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Then
(Is it suddenly)
Your voice gets loud
And fills the night street
Your voice gets louder and louder
Your bus comes
The second shift people file on
The watchmen and nurse’s aides
Look at you like you're crazy
Get on the damn bus

(Rushin, “The Tired Poem, 258)

The dynamic poems, essays, and short stories in Home Girls: A
Black Feminist Anthology revolve around vocal centers of analysis,
refuge, genesis, enflamed anger, compelling peace, and wide lens vision
that organizes the present, imagines the future. Barbara Smith’s intro-

Revolution.”

Among the poems in Home Girls, Donna Kate Rushin’s “The Tired
Poem: Last l:mrl-‘romA'I}'plchnanployedMProfem
Woman."hmmisﬂcmllythofthebohdonmdoomml
ofduﬂnckpmfedmdwommconmdyhnadbymm
eanmmymdperiodlcoffmtobeapwuimtc.mpmw
ﬁmnyddventotlubmkingpolntbyverbaldea:dwon,mom
mdoonunuumhguuuldnhemhemlfthlnk,ﬂhmhnoooe
onthostmtbutyw/Andthan/lthlVery/Qubt"(ZSSi).Rndm
cmwsthehnerdhlopcofthomm&wlthmchﬂtynd
immediacy—we touch her hesitation, her vacillation between
andexﬂe.herﬂmlmolt.wnhomownﬁnpm&ndm'sothumh
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this collection, “The Black Goddess™ with its stunning lines and the
hmm“Bh&MUpc."meqmnymM.mm
out loud with craft and consistency.

Becky Birtha's “Maria de Las Rosas™ is another analysis in poetry.
Anemetmmbhnwmwﬁdmtohetm@tfmndwholm“.
houseful of roses” as well as a man who at the moment has “gone off
mw."mmmpmmmwummmm
occurs between lesbians and other women who “can’t see women that
way"(??).mtoneofuppnaednemdadmhuon.echoedbyth
mymk/nwmwnofdwdm.hnmnmaiooofthem J
ness between a woman and her desire.

meuymvmdtyoftheumtommmnhmm
me’sﬂhe&sun"wﬁenhhpounto(hudpbetwmthem
ofﬂctionmdpoew—mdperhmmnmomw.ltbmmph
ofmofdwut&kd:ﬂhmmtmukeuonhthbconecdoo.hl
Dumomukuup.mhetpoemgthemmm&perfmm
and uweethmmwrouhtwtoftheumum;“pulh
dmhbmuummth.ldmehadthhuo;./hhcock.”m
mbloodomwthick/mdllps...mderwhtmybm”
(“For a Godchild . . ."3)

June Jordan's “From Sea to Shinng Sea™ is a brilliant poem, reeling
oﬁmwofusmmthobbhgwnhpolmd

.mmwwydmmnﬁmmthehmmdn
character of multiplying conversation: “This was not a good time to be
old."(226)."l'hhwunotagoodthnetobeachﬂd,"(ﬁ&;"‘l’hhu
notagoodtimetollvemcmdForksNonthkou”(zzs).

To this conversation of poets, Donna Allegra comes exhorting and
dndmm“ﬁefmlesAndSwm.”mduicheneT.Cﬁnm
mwﬂd!ngmmpmndmfoﬂ.&ﬁdnﬂc&ﬂnm
conjum;avayawonhlesm‘&nashefumbbdwithhhpmul
Hedmppedhbpnmdlg:bbedll’ormylmd:m”(ﬂl).cwm
MeCnyoomeidendfyhgtheelf,Wﬂiell.Cobmnmuwhnm
theput,ht?ukercomespmphnyiuthepmt.—"theywﬂlnot
mldothedinbrown.lnndwadkn,m/bwudmlmvywhhl
gleaming crosses. (210)” Gloria T. Hull's “Poem,” which introduces the
vomm.uuwlamthedlmcefromwhi:hthempkxoonmﬁm
of Black feminism derives.

Some of us

we dumb autistic ones,
the aphasics,

those who can only stutter
or point,
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some who speak in tongues,
or write in invisible ink

sit rigid, our eyelids burning
mute
(viii)

Several non-fiction autobiographical pieces in Home Girls elaborate
the diverse situations of Black women beyond the borders of the con-
tinental United States. Michelle Cliff, in “If I Could Write This In Fire
I would Write This In Fire,” describes growing up in the British environ-
ment of Jamaica. Her autobiographical analysis is complex, intelligent,
and convincing. Throughout her essay she interrelates her perceptions of
her life with astute evaluations of British heroes and literary figures. Both
Spring Redd in “Something Latino Was Up With Us"” and Cenen in “The
Blood—-Yes, The Blood: A Conversation” (with Barbara Smith) introduce
us to the Puerto Rican Black woman. For Black women of the con-
tinental United States, these three essays may be the most significant,
because they reveal a submerged interconnection for which we can have
no experiential knowledge.

Discursive analyses of art and artists in Home Girls include Gloria
T. Hull's “Under The Days': The Buried Life and Poetry of Angelina
Weld Grimke™ and her “What It Is I Think She's Doing Anyhow: A
Reading of the Toni Cade Bambara's The Salt Eaters.” In her scholarly
discussion of Grimke, Hull probes the question, “What did it mean to be
a Black Lesbian poet in America at the beginning of the twentieth
cenutry” (174). The essay delineates the cumulative emotional and
societal restrictions that ultimately stopped Grimke's voice. It is particu-
larly well-written, and is an intriguing examination of how creativity is
stifled or diverted. Hull’s effectiveness derives from a concise and foot-
noted timeline. Hull's essay on The Salr Eaters is a gift of clarity to all
those admmngbromandeyestlmlmepuuledmd squinched over
Toni Cade Bambara’s “maestra-fiction.” Read it!

In “A Cultural Legacy Denied and Discovered: Black Lesbians In
Fiction By Women,” Jewelle L. Gomez discusses how superficial por-
trayals of lesbians have led to popular misrepresentation as well as to
artistic weakness in much fiction by women. Discussing such writers as
Carol Anne Douglas and Ann Allen Shockley, Gomez elaborates on the
difficulty of placing “a Black lesbian in a believable context in an artful
way” (114). Gomez also commends portrays of Black lesbians in works
by Alice Walker, Audre Lorde, and others. Of course, many of Gomez'
evaluations may be debated, but it is exciting to participate in such
eamnest self-criticism within the lesbian literary community. Further-
more, Gomez® lively portrayals will spur many to read, re-read, and re-
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evaluate the works she discusses. .

Ann Allen Shockley herself discusses similar problems in “The
Black Lesbian in American Literature: An Overview.” Shockley's essay is
essentially an annotated bibliography of works with Black lesbians as
characters. The predominant number of these characterizations have a
dismal relationship to the complex reality of Black lesbian life. Shockley's
essay, and many other selections in Home Girls have set me brooding
over the mystic nature of reality in art.

In “Black Lesbian/Feminist Organizing: A Conversation,” Tania

The information we overhear is intriguing, but the camaraderie we per-
ceive is even more powetful.ﬂ\eeotdsofnhﬁondxbmemcththo
conversation and extend freely outward to other threads, new inter-

connections—10 Us.
“The Wedding,” excerpts from Beverly Smith's journal, and Eleanor

phy and art. mmmtbmawnentphoetobednfonhocs&-
mwduﬂymhpeﬂodhwfm&letbhnM
rational—rational almost unactofhemkdefmeewhenwe
howmvoioehnuhanfmaomwhanpundpm.

Giving another perspective on Black feminism, Cheryl Clarke

fusal to place blame fothomophob'nontﬂdeofdnm
“Yet,weamotnﬁon:ﬂuthedhusofbanophobhunom ,
peophuthewhltemn‘sfnﬂt,fatodosobtonbsolvemmd :
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responsibility to transform ourselves™ (197). She places the source of the
most virulent homphobia of Black people against Black people in rela-
tively recent movements of Black nationalism. Although the propensity
of Black nationalists for homophobia cannot be denied, this argument
would be more persuasive if we could survey homophobia prior to (or
in between) Black nationalist movements.

Cheryl Clarke has also written the most gripping short story in the
anthology, “Women of Summer.” This is a revolutionary tale of sub-
versive rebellion and narrow escape which is most remarkable in that
Clarke manages to make nearly everyone “do right” without dimishing
her artistic standard. This is an amazing gift, and it is coupled with a
concreteness that makes it reminiscent of the fantastic realism stories of
Latin America.

“Women of Summer” is one of four Home Girls short stories I have
subtitled “firestories™ because of their sharp images, their enveloping
anger, and their insistent focus upon a particular moment of horror. The
other firestories are Shirley O. Steel's “Shoes Are Made For Walking,”
Raymina Y. Mays’ “LeRoy’s Birthday,” and Julie Carter’s “Cat.” The
stories flash mercilessly upon murder, incest, repudiation, and betrayal.
Their rhythms increase with measured intensity, as if urging us to swal-
low fire in neat graduating cupfuls. They are fierce experiences.

Audre Lorde’s “Tar Beach™ is an extended fresco. This excerpt from
her novel, Zami, is an open, life-crammed story displaying lesbians
coming together. The narration seems to be caught up in a series of quiet
but pulsing panels. I think this story is about the nature of freedom.

Two short stories in Home Girls focus on the interconnections of
past and present place in providing family, love and refuge; Barbara
Smith’s “Home™ and Barbara A. Banks’ “Miss Esther’s Land.” “Home”
is spun from a cool twilight flow of beautiful language. As she and her
lover Leila set up housekeeping in their new apartment, the protagonist
reflects on the women, now dead, who once meant home. The infolding
of inner and outer speech, and the persistent present tense accentuate
the loss of the past (and hits people) with great poignancy. “I want to
tell someone who knew me long ago what we're doing. (65)"

Barbara A. Banks’ “Miss Esther's Land” recounts the battles of the
same forces. The forces are complex—lover as financial advisor, land as
lover, son as encroacher, past as taskgiver, Black people as land insur-
gents, white people as land developers, lover as beloved. Banks orders and
narrates this multiple universe through the consciousness of 75 year old
Miss Esther. Miss Esther must decide what is to become of her land, and
Banks’ literary accomplishment is most evident in her dextrous modula-
tion of these many claims through Miss Esther's strong but ambivalent
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language of desire.

The photo essay, “A Home Girls' Album™ is also a story about
home. It is a collection of one recognition after another. If the photos
hadludnoapdomtouhtethantothellomcﬂtconutoml
would have been able to discover names for each picture out of my own
expﬂunee.CmthamnybeJneneGm'mmmMa
lfdxommymt?lthaﬁockmdmmlﬂnmwmom's
own face in the portrait of another.

Msbymwmmmlmwmﬁmm
ltswldestpmpocdmofwhthnhappenedwmﬂm.ndm
shapudummu.h“OnlyJumCmStopAQns”'lalkam.
curse that wunomddbyunmmbhammw
work;deakerumittonunmwhh"ﬂonofnndmm
under the white-male dominated society.

Bernice Johnson Reagon opens her essay, “Coalition Politics Tumn-
mtbcCenmry."byoanphlnh;aboutdnhhdmtofomym
wmuummmummumm
mmmmmupcyofmnmddymkm.Mm
temporary femnists can forge for the future. As she says, . . . most
ofﬁwthlnpthatyoudo.lfywdothanxw.mfapophwhoﬂn
long after you are forgotten. (359)”

Most of the voices of the selections in Home Girls, even when
thcymmtoblmhhlnmuws.mdmmdwwwdw
other women and to the world. The anthology's great value is that it
envisions and demands a community that is strengthened by diversity.
But I will end with a reflection on Michelle T. Clinton’s “For Strong
Women,” a poem that scems to be written to each of the individual
voices that gather in this conversation of Black feminism. “For Strong
Women” is a voice directed inward toward a strong female selfhood,
beneath whom, nevertheless, from time to time, an abyss opens out.

And tomorrow when there are people to comfort you.
or you find those damned keys,
Return to the same well-versed competent woman you are.
Hold your head up.
Breathe deeply.
Return to your life unmarred, recovered and complete.

As though none of it ever happened.
As though none of it could ever happen.

Ever.
(327)
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ENID DAME

DURATION by Jan Clausen. Hanging Loose Press, 231 Wyckoff
Street, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11217, 1984. 90 pp. $5.00.

Taken as a whole, Jan Clausen’s poetry, prose, and fiction present
an examination of women's lives as they are determined-to echo George
Eliot-by wider social and political forces. Duration, which contains
work in all three forms, can be seen as another volume in the ongoing
series that is Clausen’s apparent life work. As usual, her writing is intelli-
gent, forthright, and well-crafted. As usual, she writes of the marginal
urban woman: lesbian, feminist, poor, politically committed (if not
socialist, at least anti-capitalist), trying to survive, sometimes with a
child or lover, in a worn-out working-class neighborhood on the city’s
fringes.

Her writing matters to me for the same reason Doris Lessing's
earlier work did: her women characters are political, as well as social and
sexual, beings. She speaks for many of us who-whether we live with
other women or with men—are not, and do not wish to be, part of the
American male-controlled capitalist system. Its myths, roles, and rewards
(Hallowe'en apples with razorblades inside) are not for us. Like many of
the women I know and care about, Clausen’s personas search for whole-
ness and community within a society which grows increasingly imper-
sonal and dangerous.

Duration is a somewhat more somber book than her earlier works.
Violence breaks out in many of these pieces. Portland is a city of “rape
and roses” (p. 13), “of lethal jobs” (p. 14). The white women lovers
in the story “Duration” fear the hostile teenagers—mostly Black and
Hispanic—around their doorstep; these youths set their Black lesbian
friend’s car on fire, destroying it. White men later attack and kill a Black
subway worker (an actual occurrence). On a global level, threat of nucle-
ar destruction hangs over these stories and poems. In “Ground Zero,” a
brilliant collage of quotations from books and newspapers connected by
the narrator’s own impressions, Clausen comes to a grim conclusion:
“Now it can never be right. That's the first thing.” (p. 50).

Clausen’s work raises essential questions. However, though she writes
as a radical lesbian-feminist, her work will disturb—as it is meant to—any
reader who expects literature to simply reinforce her own beliefs. This
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writing is often politically incorrect. It both affirms and probes the
nesses of what some of us used to call “the alternative culture.” And it |
valuable. Unlike some mainstream fiction (I think of Gail Godwin's
Mother and Two Daughters, whose “socialist” heroine advises her ¢
workers to accept pay-cuts, and who has no problem accepting as he
lover a manufacturer of pesticides which may genetically affect hj
workers' children), Duration convincingly portrays the relatior
between political ideas and “political” people. The heroine of the ston
“Duration” is perhaps typical she has spent twelve years in the
tutions” of the movement—“The Co-op, Potluck, Demo, Confe
Benefit. The blessed Meeting which we have always with us™ (p. 7 )
and is now growing frustrated: “I am tired of going through the motions
(p. 71).

Duration recalls Lessing’s work in another, stylistic way: like Le:
Clausen frequently revises and corrects her story, so to speak, before t
reader’s eyes, thus inviting us into the process of creation: 2

Not that he didn’t have his sardonic side. It has always been
m.mmdnm.(may,nmu.mm»
depends on it . ..) (“Duration,” p. 80) -

But if Clausen is indeed the Doris Lessing of the modern lesbian-femis
movement, she is also its Jane Austen or Barbara Pym. Her wit,
the details and texture of social life, and gift for capturing these in wi
designed sentences are among the delights of the story “Duration.” He
are some examples:

2

lmﬂdlydmn...hummaedpenchntfampemalmoh-'
tion in the sphere of romantic relations. (68-69)

or

I sloshed cheap wine around in a styrofoam cup; gingerly I
balanced a paper plate which threatened to collapse under the
weight of too many varieties of pasta and vegetables. And as |
watched the tall brash girls of Becca’s set, her playmates back to
the era of tricycles and daycare, an ancient, nameless irritation
1}

gripped me. (p.73)
or

There's a certain type one runs into in places like the co-op.
Gmybwdsofthemuft.theyarteneuinoﬂ’ '
almost touching, tiny white infants in snuggly cloth '
cradled their flat breasts. (p. 84)

T
alll
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Three pieces in Duration stand out. One is the poem “Truth Piece,”

a wry, witty examination, in mostly rhymed verse, of the piecemeal and
limited nature of this desirable abstraction:

They each had a piece of the truth—
a curse, like a fairytale wish—
which, worn like an amulet,

never quite worked as it should.

It didn’t make them holy.

It didn’t make them famous.

It didn't make them kind.

It didn’t make them good. (p. 59)

This poem could stand as Clausen’s manifesto, both here and in her
otherbook:.%thehststammedsdutdwhaddmduwm.
this poem could apply to anyone who insists on rock-hard, black-and-
white categorizing of reality. Such dogmatic insistence upon one’s own

version of “the truth,” Clausen observes, makes it impossible for people
to act effectively:

They each had a piece of the truth;
they thought they would live forever.
They each had a piece of the truth,
but they couldn’t get together. (p. 60)

A note of defiant affirmation is sounded in the autobiographical
memoir, “I Can Tomatoes.” This piece is a response to Harvey Braver-
man’s analysis of one deadly effect of monopoly capitalism: it makes us
ignorant and incompetent, as more and more of our needs (and our in-
duced “needs”) are fulfilled for us by technology. Determinedly against
the grain of her times, Clausen insists on ferreting out a farm stand on
Staten Island, where she and her lover load up on wonderfully sensuous
fruit and vegetables, which she will later can in her hot Brooklyn apart-
ment. Thhacﬂvity,onoeatmditiondu&ofwmn.whoa responsibili-
ty it wntopmvidefoodfonhelunwhtermonths.hanowbeoanem
actof:ebemonmlmtahlgb-techaumredmhﬁtﬂmmdhvath
taste lost, thatwanuusumbletodothlnpforwmlvulthabomm
of solidarity with women of other worlds and generations: the Italian
women she sees on the bus, “ancient in belted housedresses, who discuss
recipes and mass murder,” (p. 36), her own mother and grandmother.

“I Can Tomatoes,” which first appeared in Home Planet News,
whkhlcoedlt.q)eakstomeforpemmlmsom.lymmhumd
grandmother were also canners and preservers of vegetables and fruit.
Two Jews transplanted to the country outside a Pennsylvania milltown,
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they grew elderberries which they made, each summer, into jellies
preserves. Later, after my grandmother’s death and our move into ¢
town, into a house with a fruit cellar, my mother canned and preserved
on her own. What I find terrible and sad is not that she stopped ¢
these things—her disability made this inevitable—but that she came to
distrust her own taste and skills, to believe that chemical-laden *“cg

venience” food really tasted the same as her own. An example of capit
ism conning its citizens into accepting, and participating in, their ¢
deprivation, this is one aspect of industrialism that many radical groug
I suspect, would find too trivial to discuss. Clausen’s piece is important
because it does connect the personal and the political, making each
moving and immediate.

The title story “Duration™ is the most ambitious and import:
piece in the book. While it is flawed, it is nevertheless compelling. Acty
ly, it is “fiction” only in a very loose, experimental sense; perhaps
more accurate to call it a meditation by its heroine—the quintessent
Clausen woman—on her life and choices. This heroine, a veteran, as
have seen, of feminist and left-wing causes, has decided nor to go t¢
Washington for a crucial demonstration: “I'd rather stay home
read about the Thirties” (p. 67). Yet it is her own movement that
examines, almot as an an “anthropologist™ would. As she expresses
“I began to think tenderly of all the mysterious connections, the thre
and filaments that bind our days. What the FBI feeds into its compu
what grand jury fishing expeditions angle for, I found myself
to chart for other reasons” (p. 75).

The title is both ironic and straightforward: this story is about
endures and what does not. One element of long “duration” in ¢
woman's life is her happy relationship with her lover, called simply P.
and with P.’s daughter Becca. Though P. and Becca are mostly offstags
theymanemmlpmofthefabdcoﬂhepmm%hfe.&m_
two other elements that endure: the threat of capitalism with its i
indyoophhdatedtachmbﬁndthcmmt.mﬂmd&y.
is, that opposes it:

Nothing new except their technologies. On our side only the
oldest, the least efficient methods. Leaflets, marches, and meet-
ings; word of mouth and the wamings of dreams. Our common
sense, our terror, and our love. (p. 90)

What does not endure is the heroine’s relationship with a man, ¥
An old friend and very long-ago lover (who is now, like the woman, gay;
he has been part of her life for years in spite of the fact that they I
been heading in different social and political directions. Indeed, the

172



heroine tells us wryly, she had originally intended to write a story, called
“Duration,” about their longstanding friendship: “I would savor the
ironies of our long connection, the counterpoint of our severed, contigu-
ous lives” (p. 79).

In the story called “Duration” which she actually narrates, however,
their connection is irrevocably split. This is the story’s crisis. The imme-
diate reason for this break-up is political. V. has been growing increasing-
ly bourgeois and cynical. Once a caring teacher, he is now part of the
administration. His racist remarks about Puerto Rican students provoke
the heroine’s long-withheld wrath, and she angrily attacks him for “play-
ing god” (p. 82). Later, in a letter, he attacks her in equally harsh terms.
Here, too, he reveals his deprived workingclass background, which
forced him to deny both his musical gifts and his homosexuality. Both of
these former friends say terrible things to each other: too terrible to
retract, or gloss over. Their relationship is ended.

Clausen apparently wants this failed connection to stand for the
impermanence of all relations in our threatened world. Her protagonist
reflects “no doubt some vestige of bourgeois morality figured in this
desire for permanence” (p. 83). The last lines of “Duration,” too, reiter-
ate this theme of instability: *“Here in the soft sites, cities. Defenseless
in front of moming” (p. 90).

Yet this conclusion is not entirely convincing, for even in the world
of this story some things, as we have seen, do endure: the heroine’s
relationship with P and Becca (which she attributes to luck), the “com-
mon sense” and “love” that exist, along with the “terror,” in the alterna-
tive community. True, a dropped bomb would end the world as any of
us know it. But one doesn't have to be Pollyanna—or “bourgeois”-to
feel that some sorts of commitments are possible, even necessary, in our
endangered culture. Indeed, the heroine, by maintaining connections
with her lover and, to a lesser extent, with the movement, undercuts the
story’s thesis.

Thus, in spite of its brilliance, insight, and wit, “Duration™ seems
flawed. Perhaps the problem lies in the crucial scene with V. The argu-
ment and its aftermath seem to happen too quickly. I wish I had known
more about V. (about his working-class background, for example, and his
resentment of the heroine’s middle-class childhood) before the fight
scene. While I too have quarreled with friends, and even ended friend-
ships, because of political differences, I still felt there was more to this
story than Clausen was telling us here. Since V. and the protagonist have
been growing in different directions over a period of years, why do they
quarrel at this particular time? Did V.- make a blatantly racist remark
on purpose so that the woman would be obliged, as a radical, to attack
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him? How exactly have these friends failed one another? How }
mchubackpwndsofbomemmntommmw or
cachodm.mdﬂnimpﬂlwﬂawnhdmm.or
qmmmwwmwmmﬂm
lhmtwootlm.h.lmpovmt,qubbluwlththiluoq. '
concerns the quirky practice of assigning some characters initials inst i
ofmes(athrowbacktotbel&hmmxy.vhcnwthonvﬂnd >
cmtedwmudmthntthwchnmammnlm).m
ferrk:hneuandum;l‘dlkotoknowthu?.hhtmh,huy.
or Penelope; that V. is Victor or Vinnie.
Aho.lnu.uehewhm.amcnhmumuhardeton :
middlechsdm:cm:hn:beuodbc.&ompoht.thonamtor
usmatu,hctlmandthehchidwmmu[our]mhh !
rooms, while on the ground floor two Black women and five children
onrﬂowdnfw-mommthcwdfmpcysfof’(p.ss). he
Whiunlnkplma“lonfmdim'lu...aods”mwthnthe. s
mpﬂﬁkpddnctunmdwthcmdtbeaorymu
tbatthcydnnmnyprobhms—buyufood.lodn;menu hroy
gentrification, getting home safely—with their poor and workingclass
netghbon(mdendumaddedhmualubiuu).ﬁbmztou
mmpleofneedleamiddlo-dmmﬂt(tbcmlwm {
obﬂwdythehndlad.inoolhdon.nodoubt,wﬂhthewelfmsym).
qumw,lfmm:muﬁnbookmd
whichdsouldbereadbyalwomen(or,fathatmam.m)who
oowemdmumbmulyndmlyhmmam.lyh
esﬂngtknu.ﬂenhapbeeof“thewth'tlmmhelpusunda t;
oumhumdthesymthnmwﬁmlnddmhny.th T
Hanging Loose Press deserves credit for publishing this book which is.
uncomeuuondhbothmm‘ucmu(wmfo:m) i
mmaummmwwcmmwi
mﬂonofwth—waddtmdoubledlylmetejectedthhmmsuu'
HmungLoocdtmdpodmmdpodminwkmledmtb
importance of what Clausen has to tell us.

174




BARBARA SMITH

GATHERING GROUND: NEW WRITING BY NORTHWEST
WOMEN OF COLOR edited by Jo Cohran, J. T. Stewart and
Mayumi Tsutakawa. The Seal Press, 312 Washington, Seattle, WA
98104. 187 pp. $6.95.

MANY VOICES, ONE CHANT, BLACK FEMINIST PER-
SPECTIVES edited by Valerie Amos, Gail Lewis, AminaMama,
and Pratibha Parmar. Feminist Review 17, Autumn 1984, U.S. Dis-
tributor Kitchen Table: Women of Color Press, Box 2753, New York,
N.Y. 10185. 118 pp. $7.00.

I know things have changed for the better, at least as far as Third
World women's writing is concerned, when I am asked to review two
recent anthologies by women of color who live, work, and write con-
tinents away from each other and also thousands of miles away from
what I think of as home. Gathering Ground brings together writing from
this country’s Pacific Northwest. Many Voices, One Chant (a special
issue of the British magazine, Feminist Review) is the first major antholo-
gy by Black feminists in Britain. Even before reading these books | was
excited by the specificity and complexity their mere existence indicates
our movement has come to. I remember all too well the short time ago
when there wasn't even one work that implied that such a being as a
Third World/woman/feminist even existed.

More and more, those of us who are women of color—activists,
feminists, and Lesbians—can see our faces reflected not only in writing,
but in visual art, drama, music, and political work. Anthologies by
women of color have provided significant support in the process of each
of us finding ourselves and they have also made it more possible for us
to find each other. They seem particularly well-suited to revealing Third
World women's experience because they embody the very diversity that
is the hallmark of our lives. Not surprisingly, Gathering Ground and
Many Voices, One Chant each contains a spectrum of work and they are
also quite different from each other.

Gathering Ground is co-edited by Jo Cochran, J.T. Stewart, and
Mayumi Tsutakawa who are American Indian, Afro-American, and
Japanese American women. Their collaboration on this project must have

Copyright © 1985 by Barbara Smith
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bmchallendnchndoﬂmlfmdobvmdymtumtodn
oftheedbcﬁm.mnhwakbyvmwbwmmmﬁom
Kom.lmndunhyﬁ.wmfmnthc Cherok
MM&MMMWMMw
Mmmw.mmmo.ndwwu&t:m
htcpdpanofthebook.lfdeedhCoowpdonAhm’s nting
dwmwﬂamdyhﬁmdcdorﬁdmmmmatm re
in black and white. Gathering Ground's physically beau !
pmadmndlumnymmwtyuwupm
throughout.
‘lhﬂm:hlnglmdwlid:nmodmdypuledmehwa Charlc
WamW’s"l‘hea'lmOnlylook&uy.'Shcwmw

See that sister
with her chest
hanging out
buttocks
exposed to rain
wind and white men.
She used to
dream of dancing
her lean torso
undulating with

The Dance Theatre of

thickened by
pantyhose made for
white women. (53)

mamofmwuwmwmm agg
qtmdnhckm'snhuonﬁbtom.anhﬁonﬂﬂp C
constantly undermined by our actual material conditions. Nancy
Kennel's haunting story, “Mirrors,” also appears in the book’s |
section, “We Cannot Wait to Be Discovered.” It begins:

mmumm-mumdeﬁuu
umuwmmmmmwﬂmm
tree when her father decided that she should Vit
out




In womxmddmkbsmnumsoflmndmum
between mothers and daughters, because o“honecedduolmmim
andmmuon.thomroadsofnxuaLmhl.depohuamo
their lives.

dwayt,theouudywandmhubmklm.rodhm

you up?” (98)

Jannette thinks bitterly, *. . . what color that fist was . . .” doesn't
matter. (98) In contrast RoseMary worries:

But what lllthdbecnthtwhiumcbe’dbmnduhuly?
Now thntwnmy.%mhdhnmnbntupnlndhn
wom.itwuwaﬂybeauuhowudmnkorm.d.'ﬂnna
white mnbutupanlndhnwomm,itnemedlkeuwub&
cause he hated her. Orboaunhohatedanlndhm.liketht
guard at the B.I.A. school. How many Indian girls did he beat
upbcfmheﬂnnykmedthtonemdtheymdhim? (101)

Deborah C. Earling’s (Salish and Kootenai) story, “Perma Red,” also
begins with aywngwommmlkinghomedongd:eh@waﬂen
night of drinking. Like Jannette, Louise wonders what her grandmother’s

Thetha!lowdroneofnooadomlpcduwundthe
monotony of the fields' humming. She listened to the
Merln;ﬂctofthemnbopwmdtﬂodtobb&theimm
of her mother’s fever-swollen face. She

excuse for last night's drunk. But she

matter now. She had come up with convincing alibis in the past.
And Grandma would listen intently, nod

her. She would feel a little guilty a first, but later she would
feel smug. Bm:hcwummshehdfooledtheoldvm
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only pride made her hold onto the thought that she had. (107)

Vickie Sears’ (Cherokee/Anglo) “Sticktalk™ deals in a different way
with alcohol and the challenge of tradition versus assimilation. In this
story the old ways help to make change possible. Sears writes:

I was walking alone through a coastal village feeling lonely
and pensive. Glad to be on a reservation. That in itself made it
safer for many feelings and perhaps riddle answers to recent

puzzlings. | was thinking about going to the Shaker ceremony
in the morning. It had been a long time since | had participated
in any ceremonies other than pow-wows. I'd been living in the
city for almost three years. A concrete-caught citizen far away
from the smell of sweat lodges with water-splashed spitting
rocks. Missed the sounds and smells of old ways ceremonies.

It seemed especially important at this time because | had

been reminiscing about drinking for weeks. There was struggle
staying sober. I'd been sober for eleven years. (142) X

On the beach the woman meets a talking stick. She tries to ignore it, by
ends up bringing it back with her to the city. The woman refers to ¢
stick as “she™ and eventually learns to respect it as an elder. The advic
the stick gives might come from a grandmother, from the wisdom of th
woman's own inner voice, or from a stick so imbued with spirit it ind
can speak. At the end of the story the stick tells her:

“It is good you have always called me an Old One. It is true. |
am also your forgottens, here to remind you that alone is not
always lonely.” (145)

These words are lifelines, offering me counsel that during the worst
times my inner resources, like the woman’s in the story, might be suf
cient for me to make it. Appropriately, “Sticktalk™ appears in the as
thology’s last section, “In Order to Survive,” while the other two
placed in the second section, “I Am Going To Talk With Them Abou
Their Daughters.” \
These stories and much of the work in Gathering Ground seem
familiar and yet the landscapes, language, and details of daily living 2
quite new to me. | realized that one explanation fonnyfeeﬁnpof‘
nection is how so many of these writers speak about their g 1
Mfoaunotonlyoomupmhmdmhmcakmcm
in writing by women of color generally. (I noticed a similar empha
while reading A Gathering of Spirit: Writing by North American Ind
Women, edited by Beth Brant.*) .

i

*Copyright 1983, 1974 Sinister Wisdom Books, P.0. Box 1023, Rockland, MEO4
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The deep feelings we have for our grandmothers repeatedly surface
for a number of reasons. Often, because of economic circumstances,
racial and sexual politics, they are the people who take care of us when
we are growing up. Two generations removed, we may not feel the ten-
sions with them that we do with our own mothers. Finally, they are old
enough to have been through the fire, to know the old ways and to carry
in their flesh the history ofoppredonlndwmnlofourpeoplo.whhh
literally makes us who we are. Qur grandmothers had far fewer chances
thmwe,yettheymmtolovousfortheopponunmeswhnmd
sometimes for the risks that we take. I think Third World women writers
not only try to write for our own generation, but for generations past
and future, especially for those women who could not bring their own
stories to light—in other words, for our grandmothers.

In a transcribed conversation among the three editors, “Listening
In,” J.T. Stewart and Jo Cochran discuss our having a conscious and on-
going relationship as writers, with our families, neighborhoods, people.

J.T.: Jumping over on the other side, I think it would be
absolutely peculiar if any of my white women writer friends

said that they felt a responsibility to their people.
Jo: They don’t know what you're saying if you say it.
J.T.: They'd say, “What people?” (22)

A sense of peoplehood and community pervades Gathering Ground. In
their preface the editors assert:

We examined our original guidelines: self-discovery, com-
munity perspectives, cultural awareness, We asked ourselves how
muchahouldthuooonoemphyapminthoubcdond
manuscripts. Yes, these guidelines are important, we decided:
so much so that we came to see them as imperatives. They are
what allows us to define ourselves. (7)

This emphasis accounts for the strength and integrity of the anthology,
but it may also account for what I consider a significant weakness—the
lack of specific political analysis that points to the ways that Third
World identity and cultural output are necessarily connected to political
organizing and resistance. The reality of women of color being oppressed
and the political conditions under which we create are inherent in much
of the work included here, but little is said about the historical and con-
temporary movements of women and people of color which make the
existence of such an anthology possible. The clearest statements about
organizing refer to cultural concerns, such as the need for writing work-
shops run by women of color for women of color.

In contrast the editors of Many Voices, One Chant—Valerie Amos,
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Gail Lewis, Amina Mama, and Pratibha Parmar-write explicitly
activists. In their introductory editorial they state:

We do not claim to be representative of all Black women, or of
the Black feminist movement in its totality. Nor do we see this
issue as comprehensive or definitive of Black women's experi-
ences. Rather we hope it will stimulate further discussion and
debate . . . The process of collecting material for this issue con-
firmed our view that there is a wealth of political, academic and
creative writings by Black women demanding an outlet. Such
writings document our historical and contemporary experiences
and inspire our political practice. (1)

There is a sense of pragmatic urgency running through this an
which features a section specifically devoted to accounts of
Women Organizing Autonomously.”

This emphasis upon action conveyed through essays, poems
vivid photographs of women at meetings, at demonstrations, and
work might coincidentally reflect the orientation of the four
My sense, however, from visiting London several times since 1977
meeting with Black women there is that the overt political focus
Many Voices, One Chant has much to do with the day-to-day
under which people of color must live. The population of Third W
people in Britain has greatly increased since World War 11 resulting
an historically concentrated period of virulently reactive racism from
white British state and from the white population as a whole.

In her article, “Black Women, the Economic Crisis and the
state,” Amina Mama points out that “. . . Black women in Britain
historically rooted in three different continents,”—Africa, Asia, and
Caribbean. (24) She goes on to explain:

From another angle we can be viewed as three ‘generations’.
First there are those who have inhabited Liverpool, Cardiff
and London since the seventeenth century, who arrived either
as the daughters of Black ex-slaves, or of unions
between Black sailors and native white women. The middle

88

fascist National Front, which has verifiable ties to the Ku Klux
erosion of social reforms and services particularly under the

regime; and a generally depressed economy are symptons and
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of hardscrabble living conditions for most people of color, especially
women. These negative conditions as well as the tradition of a well-
organized British left contribute to a high level of militancy and
political sophistication among British Black feminists which is quite
evident in this collection.

The emphasis on “what have we done™ and “what can we do™ about
oppression is inspiring and clarifying. At times, however, the sharpness
of the analysis is undermined by an extremely abstract style. Overall |
missed a degree of personal and emotional revelation in the writing
which might have let me know better the women behind these words.
The one prose piece which effectively combines the individual material
with political observation is “Becoming Visible: Black Lesbian Discus-
sions,” in which the authors of course are taking many other risks.
The participants, Carmen, Gail, Sahila, and Pratibha, constantly refer
to their connections with and support of the Black family and com-
munity, but receiprocal support and the integration of Black Lesbian
issues is largely missing elsewhere in the anthology. Despite these prob-
lems, I found a level of analysis and practice here, which has often been
lacking from Third World feminist writing in the U.S.

The opening article, “Challenging Imperial Feminism,” by Valerie
Amos and Patibha Parmar focuses upon the various limitations of the
white women’s movement in Britain and aptly pinpoints why white
feminism is not only racist in relationship to women of color, but
imperialist. Indeed, the very existence of Many Voices, One Chant chal-
lenges this brand of imperialism, since up until now white women’s
publishing in Britain has concentrated almost exclusvely upon reprint-
ing work by U.S. Black women, ignoring Black women writers who live
right there. Amos and Parmar write:

In the same way that the Labour movement has lamented the
supposed lack of involvement of Black people in their struggles
so white women have condemned Black women for not engag-
ing in the struggles they have identified as important—the co-
lonial heritage marches on. (4)

Themthoupwﬂdeuunymnpksofhow!ntbeorymdhfmtbe
concerns of many white feminists are not only inapplicable to the exper-
iences of women of color, but are downright destructive to us and our
people.

Onelwetheydlmswhlchhndlrecuppliaﬂontodnpomhl
situation in the U.S. are the reasons that women of color have not
gravitated to the anti-nculear movement. The myopic narrowness in too
many cases of peace movement politics as well as the racism of individual




participants account for our non-participatfon, despite the fact that
consider the curtailing of nuclear weaponry crucial. They write:

Many women at Greenham have begun to experience forthe
mmmmuﬁudmmmmdwumdwb :
realizing why many Black women are not willing to deliberately
exponthemaelvutoit'henitisnﬂuydayocamuccfo
them, anyway. thkwomamnplainuthemtcmyay
dwhm.mdthetmofamdnpoﬂatm.aw
minedmnitlrymdthonnltﬂuionsmsonho’velfan'm ~

familiar ground to us. '

mchoﬁoetodemonstnu'peacd\my'orukcnon-dm
wﬁonh&m«bmtvﬁhbhtoummmdsofm
peoplemudwdaahutheNadomlFmtndnsinSouthl.
inlzvhham.poueewmmdytodobmbwiththeirm
cbeongﬁotthbldsmdhm&lfddminmm
hubmthemlyopﬁonmdthemouyanﬂabktomh.
oonﬁtodofbrickgdwbhlids.cmﬁbo-bsmdpw'olbomh,
mqmno(dehwaﬁumhwbmwﬂ;htomm
mbnotanabnnaonofammfapeopleimolmlh
national liberation struggles around the world. (17)

The international focus of Black feminism in Britain seems r
maeaolidthmhmhmwmdthceodeschmofwomenof :
nationalities and races more prevalent. There, the term Black refer
poopleofbothlndhnudAfrianaip’n(thuwohmM
pwm)mdinmemtootherpwphofcolo‘.utbw;hm
definitely been divisions between the Asian and African communits
there have also been many instances of workable conditions.

Parita Trivedi's essay, “To Deny Our Fullness: Asian Women
lakhgofﬂistory.“isanexoeﬂentmvinofﬂnpomhl ituat
and organizing efforts of Indian women, both in India and in Brita
Trivedi exposes the white power structure’s role in dividing people

cdo:mdhundemhﬁtgapnmﬂauwmm
myths. She writes:

The mte.withtheb;ckingolthened'n.mmmtom -
divisions within the Black community (Asian = passive, law-
abiding;umaribbm-viohnt.awedn)...l-‘orm
ofthharﬁch...lhnoonﬁnedmyuntopoinﬁngtow"
tions of revolutionary protest in the Indian subcontinent, to
belythemytholpcaivity-tndhndnwnuponmc

themugluhvhichwomeninlndhhnhmmnyw
involved. (38) '-

Tﬂvedidescribesanumberofinsuncaoflndhnwaneno
autonomously in Britain, particularly around restrictive imm
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Jaws, unfair working conditions, and violence against women.

For me, one of the most fascinating and useful articles was “Black
Women Organizing” by members of the Brixton Black Women's Group,
because it analyzes the successes and failures of an actual Black women's
group. The Organization of Women of Asian and African Descent
(OWAAD) began in 1978 and disbanded in 1982 because of structural
problems, opposition from the Black community toward Black women
organizing independently, and difficulties caused by differences among
jts members. OWAAD was a highly effective organization, among its
actvities was sponsoring four national Black women's conferences be-
tween 1978 and 1982. Not surprisingly, “. . . the complexities of putting
the political principles of Afro-Asian unity in to practice . . ." and homo-
phobia contributed to splitting the group apart. (85) I admire the ability
of the women from OWAAD to be both self-critical and positive about
what they accomplished, to demonstrate what they learned from their
mistakes, and to write it all down so we might leam too.

The authors cite one accusation in particular which has been hurled
at Third World feminist organizations to which I have been committed
and which I've never seen so incisively countered. They write:

Another popular way of undermining Black women organiz-
ing consisted of accusations about ‘dominant, middle-class
bourgeois women', who are isolated from the ‘woman on the
streets’. We succumbed and continue to succumb to the fraudu-
lent and divisive analysis that ‘women on the streets’ could not
discuss, articulate and somehow begin to fight their oppression.
The argument goes that because we are organized, we are no
longer ‘typical’ of Black women; and therefore, the campaigns
and issues we take up are misguided. This was based on the
assumption that we are middle class because we are all sup-
posedly the recipients of higher education. It would be facile
to attempt to refute this notion by giving a head count of how
many of us had done so. But two points do need to be made.
Firstly, since when were we in the business of attacking Black
people for gaining access to higher education. It seems some-
what contradictory to accuse us of selling out or being irrelevant
when some of those same people are actively engaged in the
struggle to ensure that Black children ‘achieve’ in the education
system. Secondly, since when did access to education and the
fact that we may occupy ‘middle-class’ jobs automatically lead
to petty bourgeois politics. Our opponents are guilty of con-
flating two issues in the attempt to absolve themselves of the
responsibility to challenge women's oppression. But at the time
these kinds of attacks seriously undermined the early unity of
OWAAD. (88)

Reinforcing the theme of “many voices, one chant” Parita Trivedi
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refers to the same phenomenon in her article on Asian women.
writes:

Asian women who have started organizing and struggling
have faced the prospect of being portrayed as ‘different’ from
their community. The immense problems faced in being po-
litically active, as well as the sources from which we have drawn
nurturance and strength have been denied and negated. Most of
us have rejected these attempts to individualize us and insisted
that we be seen as a part of a collective protest: drawn from the
family and the community. (44)

I would like to add my voice to this chorus. In the introduction |
Home Girls 1 described the process of arriving at a title:

Home Girls. The girls from the neighborhood and from the

are threatened by feminism have argued that by being a Black
feminist (particularly if you are also a Lesbian) you have left the
race, are no longer a part of the Black community, in short no
longer have a home . . . critics of feminism pretend that just
because some of us speak out about sexual politics ar home,

within the Black community, we must have sprung miraculously
from somewhere else. But we are not strangers and never have
been. | am convinced that Black feminism is, on every level,

organic to Black experience.*

Obviously, the attempt to ostracize and oppose those of us who
trying to bring together the many strains of our identities and to
the multitudinous oppressions they inspire is global. It is painfully
that our most hateful opposition has too often come from our
people. Reading Many Voices, One Chant, Gathering Ground,
the increasing body of works by women of color helps, if nothing
to let us know that those of us involved in this struggle are not alone.
Gathering Ground fed me artistically, emotionally and
while Many Voices, One Chant fed me intellectually and politically
therefore spiritually as well. I need both. It brought me up short
realize that at times the experiences of women living in another ;
could seem more accessible than those of women living here. I
a lot reading these pages and glimpsed just how much more I
learn. What | value finally about these many voices is how they've
me to experience diversity among us in joyful and empowering
in ways that lead to the very opposite of despair.

*Home Girls: A Black Feminist Anthology, Kitchen Table Women of Color
1983, pg. xxil. 1
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LUZHAR.{AUMPIERRB

CHILIAGONYbyIdlM.ZMMMbySnmPM
(Bloomington: Third Woman Press, 1984), 51 pp., $5.95.

Iris Zavala’s work as literary critic and poet is well known in this
country, in Europe, and in the literary field in general. She has four
collections of poems published between 1964 and 1982: Barro doliente,
Poemas prescindibles, Escritura desatada and Que nadie muera sin amar

el mar. Chiliagony, originally published in Spanish in 1980, supposes
her breaking away ﬁmnhzrpoeﬂccwmandlﬁmmmlnwthe
novelesque genre,

Within hwmmmhmmmthenexhuawmnﬂmmtodum
with socio-political issues due to the colonial status of the island and its
peopb.ﬂﬂshucaused,htbeﬂeldofthenovel,amdencymproducc
texts for the reader to create an awareness of the status and problems
genmtedonthehhndbythepmenceoftheumwd&amamqmy
Wadwhﬁmfmmthhewm.bnh’smwithwmdwthe
historical events mentioned in her novel, is founded in her choice to deal
with them within the fantastic or illusory-unreal content of her narra-
tion. Without ideological sermons or making detailed allusions to history,
the wthormamautoconveytotbewcdeumt«undemdhgof
historical facts and situations through her craftsmanship in using the
technique of defamiliarization. By making these allusions to history
unfamiliar to the reader, he or she is forced to participate more fully,
while reading the text, in order to extract a historical or political mean-
ing, thus arriving at a more personal awareness of these facts.

H,umeyGedeenettctnthmbeDmea
were to reduce the novel’s plot to a verb, we would say that the verb is
“to dream.” Dreaming is “the air and strength™ (Chiliggony, 3) that
unmnormeahﬂwhlddenpudomofﬂwchnactenwhomnomm
but essences, dead entities from the past brought forth to render their
testimony. It is Paloma Vargas de Ponce’s dream of death which re-builds
thehbtoﬂu]manentwben,oncathe&xbmwulmended,w
nllnquidmthepoaudonofmenomeotothevnmd&ambym
of the Treaty of Paris of 1898. The novel's title lends itself to various
lnterpmﬂomormadmy.mthm;whichwﬂldsohmwnhﬂn
reading of this short novel. In its epigraph Descartes is quoted to explain

Copyright © 1985 by Luz Marfs Umpierre
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whtn“clﬁhon”h—ampwndhnvhﬂmmbom
whichannotbo:ppnlnndod“whhtbmdthomhd.”lym
ndmd&mmmnhummtodnumvhbhlm
ﬁuduhybﬂdltyofﬂnun:ehﬂly)#w-thtwofknm
that,dupmmoryandhmdmdon.thcdmmdmwmdmmy.u
the historical facts mentioned, cannot be transformed.
mnmlbeumwnhminanuﬂonmdammuudbyh
mupmmmm.mmmhmwh“Mnsm
kﬂin;themhmlﬂthunfndp“lyhdnwucn”(l).MIu
wqyofddngthnmaybedwodnayaothtthepmbuﬂomd
m.mmusmhthnthedearoyedmoﬂ’ona.mor :
at the beginnings of the novel, will not be forgotten and “Its descendant
will rule a city without parallel on earth™ (1) The story is the reconstruc
tion of Ponce’s past by means of imagination and dream,
One of the most important features of Zavala’s novel is the cor
plex usage of narrative voice. At the beginnings of the novel there
an enigma as to who is narrating these events. This matter is cleared 1
for the reader when Paloma Vargas introduces herself as the na
Hmr.dnthbdacﬂonofthcml.vlidlheompoadof
chapters and an epilogue, refers to Paloma Vargas in the third person:
“hlam”becomu“pnlom”(dm(ﬁ).mnmuhtyutovho he
narrator is can be explained by taking into account the fact that th
wthorm:ybemcungwm:dnlmthaitymdtb nive
voieeofpower.Bynothuhgoocwthaiuﬂnvoumthg.
novclbnaksw:yfranadngledheomuofponr.mm in-
fowuwhatlexphhwdatdnbednﬂn;ofthhm.lfanhm cal,
authoritative voice is missing, then the reader is asked to collaba
ftmherhxudingthombyhlmgtoﬁauemumdfamon
own, thus experiencing a very personal awareness.
Zavala's novel seems at first to lack lineal movement for it alights
upon being after being, memory after memory, dream after dream. Yet
within this synchrony of scenes, the reader realizes at the end of t
novel that a lineal movement was occurring in the narration which le
to the confrontation of the opposing forces present in the novel. Tt
oppodngforcumaybendwedtothemoﬂheumm_'
chﬂhgon;thntb.theouemddnmnhlplc.indmdonnn mag
ﬁon,ordervschoc.dre-nnmﬁty.&mbmnmk n
'l‘henovel'sendina.thedutmctionoftheunbombythe ‘
completes the omen presented at the beginning of the novel but not
thefmnblemmnerandcbuedtheu.l‘hcpndicﬁonh-dbdn
beﬂen&atdnmhof?onoewaﬂdliveetcmﬂymddmﬁn
beyondmmtobembdbythedeweodanuomwpeopbof
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would be a dream city. The final reality is quite different. The people
will in fact live forever—revolving “nine thousand years around the earth
and under the earth, in an irrational state™ (51). The city beyond com-
pare will be the chiliagon which cannot be equaled to anything imagined
or known for it cannot be seen with the eyes of the spirit.

From the above one must remember that the unicorn is a figure
often used to symbolize autonomy and feminine power. Thus the de-
struction of the unicorn by the chiliagony has to be taken as the domin-
ation of the male/discourse/power over the female. But this domination
and destruction leads to Armageddon: the city of Ponce, a symbol of
Puerto Rico but also of the World, revolving in an irrational state for
thousands of years. This reality—Armageddon—is the chiliagon; some-
thing unknown or unimaginable to those who, like the women in the
story and the unicorn, see only with the eyes of the spirit.

The Ponce of the narration emerges before the reader as a Borgian
labyrinth:

Perpetual prison the town, main protagonist of enigmas. Dream
flies there in the air and on the strength of its enchantments
locked up in its house all the neighbors who in two centuries
could not break the locks or open the doors or penetrate the
walls, (34)

During the first two parts of the novel, the main characters are four
sisters: Carmela, Lupe, Lola and Suncha. Each one of them lived in a
dream world of unreality. Carmela was seeking the winged male with
whom she fell madly in love causing her disconcert. Lupe reminds the
reader of Medusa and is also the one who confronts lineage, loses and
lives her life aloof, secluded in her dreams. Lola lived “without treading
the earth, she neglected and touched it no more than the necessary in
order to support her body™ (11). Never wanting to marry, “She always
let fantasy and daydream go free, every evening they ran the bolt™ (12).
Suncha, who is at first omitted by the narrator, is Paloma Vargas' grand-
mother and “She lived her century internally. . . . She made no distinc-
tions between time . . . she held the keys of fantasy™ (18-19). The
sisters are beings who feed on imagination; they are favorites of the
unicorn. The sisters are brought back to life thanks to the water mirage —
the narrator’s memory and the recreation of the poet. When on page 44
we are told that the Minotaur destroyed the mirrors, this revelation pre-
pares us for the end of the novel — the dissolution of the refraction
which allowed the narrator's memory to tell us about the sisters and
Ponce. It must be noted that the Minotaur is not an arbitrary symbolic
choice in the novel. In mythology this is the queen lineage-loving animal.
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And lineage and queens in the narration, up to the moment when ¢
mirrors are destroyed, are associated with the four sisters.

Although the mirrors have been destroyed and the refraction in
rupted, there exists another vehicle for reconstructing the past; that
through dreams. The last section of the novel confronts the reader wit
another level of narration closer to reality. In this third section we hi
three women: Filomena, Fidela and Carola. Here the narrative ve
begins to play a more active role in the events that follow due to the f
that the narration is a product of her dreams. It is in this section that t
unicorn appears. The unicom’s arrival coincides with Maria n.
reign, and with her “The world awakened™ (47). It is in this sectic
where Paloma Vargas disappears as the narrator. The reader suppe
that Maria Eugenia’s reign, emerging from the unicom’s appearance
symbolizing the leadership of women in the world, ends when
Chiliagon drove the unicom from the town™ (50); the chiliagon,
mentioned before, symbolizes patriarchal discourse and power. Thus, ¢
end of her reign is the end of hopes of salvation and possibilities — ¢
destruction of the unicorn — and the emergence of doomsday
destruction brought about by the chiliagon.

At the end the town becomes once again the image presented at ¢
beginning — hell — and the conjurer and narrator returns to reality
“to the house to retire in the rocking chair where death awaited” (S(
The final mention made by the voice that has taken over the narratic
indicates that Paloma Vargas has died. The disappearance occurs briefl
before the materialization of the initial predicton; a materializatior
which occurs in the epilogue. ltwsmentionedthuhemmhty.
who the narrator is could be taken as a reaction against an univocal/patr
archal voice. However, I would like also to offer another interpret
Thcvolcethltukumatmemdofdnmﬁonmdwhhh
that Paloma Vargas is dead could be the voice of a male narrator. The
defeat of the female narrator by the male narrator could be paralle
to that of the unicom by the chiliagon. Thus at the narrative level
could also be prepared for the curse that takes place when female powe
authority and voice are destroyed — the end of Ponce, Puerto Rico
the World.

The translation by Susan Pensak lacks the flow of the or
Spanish version. However she should be commended for the undert
since it is my belief that the task of translating this novel is dout
meritorious given the difficulties in vocabulary, anecdote and style ewt
in its Spanish version.

The novel deserves a more thorough study than the one this re
offers as an introduction to a difficult text. For example, it would be
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important to do studies on the subject of intertextualities in the novel—
from Ovid's Metamorphosis, Homer's Jliad to the Latin American La
invencion de Morell. There are passages that seem to be taken verbatim
fmdwmmkmmmmhfmmmwnoumudmmﬁm
nmlmmmedomknlbwmmmchddm:a.onm
authorial level is using men’s discourse, as exemplified in the afore-
mentioned intertexualities, thus creating a paradox for the critical
feminist reader.

Zavala's incursion into a genre so rarely dealt with by women in the
Cadbbeanhhudatory.Bymmontsy,imdnﬂonmddms.
dweonwyutothemderdnchﬂhgon-thchlhmmofhuwod:.
neoomcymtothomdahuhappmdthrwghthpmhﬂonof
thoChnay)+uony-tbeetemalmdfdghmgmofaqnciﬁc
place, Ponce, a refracton of a colonized country, Puerto Rico, and of the
World.




NINA

OUT FROM UNDER: SOBER DYKES AND OUR FRIEND!
Edited by Jean Swallow. Spinsters, Ink, 803 Dettaro St., San Fr
cisco CA 94107. 1983. 239 pp. $8.95.

“Out from Under"—it’s a good title, it's how it feels to get sobe
some days crawling, some days walking tall and taller as the days cles
and dry go by. The impossible days, five days, fourteen, ninety,
months; I never thought in the eleven years of my drinking I could |
this long without a drink. I could not imagine it. “This is a book ak
recovery. This is a book about how we live after that cold day in h
when we finally said, that’s enough, that’s enough, oh my god, t
enough” (Swallow, x). When I decided to stop it was because there
nothing left to do, .

I could notdream but [ could experiment.

If this doesn’t work then try something else.

Try beer if gin fools you. Try not drinking at home.
Try giving it up and see how that likes you.

It didn't like me
(Suzanne Hendrich, 9)

A voice I didn't recognise said, “I am an alcoholic,” and for the first t
I listened to her.

Three weeks sober, shaking and terrified, I found this book
helped me make sense of what was going on, made me feel less
“oh yes, yes, | am in the right place, this is what is supposed to |
(Swallow, xi). This is not an academic review.

Out From Under is a collection of stories, essays, poems, novel
cerpts, journal entries by lesbians in recovery from alcoholism, d
addiction, co-alcoholism (addiction rehnomhwtoalcoholbd
addicts), and from the effects of being raised in an alcoholic famil
also includes a series of interviews with lesbians working with
recovery.

It is an exciting and a necessary book. A year and a half sober
feeling isolated, Jean Swallow could find almost nothing written 2
lesbians in recovery: “It was like being in a desert at noon in the mi
of summer: | knew there was something alive out there, but I ¢¢

Copyright ©1985 by Nina Newington
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find it. . . . I sent out a call-for-material the next week™ (vii) There isa
power to this book because it was created out of a simple and direct need
for information and connection, because it breaks silences, because, as a
whole and in its parts, it's about doing something new and scary.

Getting sober is like coming out and growing up all rolled into one.
Because Swallow chose to focus on pieces about recovery, rather than on
stories of the bad old days, Our From Under is not a depressing book.

There is pain and anger but there is also hope and joy and humor in the
journey.

“Becoming sober is a process which only begins with the not
drinking . . . things were different. It’s not as if I had never
done any of these things before, it's just that | had never done
them while bein.eondstcnayaober....'hke...ftun.s&nco
fruit never went too well with beer, I just never bothered to
eat any. I was surprised that I not only like fruit but that |
actually craved strawberries, apples and pears.”
(Alice Aldrich, I55)

And running and writing and making art and dancing and feeling and sex.

Images of love-making without alcohol are not part of my

memory. How romantic can it be with bottled water anyway?
I'm learning.

(Swallow, 54)

Later moving myhmdmoumdminlwnm

spiraling
deeper and harder to wave after wave of contraction. “Enough.”
she screamed.

“Enough?” | asked provocatively.

She propped herelf up on her elbows, looking down at my
face by her vulva, Shewuhuahin;mdayin;at the same time,
tears streaming down her radiant tace.huchmhuviu“m
my life, I've been told I wanted too much,” she cried.

(Thomas, 224)

So many discoveries as you learn to trust and to feel again.
Making the focus of her book recovery, Swallow includes writings
by women who are not themselves alcoholics or drug addicts but whose

lives have been scarred by engagement with other people’s addictions.
She found that,
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mevmwmewmmm
tomonrmodonnndow“mmdtobomm.
(Swallow, ix)

mfomofthebookmomonhhdm:wof ‘
thwmofddmmfwocmumm
Wmdmofthomomymmmm.'m
dww."dmmﬂmlyofvmbymm o0
mwwtwmmmudmmumm :
Mpetﬂngclemmd:ob«.hﬂonﬂhecdm.“l‘he'laym
hmmapmmmbdammcmwma
chndommmmmmmwmmm
m”mmﬂmnmm.m.wmdw
mmmmwmuﬂbmmw
m‘mﬂnmoudm&nthGMﬂomeedy

‘lhctedetneedstobmuothebookaﬁnhmmd lexib
q.m:mummwmmmmu ‘
mfonhelesbhncommmity.mhonlythebednnhzoh oUIME;

In the lesbian mm.mmtoammcu
summer, the statistics are: 38% alcoholic, 30% problem drink-
mFaammMMnmmmmma

you love one.
(Swallow, ix)

When 1 first read these figures I thought they were ridicuic
mthbemdumtthbeafunhuinf :
onthhmndybmlewldnotlowethcacnnlmce.wmw
pmhnmummmmmmmdepmh
mmmaammummmmmmyml
Wmmeymwww.wmmm :
nmuchhammofdndom:mfmndmdmmm :
touk:b«nbowdngotdnnkatlunonoeawek;mhetm
b.ddicudtogxabmhtoouedtouop;nhkdwﬂmmm
mmmujummmdmﬂmmnd.dn _

tobmhtnppens;afwtth:umdnofwbmtylmlb
mymdmumMMmMafwmmw.
mtyvhare.unincea.whanym'nwlhuoaen,it'sthue.l
willing to for a long time.

lthuchadhnuofduhl.ueohoﬁnhsadabdmad
a “lesbian alcoholic,” who wants to be that? It’s two of the
worst mywmbmtommmym |
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To admit that is really scary. We need to give support to one
another to admit it. I believe our community can do this.
(JoAnn Gamer-Loulan, 101)

Contributors focus on various areas of support: finding other ways
than alcohol to fundraise; ensuring clean and sober space at women's
events; presuring for lesbian residential rehabitilitation centers (there is
only one in the whole country). But above all we need to be willing to
look at the issue. This applies to feminist political organizations as well as
to lesbian social gatherings.

When [ ask for free space

the woman over there

says we must keep our meetings
accessible: Fay, black,

has more pain, and needs her drugs

to continue and Angie, poor,
remembering rape, can not go on

without her bottle.
(Catherine Risingflame Moirai, 120)

Working in a battered women's shelter, wrapped up in my own denial, |
was “the woman over there.” | know the rap. But

watching a woman kill herself
by inches of a bottle
is not
a revolutionary act.
(Moirai, 121)

We do not have to drink and drug, we do not have to support others in
their addictions.

It is, in the present state of affairs, still a revolutionary
thing to say to a woman (including oneself): Yes, I
Know that all those things are wrong with your life/head/
heart, but did you ever stop to think that they might
get better if you stopped using/drinking/smoking dope . . .
Do you think you have a problem with drugs?

(Margot Oliver, 140)

Oliver's essay, “Killing Us Softly,” is excellent in stressing the need for
honest confrontation with our own addiction before we confront other
people’s. Not only our own relationship to drugs but also to other
people’s addictions. Oliver is herself a recovering co-alcoholic.

If you're worrked about the drug use of someone you're emo-
tionally involved with, chances are you're already doing a whole
stack of things which both help maintain that person in their
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addiction and—far more important 10 you-—are n’akhs you as
ﬂckenodouﬂlymdpodblyplydany.uthqmwuhm
drug. Only can you see it/!?? (141)

The world is not going to change overnight, it is our responsidilit
todmponmlves.Wedonothmtodmmopﬂt.um
or as a community, because of the past. We do have to find new ways tc

Atthemethneitishpomuobep’ntoundemmdthe
of addiction, and it is one of the goals of this book to start us talking,
Alcoholism is a killer disease. It affects men and women, gay, straight,
thk,w!ﬁu.lewﬁx.ehﬂnhn,ﬁch.poa.ywmeit.n’nheu.v
ludamumeﬁecuonwﬁmubﬁhu.ontheﬁvesof :
oppmdywpswchuNaunAmMmsodwthu
looksmq)idouﬂylikeammofweeonml.

I don't think it's a surprise that many lesbians have their life-
style centered around the bar scene and alcohol. . . . It’s a way
tomudmplcbyukh;naym”a.mchmilm
peophmdoinzittothenelm;itmakaitw.
(Misha Cohen & Cindy Icke, 75)

lnitclfhhdxockm;tomheawhmism.mnyfm ‘
of us who saw booze as our buddy and as a part of our “fuck you
the world I'm tough™ dyke image. !

Moalydlepolitumly:isohddktionhaonlygonesofuu
point to the “coincidences,” such as the fact that for years bars were
onlyoodalmhcﬂngphoesforpy:.lt'ubaﬁnnh;'lemdmm
cmenalymfonhemechni-mofeonud.lnthewofdmp
mmepohwn:“lbc.l.&hooeoﬂhemq‘amppﬁmof
this country.” (Cohen & Icke, 76) The drug supermarkets are a
dwmloatedhthepoor.ﬁid'oddommu.uchathe -
East Side of New York. When gentrification sets in and a big real e at
btoketbuylupAmB.thepoliocmovehnddunnptlu
trade. Think too of the huge prescription drug industry and the t
ptmofwomuuukeymatetfamm -

Alcohol is the culturally endorsed drug of choice for this culture, it
hudatonohtlupoliﬁalm‘thﬂm.Mmalotof
we need to answer: Are there more liquor outlets in poor communities
Whomﬂxepeopkwbommoaexpondtoabolnl?lnwlm
tions? With what cultural reinforcements? Just asking the questions
breakthrough. .

chondthewhodun:ﬁtmofaochleonuol—whkh-
which rooms of power are making decisions which make us particulari
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taught that discomfort js unnatura]
thuwommddoﬂt wlthaplll.stmundmmnau
apmmmmmplckupadﬂntmdwanow

minism since l970mdthomo¢lwolnﬂon-
ary thhglhvomrdmwntoputdovnthodﬂnkndth
have



of this stuff, »

Now the fact is that as a Chicana, my identity is really dif-
ferent. . . . | know that as a Chicana, | get treated differently. I
also know that | celebrate differently and that I have a basic
l:euﬁtythnnobodymtomdla’uwuytouhw.
(87)

It is hard to have to translate, to juggle, to select, especially when you
in a weak state physically and emotionally, as most people are when
finally stop. But the bottom line for her, as for the other con
is that you stop, whatever it takes:

a big part of recovery is to say “I'm not alone” and to make
connections, however you need to do that. If the only thing out
there to hang onto is a faggot white boy, hang on to that. [ did
and it saved my ass.

Don't be like me and be politically correct and hang onto
your bar stool and die. (91)

Alcoholics Anonymous, and its sister programs, Narcotics
mous and Al Anon (for co-alcoholics), are the most widely
support programs and many of the contributors make use of them.
editor is careful to include a variety of viewpoints, from Sharon
key's alienation and anger at the homophobia she encountered at
small town group, to Faith’s gratitude:

I thought of A.A. as my last chance but | was certain it was
really hopeless. . . . it ws far too late for me. | will never cease to
be grateful for the things that were said that night. . . . the

so sincere, that I, the cynic, believed every word

Faith too experienced the isolation of homophobia in A.A.—she
out in sobriety, as do many women—but she was able to connect
gay group in A.A. There are no easy answers, and the people in A.A.
not so different from the people in society at large.

The original thinking and accumulated experience of A.A.
this book. Often, out of respect for A.A.’s tradition of anonymity,
suggests that members do not give their full name when disclosing
bership at a public level, there is no explicit acknowledgement of
source of ideas. The accumulated effect of the book is to suggest
many of the writers have used the tools of recovery offered by
and have found ways to integrate them with their lives as lesbians
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as feminists.

Honesty, curiosity, acceptance of one’s own vulnerability, a willing-
ness to change, a sense of discovery: these are all basics of recovery, in or
out of A.A. And they all make for good writing. There are many wonder-
ful pieces in this book. Of course | am biased, this book helped me make
sense of a new and scary experience—but then that’s some of what books
are for, to give us a language for our realities, to help us create realities
out of fragments. As lesbians we don't get much of that from mainstream
culture.

Of course, the writing varies. | am impatient with a number of the
pieces, Judith McDaniel’s novel excerpt, “First Tries Don't Always Work,
Chapter Five,” and Claudia Kraehe's “Breath of a Gorilla Girl,” especial-
ly. Impatient because they lack the urgency and vulnerability of so much
of the other work. Krache hides behind the form she chooses. She
describes herself as a Gorilla,

Gorilla girl graduated to another institution of leaming—Jack's
bar (for Gorilla Ladies Only). (5)

it's cute, funny sometimes, but somehow, so what? McDaniel's excerpt
is written in the conventional third person, with the focus on Chris, a
fifteen year old alcoholic. The problem isn’t the form, Marian Michener's
excerpt, “Three Glasses Of Wine Have Been Removed From This Story,”
uses a similar technique and there the distance lent by third person narra-
tion allows Michener to give a sense of all her characters while also taking
us inside her main character’s feelings. The problem with McDaniel's
piece is the prose: it’s stiff, feels as if it comes from the head and not the
guts. It's difficult to get inside a fifteen year old’s mind, and perhaps
this chapter is part of a work in progress rather than a finished novel, but
as it stands McDaniel seems to be reporting on her character and that
feels patronising.

The strongest prose pieces, Jean Swallow’s “Recovery: The Story of
an ACA,” Sherry Thomas' “The Sober Dyke,” and A.'s “Fall Journal”
are all first person narratives. An important genre in the development of
women's writing has been autobiographical writing. For many of us the
plot structure, symbology, and other conventions of the novel proved a
hindrance rather than a means to discover what we need to say. First
person narrative has its own conventions but they are less binding, leave
more room for us to go into the insides of our experience and see what
forms emerge. Recovery is a process of discovery and not many stories
about it have been written by lesbians, or at least not many have been
published. Each of these pieces is not only about self discovery but about
discovery in language. Is this getting obscure? Read A.’s “Fall Journal.”
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Like many of the other pieces, “Fall Journal” is about feeling safe
enough to feel. It’s about growing up, about the narrator finding her own
fdthinalmingpow«lntbeum.lt'ubommepmofbecomh;
honest. But it's not just about these things, it is them. You feel the

changes in her in the language.
Deddhatonkehemhaﬂ«w!ymymcbmmddry:

Andthepeopbatthcmmhungm-mm—...m
vouldtheyleelfotmotﬂddfuctit?“m”bnum
dust.” So what. Let the dead bury the dead. Just another dyke
who couldn’t cut it. You know she speat a lot of time hanging
out in the bars. ..

lmnyMabackou.mlno'nmthmM
don‘tknow&yrnotm.omkmyondo.’tkmit.m
ymofﬁn;m-odohmtoontima'buyoumm
unconscious at the age of 14 you never quite get over puberty,
i think.

Grow up or die. (12-13)

I know the anger hidden behind tough talk, the fear behind “fuck 'em
dwyan‘tukeajoh,“lknowthatadolwcmymdbudew.
know how I can know that’s what I'm doing and it doesn't make a
bit of difference. That jagged language, being aware just isn't
honesty only locking into self-hatred.

m‘vamwboamyofhovlnamm,fouwt !
won. No winners. Just one scared little girl who can’t let go.

I don't even want this. I don’t even want to get high any
more. Why am i doing this? And yet i know i will. (17) .

And then slowly, slowly, out of acceptance of powerlessness, not
any more, the feelings change.

lm’tdothhﬁobodyebcndoltfam‘lhnmh
mmuvakbmimdmmmmd‘y....
There must be a Sphh.ucod.&thtmitnubeapubhol
infinite unconditional love. I am a fool, living at this moment in
a state of grace, loved by :

want to live. [ want to feel. (20)

“So what.” The first time, the voice is full of fear and anger
pny.muooudthnelthm&.hishnpoabhtodwbub
ticity of A.'s “spiritual awkening.” With good writing, so much is
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paraphrasing that it's almost unbearable to do. The voices are unique,
yoices becoming themselves.

The biggest criticism I have of this book is that while different

ps of lesbians are represented here, it feels like tokenism. I mean
there is one Black contributor, one Hispanic, one Asian-American, one
woman who refers to the experience of older women in recovery. There
js no Native American voice here, despite the decimating effects of alco-
holism on Native American peoples. It may be that some of the contribu-
tors do not identify themselves as women of color, but I very much
doubt that. Certainly, as Swallow says herself in the introduction, there
are problems doing outreach for a book on recovery—for many people
addiction is still a shameful secret. I don’t know how aware Swallow was,
or how hard she tried to get a better balance of voices. It is sad that the
first book on lesbians in recovery should leave such a gap. I hope there
will be other books to fill it.

I do believe that even for women whose voices are under-represented
in Out From Under this book has a lot to offer. What the reader needs to
bring to the book is a willingness to identify. I never took heroin but the
piece 1 feel closest to is A.’s “Fall Journal.” Rereading the book I con-
nect in different places than I did the first time around. Whether you are
in recovery or not, whether you think you have a problem or not, ap-
proach this book with an open heart and you'll find something in it for
you.

If you are a lesbian reader who has not yet thought about these

issues, it is unlikely that you will not recognize someone here. ..

In the mainstream community, according to a recent Gallup

poll, there is alcohol abuse in every one of three families. We

all come from somewhere. Who do you remember drunk?
(Swallow, ix)
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ABENG by Michelle Cliff. The Crossing Press, Trumansburg, }
York 14886. 1984. 166 pp. $6.95.

. . . how much easier my waking and my sleeping hours would
be if there were one book in existence that would tell me some-
thing about my life. One book based in Black feminist and
Black lesbian experience, fiction or nonfiction. Just one book to
reflect the reality that | and the Black women whom [ love are
trying to create. When such a book exists then each of us will
not only know better how to live, but how to dream. (Barbara
Smith, “Toward A Black Feminist Criticism,” 1977)}

For me, Michelle Cliff’s Abeng is that long-awaited fictional apg
tion of Black feminist and Black lesbian thought. Quite frankly, I am
groping for words that even come close to describing what it is
happened between Abeng and me.

It is stunning and humbling to confront one's self within the
of another, to open a book fully expecting to be a voyeur, a detach
observer of someone else’s realities, only to discover that I too
center stage, and that the bits and pieces of my own fragmented,
truths are being explored, organized, and focused into a broader per
tive through the clarity of someone else’s vision.

In that discontinuous, associative rhythm curious to lyric prose, C
makes use of her poet’s tools of sound, image, word play and symbe
to present in Abeng’s foreground a series of characters, events
actions (as opposed to a linear narrative line) to probe into the ¢ :
of oppression, spinning out vision after vision of how all oppressic
interlock to create the conditions that cripple and often destroy ¢
lives.

But this fundamental truth is but a portion of Cliff’s vitally |
portant feminist message. Within Abeng’s background, Cliff weaves
of Black women who did survive, and it was through woman-be
Mdaeynppedmtothemo(dﬂmmthmdthehopofw
survival. This, Cliff hammers home relentlessly, is the key to ¢
the entire structure of oppression.

I am convinced that Abeng is lyric prose at its best. Though
language often sings, it is not poetic style that distinguishes Abeng
lyric prose, but rather its point of view, a very different conc

Copyright © 1985 by Barbara A. Banks
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objectivity than is found in more commonly used prose forms (narrative,
pictorial, and dramatic).

To illustrate, the 12-year-old protagonist, Clare, is not separated
from the world she is experiencing as main characters traditionally are.
She is the embodiment of the world in which she lives. It is Jamaica,

dichotomies of black and white, color and class, and blood and history.
Within her own body, the contradictions rage. She is the descendant of
both the white slave owners and theMuoons,damwhorebelledand
waged war against their enslavers.

Engaged in a desperate search for identity and meaning Clare’s Quest
is thwarted time after time by the duplicitous messages she receives from
her colonized homeland’s society and social conventions.

The title of this deceptively slender novel is symbolic of the duali-
ties, contradictions, that plague and ultimately crush Clare, numbing her
into accepting the paradoxical ambiguities of her life.

“Abeng,” Cliff explains on the title page, “is an African word mean-
ing conch shell. The blowing of the conch called the slaves to the cane-
fields in the West Indies. The abeng had another use: it was the instrument
used by the Maroon armies to pass their messages and reach one another.”
(It is always the second, the subjugated, the hidden darker definition in
Abeng that carries hope.)

The multi-dimensional lyric writing mode (with its characteristic
absence of concrete time-frame and narrative line) is ideally suited to
Abeng’s exploration of the many issues encompassed by Black feminism.
This matching of form to function frees Cliff to document the conditions
which ensnarl Clare in an inescapable web of hopelessness while simul-
taneously merging Clare over and over again with the images of other
women characters who are woven into Abeng’s background tapestry.
These women—warriors, magicians, sisters, lovers and friends—are all
positive variations of Clare as dlemld:thmbeen.ormight become, de-
pending upon the depth of her bondings with women.

The women who appear with Clare in the novel’s foreground—her
grandmother (Miss Mattie), her mother (Kitty), a neighbor (Mad Hannah),
and even her best friend (Zoe)—are as trapped as Clare within the spoils
of colonization. It is to these women that Clare turns, groping for an-
swers she senses lay within them. But they are mute, and it is their com-
bined silences which doom Clare.

In the lyric tradition of Jean Toomer (to whom, along with Bessie
Head, Abeng is dedicated), Cliff has created a work of art because it has
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truth; and Cliff"s intent to record that truth ia such a manner as to
a specific response from her reader is successful.

In her classic essay, “Toward a Black Feminist Criticism,” Barb
Smith wrote, “For books to be understood they must be exa
such a way that the basic intentions of the writer are at least conside:

Cliff"s intentions are clear. This novel is her “conch shell” throy
which she entreats women of color to touch each other, open to

other and survive. Her approach to writing is philosopically reminisc
of Toomer’s, as explained in one of his several autobiographies, Re
tions of An Earth Being:

. . . ] must see my understandings produce results in human un-
derstanding. Productivity is my first value. | must make and
mould and build life. As an artist, | must shape human relation-
ships. To me, life itself is the greatest material. | would far
rather form a man than form a book. My whole being is devoted
to making my small area of existence a work of art. I am build-
ing a world.3

Cliff builds a world in Abeng, fashions it from her own uniqu
personal experience, but through the similarities between her exper
and that of other women of color, she forges an intensely per
relationship between herself and the reader. / know this woman. |
mirrors me. And it is within this connection that the power of
lies, for it is through this self-recognition that Cliff guides her reader
an understanding of the dynamics that shape and control our lives.

Abeng is a useful book, and that which aspires to be art, n
than mere fiction, must be grounded in its usefulness, particulas
those who approach art from the always pragmatic standpoint of
feminism.

In a review of Cliff's Claiming An Identity They Taught M
Despise, Linda Hogan wrote:

. « . 1 welcome the kind of honest and sincere work Mic!
Cliff has done. I like the integrity of her self-definition. At the
same time, | believe that women need to expand every possible
image into the best art, adding imagination to truth. Clff cc
close to combining the two.4

This applies equally to Abeng. But this is not surprising b
CIliff, like Toomer, is a “‘poetic realist.”
Toomer said:




and give body to potentialities.

As in the work of other “poetic realists” (Zora Neale Hurston, Alice
Walker, Anne Petry, Toni Morrison and Gloria Naylor, et al.), one of
Abeng’s recurrent themes is how much safer and fuller our lives would be
if only we'd tap into the potentialities inherent in woman-bonding. And
I've chosen to examine this particular theme for this review.

Abeng is organized into three major parts, each prefaced by a song

lyric indicative of its contents. (Because Abeng's structure is so fluid—
another condition of lyric prose—I have not been able to adhere always
to the order in which it is written.)
A slave lament introduces the first section which puts into historical
context the contradictory social conventions which govern Clare’s life.
But this history, as told from a Black and feminist and lesbian viewpoint
resurrects important pieces of Jamaican history not included in text-
books written by the colonizers, and therefore not known to Black
Jamaicans educated in British-ruled schools. (This reclaiming of our
history is another emphasis of Black feminism.)

In the beginning there had been two sisters—Nanny and Sekusu.
Nanny fled slavery. Sekusu remained a slave. Some said that was
the difference between the sisters.

It was believed that all island children were descended from one
or the other. All island people were first cousins. (18)

In the 17th Century, Nanny used her magic to unite her people and
consecrate their battles during the War of the Maroons. And it was her
town, Nanny Town, that was the headquarters of the Windward Maroons,
those who held out longest against the colonizers. (14)

And then there were Inez, the Maroon slave and concubine of Clare’s

father's great-grandfather, and Mma Alli, a slave woman and sorceress,
the source of Inez’ strength:

Mma Alli had never lain with a man. The other slaves said she
loved only women in that way, but that she was a true sister to
the men—the Black men: her brothers. They said that by being
with her in bed, women learned all manner of the magic of
passion. How to become wet again and again all through the
night. How to soothe and excite at the same time. How to touch
& woman in her deep-inside and make her womb move within
her. She taught many of the women on the plantation about
this passion, and how to take strength from it. To keep their
bodies as their own, even while they were made subject of the
whimsical violence of the justice and his slavedrivers who were
for the most part creole or quashee . . . (35)




. . . her tongue all over Inez's body—night after‘night—until the
justice returned from his trip from London and Inez had to
return to the great house. . ..

With Mma Alli she remembered her mother and her people and
knew she would return home (italics mine). (35)

Inez eventually escaped the white slavemaster to retum to her he
among the Maroons where she prepared for the arrival of slaves whe
not managed to escape but who would join her once official sk
ended. But Clare knew nothing of Nanny and Sekusu and Inez and Mmy
Alli whose lives held her salvation. How could she? Who could have te
her? Not her mother. Not her grandmother. Not her neighbor,
Hannah. Not even her beloved friend Zoe, for they were as isolated fro
their shared history as Clare, the light-skinned daughter of the mid¢
class Boy and Kitty Freeman Savage, whose world was a microcosm o
the larger colonized world in which she lived.

Boy clings to tales of his white ancestry in a pitiable attempt to v¢
himself of the Blackness that threatened his masquerade at whit
Propelled by fear and self-hatred, he grinds away at Clare’s search fo
Truth, pushing her toward the denial of darkness too.

Boy taught his eldest daughter that she came from his people—~
white people, he stressed—and he expected Clare to preserve his
green eyes and light skin—those things she had been born with.

And she had a duty to turn the green eyes blue, once and for
all-and make the skin, now gold, become pale and subject to
visible sunbumn. These things she should pursue. (127)

Kitty is the antithesis of Boy but she keepsher proud love of Jar
her darkness, and warm remembrances of friendships formed
women secret “protecting the depth of this love from all but her
(127)

Kitty's thinking might have differed greatly had she not been
ignorant as her daughter was, of her Black heritage.
And Kitty’s life might have been different and her daughter’s
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different, had Kitty's own mother, Miss Mattie, been able to break the
silence between herself and her own children and not perpetuate the
devastating legacy of isolation that plagued them, and still plagues us.

Then Kitty would have shared her own woman-truths with Clare,
like how she came to know the ancient secrets of root healing, like how
she came to love Jamaica and Blackness. She would have known how
significant it was that she tell Clare that she was named, for Clary, “the
simple-minded dark girl,” who fought for her and refuses to leave her
side, who in an act of sister caring, wiped out the distance between her-
self and Kitty to bridge the chasm created by color and class.

But Kitty didn't know the importance of these things and Clare, is
forced to seek answers outside her home.

The second section ofAbaqbegimwithatudiﬂondaonglyﬂc
about a restless young woman. It is here that Cliff begins weaving the
many strands of oppression—racism, sexism, classism, anti-Semitism and
homophobia—into the fabric of Clare’s quest for self-knowledge—woman
knowledge—first as separate themes, then in various combinations that
demonstrate how they relate.

There hMademh,apoorwomanwhonlnﬂubu:h(oountry)
and is a neighbor of Clare's land-owning grandmother, Miss Mattie.
Hannah was driven mad following the death of her only son whose
drowning death was a direct result of homosexual baiting. Following her
son’s death, these men hound Hannsh, refuse to aid her in conducting
normal death rites, and she is eventually “sent off to the asylum at Port
Maria, where she tried to explain to the people in charge—the light-
skinned educated people—about the death of her son and his incomplete
and dangerous burial.” (66)

There is Clare’s introduction to anti-Semitism in her reading of The
Diary of Anne Frank which resulted in her immediate identification
with, and attachment to, this young Jewish girl who died in a concentra-
tion camp. Boy disapproves her intense interest in the causes of the
Holocaust and deems it a “dangerous concern” for the underdog. (127).

Clare, uncomfortably aware that her father has failed to convince
her he had thecounporlnclimﬂontoactamawhhm,dounot
pursue this thinking.

To reckon with her father’s culpability would also mean reckon-
ing with her mother's complicity. (176)

Prior to discovering Anne Frank, Clare was aware she lived within a
world where it was profitable to be light-skinned and straight-haired, but
she'd always been morally ill-at-ease with the unfairness of it all. What
she learned from studying the Holocaust seemed to be a reinforcement
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of her island’s status quo:

As Clare delves into the Holocaust, she recognizes after seeing the
movie version of The Diary of Anne Frank that while the actress wi
portrays Anne Frank does not jibe something else does:

What did ring true—and what had in the diary was the relation-
ship between Anne and her mother. (79)

Kitty with the remoteness that colors Anne Frank's relationship with |
mother. This recognition may have prompted Clare’s initial search
the causes of the Holocaust. Clare asks herself:

Would Anne hvclindtoaeehulibmﬂonifbermothcrm
been different? Would Anne's mother have been different if the
Holocaust had not happened? What was the source of her cold-
ness? Where had the remoteness come from? (79)

Clare is poignantly (albeit, subconsciously) aware of the dist:
betweenhenelfmd!mmothetwhend:emakutheoonxim ¢
not to name her diary “Kitty,” as Anne Frank did, because the diary
tobeatmstedfdendtowhomdntoldall;nddxecouldnotmn
dhrytheunenmeuthemodmtowhandntoldnothhg.

‘lheﬂmlaectionofdbawbeginsvithaphintlvelyﬂcofbu
wmmnndaueiugaininthebud:lhingwithheurmdmothu,
mdingthnevlthloewithwhomshehudevdoped,mrthc
awmnmdlovingfdenddxp.ﬂmloelsam'soppodte.Zoeh
dark-skinned daughter of Miss Mattie’s tenant. The conditions of ¢
Hves,thcdividombetweeneolonndch:,lndtoyetanothu i

(]aremcognlz«that“inherlovefo:loe...tlnnws ometh
betneedforhermother"(l3l).Chreisnouwmdutpmofhet

lfdnrefelunydm;vumuwithhefeelhpaboutmm
her concern about losing Zoe's friendship—that those feelings
ought to be guarded from family, for example—this would have




originated in what she had been taught and what she had ab-
sorbed about loving someone darker than herself. (127)

It is Clare’s 12th summer, a time for awakening, and she wrestles
with the issues of racism, classism, homophobia, colorism as they swirl
around her in the bush. Her quarrels with Zoe develop around these same
issues. And Clare recognizes her powerlessness to overcome the barriers
that divide them.

This overwhelming sense of powerlessness is what sends Clare out
into the bush in search of the wild boar, something relegated to the
domain of men and boys, those she thinks have the power to control
their own lives. Clare chafes at witnessing the freedom that her own male
cousins have. Once she came upon them cutting out the testicles of a pig
to cook and eat because they felt this power was contained therein.

When she went to Mad Hannah, asking if a boar’s testicle held such
potency, Hannah, as everyone else, reminds her that she is, after all, a
girl. Had only Clare known of Zora Neale Hurston's visit to Jamaica in
search of the wild boar.

Clare, accompanied by Zoe, and without permission, takes her
grandmother’s gun to find the wild boar, seeks out the source of what
she has come to believe will give her the “something™ that is missing
in her life. En route, she and Zoe quarrel over the advisability of the
hunt.

So she half-listened and then looked at Zoe—full into her eyes.
“Den why wunna come with me anyway?

And Zoe responds:
Because one fool-fool gal like wunna need protection. (119)

On their way home, they stop to bathe in the river together. Lying
in the sensual warmth of the sunlight, they are very close. There are
words, healing words, that Clare has begun to form. There are feelings,
the need to touch, that Clare is on the verge of coming to grips with.
But they are startled by one of Miss Mattie's hired men, and Clare fires
the gun, aiming over the man's head and accidentally kills her grand-
mother's bull, destroying her property, and shattering the friendship
she shares with Zoe.

Clare’s reactions to the cane-cutter—her automatic assumption of
privilege and class—makes its indelible mark on Zoe. The friendship is
lost.

And Clare wonders:




Did [she) shoot from fear or did she shoot from shame? Did she
shoot to protect Zoe or to protect herself? Or because she was
angry that this man had strolled casually into their closeness? Or
because she was angry that Zoe made her stop the hunt and told
her things she didn't want to hear? (124)

Miss Mattie believes that Clare’s actions are the results of her
ancestry. And Clare has no one left, not Kitty, not Boy, not Miss
not Zoe, not even Mad Hannah who by this time has been sent away
the asylum.

And Boy delivered her into the hands of a deranged old white
in the hopes that her close proximity to bona finde white ladies
accomplish what he couldn’t.

Abeng is a sad story. It is a story of missed connections,
love, a story electric with the undercurrents of unexplored
At the same time, it is a hopeful story, that is poignantly underlined
the rich and full relationships between women who existed in
times to sustain each other but whose histories and strengths were lost
Clare.

!Barbara Smith, “Toward A
of Us Are Brave eds., Gloria T. Hull, Patricia Bell Scott and
Smith (Old Westbury, New York: The Feminist Press, 1982), p. 173.

25mith, p. 159.

3Jean Toomer, “Reflections of An Earth Being,” in The Wi
and the Seeking: A Collection of Writings by Jean Toomer, ed.
Darwin T. Turner (Washington, D.C., 1980), p. 19.

4] inda Hogan, review of “Claiming An Identity They Taught Me
Despise,” Conditions: Eight (1982), p. 140. _
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JOAN NESTLE

YOURS IN STRUGGLE THREE FEMINIST PERSPECTIVES
ON ANTI-SEMITISM AND RACISM, by Elly Bulkin, Minnie
B. Pratt, Barbara Smith. (Long Haul Press, 1984) 233 pp. $7.95.

QUESTIONED LEGACIES: A REVIEW

History is hard on dreams, particularly on the dream of people of
difference working together. Many of us carry legacies of oppression that
tell us who to fear and who to hate while some of us strain under the
legacies of our false right to power over others. But in this time of
Reagan America when to be without moriey means to be a moral failure,
deserving of banishment from the land of those who eat well, dress well
and shelter well, we, the people in exile, must find a way to work to-
gether. Coalition politics, the building of bridges between disparate
groups who share a common vision of how things should be, is a strategy
that calls for a tough blend of clarity, compassion and most of all the
willingness to experience someone else’s history. Yours in Struggle:
Three Feminist Perspectives on Anti-Semitism and Racism is an example
of the kind of informed feeling and straight talking demanded by coali-
tion work.

In three essays marked by their personal styles, a white Southemn
Christian woman, Minnie Bruce Pratt, an Afro-American Christian
woman, Barbara Smith, and an Ashkenazi Jew, Elly Bulkin, struggle to
make sense out of the clash of old inheritances and new insights. Each
woman is courageous and clear both about the difficulty of writing
about racism and anti-semitism and the need to do so. Each risks losing
a community of readers because of her position but risk and fear and
anger are expected experiences of coalition building. The final impact of
these three essays is of a grave clarity, a clarity not born of easy solutions
but of a commitment to an expanded understanding of each other. This
is not a book of rhetoric, of easily mouthed self-righteous maxims. It is
a living work, marked by gentleness, fierceness and love.

The first essay, Minnie Bruce Pratt’s “Identity: Skin Blood Heart”
bears the mark of the poet. The essay is an odyssey of change that
weaves Southern Childhood scenes in with vignettes from Pratt’s current
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life as a Lesbian cultural worker. Her fine eye and ear bring a special

to this exhausting attempt to strip away the layers of false identity

to reconstruct one that is based on a view of the world that is “mg
accurate, complex, multilayered, multidimensioned, more truthful.” Tg
recreate for us the logic of her Southern Presbyterian home where shy
learned her role as a white Southern woman, Pratt tells of her father
attempt to pass on his world to her. In her eighth year, her father tg

her up the steps of the old courthouse where her grandfather had ¢

a judge for over forty years, led her higher and higher up the steps
the old building until her courage failed and she could go no further. F
had wanted to take her out on the clock tower ledge to show her th
boundaries of the segregated world that would be hers. “What |

not have seen from the top [was] the sawmill or Four Points where ¢
white mill folks lived, or the house of Blacks in Veneer Mill quarters,
What Minnie Bruce could not have seen that day either was the mom :
when, many years later, she would be standing before a Southern jugd

Lesbian mother fighting for her children.

The refusal of the “constricted eye” is the central motif in Prat
work. Past and present autobiographical details are presented side b
side, showing the author’s constant battle to move from a safe place
one marked by greater risk taking. Change through coalition with t
who are different brings constant growth. “To acknowledge the cor
plexity of another's existence is not to deny my own” is how Pratt
up her experiential wisdom.

Because of her narrative and descriptive sense, Pratt makes us
and listen to the people who taught her different visions. We too, t
fore, take the first steps in coalition building. For instance when sh
wants to show how history depends on who is doing the talking,
relates the events at a 1974 dinner party.

g
i

abouthimy mmwhmmumm \
the fruits and vegetables, the auctioned tobacco. ‘But not

man who was serving set down the dish and broke

anonymity of his red jacket. “‘No," he said there

there; men, women, children sold away from their

Gdutotbvhdo'.hbokeddownonthcm -

two minutes of facts and dates: then he finished

::h;mdlcft.mvlﬂutotsnﬂedhdnbaﬂyudw
subject

Throughout the essay, Pratt unfolds her outer life for us—her
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riage, her involvement in the first stages of the Women's Liberation
Movement, her coming out experience, the loss of her children—while she
chronicles the inner transformations that were taking place. She discovers
the good parts of her Southern heritage, the history of radical white
women who fought racism, the cultural roots that make her feel con-
nected to a geography, the skeptical philosophical legacy of her Presby-
terianism while rejecting the “killing ignorance” of the history of privilege
based on the “forced subservience of someone else.” Pratt, like the other
authors, spares us the dead-end experience of inconsolable guilt. Each,
instead, claims from her past the evidence of what is possible between
human beings. Each of us needs our histories to live, but we must be able
to sift out what is limiting and expand what is embrancing.

In her essay, “Between a Rock and a Hard Place: Relationships Be-
tween Black and Jewish Women,” Barbara Smith presents a taut, care-
fully organized working paper that expresses her characteristically caring
toughness in sharp precise prose. Smith is clear about the risk she runs:

To be a Black woman writing about racism and anti-semitism
feels like a no-win situation. It’s certainly not about pleasing
anybody, and I don’t think it should be. I worry, however, that
addressing anti-Semitism sets me up to look like a woman of
color overly concerned about ‘white’ issues. What | most fear
losing, of course, is the political support and understanding of
other women of color, without which I cannot survive.

But she ducks no issues and claims no false purity for herself. She writes
with the need to clear the air, to get some things said and then let’s get
on with it.

First she recognizes the special nature of the relationship between
Blacks and Jews—a love hate struggle based on shared histories of oppres-
sion that often leads each side to expect something special from the
other. When a Jewish woman is racist or a Black woman is anti-semitic,
the sense of betrayal leads to deeper divisions. Smith feels that a distor-
tion of responsibility takes place resulting in white Jewish women
pouring over the texts of Black feminist writers looking for evidence of
betrayal while the anti-semitism of the white gentile women goes by
barely noticed. While both Blacks and Jews have been oppressed, the spe-
cific history of that oppression is different and in some instances totally
at odds. Agoodexanpbthu&nithgivuwatherobmwyedh
the early new world histories of Blacks and Jews. For one, America was
the unchosen prison of forced labor; for the other, it was the promised
land of cultural safety. Once we accept that each oppression carries its
own distinct legacy, we can also see the common ground between us.
Smith points out the shared sense of marginality, of style, of the burdens
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of shame and self hatred. But in the embattied wbrld of today,
similarities are not enough to guarantee that we will not become
obstacle to another’s survival.

There are ways that we recognize each other, things that draw
us together. But feelings of affinity in themselves are not suffi-
to bridge the culture, history and political conditions that
separate us. Only a conscious, usually politically motivated desire
to work out the differences, at the same time acknowledging
commonalities, makes for more than superficial connection.

Smith then addresses the two concemed communities separately
outlining what she thinks has caused problems. To Jewish women sh
states her impatience with the claim of White European Jews that t
are third world women, not white but Jewish, thus denying their ace
to white skinned privilege. | share this impatience and sorrow at the
that prompts the assertion. We have lived in history differently, B!
and Ashkenazi Jews. Surely we can respect this difference withe
losing title to our own pain. There has been and is enough hell for be
of us, but as a white Jew | see the places Jews can go and Blacks ¢
I see where the guns are pointed and who has refuge and who has
Step by step, Smith tells what has been bothering her, but she is r
mean spirited or vindictive. She simply knows the complex relatior
between past histories and present struggles, between the need for
and the respect for difference. “Privilege and oppression can and
exist simultaneously.”

From Black women, she asks for their admittance that an nit
is part of the same killing forces in this land that rode with the Klan.
asks them to consider that to be white skinned can also mean to be
victim of oppression that anti-semitism has a long history mark
genocidal attacks. She then addresses herself to one of the most dif
and disturbing problems between Black and Jewish feminists—Israel
the Arab nations. Elly Bulkin also is to spend close to fifty pages tn
to sort out the facts and the passions about this topic. Smith in a |
paragraphs calls for a moratorium on the use of “anti-semitic remarks
reinforce valid political perspectives.” She reminds us of the feminist ¢
peace movements in Israel and that one can criticize a government
unhelplngtomethehktoryofunfoenadlnued.&cm
example of how one oppression is reinforced while fighting ar
quting a Black American article which called Koch a faggot. §
deadly clear on what is wrong with Koch but homophobic rhetor
points out, is the weakest argument one can use against him.

She concludes her work with an analysis of the shortcoming
identity politics, Lesbian separatism and cultural feminism, all of wi
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she sees as too narrow in their sympathies. “I don't live in the women's
movement, I live on the streets of North America.” Barbara Smith never
wavers on what she finds unacceptable, but she is dedicated to struggling
in the strongest way she can, the way that reflects the kind of world she
wants to live in. In this essay, she has found a prose style that embodies
her political vision—clear, honest, respectful of the reader and shining
with a fierce passion for justice.

The final essay, Elly Bulkin's “Hard Ground: Jewish Identity,
Racism and Anti-semitism™ started as the core of this book and in its over
a hundred pages and two hundred footnotes it might have overpowered
the other writings but it does not. What it does testify to is the obsessive
and encyclopedic approach that trying to sort out Jewish history past
and present from a feminist perspective seems to have needed. A hunger
is in this work, a need to cover every possible point that could be mis-
interpreted, to quote the verse and script where the error was made,
to present the correct alternative. This is not sterile research or the
bragging of the student who has read everything. This is a desperate
search to find a livable place amidst so much pain and suffering. Bulkin
is the activist and the recorder, the guardian and the scorekeeper. She is
the discloser of the other side of the story; she asks the questions we
often forget because we are so busy congratulating each other on the
fact that we even allowed the speaker space to talk.

She sets out her goals as the following:

- . - | want to begin to explore the connections and similarities
between racism and anti-semitism; to distinguish among oppres-
sions without ranking them and without denying their historical
parity, their dissimilar manifestations at given times and places;
to touch on Jewish history in this country, its progressive and
reactionary aspects, in connection to the history of people of
color; to examine the effect on the analysis of anti-semitism and
racism of feminist theory which Proposes woman-hating as the
“primary oppression”; to consider how what happens—and

happened—‘out there’ beyond our various feminist or

She does all she said she would. Bulkin tells us late in her work that the
Process of writing this essay was not tidy, that her room was overflowing

with books, articles, pamphlets in piles that grew and grew. The essay
that resulted parallels the history that it is evaluating. So much of
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importance to be sorted out, so many alliances and”so many betray
$0 many hurts to one people while another is seeking safety.
Like the other authors, Bulkin holds on to what has given her
and rejects the parts of her heritage—both Jewish and feminist—
take life away from others. She quotes from each side on almost
issue, pointing out the shortcomings of both: lsraeli-Arab, Left
radical feminist, Zionist-antizionist. Bulkin appeals to us to break
cycle of history that says a homeland for us at the price of one fory
respect for our need for nationalism but hatred for yours. At the heart
coalition politics is the invitation to enter some one else’s world. In
passage that shows Bulkin's intensity, she urges us to make this journey.

In the light of competing claims and a century of conflict, the
need is not just to hear the other side, but to speak for the other
side. Perhaps in that way we can contribute to bridging the
chasm, lessening the sense of the Other. Nobody will argue as
forcefully against Anti-Jewish bias as Jews. Nobody will argue
ammn&wmmsmmyn
must work politically out of who we are. But I do not believe
that those of us who are Jews will convince Arab people to
recognize our struggles, our oppression, our aspirations, if we
are not also ready to recognize—and speak out about—their
own. By the same token Jews want to hear recognition coming
from the Arabs. Once again, the question is whether we will
break a cycle or perpetuate it. | am less interested in who does

this first, than that it happens.

Bukkin allows no one to bully her into false disavowals. For
she does a careful reclaiming of what is important to her in the hist
the Jewish left, not willing to give up the “Jewish progressive and
racist tradition™ because men were involved in its creation.

Bulkkin provides copious information both in her text and in
footnotes as well as a series of questions for Jewish women to use in
groups to see if the coalition process is actually happening. True to
commitment to activism, she adds a list of progressive organizations
periodicals that will help the concerned reader. One organization |
to single out because it is closest to Bulkkin's vision and to my own as
is the New Jewish Agenda.*

I will not say this is an easy essay to read; it is not. At times |
impatient with Bulkin who seemed to stand on top of the
pointing out the faults of each side. | am not sure that such an
the best way to bring home the needed vision embedded in it, but

*149 Church Street, New York, N.Y. 10007
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is a commitment at the heart of it that is itself a moment of history. With
its almost two year birthing, its overflowing voices and facts, its intense
dedication to justice for Arab and Jew, Black and white alike, its refusal
to allow Jewish racism or Black anti-semitism or radical feminist single-
mindedness to go unpunished, the essay is a monument to Bulkin's
tenacity of vision.

I'am a Jew who read this book; you will be many peoples. One thing
is sure: racism and anti-semitism will touch all of us. We cannot remain
outsiders on this one. In speaking of the relationship between Black
women and Jewish women, Barbara Smith wrote:

We are certainly damaged people. The question is, finally, do we
use that damage, that first hand knowledge of oppression, to

each other, to do what we can together? Or do we use
it to destroy?

History is hard on dreams but some dreams and their resulting dedication
to action we cannot live without.
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SISTER OUTSIDER: ESSAYS AND SPEECHES by Aug¢
Lorde. New York: The Crossing Press, 1984, 190 pp., $7.95 paper.

One of the critical areas in the development of Black femin
feminism that genuinely explores and incorporates the specifics of B
women'’s lives in the U.S. brings us to where our dreams and aspiratig
can be fully expressed and our lives validated, is the issue of self-ir
By self-image, I mean how do we divest ourselves of the 500 year histe
of myths, images, constraints, lies, and distortions forced on us in thi
country? One of the results of that history is Black women's inte:
tion of many stereotypes that depict us as less than other women in ¢
culture, lacking in some essential way. How do we learn to love oun
and other Black women? How do we end the powerlessness so many
us feel in the face of a racist and sexist culture?

One way Black women writers offer to deal with the question ¢
self-image is by making up new words, claiming new names, like Alic
Walker's “Womanist,” to describe who we are. The premise is we have
choose names for ourselves that reflect our particular vision of what
means to be a Black woman. This process also helps those of us who a
feminists demonstrate in concrete ways, that we can overcome our sen
of powerlessness and the debilitating effects of our history, by def
and naming ourselves.

Audre Lorde claims her right to name herself, not afraid to st
before us Black, female, mother, lesbian, feminist, poet, euyht,
teacher. None of those labels, even the most common ones, “mot
“female,”, “teacher,” are particularly valued in this culture. “E
“lubhn,” “feminist,” “writer,” are regarded as suspect, and even ¢
ous. Lorde explicitly demonstrates in her work that naming can empe
all of us.

Her first collection of essays, Sister Qutsider: Speeches and E
spans a decade from the early 1970s to the present and is solid evic
that Audre Lorde has been at the forefront as a Black lesbian writer. C
would be hard pressed to find comparison essays from this same tin
period that cover the themes Lorde addresses. And it is impe
note during much of this time, Lorde did not have a large Black fer

community to draw support from, nor Black feminist magazines, joun

Copyright © 1985 by Evelynn Hammonds

216



or publishers.

These essays document Lorde's personal struggle to break her own
silences, to find words to accurately reflect her experiences and those of
women around her, and to teach others what she has learned. Audre
Lorde is a teacher and this is evidenced in her style which invites discus-
sion, pricks the mind with new ideas and challenges the reader to both
introspection and action.

The themes expressed in these essays—sexism in the Black com-
munity, racism in the feminist community, naming, self-hatred, internal-
ized oppression, survival, difference, and anger and the uses of it — are
central to feminists and all women. What Lorde brings to the discussion
of these issues is a relentless honesty and clarity.

Many of these essays I had heard of or read before and as I read the
entire collection many different emotions surfaced for me both from the
individual essays and the experience of reading the collection as a whole.
I'll try to discuss some of those feelings.

I was struck by the differences among the essays “Notes from a
Trip to Russia” which opens this collection and “Grenada Revised: An
Interim Report™ which is the last essay in the book. The first piece
about a trip Lorde made to Russia in 1976 as an observer to the African-
Asian Writers Conference is a wonderful essay. Lorde details the many
emotions she experienced in this complex country. She was able to
recognize the source of her own biases and preconceptions and yet
continue to trust her own firsthand perceptions about the Russian
people. The tone of the essay is thoughtful and evocative.

Lorde’s tone is dramatically different in the essay, “Grenada Re-
visited: An Interim Report.” The difference was due to the fact that in
Grenada, which she visited in 1978 and 1983 Lorde was no longer the
observant traveller trying to understand a very different people, culture
and government, she was a witness. She was a witness to the appalling
invasion of her mother’s homeland. In “Grenada Revisited” Lorde wants
us to know the truth about Grenada before the “bloodless coup of the
New Jewel Movement which ushered in the People’s Revolutionary
Government™ (177) under Maurice Bishop and after Bishop's assassina-
tion and the U.S. invasion on October 25, 1983.

In addition to being a demonstration to the Caribbean com-
munity of what will happen to any country which dares to
assume responsibility for its own destiny, the invasion of
Gmmdaahomvuuamkedwmhutothmymmionm
americans: Watch your step. We did it to them down there and
we will not hesitate to do it to you. (184)
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One of the most significant essays for me in this collection, *,
Race, Class and Sex: Women Redefining Difference,” discusses ¢
the thomiest and most emotional issues in this culture. Lorde writes:

Institutionalized rejection of difference is an absolute neces-
sity in a profit economy which needs outsiders as surplus

prognmmed to respond to the human differences between us
with fear and loathing and to handle that difference in one of
three ways: ignore it, and if that is not possible, copy it if we
think it is dominant, or destroy it if we think it is subordinate,
But we have no patterns for relating across our human differ-
ences as equals. As a result, these differences have been misnamed
and misused in the service of separation and confusion. (115)

This statement illuminates several areas that address the conf

oppress us, but there is, as Lorde states, inside of these ideolog
rejection of difference. Lorde has eloquently named what for me
name until I read this essay. | found particularly useful her discussio
how we have internalized the rejection of difference. It helped me
stand my own rejection of difference. I was forced to examine the
in which I minimize my own differences and keep silent about *
different ingredients of my identity” as a way, | thought, of proteg
myself from pain. But I'm beginning to understand the cost of th
Lorde says:
... 1find | am constantly being encouraged to pluck out
one aspect of myself and present this as the meaningtul whole,
eclipsing or denying the other parts of self. But this is a destruc
tive and fragmenting way to live. (120)

In this discussion of difference, Lorde managed to s
through the many layers that make dealing with such global i
“racism” and “sexism” seem so overwhelming. She brings the disc
down to a level that does not lay the blame on the victim but ch
those of us on the outside — women, colored, and lesbian — to
piece inside, that we can work on and take the results of that
change the society around us. {

I am always curious to discover more about a writer’s process
the piece, “An Interview: Audre Lorde and Adrienne Rich,” whic
appeared in Signs (Summer, 1981) provided a great deal of that infc
tion. In this interview, I learned significant information about the
in Lorde’s personal life that shaped her as a writer. I learn of her marris
of how she became a teacher, and how she came to acknowledge
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she is, indeed, a poet. As a child, she notes that she “learned how to
acquire vital and protective information without words” (83), to observe
non-verbal communication. As a southern black person, I was taught this
same process in order to understand the ways of white folks.

The fact that this interview involves two of the most celebrated
writers in the women's movement is significant in itself. The questions
Rich raises are provocative and Lorde’s responses are equally enlighten-
ing. One part of the discussion which drew my attention involved differ-
mbﬂmdwmhdnunofhnm.lndnexchw.kkhexplm
why she needs to ask Lorde for “documentation:”

‘.. Soif I ask for documentation, it's because | take seriously
the spaces between us that difference has created, that racism
has created. There are times when I simply cannot assume that
I know unless you show me what you mean.’ (104)

And Lorde responds:

‘But I'm used to associating a request for documentation as a
questioning of my perceptions, an attempt to devalue what I'm
in the process of discovering.’ (104)

A conflict seems to be emerging here regarding Lorde's communica-
tion and Rich’s understanding of Lorde’s perceptions. Yet, the discussion
changes abruptly with Lorde’s reference to her Black Scholar article,
“Scratching the Surface: Some Notes on Barriers to Women and Loving,”
(106) followed by Rich's question (106) on the first five lines of Lorde’s
poem, “Power.” This obvious shift seems inconsistent with the previous
line of discussion, which reflects a significant point of difference of
experience seen in many Black and white women’s work and writing.
Even with this inconsistency, the interview provides an insightful, per-
sonal view of two major women and lesbian writers.

The essay “Eye to Eye: Black Women, Hatred, and Anger” was the
most problematic for me of the collection, both in terms of form and
content. The expression of anger is extremely constricted for women in
this society; and for women of color it is a subject that has received far
too little attention. Lorde attempts in this essay to understand the par-
ticular anger she has experienced toward Black women. It took a lot of
courage for her to take this on. As the poet Ntozake Shange has said:

ever since | realized there was someone callt a colored girl an
evil woman a bitch Or a nag i been trying not to be that &
leave bitterness in somebody else’s cup.l
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Some Black women haven't been able to leave the bitterness we
anywhere but on other Black women. Some of us seem to keep ac
out of old feelings: “I been hurt so I'm gonna hurt you as much as y¢
have hurt me.” Lorde begins by sorting through the roots of her anger,

She examines her feelings as a child, of trying to understand the cg
tempt she felt from the white people she came in contact with. And jg
a child's way felt that something had to be wrong with her that peopl
would treat her so badly. In her family she was the darkest of t
sisters. She learned early that she was bad:

Did bad mean Black? The endless scrubbing with lemon juice
in the cracks and crevices of my ripening, darkening body. And
oh, the sins of my dark elbows and knees, my gums and
the folds of my neck and the cave of my armpits. (149)

Lorde learned that dark is bad, where too many Black children
it, from their mothers: “Ilymodmbaemeintolifenifm
angry message into marble.” (150)

What Lorde does not note is that as Black women and feminists
are at best ambivalent and at worst profoundly, deeply angry about
fact that our mothers gave us life and some made sure we survived at ¢
price of gentleness and tenderness. As feminists, women who love
value our bonds with women, we are faced with a dilemma. How can
be so angry at our mothers? We know the pain and oppression our fg
mothers experienced. We know it took strength to bring us this far.
honor that strength, we value it and we are still angry. And somet;
that anger gets displaced onto our sisters. Lorde understands a par
this is our lack of self love:

We do not love ourselves, therefore we cannot love each other.
Because we see in each other’s face our own face, the face we
never stopped wanting. Because we survived and survival breeds
desire for more self. Attaanmwoppadvnﬁuutb.;
same time as we try to obliterate it. (155).

There are Black women who have talked about this and who
come to terms with our anger toward our mothers. We have to cc
terms with the pain generated when we hear the harshness of words
those of Eva Peace to her daughter, Hannah, in Toni Morrison's Sula:

. . . what you talkin bout did I love you girl I stayed alive for
yonm‘tyouptthnthra?yonttﬂckhudavhthﬁ
between your ears, heifer .

So many of us have experienced similar responses from mot
aunts, grandmothers, sisters and lovers. Many of us have tried to ¢
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that behavior in ourselves and in our relationships with Black women.
Though Lorde admonishes us to do so—-to be gentler and kinder with
each other — I find her tone unsettling. I wish she had acknowledged that
some Black women are doing this and more. More importantly many
Black lesbian feminists feel this is an integral part of our development of
a feminist analysis that speaks to all Black women. We are examining the
legacy given us by our mothers and attempting to forge a new legacy —
one that ensures that we survive more whole, more capable of caring and
loving ourselves and each other.

In this essay Lorde also comments on relationships between white
and Black women. She seems to suggest that her relationship with a
white woman which she characterizes as one “not only of great depth
but one of great breadth also, a totaling of differences without merging”
(163) is unique among interracial relationships. Lorde should have spent
more time developing this part of the essay, teaching us more about
intimacy between Black and white women instead of offering glib
generalizations.

That middle depth of relationship more usually possible
between black and white women, however, is less threatening
than the tangle of unexplored needs and furies that face any
two Black women who seek to engage each other directly,
emotionally, no matter what the context of the relationship
may be. (163)

Statements such as the above need clarification. What is this “middle
depth,” and how have other Black women experienced this? How have
other Black and white women formed deep and committed relationships?

In this collection Audre Lorde has chosen to name herself outsider.
Because I too am an outsider and I have yet to reach a place where
“being outside™ represents a place of psychic comfort, I am disturbed by
the use of that word. Are those of us who are female, colored, lesbian,
feminist, always to be outside? Odd women out? Wishing many times not
to be outside? What are we outside of? I think Lorde is ultimately asking
us to see that it is possible for us to “claim our own existence.” Reading
these essays is at times difficult, emotionally challenging and inspiring.
What Audre Lorde asks us to face is no more than what she has asked
herself:

What are the words you do not yet have? What do you
to say? What are the tyrannies you swallow day by day
attempt to make your own, until you will sicken and die
them, still in silence? Because | am woman, because | am
bian, because I am myself—a Black woman warrior poet
my work—come to ask you, are you doing yours? (41)

Fobi

i
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NOTES .

INtozake Shange, For Colored Girls Who Have Considered Suf-
side When The Rainbow Is Enuff (N.Y., MacMillan, 1975), p. 41.

2Toni Morrison, Sula (N.Y., Bantam, 1973), p. 60.




AMBER HOLLIBAUGH

THIS PLACE by Andrea F. Loewenstein Routledge Kegan Press /
Pandora Press, 1984), 440 pp. $14.95.

‘This moming like this evening, night, aint no difference way
I see it. In this place they tomentsyou.myoutinyonrndy
to curse the day you born. Even when you be sleeping send you
them evil dreams cant even get no rest here. Now she gone come
bang my door, my head . . .

‘She say, Telecea girl, this look to be one of your bad days
well you better not lay a hand on me cause you know where
you going if you does —Max.

‘Fool! Max aint no different than here. They both prison aint
they? Just more quiet up there, Try me and try me one day
they gone push too far. Then they see. He Know. He been watch-
inghowtheydome.mnndhiswnaetthentheybemy.
I tell her. He be watching you bitch, you gone get yours.” (1)

So opens This Place, Andrea Freud Loewenstein’s chillingly beautiful
first novel which focuses on the intertwined lives of four women; two
who are inmates at a fictitous women’s prison, Redburn, and two who
work on the staff. From its first paragraph, her novel develops a deliber-
ate ear for the pace and texture of each woman’s life, showing with in-
timate details the horror of living or working inside a prison. It is a
deeply political novel yet it stays free of rhetoric, easy moralizing or
simple-headed predictability Loewenstein's characters’ lives are like our
own, quirky, difficult, uneven. Each struggles, like us, to hold themselves
together, to change, to survive, to keep dignity under unbearable circum-
stances, to find lovers, a friend or, simply, a way 1o spend an easy Sunday
afternoon.

I was ready to hate this book. My own years of doing political work
in different women's prisons, as well as the times spent inside as a very
angry radical of the 60’s and 70's had left me bitter about most things
written by white feminists about the “situation of women in prison.”
There are not many other white feminists I've known (that weren't in
Weatherman) who did prison work and kept doing it. So I only skimmed
the writings I found. It was usually a last minute addition to a paper
that purported to be about “all women, or else it was a “sympathetic”

Copyright© 1985 by Amber Hollibaugh
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analysis of the “multiple oppressions” of women inside; an analys
which usually froze all that was human about each woman, turning
into a raised-fist symbol instead. Mostly, though, women in prise
whether in fiction or factual reports, was a NON topic. I could
decide what was worse. “Great,” | thought when | was handed my
copy of This Place, “a prison novel. There will be one of every kng
oppression and an ending where the white feminist heroine makes it ¢
to the rest of us the nature of oppression while leading a suce
struggle against a disgusting staff and guards at a patriarchal wome
prison.”
Reading This Place made me eat my words. From the first we
who speaks, each holds the attention of the reader. Each voice is dist;
from the other and each is insistent that we, the readers, pay attent
sit there, listen—really listen—to them. Just as these women are ¢
there, so are we, each page allowing entry into the world of a

speakers must represent “all” women inside and her minor
also vibrate with stories and circumstances that march off the p
the novel . . . clear, powerful speakers like Noma, Little Bit, D¢
Mrs. Hanson, (Dr.) Dave Thome, Eddie. Through them all Lo
exposes the realities of everyday prison existence, making clear
and class of women are caught and sent to prison and
and class of woman becomes the art therapist or sits there
administrator.

This is an intimate, claustrophobic world, a place where

when they aren’t locked into separate rooms measuring no more th
6’ by 8’; observed, followed, reported on, ordered around at will by
and guards. Yet, even under these conditions, women inside find sub
methods for privacy and withdrawal, and other women inmates prc
them. In the novel, one woman has “her” tree in the prison yard tk
goes to when she needs to think (and she can be outside), some
use drugs, some resist by going crazy so that they don’t oper
“their” rules, some write letters. The women staffers are also cau
in that world when they are inside, forced to comply with petty orvic
rules they can barely affect, leaving them little control over the me:
of prison regulations whenever they try to make a difference. In
and staff learn fast or they leave, either by firing or, if inmates, by
voluntary transfers far from family, support, legal advice and friends.
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The black girls she knew would get up-tight if you said some-
one else in their blood family, but

g
g
1
§
5

like some fucking robot, and her brothers and sisters were
strangers anyways, but when it came to Billy, they
keep their mouths shut. “She’s my people.” That's how she said
it outloud.” (7)

,,
:
g

guard, watching to see where she needs to take care of something
where she can let go. Billy becomes her hope and her escape, the
she can finally drop her guard around and who can reach through
history and make her feel new and powerfully about her lesbianism . ..

“She came to Billy then, and dipped her head in the small of
Billy's soft neck. And she felt Billy’s hands touching her all over
in her secret wanting places, and the places she’d been hurt. She
had scars too, only most of hers was the kind that didn’t show,
but every time Billy touched her they seemed to go away more
and more. It was a loving of her that Billy's hands did, a healing
and a loving.” (99)

Finding Candy in the book was important to me. She was
many of the white women I met inside, cut off or despised by their
families and living on the boundaries of the black community, having
ties and fewer places to go back to whenever they were released.
is like most of the women I grew up with if they didn’t get married
after high school. She is a survivor, like Telecea, a resister who tries
separate out the different options she has to keep herself and her
together and still try to grow, change, see things that are hard to
about herself and her chances. The class system what it is, she
have much of a chance when she gets out, though it’s a little better
any of the black women will have, and Lowenstein makes that clear.

Andrea Freud Loewenstein took a lot of chancesin writing this by
How to create the inside/closed down feeling of being inside a
prison? How to let the women speak for themselves, be different
we expect and still enough like the readers so that we are hooked
the lives of the women she has created? How to detail the fierce
the women to survive inside the prison without creating flat little he
Loewenstein's novel fights all these temptations, not looking for
division between her characters because of their class or color.
risks writing unexpected and revealing women who are without
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answers or simple solutions to their own situations. Each woman in this
book sits in the middle of her own set of problems and each woman
fucks up, tries again, keeps going. Nobody in this book gets off from
being human or vulnerable and none of her characters’ struggles is solely

so tough to do. There is all the meanness and violence, the ridicule and
sabotage from inmate to inmate and staff to inmate, the lying and fears
that such a setting thrives on, but Loewenstein also insists on detailing the
solitary acts of rebellion, desire, solidarity and vision that the women
inside often extend to one another. In this book there is no easy way, no
one gets off the hook and there are no happy endings.

The first staff woman we meet is Ruth Foster, one of the psycholo-
gists at Redburn for four years, who is assigned all the cases that terrify
everybody else on staff: all the women judged too rebellious, too danger-
Ous or too crazy to handle easily or control with authorized drugs. She
is limited by her class (middle) and her race (white) but she is not fooled
by the limits of her job, the conditions she has to work within or the

The fourth major voice of the novel is the newly hired art therapist,
Sonya Lehrman. A feminist, lesbian, sculpter and painter, she is also
middle-class, as expansive and impractical as Ruth is cold. She is naive
about herself and her new job, just as she is self-centered and naive her-

therapist at the prison or deal with the consequences of her impact on
the individual women inmates who come to trust and care about her. To

“Boxes,” she explained to the interviewer. “Enclosures,
cages, whatever you choose to call them. They just started
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coming when | began working at the prison.” . »,

A thrill of excitement shot through her as she followed the
sign that directed “ALL VISITORS” under the arch and ¥
the prison gates for her first day of work. (13 and 15)

She is not a pretty character. But reading her, I could feel mysel
shrinking as I recognized some of her actions and romanticizations;
they could have been (or were) my own, things that as a white wom
had thought or ways I had been stupid or afraid to confront that rag
that was so rampant or ways | had avoided wanting to fully acknowled
my role inside the prison, head on. Sonya is dangerous to herself
the women she works with precisely to the degree she willfully st
ignorant. Her narrow self-absorption sets up the women inside; as ¢
begin to trust and rely on her, she begins to lie, to pull back from th
link, while still wanting to ‘appear’ cool/hip/in-the-know. | was often
foolish as Sonya or as cold, unapproachable and white as Ruth. It
hard to see Sonya because it was hard to see it in myself. !

Like all of Loewenstein’s characters, Sonya could have backf
giving over to a simplified picture of how or why Sonya acts the ¥
she does. But the book resists that, clearly showing Sonya as a t;
artist whose skills afford many of the women inside their first chang
explore their own gifts of drawing and painting and sculpture. Som
good, she knows about color and paints and clay, what she do
understand (or face) is power; her own in that situation and her pos
Over the lives of the women she is working with at Redburn. Ruth e¢
fronts her, saying. ..

Are you even listening to me? . . . I keep trying to explain to
you but you never really take it in, do you? This isn"t some kind
of power trip on my part, Sonya. Two people associated wit
Telecea have already died. OK, we don't know what really
happened but it's nothing to play with . . . It’s as if, without
meaning to we've been playing her like a2 goddam bull inar
or something. We lock her up in isolation for two weeks . .
And then when she’s all ready to explode, we let her out [
Max]. I mean, what the hell are we asking for? (242) )

Sonya's class and her whiteness never budge in the novel. She ne
understands that all the prison world runs the way it does thrc
meanness of race and class hatreds at the heart. The novel evokes
again and again, not in rhetoric but in the details Loewenstein ¢
who goes to Max first or most often, who gets better food, which we
have a little better chance of staying out on their release. And she
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exposes the code for anyone working inside a pnson; keep your word,
come through on what you promise, don't offer what you can’t give and
don’t lie. Sonya never got it. In the novel, as in real life, it was the in-
mates that were forced to pay for her mistakes.

Part of the subtle way that Loewenstein manages to convey her com-
licated truths is by developing a difficult structure. The story is told in
repeating sequences by the four main voices, each following the other in
the same order and each revealing the same or different events within
the same sequence of days. We begin to feel that we are there in that
shrinking female world, following the small daily episodes revealed slow-
ly throughout the text. the story is told incident by incident, memory
on top of memory. It creates a dense novel, impossible to predict right
to the end, each woman’s life wrapping around the other and each
dependent on the other for meaning and depth.

This book is not perfect. It needed to be sparcer, sparer, more
tightly wound; piling up the details without lingering so much. There
were moments that didn’t sit right with me. I had trouble believing Ruth
and Victor's breakup and Ruth’s confrontation with Sonya after their
one-night affair. I thought that she did not portray the rich lesbianism
of prison life, did not seem to really understand butch/femme relation-
ships and the even more complicated dynamics inside prison; difficult
because some women are gay, some only want lovers during the time
they're inside . . . so then, who is queer? And it is often butches like
Billy who are the focus and fulcrum for resistance and hatred from the
staff. In the face of all that, long term relationships, sexually powerful
relationships, occur and flourish. I wanted more of a sense of that
female, some-what self-defined world.

There were women who I longed to know more about or whom 1
wished were more prominent . . . like Norma, whose presence was as a
mediator and educator as well as a woman who cared deeply for other
inmates inside. But the biggest fault was not in the novel but in the
absence of other novels centered in women’s prisons, so that this one has
to stand for more than it should. We need many novels that begin here,
a dozen would just be a start.

The sadness is that most women in the feminist movement are not
connected to the work of women in prison, don't know that there are
publications like No More Cages, “a survival network among women in
prison and mental institutions and also linking incarcerated women with
women on the outside.” Women are there, writing, building and creating
a body of work that is as beautiful as Loewenstein’s novel, writing poems
like this one in No More Cages;




A VISION IN PRISON 1 ‘

Here watching the night slip away
eastern star dawning on my darkness
I will become sky
My eyes will be lifted
the trees will sing
the grass will dance
Who is this flower straight
in the desert sand against the wind?
Cora Whitmore
No More Cages, June-July 1983

Afriendaddtome.“ltﬁwldmﬂyhm&wmdoﬁ'
work, or women inside.” And | answered, “That’s what I'm
lnmthknonlmbeattedwoumdmduﬁvqmﬂyn
fruit Jungle, Choices or Folly, though I fear it won't be. It is an
and controversial book. Beautifully written, its gift is the
Lowenstein took when she created these women, never sinking
mhtopwummmmmmanm ‘
they were worth. Loewenstein rose to match her characters’
She risked the safety of a too clean, too white, too simple
women, for one that is uniquely distinct and powerful.
grace of Lowenstein’s writing and the sharpness of her eye, |
heuTeboa.Ruth.Sonyadeady;sdllwond«whaﬂhey'n
up. This book succeeds because Loewenstein was able to create a
as diverse and interesting as the real world of women. !
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CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTES

DOROTHY ALLISON, b. 1949, Greenville, South Carolina. A member
of the Conditions Editorial Collective since 1981; she would publish
more if she didn't spend so much of her time earning a living and going
to meetings.

BARBARA BANKS, b. 1948, Beckley, West Virginia. Grew up in Bucking-
ham, Virginia in an all-Black rural community called “St. Joy,” which
probably accounts for her enduring optimism. Quit Journalism four years
ago to live on a Kentucky farm with her two sons. They raise a little
tobacco for money, vegetables for food, and flowers for fun in case other
crops fail (as they have each year). Real happy.

CAROL BARRETT, b. 1948, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. | am a psycholo-
gist turned poet on the faculty of Union Graduate School (Cincinnati
based). I live in New Hampshire and have published poems in Nimrod,
Bloodroot, Primavera, Woman Poet, Kansas Quarterly, Tar River Poetry,
Sojourner and elsewhere.

LUCY JANE BLEDSOE, b. 1957, Portland, Oregon. Lucy Jane Bledsoe
has spent the last 2}4 years working for a publishing company writing
novels for young adults with reading disabilities. She is currently alter-
nating weeks in the mountains with weeks working on a novel of her
own.

DONNA BROOK, b. 1944, Buffalo, New York. Grew up in Detroit.
Now lives in Brooklyn and wedded bliss with Robert Hershon. Has had
poems in Telephone, Some, Antioch Review, Kayak, Massachusetts
Review and others. Has reviewed for The Village Voice and New Women's
Times.

BEVERLY BURCH, b. 1945, Atlanta, Georgia. A writer and psycho-
therapist in Oakland Ca. She writes fiction and poetry, hoping to bridge
the gap between California and Georgia.

CHERYL CLARKE, b. 5/16/47, Washington, D.C. is a black lesbian
writer who believes in feminism. She has been a member of the Condi-
tions Editorial Collective since 1981 and has worked on issues Eight,
Nine and Ten. The poems appearing in this issue are from her new manu-
script of poems, Living as a Lesbian. She and Evelynn Hammonds are
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compiling taped interviews of black lesbian writers for a book to §
published in 1986.

ENID DAME, b. 1943, Beaver Hills, Pennsylvania. She now lives
Brooklyn and co-edits the poetry tabloid, Home Planet News Her
poetry chapbook is Confessions Another chapbook, Lilith, hh
works.

SYLVIA FOLEY, b. 1955, Louisville, Kentucky. Lives in Hunt
New York. Lesbian feminist writer, housecleaner, gnduatesmdent.
was a cofounder of Amazon Transit Company and Feminist Theater;
wakhndsoappwedbmm&ehcumwm
first novel.

LISA GARRIGUES, b. 1954, Los Angeles, California. Shortly af
wards, she began running away to interesting palces and people
occasionally writing about them. She currently lives in a turret in
Francisco where she spends most of her time sorting through old
cases.

MELINDA GOODMAN, b. 1957, Manhattan, New York. Lesbian
ist poet and alternative healthcare worker. Member of Bloog
a women's poetry collective, 434 6th Ave., Box 676,N.Y.,N.Y. 10
Recipient of Esther Longstreet Poetry Fellowship 1983-85; ‘
with Audre Lorde; finishing documentary on women'’s basketball.

KIMIKO HAHN, b. 1955, Mt. Kisko, New York. Her poetry
peared most recently in J/kon, Blind Alleys, Lips, Bomb, and B
Silence: Anmdoyofwammmm&
poetry editor at Bridge: Asian American Perspectives, Spring, 1985.
lives in New York City with her sister, Tomie.

EVELYNN HAMMONDS, b. 1953, Atlanta, Georgia. Evelynn H:
is living in Boston. She is currently working on a project with C
Clarke interviewing Black lesbian writers. She is frequently publishe
Sojourner. X

JOY HARJO, b. 1951, Tulsa, Oklshoma. She is the author of f
books of poetry, including her most roeent,SheIMSomcllm :
also involved in screenwriting and just completed a series of script
the Omaha Tribe. She is currently living in Denver with her dauj
Rainy, and her companion, Laura.
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CAROL OLIVIA HERRON is completing a Ph.D. in Comparative Litera-
ture at the University of Pennsylvania and her first novel, Thereafter
Johnnie, is to be published by Farrar, Straus & Giroux. Her major inter-
est is in the development and expansion of the classical epic literary
genre to include third world models and she recently lectured on this
theme at the University of Torku, Finland.

KRIS HILL, b. 1957, Lawrence, Kansas. Writer and accountant. Have a
deep and abiding desire for empowering economic structures: serve on
the board of a California Food Coop. Paying the bills working for the
IRS. Many of my poems were first published as graffiti.

AMBER HOLLIBAUGH, b. 1946, Oildale, California. Amber Hollibaugh
is a writer and political organizer living and working in NYC. Lately her
work has been about sex, organizing and desire. She is working on a book
with her lover called They Are Connected Underneath: A Book of
Butch/Femme Exploration, and trying to find the time for the rest of
her life.

TERRI L. JEWELL, b. 1954, Louisville, Kentucky. Black, nappy-haired
Libran who spits poetry in public places blatantly. Member of League of
Lesbian Writers: “To Sass” (“Taking Ourselves Seriously As Sapphic
Scribes™). Considers all writing Lesbians as holy.

river kamer, b. 10/03/55, Lafayette, Indiana. i'm a lesbian in down
east Maine eating suspicion and potatoes out of the same pot. more of
my work will appear in Sinister Wisdom. i make home with artist, Yogi

Morgan.

CARMELLA LANZA, b. 1959, Long Island, New York. She isa graduate
of Emmanuel College and has published in The Thornleigh Review and
The Prospect Press She makes her home now in Brooklyn and works
full-time in publishing. She is currently working on her first book of

poetry.

ANDREA FREUD LOEWENSTEIN, b. 1949, Boston, Massachusetts.
Andrea Loewenstein’s first novel, This Place appeared this fall with
Pandora Press. She is a lesbian feminist writer and teacher and is now
living in London for the year, where she is working on a new novel and a
collection of short stories.

JUDITH MCDANIEL, b. 1943, San Antonio, Texas. Judith McDaniel
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has taught literature and creative writing at universities and prisions. A
collection of her poetry, November Women, was published in 198
and her novel, Winter Passage, was published in 1984. She is wo \,
onannntholo(vofmbhnfcmhmtheayﬂthlenlbcm

MARGOT MIFFLIN, b. 1960, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Margot Miffli
bapoet.muddtn,andfreehmwﬂmthWYo&.Sh :
contributed to Yellow Silk, Appearances and Japanophile.

VALERIE MINER, b. 1947, New York, New York. Valerie Min
novels include Blood Sisters, Movement. Murder in the English Deg
ment and Winter's Edge. She is co-author of Tales I Tell My Mother '
Her Own Woman. Her work has appeared in Sinister Wisdom, Ikon,
Feminist Review, The New York Times and many other journals. She is
a first-generation American who grew up in a working-class Scottish-lrish
family.

JOAN NESTLE, b. 1940, Bronx, New York. Joan Nestle is a foun )
member of the Lesbian Herstory Archives and Lesbian Herstory Four p
tion, Inc. She also takes great pleasure teaching writing in the SEE
Program at Queens College, CUNY.

NINA NEWINGTON, b. 1958, Hong Kong. Writer and carpenter, sob
since February '84, getting wilder and happier every day. Put
in Jkon and Ordinary Women/Extraordinary Lives (forthcoming

thology). Sanity and stories thanks to my writing group, “Overload,
Gloria Anzaldua, rocks and trees and sober people.

KAREN LEE OSBORNE, b. 6/19/54, Washington, D.C. Grew up |
Florida. First novel, Carlyle Simpson, will be released by Acac
Chwthdb!.l%S.Bnmdmyl.A.anthEngﬁshntb I
mﬂtyofDeum.lhvepubliﬂndinWHmlem _
terly, Big Mama Rag and others. ,

ELAINE PARKER, b. 1955, Jacksboro, Tennessee. My work is the de
mented result of rituals which grow from a spirituality centered
woman-identified soul. Communication with an environment can only
accomplished through respect for that place. Therefore, I work sol
with materials found on site and harm no living thing.

KAREN RASCO, b. 1956, Evanston, Illinois. | now live in Chicago |
study printmaking at the School of the Arts Institute of Chicago. €
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lages, prints and drawings of mine have been published in about seventy-
five small press magazines including Kayak, The New Renaissance,
Moving Out, lowa Woman, Feminary and Black Maria.

ANNE RICKERTSEN, b. 1956, Lexington, Nebraska. Grew up farming.
White lesbian feminist named Rickets now shit-jobbing in Mankato, MN
and writing. Am thankful to lesbian and feminist artists and to women
sustaining lesbian feminist publications for works that move me.

SAPPHIRE, b. 8/04/50, Ft. Ord, California. I appreciate the Conditions
editors’ decision to publish “The Last Day of Winter.” I am angered and
saddened by their decision not to publish material I sent concerning
gentrification, Zionism and imperialism in the lesbian, gay and world
community.

BARBARA SMITH, Co-editor of Conditions Five, The Black Women's
Issue and All The Women Are White, All The Blacks Are Men, But Some
Of Us Are Brave: Black Women's Studies and editor of Home Girls A
Black Feminist Anthology. She is a co-founder of Kitchen Table: Women
of Color Press. She is working on a collection of short stories.

LINDA SMUCKLER, b. 1954, Cleveland, Ohio. She is a lesbian who
grew up in the suburbs. Her work has appeared in Sinister Wisdom and
On Our Backs. She has recently moved to Redhook where she plans to
grow a garden this summer.

VIGDIS STOKKELIEN, b. 1934, Norway. A former radio operator
with the Norwegian Merchant Marine. Author of several novels and short
story collections. “A Vietnamese Doll’ is taken from / Speiler (In the
Mirror), 1934.

LUZ IAR{A UMPIERRE, b. 1947, San Juan, Puerto Rico. Both a critic
and poet, Umpierre’s poetry collections include En el de las
maravillas and Una puertoriquena en Penna. She is an Associate Editor
of Third Woman.

ANDREA WEISS, b. 1956, New York City. Andrea Weiss is the Research
Director of the soon to be released feature film, “Before Stonewall: the
making of a lesbian and gay community” and is currently co-directing
a film on “The International Sweethearts of Rhythm™. She teaches
writing at the New York Feminist Art Institute. This essay will be in-
cluded in her forthcoming book, Vampires and Violets: Lesbians in the
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Cinema.

BARBARA WILSON, b. 1950, Long Beach California. Co-founder
Press, editor, writer (Murder In The Collective), translator. My

tions appear in An Everyday Story: Norwegian Women's Fiction. A
lection of stories by Cora Sandel will be published in 1985. My work
Sandel was awarded a Columbia Translation prize in 1984.

SHAY YOUNGBLOOD, b. Georgia. Shay Youngblood is a black,
born writer living in Atlanta. She is currently working on a
of short stories about growing up black and female under
conditions.

CHERRIE MORAGA, is the author of Loving in the War Years, Lo
Nunca Pasd Por Sus Labios (South End Press, 1983). She is
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Books and anthologies by contributors to CONDITIONS: ELEVEN|
TWELVE include:

Dorothy Allison, The Women Who Hate Me (Long Haul Press, P.O. Box
592, Van Brunt Station, Brooklyn, New York 11215), 1983, 60 pp.,
$4.50 plus $1 p/h.

, “Public Silence, Private Terror,” in Pleasure And Danger:

Toward A Politics of Sexuality, edited by Carole Vance (Routledge

& Kegan Paul) 9 Park Street, Boston, MA 02108), 1984, 462 pp.,

$11.95, Amber Hollibaugh.

Donna Brook, A History of the Afghan (Red Hanrahan Press, available
from Hanging Loose Press, 231 Wyckoff St., Brooklyn, N.Y. 11217),
$3.50 plus $1 p/h.

, Notes on Space/Time (Hanging Loose Press), 1977, 27 pp.,

$2.00 plus $1 p/h.

Elly Bulkin, Lesbian Poetry: An Anthology (The Gay Presses of New
York, P.O. Box 294, New York, N.Y. 10014), 1981, 336 pp. $8.95
plus $1p/h Dorothy Allison, Cheryl Clarke, Cherrfe Moraga, Sapphire.

Cheryl Clarke, Narratives: poems in the tradition of black women (Kitchen
Table: Women of Color Press, P.O. Box 2753, Rockefeller Center
Station, New York, N.Y. 10185), 1983, 60 pp., $4.95 plus $1 p/h.

Jan Clausen, Duration (Hanging Loose Press, 231 Wyckoff Street, Brook-

lyn, N.Y. 11215), 1983, 90 pp., $5.00.
, A Movement of Poets: Thoughts on Poetry and Feminisn

(Long Haul Pres, P.O. Box 592, Van Brunt Station, Brooklyn,
N.Y. 11215), 1982, 50 pp., $4.95.

——, Mother, Sister, Daughter, Lover, stories (The Crossing Press,
Trumansburg, N.Y. 14886), 1980, 136 pp., $4.95.

oy, Waking at the Bottom of the Dark (Long Haul Press), 1979,
80 pp., $3 plust $.65 p/h.

ey, After Touch (distributed by Long Haul Press), 1975, 76 pp.,
$2 plus $65 p/h.

Enid Dame, Confessions (Cross-Cultural Communications, 239 Wynsum
Ave., Merricks, N.Y. 11566), 1982, 16 pp., $2 plus $.75 for p/h,
and $.25 if ordering more than one copy.

, Lilith (forthcoming from Cross-Cultural Communications),
1985, 16 pp., $2 plus $.75 p/h and $.25 if ordering more than one

copy.




Melinda Goodman, Freshtones, an anthology of women’s poetry
fiction edited by Pat Lee, (One & One Communications, New Yor

1979.

Kimiko Hahn, ed. Breaking Silence: An Anthology of Asian Americ
Poets (Greenfield Review Press, P.O. Box 80, Greenfield Center,N.Y,

12833), 1983.

Joy Harjo, She Had Some Horses (Thunder's Mouth Press), 1983, d
tributed by Kitchen Table Women of Color Press, P.O. Box 27
New York, N.Y. 10185, 80 pp., $6.95 plus $1 p/h. -

Willyce Kim, Eating Artichokes (Women's Press Collective), 1971, 3.

Under the Rolling Sky (Maud Gonne Press), 1976, $4. Both availat
from author (Willyce Kim, 1647 Edith St., Berkeley, CA. 94703.

Andedeh.ﬁamhaMost.Vob.lmd ‘
writing from women in the Jefferson Park Housing Project.
Jefferson Park Writing Center, 38 Jefferson Park, Cambric
Ma. 92140, ATTN: Andrea Loewenstein), 1982, 1983, 28 pp.,
$2, no tax or handling changes.

———.Mﬂm(l’mdonhulkoummdl(mnhl. )
Park Street, Boston, MA 02108, (617) 742-5863)

Judith McDaniel, November Woman (The Loft Press, 93 Grant Ave
Glens Falls, New York 12801) also available from Inland Dis
tributors. 32 pp., $3.00. A

——, Winter Passage (Spinsters Ink, 803 DeHaro Street, S
Francisco 94107) 151 pp., $6.95. \

Valerie Miner, Movement (Crossing Press, Trumansburgh, N.Y. 14886
1982, 193 pp. $6.95 plus $.75 p/h. ]
. Murder in The English Department (The Women's Pre
124 Shoreditch High Street, London, E1 6JE, England), 1982
169 pp. (out of print).
— . Winter'’s Edge (Methuen, Britain, 11 New Fetter
London EC4P 4EE, England) 1984, 184 pp. (Four pounds sterl

including p/h). .
. Tales I Tell My Mother (Southland Press, 30 Columt

Avenue, Boston, MA 02116), 1980, $5.00 plus $.50 handling.

Cherﬁellaml.ovbnln The War Years/ lo que nunca paso por S
labios (South End Press, 302 Columbus Avenue, Boston, MA 92116

1983, 152 pp., $7.00. ,
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» and Gloria Anzalda, eds., This Bridge Called My Back:
Writings by Radical Women of Color, (Kitchen Table: Women of
Color Press, P.O. Box 2753, Rockefeller Center Station, New York,
N.Y. 10153), 1983, 261 pp., $8.95 plus $1 p/h Barbara Smith,
Cheryl Clarke.

ey AlmMa Gc.(mez. Cherﬁe Moraga and Mariana Romo-Carmona,
eds., Cuentos: Stories by Latinas (Kitchen Table Women of Color
Press) 1984 245 pp., $7.95.

Karen Lee Osborne, Carlyle Simpson (Academy Chicago Publishers,
425 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, IL 60611) Fall, 1985.

Barbara Smith, ed. Home Girls: A Black Feminist Anthology (Kitchen
Table Women of Color Press, P.0. Box 2753, Rockefeller Center
Station, New York, N.Y. 10185), 1983, 400 pp., $10.95 plus $1
p/h. Cheryl Clarke, Barbara A. Banks.

~—————, Barbara Smith, Gloria T. Hull and Patricia Bell Scott, eds.,
All the Women Are White, All the Blacks Are Men, but Some of Us
Are Brave: Black Women's Studies (The Feminist Press, Box 334,
Old Westbury, New York 11568).

Luz Muﬂ Umpierre, En el pmf de las maravillas, (Third Woman Press,
¢/o Chicago-Riqueno Studies, Ballantine Hall, Indiana University,
Bloomington, Indiana 47401), 1982, $4.

~~————— Una puertorriquena en Penna (order from Luz Ma Umpierre,
P.0. Box 1703, New Brunswick, N.J. 08903), 1979, $2.50 plus $1
p/h.

~————— Nuevas aproximaciones criticas a la literatura puertorriquena
contemporanea, a collection of essays in spanish on Zavala, Esteves,
Ferre, Cassas and others; order from Editorial Cultural, Calle Robles
51, Rio Piedras, P.R. 00926, $5.00 plus postage.

Barbara Wilson, Thin Ice and Other Stories (Seal Press, 312 S. Washing-
ton, Seattle, WA 98104), 1981, 125 pp., plus $1 p/h.
—————— Walking On the Moon (Seal Press), 1983, 161 pp-, $5.95.
» Ambitious Women (Seal Press, distributed by Spinsters Ink,
803 De Haro, San Francisco, CA 94107), 1983, 228 pp-, $7.95.
—————— Murder In the Collective (Seal Press), 1984, 181 pp-, $7.95.
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Barbara Wilson, Murder in the Collective, novel, (The Seal Press, 3
Washington, Seattle, WA 98104), 1984, 192 pp., $7.95.




PUBLICATIONS RECEIVED

Jeannine Allard, L¥gende, novel (Alyson Publications, Inc., 40 Plympton
Street, Boston, MA 02118), 1984, 125 pp., $5.95.

Carol Ascher, Louise De Salvo, and Sara Ruddick, eds., Berween Women:
Biographers, Novelists, Critics, Teachers and Artists Write About
Their Work on Women (Beacon Press, 25 Beacon Street, Boston, MA
02108), 1984, 469 pp., $11.95.

Dodici Azpadu, Goat Song, novel (Aunt Lute Book Company, lowa City,
IA), 1984, 110 pp., $6.50.

Evelyn Torton Beck, ed., Nice Jewish Girls (The Crossing Press, Trumans-
burg, NY 14886), 1982, 286 pp., $8.95.

Susanne Bosche, Jenny Lives With Eric and Martin, children’s story (Gay
Men’s Press, London. Distributed by Alyson Publications, Inc., P.O.
Box 2783, Boston, MA 02208), 1983, 50 PP., $5.50 +$1.00 postage.

Michael Bronski, Culture Clash: The Making of Gay Sensibility (South
End Press, 302 Columbus Avenue, Boston, MA 021 16), 1984,
249 pp., $9.00.

Cambridge Women's Peace Collective eds., My Country Is the Whole
World: An Anthology of Women's Work on Peace and War (Pandora
Press. Distributed by Routledge & Kegan Paul, Ltd., 9 Park Street,
Boston MA 02108), 1984, 306 pp., $8.95.

Ana Castillo, Women Are Not Roses, poems (Arte Publico Press, Revista
Chicano-Riqueffa, University of Houston, Houston, TX 77004),
1984, 64 pp., $5.00.

Sandra Cisneros, The House on Mango St., prose poems (Arte Publico
Press, Revista Chicano-RiquéTia University of Houston, Houston, TX
77004), 1983, 103 pp., $7.50.

Michelle Cliff, Abeng, novel (The Crossing Press, Trumansburg, NY
14886), 1984, 170 pp., $16.95 cloth.

Jo Cochran, J.T. Stewart, and Maymi Tsutakawa, eds., Gathering Ground:
New Writing and Art by Northwest Women of Color (The Seal Press,
312 S. Washington, Seattle, WA 98104), 1984, 187 Pp-, $6.95.

Nancy Faires Conklin, Brenda McCallum, and Marcia Wade, eds., The
Culture of Southern Black Women: Approaches and Materials, cur-
riculum guide (The University of Alabama, Archive of American
Minority Cultures and Women's Studies Program, Project on the
Culture of Southern Black Women, P.0. Box 1391, University, AL
35486), 1983, 176 pp., $7.50.

Jane Roberta Cooper, ed., Reading Adrienne Rich: Reviews and Re-
Visions, 1951-81 (The University of Michigan Press, Ann Arbor, MI),
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1984, 367 pp., $8.95. A
Margaret Cruikshank, ed., New Lesbian Writing (Grey Fox, Box 3119¢
San Francisco, CA 94131), 1984, 200 pp., $7.95. ,

Mary Daly, Pure Lust: Elemental Feminist Philosophy (Beacon Press,
Beacon Street, Boston, MA 02108), 1984, 471 pp., $18.95. '

Trudy Darty and Sandee Potter, eds., Women Identified Women (|
field Publishing Company, 285 Hamilton Avenue, Palo Alto, C
94301), 1984, 316 pp., $11.95. |

Stephanie Demetrakopoulis, Listening To Our Bodies (Beacon R
25 Beacon Street, Boston, MA 02108), 1984, 199 pp.

Michael Denneny, Decent Passions: Real Stories About Love (Alyse
Publications, Inc., P.O. Box 2783, Boston, MA 02208), 198
223 pp., $6.95.

Jeffrey Elliot, ed., Kindred Spirits: An Anthology of Gay and Le:
Science Fiction Stories (Alyson Publications, Inc., P.O. Box
Boston, MA 02208), 1984, 262 pp., $6.95.

Katherine V. Forrest, Amateur City, novel (The Naiad Press, Inc., P4
Box 10543, Tallahassee, FL 32302), 1984, 204 pp., $7.95.

Kathleen Fraser, Something (even human voices) in the foreground,
lake, poems (Kelsey Street Press, P.O. Box 9235, Berkeley, C
94709), 1984, 35 pp., $6.25.

Ruth Geller, Triangles, novel (The Crossing Press, Trumansburg,
14886), 1984, $7.95.

Judy Grahn, The Highest Apple: Sappho and the Lesbian Poetic
tion (Spinsters Ink, 803 De Haro Street, San Francisco, CA 94107
1985, 159 pp., $5.95.

Judy Grahn, The Work of a Common Woman: The Collected Poetry
Judy Grahn, 1964-1977 (The Crossing Press, Trumansburg, M
14886), 1984, 158 pp., $6.95.

Harmony Hammond, Wrappings: Essays on Feminism, Art and
Martial Arts (TSL Press, Mussman Bruce Publishers, 139 West 3
Street, New York, NY 10011), 1984, 110 pp., $8.50. ,

Bell Hooks, Feminist Theory: From Margin to Center, essays (S
End Press), 1985, 174 pp., $8.00.

Nym Hughes, Yvonne Johnson, and Yvette Perreault, Stepping
of Line: A Workbook on Lesbignism and Feminism (Press
Publishers, 603 Powell Street, Vancouver, B.C. V6AIH2), 1S
208 pp., $12.95. ;

Marilyn Krysl, Diana Lucifera, poetry (Shameless Hussy Press, Box 309
Berkeley, CA 94707), 1983, 44 pp., $2.95. |

Meridel LeSueur, / Hear Men Talking and Other Stories (West End [
P.O. Box 7232, Minneapolis, MN), 1984, 243., §5.95.
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Audre Lorde, Sister Qutsider: Essays and Speeches (The Crossing Press,
Trumansburg, NY 14886), 1984, 190 pp., $7.95.

Jo Ann Loulan, Lesbian Sex (Spinsters Ink, 803 De Haro Street, San
Francisco, CA 94107), 1984, 309 pp., $9.95.

Lee Lynch, Old Dyke Tales (The Naiad Press, Inc., P.O. Box 10543,
Tallahassee, FL 32302), 1984, 246 pp., $7.95.

Judith McDaniel, Winter Passage, novel (Spinsters Ink, 803 De Haro
Street, San Francisco, CA 94107), 1984, 151 pp., $6.95.

Peggy O'Mara McMahon, Marion Cohen, Kay Kaiser-Cook and Kim
Fischer, eds., Mother Poet, poetry (Mothering Publications, Inc.,
P.O. Box 2208, Alburquerque, NM 87103), 1983, 149 pp., $7.95.

Jovette Marchessault, Saga of the Wer Hens, play (Talonbooks, 201
1019 East Cordova, Vancouver, B.C. V6AIMS, CANADA), 1983,
134 pp.

Mary Meigs, Lily Briscoe: A Self-Portrait, biography (Talonbooks, 201
1019 East Cordova, Vancouver, B.C. V6AIMS, CANADA), 1981,
260 pp.

Mary Meigs, The Medusa Head, biography (Talenbooks, 201 1019 East
Cordova, Vancouver B.C. V6AImS8, CANADA), 1983, 162pp.

Deena Metzger, The Woman Who Slept with Men to Take The War Out
of Them and Tree, prose (Wingbow Press, 2929 Fifth Street, Berkeley,
CA, 94710), 1984, 220 pp., $7.95.

Jane Meyerding, ed., We Are All Part of One Another: A Barbara Deming
Reader (New Society Publishers, 4722 Baltimore Avenue, Philadel-
phia, PA 19143), 1984, 295 pp., $10.95.

Pat Mora, Chants, poems (Arte Publico Press, Revista Chicano-Riquents,
University of Houston, Houston, TX 77004), 1984, 52 PP., $5.00.

Robin Morgan, ed., Sisterhood is Global: The International Women’s
Movement Anthology (Anchor Press/Doubleday), 1984, 815 pp.,
$1295.

Brenda Marie Osbey, Ceremony for Minneconjoux, poems (Callaloo
Poetry Series, University of Kentucky, Lexington, KY 40506-
0027), 1983, 86 pp., $5.00.

Deborah Pope, A Separate Vision: Isolation in Contemporary Women's
Poetry (Louisiana State University Press, Baton Rouge, LA 70893),
1984, 170 pp., $20.00 cloth.

Joy Christi Przestwor, Connecting in the Community: A Handbook for
Programs (The Arthur and Elizabeth Schlesinger Library, Radcliffe
College, 10 Garden Street, Cambridge, MA 02138), 1984, 181 PP
$9.95.

Georgia Jo Ressmeyer, Bemnice, A Comedy In Letters (Metis Press, P.O.
Box 25187, Chicago, IL 60625), 1984, 113 PP, $6.95.
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Jane Rule, A Hor-Eyed Moderate, essays (The Naiad Press, Inc., PC
Box 10543, Tallahassee, FL 32302), 1985, 242 pp., $7.95.
Jane Rule, Inland Passage, novel (The Naiad Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1054;
Tallahassee, FL 32302), 1985, 273 pp., $7.95.
Jane Rule, The Young in One Another’s Arms, novel (The Naiad Pres
Inc., P.O. Box 10543, Tallahasee, FL 32302), 1984, 214 pp., $7.95
Diana E. H. Russell and Nicole Van de Ven, eds., Orimes Against We
Proceedings of the Intemational Tribunal (Frog In The Well, 4
Oakdale Road, East Palo Alto, CA 94393), 1984, 320 pp., $7.95.

Sarah Schulman, The Sophie Horowitz Story, novel (The Naiad Pres
Inc., P.O. Box 10543, Tallahassee, FL 32302), 1984, 158 pp., $7.9¢

Judy Simmons, Decent Intentions, poems (Blind Beggar Press, P.O. B
437, Williamsbridge Station, Bromx, NY 10467), 1984, 57
$5.95.

Janet S. Soule, Tracking Our Way Through Time: A Lesbian Herstos
Calendar/Journal (Sandpiper Books, P.O. Box 268139, Chicago,
60626-8139), 1984, $10.50.

Chris South, Clenched Fists, Burning Crosses, novel (The Crossing
Trumansburg, NY 14886), 1984, 183 pp., $7.95.

Dale Spender, Women of Ideas (And What Men Have Done To
(Ark Paperbacks, Routledge & Kegan Paul, 9 Park Street, Bc
MA 02108), 1983, 800 pp., $9.95.

Julia Stein, Under the Ladder to Heaven, poems (West End Press,
7232, Minneapolis, MN 55407), 1984, 51 pp., $4.00.

Merlin Stone, Ancient Mirrors of Womanhood: A Treasury of Goc
and Heroine Lore from Around the World (Beacon Press, 25 E
Street, Boston, MA 02108), 1984, 425 pp., $9.95.

Savina J. Teubal, Sarah the Priestess: The First Matriarch of Ge
(Ohio University Press, Athens, Ga 45601), 1984, 199 pp., $16.
cloth, $8.95 paper. .

Joyce Trebilcot, ed., Mothering: Essays in Feminist Theory (Rowm
Allanheld, 81 Adams Drive, Totowa, NJ 07512), 1984, 336 ¢
$10.95.

Joyce Trebilcot, Taking Responsibility for Sexuality, essay (Aca
Books, P.O. Box 3630, Berkeley, CA 94703), 1984, 21 pp., $3.0(

Carole S. Vance, ed., Pleasure and Danger: Exploring Female Sexu
(Routledge & Kegan Paul), 1984, 462 pp., $25.00 cloth, $11.

paper.
Evangelina Vigil, Woman of Her Word (Revista Chicano-Riquefia, Ur
sity of Houston, Houston, TX 77004), 1983, 180 pp., $12.00.
Sonny Wainright, Stage V: A Journal Through lliness (Acacia Bo¢
P.0. Box 3630, Berkeley, CA 94703), 1984, 144 pp., $6.95.

244




CLASSIFIED ADS—-ANNOUNCEMENTS

HISPANIC PLAYWRIGHTS! Award winning playwright, Maria Irene
Forness will direct a six month workshop for Hispanic playwrights
starting October, 1985 at INTAR, the Hispanic Arts Center in New York
City. Grants of $2500.00 are available. To apply, send play or writing
sample to Ms. Fornes at INTAR, 420 West 42nd Street, New York, NY
10036, with self-addressed stamped envelope before August 30th, 198S5.

KINESIS, a monthly feminist newspaper with a lively arts section, and
feature supplements on such topics as racism, education, lesbians, and
women and trade unions. Ongoing coverage of women’s issues, actions
and strategies in B.C. Canada, and internationally. $15.00 (Can.) for
10 issues. Kinesis, 400A West 5th Avenue, Vancouver, B.C., Canada
V5Y-1J8.

SEX AND THE STATE; THEIR LAWS, OUR LIVES . . . A conference
on Lesbian and Gay History sponsored by the International Gay Associa-
tion (IGA), July 3 — July 6, 1985, Toronto, Canada. For information
contact the Canadian Gay Archives, P.0. Box 639, Station A, Toronto,
Ontario, Canada M5W 1G2.

DIASPORA DISTRIBUTION has moved, but still carries wonderful
books, cards and artworks by dedicated dykes, for lesbians, women and
girls. Write for free catalog: P.O. Box 19224, Oakland, CA 94619.

COMMON LIVES/LESBIAN LIVES Qurterly, 112 page perfect-bound
magazine documenting lesbian experience, thought and vision through
stories autobiographies, oral histories, theory, photos, journals, graphics,
correspondence, CL/LL makes special commitment to soliciting and print-
ing the work of lesbians of color, fatlnbhns.lesbhmoverﬂftynd
under twenty, disabled lesbians, Jewish lesbians, poor and working class
lesbians, and lesbians of varying cultural backgrounds. Published con-
tinuously since Fall '81; all back issues avaiable. Single copies $4, 4 for
$10. $12/year. P.O. Box 1553, lowa City, 1A 52244.

FEMINIST WICCE Mail order books, tarot, witcheraft supplies: Cata-
logue: $2.50, 21050 (C) Waveview, Topanga, CA 90290.

WISE WOMAN CENTER: Herbal/spirit healing workshops. Write Weed,
P.0. Box 64CN, Woodstock, N.Y. 12498,

SPIRITUAL IMAGERY/TALISWOMAN, Sterling silver and 14K. Send
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$.50 for brochure. Jane Sipe—Jeweler, P.O. Box 2918, Dept. C
NM 87571.

NYC WRITERS: If you are interested in possible freelance work and ¢

do business writing/editing on deadline, send resume, one-page pros
sample, and SASE to ExpressWriter, 420 Lexington Avenue, Suite 286(
NYC 10017.

ON OUR BACKS, a lesbian sex magazine, seeks erotic submissions. §
copy/inquiries: Box 421916, San Francisco, CA 94142.

SISTERSILVER: FEMINIST JEWELRY. Axes, moons, women's
Jesbian symbols, goddesses, and more. Silver, Gold, Stones. For catalc
send $.50 to M. Lou Brubaker, Star Rt. 51-C, Goodland, MN 5574;
Custom orders welcome. k

The FEMINIST ARAB-AMERICAN NETWORK, an organization ¢
feminists of Arab heritage residing in the United States is interested
collecting: bibliographies on Arab women; personal and family histor
writings on topics of concern to Arab-American feminists; informat
about local projects and activities in which you are involved. Cc
F.AN., P.O. Box 725, East Lansing M1 48823-0625.

DOCUMENTATION OF ANTISEMITISM in the US. Di Vilde Chay
are collecting material which documents current anti-Semitism in th
country. We are interested in photographs showing vandalism and
fiti, flyers for meetings and demonstrations, cartoons and local
paper articles which are not covered by nationally distributed
papes. Please label all materials on the back or attach a descriptive
ment that includes date, place, organization, etc. Material should be
warded to Di Vilde Chayes, P.O. Box 128, New Lebanon, New
12125.

GOLDEN THREADS: Friendship club of woman-loving women fifty
older and women who are interested in older women. Contacts mx
letter under ID numbers. Send SASE for info. GOLDEN RE
P.O. Box 2616, Quincy MA 02269.

A WOMAN'S TOUCH-An anthology of lesbian eroticism and se
Tantalizing short stories, high quality photographs and graphics.
postpaid to A Woman's Touch, Dept N, 759 West 25th Avenue, Euge
OR 97405. ’
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ADVERTISING

CONDITIONS has established the following rates for classified and
display ads:

CLASSIFIED ADS:
Women's/gay presses and businesses, and small presses:
25 cents per word, 10 word minimum.

Commercial presses: 50 cents per word, 20 word minimum.

DISPLAY ADS:
Women's/gay presses and businesses, and small presses:

Full page (444" x 7™) - $100

Half page (4% "x3%™) - $ 50

Quarter page (2" x 3%™) — § 25

- $150
Half page -$75

thhyodsmuubeinthefomofwycopy. All adver-
tisements must be accompanied by check or money order.

All copy is accepted at the discretion of the editors.
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Submissions

We are interested in manuscripts of POETRY, SHORT FICTION,
NOVEL excerpts, DRAMA, and other creative forms (JOURNAL
entries, excerpts from CORRESPONDENCE, TRANSLATIONS) as
well as CRITICAL ARTICLES on the women's/lesbian movements
dmbam“d-a'.dmdb
ummmmmmmmm
especially committed to publicizing and reviewing women's press
publications.

wemwum'mmmmu
d»mmwumamwaum

Mddam'eummwhch&mthl
mamwmmuwma-—,
different backgrounds. We welcome submissions from all women
mum.w»mmh-wp‘d
their lives.

'emﬁohamdhmm&mtww
ﬁou.w:hmnoqedﬂew.n.ﬁeumu
mu-nm-ymmuh-m"xs"m
Mv&cmwm&dﬁewdum
mmu.mmamm.mua
w«ud.m.mammm.pu»
copy and not the original work.

Send manuscripts and art work to:

CONDITIONS
P.O. Box 56

Van Brunt Station
Brooklyn, New York 11215

Mymuwwbyampd.dﬁ
addressed envelope will be returned.




Subscribe!

Unlike a book or anthology, a magazine’s financial backbone
is subscriptions, and not individual sales (though of course
those are always appreciated). We want to ensure that Cond-
tions will remain self-sufficient, that it will reach as many
women as possible. Subscribe now!

NAME
ADDRESS

Gift subscription for:

NAME
ADDRESS

zip
Please start my subscription with Conditions:
Ten____ Eleven/Twelve Thirteen____ Fourteen

Is this subscription a renewal? No___ Yes_

$15: for Individual subscription (3 issues)

$9: Special “hardship” rate

$20, $50, $75: Supporting subscriptions

$25: Institutional subscription ($9: single issue)

$6: Single issue only (specify which)
$3.50 for back issues.
Forty percent discount to bookstores on orders of 5 or more.

For overseas subscriptions add $2 per subscription and $.50
for each additional individual copy.

Please make checks payable to:

Conditions
P.O. Box 56
Van Brunt Station
Brooklyn, New York 11215
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STILL AVAILABLE

CONDITIONS FIVE THE BLACK WOMEN'S ISSUE

others.

With poettymdprooebyGMAmoumaam Rac
deVries, Rebecca Gordon, Jana Harris, Joan Larkin, Minnie Bruce
Claudia Scott, Dorothy Allison, Irena Kkpﬁz.‘lo&mﬂly ;
wmwmm.mzmmdom

CONDITIONS EIGHT
With poetry ndpmbysvw:m os, Jan C
Hattie Gossett, Marilyn Hacker, Irena Klepfisz Moraga,
Bruce Prart, Gloria Barbara Smith, Barbara Kerr,

'Ilthpoeuymdptocbyloamo.lowdun.tm G
SWMMMWMJQMM.M



CONDITIONS: TEN IS STILL AVAILABLE

POETRY: by Sy Margaret Baldwin, Chrystos, Enid Dame, Toi Derri-
cotte, Marilyn Hacker, Willyce Kim, Honor Moore, Christina Peri Rossi,
Luzma Umpierre.

FICTION: by Barbara Banks, Jan Clausen, Andrea Freud Loewenstein,
Raymina Mays.

ESSAYS: Elly Bulkin from “Hard Ground: Jewish Identity, Racism
and Anti-Semitism™ and Mab Segrest “Mama, Granny, Carrie, Bell:
Race & Class, A Personal Accounting.”

REVIEWS: Keeper of Accounts by Irena Klepfisz, reviewed by Cheryl
Clarke; A Gathering of Spirit, Sinister Wisdom No. 22/23 edited by
Beth Brandt, reviewed by Gloria Anzalda; The Politics of Reality by
Marilyn Frye, reviewed by Judith Butler; She Had Some Horses by Joy
Harjo, reviewed by Jo Cochran.

Individual copies $6.00
(Institutions: $9.00)

Make checks payable to Conditions, P.O. Box 56, Van Brunt Station,
Brooklyn, New York 11215.
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THE CROSSING PRESS, P.O. Box 640, Trumansburg, NY 14886

is pleased to announce
A NOVEL by JAN CLAUSEN

SINKING, STEALING

With all the intelligence, wit, candor
and ferocity that readers of her poetry,
short stories and non-fiction have come
to expect, Jan Clausen tells the story
of a Lesbian co-parent threatened with
the loss of her non-biological child.

$7.95 paper at bookstores or order directly
from The Crossing Press-edd $1.00 postage

Colleen McKay

A NEWKIND OF RADICAL

D
WOMEN'S MAGAZINE

Ammtncnon.manmmuccw

\ EXCERPTS FROM NOVELS: MICHELLE CLIFF.

1 ERIKA DUNCAN. LINDA HOGAN, SUSAN LEE ASPECIAL SECTION

| WOMEN
\ PROSE: MAUREEN BRADY. BEVERLY JOSE. IN STRUGGLE:
ELVA PEREZTREVINO.ZANA MEDGA&'V‘!%
NICARAGUA

PHOTOGRAPHS: MARIAN ROTH

KIMIKO HAHN, HETTIE JONES WILLYCE KIM.
SARA MILES. MARY MORAN. ADRIENNE RICH
SAPPHIRE. MARY JANE SULLIVAN.

CAROL TARLEN. SUZANNE ZAVRIAN

Single Issue $475
2 Issue Subscription $9.50
TKON 1 2 TKON 2
Still Available

IKON P.O. BOX 138§
Stuyvesant Station
Newv York, N.Y.10009

AN ANTHOLOGY OF
DRAWINGS: MARCO MACHIDA 'OETI%YGFR'CE?‘MT
PHO APHY,




THIS
PLACE

Andrea
Freud
Loewenstein

Set in the suffocating, enclosed world of
o women's prison. this compelling first
novel by Andreo Freud Loewenstein
weaves the intricate strands of four
women's lives together with extroordi-
nary power.

“1t feels like o victory 1o me thot this
book is being published ofter yeors of
retusal 1o compromise on the lesbion
theme or 1o tell less thon the whole
truth obout women in prison.”
—Susan Saxe

Pondoro Press $14.95 cloth

PLEASURE AND D
Exploring Female Sexuality
Edited by Carole Vance

“Plecsure ond Donger resonates with
chollenge to us o3 political feministy
1o ‘deepen ond expond’ our ‘rodical
mmwmmm
tice,” 10 oct in our ‘sexval self-interesy!
These proceedings from the 1982 The
Scholor and the Feminist Conference
Bornord College speck o Sisterhood,
volidate the ploces | have been, show
me new ways 10 go.”
— Cheryl Clarke
$25.00 cloth, $11.95¢

Routledge &
Kegan Paul

9 Park Street, Boston MA  024C

NYJ@ feminist magazine

Trouble and Strife — cockney rbyming slang for wife — shows up tl
reality of conflict in relations between women and men in our SOCH
As radical feminists, our politics come directly from tbis tension
between men's power and women’s resistance.

In issues 1 and 2 ~

Greenham — why do we still fecl ambivalent?
Witches — martyrs, rebels or victims?

Writing Our Own Ilistory

Class in the women's liberation movement
What's the French for political lesbianism?

Three issues a year for £6.50/US$1 1.50
(By airmail, £9/US$16: Institutions £16.50/US$29)

In the next issue —

Why do men fight for custody?
Sex, love — and hate

What are the new reproductive tee
Therapy/licalth/ Engels/ v
Wimpy Bars and more .. . X

Trouble and Strife o), PO Box MT16, Leeds LS17 5PY, Britain.




13th MCDN

A FEMINIST LITERARY MAGAZINE

Now in its eleventh year, 13th Moon is a literary journal
publishing poetry, fiction, translations, articles, reviews and
graphics by women. Recent contributors include Marge Piercy,
Joanna Russ, Cherrie Moraga, Honor Moore, Cheryl Clarke,
Josephine Jacobsen, Judy Grahn, Harmony Hammond and Toi
Derricotte.

13th Moon Vol. VIII nos. 1&2, 264 pp: Narrative Forms in Prose
and Poetry, $6.50 + $.75 postage.

13th Moon Vol. VII nos. 1&2, 208 pp: Working-Class Ex-
perience, $6.00 + $.75 postage.

NAME
ADDRESS

ZIP
Marilyn Hacker, Editor * Box 309 < Cathedral Station, N.Y. 10025




KITCHEN TABLE: Women of ColorF

KITCHEN TABLE: Women of Color Press Is commited to producing and
work of Third World Women of all Mwmmm
further the cause of Third women's personal and political freedom,

HOME GIRLS: Sifura dmith
A Black Feminist Anthology

400 pp. $10.95

CUENTOS: s, cherte
Stories by Latinas  and Mariana Romc
45pp. $7.95

THIS BRIDGE 21 pp.
CALLED MY BACK: 895
Writings by Radical Women of Colc

(Available in Fall, 1983) ed. by Cherrfe Moraga & Gloria An:

NARRATIVES:

Poems in the e Clarke S0pp:
Tradition of Black Women

KITCHEN TABLE:

B New York, NY 10185
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A JOURNAL OF PROGRESSIVE JEWISH THOUGHT
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—————————————————

A JOURNAL OF IDEAS. .
- AR
Radical feminist visionary writing = -
Theory and Scholarship C—_— -~
Critical essays — Reviews T B
TRIVIAL LIVES —— LTV
Necessary sustenance for Gl e
the labrys-toting mind. Maan, .
bbl
TRIVIA is published three times a year. St i
S~
$12/year — individuals TRIVIA e v
$14/vear — omof US  P.O. BOX 606 o ihey
$18/year — institutions N. Amherst, MA N C—

Sample Copy: $5.00/56.00 01059

You might not Know it, bu: the field of women's
growing by leaps and bounds. You might not know it, because most mains
review periodicals don’t cover the majority of women's writing, print
occasional reviews of books by women writers 100 famous to ignore. You
not know it, because even feminist publications can’t cover it all with
confines of a book review section. You might not know it—unless you su
1o The Women's Review of Books.

Each issue of the Women's Review is filled with in-depth reviews of t
current and controversial in writing by and/or about women. In o
you'll find a forum for lively debate on a wide range of feminist ¢
thoughtful, thought-provoking writing on everything from poetry 10 pa
sexuality 10 sociology, fiction to physics, and more.

If you subscribe to the Women's Review, you know all this.

If you don't, what are you waiting for?

0O 1 want loknow—scndmnmgnpkoopyofthem'sm
O 1 can't wait—here’s my subscription:
Olams___(md‘uafRIInmmxonnwaipﬁon). A
SltwmmMmeU&Ma&”m&.m
for surface mail, $18 airmail. Please moke all paymenis in US dollars.
[0 Bill me later—but start my subscription now.

Name
Street

Ciy State Zip
Smdlo:'l‘heWoneu'sRev!edeooh.Dev(.lz. Wellesley College C
Research on Women, Wellesley, MA 02181-8255.

——




LESBIAN
NUNS:
BREAKING
SI'I‘I;ZECE

ry

Rosemary Curb and Nancy Manahan

ISBN: 0-930044-63-0 $16.95
ISBN: 0-930044-62-2 $9.95 PB

FOR PAPERBACK EDITION MAIL ORDERS ADD 15% POSTAGE AND HANDUNG

THE NAIAD £ & g/ PO. Box 10543
PRESS mc. “‘.’3“”’“




Lesbian, Gay and Feminist Bookstore with an enormous
stock in books, periodicals, records, posters, jewelry, cards,
etc. Write for our new Lesbian Literature catalog featuring
Lesbian fiction, poetry, biography, art, herstory, self-help,
spirituality, periodicals and more. 345 South 12th Street,

Philadelphia, Pa. 19107, (215)923-2960. Subscription to
Review and Catalogs - $2.00. We buy used gay & feminist
books. Hours: M.T.Thur. 10 - 9; Wed, 10 - 7; Fri. & Sat.
10-10;Sun.2-7.

JOVANNLS
O0N

EXPERIENCED WRITERS
AND EDITORS ON CALL

Reports = Brochures ¢ speeches » Press Releases
e Letters « Newsletters Proposals

212 - 499-6400

420 Lexington Avenue e Suite 2860
New York, New York 10170
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Nlesbhian
dEthics

Envisioning the
Aforum  world We Were All

A LG

r ethical
::sues Meant to Live In.
among ESSAYS
lesbianNS. READERS' FORUMS
DEAR LEZ
REVIEWS/COMMENTARY

3 issues a year $12, out of US.$14
Institutions $16/$18. Sample $5/$6
LE Publications, POBox 943, Venice CA 90294

i
e
o
e

Between Women of

\

Our \{;57}‘ Color
Selves Newspaper

~ A National Feminist Newspaper Com-
mitted 1o Publishing News By, For and
About Women of Color -~

SUBSCRIBE NOW!

-

mdividaal $10/year (6 issoes). mmnutions $15;
contriduting $20 or more. B80S B free 0
women in prisons and mental mstaeions

80.5. ahw secks women of color photographens,
sall wrsters and graphic artists

P.O. BOX 1939
WASHINGTON, D.C. 20013




Third Woman | Y

.. . is a journal of literature and the arts focusing on the v;ork by abow
U.S. Latinas. Hispanic Women and Third World Women in general.

For publication we accept—in English or Spanish— poetry. narrative. drama, .
creative essays. reviews. interviews. literary criticism.and graphic arts.

Subscription rates to Third Woman. a scsmiannual publication. are:
Individual: $8.00 Institutions: $12.00
Single copies: $5.00

)

Make all checks pavable 1o Third Woman Mail ¢/ o Chicano-Riqueno Studies,
BH 849. Indiana University. Bloomington. IN 47405

women’s newspaper

Each month

“ev‘s and -
features on
ach wonens
chi, -2
deVements

struggles

imperialism,
Please would you send me a FREE lesbian

100
COPY of Outwrite Newspaper and sub- opptﬁ‘ot
scription details. or

NAME Contro] Over

our
ADDRESS podieS«-*

Return this form to Outwrite, Oxford and

House, Derbyshire Street, London ‘E‘b Mmuch more,
Uk,




What International Connexions
Do Women Have?

How much do we know
about each other?
Are we worlds apart?

Connexions:

An Insernational Women's
Quarterly of news, analysis, and
interviews translated from

the international feminist press.

Subscribe Now!

Annual Subscription $12 P.0. Box 95315

Canada and Mexico $14 Seattle, WA 98145

Ovemsazsoﬂ_l surface S/ hsue. §7.50Nesr (3

armail Library and institutions, 810/year.

Connexions

4228 Telegraph Avenue

Oakland

654-6723 |
|

SECOND EDITION =
NEW EXPANDED
A GATHERING OF SPIRIT m.;;mped.:m
Whiting and Art by North American
Indian Women
Edited by Beth Brant pvee
R : Monday - Saturday
“This book Is proce thal ove can - 10:00 - 6:30
N“M-‘_‘mm e e b
“There Is & dtus s of welting In A GATHERING OF
mrbhm“mmmm
M Noves
Work by 62 Woman m“mmw
B8N 543116090 Sont BASL W g $.95 « Si/peniage § hencing
SIMISTER WISOOM BOOKS P.0. Box 1920, Rackiund, Maiss 4841




More of what you
read JUMP CUT for

JUMP 1 29

LATIN AMERICAN FILM

Film and Video Making in Revolutionary
El Salvedor + Havana Film Festival +
Mexican Cinema + Theory by Cuban

director Tomas Gutierrez Alea + More

GERMAN WOMEN'S CINEMA

Interviews with German Women Film-
maokers + Reviews of THE POWER OF
MEN IS THE PATIENCE OF WOMEN +
THE GERMAN SISTERS + THE ALL
AROUND REDUCED PERSONALITY:
REDUPERS + More

WOMEN AND REPRESENTATION

Socp Operas and Harlequin Romances +
Feminist Criticism of Feminist Criticism
Black Women Filmmakers + Audience

Response to PERSONAL BEST + More

Subs: $6/4 issues US; $8/4
issues Canoda & Abrood

JUMP CUT, PO Box 865
Berkeley CA 94701




THE W©ME[[§% éMH@ HATE

POEMS BY DOROTHY ALLISON

READERS PRAISE “A GIFTED, BRILLIANT POET"*.._.

Whether she writes of love or hate, Allison’s work is strong,
hard-edged....The Women Who Hate Me is a necessary book
for women who share the poet’s dream of women together
in a truthful and loving way.

Womanews

Dorothy Allison describes herself as a working-class lesbian;
she’s also a feminist force....The Women Who Hate Me, her
first book of poetry, is a wonderful brew of reason charged
with feeling-the antithesis of extra-dry verse with a twist,

The Village Voice

*In The Women Who Hate Me, Dorothy Allison writes poems
full of power, strength and lust. The poems |leave one shak-
en, fully aware of Allison’s forthright use of language, and
impressed by her voice, which commands attention....
Allison is a gifted, brilliant poet.

off our backs

The rage in The Women Who Hate Me...is so strong and so
intense that it seems impossible to take in all at once....Her
work is biting, hard, angry and full of passion, but it may
help us to truly know each other and love the selves we have
become

The Body Politic
The Women Who Hate Me may be ordered from Long Haul

Press for $4.50 plus $.90 postage/handling. Forty percent
discount on all orders of five or more copies.

Long Haul Press, P.O. Box 592, Van Brunt Station, Brooklyn, NY 11215




Gift Subscriptions

Birthdays!

Holidays! Anniversaries!

CONDITIONS
Please send a gift subscription (3 issues) beginning with Conditions:
Five Six Seven Eight Nine Ten

Is this subscription a renewal? No___ Yes

NAME
ADDRESS

NAME
ADDRESS

Please enclose card from:

NAME
ADDRESS

Rates: $15 for individual; $9 “hardship™ rate; $20, $50, $75 sup-
porting subscriptions; $6 for individual issue; $3.50 for back issues;
for overseas subscriptions add $2 per subscription and $ .50 for each.
additional individual issue.
Make checks or money orders payable to:

Conditions

P.O. Box 56

Van Brunt Station

Brooklyn, New York 11215






















IN THIS ISSUE:

POETRY o
Joy Hanjo, Carol Barrett, Melinda Goodman,
Judith McDaniel, Dorothy Allison, Kimiko Hahn,
river karner, Cheryl Clarke, Lisa Garrigues, Sylvia Foley,
Margot Mifflin, Carmela Lanza, Anne Rickertsen,
Kris Hill, Donna Brook, Terri L. Jewell

FICTION
Valerie Miner, Sapphire, Shay Youngblood,
Karen Lee Osborne, Andrea Freud Loewenstein,
Rima Shore, Lucy Jane Bledsoe, Linda Smuckler,
Beverly Burch, Vigdis Stokkelien translated by
Barbara Wilson

DRAMA
Cherrie Moraga

ESSAY
Andrea Weiss

VISUALS
Elaine Parker (photos), Karen Rasco (etching)

REVIEWS
Home Girls: A Black Feminist Anthology
edited by Barbara Smith
reviewed by Carol O. Herron

Out From Under: Sober Dykes and Our Friends
edited by Jean Swallow
reviewed by Nina Newington
Duration by Jan Clausen
reviewed by Enid Dame
Gathering Ground: New Writing by Northwest
Women of Color edited by Cochran, Stewart, Tsutakawa
Many Voices, One Chant, Black Feminist Perspectives
(Feminist Review 17) edited by Amos, Lewis,
Mama, Parmar
reviewed by Barbara Smith
Chiliagony by Iris Zavala
reviewed by Luz Maria Umpierre
Abeng by Michelle Chff
reviewed by Barbara Banks
Yours in Struggle: Three Feminist Perspectives on
Anti-Semitism and Racism by Elly Bulkin, Minnie Bruce
Pratt, and Barbara Smith
reviewed by Joan Nestle

Sister Outsider: Essays and Speeches by Audre Lorde
reviewed by Evelynn Hammonds

This Place by Andrea Freud Loewenstein
reviewed by Amber Hollibaugh

$6.00




