.”
| think that the ideology that supports most kinds of social oppression—
w==ism, heterosexism, racism and so forth—is not, “We have the right to
1= because we’re different,” but rather, “We have the right to rule be-
sause we are better.”

Up until very recently, my sleepy boredom would lead to panic.
“What’s wrong with me that I find it so difficult to get interested?”
Azain, it took being in the same place with other Latina lesbian feminists
“ar me to gain a sense of perspective on my difficulties. I remember this
s=2 party . . .so many Cuban and Puerto Rican women . . . I was so ex-
~=d T wanted to cry. Everything “felt right”—the music, the color, the
“unky clothes, the perfume, the way everyone would come up really
“iose and touch. We were almost inhaling each other. It was cold and
~ainy that night, but it felt so warm . ..and I felt so sexual. For the first
sime in my life, I got a clear sense of the kind of social context / need to
-=ally be able to experience my sexuality as an integral and vital part of
=yself—out of as well as in the bedroom. Before, I had often found my-

sIf just going through the motions; for the most part, feeling nothing.

But being in that room with other Latinas was so different and
sowerful! The women did not look or act like caricature versions of men
2nd women, but you could recognize and feel the pleasurable tensions of
“he feminine and masculine dynamics defying uniformity and predomin-
ance of either “mode.” There seemed to be such flexibility. You could
sick out any one woman, catch her in action, and observe the way
e looked and how she acted: well-dressed, if casually; hair obviously
styled; jewelry around her neck, fingers, wrists, ears. As she walked near
you, you could smell the scent of oils mixing with her own scent. You
-ould watch her go up to another woman, put her arms around her
shoulders and invite her to dance and lead. A while later you could ob-
serve the very same woman respond, accept the advances of another
woman, see her body flushing, a little smile forming in the corner of her
mouth. I think anyone would have been hard pressed to pick out the
sutches and femmes, because there weren’t any, though the elements of
Latin femininity and masculinity were there and overt. Obviously, our
so-called “heterosexual legacy” could and was being used positively and
-reatively by this particular group of women.

Barbara: That reminds me of something I became aware of a few years
ago. I’d gotten tired of going everywhere and only wearing my standard
uniform, which was just like you described: jeans and a flannel shirt. I
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did this just to please myself and to make me feel good, but people’s ¢
spunses to me were @ revelation. I'd show up al some cvent, a convert
a party. dressed in some goud wool pants, real shoes instead of sneake
a nice shirt, maybe a vest and a blazer. Now T know this might be no

everyday wear for some people, but for me it was being dressed up.
1'd go to the event and stand around and talk to women—and T want L
say these were mostly white women- hut all of a sudden their reactio
lo me were very different. And it all felt very sexual. 1 could fee/ t
difference and 1 didn’t really understand it. These womnen were womge
I'd known fur years. though some hardly more than to say “hi” 1u, b
all at onee they were coming up to me, coming on to me, and chatting

i storm.,

I know 1 wasn’t dreaming this because after | figured out what
thought was going on, that it was the way 1 looked, 1 played with it t
really check it out. Some events I'd go to in jeans and others I'd dr
up for. When T was in jeans, the women wha’d previously come up to me
and talked to me like I was their Jong lost friend . . . well, they’d pr
ticully ignore me. Then, when I'd dress up again. there they would be
right up against me. It A 1o be the clothes, the way 1 looked, becau
there weren'l any other factors which had changed that would have af
fected the nature of my relationships with these particular women.

It makes me wonder what clse is going on behind this dyke dre

code, beyond the desire for comfortuble clothing and safety. | think
has been an acl of resistance or defiance in the past and in some case
still is. bul within the lesbian feminist community 1 think it's become &
expression of conformity . It can he a political fashion: anti-hierarchic
and downwardly mobile. 1 also think that the sumeness of dress is « way
not to call attention o oursclves as individuals, while at the same time it
provides us with a group visual identity—al least for those who do or
want to fit in. Bul recently it has scemed to me that the dress code has
become a way 1o mask differences, and reinforce the Myth of the Ameri-
can Melting Pol. Mostly. it’s made me think of o many of the values |
was raised with. “Be progmatic. wesr practical clothing, sensible shoes.™ |
wiss taught about the “advantages” of muted colors and especially of grey
—they “blend in” (laughs). As a result, for years all the clothes in my
closel were conservatively cut and in vasious shades of grey or beige or
their hybrid, “greige.” As for behavior. it was always, “Keep it toned
down. Dont be loud, emotional, flashy, obvious. Don't do anything to
rock the hoat. And for God's sake, don’t look or uct “suggestive , because
people will think you're ‘cheap.”a sdut.”



For all the talk about how “women's culture™ is so revolutionary
different trom patriarchy, a lot of it doesn’t [eel very different to
I often feel like the attitudes and perspectives have preity strong

in my cultural heritage: conservative, white, middle-class, patrotic
wvery Protestant Christianity. It’s just that the old values and taboos
been transposed and renamed and therefore made okay.

When il comes to sexuality It scems to me that our feminist ver-
is often still defined =gainst a negalive base, you know, what we
n't do. I's Tike | keep hearing my grandmother telling me, “That’s
. Take your hands away from there.” The “don’t do this/don’t do
= approach has been the major way sex has been talked about in
nist writing over the past few yeass, and especially in anti-porn
erial. As | sec it, the awareness of victimization and the fear of harm
been so well developed. that we've wound up putting on a pedestal
few activilies we can’t possibly be hurt by. I want to be safe too,
there's o way that such a continuously protective, defensive stanve is
e me fecl dead inside. Having sex is starting to sound too grim. it's
we've got to be so very cwreful thal even rohust, tumble-around,
. aggressive sex, for instance. becomes oo scary because of its
tial for harm. Jeez, Pm not zhat fragile!

* - -

- You were saying earlier that gender duesn’t equal sexism, but,
sost societics, men do have power uver womedl. There are ways in
sch our polities have confused gender with power itself. Eventually.
winds up on the ncgative side of the cquation. It works out like
- power cquals male because men have had all the power. But they™ve
it badly: therefore. power equals “bad.” In conlirast, female, by
¢.” must equal “good ™ but because women have been excluded
power or have felt powerless, this powerlessness sumehow becomes
roted as “good,” So the underyling fecling I get is, ““Oh poor us,
ve such powerless women. we're pathetic victims of these horrid
oppressors who are wielding their had, evil power against us.” [
this trend in feminist politics is becoming more explicit and is

us in circles. We seem to help perpetuate the image of women as
s cven though we say we're not. There's a way this progression in
g is like saying we're stuck in this role, and a lot of the time we
up wallowing in it, in feeling powerless. It's the glory of martyr-
 And when you step back and lift up a corner of this ideology—
is part of a matdarchal supremacist argument —what you see is
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good old-fashioned biological determinism, amply reversed.

Our political values aftect our sexuality and how we arc able or
able to talk about sex, but it comes vut in all sorts of ways. Right off
top it makes me think about the rhetoric surrounding penctration: t
it’s 4 male activity, so it’s bad, it's not pleasurable [or any woman-
in fact, is symbulic of, or cven synonymous with, rape. This idea ru

counter o 2ll the work [eminists were doing not 50 long ago to cstablisl
clear distinctions between rape and consensual heterosexual inlercourse.

Mirtha: 1 agree with you that current feminist sexual politics is very n
live and often puts down some of our sexual preferences as P.I.
therefore undesirable, even harmful. And of vourse this politic is b
10 affect all of us who consider ourselves feminists,

But the critical issuc tor me regarding the politics of sexuality @
that as a Latina lesbian living in the U.S.. I do not really have much of
opporlunity to examine what constitutes sexual conformity ond sexX
deviance in my own culture, in my own cthnic community, and how th
may affect my own values, attitudes. sexual life and politics. There
virlually no dialogue on the subject anywhere and ], like other Lat
and Third World Women, especially lesbians, are quite in the dark abou
what we're up against besides negative feminist sexual politics.

The feminist dialogue on sexuality- regardless of what views ar
expressed (pro or against s/m. tor instance) is almost exclusively in refer
ence lo white, middle-class, anglo-saxon, Protestant or Catholic val
and lifestyles. Now, T know that since 1 am a lesbian and a feminist in
this country and rclate to other white American lesbiuns and [eminists,
the dialogue does have something to do with me. But mostly whal it has
to do with me is give me a sense ol how politics may “come down on
me.” support or condemn my opinions within the confines sct by a dia-
lugue which is essentially noZ my own. And that is my criticism of cur-
rent feminisl sexual politics—that it leaves nu rodm for Third World

Women's sexual issucs.

But, yeah, insofar as we are discussung what feminist sexual politics
condemn rather than what it lcaves out, I think that one of the isucs
that 1 find most problematic is that of dealing with gender-based roles
specifically in the bedroom, If. as you say, anything that is associated
with “masculinity™ is automatically considered oppressive. then 1 think
we., as sexually active leshians, have a big, “problem in our hands"” (so to

speak).



If women’s role in bed has essentially been conceived and con-
structed as “passive,” for instance, what happens where two women want
0 be sexual with each other? What are the implications of either one of
them becoming “aggressive” . . . “like a man.” I don’t know about you,
out I have discovered that when many of us get down to the nitty-gritty
business of “sex” past the early days of a romantic love affair, things be-
come confusing: who shall do what to whom, when, how often? And
“are we being oppressive?”’ becomes the question.

Barbara: It’s also the You-do-it-to-me-and-then-I’ll-do-it-to-you School of
Thought. It’s a kind of “structured” attempt at equality or mutuality. At
times that’s been good for me, especially when I first came out. I guess it
was a way I could guarantee that I’d be satisfied sexually and not have to
constantly resort to masturbation after the other person got off and fell
asleep. But I feel like I've gotten past the fear that I’ll never “get mine.”

I remember pretty clearly when my feelings began to change—when
I started to loosen up. Even after coming out, I was still pretty passive
when it came to sex, and relationships. I’d never initiate anything or say
what I wanted. Actually, I thought I was getting what I wanted: women,
and sweetness and orgasms—because that’s what I hadn’t had up until
then. I didn’t think there was anything more, but I was often very listless
in bed, sort of like that “sleepy boredom” you mentioned. I was getting
znd not getting at the same time. Then about four years ago, a woman
I'd been seeing . . . we got into some wrestling while we were making
love. It was out of the blue and it was the first time something like that
happened to me and I loved it. I really loved it! The energy, the struggle
znd the firmness of her touch was so exciting. The next morning I re-
member feeling embarrassed and a little uneasy, but I managed to blurt
out, “That was great last night!” Well, she just kind of brushed off what
I said and what had happened; it didn’t go anywhere or mean anything to
her I guess. But it was instantly obvious to me that it was this active/
aggressive thing that I liked. I felt like I “woke up.” It took me a couple
of years, some experimenting and a lot of talking with different people
until I finally figured out that, “Oh yeah, I don’t have to sit around and
wait for somebody to come along and tap me on the shoulder. There are
things that ’'m finding out that I want, that I enjoy, and I can go after
them.” And all of this is interesting because, even though on some levels
I know 1 can go after what I want, I still find it very difficult to come on
0 somebody (laughs), and to really say what I want.

Mirtha: That’s something that I find easy to do, but that I have gotten a
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great deal of flak about. I would g0 out there and ask, and “push,” Then
what would happen s that I'd be told, “You're 100 fast. You're 100
aggressive, You're 100 intense (read: “You're 100 much like a man™)
The message was: “It isn’t okay to go after it,” even if we're both in-
terested, because -nOw someonc actually told me this—"‘Women are
slow; you've got to sort of do it in a round-about way. . - - " 1d fecl
manipulated since I'd never be told point-blank, “no™ or “stop” or “1
don’t want to make love with you,” But I'd be kept in a state of “frus-
trated libido™ with the “goodies” dangled in lront of me like the pruver-
bial carrot, Very controlling on her part, wouldn’t you say?

Barbara: Maybe she’s interested., but she's afraid of being out of control.
Okay, look, this is my interpretation: you're being aggressive and she is
maybe . number one, turned on by you; number two, turned on by your
APETESSIVETCSS, But there’s this fear of being out of contro) so that’s why
there are all of these little blocks that get sct up. “] don” know you,”
or. “Take your hands away from there.” 1 think that's part uf the issuc
of control and power in seX. You know, examining the questions: Why
is power bad? Why is losing control or relinquishing control bad? We're
all so guddamned controlled!

Mirtha: 1 understand someont being atruid of losing control. What 1
don’t understand is why my actions are seen as controlling, 1 am just
being assertive, expressing my feelings. And | certainly fecl vulnes able.

Barbara- Well, maybe sh¢ inlerprets your assertivencss as “invasion.”
Actually, | have ncver perccived someons approaching me in that way as
being vulnerable. I've seen them coming af me, coming after me. and
they e gonna xet something from me it} don't watch out. Am T going
(o let them? Do Twant to “give it up™?

Mirtha: Right . . -
Barbara: (laughs) No. { don’t. I don’t want to lose control,

Mirtha: My experence is different, Someone pursuing me is comgnuni-
cating to me that she’s interested in me. She's admitting to being under
he effect of my charms (laughs). Now that’s attinming: I'm desirable.
And in being assertive, she’s being vulnerable T could reject her -but
obviously someone taking the risk of being open about ner wishes and
desires is saying something positive aboul herself: she is confident
about having something 1o offer. aboul being able to please. That's how
I feel about myself when 1say to womebody, “liey, you turn me on.”



But negative reactions 1o my being sexually asscrtive have finally
lted in my stopping to come on to people in the way thal is most
ral for me. Who wants to be rejected all the time? Yet if I'm inter-
in somehody and 1 perceive that there's a connection between us,
extraordinarily painful to just sit there and bite my lips. 1 find it very

aning and humiliating nut to be able (o express or act on my fecl-
_ That's probably onc of the most critical issues in love-making, how
deal with the so-called “power dynamic.” Do we have to think in

s of and act as if the exchange were ahout “taking over,” “giving
™ Why not think of it in terms of becoming mutually vulnerable,

vally powerful?

2 But not everyone interpets this exchange as onc where power
flow in both dircctions and where vulnerability is positive. Assertion
power is often seen as an abuse of power, and vulnerability as having
*s integrity and safely stripped away .

ha: Yeah. 1 think it’s hard for many of us to risk intimacy (which I
¥ muluzl vulnerability is about), becauvse what we tend to learn
ing up, dealing with men, dealing with those who ure above us in the
1 hierarchy is that abuse is not only possible, but a regular feature in
Iives.

w: We get paralyzed by the fear of rape, of lalling into smeone
’s power and being unsafely out of control ...

ha- | really believe that we have to transcend this fear and our
ded stance. Paranoia wears me down. | have to be able to trust
le trusting is nof what hurts. Actually, 1 think it &s when we let our
r down that we becume sensitive (o people, and more zble to really
who means well and who doesn’t, who acts with our bes! interests in
.and who doesn’t . ..

Reflecting on my experience, it's clear that making myself emo-
v vulnerable s relatively easy and safc. Bul there’s an area where
had difficulties, and that’s the area of actual physical arousal. Up
fairly recently 1 found it very hard lo get turned on physically—

1 would feel attracted to someone, open o her emotionally, and
once affection became deliberate “foreplay.”” my body would “fail”
My skin would become almost completely desensitized. all secretions
stop, and graduzally the excilement would disappear. Orgasm was
always impossible to achicve. This became such a problem in my
life. that T finally said to myelf: “I've got to stop making love with
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anyone until T figure what is going on and what it is T need to change to
have satisfying sexual relationships.”

What finally motivated me to be celibate was an expericnce 1 had
with a woman [ hardly knew. We were both attracted to each other and
0 we decided, “Why not?” It was awful. But it gave me the first insight
into the nature of my “problem.” After our unsuccessful attempt at
enjoying ourselves we got into a shouting match. I kept telling her she
wasn't being open, and she kept tell me / wasn't being open . . - Finally
it hit me! Boin;openhdadiﬁanln&nimfo« cach of us. Open o
me meant being emotionally communicative. Open to her meant being
physically communicative. These were our “hottom lines” for risking
mutual vulnerability , risking intimacy - .. and enjoying seX.

Barbara: So in a way someone could be saying to you, “Be vulnerable.”
and you'd say, “But I'm being vainerable.” And you could be saying 10
her. “Be vulnerable, " and she'd say, “But . .. I'm being vulnerable.”
She’d be there with her legs open and you'd be there with your guts
hanging out.

Mirtha: Right. Yeah, it's really strangce.

Barbara: It's just not obvious 1o each other, because the way vulnerabili-
ty works out for each of you is very different—cven though you say you
want the same thing.

| want to point out right here that you and | arc creating the value
that vulnerability is an important component of 2 fulfilling scxual inter-
action. This might not be true for everyone. But since that’s our given
for the moment, then the question is: How do we get Or give permission
(if that’s what it takes) to make ourselves vulnerable in 3 sexual context?
For you a large part of what's involved is being emotionally open, tor me
it has a lot to do with knowing the other person well. Building trust, and
{0 some extent, having similar interests outside the bedroom, you know,
being able to talk to the other person shout all the things thal interest
me . . . Though this isn't always true. In some instances I've met people
towards whom I've had a totally jrrational and electric and very *ynimal”
sexual response. Then the question becomes: “Who cares about talking?
Where's the bed?” When this has happened, ‘“pennhsion-givinx" as 1
usually think of it has been absent.

Mirtha: Wait a minute. 1 think there is a lack of understanding here. My
pecding 2 greater emotional exchange in sexual activity than you do inno



means that I sumehow don’t need 1o know my partner well, or trust
. or share many other interests with her. Norisit “passion™ in and of it-
that makes me trust anyone. There are plenty of “passionate™ fulks
there | wouldn't go near, let alone get sexvally aroused by or involved
! But it is truc that I wouldn’t really trust someone who is not emo-
v open with me or with whom I ¢an’t be emotionzally open for
reason. So open emotinnal communication is a aecessrry but not
icient element in what / consider a good and satistying sexual rela-
1p. O ¢Vven cnoounter.

a: I wasn'l assuming you were a “passion junky™ or anythiny like
. Mostly I was trying to deseribe the things that make me [eel secure
not “invaded.” | guess | was prioritizing for niyself what [ generally
or look tor betore [can “let down my guard.” This is mixed up for
because in some ways what [ come up wilh are i&feals. 1t's like trying
figure out “what 1'd like,” but I know from different experiences it
1 always work out this way.

For instance, there’s a woman that I have an ongoing, bul very in-
sermittent sexual relationship with, We live in different cities, have difter-
wat lives, interests. never write letters or call each other, except to notify
e other when we're poing 1o be in town, For me, the [undamentals
dwhatever they arc) arc absent for a “primary lover,” “couple,” or
Spartner” relationship to ever exist between us, Our relativnship is RAW
SEX. That’s what we do when we get together, we fuck like crazy, And
#'s made us both feel a little nuts, because 1 think we both have the ideal
that we showld have a broader, more complex frienddup relationship.
We've actually declared moratorivms on sex so that it won't get in the
way of our talking! We tell each other, *l want 1o gel o know you
better.” But even when we've gone out to dinner to “'socialize and talk,”
we sit there saying things like, “I want 10 rip your clothes off and ravish
vour boudy."” This has been going on tor over two vears and 1 keep trying
1o cxplain it to people: it’s something about her skin, When P near her
or touch her, all my protective defenses short-circuit and I could care
less. [ don’t feel invaded by her.

It this relationship along with others in the past few vears which
have made me teel that sex can be different with different people, and
that my feelings and what the sex means (o me can change a whole lot.
It’s not that | might be doing anything especially difterent. like making
love in the shower or on the ground out in the woods. Sometines it's
much more intangible than that, So when [ think aboul all the arguments



ahout what a “feminist™ sexuality “i5."" [ resist the trend to “define™
What 1 do see¢ when I look around is a big push to classity different ki

of activities and attach a range of valucs to them. And the more thisg
on, the more 1 don't seem to qualily as “Teminist,” Yet I'll be dumned
T can see what the categories have to do with who I am, my cxperien

at what level my consciousness is al, what kind of political work 1 do
how 1 treat people!

Mirtha: You sound angry.

Rarbara: 1 am angry.

* - -

Mirtha: 1 think that the kind of sexual activities we are interested
having and that we find most pleasurable have a lot do do with what w
have lcarned to croticize. That ¢an be anything from emotion itself,
uther sensations, to all sorts of abjects or things. For me. emotion is
doubtedly croticized. And, in o way, functions like a fetish . . _like |
saying earlier, if it is not there, 1 simply cannot “get off.”

Barbara: | remember a conversalion 1 once had about fetishes with
friend of mine. She pulled out a regular Western-cut shirt with
buttons and said, ““This is real erotic to me.” She said, "I love it. I1
the way it’s cut. [ love the way it feels on my body, and T love to h
the butlons vnsnap.” Tt touk me awhile to appreciate that because
simply couldn’t imagine that shist heing a turn-on. It scemed so d
There are different fahrics and clothes that turn me on, but they
usually smooth, silky material, like satin or velvet, Eventually T had
say 1o myself, “Well, something that looks mundane to me and cvery
and blah and boring gets somebody clse off.”

I had to realize that that’s just as valid as the things [ like which,
fuct, other people have given me a2 hard time about. You know,
sleazy underwear. 1've had [riends say to me, “God, why do you want
run around in that?™ Or, “You've bought into patriarchal dcetinitions
what is supposed to be crotic.” The problem with that, though, is that
&y erotic for me, T used to he pretty paranoid about it, and 1 still
somewhat. but I've also found that there are a fot of uther women w
all sorts of goodes stuffed in their bottom drawers that they wover t
about cause they'd catch a lot of shit for it. At least it’s helped me s
fecling like so much of a kook. But 1've also spent a couple of ve
really lnoking at myself sexually and what it means for me and what 1
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of it and T've come 1o the conclusion that the lacy stuff is no big
peally and besides it goddamn turms me on!

All this stuff led me 1o literally start looking in my closel at a lol
w clothes that T've bought vver the years and I've begun to realize:
yeah, this is crotic to me, and so is that, and that blouse I hought
years ago that I've never worn because it's just not the kind of
1 wear ... don'r intend to gel rid of it because there's something
it that I really like. All of these things, I've figured oul, are 2 kind
fetish for me. I'm not saying that T absolutely must have any of it
{ for me to have good sex—though 1 do know people for whom
*s true—hat there are sume things that | find erotic which 1 like to
with when the mood is right.

- What you're saying about yourself is true for me also. though 1
in a more generalized way. I'm turned on by bright colors. highly
red fabrics like raw cotton and silk, Lligh piled rugs, wooden book-
full of books, artwork on the walls. The scent of flowers, oils and
umes., incense, fresh coffec. Music especially blues and jazz—the
of the ucean, heavy rains and thundersturms. Certain foods like
s and other tropical fruits. 1 guess that in a way “environments™
-h combine 3 number of (hese elements are what make il or break it
me. 1 don't think “single items™ would have a marked erotic impact
me.

Though, let me think. I'm sure some things are erotic to me in a
¢ specific way . . . anal sex. It's not a [etish for me. but ilis a great turn
I think this is nut justa matter of individual preference for me, though.

“335™ seems (o be a regular feature of Cuban sexual folklore. There
more stories and jokes shout it than I could begin to tell. And the
teresting thing T've found is that unlike American jokes about “tits,”
$or example. which seem to thinly veil a great deal of male hostility
sowards women, the message behind the Cuban ass joke or anecdote is
o worst, “the ass is terribly funny,” and at best, “love your ass,” And
this applics to both men and women,

1 think it is very important to know what we and our lovers con-
wder crotic and to be clear about what is absolutely essential for all
concerned to truly enjoy love-making. Tt does scem to tuke 3 long time
and cxperience and risk-taking (o et at this crucial information, though.
Somelimes you know you're nol going where you want (o go ur leel like
“there’s got to be more. , .7
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Barbara- But you don’t always know what it is, or even il you do know
or think you might know what you need. il might be against your values
to check it out, Then, of vourse, there’s also the values of your particular
community vr social group. and I think that’s real hard to deal with,
*cause it can tie you in knots il there™s conflict. But cven before that,
there’s the question of how you cven find out what “it™ is that you necd.

Mirtha: Definitely fundamental. [ think that besides actual experience,
fantasies and dreams can be a source of information for us. In mYy Case,
they gave me the carliest clucs aboul my attraction to women, for
example.

Barbara: Me 100,

Mirtha: But | have Lo say that vverall, 1 didn’t really pay much attention
fo my sexual fantasics until recently. They were just there.

Barbara: My fantasies have ponc through several melamorphoses, of
cycles, over the years and I've done a lot morc (hinking about them since
all the furor over sfm. There was a time when 1 first came oul asa femin-
ist that 1 entirely stopped fantasizing. 1 don't recall anyune ever saving
{hat any of my [antasies wert “had" after all no one knew what they
were about—but gradually 1 started editing things out. 1 sorl of decided,
“ywell, this is bad. This is nasty and 1 shouldn’t he having these things in
my fantasics.”” The result was—that [ stopped maturbating. 1 stopped
being sexuwal. 1 wasn't getting tumed on amymore because T wasa't
allowing myself to have the particular funtasies that really did it for me,
And | really tried to make cffective substitutions, but they just didn’t
work. Eventually 1 gave up altogether, When 1 finally started allowing
mysell to g0 back and cxplore the old (antasies again. | began 10 fecl
more sexual, more intcrested in sex with someone and in masturbation.

Mirthe: 1 don’t recall ever feeling like | had to censor the contents of my
fantasics, What was 2 prablem for me in connection with fantasies was
the role that fonfasizing vften played in my juve-making. T would get
lost, almost escape inte fantasy dunng love-making to the point of tor-
getting that 1 had a body. T would sort of “disconnect” from the physical
activity.

1 think T acquircd this habit in reaction to situations [ was describ-
ing earlier, you know, where 1 felt unsafe about “letting go™ physically.
Fantasizing was my tickel out of physicality, so 10 speak. And this has
been a very difficult habit for me to break, [ think that it's just fine 1o
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fantasize during love-making; for some women to allow themselves to
do so is an extremely liberating achicvement. For me, to have no thoughts
during sex, to be totally in my body, feeling the tingling sensations, the
tflushing. the sweal . . . now that 5 a tremendous accomplishment.

Barbara: The other important thing o talk more about is thuse women
who don’t have sexual fantasics, or who have whole different classes or
kinds of fantasies. T have friends who fantasize colors and patterns, some-
times music, and hecome aroused from that, which is unlike my experi-
enee. Because of differences like these, [ think we may be coming to con-
clusions about sexuality rom very different bases.

Mireha: T wonder if and to what degree we can talk about “fantasy com-
patibility.” 1 have just recently begun to analyze the contents of my
fantasies and talk to other women about that. And | have discovered that
1 share many images and “plots” with other Latinas like having sex in
public places, or surrounded by people, or for moncy: masturbation
wenes seem (o oveur frequently, But I'm not sure how significant this
umilarity in “mind scts™ is in terms of how we'd get alony, in bed. Al any
rate it scares me a little tg discuss this topic. I've only talked to a few
Latina fricnds and can't really make uny generalizations. And T do
wonder how “safe™ it is to stick my neck out this far.

Barbara: Right. There's so much we don’t know and 1 want a safe way to
sxplore it honestly, non-udgmentally If at all possible, because that's
anly way we're poing fo get anywhere, T think that hecause we
n't talked about the nitty-gritty uvp until now, 1 fecl like there’s a

ssing up of the range of allowable turn-ons. Like T said before, pene-

tion is often talked about as being “male-identified” and, therefore,

cked vp. And dildos arc also bad—I'm not so surc about zucchini

ughs). But basically, it leaves a lot of women out. And you know,

sut two years ago T would have said the same thing about penetration,

t now I'm beginning to like it. So. “Am 1 tucked up?” Or what other

ple arc saying, “Is that fucked up?”

riha: | ¢an sort of understand women not liking penetration. There are
gs 1 don’t particularly carc for. But I personally get pleasure from
tration both “domg it and having it “done to me.” And it does
tme a greal deal 1o hear people atlach such extraordinarily negative
to it. I mcan, whe decides what sexual preferences are o.k. and
ok, which qualify 25 p.c. and which do not?

@ Ycah, but there are people out there dictating what's proper or
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improper, healthy or unhealthy behavior for feminists.

Mirtha: Let’s sec. The besl way for two leshians 1o meet is in a collective
situation doing work. A bar is sort of 0.X.. because it’s part of our history,
but it is not necessarily cool to pick up ¥ woman. Guood sex is supposed
to happen spontancously, almust magically. And Leshiansjust “naturally”
know how to please each other. Humm, oral sex is oK. now ...

Barbara: Mmm hmmm, that’s on the top of the list. That's what “*Lesbian
Sex" is all about.

Mirtha: Right. So, il you're sticking your fingers or your hands into each
other's cunts and asses, then what you're doing is somehow not leshian
sex. Neither is patting somebody un the ass a Jittle roughly, T suppose.
Certain kinds ol language may also disqualify one as a lesbin, or 1 should
say as a lesbian feminist. | have seen people taken aback and clearly of-
fended by my saying wuck.” Tike in “I like to {---" or “let's f---."" 've
actually been told that “women don't{---."

Barbara: Right. Men tuck women and hurt them so “fuck™ is a male-
wentified word.

Mirtha: Of course, But | think fuck is fine. IU's a really positive, strong
description of what 1 do!

This diglogue has undergone many revisions, In the course of a year
and @ half, many of our ideas and prioritics have changed. and we have
sried to include new insights and concerns in the final version, We have
deleted a great deal that we originally taped becguse we felt that if was
toa personal for us (v make public ¢t this time. The process of working
on this dialogue and discussing it with friends has led each of us 1o think
further about sexuality—both personally and ay an issue within the
Joshian conmunity. We know that the dialogue is necessarily incomplete
and part of an ongoing provess within each of us.

While we muake some generalizations, wWe realize fhat we speak a3
individuals, with the knowledge that our expericnces and perspectives
have been shaped by ouwr own individual personalities and circumstances,
by owr different racial, ethnic, and class identities, by those fdenrities
that we share with one another able-hodicd. light-skinned, comparalive-
Iy young, formally educared, living in the Unired States, We hope that
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s diglogue will be part of a continuing interchange abowt leshion
ity within our communy.

We wanr 1o acknowledge and thank our friends for helping us at
warious stages of this process: Doty Allison, Gloria Anzaldia, Cherrie
Moroga and Tewra Tow.

71



CHERRIE MORAGA

IT GOT HER OVER

You're lucky you ook the way you do, you could get any
man. Anyone says anything to you, tell them your father's
wihtire,
From Claiming An Identity They Taughs
Me To Despise, Michelle CLiff

1

Yeurs later she began to feel
her skin, thick

like hide, not

like Mesh

and blood

when an anm is raised

the blue veins shine

tivers running under-
ground with shadow

depth, and tone.

No, her skin
had (urned on her
in the light of things.
Ini the light of Black
women and children
beaten/hanged/raped
strangled
murdered in Boston
Allanta
in California where redneck
hunters coming home
with empty white hands
ro off to fill ’em

with Black Man,

Copyright ©1982 by Cherric Moraga
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skin had turned

=z light of these things.
to her now

a flat immovable paste
grey

a life.

it got her over
“zundromats
machines ate her change
wed whole her dollar bill
cops stopped to check out
the problem was
Remember
be your daughter she used
up from the place on the sand
two women were spread out, defiant
he read
white one
be protected
=zt instance, saving
both.

It got her over

the bill was late

she only wanted to browse not buy
hunger forced them

“he highway and into grills
“Red’s” and “Friendly’s”
shops packed suburban
on white eyes shifting
“aem and away

“2em  and away

Sack again

shifted into safety

inside their heads.
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2
-

She had never been ashamed of her luce.
Her lust, yes
Her bad grammar, yes
Lven her unforgiving ways
hut never, her face
recently taken to blushing

as it the blood wanted

1o swallow

the flesh.

Bleed through
guilt by assoctalion
complicity to the crime,

Blecd through
Born 1o lead.
Born to loye,
Lo to live.

Bleed through

and fload

the joint

with a hatred su severe
people went white

with shock
and dying.

No she had
never

been ashimed
ofl her tace.

Not like this.
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It was

up
_now Jdarkencd

g her own two cheeks,
fingers pinched together.
¥ they held

them, the thin

color.
this face?

The blood leaving
Ber skin.

Where do you take
ohas hate

0 lunch?

How to get over
this onc?
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IRENA KLEPFISZ

WORK SONNETS

with Notes and a Monologue

i

icchery

I Jream yearning

to be fluil.

through how many nights
must it float  cumbersome
for how many centurics
of sun how many
thousands of years

muslt it wail

0 thal one moming

I'll wake

as water of lake

of ocean

of the drinking well”

and day breaks.

today was another day. firsti typed some

letters that had to get vut.  then i spent

hours xeroxing page afler page afler puge

till it seemed that i was part of the machine

or that it was a living thing like me. its

blinkmg lights its opening mouth looked

as if they helonged to some Kind of terrible
unthinking beast to whom i would always be hound,

Cupyright @1982 by Irena Kleplisz
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oblivious of my cxistence it simply waited

forits duc waited for me to keep it going

waited for me 1o provide page after page after page.
when it overheated i had to stop while it

readied itself (o receive again. so i typed

some lctters that had to get out.  and he said

he was pleased wilh the way things were going.

.

today was my day for fecling bitter. the Xerox
broke down completely and the receptionist

put her fout down and made it clear to the repairman
that we couldn’t afford to keep such a machine

and il was costing us cxtra money everytime we had
to xerox outside. they hemned and hawed and said
the fuzz. from the carpel clogged things up and

then they worked on it. and she watched over them
and made sure il was going properly when they left.
by then i'd fallen behind and he asked me Lo stay
late and i suid i was tired and really wanted to go
home. so he sid it was really important and i could
come in late lomorrow with pay. so isaid okay and
stayed. butididn’t feel any better about it.

2 morning is not an evening,
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iv.

volcano

1 dream yearning

to explode.

for how many ¢enturies
of earth relentless
grinding how many
(housands of unchanged
yeurs buried

will it take

so that one morning,

T wake

as untettercd flame

as liquid rock

as fertile ash?

and day breaks.

V.

today was my day for taking things in stride.

i was helpful to the temp in the office next

door who scemed bewildered and who hud definitely
licd about her skills. the dictaphone was

a mystery to her and she did not know how to use
the self-erasing IBM nor the special squeezer

Lo squeeze in words. she was the arlist type:

hair all over the place and dirty fingernails.

i explained everything to her during her ¢coffee
break when she had decp creascs in her forchead.
i felt un top of things. during lunch

i went out and walked around window shopping
fecling nice in the aftcrnoon sun. and then

i returned and crashed through a whole bunch

of letters so i wouldn’t have tu sta late.
Y
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was my day for fecling envy. i cnvied

person who did not have to do what i

1o do, ienvied every persun who was rich

even had 25 cents more than me  or worked

one hour less. i envied every person who

a different job  even though i didn’t want

of them cither. 1 envied poor homeless children

ing the streets hecause they were little

didn’t know the difference  orso i (eld myself.

i envicd the receptionist who'd been there

years and years and years and IS going lo retire
her bearing irnpaired [rom the headpicce shed

been forced to wear.  For her it was over.

She was gelting out, i envied her so much today.

wanted to be uld.

-

sock

Sdream  yearning

2o yicld.

Bow many centuries
of water pounding

for how many thousands
of years  will it take
2o crode this hardness
o that one moming
11 wake

as soil

23 moist clay

23 pleasure sund

zlong the ocean’s edge?

and day breaks.
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viil.

today we had a party. he said he had gottena

new title and brought a buttle of wine during

lunch and we all sat around and joked about how
we'd hecome such important people and Jdrank the
wine. and the receptionist got a little giddy

and they told her to walch it or she would develop

4 terdble reputation which was not appropriate for
someonc her age and maturily. and she laughed and
<aid “that’s all right. i'll risk it.” and the temp
from the office next door camc in to ask me Lo go o
lunch. so we gave her sime wine and she said she’d
been hired permanently and was really happy because
¢he'd heen strung out and getting preity desperate.

i noticed her hair was tied back and her nails neater,

and then we all got high and he said Lo everyone

this was 2 hell of a place. and then he announced

he had a surprise for me. he said he was going 10

gel a new xerox hecause it was a waste of my lime to
be doing that kind of work and he had more important
things for me to do. and everyone applauded and the
receptionist said she hoped this one was better than
the last because we sure were Jusing money on that

old clinker. and he assured her it was. and then he
welcomed the temp to the floor and said “welcome aboard.”
and he told her across the hall they treat their peuple
like we treat our people and their place is one hell

of a place to work in as she'd soon discover. and then
he winked over in my direction and said: “ask her.

she knows all about it.”
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ix.

dust

I dream yearning

to formm.

through how much emptiness
must if speed

for how many centurics

of aimless orbits

and many thousands

of light years mus! it wait
so thal one morning

I'll wake

as crateresd moon

as sea-drenched planet

as exploding sun?

and day breaks.

and day breaks.

Notes

Says she's been doing this for 12 years,  Her fifth job since she started
working at I8, The others were:  in office of paperhox manufacturing
co. (cok! and damp almost all year round); office of dress factory (was
10ld she could also model for buyers; quit because buyers winted to
feel the materials and her: was refused a reference). office of make-up
distributor (got discounts on products): real estate office; and this,
which she considers the best one.  Throughout high schouol, she worked
part-time to contribute towards houschold expenses.
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Extremely sharp with them. Says: “I'm not a taperecorder. Go through
that list again.” Or: “It’s impossible. T've got too much to do.” Two
days ago. she told me: “Make them set the prioritics. Don’t make your-
self nuts. You're not a machine.”

Am surprised, hecause 1 always feel intimidated, But she seems instinc-
tively 1o understand power struggles, Is able to walk the fine linc between
doing her job well and knocking herself out beyond what she thinks she is
being puid for.  But she is good. Quick. Extremely accurate. Am al-
ways embarrassed when they return things with errors and ask me to do
them over again. Never happens to her, She’salmost alwaysletter perfect.

I've told her she should demand more.  The dictaphone is old and the
typewriter is always breaking down. She should make them get her better
equipment. It's too frustrating the way it is. She shrugged. Said ir
really didn’t matter to her. Was surprised at her indifference.

Friendly, yet somehow distant.  Sometimes | think she’s suspicious of me,
though I've tried to play down my background. ['ve suid to her: “Whalt's
the difference? We're doing exactly the same work, aren’t we?” Did not
respond. Yet, whenever I've had trouble, she's always been ready to help.

Her inner life: an enigma. Llave no idea what preoccupies her, Would be
interested in knowing her dreams.  Hard for me to imagine. This is a real
problem. bt person demands such inside knowledge, seems really risky.
Am unclear what the overall view would be.  What kind of vision pre.
sented. 1low she sces the world. How she sees herself in it, Tt seems all
su limited, so narrow, 3rd person opens itup. Bulil would be too
distanced. T think. 1 wan! lo be inside her, Make the reader leel what
she feels. A real dilemma. 1 feel so outside.

Says she reads, but is never specific what.  Likes music, dancing. Smokes.
Parlies a lot, I think, for she scems tired in the morning and frequently
says she did not get much sleep.  Lives by hersell.  Thinks she should get
married, but somehow ¢an’t bring hersell to do it.  *1 like having the

place to myself,” she said the other day. Didn't specify what she was
protecting.




Attitude towards them remains also unformulated. Never theorizes or
distances hersell from her experience.  She simply responds to the imme-
diate situation. Won't hear of organizing which she considers irrelevant
(and also foreign inspired). Yct she’s very, very fair and helpful to others
and always indignant if someone is being Ireated unfairly. Whenever a
temp arrives, she always shows her what's what. Tells her not to knock
herself out.  Reminds her to take her coffee break. Once gave up her
lunch hour so one of them could go to the dentist fur a bad tooth. Did it
without hesitation. [or a stranger.

Q: Tsshe unique or representative” The final picce: an individual voike?
or a collective one?

I've learncd a 1ot here, 1 think. It hasn't been as much of a loss as Iex-
pected. At least I've gotten some ideas and some material. But thank
god I'm leaving next week. Can’t imagine spending a whole life doing
this.

i

A Monologue abow! @ Dialogue
And she kept saying: “There’s more. Believe me, there's more,™

And 1 was kind of surprised because 1 couldn’t imagine what more
there could be. And then I began Lo wonder what she meant by the
more, like mayhe a bigger apartment o1 more eXpensive restaurants.

But she said that wasn’t it, not really, *“I'm not materialistic,” she
said and then looked kind of hopeless, as if 1 could never understand her.
“J just want to do something,” she said, obviously frustruted, And she
looked hopeless again. And then she took a big breath, as if she was going
10 make a reul effort at explaining it to me.

“It’s just,” she said, “il makes no difference whether I'm here or
not. Anyonc can do this.  And Pve always wanted to do specil, im-
portant work.”



Well, that made mc laugh, because I've stopped wanting to do any
work at all.  All work is bullshit, Everyone knows that. No matter how
many lelephones and extensions, no matier how many secrelaries, no
matter how many names on the roloadex. Tt's all bullshit.

But she disugreed. “No,” shesaid. “There's really important work
to be done.”

“Like what?" T asked curious, for I've seen cnough of these (ypes
running around telling me how impoertant it is to do this or that and just
because they re telling me it’s important they sturt feeling that they’re
important and doing important work, So [ was curious to see whalt she’d
come up with.

But she was kind of vague, and said something about telling the
truth and saying things other people refused to say.  And 1 confess I've
never heard it put that way before.

“I want to be able to say things, 1o use words,” she explained.
*Oh, a writer,” 1 said. | suddenly understood,

“Well, yes. But not like you think. Not romances or any thing
like that. [ want to write about you and how you work and how it shou
be better for you.™

“So that’s it,” I said, understanding now ¢ven more than T had
realized at first. *So that's the important work. That certainly sounds
good. Good for you, that is. But what about me? Do you think there’s
more forme? Because I'm not about to become 2 writer. And 1don’t
know why I should just keep doing this so you have something, (o write
about that’s important. So can you think of something mare for me? |
mean | can’t do anything except this.”

And I could feel myself getting really mad because I remembered
how in school they kept saying: “Stop daydreaming and concentrate!”
And they said that your fingertips had (o memorize the letters so that it
would feel as if they were part of the machine. And at first it seemed so
strange, because everything was pulling me away, away from the machine.
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And I really wanted to think about what was going on outside. There
seemed so many things, though T ¢an’t recall them now.  But they kept
pushing me and pushing me: “Stop daydreaming! Concentrate!”  And
finally 1 did. And after a while it didn’t scem so hard to do. And 1 won
first prize in class. And the teacher said 1'd have a real good choke in the
jobs I could get because quality is always appreciated in this world and
with quality you can get by.

And when 1 remembered how 1'd sat doing those exercises, making
my fingertips memorize the letters, T was real mad because she was no
different than the others. There's always something more, More for
them. But not one notion about something more for me.  Except maybe
a better machine so that | can do more work more quickly. Or maybe 2
couple of hours less a week.  That’s the most thut they can ever think of
for me.

And T was so furious. 1'd heard all this before, And [ know that as
soon as they tell you they T fight to get you better working conditions,
they go home and announse to someone: “You couldn’t pay me enough
to do that kind of work.” That's what they say behind your back.

And T started to yell at her: “If you got words and know what to
say, how come you ¢can’t come up with sumething more for me?”

And she was so startled. | could see it in her eyes. I mean you
have to have nerve.  I'mi supposed to just stay here while she writes about
me and my work,

And then T said: “They're always going to need people to type the
final copics. And I can see youll never waste your time with that once
you've Lhought of all the right words.”  And she kind of backed up,
because | must have looked really mad. And she bumped into the file
cahinet and couldn’t move back any further. And I saidd 1o her: “What's
difference to me?  It%s all the same. | always end up doing the sume
thing. So let’s make it clear hetween us. Whenever you finish whatever
it is you're writing about me, don’t ¢count on me.  Never ¢count on me, no
matter how good the working conditions,”
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JAN CLAUSEN

CREDENTIAL

Yes: 1 was there
among anxious billions,
dwelt
in onc of ten
thousand
fair, precarious citics.
one of the most [armous
(as worlds,
suns, galaxies
are satd to spin
in the hricfest
bough-hung trembling,
drops of rain)

Yes: familiar to me.
that weather
when
yawning aloms
interrogate history
when only politics
and poems
maller

Copyright © 1982 by Jun Clauscn



SOLSTICE

1,

Yes

you shall have my  words  torn broken
bloody  stuttering  syllabic  in scorched
heaps upon  thereeking  soil  spoil  wreck
of vour conguering  wheels  lanks  visson
cavalry  judgment

Yes

vou shall get your peace  poems  words
victory  chopmeat  scraped  scrawled
palc asbled flesh on the slab

of your sexless  right  radical  platonic
form ofyour love drcam wish ofan
imnocent  power

Yes

you shall eat my  curse  words

scentless  tasteless  disembodied  dumb
wraiths  subtextual whispering  beneath
the suborned the  unmmpeachable the
correct litany (I shall master  Lhe phrasebooks
getthem by heart  inexile) of forgerics
juiceless  drained  of female  bile

done inmyhand signed  with my
woman’s  name

1 fake the confession

burn  the diary

hush  the culpable mutter  of the blood
] know nothing

Cuopyright@ 1982 by Jan Clausen
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2.

Early light leaks  skim milk
into  the weary room  cold  and December
gold sunlift risks afire behind

stripped trees

1 begin  instone
as though e¢ach mortal  slep
hewed out  the ascent  to morning

T have cut  my hair
I have turned  my face  away

wiIrnan
Iknow now il is finished

lhaw nowords for you
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RHYME

The 1ruth
Wwas too grievous
for grief

The anger
0o raw
to be borne

The hurt
too near mortal
to mention

1 did not like
(o lovk

1 Jid not want
to rave

I did not plan
to weep

[ never intended
1O moumn

the dead

the women
in prison

and those
[ no longer
speak Lo

Copyright & 1982 by Jan Clausen




SISTERHOOD — AND MY BROTHERS

1;
| have had some things from you fo which I perceiye no
meaning. They either were very vast, or they didn’t mean
anyrhing, | don't certainly know which.

Fmily Dickinson to her brother Austin, 1854

In the Fair Lawn house where we grew up were two attics, and we
had names for them. The more dreary was the Grandma Shore attic, 2
crouked hollow toward the tront of the house, with no natural light that
I can remember. with a smell of spoiled oranges and ashes. Its far side
sloped at a menacing angle, not a wall or ceiling, just a bleak surface that
pressed down on anyone who entered. Somewhere on that surface, a
hinged door could be pushed open into a cavern which was actually a
crawl space under the eaves, bul which, in its resonant emptiness, hecame
forever my idea of clemnity. I was not often in the Grandma Shore attic,
but its mysteries never seemed to discourage my older brothers. Ricky
and Bradd arranged drop-leaves and shelves from the attic'’s stored
furniture to hold thick botiles filled with liquids of colors for which T
knew 1o names. They labeled them with words or symbols that were
indecipherable to me or Kenny. There were four of us in thosc years
befure Barbara was born, and we were forever founding laboratories—
Ricky and Bradd in their corners, Kenny and Tin ours,

Kenny and 1 were more al ease in the Grandma Kirsch altic, a
musty, cozy room full of cumers. In it was a wooden trunk, 2nd in the
trunk felt hats from vur parents’ days in the millinery trade, letters they
had written during the war, swatches of [abric of all kinds. Ricky re-
minded me of that trunk not long age. He told me that when he was a
kid, that was where he thought you went when you died: you went into
the old wooden trunk in the Grandma Kirsch attic. That room had
different associations tor me and Kenny. Lnclosed there we would
convene hushed meetings of the clubs we would form and dissolve every
few months. Once the four of us began a bench-building club: we built
benches, then sat um them at meetings where Ricky would collect dues.

Copyright € 1982 by Rima Shore
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After a while Ricky and then Bradd withdrew. Kenny and [ thought up
new clubs, warily admitting kids from the block. Ricky and Bradd began
working as junior volunteers at a hospital in Paterson. In the Grandma
Shore attic, the bottles gave way to dissecting equipment.

My idess about being alive in those years—befare the new house, a
new town, junior high school had everything to do with that foursume,
What 1 saw. what I believed, what [ wanted, were shaped by the pacts we
mule, the rules we laid down, the loyaltles we exacted from each other.
We would break other people’s rules to help cach other. When Kenny and
I were nine and ten, we went 1o neighbhoring boys™ and girls” sleepaway
camps. Kenny was homesick and altogether unhappy there (or perhaps it
was 1), and though it was forbidden, we would cross camp limits to meet

secretly every day.

My brothers and | have not always gotien glong, but we have
always been able to rely on cach other. When we moved 1o a new lown, |
was in the seventh grade and Bradd in the tenth. The transition was
especially hard for me_and though it was simply not done, Bradd walked
to school with me every day. Twenty years later. when my apariment
wass burgled, Kenny made a two-hour trip the next morning to bring me
his typewriter. When Ricky was dying of cancer these last months, he
knew we would be with him and Llaine day and night.

1 have gotten many things from my hrothers. Since the iliness and
death of my oldest brother. 1 have been thinking aboul their meanimg.

I am a woman who is commitled to other womnen: my lover; my
former lovers: my friends: my mother and sister and sisters-in-law;
women I work with; women I play volleyball with; women whose work |
read and who read minc; women 1 have never mel whose lives m some
way concern me. [ agonize over political divisions. gricve when lovers or
fricnds scparate. I think of myscll as having o place in a women’s com.
munity, yet T know that many of my most intense feclings. most ticrce
loyalties are directed toward the men who are my brothers. And much of
what I know about being a sister, about sistethood. I have learned with
them.

My situation is not extraordinary. 1 have heard leshians who are
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close to sons. fathers, male fricnds. ex-hushands or former male lovers,
speak about the seeming paradox; [ have read what some have writlen.
I suspect that lesbian/feminist poets who have written about these rela-
tionships have been included less frequently on the programs of the
movement’s poetry evenls, Or when inviled, they have read poems aboul
relationships with mothers and grandmothers, sisters and lovers. Pechaps
this is as it should be - . . do we need more words in praise of men? But 1
worry ahout the strictures that have sometimes kept me from writing or
even talking about my brothers, and [ wonder how many other women
have deformed their own experience,

Sume women ! know talk often about their mothers or slep-
mothers or sisters. 1 am sumnetimes surprised Lo learn in passing that they
have brothers. 1 think of a woman T have known for nearly a decade: it
scems fo me that she has a brother, but T dont know his name or any-
thing about him. Of course T know other women whose brothers have
heen important to them and who will say so, and T'seem to search them
out. While others scour Emily Dickinson’s letters to Sue, I tind mysell
reading what she wrote Lo her brother Austin.

-

I do well remember how chilly the west wind biew and
how everything shook and rattled before | went to sleep
and I often thought of you in the midnight car, and
hoped you were not lonely.

Emily Dickinson to Austin, 1851

To the day-room of the hospital 1 bring books aboul dying, break
their backs holding them Mat against the newspaper un my lap, afraid to
let patients or other visitors sce (heic titles. | sit here for hours at a time,
and the bold news of world events rubs off on my sweater and my jcans.
This is the afternoon, before most visitors arrive. One woman is here; her
hushand has been in inlensive care, next to my brother, and now she
waits for him to return from surgery. Around us are men: paticals who
have come to smoke and pass an hour, the clevalvr supervisor and an.
orderly who have stepped in to cateh an inning of the Yankee-Dodger
scries. Tt is October. ‘

1 am reading Gerda Lemer's A Death of One’s Owr, about her
husband’s death from brain cancer. She describes the day-room of an
unnamed hospital—its view of New York's Fast River, its cheertul wal

its plastic chairs. T match its symptoms with those around me, This too is
a neurology floor. the day-room walls painted brightly like s cellar
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turned day-care center. Ricky has been diagnosed: malignant melanoma
of the spinal chord and lining of the brain. 1 read Gerda Lermer's account
needed 1o tell him. If 1 could love him, why not another man? And if I
chuse not to love another man, could 1 care for him? In fact, he asked
nothing. Looking away, he told me he loved me. I did not know then
that we would have, over the next five months, long visits, dow car
rides, time to Ity to sort it all out. Tt was still October.

At home one of those first nights, after hours in the hospital, 1
wait for Judy to finish work. We sit together in the dining room, cat
leftovers that don’t seem 1o be the right color. We move closer together
to look through the newly developed prints of photographs we took in
August, “before the world changed,” as we have begun to ssy. We have
vried together for three nights. Now she asks about the hospital: how
does Ricky seem? what have the doctors said? how much more radia-
tion? how are Llaine and my mother? | give her only headlines for now,
too wom for the fine print, afraid to go through it again. I tell her they
want to reduce the pressure by operaling. putting in a tube (o drain
excess fluid from his brain to the lining of his stomach, “But there are
cancer cells In the fluid, aren’t there? she asks. “Won't that just spread
i7" I'm stunned at her logic, distantly curious at the absence of my own.
As Tadd this 1o my file of questions fur the neurologist, it strikes me that
if spreading the disease is the lesser of evils, there won't be much time.

Judy runs a bath for me and I make two phone calls, the first 1o
my sister in California. I give her a report : the sterojds are reducing the
pressure, they are deciding about putting in the shunt; Ricky & less
confused (the word we've adupted for the “neurological deficits™ we
have been told to cxpect), It is 2 brief conversation. | listen closely
to the sound of her voice, heasing a new timbre, listening for clues
about huw she is, and how T am.

I call a friend, a relatively new friend, long-distance, 1 tell her the
news a bit abruptly, The spinal tap has come back positive. It might
be weeks or months but no more. Ricky knows everything, Iic's been
talking about suicide, doesn’t want tu dic of cancer.

She is quiet at the other end. T hope she doesn't feel obliged to
find right words, hope | won't lose her to worrectness, won't feel sorry
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to have called so new a (rlend. I wonder, when she starts to speak, whether
she thinks 1 have called for advice, for counsel, What did I want? We have
recently had some differences on issues personal and pulitical: am 1 using
Rick's illness to dissolve the distance?

“That's so unrcal” she says when I tell her that Rick has beea
talking about funcral plans. *Trying to hold onto control even after
... men aren’t very good role models for dying.™”

“Don’t lose this year,” she urges @ moment later. “You've worked
hard to make time for writing. Den’t lose it. He’s not your lover.™

3.

I watched you until you were out of sigh! Sarurday
evening, and then wen! (o my room and looked over
my treasures: and surely no miser ever counted his
heaps of gold with more satisfuction than I gazed upon
the presenis fromt home . . . .

Emily Dickinson to Austin, 1847

My brothers were my first lovess. We did not have sex, though we
did our share of seductive slow-dancing to “practice” for schuol events,
snuggling under covers while quizzing cach other for social studies lests,
peeking at cuch other naked , or giving each other the chance to peek. My
shame at these experiences has always been disproportionate to whatever
we didd. | have never believed thal uther brothers and sisters did the same,
have rarely heard women speak about this.

These relationships were intense, unspoken to this day. And of
course we splil up, at diffesent times, with dilferent degrees of reso-
lution, These parlings were sume of the most painful I can remember,
and much of what 1 have since felt in lcaving women | have loved,
lovers or fricnds, whether | have acted admirably or viciously. has pulled
me back 1o those losses.

In a larger sense, much of what | know now about relationships,
about trust, lovalty. and contlict. ahout merging and scparating, 1 tirst
experienced with my brothers. And much of whal I first knew about
crotic expression, about sexual signals, desires, limits. jealousies, I lcarned
with them.
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I fall asleep this October night in Judy's arms, comforted in a
way 1 have not thought possible. 1 dream of Ricky and Bradd, upstairs in
one of the attics of the old house, with bottles and scalpels and frogs.

The next afternoon at the hospital 1 peek into Rick’s room. Elaine.
his wife, is sitting with a book, settled by his bedside as if she had heen
as primer and prophecy. Already in these first days, words like steroid,
praen med, shunt, are hecoming second nature,

The game drones on, and as 1 read the sounds comfort me. 1
find myself, astonished. caring about the vutcome. and listen more
attentively, memorizing details T will pass on to Ricky if he is nol too
sick from the radiation (o listen.

In the assortment of lines and images that fill my mind. that
create this new picture, he is the vanishing point. My thoughts reach
in his direction.

I abandon Cerda Terner as her hushand loses power of speech,
and slipping the book inlu my bag. concentrate on Ron Guidry’s pitch-
ing. Iam plexsed 10 be watching oa a color TV. When I was growing up
with my brothers, I spent summers watching baseball. knew the batting
averages of halt the American League. T talked baseball with Kenny
and accasionally with my second cousin. Marsha.

I imagine thal my brothers have wondered: what does it meun,
this choice of minc, this turing away (rom life with 2 man, with men.
Only a fow hours after Rick heard the positive diagnosis, I was alone
with him silting on his hospital bed. He told me hurriedly that what-
ever {roubles we had had, whatever unhappiness | might have had,
were because of him. “Remember that heart I once gave vou for Valen-
tine’s day. what a hastard T was -we had a fight and T 1ok it back, and
gave it to Susie Zarchin?™ 1 remembered. | had thrown it back a1 him.
Take your stupid locker, Moved. horrified, furious, | responded as he
lalked to me. No, [ wasn't unhappy, and no. it wasn't his “Gault* that 1
was 2 lesbian, and yes, of course | had made a choice, This was not a con-
versation we had ever had. direetly. He was the one member of my lami-
ly who had never scemed at ease with me, my life, my lovers. He was
loyal. protective, loving, but always fiom a cautious distance. [le was



proud of me in the abstract—had brought his friends into a bookstore to
point out my name in Condirions—but tor reasons [ am only beginning to
fathom, he was afraid of me.

No, it wasn't his [ault, and yes, [ had made a choice. I told him
thal he was leaving me out of his calculations. His apology was presump-
tuous, and I could have said more, but we were suddenly and unaccount-
ably messuring his life in days or weeks. In his formal, wild statements I
heard questions: he needed 10 know how T was connected to him and I
there for houwrs, She steps into the vorridor to talk to me: they haven't
tzken him down for radiation therapy yet; the pain pill has finally started
to work; it looks like he might be aslecp. T take another louk, My hrother
—his cyes the color of mine. his body, always solid and broad. now
shrunken. Gravity suddenly grips at the weight I have gained in the last
year. He opens his eyes, says hello. “It’s grown in a lot,” I tell him, think-
ing his face doesn’t look so drawn with the beard he began o grow when
he cxpected that treatments would make his hair fall out. “Just my
luck,” he says. “Just when my beard grows in [ have to die,”

Elainc asks if 1 will go with him to RT today, to give her an hour
alone. The escort arrives, otfering Ricky a stretcher. but he fally instead
into a wheelchair, scowls. looks at me for encouragement. says. “You're
here again o sit shiva? This is no place for healthy people.” He seems
glad that I'm going with him, T chase the wheclchair as it is pushed quick-
ly and expertly through a maze of hallways and elevators, into a somber
makeshift waiting arca. lanmering and drilling shake the room from
behind a feeble partition. “A new treatment room,” the escort explains
as he leaves. 1 look around me at six or seven people lying or sitting,
waiting, with little or no hair, emaciated, magic marker lines drawn
on their skin to target the radiation. By now Rick is holding his head:
he carries u basin with him in case he needs to vomit. He begins (o move
rhythmically, a sign I have already learned to know for pain. The drilling
and dust show no signs of letting up. “Headache”™ I ask him s a dull
throbbing sets in somewhere behind my eyes. T approach a nurse. ask il
there is somewhere Ricky can lie down. “Certainly . Mrs, Shore.” They
move us (o the hydrotherapy room, and after a few minutes Ricky asks
whether 1 know what hydrotherapy is. “They boil it out of you, limb by
limb or all at once.” He is trying to scarc me. This is o more familiar
Rick, and T decide he must be leeling some relief. He is quict for a few
minutes. then turns on his side, asks me aboul prospects for a teaching
job. T stroke his arms and his back.
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Soon they are ready tor us. “You can wail over there, Mrs. Shore,”
a nurse tells me. Rick looks at me uncasily. and then away. “Not Mrs.
Shore,” 1 correct the nurse, “Professor Shore.” Ricky laughs, and 1 re-
turn to the waiting arca where 1 stand near the desk so T can see what
they are doing on the closed.circuit monitor. Ricky's body appears: he
is on his side, enveloped by an eerie light. After a few minutes a techni-
cian gocs in and turns him over.

By the time we again admit Rick (o the hospital = few months
later. 1 have Jearned something odd. Just as people there will insist (ha
Judy my Jover of tour yems is my sister (particulurly when we stay
overnight with Ricky, sharing a narrow cot to get a few hours’ sleep),
they often will not believe that Ricky is my brother, T go to the admit-
ting office to Nill out papers while Elaine stays with Rick. “Du you have
your hushand’s Blue Cross card?” the woman asks me. *Not my husband,
my brother,” T correct her. “Don't confuse me,” she answers. When it
comes time, a2 momen! later, 1o sign certain forms, she recalls that 1am
“only the sister™ and asks to see Elaine. T fecl alarmed at the thought of
what would happen if it were Judy or I not even sisters—and resolve Lo
call my friends to urge them to sign and notarize statements about who is
to be considered kin in a medical crisis. My long.distance triend has
shown me statements she and her lover carry.

1 have finished Gerda Lerner’s hook and have started another—
Alice Blocl’s Lifetime Guarantee. | read aggressively, looking for clues,
lor help. She too has had worries about playing the maiden sunt, withoul
a legitimate family of her own, free to nurse her sister, to hold vigil at
her hedside. I don’t hide this book as [ read in the day-room, The title
seems less threatening, and anyway I've lost my former delicacy. 1've
become a regular there, and it is harder to rcad now. People wander
in amnd ount, wanting to know how [ am. what I'm reading. 1 see the
woman whose husband had been in surgery during the World Serics. He
is walking with her today. He looks swollen. bloated in his pajunas,
childlike in his gauze shower cap. T conclude that he will not die soon:
if it were terminal she would nut be so anxious. She intraduces me. 1 say
hello and look down at my book: too tired to read 1 go through Pes-
scphone’s buck-cover blurb over and over: . . . the personal chronicle of
a woman faced with the impending death of her sister from cancer , , .
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explores the complex and intense bond belween sisters . . . @ strong
woman-identified sensibility. 1 decide that I will not write about this
death . . . there are already books abuut women experiencing cancer
... would women really want to hear aboul my complex and intense
bond with a brother, # 38-year-old man with dubious politics, a strained
history withme. . ..

And indeed there are women who have not wanted to know. The
friend who urged me not to lose this year has never called. has not
acknowledged that | even have a brother, Others whom I see often ask
nothing. Are they afvaid? I usk myself, a few friends, and Judy. When her
brother died several vears ago, there were women who suddenly vanished,
Would they call if it were a séster, or a mother?

Ricky died two weeks ago, in early March, the day we brought him
home from the hospital, By then he could not stand up alone, or scc as
far as the end of his bed, or swallow food or water. His speech was in.
creasingly slurred until he could barcly make himself understood. Onc of
the last nights in the hospital, al 4 v'clock in the moming, Ricky seemed
desperately to wan! 1o say something. My mother and Kenny were with
him. but neither could make out his words. Keany gave him a picoe
of paper and a pen, and he labored for some time hefore producing the
word rhanks.

4.

As lesbians we invent vur own laws, create and define the honds
among us. Is it not difficult, even dangerous, to granl importance 1o our
familics of origin, particularly when these familics have often rejected or
patronized or infantilized us? If we are going to struggle in relationships,
should it not be with each other? Do we not, by the very act of valuing
the nuclenr family, demean the ties we have chosen?

As the politics of identity play an increasing role in our community.
I find myself baffled at conflicting claims on my loyalty. We are being
urged. and urging each other. to acknowledge and Lo reclaim the cultures
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from which we have emerged. This process has been important for me:in
a sense | have made it my profession. Studying Russian for half my life,
I have heen able to return to the place from which my family emigrated,
and where many relatives remain, The closeness [ have felt to my family
is connected, in some way, to ideas about family T learned in my Jewish
home, Am 1 1o valee the ¢ulture from which my family came, while dis-
missing the family itself? Do 1 seck to identify with Jews in the abstract,
but not with the brothers I have loved all my life?

1 feel sometimes like a political exile. T would not want to retum to
the place 1 have left, 1 have made other choices. olher commitments. But
1 cannot forget that much of who [ am, much that 1 value in myself, even
the fortitude to make those choices, came with me fom the old country |
whuse air I have breathed | whose language 1 have spoken.



BARBARA SMITH

HOME
For Renée and Zillah

I can't slecp. | am sitling at an open window, staring at the dark
sky and the harely visible night time gardens. Three days ago we came
here to ¢lean and paint this apartment in the new city we're moving to.
Each night T wake up, shoulde:s aching, haunted by unfamiliarity. Come
to Lhis window. Let the fresh air and setiled loek of neighborhood back-
vards calm me until exhaustson pulls me back to bed.

Just now it wis a dieam that woke me. One of my dreams.

I am at home with Aunt LaRue and T am getting ready 1o leave. We
are in the bedroom packing. 1'm anxious, wonder if she can fecl a change
in me. It's heen so long since Pve seen her. She says she has @ present for
me and starts pulling out dozens ol beaulitul vests and laying them on
the hed. T am ecstatic. T think, **She knows. She knows about me and it's
all right.” 1 feel relieved. Bul then | wake up. forgetting for a minute
where [ am or what has happened until I smell the heavy air, see Leila
asleep heside me. The dream was so alive.

1 felt as if 1I'd been there. Home. The house where [ grew up. But
i's been years singe then., When Aunt LaRue died, I had to sell the
house. My mother. my grandmother, all the women who'd raised me
were already dead, so [ never go back.

I can’t cxplain how it fecls sometimes to miss them. My childish
deslre to see a face that I'm not going to see. The need for certitude that
glimpsing a prolile, secing a head bent in some ordinary task would bring.
To know that home exssted. OF course T Xnow they’re gone, that 1 won’t
see them again, bul there are times when my family is so real to me, at
least my missing them is so real and thorough, T feel like | have to do
something, | don’t know what. Usually | drcam.

Since we got here, I think of home even more. Like today when we
were working, 1 found a radio station that plays swing . . .

Lvery so often one of us sang a few lines of a song. [ said, “Imagine.
It’s 1945, the War's over, vou've come hack, and we're fixing up our
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swell new place.”

Leila laughed. “You're so crazy. You can bet whoever lived here in
1945 wasn't colored or two women either.”

“How do you know? Maybe they got together when their hus-
bunds went overseas and then decided they didn't need the buys after all.
My aunt was always telling me about living with this friend of hers,
Garnet, during the War and how much fun they had and how she was so
gorgeous.”

Leila raised her eycbrows und said, “Honey, you're hopeless. You
didn't have a chance hearing stories like that. You had to grow up funny.
But you know my mother is always messing, with my mind too, talking
about her girlfricnds this and her gidlfriends that, 1 think they e all closet
cases,”

“Probably.” T answered. We go on working, the music playing in
the background. I keep thinking ahout Aunt LaRuc. In the carly fitties
she and her hushand practically built from scratch the old house they
had hought for all of us to live in. She did everything he did. More, ac-
tually, When he Teft a fow years luter she did “his” work and hers oo,
not to mention going 1o her job every day. It took the rest of her life to
pay off the mortgage.

[ want to talk to her, | imagine picking up the phone.

11i Aumt LaRue. Ahush. [Leila and 1 got here on Mon-
day. She’s fine. The apartment’s @ disgster arca, but
we e geiting il together. . ..

Leila is asking me where the hammer is and the conversation in my
head stops. I'm here smouthing plaster. inhaling paint. On the radio Nal
King Cole is singing “When 1 Marry Sweet Lorraine.” Leila goes into the
other room 1o work. All afternoon 1 daydream 1'm talking with my aunt.
This move has filled me up with questions. 1 want to tell someone who
knew me long ago what we're doing, Twant her to know where [am.

Every week or so Leila talks to her mother. It’s hard to overhear
them. T try nut to think about it, try to foel neutral and act like it’s just
4 normal vecurrence, calling home. Afler battling for years. Leila and her
mother are very close. Once she told me, “EveryLhing T know is about
my Family.” | couldnt suy anything, thought, “So what do I know?”
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Not even the most hasic things like, what my father was like and why
Aunt Rosa never got married. My family, like most, was great at keeping
secrels, But 1'd always planned when 1 got older and they couldn’t treat
me like 1 kid to ask questions and find out. Aunt LaRue dicd suddenly,
a year after I'd been out of college and then it was to0 late to ask a thing.

For lack of information 1 imagine things aboul them. One day a
few weeks ago when T was packing, going through some of Aunt LaRue’s
papers, 1 found a bankbuok that belonged to both my mother and Aunt
TsRue. They had opencd the account in 1946, a few months belure 1 was
born and it had been closed ten years later, a fow months after ny mother
died. The pages of figures showed that there had never heen more than
$200 in it. Seeing their lwo names together, thelr signatures side by side
in dark ink, I got a rush of longing. My mother touched this, held it in her
hands. 1 have some things that belonged to Aunt LaRue, dishes and stuff
that T use around the house, even the letters she wrole to me when [ was
in college. But Mommy died so Jong ago. I have almost nothing that be-
longed to her.

I sce them the day they open the accounl. Two young Bluck women,
one of them pregnant, their shoulders square in forlies dresses, walking
into the cavernous downtown bank. T wonder what they talk about on
the busride downtown. Or maybe my mother comes alune on the bus
and meets Aunt LaRue al work. How dues my muther feel? Mayhe she
senses e kicking inside her as they wait in line. As they leave she tells
my aunt, touching her stomach, “I'm afraid.” My aunt takes her hand.

I wonder what they were to cach other, specifically. What their
voices might have sounded like talking as 1 played in the aext room. I
know they loved cach other, scemed like friends, but T don't have the
details. T could feel my aunt missing my mother all through my child-
hood. I remember the way her voice sounded whenever she said her
name. Sometimes I'd do something that reminded her of my muother
and she would laugh, remember a story. and say I was just like Hilda.
She never pretended that she didn’t miss her. I guess a Tot of how they
Jovedd each other, my aunt gave lo me.

But | wonder how someonc can know me if they can't know my
family, if there’s no current information to tell. Never 1o say to a [riend,
a lover, “1 talked to my mother yesterday and she said . . .7 Nothing to
tell. Just a blank where all that is supposed to be, Somctimes | feel Tike
I'm frozen in time, caught in a nightmare of 2 hot QOctober aftemoon
when everything changed because my mother stopped living.
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Most of my friends have such passionate, complicated relationshps
with their mothers, Since they don't get married and dragged off into
other tamilics. they don’t have to automatically cut their tics, he grown-
up heterosexuals. | think {heir mothers help them to be Lesbians. I'm not
saving that theiw mothers necessarily approve, but that they usually keep
on loving their daughters becyuse they're flesh and blood, even if they
are “queer.” Tenvy my triends. 1’d like o have 2 woman on my side who
brought me here. Yes. T know it’s pot that simple, that T tend to romanti-
cize. that it can be hell especially about coming oul. But I still want what
they have, what they take for granted. [ always imagine with my aunt_ it
would have been all right.

Maybe | shouldn’t talk sbout this, Even when Leila say's she wanis
to hear about my family and how it was for me growing up, | think
sometimes she really doesnt. Al least she doesnt wanl 1o hear aboul
the death part. Like everyone, 3 part of her is terrified of her mother
dying. So seeretly | think she only wants to know from me that 1 can
be all right, that it’s not s0 bad. that it won't hurt as much. My mother
died when 1 was nine. My father had left long before. My aunt took care
of me after that. | can’t prove to Leila or anybody that losing them did
not shateer my life at that time, that un some level T still don’t deal with
this daily. that my life remains altered by it. I can only Sy that [ lived
through it.

The deaths in your lifc are very private. Mayhe 'm waiting for my
friends 1o catch up. so our conversations arcn’t so one sided. [ want to

talk like equals.

More than anything, | wish Leila and 1 could go there, home. That
I could make the reality of my lite now and where T came from touch.
If we could go. we would get.off the bus that stops a block from the
house. Leila and 1 would cross 1301h Street and walk up Abell. At the
corner of 132nd T would point to it the third house from the cornet. I
would still be white and there would be border of portulacea gleaming
like rice paper along the walk. We would climb the porch steps and Leila
would admire the hlack and gray stripel awnings hanging over the up and
downstairs porches,

The front door would be open and 1 would Jead the way up the
narrow stairs (o the second floor. Aunt LaRue would be in the kitchen.
Before 1 would see her, 1'd call her name.
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She'd be so glad to sec me and to meet Leila. Al first she'd be a
little formal with Leila, shy, Bul gradually 21l of us would relax. I'd put
a record on the hi-fi and Flla would sing in the background. Aunt LaRue
would offer us “a little wine” or some gin and tonics. I'd show Leila the
house and Aunt LaRue’s Mlowers in the back. Maybe we'd go around the
neighborhood, walk the same sidewalks I did so many years ago. For
dinner we'd have rolled roast and end up talking til late at night,

Befure we'd go to bed, Aunt LaRue would follow me into the
bathroom and tell me, again, shyly, “Your friend’s so nice and down to
carth. She’s like one of uvs.” 1'd tell Leils what she’d said, and then we'd
sleep in the room Islept in all the while 1 was growing up.

Sometimes with Leila it’s like that, With her it ¢an be like family.
Until 1 knew her, | thought it wasn’t possible to have thal with another
woman, al Jeast not for me. But T think we were raised the same way. To
be decent, respectiul girls. They taugh! us to work. And to rebel.

Just after we met, Lellz and her roommate were giving a party.
That afternoon her roommate lefl and didn’t come back for hours so |
ended up helping Leila get things ready. As we cleaned, and shopped, and
cooked, it hit me that almost without talking, we agreed on what needed
1o be done. After years of having to explain, for instance, why T bothered
to own an iron, il lelt like a revelation. We had something in common.
knew how to live in 2 house like people, not just to camp.

When we first started living together 1 would get déja vu, waves of
feelings that T hadn’t had since 1I'd lived in that other place, home, Once
Leila was in the bathroom and 1 glimpsed her through the door bending
over the tub, her breasts dropping as she reached to turn off the water, Tt
was [amilior. The steady ¢omfort of @ woman maving through the house.

T don’t want to lose that moving here. This new place is like a cave.
The poverty of the people who lived here hefore is trapped in the very
walls. Harder than cleaning and painting is altering that sadness.

Tonight we made love here for the first time. Tt was almost mid-
night when we stopped working. showered and fell aching into the
makeshift bed. When [ started to give Leila a single Kiss, her mouth
caught mine and held me there, Desite surprised me, but then 1 realized
how much everything in me wanted (ouch, Sometimes our bodies fol-
low cach other without will, with no thought of now P'll put my hand
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here, my mouth there. Tonight there was no strategy, just need and
having. Falling into sleep, holding her, T thought “Now there is some-
thing here | know.” It calmed me,

But [ have been afraid. Afraid of need, of loving someone who can
lcave. The fear makes me silent, then gradually it closes my heart, It can
take days to get hencath whatever haunts mce, my spirit weakening like
a candle sputtering in some place without air underground. And Leila hag
her own nightmares, her own habits of denial. But we get through. Even
when I'm most scared. | knew when 1 tirst met her that it would be all
right 1o Jove her, that whatever happenced we would emerge from this not
broken. It would not be about betrayal. Loving doesn’t terrify me. Loss
does. The women [ need literally disappearing from the face ot the carth.
It has already happened.

I am sitting at 2 table by a window. The sky is almost light. My
past has left few signs. Tt only lives through words inside of me,

I get up and walk down the hall 10 the bathroom. If T can't get
back to sleep, Tl never have the strength to work another fourteen hour
day. In the bedroom I take off my robe and lie down beside Leila. She
turns in her sleep and reaches toward me. “Where were you?™ she asks,
cyes still closed.

[ answer withou! thinking, “Home.™
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MINNIE BRUCE PRATT

RED STRING

At first she thought the lump in the road
was clay thrown up by a trucker’s wheel:
then Beatrice saw the mess of feathers.

Six or seven geese stood in the right-of-way,
staring at the bloed, their black heads

rigid above white throats. Unmoved

by passing wind or familiar violence,

they fixed their gaze on dead flesh

and something more, 2 bird on the wing.

It whirled into the thicket of fog that grew

up from felds plowed and tumed to winter.

It joined other spirits exhaled just before dawn
from the rows of clay, ¢reatures that had once
crept or flapped or crawled over the land,
twists of slizne mold, coils of moccasin,

cach gliding now in the life called death,

Beatrice had heard her mother tell of men

who passcd as spirits.  They hid in the limestone caves

by the river, hooded themselves inside the curved muscle,
the glistening wall of rock, Then just at dark

they appeared as if they had the power to splhit the ¢arth
open to release them. White robed, faceless horns for heads,
they advanced with torches over the water, saying

they were the ghosts of Shiloh and Bull Run fight,

Neighbors who watched at the bridge knew each man
by his voice or limp or mended boots but said
nothing, allowed the marchers to pass on: they ran
their skinny hounds to hunt other beings

into ravines, (o keep flesh, darkness and death
another night distant from themsclves, to save

their white skins from the carrion beetles,

spotted with red darker than blood, who wail

near the grave for the body to retumn Lo black carth.

Copyright & 1982 by Minnic Bruce Prati
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Some Qctobers the men killed scores, treed them

in the sweetlgums, watched Lhe face of a beast

fMicker beside the starry purple-black leaves:

then they burned the trec.  Smoke from their fires

still lay over the land where Beatrice travelled.

Out of this cloud the dead of the field spoke to her,

three voices from the place where women’s voices never stop:

They took my boy down by Sucarnochee creek,
He said, “Gentlemen, what have | done?”

They says, “Never mind what you have done:

we fust want your dumned heart.” After they
Kkilled him, T built up a little fire and luld out

by him alf ngght until the neighbors came

in the moming. | was standing there

when they killed him., down by Sucamochee creek.

T am a mixhty brave woman, but I was gerting

scared the way they were treating me, throwing rocks
on my house, coming in disguise. They come to my bed
where [ was laving, and whipped me.  They dragged me
ouf into the field so that the blood strung across

the house, and the fence, and the cotton patch,

in the road, and they ravished me.  Then they went
back inta my house and ate the food on the siave,

They have drove me from my kome, It is over

by DeSutoville, on the other side in Choctaw,

[ had informed of persons whom I saw
dressing in Ku-Klux disguise:

Jurd named the parties. At the time

I was divoreed from Dr, Randall

and had a school near Fredonia.
Abour one month before the election
some yourg men about the county
came in the might time: they said

T was no! a decent woman; also

1 wus teaching radicel politics.
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They whipped me with hickory withes
50 the gashes cul hrough

my thin dress into the abdominal wall,
I was thrown info a ravine

in a helpless condition.

The school closed after my death.

From the fog above the bloody entrails of the bird
the dead flew toward Beatrice like the night crow
whose one wing rests on the evening

while the other dusts off the morning star,

They gave her a jet-black look and said:

Child, what have you been up to while we
were trying to keep body and soul together?

But never mind thar now. Here's what you must do:

Tie a red flannel string around your waist

Jor sirengrh.  Plant your roots

at the dark of the moon. Remember your past,
and ours, Always remember who you are.

Don't let the men fool you ahout the ways of life
even if blood must sign your namc.

Samhain,
10/31/81
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OUT OF SEASON

In the backyard earthworms had migrated,
tunneled down the morming that ice Erew up
like spikes of red grass through the dirt.
Below the frostline they raveled together,

a ball of twine waiting for the sun

to pull them to the surface in the spring,

But Beatrice did not want to wait. Light
slithered from the beveled edge of her mirror
in Lhe bands of red, indigo, violet

as she set out to anticipate nalure.

She potted up four narcissus bulbs

and put them in the brief winter of a closet.

Roots circled in the dark, pressed pale
reptilian stomachs against the clay.

Brought to the window, leaves began to rise
striped green and white, yarter snakes

in a glass jur when she was five.

Then paper hoods split around white mouths:

on the table flowers loomed, cobras
summoned from a basket by the secret word,
For days Beatrice enjoyed their scent

and her power to charm them into form

out of sexson, insdde her time,

By the tick of her banjo ¢lock she lured

narcissus inlo her room in mid-winter.

Winter Solstice
12/20/80
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SHADES

Even before the flat yellow sail of the sun

passed beyond the horizon, Beatrice

stopped looking. Fog had whited ont details,

blurred the landscape like an overexposed photograph.

For that day she had scen cnough.

She had seen too much. In the moming she had worked
in a room where arched light fell

unhindered against the broken plaster.

She had not drawn the blinds while they talked
of the Middle Passage: of the Tho, the Yoruba,
the Bumbara caugh! by men as white as ghosls
who shipped some on deck and most in the hold,

who deciled which would have sunlight and which the dark
where children drowned in their own excrement,

and women remembered another kind of night

spent on their knees beside their mothers’ graves,

the air thick with crics and the spirits of those
whu had gone before, the wine glittering on the ground

to reconcile living and dead under the moon.
A thousand miles out they were led in coffles to the deck.

There some refused enslavement of their night and day.
They fled into the sea, into depths where light

camne from no one direction but was present everywhere,
refracting blackness inlo its countless shades.

Home for the evening, Bealrice wished to see no more.,

She tried to walk out into an uncomplicated dark, down

to the Jeserted farmhouse to pick the last of the zinnias.

Tn the garden only the paler blooms floated, like dead loum.

Copyright @1982 by Minnic Bruce Pratt
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Ier hands had to guess at the other, hidden flowers.
She thought she held bumnt orange, red and fuchsia
sct on tough green stems, but she stood until

she began to see, plainer than in the hour after dawn,

the pelals, the color of cach flower in the night.

9/81



A COLD THAT IS NOT THE OPPOSITE OF LIFE

Nothing but pine boards between her and the wind
that would not stop blowing. She heard it come
again from beyond the ridge, heavy and cold,
moving (ree limbs with the voice of dead leaves,

She had spent the day alone in this house,

someone else’s house, at the bottom of the world,
The pipes had frozen, and the dish water in the sink.
The begonias died as if left out on the porch;

from their dark puddled leaves came the smell

of new mown grass. Snow lay, a thick white skin
on the pasture, the road, She was stranded

at this pole of inaccessibility.

Always before she'd been able to visit and leave,

hut today she went out to the pump for water

with movements fixed as her shadow, following

a path made by another woman, hidden in the snow’s glare.

She had pictures of herself in the snow:

in wme fuken at hirey-three

with the sun over her shoulder, she was o shadow
that stood as long as evening on the while,

Jeet spread in defiance; in another, she was fouwr,
up to her knees, by a sagging screen porch,

while the woman who raised her in the daytime
walched, @ short dark woman in a headrag,

a shadow under the surprising icicles.

Of past women and snows, she knew little;
of the dark woman, nothing: of her mother

only a story of first snow, @ grandmother
who would not let her do anything.

not put white hand out into the mystery,
not put tongue to the wnknown whiteness,
not walk in if since one shoe had ¢ hole.

It haed mclied into invisibility o she saf
waiting at o window of their frame house,



like the houses up and down this rowd,

like the window where Beatrice stood, thinking
about the women who had luoked out before her
while silence fell in drifts on the brown grass,

on the last clumps of green at this end of the county.

There was a summer picture of one of the women:

on the porch, sereen door agar behind her,
three chilldren barefoot, staring, her feet
heavy in white pumps, dark halr braided
and crowned, dark print dress strained
over her next child, short sleeves tight
over muscles white upper arrms, hands
enornous and full of the baby on her lap.

Beatrice had facts about her from a1 book:

af the home of @ tenant farmer, mother of the family
thirty-three years old, married at fwenly one,

fowr children from six months to nine years,

a sharecropper all her life,

Through neighbors still living, Beatrice heard her words:

Shed split out of her clothes like a grasshopper
with every child, hut hadn't velled with any.

She'd grunied it out because if you yell on a pain,
you il have it over; anyway  if you yvell (oo much,
youN kill the baby. Before she married, her papa
had said she was his hest hand. she could plow cut
and mawd wood, harrow, do everything a man could.

But if you've got 1o he taking care of children too,
lunisework is casier., although there's always covking,
cleaning, washing, milking. churning, sewing, canning,

and the children.  Really, if it weren’t for worryving

aver them, she'd rather ve been working outdoors any time:
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she was hrought up to it, Mast years they planted
Jorty-thousand hills of tobaceo, five an acre, with
sweet potatoes, field peas, com, and cane for syrup.

One year her futher’s death kept them from getting

the fodder off the cane:  the leaves had carried the frost
right down to the heart of the stalk and killed it,

One year the beetles ruin 'd all the beans; that made it
harder to scrape up a meal three tinies a day.

She never had no noon, and many a night stayed up,
without company, to tend the fire in the curing bari.

When she was younger, she d had her a girlfriend,

still wore her gold brooch with the miniature taken
together when they were eighteen; they used o go

into town fo sell blackberries, and eggs and butter,

with a bunch of girls. as they were afraid of the negroes,
After she married, her hushand disd all the buying

and selling; she managed inside the house,

ke managed the outside: that was no place for a woman.

After the last baby, she hadn 't visited much
except to go to funerals. 1t wasn't her fault

she had o many children: she'd never enjoyed it.
When nature left her. she sGil knew what

was going on down there, but at least

she didn 't feel a thing. He'd always freared

her just like she was a beast, didn't care

how many babics ke made her have,

She had ten surviving, and one dead, had passed it
in the evening, walking home from the field,
She ' hod on overalls 3o no one noticed | but

she hadn't felt the same inside since.

Shed raised the others pulled e right up
by the hair of their head.  When they were little
she used to go outside and watch the stars:



then she realized, they d heen there before her
and would be when she was gone, 3o she slopped
going out. Shed tried to be content with her o,
she'd done the best she could and you can 'rdo
more than that, but sometimes she'd got rired.

Beatrice had heen raised hearing this voice come

from the mouths of many women; she carried it around
inside her.  She put another slab of pine in the stove
and tried to listen instead to the fire buzz

with the black, red, yellow flame of & wasp.

The windows thickened with ice, the pasture blurred.
Beatrice did not want to go numb, to stay shut up
inside with her mother and the other women.

She did not want to develop a ten{oot stare

in a twelve-foot room, to lose focus at the wall

and fall silent, In this house with no closels

all possessions were exposed: the hatchet on the mantel
with snakeskins and homets’ nest, the jars of preserves
stacked 0n the floos, up the wall. She did not want
{0 think that these oddities of light

were more substantial than the shadow of her heart,
Nor did she want her body stretched out

like a white ficld under someone clse’s hand.

And if she stepped outside, she did not want

her horizon to disappear into a waste of while

until isolated in samencss, she began 1o fear shadows,
whatever moved between the cedars at the woodds' edge.
She wanted Lo notice what she looked at.

The old directions 1o the fann were fhind house

on the right, but on the way she had seen five:

yards where dark peoplke walked had not been real
enough to be counted by the woman befare her.




She resolved to throw out her own shadow as a guide
over the white killing frost she had been taught,

to come to a cold that was not the oppusite of life,

as she would in a walk to the creek beyond the pasture.
There above the beaver dam, waler lay in waves of ice;
its flow caught past seasons, fragments of dead leaves,
But underncath, it scaled green algae still breathing,
the beaver with her store of sweet-barked twigs,

a cold necessary 10 break the sleep of seeds.

She resolved not 1o endure the house, but to live

in change, the cold to break at the bottom of the massh,
the wind in the room to remind her

There is something different from you dwelling here.

3/8/81
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WALKING BACK UP DEPOT STREET

In Hollywoos, California (she’d been told)
waomen travel on rofler skates, pull

a string of children, grinning, gaudy eyed
as merry-go-round horses, bruss

wheeled under a blue canopy of sky.

Beatrice had never lived in such a place,
This morning, for instance, beside Roxboro Road
she'd seen a woman with no fect wheel
her chair into fragile clurmnps of new grass. Ller legs
ended at the ankle, dark old cypress knees.
She furrowed herself by hand through the ground.
Cars passed ; the sky stared down.
At the center of the world’s blue eye, the woman
stared back.

Years revolved, began
1o circle Beatrice with a ring of burning eyes.
They flared and smoked like the saw mill fires
she walked past as a child, in the afternoon
at 4 o'clock, she and « dark woman,
past the cotton gin, onto the bridge
above the railroad tracks. There they waited
for wheels to rush like the wings of an iron angel,
for the white man at the engine o blow the whistle.
Beatrice had waited to stand in the tremble of power.

Thirty years later she saw Lhe scar, the woman

who had walked heside her then, mutilated, but determined
to live, raising mustard greens to get

through the winter. Whether she had this spring,

Beatrice didd not know, if she was sitting,

knotted feet to the stove, if the coal had lasted,

if she cared for her company, pictures under table glass,
the cyes of children she had raised for others.

Copyright @ 1982 by Minnie Bruce Pratt
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If Beatrice went hack to visit at her house,

sat unsteady in a chair in the snoky room,

they would be divided by past beliefs,

the town’s parallel tracks, people never

1o meel even in distance; they would be joined
by the memory of walking back up Depot Street.

She could sit and say 7 have changed, have tricd

to replace the iron heart with a heart of flesh.

But the woman whose hands had washed and pulled = brush
through her hair, whose hands had brought her maypops,
the green fruit and purple flowers, gaudy

ficrce eyes of living creatures; she had forgotten

for many years to honor that woman’s needs.

Words would not remake actions in the past:

she could not make them vanish like old photographs
thrown onto live coals.  1f she meant to live

in the present, she woulk! have 10 work, do without,

send money, call long distance about the heat,

471181
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Because of the unusual importance of This Bridge Called My Back to all
women and the different meanings that the book has for women of dif-
ferent backgrounds and identities, we decided to have it reviewed borh
by a woman of eolor and by ¢ white woman.  Eds.

PAULA GUNN ALLEN

THIS BRIDGE CALLED MY BACK: WRITINGS BY RADI-
CAL WOMEN OF COLOR. Fdited by Cherrie Moraga and
Gloria Anzaldua: Foreword by Toni Cade Bambara. Persephone Press
P.O. Box 7222. Watertown, MA 02172. 1981. 261 pp. $8.95.

If radical ferninism is about anything useful, it is about ¢reating 2
context for personal and social sdentification that will cnable people to
cngage in positive cell-definition. But the ditficulty with the develop-
ment of such a context has been that feminism and radicalism are both
derivatives of a western urbyn-industrial world view that more often than
not creates an exclusionary context and that defines personal and inter-
personal significance in toms of political “correctness.” Radical femin-
ism as well as more moderate forms of ferninism are largely the ¢creation
of Anglo-Furupean and Anglo-American  urhan, privileged, secular
women who are not acquainted with traditions outside of their own cul-
tural view, and who_ even with the best intentions, are unable to compre-
hend non-western, non-urhan. non-industrial views of existence.

Certainly, some of those who have been most actively involved in
developing and promuigating contemporary feminist and radical puints
of view are not Anglo-Luropean/American Christians (vr their descen-
dents): but these women, many of whom were raised in a Jewish radical
tradition and who arc vften very conscious of non-white women and
non-privileged classes, are also bound by their own cultural view of poli-
tics and power. Raudicalisn itself is a system of thuught that is Jistinct-
ly patriarchal and western-lechnocratic, and ils context is such that it
necessarily excludes world views and systems that are neither weslern
nor technological. Particularly, it excludes tribal world-views. Indeed.
it sometimes derides them, dismisses them by silence or coopts them,
misrepresenting or romanticizing them out of a1l significance.

Copyright ®1982 by Paula Gunn Allen
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It is not sufticient that radical feminists acknowledge the presence
of non-western peoples by including our work in collections and an-
thulugies, for this usually amounts to including work that fils the pre-
conceptions of the western radical editor: it is seldom the case that such
an editor—given her value system. her ¢ultural inheritance and ils concept
of aesthetics and her assumptions ahout what constilutes acceptable dis-
course und appropriate politics—can recognize copy that is a vital and
well-wrought expression of non-western writing and thinking styles.

The issuc is more than that of not including women of color in
meetings, policy -making bodics or publications- though these are crucial
to any feminist practive. The issue is a question of conceptual frame-
works—evidenced by styles of diction, organization, intuition, interrela-
tionship and tradition. The signifcance of an utterance by a black radical
feminist will differ from the significance of the same comment made by a
Sioux or a Chicana woman; their contexts arc quite different. Similarly,
the same remurk made by a white feminist, well-versed in political theory
and movement rhetoric, will mean differently still: the terms of the
history Jexperience each brings to the statement are very different, so the
implication and the intent behind the remark will differ. This factor is
overlooked by almost all white feminists, and it is also overlooked far too
often by feminists of color—whu take the white feminists” lead i making
political and interpersonal decisions that have disastrous consequences
for women of color.

Perhaps it is a truisn to say that there is no content outside of
comtext, but it is a truism that is all too often ignored by the radical com-
munity. Yet until that community is aware of the limited and potentially
destructive context in which il functions, the right of women of color to
define ourselves in terms of our own several traditions, understandings,
histories and experiences will be denied.

In the struggle to create a usable non-oppressive context for all
oppressed peoples, This Bridge Called My Back is a landmark volume.
Within its pages women of diverse traditivns and expericnce speak o one
another within a framework which they have defined as radical and
feminist. They speak of and from a life-long history of denial and self-
definition, and out of an equally long lack of a context that includes all
of the experiences that have characterized their lives in their own com-
unities; they speak from and with the rage and grief that these denials
and lacks have engendered. Their voives are American Indian (Barbara
Cameron and Anita Valerio), Black (Andrea R. Canaan, Cheryl Clarke,
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Gabrielle Daniels, doris juanita davenport, hattie gossett, mary hope lee,
Audre Lorde, Pat Parker, Donna Kate Rushin, Barbara Smith, Beverly
Smith, Ms. Luisah Teish), Asian-American (Genny Lim, Nellie Wong and
Merle Woo, Chinese-American; Barbara Noda and Mitsuye Yamada,
Japanese -American), Latlna/Chlcana (Norma Alarcdn, Gloria Evanjelina
Anzaldua Jo Carrillo, Naomi Littlebear Morena, Cherrie Moraga, Mirtha
Qumtanales) and “Coyote” mixed blood (Chrystos, American Indian-
White, Aurora Levins Morales, Puerto-Rican-Jewish, Rosario Morales,
Puerto-Rican, Judit Moschkovich, Argentinian-Jewish). They are lesbian
and not lesbian, dark and darker, highly educated and untouched by
formal educational socialization, poets, writers, mothers, single women,
lovers, political activists and witches, and their contexts are shared and
independent, interdependent and multiple as the traditions and back-
grounds they come from are.

The six divisions of the volume take the reader through the multi-
tudinous experiences of these varied voices, from early childhood through
socialization, to politicization and disillusionment with leftist politics, on
to awareness of homophobia within their own social systems and the
anguishing choices that realization necessitated, toward the self-affirming
stance of writer, artist, activist and visionary. In the section on writing,
“Speaking in Tongues,” the voices take off. The writers reach toward the
power of self-definition and it is in this act alone that true power and
restoration reside. The last section of the book, “El Mundo Zurdo: the
Vision” represents the attempt of the editors to place the experience and
consciousness of radical women of color into a context that is empowered
with a sense of continuance and meaning outside the framework of
anger, pain, oppression and discouragement that too often is the only
context women of color are allowed.

This section of the book is the weakest; but that is because radical
women of color are not yet a cohesive group accustomed to defining for
ourselves who we are and who we intend to be in the eyes of others; until
recently we have, perforce, been defined—and that definition has been
debilitating in the extreme: we have been the ultimate victims whose
rescue gave many radical workers a sense of mission and purpose in life,
and whose victimization was therefore essential to the radical communi-
ty’s continuance. But it is not our status as victims that will empower us;
it is rather our vision of our strength, our power and our kinship that
will allow us to take control of our destinies. Indeed, the weakness of
this last section is the most moving indictment of contemporary radical-
ism in feminist and other movement circles: for a group of people
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whose vision centers on isolation, annihilation, riage and confusion js a
gricvously wounded group. The exuct process of the mutilation is well-
chronicled on the pages that precede the last section, and it is a mutila-
Lion of will and joy, of a sense of dignily and significsnce 1hat has been
inflicted on us by our would-be friends as well as by those who the
Movement(s) have pointed 1o as our cnemics.

When T received the manuscript of This Bridge Called My Back
last spring, 1 became painfully conscious of the exact difficulty of exist-
ing in a world that provided me with numerous partial contexts but with
no one context that included all of my “selves.” From the foreword and
preface onward, | was caught within many of my own memories and
mtuitions—some of which had all but disappeared from consciousness
because there had been no way to think about them, no way to con-
textualize them. no way to interpret or share or define them, Bridge
provided me with exactly that: ways to view myself and my history/
experiences that gave me order, coherence and meaning. T was by turns
delighted, enraged, yrieved and stunned. T was deeply conscious of how
wounded I have been.

In her prefuce to the volume, Cherrie Moraga writes of her own
quest for sell-identification in terms of those expericnces that led o the
publication of this book. She recounts the anguish of recognizing her own
failures, her own complicity with that which destroys, that separates us
from ourselves and cach other, and her rage al the white radicsl/ferninists
who could not bring themselves wholly to a discussion of racism but
were virtually immaobilized by the terrors of such a confrontation:

I walch the white women sluink before my eyes, losing their Quidily
ol anrument, of conlidence, pause awkwardly at the word “race.”
the ward, “color.” The pauses kecping, the voices breathless, the hodics
taut, erect - umable to hreathe deeply, 1o laugh, to moan in Jespair, to
<ty inregrel. ... {x¥)

Recognizing her own complicity with that which destroys, she writes:

Sometimes for mc “that deep place of Knowledge™ Audre [Lorde]
refers to soems like an endless reseevoir of pain, where | must con-
tinually unravel the damsge done to me. It is a calculated system of
damage, inlended to cnsure our separation from vther women . . . the
women whase pain we do not want to se¢ as our own. (xvi)

She also recounts the joy of “coming home" when after 2 forum
on raism in the women's movement she and five Latina sisters “walked
down Valencia Strect singing songs in Spanish,” and joined together for
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food and talk and rears. “8i, son mis comadres,” she wriles, “Coming
Some. For once, | didn’t have 10 choose between being a lesbian and
Seing Chicana; between being a feminist and having a family™ (xvii-xviji).

These passages pretty much define whial will follow in the volume:
the jazz prose of hattie #ossett, lhe measured, carefully-wrought work of
Audre Lorde, the careful, balanced analyses of Barbara Cameron, the in-
sights of Rosario Morales, the clear, anguished tales of Mitsuye Yamada,
the raging radicalism of Pat Parker. the mystical vision of Gloria Anzaldda,
the bitter fury of Chrystos, the humor and pained articulation of Jo
Carrillo, the incisive multidimensioned argument of all the women
writing out of their feminism, their color, their vision, who articulyte the
courage and insight of women of color who are politically active, artis.
tically aware and humanly clasped within various contexts and histories,
emotions and understandings, dreams and realizations. All are unwilling
to make the impossible choices that scom 10 be demanded of us: of
choosing between politics ynd family, loves and tradition: each is plainly
determined to be the measure of her nwn life and the deliner of her own
significance,

Cloria Anzaldiz writes that the fact that we don’t fit any contex|
comfortably makes us a threat, and this is true: it also makes us the focal
point for any true revolution: for as she writes, “we are the queer groups,
the people that don’| belong anywherc, not in the dominant world nor
completely within our own respeclive cultures. Combined we cover so
many oppressions ., ., " and . she might have added, su many unexplored
—almost unimagined ways to be, that El Mundo Zurdo is the mos! use-
ful space in which to form the new world order we are birthing; il is from
this space_ she insists, that (he planet can he transformed (209).

Of all our quecr expericnce —ienial, exclusion, disnemberment,
disfigurement, despair: of coming home and recognition of a greater
community; of political activism and the hope and power it brings: of
the reality of racist brutality and sexist degradation, of love for many
who are the same as some part of oursclf and who are different from
another part-out of all of these experiences of difference and solacing
recognition. which will we choose to base i new world order upon? OF
the multitude uf contexts we spring from and live within_ of all the flesh
of all the realitics we inhabit, which will define our present, reclaim our
Past and shape our future? This question is not answered but in tentative
and saddening ways in the volume, though the groundwork for such
an eventual answer is amply Jaid out.



1 would wish for more of a positive affirmation and less of rage, for more
of creative assertion and less of chronicles of diempowerment: for
though the past is full of pain and full of rage, the present is abundant
with new and powerful senses of growing together in a way that will
enable cach of us to find her own way home. 1 wish fur @ book by and
about radical lesbian/femninists of color that does not end with a paean to
absolute destruction of the isulate and ultimately alienated sclf. for
though that tinal apocalytic vision must occur to all ol us, it will not do
as a foundatson for any [uture T care to help create. For it is my passion-
ate conviction that the forces of destruction—what hattic gosselt has
lermed “hig daddy patripower”—wish [or us to believe in total annihila-
tion, in bloody civil war and worldwide militaristic destruction and it is
my equally passionale conviction that we must not agree 10 that vision,
however seductively it sings in cars lacerated by rage and grief. oppres-
sion and denial. For. as Donna Kate Rushin writes, a bridge can be some-
thing others walk on, or it can be u passageway Lo une’s own vital and
crealive self:

‘I'tve bridge [ must be

Is the bridge to my own power

I must Lranslate

My awn fears

Medijate
My own wegknesses

I must be the bridge (v nowhere
But my trae self

And then

1 will be useful  (xxii)

Fl Mundo Zurdu certainly must begin with a clear and sober assess-
ment of the exact nature of our situation. Anything less than that will
lead to more of the sume old game, or to global disaster: but once that
assessmen! is made, action must be taken on the basis of strength, not on
that of despair; it must be chusen from a position of affirmation of what
matters 1o human and non-human and spiric lives. rather than un denial
of what s inimical to them,

] am a revolutionary because 1 want me to be free,” Pat Parker
writes (240) and Andrea Canaan offers us a view of what that freedom
might consist of: it is the freedom to make choices for oneszll shout
onc’s own identity, and to base onc’s actions and associations on that
self-determined sense of self. We must think for oursclves, she says, and
we must remember that freedom is based on knowledge of actuality.
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The enemy is browness and whitencss, maleness and femaleness.
The enemy is our urgent need to stereolype and close off people.
places, and events into isolated categories. Hatred. distruse, irresponsi-
Lility. unloving classism, sexism and racism, in their myrlad torms,
cloud our visaon and isalate us. (236)

Third world women who are feminists and/or lesbians are not easi-
ly led into safe ¢comflorting/comfortable ways of looking a1 the world.
The ftact that we are not memnbers of any particular group is the over-
whelming fagt of our existence: and this integral “oddness™ makes us
the most able to spot culturetrance when it happens—whether it be
the trance of the Lell, the traditional Christian, the orthodox Black,
Latino, Chicano, American Indian, Asin American. Pucrto Rican,
Jewish, pagan or whatever home group we have emerged from,

This Bridge Called My Back is a nourishing and cmpowening
buok, for it gives us ways to think ahout ourselves, ahout the woman's
movement and the radical movement, aboul Lhe struggle that we have
been engaged in for so very long. and the ways in which that struggle has
been discouraging, demearnng, infuriating and in which it has been power-
fully life-enhancing. Certainly 1. a multicultural event who was raised in
a Chicano village in New Mexico by a hall-breed mother and a Lebancse-
American father, surrounded by people who spoke Laguna, English,
Spanish. Arabic. German, Navajo and everything in between; related 10
people who were Protestants, Jews, Roman Catholics. traditional Ameri-
can Indans, atheists and all imaginable combinations of the above, ¢an
altest to the terrible pain of being a bridge, But I ¢an also attest to the
strength and ¢larity of commitment and vision that such a heritage en-
genders. My wish for all of us the women whose work appears in this
volume and our sisters all vver the country and tor myself -is that we will
lake strength and courage tfrom that vision of multitudinous complexity
Tty Brivige Called My Back provides, that we will produce more hooks
such as this one, (hat we will insist on vur rightful place in the leadership
of the feminist movement, and that we will dedicate ourselves to bringing
to the new world the important values and traditions of all of our peoples
while never losing sight of our fundamental right to define and determine
the significance ol our own work and lives.  Venveremos.




JAN CLAUSEN

THIS BRIDGE CALLED MY BACK: WRITINGS BY RADI-
CAL WOMEN OF COLOR, cdited by Cherrie Moraga and
Gloria Anzaldua.

“It’s like a breath of freedom.” a friend wrote to me in a letter
from prison, summarizing her responsc to This Bridge Called My Back:
Writings by Radical Women of Color, My friend, 2 young white woman,
expects (o be locked up for years to come; she does not speak lightly of
freedom. I, a so-called “free™ white woman, concur in her assessment.
This Bridge makes palpable the diverse and specific strengths that women
of color offer themselves and each other. It embodies an emerging Third
World feminism capable of immeasurably strengthening the theory and
practice of “women's liberation™ as these have developed within a thus-
far white-dominated mowvement. And il powerfully challenges racism.
whilc at the same time providing feminists of every background with sup-
purt for vur attempts to come to grips with personal identity as “theory
in the flesh.™ basis for fulure action.

The momumental significance for Third World women of this an-
thology’s publication is, I think, cvident from the testimony of its con-
tents alone. A deep hunger for these writings, these communications and
connections, is plain in pages which movingly convey the eftects of op-
pression intensified by isolation and invisibility—and the reliel and ex-
citement of creating a political context in which private experience ¢an
be shared and pul 1o use. This Bridge is so far unique among anthologics
in its woman-dentified, multi-racial, multicultural approach te Third
Waeld feminism. Women of color will be affirming, disputing, celebrat-
ing. and supplementing its varied, sometimes contradiclory perspectives
for a long time to come,

One of the things T like best about This Bridge is ils concreleness,
“Theory in the Flesh,” the subtitle of one section, would have made a
fitting heading for the majority of pieces, both poetry and prosc. At a
time when many white feminist “'theorists™ scem to have been seduced
by the heady possibilities of fuzzy, high-Mown gencralization, this work
is, for the most part, patient with the evidence, with experiences and
emotions which defy convenient or reassuring classification. Through

Copyright & 1982 by Jan Clausen
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the willingness of many contributors to share glimpses of their lives, |
learned —as deeply, I think, as one may learn from buoks—a great deal
ahout g runge of cultural and material realitics [ will never know from the
inside.

Not content with merely pronouncing “Third World,” “Native
American.” “bi-cultural,” “lesbian.” “Asian-American,” “middie class,”
“Latina,” and so on, This Bridge speaks with love and sometimes with
pain in the voice of this leshian who is hall’ Native American. half Chicana
(Anita Valerio): his feminist who is Chinese/Korean American (Merle
Woo); this immagrant from Argentinag who is Latina and Jewish (Judit
Moschkovich): this Cubana for whom a “middle-class™ Cuban childhood
meant educational advantages combined with a standard of living most
Americans would consider “deprived™ (Mirtha Quintanales). Occassonal-
ly the voices directly contradict one another: there is rhis Black leshian
calling for an end to put-downs of love relationships between Black and
white women (Cheryl Clarke) and this Black lesbian ready to give up
altogther on most forms of contact with white women “until these
wimmin evolve” (doris davenport, 89).

Neither do these writers content themselves with abstract de-
nunciations of racism; they make us feel its effects - by listing at lcast
eleven ways a little Chincse-American girl longed to be white (Nellie
Wong): by pointing out the astronomically high early death rate among
Indians (Barbara Cameron); by exploring the implications of the fact that
college students taught by a Japanese-American woman expressed sur-
prise and ndignation upon learning thal Asian-Amcricans arc just as
angry about their treatment in American society as are other Third World
groups (Mitsuye Yamada). The frustration and weariness of women of
color who have been tokenized by white feminists are reiterated so com-
pellingly that. if words can educate, such hehavior vught 1o diminish
instantly and markedly in white readers of this book.

Long hefore This Bridge appeared, | knew thalt its editors were two
Chicanas, Gluria Anzaldda and Cherrie Moraga, and that its purpose was
to include the viewpoints of & wide range of women of color. Neverthe-
less, one of my firs! reactions to an initial reading was that Black women
seemed somewhat underrepresented. Tater T realized that 1 had in fact
expected Bluck contributors lo dominate the volume -and it dawned on
me how symplomalic this expectation was of the characteristic American
mylh that Black/white is the color difference, the race “problem.” The
absorption of such an attilude is particularly ironic in my own case, given
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that I grew up in the Pacific Northwest, where my carliest experiences of
color difference and racism involved Indians and Asian Americans,

The residence of many of this volume's contributors outside the
boundaries of Black/white detinition: the fact that a larger number are
[esbians vulnerable to the homophobic disapproval of the communities in
which they were ised: the mixture of cultural influences which has
been lormative for many —all these factors inform the approach to Third
World feminism, making it richly complex. Lditor Gloria Anzaldia
explains:

The mixture of hloods and aftinifies, rather than conlusing ©r un-
balancing me, has forced me o achivve a kind of equilibrium. Bath
cultges deny me a place in Jheir universe. Hetween them and among
others 1 buikl by awn universe, £ Munde Zirdo |The Lelthanded
World] . T belong to myself and not to any one people. (209)

Thiy Bridge is divided into six sections which, as the editors say
in their introduction:

intend to reflect what we feel ta be the major ateas of coneezn for
Third World women In the US. in funming a3 broad-based political
movement: 1) bow vissbilily /invisibility as women of color farms our
radicalisin: 2) the ways in which Third World wamen derive 2 feminlst
political theory specifically from our racial/cultural backgronnd and
expurience. 1) the destructive and demoralizing effects of racism in
the women’s mavement; 4) Ui vultural, class. and sexuality differ-
ences that Jivide women of color: 5) Third World women's writing as
a wol for self-preservation and revalutson: and 6) the ways and means
of 2 Third World feminist futere, (xxiy)

There is consderable themutic overlap among the different sections:
mosl of the picces reflect in one way or another a commilment (o
“identity politics,” defined by the Combahee River Collective as the
belief thal “the most profound and potentially the most radical polilics
come directly out of our own identily. as opposed to working to end
simeone else’s oppression™ (212).

A beliel in self-liberation has of course been central to the second
wave ol the American women's movement since its inception, But the
“identity politics™ perspective of This Bridge seems. in gencral, more
insistent than much recent feminis! wriling on the manifold dimensions
of personal/pulitical experience. ldentity is exactly equivalent neither 1o
rave, nor o gender. nor “sexual preference,” nor mother tongue. nor
cultural setting, nor country of vrigin, nor educational background, nor
class, nor any other aspec! of expericnie to which a label can be affixed;
i1 s u sublle blend of all these factors, and of an individual's choices
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ahout what to do with them.

One expression of this perspective which I find extremely valuable
is “Across the Kitchen Table: A Sister-to-Sister Dialogue.” llere Barbara
Smith and Beverly Smith attempt to identify the pomts in their lives
where various oppressions intersect —to compare, for example, the effects
of poverty, of racism. of sexism not in order to establish “hicrarchics of
oppression,” but to develop change-oriented politics truly reflective of
their experience and that of other Black and Third World women. They
explore the concrete cffects of an economic marginality which, they be-
licve. creates a very signiticanl experiential difference between many
Black and while women. {White women, they observe, nevertheless tend
to assume that a Black family in which cducation was valued must have
been “middle class.™) They discuss the particularly paintul forms humo-
phobia assumcs in the Black community, while at the same time convey-
ing a vivid sensc of their rootedness in Black culture and social life, and
the loss they experience through functioning in a largely white context
where “there is so much about Black identity that doesn’t get called into
practive. . . . Because the way you act with Black people is because they
inspirc the behavior™ (Beverly Smith. 119),

Much of this book's strength comes from its contributors’ frequent
willingness to examine many-faceled identity even when the guestions
ruised are discomfiting. Cherrie Moraga begins her essay “La Guera™:

| am the very well-cducated daughter of a woman who, by the
standards in this country. would be considered Targely illitezate. My
mother was born in Santa Pauls, Sosthern California, at a time when
much of the central valley there was still farm Land, Newly thirty-five
years later, in 1948, she was the only daughter of six 1o marcy an
anglo, my futher, (27)

Where she could have chosen to speak simply out of her oppression
as 3 working-class Chicana, Moraga takes the risk of exploring the inter-
sections of working-class upbringing =nd educational privilege, ol Chicana
heritage and “white™ appearance, which have been formative for her. She
calls on us to “seriously address oursclves to some very [rightening
questions: llow have [ internalized my own oppression? How have 1
oppressed?” (30).

Exploring the implications of relationships among women of differ-
ent cultural and class backgrounds, Mirtha Quintanales observes:

1 am & bit concerned when a Lating leshian sister generalizes about/
puts duwn the “white woman" especially If she herself has white
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3kin, In the midst of this labeling. might she not dismiss the fact of
her awn white privileges regardless of her identification with Black,
Natlve American, and other Thisd World women of color? Might she
nul dismiss the fact that she may often be far better off tsan many
white women? | cannol presume to know what it is really like to be a
Black woman in America, to be racially oppressed. 1 cannot presuangs
to know what [t Is really like to grow up American “White Trash™ and
destitute.

But I am alsa a bit concerned when 2 Black sister generalirzes about/
dismisses all non-black women, or all women who drc not strict
“women of color™ or strictly “Third World,™ . . . Yes, racism is o BIG
MONSTTR we all need to contend with . . .. But T think we need to
kexp in mind that in this country, n this world. racism is used Aarh
to create false differences among us and 1o mask very very signilicant
ones cultural, economic, political ... {152-153)

It [eels both dangerous and important to state that 1 find the ques-
tions posed here by Moraga and Quintanales, and similar ones raised by
other wrilers, to be among the central contributions of This Bridge. Dan-
gerous because there is always the chance that the least hint of ambiguity
in the public posture of oppressed people will be used by others to deny
the reality of that oppressien—as, for instance. talk about racism among
Third World peoples has sometimes been used by whites to deny our own
primary responsibility. Dangerous, (oo, because | risk failing to convey
adequately the sense of deep love for and commitment to their Third
World cultures which emerges from Moraga's and Quintanales™ explora-
tions, as from most of the picces included here. Tnportant —vitally so—
because in feminist discussions of oppression, the nuances of identity and
chuice have too often been denied (by the “privileged” quite as much as
by the “multiply oppressed”), with the effect that oppression begins
to appear, in and of itsclf, 2 moral guarantec or political credential. Thiy
Bridge clearly reaches out to all women, seeking to push us beyond safe
formulations, whether those be the cozy conventions of white sulipsism,
the sterilities of pal, intellectualized anti-racism, or the self-rightcousness
of identity worn as unexamined armuor,

The courage of this stance helped me immeasurably in the con-
frontation with my own racism that reading the anthology entailed. For,
despite the fact that 1'd looked forward to its appearance, 1 felt intimi-
dated when a copy arrived at my house late lust May. A whole fat an-
thology was different, | suddenly realized. from the isolated discussion
group, the darker face or two or three in the pale crowd, the island
article or poem or “special isue™ in the familiar il boring White Sea of
feminist publishing. This Bridge was almost unprecedentedly non-
tokenistic—and, despite my experienve-based conviction that tokenism is
destructive tor hash Third World and white women. the fact made me
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uneasy.

What was I atraid of? Anger, above all. “Here’s a whole anthology
by radical women of color, and they e going to be mad at me.™ It's still
hard for me to confront some of that anger. However, having survived
several readings of the section on “Racism in the Women's Movement,”
I can now better see that anger as something 1o be learned from—while
recognizing that it is rcally an astonishingly small part of what This
Bridge has to communicate. And | have (o chuckle ruefully at the sar-
donie accuracy of Jo Carrillo’s “And When You Leave, Take Your Pic-
tures With You™™ (*Our white sislers/radical fricnds/love to own pictures
of us/sitting at a factory machine ... ™ [63] , but are unable to deal with
real live Third World women): [ can recognize that Chrystos® eritique of
the doctrinaire rigidity of certain white leshian-feminists speaks o as-
pects of my expericnce as well (“1 Don’t Understand Those Who Have
Turned Away From Me™).

This Bridge is very much a writers” book, though not in the rarefied
sense that statcment seems to suggest. Many of the contribulors are ¢om-
mitted and experienced writers, and the inclusion of the section “Speak-
ing in Tongues: The Third World Woman Writer™ underlines the dedica-
tion of the two writer-cditors lo writing as a means of “self-preservation
and revolution.”” The sensc of the struggles of these wrilers to get the
work down on paper and out into the world is very graphic and power-
ful: “The voice recurs in me: Who @ §, a poor Chicanita from the sticks,
to think I could write?” (Gloria Anzaldda, 166). Yet the effort is success-
ful: for the most parl, these words live.

The poctry is often particularly exciting. T especially cnjoy 1lattie
Gussett's exuberant “billic Jives! billic lives.” a prose poem about a
mysterious Billie Holiday recording entitled “gloomy sunday subtitled
hungarian suicide song. . . . one of those my man is dead so now i am
gonna throw myself in the grave tvo funeral dirge numbers (lragic
mullatress division) that they used to mash on billie when she wenl into
the studio” (110). A resourceful Billie manages o interpret this retro-
grade ditty in such a way as to have “them bigdaddy blip d blips leaping
oulta windows in droves” (111).

Chrystos’ “No Rock Scorns Me as Whore™ is onc of the most afl
fecting poetic meditations 've seen on the terrors of the nuclear threat.
the necessily for a “deep, deep understanding of the sucredness of life,
the fragility of cach breath™ (245). I was struck by the positioning of this
sad and powerful picce at the end of the volume, in refreshing contrast to
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the usual practice of ending political works on a note {often unconvincing)
of revolutionary optimisn,

Unsurprisingly, not all of the material included in This Bridge is as
specific. as grounded in the “flesh™ of experience, or as successful in its
use of words to convey thal experience as the pieces I've discussed so far.
“The Pathology of Racism: A Conversation with Third World Women”
hy doris davenport seems tu me to constitute a relapse into identifying
people by convenienl labels and generalities; white women are weak and
dumb: Black women are strong and together. (In fact, davenport seems
to be addressing Black women, but uses “Black™ and “Third World”
almost interchangeably.) For the sake of honesty, and the further in-
struction of all students of the absurd and useless convolutions of racism
in our time, I must add that [ probably wouldn’t have had the courage to
state this reaction publicly had T not discovered that a woman of color
whose political judgment I respect takes a somewhat similar view of
davenporl's piece. thus giving me “permission”™ 1o feel critical of it.
Yeeccchhh!

[ find Pat Parker’s “Revolution: It's Not Neat or Pretty or Quick™
disappuintingly rhetorical, full of shopworn “radival” phrases which fail
to illuminate the realities they refer o, And while 1 absorbed useful in-
formation from Norma Alarcdn’s “Chicana™s Feminist Literature: A
Revision Through Malintzinfor Malintzin: Putling Flesh Back on the
Object,” the piece duesn’t succced for me in “fleshing our™ its subject
matter, but remains stiffly academic.

Perhaps in part because its editors and so many of ils contribulors
are wrilers, This Bridge reflects an emphasis on ¢ullural expression. con-
svivusness-raising and theory which has tlended to characterize much of
the recent feminist movement. With the exception of a few pleces like
the Combahee River Collective’s “A Bluck Feminist Statement,” scant
attention is devoted 1o the ways and means of effecting public, struc-
tural, institutional change. One volume can’t—and shouldnt do every-
thing;: the cultural focus becomes a serious limitation only il This Bridge
is reparded as a stopping-place, rather than as the beginning its makers
¢learly inlend it to be.

White readers, | believe. have 2 particular respoasibility 1o this
beginning: o fisten accurately, as far as we are able, to what is being
said, to the range and complexity of what is being said. For the danger
exisls that because of our own preconceptions and delenses, we will hear
only pain and anger, and will miss the many affimations and joyous
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moments. Or that, on the contrary, we will deny the pain and anger
altogether. Or that we will use this volume for (he old purposes of token.
ismm: that certain of the contributors will be touted as “spokeswomen.™
and the book itsclt embalmed and canonized as the last word on Third
World femmign, thereby hampering its role as catalyst and initiator.

These are hard times tor all feminists, llard times seemn to en-
courage the dangerous response I lave come to think ot as “hunkering
down In our oppressions™™: focusing on the very real differences in privi-
lege and experience which divide us ro the exclusion ol the equally real
factoms which might unite us—as though, paradoxically, suffering and fear
constituted the surest sign of radicalism, the most convincing proofl that
we are worthy of respect and care. | am moved and very, very grateful
that so many women of color, among the least safe and privileged of
feminists. have instead chosen here 1o make themselves more vulnerable:
to reach out; 1o risk so much.

At the end of “Across the Kitchen Table,” Beverly Smith remarks:

The way | see it, the function that Third Work] women play in the
movemenlt is that we're the people who throw the ball a vertain Jis-
tance and then the while women 1un to that point to pick it up. [ feel
we gre constantly challenging white women. usually on the issues
of racisen but not always We are always challenging women 10 go
further. to be more realistic. , ., Our analysis of race and class oppres-
sion, and our commitment to really dealing with these issaes, includ-
Ing homophohia, is something we know we have 10 struggle with to
insure vur suzvival. It is organic 1o our very existence. (127)

Thizs Bridge challenges afl women “tu go further, to be more
realistic.”™ What's better yet, time and agan it demonstrates that we can.
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LINDA HOGAN

CLAIMING AN IDENTITY THEY TAUGHT ME TO DESPISE
by Michelle CIiff. Persephone Press, P.O. Box 7222, Watertown MA
02172.1980. 72 pp. $4.00 plus $1.00 p/h.

Early in Michelle Cliffs buok, Claiming an Identity They Taught
Me 1o Despise, she writes about a childhvod experience with surgery.
Surgery—[rom the Greek words meaning a working of the hands, a handi-
craft or skill becomes a strong link in this work, both technically and
imagistically. Not only does it represent helplessness and surrender 1o the
physician, but it is also a strong metaphor for the knitting together and
healing Cliff docs of her own physical, spiritual, and emotional self.
She is her own surgeon and works here with the tools of memory, experi-
ence. and strong imagery . She sews together two separate parts of herself,
the Jamaican black with the Anglo-American, and she cmerges with a
new flesh, one that is made whole.

During surgery. as Clfl remembers it, she is in limbo, existing
neither in the conscious world nor the unconscious. This borderline
statc begins the breach that follows as a main theme of the hook, the
gulf between bluck and white, between the United States and Jarnaica
where CUfls origins are, the growing alienation of herself from her
tamily.

She describes herself in the operating room, her half-felt voice:
I am split-only wooden pegs and wire holding insides inside™ (9). She
follows this dual perception through in various ways. in lines such as,
“This kind of splitting breeds insanity”" (11), and in her recalled dreams
of disnemberment: “Of arms and legs removed o make escape impos-
sible™ (12). Separation into parts and picces is a form of death that
begins a new cycle of life. She emerges from the submissivencss of a
paticnt. from being worked on by something outside uf hersell, and takes
charge of her own healing. For CLll, there is a taking apart and a pulting
together, a new psychic anatomy.

She & nurtured and saved by darkness, by the dark room in the
hospital. the face of a tall black woman, the black box heside the bed
which suctions the poison from her hody. And there is the morphine

Copyright @ 1982 hy Linda Hogan
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vision of a genetic past, “The lined faces of tribal chieftains™ (10), the
vision that hegins the joueney through origins, through the dssonance of
u racially split life, and into the rebirth of hersclf. She arrives, via this
montage of language, dream and memory, al 4 New core of hersclf. She
moves from the picces into wholeness, from confusion inlo strength,
and these images of darkness become her salvation. They lead her into a
different kind of separation, that of a woman who no longer accepls
the dishonesty of “passing.” a woman who refuses any kind of assimila-
tion into @ world she can't accepl, who prefess to create her own strong
self and name her own identity.

Darkness with its connotations of evil and mystery becomes the
source of Michelle Cliff"s new strength and vision. She is like the Lizard
she wriles about: “As he got angry he turned black with rage and blew
2 balloon of flesh from his throat—and sat there™ (14). This book, in all
its gentleness, is ChfT"s balluon of rage. From her throat the words swell
and cmerge, words telling of the pain of pretending 1o be other than
what she knows herself to be, like the mysterious words of her mother

“Free paper burn now” (5)—that make assimilation impossible,

For people whose cultural experiences do not fit neatly into the
American blend, there is often guilt and anger. a fear of losing the
geography of the self. I think of Ferris Takahashi, a Japanesc-American
poct, beginning a poem with, “I have no face.” There is a sense of nol
existing. CUff describes this as camouflage, the camouflage of passing
and, in her words, “Passing demands a desire to become invisible, A
ghost-life. An ignorance of connections” (5). The tension of not feeling
real. not heing visible, often becomes an impetus for creative expression.
And that expression becomes the mcans by which an artist pays closc
attention to the connections Cliff mentions. There s 2 need to bridge
two lives, two cultures. And yet, that bridging is risky business. It de-
mands honesty and courage. It means wandering in two lands, possibly
with acceptance in ncither. Tt means that the gains and losses must be
carcfully weighed, for the keenest difficulty for those of us who arc of
{wo bloods is i learning that any gain is aceompanicd by some kind of
loss.

Cliff nevertheless takes that risk and makes her way in a struggle
against the facade of whiteness her family has attempted o build and
maintain, While she gains her own strength and identity, she loses mother
and sister, as well as others:
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I thought it was oaly the luss of the mother—

but it was also the loss of others:

who 2rew up to woek for us

and stond at the duorway while the tv played

axl stood at the doorway while we told ghoststories
and lroned the cloths for the tea-lrays, (4.5)

And yet, ClifT transforms the losses, sees through them as though they
WETC lransparent, as a surgeon sees into the inner workings of the body.

though their own identities have made them fearful to the point of giving
up the sister’s daughter because, as they say, “We can’t take care of her
and oursclves™ (64). A1 the end, Clilf chooses her own Josses when she
says of mother and sister, “1 Jeave them (o themselves™ (64).

She replaces them with other women. The houk containg a con-
stellation of women, women writers whom Cliff quotes. women duing
laundry at the river, 2 maid who suns rectangles of white ¢loth behind
her house, myihic women, women calegorized as “mad,” family women
she admices, the woman who repays Ciffs wallpapering work with a
cake baked in a milk 1. She chooses the women of Jamaica, black
women and white, all strong, all replacements for the women she has
lost. In choosing, Cliffs richness and substance grow to fill the gaps her
losses have made.

She replaces. Re-places. Places again.

“The ship in the vision has foundered.” she writes. “The cormorant
has taken her place any surveys the damage. Her dark plumage is wet, . "
(49). Amd later, Cliff says, "It would seem the cormorant has replaced the
dragon in my dream™ (49). One thing gives over to another, Light, white-
ness. is trunsformed inlo the saving darkness which is dense and nurturing,

posilion, “It is like trying to remember a dream int which the images slip
and slide.™ As one thing takes the place of another there are many places
where they need 1o interlock, Insteud they threaten 1o disappear and this
shifting abvut makes for an interesting structure. Style becomes. for Cliff 3
another way to express and define a fragmented ientity. The book is
writlen in a prose-poem style, containing collage of things that ulti.
mately do fit together, the pieces of expericnce am thought coming (o-
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gether like a quilt.

There are len separate sections in this book, and cach one rewds
much like @ poem, although each is fabricated out of memorics, drcams,
descriptions, and often some line-break poetry. It is like being given a
glimpse of a diary, a cluster of the many cvents and small vignettes which
make up a person’s life.

The length of the picces vary. In the longer image picces, CLiff
slows down and gives more time to the music and the depth of language.
She uses ¢olor and @ warm sensuousness that | admire, such us in the
section entitled “Against Granite,” where she writes about the black
women's history headquarters:

Out Lack is evidence of 3 settlement: a Llin roof crests a hill amid
mountains orange and tangerine Leees form a natural bordes, A river
where women bathe can be seen from (he historians’ enclave, The
l1and has been cultivated ; the crops are ready for harvest. In the fore-
ground a young black woman sils on prass which tlourishes. Here
women pick freely from the trees. (29-30)

Resonant and rhythmic picces of wriling such as this hold the book solid-
Iy together, They are vibrant when they appear, and they appenr often
enough to keep us attuned to the work, to carry ifs momentum, and (o
enable the collective effect of the pieces to be charged wilh visual and
imaginative energy. When these fragments of magical language are not
there, 1 miss them,

More of this kind of writing could fturther ensich this book ¢ven
beyond its presen! inlensity. In a few places, the lack of “mnaging™
stands vul as a loss. What might be an image that startles us with its
power hecomes at best a document, as if the subject is lvo difficult to
confront, For example:

Those who practice on women/ihose who practice
on chiklren:
The providers of Depo-praovery:
the deprivers of women’s lives.
The promaters of infant formaula:
the dealers in child-death,
The purvevors of starvation and mutilation  wse Is
1o wav clse ta say it. (30)

There is, and nceds Lo be, another way 1o say it. The listing of
oppressions is already with us. And the oppressions are still with us. The
lists have not worked and so we need to infuse them with the power of
jmagery that takes the reader beyond what she already knows, They need
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a force and depth that shake the reader out of habitual thought and
apathy.

In a work like this one where cach bit of writing becomes a building
block for the whole, each brick does not necessarily need to be strong,
but a more imaginative approach to the few weak places would accom-
plish what Michelle ClfT sets out to do,

Where she does achieve her goal, the work is dynamic and full of
the kind of electricity that makes for revolutions. Her words, in the
stronger places, reach into us and possess us. In this passage, for example,
she writes:

1 have veen the wreckage of sugar mills covered with damp and green
mosses. When the concrete cracks across, provn veins trave the damayge.
There are tracks where mules wsed to circle  to crush the cane. There
are copper cauklruns once used to bodl the juice, from which molasses
und lvam were drawn off to make rum. {Ihe purest mm—dJdo [ have 1o
sy itT-is colorless and called white. Other rum is colored artificially,
taking on the darkness of the casks over time they think the golden
tinl makes it more appealing. The final type is colored by hmpuritics
and was ance called Negro rum,) (49)

Here Michelle CLitf has condensed history, personal history as well as that
of all class, all colur, mto one well-conceived paragraph. This is the kind
of brilliant writing that dominates the book.

This brings me Lo some bricf speculations on poetscs and literary
style. We arc in a time when it is necessary to examine identity and in-
vestigate our personal universes. One voice speaks to many, and most of
us arc anxious to hear about the experience of other women. It is in-
portant that we ducument the truth as we know it to be, Our spiritual
lives as women need to be explored. But writing our truths can be a
literary as well as a personal risk. When we are this hungry to talk and
this hungry to hear aboul the personul, where do we place the power of
imaginalion?

The literature most of us grew up with was Largely writlen by men
and was all imagination and technical maneuverings of language. Because
of this, T welcome the kind of honest and sincere work Michelle CLifT has
done. | like the integrity of her self-definition, At the same time [ believe
that women need to expand every possible image into the best art, add-
ing imagination to truth. CLiff comes close to combining the two. At the
end when all the picces come together into a whole, Lhis book is resonant
and fertile enough 1o breed new possibilitics for Clif’s future work, Each
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fragment she writes in this montage has the potential of being a full-
length work in its own right, Perhaps that is what makes the book ex-
citing. It opens a new world, one of mangoes, mysterious births, cane
fields, a slave woman discovered with roots and leaves. Although we have
only a glimpse of this world, it is a rich one. And while she has us dazzled
with the colors and images of this geography, she puts together personal
vision and memory and brings what was not defined about this new land-
scape of experience into order and focus, She takes on the issues of ap-
pression, racism, and family with courage. The aftereffect of this juggling
of topics and! imagery is onc that stays with us.

Claiming an Identity They Teught Me to Despise is a book that
creates potential for new literary directions, and adds to the develop-
ment of us all, especially those of us whose multiracial worlds sing a dit-
ferent part of the sung into each car. Clff puts the song together, and
so doing creates a new, more sonorous one. This work untangles the
music of all women's history and gives women the strength Lo continue
building, their own lives as she has done when she says:

‘The question of my identity &s partly a question of calor: of my right
10 pame myself. That is what | have felt all aloag. (8)
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BONNIE ZIMMERMAN

LESBIAN FICTION: AN ANTHOLOGY edited by Elly Bulkin.
Persephane Press. P.O. Box 7222 Watertown, MA 02172, 1981, 336 pp.
$£8.95 plus $1.00 p/h.

LESBIAN POETRY: AN ANTHOLOGY edited by Elly Bulkin
and Joan Larkin. Persephone Press, 1981, 336 pp. $10.95 plus
$1.00 p/h.

Lesbhian Pictivn and Lesbian Poetry both open with wellawritten
introductory essays by editor Elly Bulkin. (Co-cditor of Lesbian Poetry
is Juan Larkin.) There was o time, she reminds readers, when leshian
literature came wrapped in brown paper or lurked in questionable book-
stores. There was a time when leshian readers coaxed meaning out
of promising poems and slories in feminist anthologies or journals,
There was a time when lesbian literature meant only Cerirude Stein
and Radelyffe Hall the “charmed circle” of legend and had no place
fur the puor, the black or brown, the obscure,

And then there was the time when dykes and amazons and lesbian
femninists and revolutionary lesbians of color began to self-publish thin
volumes of poctry—remember them? fdward the Dyke, Fit Stop, Dear
Sky, 1o Lexhigns Everywhere, Songs to a Handsome Woman, They Will
Know Me By My Teeth, Dvke Jacker, and scores of uthers inchuding
Bulkin and Larkins Amazon Poetry, the nucleus of Lexbian Poctry.
There began 1o be journals devoted to leshian writing: Amazon Quarterly
first of all, and then Sinister Wisdom, Conditions. and Azalea, Wrilers
well known in literary circles, such as Audre Lorde and Adricnne Rich,
identificd themsclves as lesbians. We had many more leshian novels to
choose in addition to the poneering Patience and Sarah and Rubyfruit
Jungle. We began 1o hear the voices of the total lesbizn community: old
and young: middle class and working class: women of all colors, ethnici-
ties, and physical abilities. We argued and dreamed about leshian culture,
and fnally struggled to create it. Books like Lexbian Poetry and Leshian
Fiction record that culture, and help determine its boundarics and topog-
raphy. These two anthologies from Persephone Press perform their task
with exceptional sensitivity and skill.

Copyright € 1982 by Bonnie Zimmerman
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Leshian Poetry collects the work of over sixly poels, beginning
with vctogenarian Flsa Gidlow and ending with poets still in their twen-
ties. Leshign Fietion contains twenty-eight pieces of short fiction, all
writen or published within the past five years. Both volumes are wonder-
fully diverse. Over one third of the authors in each are women of color,
so that these two volumes gre rare, SO far. in making more than a token
commitment o cultural diversity. Many of the selections are by and
about working<lass women and Jewish women; scveral are concerned
with aging, dissbility. and children, The quality of the writing is con-
sistently high, The themes and subjects are diverse, although organized by
a sclective editorial vision, While Leshian Poerry and Lesbian Fiction
define 3 territory (or overlapping territories) within “leshian nation,”
they do not close off its boundaries.

As | read and contemplated these anthologies, a couple of ques-
tions repeatedly surfaced. What themes scem to be most on the minds of
leshian writers—at least of the writers collected here? And what exactly
is leshian fiction or poetry: in other words, is # poem by a lesbian dif-
ferent from one by a straight feminist?

Iesbian writers arc interested in identity and sclMood, how a girl
or woman comes to definc hersell as a lesbian, They do write ahout
leshian sexuality, but cven more aboul the infinite number of ways in
which women bond together. They wrile about love and relationships,
and about being lesbians within the family structurc: as daughters,
sisters, mothers, and granddaughters. They write about their/our heri-
tages: cthnic, mythic, and cultural, They writc about social respon-
sibility and political revolutions, They write very much about the op-
pression of leshians, women, and people of color. They write about role-
playing, about feminism, aboul work, about men and violence. In short,
lesbians write shou! the whole world, about the complexitics of female
existence. Those who imagine that lesbian writing begins with a propo-
«ition and cnds with bed need these volumes to challenge their preconcep-
tions. On the other hand, the rest of us might enjoy a little more in the
way of propositions and bedding-down.

If the poems ard stories in f.esbian Poetry and Lesbian Fletion
cover such a wide expanse of female experience. why refer to them as
leshian poems and stories? Arc they nol really “universal’” or ul least uni-
versally female? It is true that many of the poems, though few of the
stories, might not be immediatcly identified outside this conlext as
leshian. But the context is all-irnportant, since it allows us to read with a
douhble or triple awarencss. Any woman, and some men, can draw mean-
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ing from these picces, but when that woman is a lesbian who knows that
the writer is also a lesbian, the work takes on added power. And if she is
Chicana, or Jewish, or physically challenged, there are further levels of
identification and validation, There is something going on here beyomd
literary values: there is a special communication between reader and
author who are both lesbians, vr black, or mothers, or any combination
of female realities. For example, Olga Broumas™ poem, “Artemis,” is also
anthologized in a popular women’s studics texthook, fmages of Women
in Literature (Mary Anne lerguson, Houghton Mifflin, 1981). Nothing
identifies the poet or puem as leshian, and in that context ‘‘Artemis”™
reads primarily as an elegant and rather cool poem about the transforma-
tion of language. In an anthology named Lesbian Poetry, “Artemis”
retains that meaning, but adds to it levels of meaning about sensuality
and the transformation of identity. In a lesbian context, this pocm and
many others leave the mind “stunned at the suddenly/possible shilts
of meaning . , .” (LF, 208).

Context is cqually important within Leshian Poetry and [Lesbian
Fiction. The themes | have mentioned (relationships, work, oppression,
ete.) are recurring and unifying: the context provided by cach poem and
story creates the distinetions of race. class, age, and cthnicity cruclal
to our survival as a lesbian community and political movement. The
ideas, visions, and values of leshian writers are worked out in varied
settings:  rodeo, restaurants in New Mexico and the South, a front stoop
in a black neighborhood, a trailer park, hospital rooms, a ¢abin in the
backwouods, a dilapidated Kansas [anm, an upper-middlecluss lakeside
home, an clectronics factory, a convenl, a powwow, schools, diverse
living rooms and bedrooms, and even 3 monkey cage. The lesbian writer
does not have 2 monolithic room of her own.

This diversity can be seen in the treatment of cven the most per-
vasive themes, such as that of our matrilineality, both literal and mythic,
There is probably more about the mother/daughter bond in these books
than any one other subjecl. The altitudes range from ova-tional to
troubled, and the mothers may be the writer’s biological mother {or
grandmother), a mother goddess. or a literary historical foremother.
When one inchudes all the stories and poems aboul sisters and surrogate
parents, it is evident that lesbian imagination has been strongly touchex!
by what Virgiinia Woolf called “thinking hack through our mothers.”

One classic expression of the mother/Jaughter Jynamic in lesbian
life is found in Adrienne Rich’s beautiful poem *T ranscendental Etude™:
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But In tact we were alwny s Hke this,
rootless, dismembered: knowing it makes the Jillerence,
Birth stripped our birtheight lrom us,
tore v from 2 woman, from women, {1om ourselves
so early on
and the whole chorus thuobbiag at our ears
like midges, tokl us nothing, cothing
ol otiging, nothing we needed
ta know, nothing (hst could re-member us.
(P, 18-19)

This is a corc idea in current leshian feminist thinking, that leshian
identity stems from the original symbiotic identification of mother and
daughter, and that this tic is the strongest in a woman’s life (and lesbian-
i is therefore the most natural expression of love since the original love
of a woman’s life is another woman), Whether or not this is “true”
(whatever truc means) il is clear from these two anthologies that lesbian
writers are compelled by memories and visions of mothering. Although
very few poems incorporate mythology (which may reflect the cditors’
tastes rather than the nature of lesbian poetry), those that do draw upon
myths and legends of mother goddesses: the African goddess Scboulisa;
the Aztec goddesses Tonativh, Metztli, and Tlazolteotle; the Indian
goddess Iyetico: the Hebrew figure Lilith: and the western goddesses
Ceres, Arlemis, and Medusa.

Many of the pocms celebrate the heritage of women who are
literary or spiritual mothess, role models: mountain<limbers Elvira
Shatayev, the woman professor “Sayre,” the common women of Judy
Grahn's famous poems, Harrict Tubman, Gertrude and Alice, Sylvia
Plath, Angelina Weld Grimké, Sappho, Pat Parker’s litany of heroic
black women in “Movement in Black,” and the unnamed, unknown
foremothers like those Paula Gunn Allen calls “Beloved Women™:

1t 15 not known if those

who warred and hunted on the plans
chanted and hexed in the hills

divined and healed In the mountains

gazed and walked bencath the 5038

were Lesbians

Nohady knaws whether (hose women

wete Lesbians. Nabody

can say what such an cvent

might mean. (P, 6366)

It is clear that lesbian writers draw from these mythic, legendary, and
historical foremothers spiritual inspiration and nurturance. Far more
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complex are their attitudes toward their actual biological mothers. Many
a poem or story cchoes Susan Saxe’s plea: “(Do you hear me, Mother?)”
(LP, 199). Judy Grahn swears to “Vera, from my childhood"™ that “the
common woman is as common as the best of bread/and will risefand will
become strong, - - .7 (LP, 69). In Audre Lorde’s “Black Mother Woman™
the daughter understands that the struggles of her mother against poverty
and violence resulted in painful losses that were the source of the daugh-
ter’s strength:

lam

a dark temple where your true spirit rises

beautifal

and tough as chestout

stanchion aganst your nightmare of weakness  (LF, 24)

As these poems suggest, the mother/daughter relationship can be
tense and troubled, We see this from the perspective of young girls in
“Kippy” hy Julic Blackwomun, where the daughter of a lesbian learns
her first lessons in homophobia, and in Jan Clausen’s “Daddy,” where
the child marrator is torn belween the comforling conventionality of
her father and the disturhing lesbian lifestyle of her mother, The ironics
of women’s lives across the “Tesbian continuum™ are caught by Minnie
Bruce Pratt in one of my favorite poems:

My mother Joves women bul

she's afradd to ask me

shout my life.

She thinks that T might

love women Low, (P, 16T

Poems by Clare Coss, ('hem/e Moraga, und Wendy Stevens, and slories by
Maureen Brady and Dorothy Allison, suggest a love for the mother tran-
scending the separations inflicted by woman-hatred, racism and poverty:
other stories such as Francine Krasno's “Celia™ and particularly Sauda
Jamul's powerful “A Mother That Loves You™ demonsirate how decp
the damage can go. For Kitty Tsui, onc of the Asian-American writers
collected in these anthologics. it is not mother, but grandmaother who is
the “living, breathing light™ in the granddaughter’s soul (LF, 174).

The mother/daughter relationship is only one theme found in
Leshian Poelry and Leshian Fiction. These volumes are rich in insight,
imagination, visions of strength, and memories of pain. Fach poem and
story reflects upon all the others, sharpening the focus here, deepening a
shadow there. [ have few criticisms of the works themselves or the selec-
tions of the cditors: perhaps a bit more humor and fantasy (the domi-




nant tone of hoth books is very serious realism); perhaps more flawed
characters like the silly, selfish, yet sympathetic heroine of Ann Allen
Shockley’s “Telemania™; perhaps further attention to form, particularly
in the short stories, some of which need more shape and a clearer narra-
tive direction: perhaps more of the stylistic experimentation that charac-
terized classic leshian writing without sacrificing immediacy and accessi-
bility. And still 1 want more: more anthologies, more volumes of poetry,
more fiction. T would like to see an anthology of lesbiun writing that
included the celebrated and forgotten writers of the past gencrations
Emily Dickinson, Gertrude Stein, Angelina Weld Grimke, Amy Lowell—
so that they also might be placed in the context of lesbian writers. |
would like more antholugies such as Lesbian Home Journal that collecls
the writing of the fiftics and sixties. 1 wouk! like . . . but what we'd all
like is more to read, more that tells the truth about the infinile variety
of lesbian lives. Elly Bulkin, Joan Larkin, and Persephone Press have
given us two superbly edited and beautifully published anthologies for
our hookshelves and bedside tables (or stacks). The leshians writing
today wl give us the rest,
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CHERYL CLARKE

THE CANCER JOURNALS by Audre Lorde.
Spinsters, Ink, RD 1, Argyle, NY 12809, 1980. 77 puges. $4.00.

Fog months now I have been wanting to write a piece of meaning
words on cancer as it affects my lite and my consciousncss 3s 3
waman. a black lesblan feminist mother poct all 1 am. (Lorde, 1980,
25)

. ... To deszibe s phenomenon as @ canoes §5 2n incitement 1o
violence. The use of cancer in political disvourse encourage fatalism
and justitles ‘severe” measures -as well as strongly reinforcing the
widespread notion (hat the disease is neotsswily fatal . . . (Susan
Sontag, Mness As Metephor, 1977, §1)

Upon discovering that some family member, close fricnd or casual
acquaintance, or public figure has cancer, some of us allow that individu-
al no other identity than that of “cancer victim.” Most of us have ab-
sorbed all the awesome mythology of cancer as a formidable cnemy,
striking at the high and the low, an imperial power Jeawving our bodics
defenseless under ils ravaging conguest, However, our cveryday living
is carried out in a world to which can be applied all the language of
destriction used to metaphorize cancer and vilify the bodies of those
who have cancer. As a result of this propaganda those who are stricken
with cancer hecome scapegoats for our fear of and anger with those who
manipulate this carcinogenic culture, viz. the U.S. capitalist system (cor-
porate male industry, lechnology, medicine, and government)  as always
profiting from the crises it creales.

The isolation suffered by many who have cancer is, as Susan
Sontag concludes about cancer jargon, a reflection “of the large insuffi-
ciencies of this culture and our shallow altitude toward death (84).
But if we can say cancer, vut loud name it, then the living with cancer
can be more honest and cqualized,

Black Lesbian Feminist Poet Audre Lorde refuses to be silent. The
Cancer Journals, a threeparl essay Interspersed with journal entrics de-
tailing the author’s emotional experience of pre- and posl-mastectomy,
alfords a rich experience of talking and a rare opportunity of listening.
Lorde’s visionary idealism/humanism sometimes vbfuscates her connec-
tions between he personal and political, language and action, and cancer

Copyright @1982 by Cheryl Clarke
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and male-controlled culture, environment, and health care. Her language

graphic, metaphorical, imagistic —scts her up as the archetypal amazon,
battle-scarred but not battle-weary. The language is dJecidedly powerful—
so powerful, in fact, 1 wonder it womnen will identify her expericnce as
women's common expericnce of mastectomy —black-lesbian-feminism
nolwithstanding.

Lorde reveals herselll as both warrior and victor. Her mood is ex-
pansive throughout this poetic recounting. The journal passages, par-
ticularly those of the “Introduction,” move Lorde and us through a
circular grief process, “the process of integrating this crisis” (10) intv her
tife. The entries arc kaleidoscopic shifling, overlapping, changing vari-
egations and forms in spiralling maotion, making visceral her struggle
toward acceptance of her loss and her change:

[ don’t wans this to be @ record of grieving only. T don't want this fo
be ¢ record only of tears. I wanl it 10 he someihing I can use now or
later, something that I can remember, something that I con pess
on, ...146)

Lorde breaks through the denial many post-mastectomy women have
closcted themselves in:

If T said all this didn’t matter | would be lying. [ sexc (his as @ sc7ivus
break in my work/living, bat also as & serivus chance Lo learn some-
thing, that T can share for use. And I mourn the women who limit
their Juss (o the physical Joss alone, who o not mave inta the whole
Lezrible meaning of martality as both weapon and power. (53)

She speaks of fear as the principal silencer of women. Realizing
this, Lorde consciously struggles to name it, live through it, and to write
ahout fear in order that it not immobilize her. Her conception of fear is
a startling conceit and personification:

Sometimes fear stalks me like another malignancy, sappiny; CRCTEY
and power and attentton from my woek. . .

., ..If 1 cannot banish fear completely, 1 ¢an learn to count with it
tess, For then [ear becomes nat 2 tyrant . . . bula companmion. . . -

1 write so much here about fear because in shaping this introduc-
tion o The Cancer Journsis, 1 found [ear lasd across my hands bke
a steel bar. . . . these emotions . . . were entwined with the terror
that if T opened mywell once again to scrutiny, to feeling the pain of
loss, of despair . - . then [ might alsv open myseil again Lo digcase.
(15-16)

The depression and the anger (fear) are channcled into the new
energy it will take to re-member her life, but not without the bargaining,
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the flecting wish tor a trade-oft:

. ... 1d give anything not 1o heve cancer and my heautiful breasr
zgone, flod witk my love of it. Bul then immediately after I guess J
have to qualify that there are some things [ woulkdn's give, , ., (76)

Nine months after her breast was “amputated,” Lorde realizes that the
pain of her loss is an extension of the pain and loss imposed upon all of
us by a depersonalizing world, which realization i3 ¢rucial to counter-
acting the isolation and the over-personalization of iliness and loss:

There ix nv room around me in which (o be sliil, (o examine and
explore what pain is mine alone no device (o separate my struggic
withie from my fuey or rhe ourside world's Wctousness. the gupid
trutel lack of conyciousness or concern that pasyes for the way thingy
are, (12)

The battle Lorde has had to wage has not only been against the
cancer in her right breast but against the irrational power of malecontrolled
medicine, a battle all Americans must fight whether rich or pour, white
or black, whether we admit to the battle or not. Lorde not only survived,
she triumphed by coming to terms with the power of her own experience
and knowledge, Being black and woman “within this country where
racial diflcrence creates 1 constant . . . distortion of vision™ (21), where
“we were npever meant to survive” (21) has served as fertile training
ground for the author’s guerilla resistance to the cancer establistunent’s
“concentration upon breast cancer as a cusnetic problem, one which can
be sulved by a prosthetic pretense.” (55)

“The Transformation of Silence into Language imd Action,” a
speech delivered in 1977 at the Teshian and Literature Pancl of the
Modern Language Association Conference and reprinted here as Part I,
is a recounting of Lorde’s first confrontation with the fact that she might
have canver, Reflecting upon those anxious weeks before the first biop-
sy which would prove the growth benign, Lorde says:

In becoming forcibly and csseatislly aware of my mostality, and
of what | wished and wanted for my life. however short it might be,
priorities and vmissions become strongly etched In & merciless light,
and what 1 regretted were my silences. . . . And 1 began o recognize
a souree of power within myself that comes from the knowledpe that
while it is most desirable not 10 be afrald, learning to par fear into a
perspective gave me great strength. (20)

After several readings of this speech, T am hardput to discern what
“action™ we must take beyond breaking the silence which prevades can.
cer specifically and illness in general, Do we refuse to have mastectomies

150




to force the medical establistunent to use alternative procedures of treat-
ment? Do we move to break the AMA’s and the ACS's monopuly of
cancer treatment? Do we lobby for more progressive preventive mea-
sures, funding of research into Vitamin C therapy, a guaranteed health
insurance plan? Do we use language, as Sontag urges in Tliness as Mela-
phor, to transform all the hysterical rhetoric of warfare which surrounds
cancer and those who have cancer?

A year after her dramatic speech at the MLA conference, Lorde
feels another lump in her breast. The previous experience of preparation,
reordering of her life, and biopsy revisits itse}f, resulting this time in
the loss of her right breast.

So this fall 1 met cancer. as it were, from 4 considered pusition,
but it still knocked me Loz 2 hell of a loop, having to degl with the
pain and fear and the death 1 thought I had come ta terms with once
before, (26)

Her loss is righteously “marked and moumned™ in “Breast Cancer:
A Black Lesbian Feminist Experience,” Part 11 of the work. Lorde’s re-
fusal to accepl us part of herself the “blush pink™ lamb’s wool pull
prosthesis and her struggle o accept herself as “one-breasted”™ are the
themes of this part, She reaches out for the counsel of other women,
lesbian and nun-lesbian, black and white, older and younger, whao have
become one-breusted, admitting that the “love of women” (39) healed
her.

Lorde recounts how, after her surgery, she longs to tulk to women
who share her black lesbian feminist politics and vision, unlike the well-
meaning evangelistic “Reach for Recovery” volunteers who descend
upon post-mastectomy women with platitudes and packages of denial.
During her visit from the Reach for Recovery woman, Lorde finds hersclf
wondering whether her changed body will still be pleasurable and attrac.
tive 10 lovers. 1n a genuinely moving passage, she enunciates her grict al
the physical pleasure she will never again feel.

And for the first time deeply and fleetingdy a groundswell of sad-
ness rolled up over me that filled my mouth and eyes zlmost to
drowning. My right breast represented such an ares of lecding and
pleasure for me. how could 1 bear never to fecl that again. (43)

Essentially, it becomes more pressing for Lorde to claim her turf
as a vulperable and powerful part of the community of women “who
stayed open tu me when I needed that openncss like rain, who made
themselves available.” (53) ller confrontation with mortality gives
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her a vision of her immortality , as she states in her “Introduction™:

. ... my work is part of a continuum of women's work. of eclaiming
thls carth and our power, and knowing that this work did not begin
with my hirth nor will it end with my death. And it means knowing,
that willin this continuum, my life and my love and my work has
particalar puwer and meaning relative to athers. (17)

Lorde poetically and metaphorically describes the physical pain she
expericnces after the surgery, after the “dope and the tranquilizers and
the grass” wear off, after she leaves the sterile netherworld of the hospi-
tal 1o plud her way toward that acceptance of hersell as one-breastesd:

. ... Ihe pain of sepasation from my breast was al least 3s sharp as
the pain ol separating from my mother. But | made it onoe before,
so 1 know T can mxke It again. (25-26)

The sell-determination explicit in the last sentence of this passage is
admirable. But I am frankly confused as to which separation from her
mother she is referring to: the separation at birth or the later separation,
If she means the latter, then the analogy is apt, If she means the former,
then the analogy, though dramatic, remains glib and inaccessible, as most
of us cannot remember the pain of being separated from our mothers at
birth. But this merely points to the difficulty of explaining to others how
we experience physical pain and our fear of remembering how it feels.

More importantly Lorde uses her ability to give her pain voice to
counterac! the insidious methods uscd to silence women:

The emphasis upon wearing 3 prosthesis is a way of avoiding
having women come o terms with theis own pain and loss, and there-
by, with thelr own strength, (49)

Later Lorde compares prosthesis atter mastectomy Lo giving candy to a
baby after an injection -an apt metaphor which pinpoints the absurd
light in which women are viewed in this culture.

Part THI, “Breast Cancer: Power vs. Prosthesis,” is a vivifying attack
on the cancer establishment, its repression of information on alternative
methods of cancer treatment and prevention, its refusal to take an af-
firmative stand against environmental and occupational causes of cancer,
its administrative waste, and its skewed privrities. This essay is also a
recapitulation of the previous parts, emphasizing how post-masteclomy
women are invisible to onc another because of the pretense and the si-
lence which prevent women from weeping, raging, internalizing, andl tran-
scending their own losses. A mastectomy is not a guilty act that must be

152




hidden in order for me to regain acceptance or protect the sensibilities
of others™ (65). She rages at the American Cancer Society and its govern-
mental counterpart, the National Cancer Institute, as “consistently fo-
cused upon treatment rather than prevention of cancer, and then only
upon those treatments sanctioned by the most conscrvalive branches of
western medicine” (71). However, treatment versus prevention is not a
problem exclusive to ¢cancer but endemic to health care in general in the
United States,

The emphasis placed in male culture upua women's breasts as con-
veyors of sexual pleasure has locked women to this stercotype in a way
that diminshes the rest of our living, Tu lose one or both breasts is to
lose male approval in the private and public realms and thus o Jose the
approbation of this suciety in general, which can only be minimally re-
gained through the “skillful use of prosthesis.”

As women, we fight this depersunalization every day, this pressuse
toward the conversion of ane’s own s¢lf-image into a medla expecta-
tion of what might satisty male demand, , . . When 1 mouzn my right
breasl, it is oot the appearance of it [ mourn, but the feeling and the
fact. (6465)

Lonle’s struggle dues not culminate in her refusal 1o wear a pros-
thesis, but in her struggle aguinst the fatalistic, nostalgic propaganda that
isolates those who have cancer from their own living, “There is nothing
wrong, per se, with the use of prostheses, if they can be chosen treely
.. after a woman has had a chance to accept her new body.™ (63) But it
is the near coercion lo wear prostheses in order not to accept the chal-
lenge of a changed body that Lorde urges women to resist. Yet, how do
wumen struggle against this repression and coercion, since many of us
do not meet cancer from a “considered position™ How do we organize
around broader goals than influencing the market to design clothes for
one-breasted women?

The shortcuming of The Cancer Journals is that Lorde does not
connec! the problem of cancer to the total problem of health care in this
culture, where illness is still viewed as a flaw in the character. The high
cost of health care in the United States, which the author does not men-
tion, is in no way reflective of its quality. Mastectomy with ity ancillary
{reatment can cost upwards of $20,000, and it has come to be regarded
as a barburic procedure by progressive health care practilioners in Euro-
pean countrics. If a woman decides to look for a physician who might
use an alternative procedure, where does she tind support in this culture
and where does she find the money? The profit-oriented cancer establish-
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ment dominates the treatinent svene with surgery. radiation, and chemo-
therapy, though admittedly, these therapies have prolonged the lives of
many. Yel, these procedures casure thal moncy will be made cven if
onc’s life is not prolonged. When 30 per cent of the ACS budget js spent
on administration and the suppression and blacklisting of alternative
methods of treatment and prevention, we must conclude that the exist.
ence of a mass of “cancer victims" is profitable, as is all chronic and
acute discase.

Warrior that she is, Lorde knows the enemy and makes a wary
prace with cancer, which will serve her well in the protracted struggle
of daily survival In America. She says in the “Introduction™ to this
work:

! do nor forger cancer for very long, ever. Thar keeps me armed and
vn my toes, bt gler with a stgh! buckground noise of Jear. (14)

And again:

-« - . Onee § accept the existence of dying, as g ltfe process, wha can
vrer have power over me again? (25)

Audre Lorde gives us the language of her experience that we might
deepen our living and come to terms with our dying.
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MITSUYE YAMADA

AWAKE INTHE RIVER: poems and stories by Janice Mirikitani.
Cover and Design and Center Graphic: Gall Aratani. Isthmus Press, Box
6877, San Francisco, CA 94101. 1978. Unpaged $3.00.

Junice Mirikitani’s collection of poems and short storics, Awake
in The River, is an imperious presence from the designed-lo-shock cover,
a young Asian woman’s dissmbodied head in black and white floating
atop bloodred waters, to the otten bristling puetsy and prose within.

Mirikitani, 3 sansei poet, writes about the cffect of racist and sexisl
wars, nalional policies and social attitudes on those, like herself, who are
outside the dominant culture. Almost every line in this collection screams
out at forces that would keep her, Third Generation Japanese American
Woman, in a cage. With all this, her pocms are not pulemical. The wide
range of her subject malter appears to be discontinuous fashes of memo-
rics and thoughts, but they are, in fact, searingly personal pieces which
finally connect to a larger putiem.

The poct shows us that her “family™ not only inchudes members of
her immediate and exlended families, but also Asians who are viclims of
racist wars and women who share cummon experiences. Each plece in
this collection hecomes 2 reactivation of emotions experienced befure hy
some member within this large family.

“Spuils of War,” one of the three short stories, is strategically
placed in the middle of the book, and demonstrates how the pieces of
the whole collection Mt together. Mirikitani shows us that the Asian
American woman, as part of a visible minority with a relatively recent
history in this counlry, may bea victim of ¢rippling stereotypes, but she
will use her own and her “family’s” experiences to renew herself. The
process is a conscious recreation of one’s personal history. While the
main character in “Spoils of War™ sorts out her relationship with her
“very hlond, very bluc and very sure of himself* lover/husband, Gerald,
a sccond story of her nisci parents’ experiences through the World War
IT years unfolds contrapuntally. This arrangement gives the reader a view

Copyright € 1982 by Mitsuye Yamada
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of the causc-and-effect relationship between her parents’ experiences and
her own, Fvery discordant sensation she cxperiences Gerald’s crushing
necd for her which she associates with exploitative puwer: her feelings of
inadequacy which she blames on hersell; her feeling that she is accepted
as long as she opens her thighs: her uncasiness about Gerall’s cavabier
attitude toward the My Lai incident is correlated with imagery which
can be traced to her parents” and her own remembered past.

As the past is interspersed with the present, we sec the image of
the men in the mother's generation who were “hound tightly within,
giving nothing of their Jeep selves” along with Gerald who quietly tries
tu “mancuver her into bed” without satisfying her necd for verbal
communication. There is the image of the mother busying herself in
caring for her infant daughter in the barrack at relocation camp, “won-
dering what the crime,™as if there were reasons 10 wonder: along with the
daughter echuing the same feclings years later as she is “weakened by
guilt” when she withholds herself from Gerald, We already know what
informs the thinking process of Gerald, the supremely confident white
male figure who acts and thinks with the weight ol the American historical
past behind him. No matter that his character as drawn here is stereo-
typic ~the young Asian womasn gives his strength validily by reacting to it
as she is expecled to, “with awe.” “somewhere in the back of her being.”

Mirikitani then skillfully interweaves several events into the whaole
fabric: the quarrel with Gerald, the death of a small ¢hild, an interview
for a job, the rape of a child by her uncle. After her quarrel with Gerald,
who claimed that the usc of the Atom Bomb on the Japanese was neces-
sary and that “strocity is inconsequential,” she recalled images of vther
eveats at other times:

Gernld ceased fire for the night, Liftimyg her to ¢ demilitarized
zone, Pulled the bedcover, She, drowning in the wave ol gheets, su-
rendering to dask skep:

fhe road shimmeted across farmlands in the heal,

Tise road was  freeway 10 anothss large town, and trallic
was always tou fast, They were cautioped frequently.

Sachike hroke from the younger cousins, eager to get
10 the coul shade. The screaming of brakes pierced the
dense heat.

She sat up i the darkness. Gerald grunted softly and stirred,
urned on s side. Ller skin prickled as she felt the teznble emptiness
of air on her arms “Without the law, humans would be reduced ...
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Incense circling over Sachiko's coffin.

The family got nothing from the man who said he was
not drunk when his car hit the kid. She came from sowhere
he had said, Iike a chicken flying across the gond.

Immediately following is the interview scenc juxtaposed with the
rape scene, The method allows Mirikitani to make statements associative-
Ty with utmost economy:

The black man who sat behind his dissrrayed Jdesk wns muscular,
amimated. his [lesh shining 35 be talked and smiled.

. .The sinking, feeling of losing nerself again, .. it had something to
do with puilt.

Her unce offered her a walk through the licld, Tt was
Jark, She had stayed at her grandmother’s too long. She
welvomed the offer. In the hot night, toads were thick on
the dust dry stretch where the com had been cut. She
dresded stepping on them. Obscene cruaks Tie hedd the
flashlipht so she coukd seo the toads parting the path, his
free arm on her shoulders, Flashlight clicked off. The
ground sikently lenping around ber,

Woman, vietim?  violator?

Whitc. black, yellow. The world is dark, wet, and still = malc pre-
serve, The female child’s/woman’s path is thick with obscene toads,

Out of the darkness, this Asian American woman-known only as
“che” throughout the story  cmerges. Her memories have kept her from
becoming totally sold on the American Dream. and when she gives that
up, breaking away from the “comfortably safc” existence in the arms of
Gerald, she finds she has her own cultural heritage, unlike her mother's,
unlike Gerald’s, unlike anyonc else’s.

In the end she is able to sy, “My Name is Hatsuko.” literally
meaning the beginning or first child in Japancse, but “ko” as applied to
names, always the girl child. [ am my own heginning, she appears to be
saying. She has finally aamed herself, “Hatsuko,” first woman.

The rest of the collection provides a strong frame for “Spoils of
War.” The puet covers a wider range of subjects which become part of
the historical experience of Asians. Particulary telling are her vivid por-
traits of her female relatives: mother, grandmother. “Aunt Sumi,”
“Crazy Alice,” and others. In each of these poems, the persona cata-
logues the silent endurance of the women even as they appear to have
“gone mad.” She betrays a conviction that no malter what is done to the
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Asian woman, she will survive.

In “Attack the War,” she is fully confident that the Vietnamese
woman in the war photos (whom she sees as her own grandmother) will
survive even il her very source of life, water, has been attacked:

Ohachan
would chew

the food lirst/'spit
out maggots.

Grandchildren
nte
the spit-tlughed rice.

When all elwe [zils
attack the water.

In two scparate poems, “Loving from Vietnam to Zimbabwe™ and
*“Jungle Rot and Open Arms,” an Asian American worman is comforting
two Vietnam veterans, one of whom is black. In their delisium, these
velerans see her more closely allied in spirit to the Asian “enemy” or
victims, not to the government that has “used™ all of them, because they
knew she “looked like” them. Enomous compassion is fell in these
poems: from a woman whose parents were forced during World War 1l
to choose their “loyaltics”™ between Japan or the United States, they are
a remarkably non-judgmental declaration,

Belonging to a generation of Asian American women writers who
(along with Nellic Wong, Merle Woo, Amy Ling, Geraldine Kudaka and
many others), no longer helieve biculturalisn (o be 2 burden but a
liberating force, Mirikitani can openly rail against racism againsi Asians in
our socicty and against the myopia of while women in the movement.
At the same time, she reaches out in support of her Asian sisters and
acknowledpes her Kinghip with them:

1t is the second of Seplembes
and the wind is marching
blowing the leaves like banners
singing through our bodics
clothing the earth like a spiril
marching

victorious

I am with you

my sisler

and my tears

wash gladly

as 1 sec you/pelimmering
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alive firee.

{“September Second™ - On the Victory
ol the Peoplke of Vietnam, Ta Mrs. Tuong)

To those of us who have survived, Mirikitani challenges us to be
what we are capable of becoming. The title short story/poem “Awake in
the River” which closes the book reminds us once again how deeply en-
grained is the legacy of our past. As it does in many of the poems, the
concentration camp experience dominates this poem. The desert image
has become our inheritance. The Japanese American woman has sur-
vived that experience and, like the tortoise in the poem, has escaped:

Tortolse takes

each step

inevitable as Um¢e

full with spawn,

2 new e

to the shore

where it will bury cggs.

The men kept their war inside. Pulling weeds by roots
Figures bent. not bioken, wind rounding their backs, Grand.
tather wears his wail like 3 shell. Sleep in the desert, be
warned,

Torloise, cinpty,

worn,

plunges to the deep.

[n the steady

pounding of the waves.,

ollsprings wake.
Mother steady singing by the crib,

Sleep in the desert.

Awake in the tiver.

The wetness of the river is no longer part of the darkness that de.
vours us, but it is fertile ground for new life,

In her most lyrical poem, “Sing With Your Body.” the poet gently
urges her daughter Tianne Tsukiko, to create her own thythm, It is the
voice of a mother who has experienced more than she has wanted to. It
is the voice of all women:

We love with great difficully
spinning n one place
afraid to create

pales

new thy thm
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the beat of 2 chilg

dangled by het own inner car
takes Arethy with hey
upstairs. samewlere
20 quickly Tsukiko,
mto your circkad dance
g0 quickly
before your steps are
halted by who you are pot
ro quickly
o lewrn the mixed
sounds of your tongiee,
£0 quickly
to who you are
hetore
your mother swallows
what she s losz.




CARROLL OLIVER

BLACK LESBIANS: AN ANNOTATED BIBLIOGRAPHY by
JR Roberts. Naiad Press. P.O. Box 10543, Tallshassee, FL 32302.
1981. 92 pp. $5.95/individuals; $8/institutions.

Black Lesbians: An Annotated Bibliography is. indeed, as Barbara
Smith contends in her foreword: “a miracle™ and “a tiumph™ (ix). This
innovative text compiled by JR Roberts, a white Lesbian feminist, con-
tains more than 350 entrics that include oral histories, political analyses.
poetry. prose, recordings, and other print and non-print materials by or
about Black Lesbians. The biblivgraphy also documents such historical
concerns of Black women as racism in the women’s movement and
Leshian/gay liberation struggles, homophobia in the Black community,
police harrassment, and other forms of political vivlence and repression.
Black Leshians notes the many ways we celebrate our lives and rebellion
through song, on film, in letters and in conversation. In this way Black
Ieshigns emphasizes the interconnected visions we, as a people, share for
a liherated future. The bibliography notes with fierce clarity the many
racist, anti-womian, homophobic stereolypes and misconceptions that
Black women are subject to in mainstrcam literature, criticism and
journalism.

Black lLesbians is a terribly necessary work. Il provides us with
many obscurce arlicles from such Black magazines as Jer, Ehony, and
Lssence. Roberts has also located 2 number of pieces on Black Lesbians
that have appeared in Black newspapers like the Amsterdam News and in
local papers like The Mibwaukee Journal, The text also cites pieces by or
about Black Lesbizns that have appeared in women’s and Lesbian/gay
perindicals that unfortunately are now defunct.

This book is important as well in 2 number of historical contexts.
Through her sensitive annotation Roberts has heen able to link the publi-
cation of many of the works indexed 1o historical eveats and cras. She
has. in addition, noted Black Teshians whose lives are in need of further
documentation: Anita Cornwell, a prolific contributor to The Ladder
and other Lesbian publications, who was “bom in the Deep South when
lynching was still commonplace, migrated to the North, and later became
involved in the civil rights and women's movements™ (12), and the

Copyright @ 1982 by Carroll Oliver.

161



Reverend Magora E. Kennedy (Miller), a Black Lesbian minister who was
“kicked oul of two churches for her lesbianism and anti-war activism , , .
Approaching worship and the Bible trom a pro-woman stance, she was
also criticized by the Council on Religion and the Homosexual for her ¢f-
forts to establish a ‘woman.only’ ¢church™ (20-21). In addition to an ex-
tensive addendum and o thorough listing of articles that appeared con-
cerning the Norton Sound case (the 1980 Leshian witeh-bunt conducted
by the U.S. Navy) Roberts has listed “Some Sugpested Activitics fore
Black Lesbian Research™ which, along with the vast contents of the book
itesell, can, in Smith’s words, change “the overwhelming whileness of
lesbian rescarch specifically and women's studies rescarch generally™ (ix).

Despite the incredible need for this kind of book, Black Leshians
raises crucial questions about the nature of the rescarch that is to he
done about Lesbians of color. While white Lesbians must be held ag.
counlable for ignoring and omitting Leshians of color from their work,
the issuc of white women e¢xamining and documenting our lives and
struggles has not yet been appropriately addressed, In her introduction
Roberts maintains that her intention in compiling this bibliography is
“nol 1o speak for Black Lesbians nor to define or evaluate their experi-
cnce or culture. Rather as = bibliographer, it is to gather all the hidden
and seattered voices into a collective place. so that they are more acces.
sible and so that especially Black lesbian voices can be heard™ (xi-xi),
This, in my view, is the direction that white rescarchers should follow in
their work with materials by women of color,

Although Roberts has located a lot of obscure, generally inacces-
sible material, she has made editorial choices that have left out some im-
porlant writing by Black Lesbians. Azalea: A Magazine By and I'or Third
Waorld Leshians, for instance, is indexed sclectively: as a result, no listing
is included for the specific contents of the ssue on Third World Mothers
(Winter 1979-1980), which includes storics by Becky Birtha and Audre
Torde, poetry by Lorde and Michelle Cliff, and an interview with Julic
Blackwomon and her fifteen-year-uld daughter regarding their custody
battle. Ruberts also indexed sclectively Conditions: Five, The Black
Women's Issue, thereby leaving oul citations for Linda Powell's review of
Michelle Wallace's Black Macho and the Myth of the Superwoman,
Fahamisha Sharial's review of Audre Lorde’s The Bluck Unicorn. and
Cheryl Clarke’s review of Ntozske Shange’s nappy edges. These omis-
sions are particularly important to note because these two publications
are amonyg the very tew where editorial control was completely in the
fumds of Black—or other Third World - Tesbians.
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While it is impossible 10 expect any bibliographer to collect al) of
the existing works on any given topic, it Is surprising that such misugynist/
homophobic picces as Eldridge Cleaver's Soul on fee and Robert Staples’
notorious contributions to The Black Scholar arc included along with
ridiculous remarks by Muhammed Ali, while important literature, criti-
cismn and analysis by Black Lesbians in periodicals edited by them arc not
fully indexed. 1 would have preferred less of the furmer and more of the
latter.

The cut-off date [or the bibliography wus 1979, though the adden-
dum lists some works published in 1981. This probably accounts for a
number of writings by Black Leshians that did not find their way into
the bibliography, such as Deidre McCalla’s contribution to The Conting
Our Stories (1980) or Michelle ClIfY's ““Words That Chain Us and Words
That Set Us Free™ Segregation and Lillian Smith™ in a 1979 Feminary.

These omissons puint to the fact that this hook had to be finishal
—that ongoing research about Black Lesbians is essential, Roberls has
done a fine piece of lesbian research and has greatly contributed to the
development of anti-racism scholarship. | raise these points only to siress
the fact that mure work of this sort must be done. The second volume of
Black Tesbians is something we all must consider and bring to life, Tlook
furward Lo sceing and using it
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ELLY BULKIN

THE LESBIAN IN LITERATURE by Barbara Grier. Naiad Press,
P.0. Box 10543, Tallshasscc, FL 32302, 1981. 68 pp. $7.95 to indi-
viduals: S10 to institutions,

This is not at all the review T would like to have writlen. An avid
lesbian bibliography buff who regularly scours libraries and second-hand
bookstores, 1 would like to appreciate unreservedly Barbara Grier's 3rd
edition of The Lesbian in Literature, which updates the 1975 edition and
conlains about twice as many entrics as that previous bibliography. |
would like to revel in a book that, with 7,000 entries, is, as Maida Tilchen
states in her foreword, “the most complete listing of writing by or about
lesbians thal exists” (xi). I would like to appreciate without qualification
the commitment and often tedious lubor of the many women (and onc
min) who kocated not just recent books but a host of older ones that had
been absent from the earlier editions: Herbert Mann's 1797 The Female
Review: Life of Deborah Sampson, a suldier in the Revolutionary War;
Wallace Thurman's 1927 The Blacker the Berry, one of the novels of the
Harlem Renaissance: Muriel Rukeyser's 1935 poetry book, Theory of
Flight, And [ certainly would like nothing to diminish my pleasure in the
eighty-ninc photographs, starting with Sappho and working their way
through Willa Cather, Margarct Anderson, and others, and then on to
contemporary writers,

The value of this bibliography lies in sheer quantity, the incredible
number of works listed. Rarely annotated, they are included on the basis
of “Lesbian content™ and rated from “A” (“major Lesbian characters
and/action™) to “C" (latent, repressed. variant), as well as in terms of
“the quality of the Lesbian matcrial” (xx) itself. not to be confused with
“literary quality,” let alonc the author’s attitude loward leshians. So, for
instance, D.H. Lawrence’s homophobic story “The Fox™ received a
rating of “A" and fwe asterisks (“very substantial quality of Lesbian
materal”), while Judy Grahn's classic lesbian-feminist poem “A Woman
Is Talking to Death™ receives an “A™ and only one asterisk (“some in-
terest beyond the ordinary™), rather than three asterisks (“those few
titles that stand out above all the rest and must properly belong in
any collection of Leshumn literature™).

Copyright € 1982 by Elly Bulkin
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Inevitably in such an extensive undertaking, some omissions and
errors occur: poel Susan Sherman. for example, is rrot, as listed here, the
Susan Sherman who wrote the 1961 novel Give Me Mysell- none of Lynn
Strongin’s more than half-dozen poctry hooks are listed under her entry,
though they are still in print and, like her 1980 novel Bones and Kim, are
additionally valuable when they explore themes of illness and disability.
As Guier notes, the immense growth of lesbian literalure in the pasl
decade moves the compilers of the bibliography long past the time when
they could even hope for completeness. Certainly many of these omis-
slons stem from the increase in writing that is self-published or published
in limited editions or published by new presses just learning about publi-
city and distribution. Given this, it is clearly to Grier’s credit that the
bibliography contains as many entries as it does.

My main criticisms fall, however, not on the occasional books
missed. not on the rare errors, not on the rating system applicd to each
wurk. but on the methodology thal determines what even gets included
in the hibliography. Even where the author is publicly leshian-identificd,
for example, her work Is included only If it contains “Lesbian content,”
resulting in such omissions as Carson McCullers, who is described as a
lesbian under a Tennessee Williams entry, and Lorraine Hansherry . who
had written letters in the 50's to the pioncering leshian magazine The
Ladder. “Current movement periodicals™ {(x»4if) are not indexed either.
Both of these decisions help define the parameters of The Lesbian in
Literature and need, 1 think, (o be considered within an historical con-
text. Made in 1968 when the first edition was published, the choice to
focus on “content,” rather than on “fesbian identification,” emerged
quite naturally out of Grier’s “Lesbiana,” the book review column of
The Ladder, at a time when finding gny writing aboul lesbians was a2
notable accomplishment and a woman’s public self-identification as a
leshian was a far lonelier and more courageous statement than it has been
since the developrnent of a leshian-feminist movement. Similarly, the de-
cision first reflected in the 1967 edition nof to index movement periodi-
cals was made at a time that pre-dates The Furics, Amazon Quarterly,
and subsequent lesbian periodicals, as well as off our backs and other
[eminist ncwspapers that have published occasional poctry amd short
storics.

Given the tremendous increase over the past decade in numbers of
vriters willing 1o be identified publicly as lesbians and the prolitic
rowth of movement publications, the hibliography s far less definitive
han Tilchens foreword indicates. What are the relative merits. for in-
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stance, of including two James Bond nowvels by Tan Fleming because of
their “Leshsn content,” bul excluding all of the twelve novels and four
volumes of short storics by Willa Cather because they are not abowr
leshians but do reflect the perspective of a tremendously important
lesbion writer who, responding to the socictal pressures of her time,
chose not to depict woman-identificd relationships in her fiction? What
does it mean for the reader or researcher, particularly the one who uses
this bibliography as a starting point. that the individual poems and storics
listed did nor appear in movement publications, were selected for publi-
cation almost entirely by non-lesbian/non-feminist editors. and thercby
do not reflect the development of the very periodicals that have heen so
essential to the creation of today’s lesbizn literature? | regret that e
Lesbign in Literature contains no discussion of questions such as these,
which have important implications for its scope @nd for some of the
uses (o which it can (and cannot) be put.

While [ simply disagree with Grier about the decisions she has made
in these areas, I have far morse basic criticisms of a bibliography published
in J987 that is so much whiter than it nced have been. Although 1 will
continue 1o make considerable use of The Leshin in Literature in my
work, its valuc will be extremely limited when 1 consider the work of
leshians of color: il does not, as one promotional blurb says, bring us
*“our cnlire literary heritage,” “all our ancestors,” The problem, as | see
it, is the application of 1 bibliographic methodology used in the 1967
edition and not substantially rethought and revised in lerms of its politi-
cal implications.

I am not suggesting a total scrapping of this methodology. But 1
am suggesting o look at how its strict application  racisen heing what it is
and has been—excludes much of the work of lesbians of volor. Within
this framework, I see the question of methodology as related to other
areas where, while the presence of people of color is viewed by whites as
pusitive. no alfimmative action steps arc taken to make that a reality; in-
stcad, criteria are applicd uniformly —grades and test scores, degree re-
quirements, specific paid work experience, lists of publications and
awards as if cach operated apart from a context of individual and in-
stitutional racism.

Let me offer three mstanves where | believe these issues come into
play:

1. The hibliography lists “a number of essay collections and other
unclasyifieble non-fiction™ (xxi), but not critical essays. It lists no full-
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length critical work by a lesbian of color, simply because no such work
has been published. The bibliography thereby reflects a reality. But the
omission of critical/theoretical work by lesbians of color leaves the in-
sccurate impression that leshians of color just don't do that sort of
writing. To counter this inaccuracy, Grier might have chosen to include a
selected number of works by lesbians of color, even if they're not full-
length. while including only full-length critical {theoretical wriling by
white women. A similar decision might have been made in terms ol hio-
graphiu::l.‘autobiographk;ul writing, since a comparatively large number of
such works by and about white leshians exists. While none of our lives
and perspectives have been written about ncarly enough, those of us who
are white can still find = greal Jdeal more than leshians of color can to
identily with in The Leshian in Literature as il is.

2. “We have not imdexed current movement periodicals™ (xviii).
Certainly to du this across-the-board would be a mind-boggling task,
especially in addition to the work alrcady done by Grier and other com-
pilers. But with the perhaps unique exceplion of Lin Yatta’s two-page
story in Evergreen Review, lesbians of color have not even had access Lo
the publications that the bibliography does list hecause they printed 3
rare poem or story by /about white lesbians: Century Magazine, Cosmo-
politan, Mademoiselle, New Yorker. Again, the compilers could have
chosen to include poctry and fiction by leshians of color alone that ap-
peured in movement periodicals. Such a reconceptualization of what is
eligible for inclusion could also have led. tor example, to the listing of
Conditions: Five. The Black Women's lssue (1976), a nearly 200-page
anthology of writing, mostly by Black lesbiuns, which, because il was
published as a magazine issuc, is, according to current guidelines, outsile
the framework of the hibliography. (As with critical and bibliographical
writing, full-length works of fiction and poctry by self- identified lesbiuns
of color have a radically different publishing history than such wurks by
white leshians: the first buok of poetry by 2 lesbian of culor, Audre
Lorde's The first Cities, appeared in the late 60's: the first novel by a
leshian of color, Ann Allen Shackley's Loving Her, appeared less than a
decade ugo; no novels have yet been published by publicly-identified
leshians who are American Indian. Asian American, or Latina.)

1. “This adition has a copynght cut-off date of 1979. A few 1980
titles are included. No 1981 tities are included . . .77 (x»ilf). Again,
nothing, unreasonable about this on the face of it. Bul a stronger cffort

could have been made to include among the tew 1980 books listed as
many by lesbians of color as the compilers could locate: I counted over
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fiftecn 1980 books, but only two by lesbians of color. Yet 1980 works
include Michelle ClifT"s Cluiming an Identity They Taught Me to Despise;,
cditors Joan Cibbs and Sara Bennett's Top Ranking: A Collection of
Articles on Racism and Claysism in the Leshian Community; Audre
Lorde’s The Cancer Joumnals, and Barbara Smith’s pamphict Toward a
Bluck Feminist Criticism. And certainly JR Roberls” Black Leshians:
An Annotated Biblography deserves prominant mention in the introduc-
tory section of The Leshian in Literature, even if excluded because of its
1981 date of publication; as does Cherrie Moraga and Gloria Anzaldua's
This Bridge Culled My Back: Writings by Radical Women of Color, a
1981 book particularly significant for its extensive inclusion of work by
American Indian, Asian-American, and Latina lesbians,

My feelings about these omissions are all the keener because I had
hoped to find in the 1981 edition of The Lesbian in Literature a work
that, like Bluck Leshuns, also compiled by a white leshian, would, as
Barbara Smith wrote about that bibliography, “be one means of changing
the overwhelming whiteness of leshiun research specifically and women’s
studics rescarch generally (“Foreword.” ix). Given that book, which, like
Grier’s bibliography, 15 also a Naied Press publication, T hoped especially
for something different: not the total absence of American Indian,
Asian-American, and Latina leshians from the cighty-nine photographs:
nut five pictures of Black women, all contemporary, only three of whom
arc actually lesbian-identificd. when so many Black lesbian writers could
have been included; not the listing of books as “major™ or “essential,”
with no acknowledgment in the annotation of the complete absence—or
token presence—of lesbians of color; not the omission of Audre Lorde’s
three carliest pactry hooks, The First Cities (1968), Cables to Rage (1970),
and From a Lawd Where Other People Live (published in 1973 and
nominated for a National Book Award), each including poems with clear
“Lesbumn content™ and each essential reading for anyone interested in the
life of a Black lesbian who has been “out™ since the 50's.

1 have gone inte such detail about these criticisms of the 3rd edi-
tion of The Lesbian in Literature because this bibliography is not the
umalterable product that a book nearly always is—it is what we have wartil
it is reviscd, updated. and expanded into the 4th edition. And T cannot
respond to Grier's request for “help for future editions” just by listing
bouks I “lind with Lesbian content™ (xwiii) that are omitted here. Cer-
tainly the addition of earier hooks by leshians of color along with those
by/about leshians of colur published since 1979 will have a positive im-
pact on the next edition. But [ do think that the methodology as ¢ whole

168



needs to be reconceptualized so that in the future important work can
be included that previously had not fit into the bibliography's calegories.
In many ways. this revision would be consistent with the pioncering
concep! that helped Grier bring The Lesbian in Literature inlo existence
almost fifteen years ago—looking at what has too often remained un-
seen, unacknowledged , unvalued: challenging old assumptions; and cre-
aling new approaches to making visible a lesbian literary heritage.
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PAULA GUNN ALLEN

Dear Editors:

1 was just reading the reviews in Coneditions: Seven and would like to
comment on Penclope and Wolfe's THE COMING OUT STORIES. In the
introduction (o the volume the cditors regret that they had no stories
from someone in New Mexico (smong some other stales mentioned) and
in her review, Bernice Mennis comments on the shortage of entries by
third-world women (2 point well-taken), T submitled a story lo the
editors -actually, to Susan Wolfe in the spring of 1979 for that volume, it
was nol printed. so presumably it was rejected (though Mennis comments
that the editors “made the editorial choice 1o accepl all submissions and
not to edit out any parls”). The story was about the coming out of an
American Indian woman, and was a fictionaliced version of my own
slury.

I don't know what ever happened to it: perhaps it was lost in the editorial
melee that must have ensued as manuscripls began coming in. But [
think the editors’ decision not to ecdil wasn't exactly as clear-cut as
it might sound, T never heard from Susan Wolfe regarding the story, and
Julia Penelope disclaimed any knowledge of it.so perhaps the goddess
purlvined it. On the other hand perhaps the lack of third-world south-
western entries isn't as much due to our neglect of the volume as to other
faclors. As “no one™ knows anything about the manuscript after it left
my hands, well never know for sure.

Sincerely yours,

Paula Gunn Allen

Copyright @ 1982 by Paula Gunn Allen
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SUSAN J. WOLFE

Dear Editors:

1 experienced varying emotions after rcading Paula Gunn Allen's
letter to you.

The first was, quite simply, guilt, T reccived a letter from Paula in
February 1979, and I never answered it. 1 debated how to answer it,
postponed answering it due to personal and job pressures and then for-
got it. For that Tam deeply sorry, and I'm glad to have this chance (o
apulugize to her publicly. (As everyone involved in publishing will con-
cede. we often delay or even fail 1o answer correspundence, for many
reasons. We don’t, in women's publishing have secretaries lo write it for
us, or lype it for us, But that is nu excuse—there are postcards. T hope
Paula will forgive me.)

My dominant reaction was confusion. Paula’s 1979 letler o me
contained no story; it contained a poem entitled “He na tye Woman,"”
and inguired whether we'd like 1o receive her story. So if the manuscript
of that story has disappeared, neither Julia nor I, quile frankly, have ur
cuould have the slightest idea where it went. (1 should point out that our
manuscripl  The Coming Out Stories under another title was compiled
between October 1976 and April 1977. By 1979, it had been considered
by four publishers, each of whom had tuld us it was far too long o print.
Julia and [ were certain it would never see print, This does not excuse my
unconscionable rudeness to Paula. however.)

1 was also angry on Julias hehalf. Julia spent the summer of 1980
in New Mexico, a great deal of it with Paula. Juliz had never recetved
Paula’s Jelter, which was mailed only o me, and therefore denied having
seen it. Paula had ample time to contront her if she disbelieved Julia’s
disclaimer or the introduction to The Coming Owu!l Stories. Yet she chose
a public forum instead - over a year later,

Given Persephone Press’s commitment to ending racism, 1 am now
confident they would have included Paula’s story, even as a Jate addition
to an anthology which was alrcady large by 1979 standards. 1 did not
know that in carly 1979, befure they had seen the manuscript and betfore

Cupyright® 1952 by Susan J. Wolfe

174




I hud gotten to know them.

But. abuve and beyund all clse, Pauls deserved courtesy, and T was
lacking in it. 1 am sincerely sorry for thal, and for any misunderstanding
T may have caused between her and Julia. And 1 regret having missed the
chance to include a story which would have enriched the antholopy.

Susan J. Wolte




CONTRIBUTORS' NOTES

PAULA GUNN ALLEN, Lagunz Pueblo/Sloux-Lebanese American, is
presently on a post-doctoral research fellowship at UCLA/Institute of
American Cultures-American Indian Culture and Research Center where
she is working on several studies on the history, background and writing
of American Indian women.

GLORIA ANZALDUA — I'm a fulltime Chicana Tejana leshian poct.
Right now I'm in the final stage of birthing 2 book about spirited politics
and queer volored vision. 1 am co-cditor of This Bridge Called My Back:
writings by Radical Women of Color. Tn my spare lime I try to support
myselt by giving talks and by tesching creative wi iting workshops utliz-
ing psychotechniques (magic).

SY MARGARET BALDWIN was horn and raised in England. She lived
in California for fifteen vears; currently she lives in Santa Fe, New
Mexico. Her poems have appeared in Bachy, Beyond Barogue, Hanging
Loose, and Earth’s Daughrer, She works as 2 firctighter with the Foresl
Service.

ELLY BULKIN is co-cditor of Lesbian Poctry: An Anthology and editor
ol Leshian Fiction: An Anthology (buth Perscphone Press, 1981).

CHRYSTOS descended from the Menominee Nation (we're the ones
whose wild rice you eat). [ paint my visions, love Jane & couldn’t make
it without my friends, 2 of whom appear in this issuc.

CHERYL CLARKE - Regularly published in Conditions. Poel, eritic,
and teacher. Currently at work on Narvatives, a buok of poctry in the
black-American tradition.

JAN CLAUSEN’ “A Movement of Pocts: Thoughts on Poetry and
Feminism,” recently serialized in the Feminist Review (New Women’s
Times), is now available from Long Haul Press. She is having a novel—
primipara, breech delivery.

HATTIE GOSSETT - hom: central jersey factorytown, lives: northern
harlem. cnjoys; thinking conversating reading writing jazzing & vpposing
patripower. work herstory: babysitler maid clerk annullee waitress bad-
girl. n.b.: stay tuncd o badgirls grapevine for news of forthcoming col-
lection of writings by miz hattie,
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MARILYN HACKER is the zuthor of Taking Notice (Knopf, 19530). The
title pocm was published as a chapbook by OQut & Out Books. She lives in
New York City with Iva, aged eight.

LINDA HOGAN currently works with Colorado Poets in the Schouols
Program. She recently won the Five Civilized Tribes Playwriting Award.
She has two books in print, Calling Myself Home and Daughters, | Love
You, and vne morse at publishers.

BARBARA T. KERR grew up in Beach Haven, NJ, where it was very
difficult 10 find out or talk about sex. Her small press publications are
too obscure to mention. Passionate aboul cooking, she is currently ex.
perimenting with the role housebutch.

IRENA KLEPFISZ has complcted a new book of poeetry From the
Monkey House amd Other Cages, She has also been writing about anti-
Semunitisn inside and outside the lesbian/feminist community, Her writ-
ings on this subject appear in Nice Jewish Girls: A Leshian Anthology
(Persephone Press, 1982).

GWYN METZ has lived in New York City for the past eleven yeass, but
finds other places more conducive o the tranguil and mysterious images
that capture her. Her photographs tend toward a graphic simplicity
sublime in nature. a kind of persomal journalism. She works as a free-
lance art photographer while attending Parsons Schuol of Design. Her
work has appearcd in many art publications.

CHERRIIE MORAGA is = Chicana poct and politica and co-editor of
This Bridge Called My Back: Writings by Radical Women of Color (Per-
sephone, 1981). She is also 2 founding and active member of Kitchen
Table: Women of Color Press in New York City.

CARROLL OLIVER is a new member of the Condifions Collective, a
writer, a student of anthropology, and a politcal activist involved in
struggle on many fronts.

MINNIE BRUCE PRATT is at work in her second book of pocms.
Waiking Back Up Depor Streer. She is a member of the collective that
edits Feminary, a leshian-feminist journal for the South.

MIRTHA N, QUINTANALES Bi-cpastal Latina Lesbian socialist
feminist. Anthropologist, emergent writer and closet artist. Founding
member of the Third World Women's Archives and new member of
Conditions, Greatest need in life: o filty-hour day.
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RIMA SHORE — Slavist. writer, teacher, cditor, translator—is perpetually
deciding how best to spend the day.

BARBARA SMITH is a Black feminist writer and activist who has recent-
Iy committed herself to writing fiction, She vo-edited Conditions: Five,
The Black Women's Issue (1979) and All the Women Are White, All the
Blacks Are Men, But Some of Us Are Brave: Black Women's Studies
(1982).

MITSUYE YAMADA teaches at Cypress College and at California State
University and directs workshops for Asian American women writers.
She is commilted 10 encouvraging and promoting the writings of women,
cspecially Third World women. She is a subject of a new film, Mitsuye
and Nellte: Asian American Poets (Light-Sarat Films).

BONNIE ZIMMERMAN teaches women's studies at San Diego State
University. She writes about women's literature. lesbianism, and popular
culture.

Smali-press books by contributors to CONDITIONS: EIGHT Include:

Paula Gunn Allen, Shadow Cowunsry, UCLA/Native American Series
(Publications/American Indian Studies Cenzer, Room 3220 Camp-
bell Hall, University of California, 405 Hilgard Avenue, Los Angeles.
CA 90024). 1982, 160 pp., §7.

— , Star Child (Blue Cloud Quartesly:order from Allen, 846 N.
Sanborn, Los Angeles. CA 90029), 24 pp.. 33.

. A Cannon Between My Knees (Strawberry Press: order from
Allen), 15 pp., $2.50.
— . Covarte's Daylight Trip (La Confluencis: order from Allen),
50 pp.. §3.95.

Elly Bulkin and Joan Larkin, eds., Leshian Poetry: An Anthology (Per-
sephone Press, P.O. Box 7222, Watertown, MA 02172), 1981,
336 pp., $10.95 plus $1 p/h.

Elly Bulkin, ed., Leshian Fiction: An Anthology (Persephone Press)),
1981,336 pp.. $10.95 plus 1 p/h.

Jan Qlausen, A Movement of Pocty: Thoughty on Poctry and Feminism
{Long Haul Press, P.O. Box 392, Van Bruat Station, Brooklyn, NY
11215), 1982, 50 pp., $3,

. Mother. Sister, Daughter, Lover, storics (The Crossing Press,
Trumansburg, NY 14886), 1980, 136 pp.. $4.95.
———. Waking at the Bottom of the Dark (Long Haul Press), 1979,
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80 pp.. 33 plus 65¢ p/h.

—eiim—, After Touch (distributed by Long Haul Press), 1975. 76 pp..
52 plus 65¢ p/h.

Marilyn Hacker, Taking Notice, sonnet sequence (Qut & Out Books:
distributed Crossing Press), 1980, $2.

Linda Hogan, Felipse (UCLA Amecrican Indian Studies Center), 1982,

, Daughters, I Love You (Loretto leights College, 3001 South
Federal Blvd.. Denver, CO 80236), 1981, 20 pp.

, Calling Myself Home (Greenfield Review Press, Greenficld
Center, NY 12833). 197833 pp., 2.

Irena Klepfisz, perinds of stress (published Out & Out Buoks; distributed
Piccework Press. GPO Box 2422, Brooklyn. NY 11202). 1975, 6!
PP, 32

Cherrie Moraga and Gloria Anzaldba. eds.. This Bridge Called My Back:
Writings by Radical Women of Color (Persephone Press), 1981, 261
pp.. $8.95 plus §1 p/h.

Minnie Bruce Pratt, the sowmd of one fork {night heron press, P.O. Box
3103, Durham, NC 27705), 1981, 41 pp., $2 plus 50¢ p/h,

Burhara Smith, Gloria T. Hull. and Patricia Bell Scott, eds.. AW the
Women Are White, All the Blacks Are Men, But Some of Us Are
Rrave: Rlack Women's Studies (The Feminist Press, Box 334, Old
Westbury, NY 11568), 1982,401 pp., $8.95 (514.95 hardeaver).

Mitsuye Yamada, Camp Notes amd Other Poems (Shameless Hussy Press,
Box 424 San Lorenzo, CA 94580), 1976, $2.95.

Work hy Contributors 1o CONDITIONS: EIGHT i included in the fol-
lowing smull-press anthologies and collections:

American Indian Writings, The Greenfield Review, Vol. 9. Nous, 3 & 4
(The Greenfield Review, R.D. 1, Bux 80, Greenficld Center, NY
12833). 1981. 266 pp., $4, Pauls Gunn Allen, Linda {logan,

American Indians Today: Their Thought, Their Literature. Their Art,
Elaine Juhner, ed., Book Forwmn, Vol. V. Nuo, 3 {(Book Forum, 38
F. 76 St.. NY. NY 10021). 1981, 120 pp.. S5. Paula Gunn Allen,
Linda Hogan.

Asian American Women, Part 1T, Genny Lim and Judy Yung, eds,,
Bridge: An Asian American Perspective, Vol. 7, No. 1 (P.O. Box
477. Canal St. Station, NY, NY 10013), 1979. 55 pp., $1.50.
Mitsuye Yamada.

Avumi- A Japanese American Anthology (Japanese American Anthology
Committee, P.O. Box 5024, San Francisco, CA 94101), 1981, 320
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pp.. 312. Mitsuye Yamada.

The Coming Out Stories, Julia Penelope Stanley and Susan J. Wolle, eds,
(Perscphone Press), 1980, 251 pp.. $6.95. Cherric Moraga, Minnie
Bruce Prant,

Conditions: Five, The Black Women's Issue, Barbara Smith and Lorraine
Bethel, eds. (Conditions, P.O. Box 56, Van Brunt Station, Brook-
Iyn, NY 11215), 1979, 187 pp.. 34.50. Chervi Clarke,

Fehoes from Gold Mountain (California State Unwversity, Long Beach,
CA 90840), 1982, 112 pp., $5. Mitsuye Yamada.

Fight Back! Feminist Resistance fo Male Violence, Frédérique Delacoste
and Felice Newman, eds. (Cleis Press. P.O. Box 8281, Minneapolis.
MN §5408), 1981, 398 pp,, $13.95, Barbara Smith.

Lesbian Fiction: An Anthology, Elly Bulkin. ¢d. (Perscphone Press),
1981, 336 pp., $8.95 plus $1 p/h. Jan Clausen, Irena Kiepfisz.

The Lesbian Path, Margaret Cruikshank, od. (Angel Press: distributed
Naind Press, P.O. Box 10543, Tallahassee, FI. 32302), 1980,
248 pp.. $6.95. Minnie Bruce Frari.

Leshian Poetry: An Antiwiogy, Elly Bulkin and Joan Larkin, cds. (Per-
sephone Press). 1981, 336 pp.. $10.95 plus S1 p/th, Peuls Gunn
Allen, Gloria Anzaldiua, Cheryl Clarke,Jan Clausen, Marilyn Hacker,
Trena Klepfisz, Cherrie Moraga, Minnie Bruce Pratz, Barbara Smith.

Nice Jewish Girls: A Lesbian Anthology. Evelyn Torton Beck, ed, (Per.
scphone Press), 1982, $8.95 plus S1 p/h. frena Kiepfisz.

The Remembered Farth: An Anthalogy of Contemparary Native
American Literature, Geary lHobson, ed, (Red Earth Press, P.O.
Box 26641, Albuquerque, NM 87125, 1979, §9.95. Paula Gunn
Allen, Linda Hogan.

Thix firidge Called My Back: Writings by Radical Women of Color,
Cherric Moraga and Gloria Anzaldda. cds. (Perscphone Press),
1981, 261 pp.. $8.95 plus S| p/h. Chrystos, Hattie Grossett, Mirtha
Quintanales, Barbara Smith, Mitsuye Yamada,
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PUBLICATIONS RECEIVED

Paula Gunn Allen. Star Chil!, puems (Blue Cloud Quarterly; order from
Allen, 846 N. Sanborn, Los Angeles. CA 90029), 1981, 24 pp. $3.

. A Cannon Berween My Legs, poemns (Strawberry Press; order
from Allen), 1981, 15 pp.. $2.50.

Susan C. Bourque and Kay Barbara Warren, Women of the Andes: Patri-
archy amd Social Change in Two Peruvian Towns (University of
Michigan Press). 1981, 241 pp. §9.50.

Michelle Connelly, Breaking Dead Wood, poems (The Wild Goose Press,
P.0. Box 10. Cazenovia, NY 13035), 1981, 31 pp. S2.

Frédérique Delacoste and Felice Newman, eds.. Figh! Back! Feminist
Reyistagnee to Male Volence (Cleis Press, P.O. Box 8281, Minne-
apolis. MN 55408), 1981, 398 pp. $13.95.

Barbara Deming, Remembering Who We Are (Pagoda Publications, distsl-
buted by the Naiad Press, P.O. Box 10543, Tallahassce, FL 32032).
1981, 208 pp.. $6.50.

Nancy du Plessis, Bwd. poems (Eclectic Press, PO, Box 984, Ansonia Sta-
tion, NY, NY 10025), 1931, 54 pp., $3.

Flana Dykewomon, Fragments from Lesbos, poetry, with etchings by
Barbara Jolmson (Diaspore Distribution, P.O. Box 272, Langlois,
OR, 97450). 1981.61 pp.

Sandra Maria Esteves, Yerba Buena, dibujos y poemas (Greenficld
Review Press, Greenficld Center, NY 12833), 1980, 91 pp., $5.

Miles Franklin, My Brilliant Career {Washington Squarc Press). 267 pp.,
$3.50.

Jane Gapen, Something Not Yet Ended . . . (Pagoda Publications:
distributed Naiad Press), 1981, 235 pp., $6.50.

Marion S, Goldman, Gold Diggers and the Silver Mines, Prostitution and
Social Life on the Comstock Lode (Univ, of Michigan Press),
214 pp., $9.50.

Rebecca Gordon, 8y Her Hands (Ragbouoks, 2770 22ad St., San Fran.
cisco, CA 94110), 1981, 64 pp.. $3.50.

Alexandra Grilikhes, On Womern Artists: Poems, 1975-1980 (Cleis Press),
1981, 84 pp.. S4.95.

H.D., HERmione, novel (New Directions), 1981, 238 pp. 56.95.

Jana Harris, Manhatran as ¢ Seeond Language, poems (Harper & Row),
1982.98 pp.. $595.

. Who's That Pushy Bitch?, poems (Jungle Garden Press,

47 Oak Road, Fairfux, CA 94930), 1980, n.p., §5.
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Edith lodgkinson, Season’s Edge, poetry (Llanging Toose Press. 231
Wyckoff St., Brooklyn. NY 11217), 35 pp., $2.00.

Bell Hooks, Ain't I A Woman, flack Women and Feminism (South End
Press, Boston, MA. 1981), 205 pp., $7.

Fda Howink, They Lived [heir Lives, poems (Golden Quill Press, Frances-
town, NH). 1981, 80 pp., $5.50.

. Lifting the Edge, poems (Golden Quill Press), 1981, 57 pp.,

$5.50.

Noretta Koertge, Who Was Thar Masked Woman? novel (St. Martin's
Press), 1981, 242 pp., $6.95.

Lisa Leghom and Katherine Parker, Woman's Worth: Sexual Economics
and the World of Women (Routledge & Kegan Paul), 1981, 356 pp.,
$19.95 cloth/$10.50 paper.

Robin J. Milstead, Empowering Women Alcoholics To Help Themselves
and Their Sisters in the Workplace (Kendall/Hunt Publishing Co.,
2460 Kerper Blvd., Dubuque, lowa 52001), 1981, 191 pp.

Gail Pass, Surviving Sisters, novel {Athencum), 1981, 235 pp.

Frances Phillips, For a Living, poems {Hanging Loose Pres), 81 pp.,
$4.50.

Minnic Bruce Pralt, the sound of one fork, poems (night heron press,
P.0O. Box 3103, Durham, NC 27705),41 pp.. $2.00 plus .50 postage.

Victoria Ramstetter, The Marquise and the Novice, a gothic novel (Najad
Press), 1981. 101 pp., $4 95.

Margaret Randall, ed. and trans., Breuking the Silences: 20th Centuwry
Poctry by Cubant Women (Pulp Press, P.O. Box 3868, Vancouver,
B.C., Canada VGB 3Z3), 1982, 293 pp.. $8.95.

Helen Roberts, ed., Doing Feminist Research (Routledge & Kegan Paul),
1981.207 pp.. $9.50.

Wendy Rose, Long Division: A Tribal History, poetry (Strawberry Press,
P.0O. Box 451, Bowling Green Station. NY, NY 10004), $2.50.

Sheila Rowbotham, Lynne Segal, and Hilary Wainwright, Beyord the
Fragments: Ferninism and the Making of Soclalizm (Alyson Publi-
cations), 1981, 253 pp.. $6.95,

Wendy Sanford, cd.. Fighting Sexual Harassment: An Advocecy fland-
hook (Alyson Publications and the Alliance Against Sexual Coer-
cion), 92 pp., $3.95.

Claudia Scott, Lesbian Writer: collected work of Claudia Scotr, Frances
Llanckel and Susan Windle, eds. (Nufnd Press), 1981.114 pp.. $4.50.

Arny Christine Straayer, Hurtin & Healin & Talkin It Over, stories (Metis
Press, P.O. Box 25187, Chicago , I1. 60625). 1980.114 pp., S5.

Sheila Ortiz Taylor, Faultiine, novel (Naiad Press), 1982, 126 pp.. 56.95.
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Valerie Taylor, Prism, novel (Naiad Press), 1981, 146 pp.. $6.95.

Jess Wells, Run, stories and collages (Up Press, 1944 University Ave.,
East Palo Alto, CA 94303), 1981, n.p.. $2.50.

Frieda Werden, Philosophy Woman at Men's Rodeo, poems (Curbstone
Publishing Co.. Box 1613 Main. New York, NY 10116), 1981,
75 pp., $3.95.

Kathlcen Wiegner, Freeway Driving, poems (Hanging Loose Press), 1981,
69 pp., 34,

Barbara Wilson, Thin lee and Other Stories (Scul Press, Box 13, Seattle,
WA 98111), 1981, 125 pp., 34.95.

Birgitta Wistrand. Swedish Women on the Move, Jeanne Rosen, tr. (The
Swedish Institute, Hlamngatan 27, P.O. Box 7434, 5-103 91 Stock-
holm Sweden), 112 pp.
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CLASSIFIED ADS

PRODUCTS

FEMINIST WICCE - New mail order address. 169 Muerdage Road.
Topanga, CA 90290, Books, tarot. jewelry, craft supplics, more. Cata-
logue $2.00.

100% COTTON MENSTRUAL PADS. Washablc. super-ahsorbent, and
comfortable. Feological and economical too. Available in three sizes,
Check your local women'’s bookstore or clinic. or send SASE for ordering
info to: RED RIVER, Dept. CD, POB 486, Huntsville, AR 72740,

PUBLICATIONS

AZALEA: a magazine hy and for 3rd World lesbians. Quarterly. Fiction,
poetry, essays, reviews, visuals. Subscriptions: $2 single/$6 vrly/$10 in-
stitutions/free (o womyn in prison Accepting submissions from lesbians
of color only. AZALEA, PO BOX 200, COOPER STATION, NYC
10276.

COMMON LIVES/LESBIAN LIVES quarterly magazine: 112 pages
documenting leshian experience and thought through storics, auto-
biographics, oral historics, theory, photos, graphics, journals, correspond-
ence. CL/LL makes special commitment to soliciting and printing the
work of leshians of color, fat leshians, leshians over filty and under twen.
ly. disabled lesbians, poor and working class lesbians, and lesbians of
varying cultural backgrounds. st threc issues avallable. $3.50/copy,
$10/yr. Descriptive flyer available. PO Box 1553, lowa City, 1A 52244,

LESBIAN EROTICA- AND SENSUALITY. For women only, 4 Woman's
Touch, Second Ldition, 15 short storics, graphics and photos on quality
paper. $6.50 plus $.75 postage. A Woman’s Touch, P.O, Box 681, Grants
Pass, OR 97526.

LIVING IN A HOUSE I DO NOT OWN: Poems by Mab Segrest, Now
available from Night Heron Press, P.O. Box 3103, West Durham Station,
Durham, NC 27705. $2.50 plus §.50 handling.

RIPENING: AN ALMANAC OF LESBIAN LORE AND VISION. A
sourcebook in cight scasonal scctions, weaving picces of who we are as
Leshians, of what we know to be true. 3495 + §.55 postage. Word
Weavers, PO Box 8742, Minueapolis, MN 55408-0742.
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STUDY

THE WOMEN'S WRITER'S CENTER: AN INDEPENDENT FEMINIST
INSTITUTE offering a year long program of writing workshops and
women’s literature. Beginning its 8th year in Scptember 1982, Visiting
faculty have included: Olga Broumas, Michelle Cliff, Judy Grahn, Adricnne
Rich, Audre Lorde, Barbara Smith. For information: The Women's
Writer’s Center, BOX AY. Williams Hall, Cazenovie, NY 13035,
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Submissions

We are interested in manuscripts of POETRY, SHORT FICTION,
NOVEL excerpts, DRAMA, and other creative forms (JOURNAL
entrics, excerpts from CORRESPONDENCE, TRANSLATIONS) as
well as CRITICAL ARTICLES on the women's/lesbian movements
and institutions, issues involving race, class, age and aspects of les-
bian relationships. We welcome REVIEWS and review copics. We are
especially committed to publicizing and reviewing women's press
publications.

We are concerned that women's/lesbian publications have often fail-
od to reflect the experiences and viewpoints of Third World, work-
ing-class, and older women. We want Conditions to include work in 2
variety of styles by both published and unpublished writers of many
different backgrounds. We welcome submissions from all women
who feel that a commitment to other women is an integral part of
their lives.

We are also interested in receiving submissions for covers for Condi-
rions. We have no specific preconceptions as to subject matter or
theme, and will consider any form appropriate for an 8% x 5 black
and white cover bearing the title of the magazine and issue number.
This might be a line drawing or other graphic, a photograph. or 2
half-tone of a painting, & collage, or sculpture. Please send a photo-
copy and not the originul work.

Send manuscripts and art work to:

CONDITIONS
P.0. Box 56
Van Brunt Siation
Brooklyn, New York 11215

Only manuscripts and photocopies accompanied by a stamped, self-
addressed envelope will be returned.




Subscribe!

Unlike 2 book or anthology, a magazine depends, for its finan-
cial backbone, on subscriptions, and not on individual sales
(though of course those are always appreciated). We want to
ensure that Conditions will remain self-sufficient, that it will
reach as many women as possible. Subscribe now!

NAME
ADDRESS
zip
Gift subscription for:
NAME
ADDRESS
zip
Please start my subscription with Conditions:
Five Six Seven Light __ Ninc
Is this subscription a repewal?  No Yes

S11:  Individual subscription

(3 issues)

$6:  Special “hardship” rate

$25, S50, S75: Supporting subscriptions
$22: Institutional subscription (S8: single issue)
$4.50: Single issue only (specify which)

Forty percent discount to bookstores on orders of 5 or more.

Please make checks payable to:
Conditions
P.O, Box 56

Van Brunt Station
Brooklyn, New York 11215




Gift Subscriptions

If you like Conditions, share it! You will be presenting someone
with a wonderful gift, and at the same time will continue supporting
us. We will enclose a gift card.

Birthdays! Holidays! Annivessaries!

CONDITIONS

Pleasc send a gift subscription {3 issues) beginning with Conditions:
Five __ Six Seven Eight __ Nine

Is this subscription a renewal?  Yes_ No

NAME
ADDRESS

NAME

Please enciose card from:
NAME
ADDRESS

zip

Rates: S$11 for individual ; $6 “hardship™ rate: S25. $50, $75 support-
ing subscription: $4.50 mdividual issue.

Make checks or money orders payable to:

Conditions
P.O. Box 56
Van Brunt Station
Brooklyn, New York 11215




CONDITIONS: FIVE-THE BLACK WOMEN'S ISSUE
GUEST-EDITED BY LORRAINE BETHEL AND BARBARA SMI111
IS STILL. AVAILABLE

(One of the most exciting and healthy things (o happen lately in
the black commuatity is the coming oul of black leshians. Conditions:
Five. The Black Women’s Issue (which aiso includes work by marny
nonlesbhians) reflects this with power, intelligence, gnd stvle. . . . Read-
ing the collection is not unbke seeing women breaking chains with
thew bare hands. . . .

Conditions: Five represents a continuation of the struggle for
self-definition and affirmation that is the essence of what African-
American meagns in this country.

Alice Walker in Ms.

POETRY by Donna Allegra, Lorraine Bethel, Becky Birtha, Michelle T. Clinton.
Willic M. Coleman. Toi Derricotte. Ruth Farmer, Yvonne A. Flowers, Carole C.
Gregory, Gloria T. Hull, Cheryl L. Jones, Chirlane McCray. Pat Parker, Michelle
D. Parkerson. Donna Kate Rushin, Judy Stimmuons.

PROSE POEMS hy Alexis De Veaux, Patrici Jones

SONG LYRICS by Hilary Kay, Deilre McCalla, Niobeh Tsaba, Mary Walkins
JOURNALS by Audrev Fwart, Muricl Jones, Janct Singleton, Beverly Smith
FICTION by Audre Lorde and Rashida

ESSAYS: * ‘Under the Days™ The Buried Life and Poetry of Angelina Weld
Grimke™ by Gloria T. Hull; “Reflections: On Black Feminist Therzpy™ by
Eleanor Johnson, “The Black Leshian in American Literature: An Overview™ by
Ann Allen Shockley; *Notes for Yel Another Paper on Black Feminism. or Will
the Real Enemy Please Stand Up”™ by Barhara Smith; ** “Artists Without Ari
Form™ A Look at One Black Woman Writers World of Unrevered Black Wom-
en’ hy Renita Weems.

REVIEWS: Bieck Macho and rhe Myth of the Superwoman by Michele Wallace
(reviewed by Linda C. Powell): The Black Unicorn by Audie Lorde (reviewed hy
Iahamisha Shariat ). nappy edges by Ntozake Shange (reviewed by Chervl Clarke ).
Individual copies: $4.50
(Institutions: $8.00)
Make checks payable 1o Conditions, P.O. Box 56, Van Brunt Station, Brooklyn,
New York 11215,



CONDITIONS: SIX IS STILL AVAILABLE

“There is no magezine | look forward to more eagerly than
Conditions. In each issue, substance that opens up further
thought; poetry, fiction, arl tha! exhilarate with a sense of a
great blossoming (aking plece, Already, in the first three is-
sues, my indebtedness is enormous, Conditions is essentiel
reading. ™
Tillie Olsen
“Conditions is highly recommended for academic libraries
and is essential for oil eollections of lesbien/feminist writing.”
Library Journal

POETRY by Claribel Alegsiz, Gloria Anzaldua, Gioconda Belli, Jan
Clausen, Rachel deVries. Rebecca Gordon, Lois Llaine Griffith, Jana
Harris. Joan Larkin. Mary Hope Lee, Minnic Bruce Pratt, Clandia Scott,
Judith Vollmer.

FICTION by Dorothy Allisun, Diana Bellessi. Sauda Jumal, Irena Klep-
fise, Harriet Malinowitz, Camille Norton, May Stevens.

ESSAYS/INTERVIEW: “An Old Dyke's Tale: An Interview with Dons
Lunden™ by LUy Bulkin; “Teshians in the Mainstream: Images of Les-
hians in Recent Commercial Fiction™ by Maurcen Brady and Judith
McDaniel; “Remembering Sophia Parnok (1885:1933)” by Rima Shore.

REVIEWS: Asian-American Women: Two special issucs of Bridge (re-
viewedd by Burhara Noda): Give Me Your Good fer by Maurcen Brady
(reviewed by Sally Georse); Movement in Black by Pat Parker (reviewed
by Cheryl Clurke): True to Life Adventure Stories (Vol. 1) edited by
Judy Grahn (reviewed by Francine Krasno): To Know Lach Other amd
e Known by Beverly Tanenhaus, The fassionate Perlls of Publishing
by Celeste West and Valerie Wheat, The Guide to Women's Publishing
by Polly Joan and Andrea Chesman, The Madia Report Index|/Directory
by Martha Leslic Allen (reviewed by Dorothy Allison): Uses of the frot
ic: The Erotic as Powerby Audre Lorde, Women amd Support Networks
by Blanche Wiesen Cook, 1he Meaning of Our Love for Women is What
We Have Constantly To Expand by Adrienne Rich (reviewed by Bonnic
Zimmerman).

Alsv in Comditions. Six  an index to Conditions: One through Six.
Individual copies: $4.50

Make checks pavable to Conditions, P.O. Box 56, Van Brunt Station,
Brouklyn, New York 11215,




CONDITIONS: SEVEN IS STILL AVAILABLE

“One senses about this whole enterprise that it will be, collec-
tively, a sourcebook for future feminists searching for the
record of this era’s best writing, . ., Conditions explores the
material we're not supposed o and in doing so, tells us what
we very much need to know, Buy it.”

Patricia McElligott in Motheroot Journal

POETRY by Paula Gunn Allen, Martha Courtot, Joy Harjo, Jacqueline
Lapidus, Cherrie Moraga, Adrienne Rich, Wendy Rose, Miriam Sagan,
Stephanic Strickland.

PROSE POEM by Janine Canan.
FICTION by Maureen Beady, Rocky Gamee. Linda Hogan, Diana Rivers.

ESSAYS: “Beloved Women: Lesbians in American Indian Cultures™ by
Paula Gunn Allen; *“‘The Pussibility of Lifc Between Us’: A Dialogue
Between Black and Jewish Women™ edited by Beverly Smith with Judith
Stein and Priscilla Golding,

REVIEWS: The Biack and White of It by Ann Allen Shockley (reviewed
by Lynne Reynolds): The Coming Our Stories edited by Julia Penelope
Stanlcy and Susan J, Wolfe (reviewed by Bernice Mennis), Lorraine
Hansberry, Art of Thunder, Vision of Light, edited by Jean Carey Bond
(reviewed by Becky Birtha); Top Ranking: A Collection of Articles on
Raocivr and Classion in the Lesbion Community, edited by Joan Gibbs
and Sara Bennett (reviewed by Cherric Moraga); The Wanderground:
Stories of the Hill Women by Sally Miller Gearhart (reviewed by Catherine
Madsen): We Speak in Code by Melanie Kaye (reviewed by Michelle ClifT).

Individual Copies: $4.50
{Institutions: $8.00)

Make checks payable to Conditions, P.O. Box 56, Van Brunt Station,
Brooklyn. New York 11215,



ADVERTISING

CONDITIONS has established the following rates for classified and
display ads:

CLASSIFIED ADS:
Womens/gay presses and businesses, and small presses:

25 cents per word, 10 word minimum.
Commercial presses: S0 cents per word, 20 word minimum.

DISPLAY ADS:
Womens/gay presses and businesses, and small presses:
Full page (427" x77) — S100
Half page (42 7 x 3%6™) S 50
Quarter page (27 x 3%:™) 325
Commercinl presses:
Full page — $150
Half page - 875
Display ads must be in the form of camera-ready copy. All adver-
tisements must be accompanied by check or money order.

All copy is accepted at the discretion of the editors.

ok’ A BOOKSTORE FOR WOMEN

books. periodicals, records.erc.

by & about women - fearuring
publicarions from women’s presses
alsc non-sexist books & playroom
for children

201 W 92 5t.-NYC - 873-4121- closed Mondays

lesbian booklist available — send sase




/KITCHEN TABLE/

WOMEN OF COLOR PRESS

Box 592 Van Brunt Station
Brooklyn, NY 11215

KITCHEN TABLE: WOMEN OF COLOR PRESS is committed to pro-
ducing and distributing the work of Third World women of all racial/
cultural heritages, sexualities, and classes that will further the cause of
Third World women's personal and political freedom.

Although other presses may at times publish work by women of
color, we are not their top priority and fewer works by women of color
get published by both independent and trade publishers than those of
any other racial-sexunl group. On the other hund, the amount and
quality of work actually being produced by Third World women writers
and artists is phenomenal (especially considering the social and economic
conditions under which we create) and is in no way accurately reflected
by the disproportionately small volume of work that actually gets
published. Too often Third World women writers find ourselves in the
position of having a completed manuscript and then facing the dilemma
of having no real options as to where to submit it in order to get it
produced.

The establishment of KITCHEN TABLE: WOMEN OF COLOR
PRESS addresses this need.

We are a group of Third Wordd women writers, cultural workers,
and community activists who have been involved in the early planning
stages of this venture.

RESOURCES NEEDED

1. Financtal Contributions  Of course, we welcome contributions
of any size. Please make cheques or money orders payable to
Kirchen Table Press,

. Materials - including mailing lists, fund-maising ideas & contacts,
marketing info, equipment, ad exchanges, tax info, etc.

3. Manuscripts — Please don’t send us completed Ms! Send outlines
for book projects, accompanied by a short letter telling us some-
thing about yourselfl and your work and a self-addressed envelope
with enough postage (S.AS.E.)

We will only publish women of color with good (intentioned)
hearts and strong minds. All retrogrades get back !

4. Third World Women — Any women of color in the NY area who
want to be involved in the day-to-day, un-romantic labor of love
this press will demand.

(=




developing a radical
film criticism

Getting only half the piclure?

JUMP CUT covers the politics and art of
the cinema from a left and feminist view,
Hollywood and independent film, Third

World ond Europeon cinema with a con-
sistently lively and thoughtful analysis,

JUMPcoUT

6 issue sub $6; Canoda ond cbroad $8.

JUMP CUT PC Box 865, Berkeley 94701

Movement of Poets: Thoughts
on Poetry and Feminism

A Movement of Pocts exemplifics what is possible, but
so seldom done, in the name of feminist theory. [t is
deeply original, comprehensive, and brave, It is activist
writing springing from the authors commirment to the
real lives of women,

—Barbara Smith

First published as a sertes in the New Women's Times/l-eminist
Review, Jan Clyusen’s essay traces the connections between a
literary form and a political movement, and considers the fu-
ture of feminist poetry. 1982, 50 pp. 33.00 + $.75 p/h.
Make checks payable 1o:

Long Haul Press, P.O. Box 592, Van Brunt Station, Brooklyn, NY 11215

by Jan Clausen




GAP TOOTH GIRLFRIENDS~
Porna Aftgm Jewelle Gomez
Cecelia Antonctte J(ar[ctdmfksm
(orraine Bethel  Chandelle Markman

baving Shitley Steele
An ﬂntﬁofoy
with aw Tulroduction & pedication
by
Alis deVeauy
Available at:
Womanborks 200 West 91 5t. J\y(
/Djwna. 154 West 10t AYC
Oscar Wilde 15 Cﬁn}t’f}}fﬁlr St AYC
{o Papays Flathuly Ave, B’ lyn
New Words Cmnﬁn'{ijc/ Moass,

$5.00
MAIL ORDERS: Km)j $1.00 postage
P.O. Box 519 é-handling

Bronx, N.Y. 10473



“This is » book to be challenged
and excited by—1o agree or dis-
aqree with—hbut by all means to
read,” ~Essence

“Who will redefine and expand
the core assumptions of femi-
nism? Who will keep it alive?
The 29 contributors to This
Bridge Called My Back-—Afro-
American,  Asian  American,
EDITORS, Lating, and Native American

CHERRIE MORAGA women—are helping.”
GLORIA ANZALDUA —Village Voice

FOREWORD:

TONI CADE BAMBARA

—_

395

“This Bridge not only utterly challenged me, but it filled me with greater
hope for feminism than | had felt in a long time.”" —~Ms. Magazine

"There have been a few books, a very fow, which have unlocked the hid
den parts of my mind. . . . Ultimately, | credit thosa books with altering
the course of my life. . . | This Bridge Called My Back will prove to be one
ui those books."” —Southern Exposure

"It is a book of courage: courage to name its own TICISM, coursge to speak
of its own contradictions, courage to be politically incorrect, courage 1o
eke oul small truths, the courage to write it all down. "’

—New Women's Times

PERSEPHONE PRESS, INC.
P.O. Box 7222, Watertown, Massachusetts 02172
Add $1.00 shipping for first book, $ .26 for cach additions! boak.




“One finds an immense and varied collection of work in these
anthologies, forming what must be the largest collected body of
lesbian writing to date," —The Body Politic

Aoty Miex.® 2o NoZwvwem® Sauy
Fone ® Jooorwea Srocy @ Je Lol e g

Shesswr § Pl Cemnin @ Jowalie Srenen ® S

Themes as varied as motherhood, old age,
Southern life, sexuval relationships, work,
illness, growing up, racism, family bonds,
and friendship arc explored. The mosaic of
lesbian lives is reflecied in the different
racial, ethnic, class and regional identities of
both characters and writers,

e O v @ P wreliog D ren
Kmafier @ sondm Lavis & Ewbad, “yvae

o Ly Fdewels @ Rl Nodk

e eeviecdogsy “Lily Bulkin has put together a diverse and
skillful collection.” —The Body Politic

oPd Uy By Polc

TR Tve 8 Aiskie Raddnoat @ woe L e
Davnre Swen @ Ao
S0 Sormewner @ Mes Bandide ® 1Ny fed 0

336 pages, $8.95

rher dvenr @ T

Sawtey frombiim @ S ot SN e
! ® Juls Boderuawe ® Ala Nodh o Baewn 1
wr ®hatw 5. G ® Doyt (e ® e 2

is a milestone in leshian-
on¢ Lhat should be treas-

“Leshlan Poetry
femnist culiure,

ured.”

Lesbian
Weekly News [ Ip)f@E'-EW

“The poeiry is a history of women. It is all

Mo axK¥p

of our experiences—as leshians, wormen with
children, women of different cultures and

~Broadside

"The complexity and richness of the work in
Leshian Poetry is a testament 1o our arl and
our survival,” —Audre Lorde

class backgrounds.”

“

e T e bend e @ s Nawoewen
e e @ Dedivie wmvgr @ Saniee Lonie
Do ® Jpe o ® Nonow Mases » Dwd

an ecthslogy
el v
Sy hlin & Joon Lo

*.hyml)—nkﬂ--ﬂ“?-b
Botivss 2ndh @ Virndy Sowrwm ® Lyve Sovm
Wzer ® St V- Tyormpeon © D Reng

- a4 monumental step forward in creating a fuller, richer Lesbian

poelic tradition and in treating that body of work with the care and

attention it deserves,”

—Sinister Wisdom

336 pages, $10,%5

PERSEPHONE PRESS, INC.
P.0O. Box 7222, Watertown, Massachusetts 02172
Add $1.00 shipping for first book, §.25 for cach additional book,
Lexbion Fiction and Lestlan Poetry are avallable free 10 women in prison and elderdy

women in nursing homes,




EVELYN
TORTON
BECK W
EDITOR

A FERSEPHONT.
PRESS BOOK

$8.95

For the lirst time in print, the collective voice of Jowish leshians—Afro-
Judaic, Arabic, Ashkenazi, Sephardic—proudly affirms Jewish identity and
confronts anti-Semitism inside and outside ol the women's movement.

In a political climate where anti Semitism is escalating at an alarming rate,
this anthology should be read by everyone involved in the struggle against
fascism and oppression.

Adrnienne Rich — Aliza Maggid — Andrea Loewenstein — Annette Daum —
Bemice Mennis  Dovida Ishatova — Elana Dykewomon — Evelyn Torton
Beck — Gloria Z. Greenfield — Harriet Malinowitz ~ Helen Weinstock —
lrena Klepfisz — JEB — Josylyn C. Segal — Judith Plaskow — Maida
Tilchen -~ Marcia Freedman  Martha Shelley — Melanie Kaye — Pauline
Bart — Rachel Wahba — Ruth Geller — Savina Teubal — Shelley Horwitz
Susan J. Wolle —

PERSEPHONE PRESS, INC.
P.O. Box 7222, Watertown, Massachusetts 02172
Add 1,00 shipping tor first haok, 5.25 for each additional book.




IKON 8 |

MICHELLE CLIFF's essay:“/f | Could Write
This in Fire, | Would Write This in Fire.”
MARGARET RANDALL: A Nicaragusn Port-
folio. Photographs w/prose poem and letter.
Profile of historian BLANCHE WIESEN COOK
by Candace Lyle Hogan.

JEWELLE GOMEZ JAN CLAUSEN, DAVINE,
RACHEL deVRIES, LOIS ELAINE GRIFFITH,
AKUA LEZLI HOPE, HETTIE JONES, PATRICIA
JONES, IRENA KLEPFISZ, SUZANNE LACY,
AUDRE LORDE, JUDITH MALINA,
COLLEEN McKAY , SUSAN SHERMAN

[JIKONS8 $4.75 _] 2 issue subscription $9.50

IKON PRESS. 305 E. 6th ST, #3. NEW YORK, N.Y. 10003

PERIODS OF STRESS
POEMS BY IRENA KLEPFISZ

Using various voices and situations, Irena Klepfisz probies the
feclings of women trapped by war, by convention, by other
human beings. Her poems reflect 2 special concern for women
alone, fur their search for a place in society, The settings shift
drastically from Furope to America, from city to scashore,
from conversations with uthers o dialogues with aneself.

“Her poems on intimacy with people and the natural world of
plants and rocks, and her strugple to find herself in terms of
these people and that world are amony the best that I have read
recently. . . Klepfisz describies the feelings of 2 woman ltving on
the cdges of new perceptions. a woman alone, and defining her
needs, her fears, her possibilities.”

—Tacille lverson, Soho W((kly News

PERIODS OF STRESS, 64 pp. $2.00 + .35 post. & handl.

Piecework Press, GPO Box 2422, Brooklyn, NY 11202




MENOPAUSE, CHANCING ROLES, AND
THE JOB MARKET
ARE JUST SOME OF THE TOPICS
COVERED IN

BROOMSTICK

A NATIONAL, FEMINIST,
READER-PARTICIPATION MACAZINE
BY, FOR, AND ABOUT
WOMEN OVER FORTY

e 10 per year in US, $15 in Canada (US funds)
Sample copy $2.00

BROOMSTICK

3543 18th St

San Francisco, CA 94110

the LLACK MALIA
f a d’?g I - A FEMINIST JOURNAL

AND GRAPHICS

Canoda’s only radical/Temianist book
review and literary labloid.

Reviews Fiction Poetry
Criticism Interviews
and more ...

Publixhad three times per year
Subscribe
PO, Boax 28953
Staton C
Vancoaver, B.C.
Canada V5T 4G)
Individual *5 00/ yent
Institution *10.00/ yoar
Sustamer *80.00/ veur




‘
ISSUe 14

Forty women artists have created original page
artfor this very special issue: THE WOMEN'S PAGES.
This is the first collection of feminist visual art
created specifically for the page. A whole exhibi-
tion within a book. New larger format!

*
ISsue 15

RACISM IS THE ISSUE, Do women of color and white
women expect, need, want different things?
What about institutional racism—in the State, in
the women's Movement, in the Revolution?
Edited by a collective of women of color and
white women, this issue includes personal
testimony, analysis, and approaches to unlearn-
ing racism.

—

Cover price-—-54,25 4 issue subscription—$15
Single & back issues—55.00 8 issue subscription--527

Please add $2 per year for DOstage outside the U.S, and Canada. All
foreign checks must be drawn on a New York bank branch.

Y R B R v S P A ST P
HERESIES

A Feminist Publication on Art & Politics
P.0.BOX766  Canal Street Station  NYC 10013




READ & SUBSCRIBE TO

NO MORE CAGES,

A BI-MONTHLY

WOMEN'S PRISON NEWSLETTER

March/April Issue Includes:

Letters from Women In Prison

News on Framingham & Purdy
Women's Prisons

Lots of Poetry and much more.

Avzilable at women's and
progressive bookstores or from
Women Free Women in Prison,
PO Box 90, Bkiyn, NY 11215.

$1 each copy, $6 per yr.

more if you can, less if you can’t
FREE TO PRISONERS
AND PSYCHIATRIC INMATES

\\W J\J S

AN G\YLQNATIGNAX WOMEN'S CQUARTERLY

Connexions presents the
world from a woman's
perspective:

s NEWS

s ANALYSIS
= INTERVIEWS

translated from the

international feminist
press.

SUBSCRIBE NOW'!
Annual sub-$10

CONNEXIONS/PTS
4228 Telegraph Ave.
Oakland, CA. 946089

(415) 654-6725

thesoudofon ok _

Poatry

QOrdar From...

,Night Haron Press, P.O. Box 3103

W_.Durham Sta.

Durham, N.C, 27705




x Turtle Grandmother
,Q\Q5 Books
t? B0 Mail Order Books
Y2 Y24/ Q, Specializing in Works
\V4 ' % by Women of Color
Eg | ,; ?“ kqﬁtqﬁmaoyaca :le.
INY i P.O. Box 33964
W Detroit, Michigan 48232
e (313) 381-3550

oving Qut

FEMINIST LITERARY JOURNAL
We've been publishing quality
work by women for over ten years.

/0 Miles Modern Poetry Committce
4866 Third
Wayne State University
Detroit, Michigan 4B202

Une yvear's subscription:  §4.50
Single current issue: $2.50 plus 50¢ for posLave

Hegin my subscription with V. 9, #1

I wish to order back ismsuecs of MOVING OUT st $2.00
each plus 50¢ each for postage. [IP'lease send:

W A kL ' S T

v. 2, #2 v. 6, 2

V. 3, §2 V. 7, #1

V. 42 v. 7, #278 T1 @ $3.50
V. il V. B, #2 3
v. $2

Enclosed please find my check or money order made
cut to MOVING OUT.

PLEASE LET US KNOW OF ANY CHANGE OF ADDRESS,




a women's literary
journal

RS,

THEORY CRITICISM FICTION
REVIEWS ANALYSIS
MULTI-MEDIA VISUAL ARTS

Feminist Publishing, Women’s Music, etc.
Racism, Spirituality, Fantasy, etc.
“Women Surfacing”

“Violation”

“The Lesbian/Heterosexual Split” $5.50"

SUBSCRIPTIONS « INTERNATIONAL ~ INSTITUTIONS

$16/yr. $19/yr $24/yr
$4.50/copy * $5.50/copy

QUARTERLY * INCLUDES POSTAGE
Name

Address :
) AR Slate: TP e
MIENAD po.box 738, gloucester. ma. 01930




A\
'| SINISTER WISDOM

A Lesblan)Feminist Journal of Art, Langusge
nl?bliin.mnalrodﬂogu-q
wemen beyond ol myumed lexisting boundaries

4 oven: 310 Indivdwal
513 Inatitwtonsd
512 omtof-U1 5,

Staghe copy' 3340

Froe on regaest m women is

per =i mezal o

- Hox 660  Amberst, Massachusetts 01004
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PICTURES
FROM THE

PAST

& other storics

by Ruth Geller

"Gripping™  SOUOURNER
“Memorable und astounding™ - SMaLL brLss REVIEW
“Beautitul and Disturbing. Unforgettable and powerful *
016G Wana Han

“Unique arresting in thair plain believibility. These
stories break new ground.” - NEW WOMEN'S TIMES

S

alsu avalable: Seed of a Woman ‘
; IMP PRESS Box 93 Buffalo. NY 142 13



Cycle 6

Special issue forthcoming 1982
Women's Altars and Shrines
Hand lald covers, numbered, perfect bound
$6.00 postpaid
Cycles 2, 3, 4 @ $3.00 such + §.7% postage sach
Cycle &8 @ $3 .50 each - $.75 postage each

NASSSANNNNANS SSSSNNANNS NN

A Prose & Poetry Statement

Best in of Eco-Politics, Energy
. . & Lesblan Feminism
st Jourmalism

Our 13th year \”\ 3

% National and international news
about women

¥ In-depth analyss of ssues at the
cutting edge of modern feminism

* Health, prison, and labor news

SUBSCRIBE TODAY!

ocb, 1841 Columbéa Rd Rm 212,
Washington, D.C. 20009

S&/year sample copy $1.00

T _____._-__________| .
: z ! Poems: 1975-8

A ddrew oaes OB s 1 ,amcl_a ‘Hurricane' Marsha
| g oA 1 2 1a "Hurricone Marshall
i r_ o I ORDER DIRECTLY FR: Calleste del Sl
1 g-l yr. cw!ri:mtmg sub 1841 Columbia Rd 224 A Maynare, Sants Fe. NM 57301
| Sy regulas sub Rm 212 I A Quaiity Paparback. 124 ge.. (1l by
j S20/yr. businesses and Washington. D.C. Vicki Care & Elite! Kussawr
L

institutions 20009 J $5.00 pius DOSlage










IN THIS ISSUE:

POETRY

Sy Margaret Baldwin, Chrystos, Jan Clausen, Hattle Gossett,
Marilyn Hacker, Irena Klepfisz, Cherric Moraga,
Minnie Bruce Pratt

FICTION
“El Paisano Is a Bird of Good Omen" by Gloria Anzaldta
“Home™ by Barbara Smith
ESSAYS

*“The Complexity of Desire: Conversations on Sexualily and Difference”
by Barbara T. Kerr and Mirtha Quintanales
“Sisterhood—And My Brothers™ by Rima Shore

REVIEWS
Awake in the River by Janice Mirikitani

reviewed by Mitsuye Yamada

Black Lesbians: An Annotated Bibliography by JR Roberts
reviewed by Carroll Oliver

The Cancer Journals by Audre Lorde
reviewed by Cheryl Clarke
Claiming an identity They Taught Me To Despise by Michelle Cliff
reviewed by Linda Hogan
Lesbian Fiction: An Anthology edited by Elly Bulkin
Leshian Poetry: An Anthology cdited by Elly Bulkin and
Joan Larkin
reviewed by Bonnie Zimmerman

The Lesbian in Literature by Barbara Grier
reviewed by Elly Bulkin

This Bridge Called My Back - Writings by Radical Women of Color
edited by Cherric Moraga and Gloria Anzaldua
reviews by Pauls Gumm Allen and Jan Clausen

$4.50



