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Make your need known v : :
need is human
pain is woman

You are precious

to me

to the circle

to the people.

Becoming resigned to

a life without need

without silence or rest

is incorrect. A bad example o
: A short-sighted ways =

S
]

dust hear your voice

geat thls

.OQur cures are homely things
sweet teas for the late nights
borrowed Chinese magic
digging fingers into the black Earth to
ease mind and tire body
We must apply them seriously and
measure our progress.

We muét watch out for each other better
nurture your well-being -
the way we guard you from the enemy.

Nothing is more important to do
than to renew,
regain your beautlful strength
which moves mountains. ’




WOMEN WORKING
AND WORKlNCI AND WORKlNCI

I work. T am a woman. My body aches and so
does my soul. I live constantly on the border-
line of fatigue and exhaustion. I am tired, so
tired, so very, very tired. Years ago when my
teenagers were babies I kept on going with the
thought that men had no choices, no options
other than to get up and go to work every day.
They, too, had to support families and survive
the competition of the marketplace. In the
last five years, however, I have come to realize
that when most men are supporting families they
have wives to ease the ourden. If they are not
supporting families their burdens cannot com-
pare to a woman alone working, competing in the
white male marketplace while trying to raise
their children.

I have distractions in my work. My sick
child home alone...will she take her medicine
on time and in the right amount? Why can't I
be there to soothe her and comfort her? Does
she cry alone and sick, and feel sad and lost?
What will I fix for dinner this evening? My
car insurance is due again! How can I squeeze
out money for new shoes which they need so
desperately? It is getting cold so soon and
they have no coats, will.I have to moonlight

again leaving them alone more and more Jjust to
try to give them the basic things all children
should have?

My teeth ache. I have no money for a den-
tist and ‘cannot afford the time away from my
Job. My children's dental needs should come
first. Why should they have to pay the price of
two bad marriages? Why should anyone have ‘to pay
a price for two bad marriages? The sentence of
borderline poverty and physical exhaustion. I am
a mother but not allowed the time to motheri I
am a business woman but not allowed the full
status in this world either. I go from one half-
tone shade of gray to another. My half-mother

v and half-businessperson, second class Status,

second class longing and dissatisfaction .

I have acted in good faith in both mar-
riages, in both childbirths and in my work. There
is not enough of me left over  after half-way ful-
filling my obligations. Bone tired I wake up,
bone tired I retire, wishing I could smile more
and listen more to children, but always thinking
...please stop talking so I can just unwind and
go to sleep.

The children are angry because they are de-
prived. They are angry at me because I do not
earn more money. I explain women's oppression,
talk about inflation. I tell them it is okay to
be angry, but not at me. Be angry at the system
which says: If you want niee things, you marry
them. Now they want me to get married so they do
not have to be ashamed. But then, I would be
ashamed! '




So, every day I get up and go to work. Some-
times they have lunch money, sometimes they do
not. And, sitting in my plush office, surrounded
by affluent people, I feel bitter as I think of
my daughter with no lunch money. I work to keep
my car running so I can get to work...

I am a woman. I work. The best of being a
woman and the best of working is kept from me and
I feel so cheated. And, now that they are not
babies, there is nothing but to go on working and
working and working...but for what?

And, my daughters are women and they work.
My little one. For two years up every morning at
5:00 a.m. to deliver newspapers. Cold, windy,
rainy weather. Had to spend her earnings to buy
a bike to deliver her papers (just like my car).
Can't stay up late on summer nights or stay over
night with a friend. Sacrifices, sacrifices for
daughters working. Last year she had to give up
sports at school. Couldn't maintain her grades,
practice for sports and get to bed by 8:30. We
need lots of sleep, we working women. The older
‘daughter works. Cares for other people's chil-
dren at night. Does the dishes, vacuums; , bathes
them, reads them stories, straightens up the
house for $.50 (fifty cents) per hour. Same rate
I got 20 years ago. Inflation doesn't affect
"women's work" and "child care." Four hours of
child care won't even get her into a movie or
buy one week's lunch. She gets homes late, some-
times after midnight and has to leave for school
at 6:45. There is no bus. She is tired too.

S

I want you to know that we are not offi-
cially poor. I tried for youth jobs for them
iand we are $40.00 a month above being poor. So
,now it is official. We are three women working,
we are all tired, not officially poor, Just
tired, frustrated, dissatisfied and slightly

bitter. We are women working and working and
working... #

Memo- To My Employer

by S. Lee >
M EMO:
TO: My FEmployer

I'm the best investment you ever‘made
For $80.00 a week I make you $3,000.00
Each month...

Imagine what I could do with
A proper diet,
A warm winter coat, =
And teeth that didn't ache...

love & kisses
employee #2419




A Working
Definition

What is work? Is it scheduled physical la-
bor; is it producing a product; is it creative
activity; is it spiritual development of the self?
Is childcare work? Is developing a relationship
work? Is practicing an instrument work? Rarely
have we felt so perplexed as we did this time
about the meaning of the words that will adorn
our cover. Women Working. This article is some
of the thoughts the members of this collective
shared while putting out this issue. We realized
that once you stop equating work with jobs, trying
to define it is like trying to define love. No
definition is inclusive. In talking about work,
we discovered how much emotion, how much guilt,
pride, anger, resentment, anxiety and attraction
we feel towards it. We found that our own options
and choices affected what we felt qualified as
work, and we never transcended the fragmented
perspectives on work that had arisen from our
own individual experiences. But we did come to
understand each others' work choices more than
we had two months ago, so we wanted to share here
some of the learnings from our discussions.

Our discussions of work became heated, even
tense, very early on and we realized that it was
because we were talking about personal morality.
We all seemed to be at least viscerally bound
by the Protestant Ethic: "Work is’ virtuous."

Most of us would go on to say, "The harder it
‘is, the more virtuous it is." And of course,
"The harder you work, the more virtuous, the
more worthy, xgg_are." These prescriptions
weren't heartfelt, or headfelt; they were
gutfelt. We protested against them, talked our
way out of them, but we still felt’' the pressure.

The question is complex. Though we want’
to free ourselves of compulsive patterns, some
of us still feelit's valuable to connect morality
with work. As Sherry said, "With my growing self
confidence has come a state of relaxation I haven't
known before, My work still feels like work -

a process involving effort and feelings - but it
doesn't have the added burden of proving my self

worth. Still, I cannot conceive of my life not
having some value for society or other people
and that seems right to me."

If it doesn't get confused or entangled with

oppression, exploitation and compulsion, work is

something we like to do. One way to disentangle
work from oppression, exploitation and compulsion
is to work hard at creating alternatives, an option
that's available to us in the country especially
when we sare not ourselves oppressed, exploited

and compelled. I don't think we on the collec—
tive have illusions of being trapped on an exter-—
nally imposed treadmill of work, even those of

us who have full time jobs. Rather we recog-

nize that we're from the middle class, that we're
privileged, and that our privilege is shared by
very few. Sherry: "I still feel a consciousness
of and ambivalence about my responsibility to

less privileged people in this society, those

who can't live on half a salary; who must combine
a full time job with sole responsibility for
childcare; who do not have the education, fami-

ly training, or a supportive women's group to

help them discover what they want to do in their
lives; or who, having discovered it, never have
the opportunity to pursue it until they are sixty-
five. I don't know what to do with that conscious-
ness of my privilege, except to not forget or

ignore it and to share as best I can what I'm

learning." : :

Harriet: "I feel that although security
is still a basic motivation guiding our work,
we have moved, and have moved others, to a less
self-centered morality through the political
reaction of the sixties. We ask ourselves 'Is
our work meaningful and socially productive?'

I think it's interesting that in discussing
our work, we don't mention the work we do on
the magazine. And I feel this work satisfies
those criteria."

On the whole, our feelings towards work
we've done for money were pretty bleak. This
has changed recently for some of us: myself
working on a food store collective, Sherry get-
ting money for her writing, Terry doing pottery.
Still, satisfying jobs don't abound in the coun-
try. Sherry protests, "Towards my jobs I feel
and have felt anger. I can't get used to not
being respected as a person just because I'm
lowest on the ladder." Nancy went through some
changes during the course of working on the
issue, about a job she'd recently obtained in
her field: history. '"Last week my dilemma was
how to be a professional historian and a coun-

‘try woman at the same time. This week my prob-

lem feels like how to escape work oppression.

My employers have just told me my appearance will
have to be modified. I went back to work to
raise my self-esteem and to use my training, but
my salary is low and so, sometimes, is my self-
esteem.” :

With jobs being as unappealing as they are,
many women have opted to find a way around them.
But we've become aware that many of our alterna-
tives to holding a job still keep us basically
dependent on men. I sometimes feel envy when
I see country women my age whose financial bur-
dens are lightened by lovers and husbands, past
and present; overendowed parents (daddy); inheri-




tances (money accumulated by male progenitors
even if it was inherited from a woman); or
welfare (money from The Man).

And women who have an alternative to holding
a job or who are somehow financially independent,
usually express some ambivalence about their
situation. Like Harriet: "I feel like my mother
didn't work, because she didn't work outside the
home, but I know this is ridiculous. I myself
started selling crafts in the third grade. At
seventeen I worked for an insurance company. for
five months, and I thought it was shocking. I
hated it. I hated it! I soon got married and
never felt the breadwinning was my responsibil-

ity. I expected to be supported, felt no econom-
ic pressure. When the time came to choose what
kind of work I would do, I got pregnant. For
the last five years I've been trying to work out
my own work energy, to produce what I need. I'm
trying to use my labor on providing my own space
and food instead of getting paid and paying for
them. I think in many ways it's been harder de-
termining my own work than having my life struc-
tured by a job or a job identity."

Jenny, by contrast, feels less conflict
apout living on a financially independent com-
mune. "I'm not connected with the job market.
Money isn't a daily number one concern for us
and I'm thankful for the space it gives us.
Work and money’aren't real connected in my pre-
sent situation. My social conscience has al-
ways been strong, thanks to my Quaker upbring-
ing that taught me the virtues of simple living
and service. I feel our job on our land is to
replenish the planet by protecting the land
from destruction and by growing organic food
for ourselves and others. '

We often apply to our lives the capitalist
assumption that work that's not remunerative
is valueless. And what of that largest category
of unremunerative work, women's traditional work,
housework and childcare?  Ellen says, '"Some-
times I resent the obligation of parenting."
Harriet adds, "I feel my dominant job for the
last ten years has been being Allison's mother,
and that means having my life totally run by an
outside force." We've found in our own lives
that "woman's work" can be far more pleasant if
it's shared, if it's not constant and inescap-
able. Our collective was not a fair sampling
of women doing traditional work,-since none of
us puts primary energy into our home and child-
ren. The majority of women probably do, and
we would like to make it more widely recognized
that child care and work at home sre legitimate
work. : :

If ordinarily a woman's work is never done,
a farm woman's work is doubly perpetual. Nancy:
"I always thought the point of moving to the
country was to lay back and get loaded. But
I'm forced to recognize that I don't do anything
but work' these days. Even when I'm stoned, I
do work like weeding the garden." When we
potentially or essentially provide our own pro-
duce, milk, eggs, meat, wool, heating, struc-
tures and entertainment, it takes longer than
it would to procure the same quantity of goods
by reporting to a job and getting wages to buy

\ vidual nature as part of a whole.

those things. We all get satisfaction from a
direct energy cycle in which we are the source
of most of our own food, clothing, and shelter.

Yet while we have the satisfaction of nurturing
the growth needed to feed our consumption, we
have to be satisfied with a product that is con-
tinually being absorbed. Sherry: "The nature
of a farm is that it's process, and not a pro-
duct.. We have to readjust our values when we
switch to farming so that we can appreciate and
value the work process for itself."

One: of the more controversial designations
for work (the controversy being whether or not
it qualifies as work) was activity that we put
under the heading of self-work, or spiritual
work on the self. OSome of us were inclined to
think self work would usually take energy away
from social and humanitarian work, but for oth-
ers of us self work was our most important work,
a seeking that guided our other efforts and
would make us more effective humanitarians.
Still, we may struggle to justify it. Terry:

"I have a spiritual sense of being here to work
out something. My work is to express an indi-
Now I find

a whole day at T'ail Chi or a day at the free
school work even though I don't get paid for
them. I'm trying hard not to worry about money,
because what I want to do is learn, and you don't
get paid to learn. Still, I'm dreading having
to go home tc my family in a month and explain
my life when I'm not a production potter." /

Virginia felt that self work was the activ-
ity that was most clearly work for her and of
highest value. She spoke of her experiences
doing Arica Training. "A friend suggested I
take the training and I decided to do so.

There was a group of about sixty-four people
and about thirty rotating teachers. We came
together and small groups of us got communal
houses in the city. We worked together from
early morning to late at night. We worked on
the body, mind and essence. The work on the
body was in the form of an hour of gym in the
morning followed by T'ai Chi and African dance.
In doing work like this, I realized that the
energy of a group of people working toward one
goal is more intense and creates faster change.
The thing I found about essence work was when
you really touched another person's essence
there were no divisions between man, woman,
young, old. Duality was illusion.

“ The work of an individual to become, or to
reach the highest level possible is a life's
work. It is like assuming responsibility for
your own evolution. Deciding to do work of this
kind and actually doing it takes a goodly amount
of discipline." ;

So where does all this leave us? Clearly
for all of us, work is one, if not the, important
aspect of our lives. We all share a strong
sense that what we do is work and that our
life's work is usually independent of or in
spite of the jobs we hold for money. Because
the ramifications of work are so widespread, we
realize we've only touched on some of its as-
pects in this issue. But we hope the issue will
help you focus on the meaning of work in your
life. ¢



FIRE WORK

Startled as I look at the sky - yellows and
greys. It's a big one this time - wondering how
far away. My insides jump - shocked feelings in
my scalp - my arms - a sensation I have trouble
describing. Been wanting to have the experience
of fire fighting for a long time. So far only
stand-by, and my thoughts have grown out of pro-
portion. {

Jeff comes by on the way to the fire. He's
part of a crew they've just gotten together. 1
say I think I want to go, unable to say it de-
finitely. It's a big fire - going to be hard:
work and dangerous. God, I need support. Owlin
says, "Go, Amber." But what about the kids?
They're covered. I have no good pants. Daryl
says I can have hers. I tell Jeff to pick me up
after he gets his shit together. We ride to
David's house - people rising from a quick few
hours sleep - they bundle into his flatbed.
Another stop and more people. It's so dark T
can't see who's in the cab. I think I hear a
woman's voice - oh, pleasel

Riding fast on this winding road, cinders
in the air, glow in the sky ahead. Suddenly we
round a curve and the world bursts into flame.
On the mountainside to our right, flaming or-
ange pillars, some hurtling down around us, re-
mains of burned houses, propane tanks which ex-
ploded earlier. Across the river, to our left,
our forests are burning. Gasoline spilling in
the back of the truck - we work to clean it up
with horrifying images in our heads of what could
happen. Fear is coursing through every cell in my
body. What the fuck am T doing? Why am I doing
it? The thoughts crash into each other, pressure
building inside my head. Deep breaths and into
alpha, calm slowly spreading its gentle fingers,
massaging my aching mind. You want this, Amber,
you want the adventure, the experience. Not to
go your whole life hearing men speak of their
adventures in their world and knowing only in
your fantasies you could be there too. I decide
to settle into what's happening - experience it,
not fight against it. i

We stop and Joanie (a neighbor) steps out
of the cab. We're so happy and relieved to see
each other. She's incredible to be with, so
strong - I like her so much. A few days later
she gets poison oak so badly her eyes swell shut.
Feel tremendous sense of loss as she leaves and
T am now alone in a camp with hundreds of men.
Her leaving makes all I hear and see magnified.
The whistles and remarks deafening on my ears. I
feel open and vulnerable. Realization: you are
here for you, Amber. The appropriate filters
come up - not blocking out the sounds, but' T
don't care now. I'm feeling good.

The first night of the fire, we follow a
caterpillar tractor which is making the fire line.
It's an inferno around us. A man next to me
strikes a hornet's nest. They attack him — his
face, neck, ears - he's carried away very sick.
We work all through the night, the next day and
into the night again. Once in a while, a brief

nap. I feel 1ack\of sleep, nauseous from govern-—
ment rations and handfuls of brewer's yeast I've
been stuffing into my mouth. We see fire on top
of a hill, rush up, my legs complain under the
load of my pack and tools. I am so hot. Layers
of clothing sticking to me. Helicopters fly over-
head with huge buckets of water. We stand under-
neath - shock of cold river water hitting our
sweating bodies. Oh, how wonderful. Cold - I
feel cold. Takes hours to dry and as night falls
T am still damp, feel chilled. I stand outside
of me, observing how I feel. I am not worrying,
just accepting. It's eleven at night, we've
worked twenty-one hours with no sleep to begin
with. I'm very tired and slightly nauseous,

but feeling good and strong. Ready for my four
hours of sleep.

The days run together; there is no order to
my experiences. The eight of us were dropped off
somevhere - they drive off telling us nothing.

We walk a few miles up hill till we find someone.
He radios for instructions and as we wait for an
answer, we talk. He looks at me. "Come along to
keep the boys company," knowing smirk. UNo i D
came to fight the fire." "Oh!" We replace about
forty men on the fire line. Just the eight of us.
The wind starts to pick up. Burning snags fall
everywhere, two-hundred-foot trees. If the wind
shifts direction and fire jumps the line, the
forest behind us will explode violently, and we
are scared. Our crew boss, who has done much fire
fighting, finds our best escape route. He's scared
too. We talk among ourselves, just the eight of
us; it's a mistake, the Forest Service has fucked
up again. A few hours later, realizing the mis-
take, they send reinforcements. A crew of Chicano
men — the same crew which had a member badly in-
jured by a falling snag Jjust yesterday. The sec—
tion chief tells them to go in some preposterous
distance and put out smokes. I hate him. T can
feel the pleasure this sadistic bigot is getting
out of the fear he sees on his crew's faces. I
talk to one man. "He's crazy," I say. "It's too
dangerous, too damned hot in there, snags falling
every few minutes." "Hey, boss, this girl says
it's too hot in there." The boss looks at me, his
version of looking. "Yeah?" I look at him, his
pot belly, pink baby-flesh neck, changing to red
near his hairline. I tell him I've been here all
morning and I know what's going on. WTEls too
hot, they'll get hurt." A cracking noise gets

our attention. We start to run. There's an ear-—
splitting crash — the tree lands a few yards from
us. "OK, just go in five feet and be careful."

He walks away. The man I'd spoken to smiles at

me and goes in five feet.

Later on I walked into the burned area, not
working right now, just looking, feeling., The
sun is blood red through the smoke above us. It's
been a while since I've seen it any other way. I
feel as if in a science fiction story - in another
world. Cut off from my sisters and brothers, step-
ping through:grey, white ash, clouds rising as I
walk, no familiar forest floor. Black, charred
shapes which were once my friends, the trees.
Slight wind moaning through the emptiness. Deso-
lation, death. I feel angry as I think of how
our forests get fucked over. Fires should be
good - a natural, beneficial process. But the
slash and waste left after logging causes the



havoc I have seen. Millions of dollars spent
fighting these fires just to save the few dol-
lars and hours it would take to clear up their

bloody mess. I sit down -~ the ground very warm =
too: out: of it, in it, Lo care. A tiny bird trying
to fly lands close to me in a daze. It's minutes
before it 'sees me and then it doesn't even care.
A butterfly clinging to me - I'm alive and it
seems scared to leave. I cry and sob. It seems
impossible to have enough filters. I feel, I feel
so much. Sometimes I wish. for numbness - not to
"know. The insects cling to me - it's good, I
know. ;

The days continue. Less danger, but still
very heavy. Men constantly coming over to me.
"Can I help you carry your tools?" "Do you get
the same pay as us?" "Shouldn't you be home
making dinner for your family?" I decide to re-
spond, explain without getting emotional. Some-
times I hear me ‘talking, sounds strange to my
ears. Some listen, some laugh - fuck 'em. Have
I touched their lives at all? Started any think-
ing? )
My first helicopter ride over Wooly Creek.
Important we don't lose it here. If the fire
jumps the creek which is the fire line, the
whole wilderness area will go up and then...
Later we find out we've'been sent to this dan-
gerous spot by mistake - glad we're here. Up in
the copter, smoke very heavy, yet I can still see
reflection of a bright red-orange sun in the wa-
ters below. How can the pilot see, I wonder?
Crash shakes the helicopter, stomach lurches.
We've hit the top of a tree. Pilot looks green -
" his head out the window trying to see. We have
to go back, enter from a different direction.

We walk miles behind a Forest Service man -
Harvey's heavy, but moving very well down the
trail. Someone mentions he's taking diet pills

and is in danger of losing his job due to being s

overweight. I get to like him later on while we
watch the fire line. We talk, and yet I know it's
only because we're here that this is possible.
The fire is blazing very hot here. There's a snag
burning on the side of the trail. Harvey says
space out fifteen feet to pass this spot. My turn
- there's a cracking noise - I freeze. Tommy be—
hind me says, "Come on, get going." I run past,
but wait for him. I'm incredibly angry. More at -
me for jumping to his command and endangering my
life. I say in a very controlled way, "Don't you
ever do anything like that to me again:" T want
. to explode at him, but know the message will be

-lost and he can just call me a hysterical woman.
Where does all the anger go? The thought flashes
as I move on. We climb down the mountainside to
a creek which is bigger than our néeighboring
river. So very beautiful with its huge blue-green
swimming holes and fish playing. I realize again
how little time I've had to absorb the beauty of
this land.

~ Later we try to make it up to the trail, but

the fire is too hot up there now. The only way
back is to make our way back up the creek by
swimming and scaling huge bluffs. Quite adven-
turous, and lots of fun at-times. Sometimes we
take off our clothes, laughing as a helicopter
circles above us. Harvey is far-out - he stays
dressed but doesn't make us feel uncomfortable.
Tommy doesn't like water much, and I watch in

amazement as he scales rocks like a mountain goat.
Most of the crew swims well. I start to think of
my years growing up in England, no swimming,
.climbing or exploring. I see these men at twelve
years old, running through the woods and city
streets, climbing and jumping, while I wandered
.alone with my dog above the white cliffs, looking
longingly down at the ocean below. I think of how
much my body is having to re-learn. At one point,
the water is very deep and the bluff steep. My
crew decides to climb rather than swim. At first
I feel I must climb too. But I know it will be
hard for me - I still have fears around this kind
of climbing. Part of me is scared to show fear

to these men. But I decide to swim it because
that is what I want to do. No-one makes fun of
me - someone even verbalizes that it was good
that I did what was comfortable for me.

So the eight days come to an end and we're
getting ready to fly out of Wooly Creek. Harvey
says, "You did a good job, men." Some of my
crew come over and put arms around my shoulder
saying, "You really kept up all the way with us,
Amber." 1 start to respond and then decide not
to talk to my brothers at this time. So I smile
and know inside of me that I feel good and
strong and satisfied. My adrenalin has started
to flow and it won't stop now. There is much for

. me to experience. This once scared, innocuous

little English girl is now a beautiful, strong
woman - I really love me.$

Excerpted from January Thaw, a wonderful
anthology of Journal pieces, réflections, and
poems that mirror the changing consciousness of
an isolated country commune.

Available from Times Chahge Press, % Monthly
Review Press, 116 w. 1hth st., N.Y. N.Y. 10011



One way to make money in the country is to

fight forest fires in the summer. Eew women have
done it, and none had done it in the Klamath Na-
tional Forest area before us, but no one has any
legal right to stop you from fire fighting. As
soon as you see a flash of lightning, go to

your nearest Forest Service station and ask them
if there's a fire. If there is, say that you
want to sign on. Even if they only put you on
standby, pay is $2.95/hr. If you get to a fire
it's $2.95/hr; travel time and $3.40/hr for actual
fire time, until you get more experienced, then
it goes up twice morz. They give you tools,
£lashlight, hard hat, food, "sleeping bags'.

You should go in sturdy, simple clothes that you
can move easily in and that won't tear. Don't
wear jewelry - and you must have good boots,
although it's true that walking on hot ashes

can ruin boots. It's good to go with and insist
on being with other women, because it's a very
male trip and you will be more comfortable with
sisterly support. '

We had talked about fighting fires earlier
in the summer, had been in touch with the Forest
Service, and they ecame out to our place with
films about the movements of forest fires and
with tools to demonstrate and practice techniques.
Last summer a group of us working for several
days managed to make a few thousand .dollars.

I was one of them. It was terrifying, exciting,
educational, exhausting. and depressing - but we
were on a big fire, whereas some fires only con-
sist of one smouldering tree. There's the fire
in itself - so frightening at first that I thought
of escaping but there was nowhere to go. Then
there's a lot of digging and scraping and throw-
ing to make a dirt line that the fire can't

cross (an experienced person is '"boss' and de-
cides where to make the line). Then there's

"mop-up", when the flames are out and you have

to go arouhd painstakingly ferreting out all

hot coals buried beneath the ashes. Then there's
the men who always want to let you go first, or
give you a hand, or excuse themselves if they
swear in front-of you. Then there's the poli-
tics of it all - ecologists, lumber companies -
all that burned land - is it a shame, a waste, ;
a tragedy, or a positive part of the natural
process?

Another possible money-making venture,
which also concerns dickering with the Forest
Service, is tree-planting, in clear-cut areas
or burned areas. If you're against clearcutting
you may want to think twice about becoming part
of the Forest Service program of regeneration,
thereby making money off a practice you do not
condone. Contracts to replant areas are given
by the Forest Service to the lowest bidder. The
Forest Service then pays the contractor to re-
plant and supplies the trees. The contractor
pays his workers. You can work for a contractor,
but if you're a group and can get the contract
yourself you can work slower, make more money .,
and feel better about it than you would if you
were working for someone else's profit.

T like to make money doing something that
enriches my life, or, at worst, that is not
contrary to it. I feel that working for the
Forest Service is questionable in terms of my
desire to be in harmony with the land, to move
with it not against it. The Forest Service is
more concerned with economy than with ecology,
and I don't yet know enough, for instance, to
know if putting out a natural forest fire is a
thing I really want to be doing, ecologically
speaking. I feel that planting trees is' eco-
logically sound, unless, as I mentioned, it
makes me part of the logging practices that
I want to change. @ "



"TOKENISM?

I stand speckled with mud, hard hat on head,
hoedad swung over shoulder. At first glance I
look like the rest of the crew. On closer exami-
nation you would notice that I am the token woman

on this tree planting crew.
: I did not want to set an example, forge a
place for women in man's world or prove women's
values in terms of male standards. I do not be-
lieve women will ever find a really fulfilling
place as long as the men still have the power in
our society. All T want is to survive finan-
cially while living in the country. Other years,
I went to the city to earn money. ' I do not want
to do that this year.
: I have lived in the country for almost four

years and have supported myself by occasiona%
waitressing jobs and migrant farm work. My oth-
er primary source of income was going to the city
and waitressing. DNow I want to support myself
where I live. What's more, during my last wait-
ress job I was demoted to dishwasher (pay $1.65
per hour). No longer could I smile at the men
civilly and ignore their flirtations. Waitress-
ing is the only skill I have of value in the job
market. It is obvious that men's skills are worth
more than mine. My time is worth more than $1.65
per hour. Obviously I am worth as much as a man.

A friend and I both applied for this tree-
planting job. I had a little experience planting
tress and a lotof experience doing hard physical
work cutdcors. I knew they would be unable to
turn down s womsn with my experience —- "equal
oprortunity" and all that. Besides I planned on
raising hell if they did. I assumed my friend
would get hired as well. Bubt she did not have
experience and she did not get hired.’

I liked work the first day. - The terrain
was incredibly difficult, Dut I still enjoyed
the hard physical work. I liked the feeling of
powarfully swinging the hoedad. I felt like a
dyke and loved it. The job demanded I keep up
with the men, since the men all waited until I
got done before we moved onto another row. After
awhile I managed to keep up, but the Truth of
the matter is that T had lied somewhat on my
applicaticn for the job. My experience was very
limited and, in fact, I had virtually no experi-
ence with the hoedad. (I had planted trees be-
hind an auger and with a ditble bar, which ar=s
other tocls for digging the hole in which the
tree is planted.) So my trees were often poorly
planted.

My first taste of the job had been the con-
versation .in the crummy (the Jargon term for the
truck in which the crew is driven to the job).
The rest of the crew talked about hunting, then
moved on to murder. I did not want to listen to
such talk and, needless to say, I had nothing to
say on these topics. That was fortunate since

~ for making money.

the men on the crew (mostly boys in fact) had no
intention of talking to me anyway. They seemed
to regard me as an aberration, an intrusion into
their male privilege. It was very surreal to be

with these people nine hours a day and be seeming-
ly invisible. Furthermore, I was in a state of
culture shock from the change of my usual life
in which I live with all women and relate almost
exclusively to women.

The first evening after work ‘I felt sick,

I ached all over, felt feverish. I did nct know
if it was merelv fatigue or if I wasg, in fact,
sick. The second day was a nightmare, nothing
less. I was quite sick. It was pouring rain
and hailing. My shoes were not adequately wa-
terproofed, my rainpants ripped, my lunch
spilled all over me. My trees were poorly
planted, but the boss did not help me to improve.
In many ways he treated me like the rest of the
crew, but I was not like the rest of' the crew.

I am not & man. I am a woman.

Being sick made me very vulnerable, but I
knew vulnerability was not accepted in the man's
world. They made the rules and I knew when T
entered their world I had best obey them. But
beyond that, I did not trust these strange men
enough to be vulnerable in front of them. So
instead I bit my lips and held the tears back.
That energy seemed to be rechanneled and come
back as anger. That day as I climbed the moun-
tain and swung the hoedad my thought ran like
this:

"I am not one of them! I can not play their
games as well as they can. Furthermore, I do not
want to learn to play these games; I am trying
to unlearn what I know of them. They get to make
the rules because they have the power. I am giv-
ing them power over me in return for $3.23/hour.
Money is power." :

"My body is not as well trained for the job
as their bodies are. I have trained my body for
four years, they have trained their bodies for
twenty or thirty years. But still they seem to
expect as much work from me as from one of the
men. The men get some kind of support from each
other. 1In this work situation, I have no one to
get ‘support from. This is tokenism."

THat was one of the most political days of
my life.

I spent the week-end in bed quite sick. I
quit the job Monday morning. I felt like I had
no choice. Even though I was in desperate need
of money I knew I could not possibly force my-
self back into that situation. !

. I never want to go back to another job in
the man's world. My consciousness being what it
is I have eliminated the alternatives I now know
I have to create new alterna-
tives. We have to create new alternatives. %
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Last Sunday night, returning from a selling
weekend in Fugenme, I picked up a hitchhiker. He
was on Mis way to San Francisco, quite exuber-
ant-at 3% he had quit his job with a leaw firm
and was in the process of getting together a
yachting business. Very high, very fresh, he was
determined to "take control of his life." Funny
the timing of this brief encoumter, for I had
been under & cloud since my 25th birthday,
questioning my own lifestyle, apparent lack of
pmaterisl security (money, lsmd, savings), and
at the same time discovering a desire in myself
to own some e@@hsfwe things. L.e.land, btools,

a large kiln to fire pots

Tull hich mesns every day I sm involved
with aspects of that process.

With or her womam, 1 support myself completely

, fewr fetishes like goats and chickens

and e sell primsrily st the Bugene Satur-
day nd & fer smmll towm shops. It

is a S,

w key way to do business, bringing

, a famtasy I'"we had for a long time

omething I meke and making some-—
ive led to frustration amd chal-
rst; weekend of the Market, Donna
and I went to set wp. It was a dey towsrds
which we had waded through z lomg QOregom winter.
Risimg at five im tre mormimg, drivimg the 60
niles to town, neitwer of ws talked too mmch.

Vozt if nome of our pots, my pots, sold? Not
an impossible cemjecture at the time. Other

things were upsetting. Seeimngz people appreciating
pots which umbslance my semse of sestheties,
seeing things I take pride im sit for weeks an

a shelf. Questionimg what to do; lesrmimg the
SMSWETS « t doesm"t matter. Whether the pot
sold or mot, I would keep mmkimg them. It I
my work. Work has come to mesn am activity
intensely persconsl and revolutiomsry. A tool
for personal growth, change and self umfold-

2]

i

A SIS
ment; .

We are mot & “big time™ productiom outfit.
My biggest resentment is lack of time to do
less defined, more sculptural work. I keep am
ideas section im my jourmal for wimter momths.
A holiday will be to leave the wheel for swhile

CARTHE,  AIR.
WATER. FIRE:

i

A POTTERS MEDIUM

and hand build. Type is repeated if it seems to
sell. The priority is on learning. My fears
of doing something I love to do, full time, for
money, subside a bit. I find I'm learning

most from families, groups of pots. The never—
ending duality of form and function is
intriguing.

T can trade my work for others' work. I
become a skilled lsborer. I trade for
mechanical advice, for the use of power
tools, for a neighbor'stime in caring for an
animal. It feels good.

The country is a perfect enviromment in
many ways for potting. Cycles of nature,

starkness of the elements become the back-




ground against which I most readily see and
can materialize my own energy. Rising early,
kneading recycled clay, milking the goats,
hammering a chicken coop together, digging
fencepost holes, I look at my hands. Using
them makes me feel whole, stronger.
At other times it is frustrating. It
does mean being dependent on a vehicle,
driving long distances to market as well as
for supplies.

I have given up financial seeurity and
a certain standard of living for control of
my time and space - head and spirit. I give up
mobility and a social life ( not necessary
perhaps in a more collective situation) to
learn the lessons of a smaller territory, indeed
a full microcosm. To focus and concentrate,
to narrow my vision and expand, differently
than in a city lifestyle.
o So all this narrative emanates from the
fact that I make pots. That each day I enter
a simple backroom studio, and depending where
I am in a cycle, sit over a mound of clay, and
center. I become conscious of inner and outer
thickness/thinness. We buy our clay and borrowed
money for an electric kiln. By working at a
tree nursery for four months at night, potting
during the day, we earn the money for an electric
wheel. Neither of the latter are really
‘necessary. Clay can be dug, kKilns built and
wheels homemade with ambition and ingenuity.
I became friends with a-woman making quite
primitive burnished pottery by hand who was
engaged in a remarkably lucrative business.
There is a wide range of ceramic possibilities
in betweenthe pit firing of the Indians and the
high fired stoneware tradition most prevalent
today. Each requires differing amounts of time
and financial investment. ;

A new sense of my own cycles emerge. Moon,
sun, wind. Wet, dry, stone. The four elements
guide me. Making pottery seems at times a by-
product of Being. Forming, I sense a meaning
of the word craft, feel the connection through
culture, time, herstory. My work cycle becomes
a metaphor for my life, for living. I learn to
finish what I begin, learn to work with what I
have, pay attention to details, discriminate.

Come the weekend I choose my reading material
carefully. Selling days, Saturdays, go slowly
sometimes. I set up a simple homemade booth and
let the things sell themselves. With no children
to support, land payments to make, exorbitant
recreational needs or medical expenses, I rarely
worry now if we'll be able to pay the rent. But
sometimes if I hear "Isn't that cute," one more
time I feel like screaming. Some days everyone
does lousy. :

Putting a price on my work was difficult.
What was a fair price, an attractive price?

I believe in a quality of lifewhich should enable
everyone to own, to use, to appreciate, a finely
crafted item. Generally a price was a compro-
mise between the two of us, after an in depth,
sometimes painful, discussion. The time and
handling involved with a’'pot became the decisive
factor. Our books were unfortunately never
clearly established. All I know is the end of
the season has come and we are gble to pay back

a loan for the equipment,rebuild the engine of
the car, and each of us part with enough to

‘tide us through to the next market season-
‘barring of course a trip to the Caribbean or a
‘new vehicle. Donna has been throwing two years,

myself on and off for six.: =

Looking to the future I think the frustra-
tion of isolation, the long distances driven
even bi-weekly may be resolvable in time through
a more collective vision I feel evolving
towards. ‘I still feel a strong commitment fo
clay, to country living but I feel the need to
manifest it differently. Silently I tell my
rider my fears, a woman on her own financially,
in unmapped territory in many areas, trying to
resolve the schizophrenia of alienating, unful-
filling "jobs", working towards a more inte-
grating lifestyle. I think of the hard work,
and sometimes wish it was 9 to 5 so someone else
could watch the kiln and I could go to sleep,
so someone else could see the work process
through, figure expenses, and go out soliciting
new sales resources. ;

I believe I grew up knowing work was an
economic necessity. But at some point my con-
cept - of work changed--from an economic necessity
to a psychic necessity, and making a living
becomes more than making money. Work became,
or my work became, a means of expressing myself,
releasing an internal pressure, resolving an
unspeakable tension from within. It is said
the pitcher cries for water to carry and a
person for work that is real. I find myself re-
flecting on my decisions and trying to keep my
definition of work expansive. %

I



Sexism and the whde wlar “goC”

Iike many upper-middle-class, college-
educated, working women I was conditioned to
view my job as a stop-gap. A job was to have
until you landed the professional man who would
be your husband and support you and the four
children you were expected to produce. & job was
to have to "supplement" vour husband's income
winile you were first beginning your journey on
the road to materialism. I certainly was not
trained, in any sense of the word, to competc in
a man's world for an equal share of the goodies.
My whole orientstion was to be somebody's some-—
thing. It took many, many years for me to accept
the fact that I have continued to stay out there
in that man's world, pushing,pecause I wanted %to.
Actually, there were other alternatives, but they
were so limiting and limited that I gravitated
toward this one - limiteda and limiting though it
may be.

I have been working for other people for
twenty-five years. All but five of those years
have been spent in offices of one kind or another.
The "white collar" worid is, in every way, a man's
world. The hLassles and the sexism exist at every
level, yet it may be those hassles and my re-
action to them that has kept me alive and vital.
The challenges to the feminist are tremendous. I
never took any of the discrimination lying Gown.
I have always been a trouble-maker. There just
wasn't any "movement" behind me to help me know
why I was making trouble - why I was never satis-
fied. What I discovered out there was that dis-
crimination against women has been an acceptable
part of office procedure for as long as anyone

can remember. This attitude,is fostered and nur-
tured not only by the men of management, but by
the women who are the victims of their philosophy.
White collar workers are notoriously the hardest
to "organize", from any standpoint, because they
identify with management and with the men who op-
press them. As a result, they are underpaid and
overworked and practically never given the recog-
nition due them nor the jobs they are capable of
performing at an executive level. And, (until very
recent legislation,)when given those prize jobs
they were paid far less than a man would have
been for doing the same work and had no recourse.
However, an uppity woman can make some in-
roads in the system if she is willing to be set
apart from the group and not always he viewed posi-
tively. As far as I can see, one of the few plus-
es for the working woman is that which comes from
her insistence that she be given an equal chance
to achieve. I think that is becoming more pbs—
sible as the years go by - it is .certainly more
real now than it was 20 years ago when I had to
fight to get every pay raise and was never paid
equally to the man sitting next to me, who, in-
cidentally, was making more money for doing less
work and less skilled work at that. During part
of that period, I was working for a mammoth con-
struction and engineering firm in the Billing
Department. The women in this department were,
in some ways, in an ideal position for bargain-
ing. We were really good at our jobs and were
each handling millions of dollars worth of pipe-
line and construction billings. If the billings
didn't go out on time or were not accurate, it




cost the company lots of money. It paid the com-
pany to keep us happy and we knew it. We were not
well-paid in the beginning, but as we. formed a
cohesive group and developed an esprit de corps
we found it easier to make our needs known. All
that was really necessary was for one of us to
sit down and talk to the Chief Accountant about
the unfairness of the salary structure, and how
time-consuming it was to train new personnel, and
how all we really wanted was to do a good job and
be paid for it. It was a study in manipulation.
and although I got a perverse pleasure out of it
(one uses the weapons that are available) I deeply
resented the fact that it was necessary at all.
It was degrading. Further, it was obvious to even
the most naive that there was no way up in that
company for a woman, regardless of education and
skill. None of the supervisors were women. How-
ever, the camaraderie in our little group was
consciousness-raising in itself and none of those
women had any illusions about what it was like

to work in a man's world. Looking back on it, I
realize that part of our success was due to the
fact that we did not so readily fall into the
culturally approved competitiveness and back-
biting for which women in offices have been known,
particularly in pre-feminist days. We were still
.underpaid and overworked, ("Why, you're making
good meney for a woman!') but we kept making |
trouble on the periphery while keeping on top of
our jobs and felt a kiad of vindictive satisfac-
tion in our roles. 3

‘After finishing that chapter of my life and

going on to graduate school, I went into the work
I loved until it burned up my psychic energy;
working with delinquent teen-agers as a group
counselor in a juvenile hall. (It is not appro-
priate to go into the hypocrisy of law enforce-
ment work in our society here, so I will limit
myself to that which I experienced regarding wo-
men's rights within the field.) It was here that
I really learned that "nice guys" do rot always
make the best employers. As. a matier of fact, the
"nice guy" will screw you faster and more thor-
oughly than the bad guy because he can make you
feel so good while he is doing it. The fairest
deal I have ever had in the business/working
world was not from a "nice guy", but from s man
who was considered to be a real "heavy". He was
an idealist and ran the most progressive juvenile
hall in the state. He demanded and got top quel-
ity performance from his staff and he saw to it
that we were well-paid and recognized for our
ability. He and the supervisors under him encour-
aged the staff to form a union in order to
strengthen our bargaining power with the county
government. Although he had difficulty relating
to women on a ona-to-one basis, I never saw what
I would consider to he sexism from the standpoint
"of our work and position. We were paid according
to our skills and seniority. We were assigned to
living units on the basis ,of ability and prefer-
ence, He encouraged women to apply for supervisory
positions. That is not to seay that the men working

for him agreed with his position, but the women
he hired had, by and large, good ego-strength and
none of them got stepped on for long, if at all.
It was a good experience for me, despite the many-
drawbacks of this kind of work. This was the only

.

time in my life that the women I worked with were
not passive in any way. They were a vital and-as-
sertive group because they had to be - anyone who
wasn't was going to have trouble controlling the
kids. Those people treated me like I was a real
asset and when I left it was with regret that I
was not able to balance off the disadvantages of
a corrupt system with the advantages of equality
and opportuaity for advancement. Inshort, I got
the ego strokes I needed and those strokes have
sustained me through some real hard times right
to the present. . /
When I lef't that job T years ego I.was making

$200 per month more than I am making now, and T
have been working at my present job for 6 years!
How can this be when we are making such progress?

Are my responsibilities so much less? Are the

working conditions so good that they offset. the
sub-standard salary? No! Emphatically, no! This
situation exists because I have moved to an area
which is an employer's market. The majority of
“the workers are underpaid and exploited because
there are few decent jobs available and many.
many people who need work. The payscale at the
office where I now work is less than half of that
for a comparable job in the nearest urban area.
(footnote 1) ;

I am now employed as the "office manager"
fcr a small medical office. From my .observation,
the field of medicine has to be one of the most

- sexist and discriminatory toward women. Remember

that nurses (almost always female} have been the
handmaidens of doctors (almost always male) for
years, and for years were treated as little bet-
ter than servants. The cffice staff of the doc-
tor (frequently referred tc as "the girls") re-
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ceived even less recognition for whatever abil-
ity they possessed because;, after all, they
worked for God and who could follow an act like
that?

What can you do to effect a change in this
kind of situation? What can you dc when you live
in a tiny community where jobs are at a premium
and ‘the employer knows that he can find 5 women
standing in line to work themselves into the
ground for the wages that you are rejecting? What
can you do when the employer himself has been con-
ditioned to see himself as superior by virtue of
a specialized education which may, in fact, spe-
cialize his skills to such a degree that he actu-
ally has fewer skills than the people he hires,
but feels superior to them because of that ccn-
ditioning? It is only possible to effect a‘change
by becoming very, very good at one's job and by
continually pushing for that change. If I am good
at my job (and this means doing the work of two
people for periods of time) then, although I may
not be indispensable I am harder to replace. Aty
this situation, I find that I must frequently re-
mind the people that I work with and for (as well
as myself) that I wes hired to do a job, that I
am equipped to do it and that I must be allowed
to do it. T have had to learn a self-control that
has come harder than anything else I have ever
learned, as ‘I insist that they rely on my many
years of office experience and my familiarity
with real dedication to good personnel policies
and intelligent office procedures.‘I do not, for
a moment, believe that the doctors I work with
would wilfully, disregard the skills and knowledge
of a male colleagueas they have done with me on
many occasions. I have had to learn to confront
sexism without losing my temper, and this has
beei a supreme test for one with a fiery temper-
ment and impatient disposition, and I certainly
have been less than 100% successful on this

‘score.

The difficulty in improving the working con-
ditions for the woman white-collar worker lies
as much with the exploited as it does with the
exploiters. Most women still find'it almost im-
possible to stand up for their rights in this

-

man's world though they know they have no hope
of coming close to earning the same as a man
would for doing the same job'even today. (2)
Women know that the pressure exerted by their
leaving the job because of unfair working con-
ditions and low pay is non-existent if jobs are
so scarce that sisterhood becomes an unaffordable
luxury. Times may be changing but not fast enough
to give us a fair wage for a day's work without
reliance on each other. By this I mean that if
"white collar' women ever want to receive that

. fair wage they are going to have to do what "blue

collar" men did years ago and that is to unite
and use the tool of cellective bargaining. It
is pointless to cry about what we're not getting,
Sisters, where there is a good and positive tool
available to us that we are not using. We .are not
using it not because it is not available to us -
it is as available as we are to put our beliefs
in equality con the line and to go out on strike
to back up those beliefs. The unanswered question
here is, do we women really havé the back-up
within the union structure that we need? After
all, that structure is' also reknowned for its
sexism. For us who are single mothers, can we
rely on this structure to help, us feed and clothe
our families if we go out on strike? Can we rely
on our sisters for the all-important community
support, as the working men have relied on each
other through the years?

I must say that I have not as'‘much faith as
T would like to have. I have written here of mi-
nor successes — the positive side of some strug-
gles. But, for the number of times when I have
spoken out successfully for myself and my sisters,
there have been an equal number of times when I,
having spoken out, have lcoked behind me to find
no one there - to find that, apparently, I was
not speaking for them but for how I wanted them
to feel and to believe.

(1) State of California Department of Labor Rela-

_ tions, Bureau of Labor Statistics and Research

Report for March, 1975.
(2) Research Group One Reports; subhead: Economic
Life Chances of Women. -



GOING FOR BROKER

Three years ago while desperately looking
for a job I asked a real estate broker I had met
if he would hire me to sell land. After an ini-
tial hesitation (I was a woman and a freak), he
said yes - if T could get a license. I needed
a job right then but for some reason I didn't
tell him that and left him with the impression
I would start studying for a license. Every
once in a while I'd run into my broker and he'd
ask me how the studylng was coming. I'd as-
tounded even myself with my nerve in asking for
a_job I just couldn't see myself doing, so I
was too embarrassed to admit that now, as I was

" earning $250.00 a month before taxes, I didn't
need to sell land. I'd smile and tell him the
studying was coming along just fine.

After a few months of living in a shack by
the highway with not even enough yard to have
a garden, I remembered this wasn't exactly what
I'd had in mind when I moved back to the coun-
try. I Jjust kept thinking of all the nice
places I had left in the past because: I didn't
have the money t6 stay. I also knew the commune
I was beginning to be a part of had a giant debt;
the $250.00 a month I was making wouldn't help '
much and took 48 hours a week to earn.

So I finally started studying. It was
mostly memorization and very dull. It took me
about two and a half months of very sporadic ef-
fort but in May 1972 I took the test and passed.
As the test date came closer, I began to more
seriously examine the idea of my selling land.
The idea was hard for me to swallow but I was
strongly motivated by two things. I was very
tired of working at low income jobs; until then
I had been a waitress, cook, clerk, typesetter,
copy editor, printers' assistant, baker, switch-
board operator, child care worker, and anything
else that came up. I was also tired of being
paid minimum wage or less for doing mostly boring
work. But at least my conscience was clear. I

. had never been out of the oppressed class. By
reputation, who is more sleazy than a real es-
tate salesman? A used-car salesman, of course,
but never mind, you can see my problem. I really
went through a lot of hell telling myself what
a Jerk I was to even consider doing something
so against my moral and political feelings. But
in the end I came out with some conclusions: I
am tired of being poor and oppressed. I've tried
to do something about the society we live in for
the past seven years and failed. There isn't
anything too awful about selling real estate as
long as you're honest. I trusted myself to be
honest so I began selling land. But I've never
been too comfortable doing it.

You meet a lot of people selling land and
a majority of them are real nice. I see count-
less people who don't have enough money. I tell
them to go north. I see people who want to es-
cape the/city and I see women who want to leave
their husbands and start over in the country. T

see old people who usually don't have enough money

" most always young and long-haired,

- and are mostly dazed by how'éxpensive things have

gotten. A lot of people tell me their stories

and others want me to tell them what to do with
their lives. People come in to just rap and find
out what things are like around here. Most people
accept me and my jeans and my stringy hair and my
boots up on the table pretty well. The name plate
on the door gives me some identity they can re-
late to .beyond what I look like.

As well as the nice ones, there are those
people who come into the office and ask me when
the salesman will be back. Depending on my mood
I am either hostile or sarcastic in reply. There
is also another group of unpleasant people, al-
who cannot
get past their assumptions that I must be a crook
if I sell real estate. They put me uptight when
they persist in being hostile and overly suspi-
cious for a long time, especially if they do end
up buying something. They are also the people
who are most likely to try to make some deal with
the owner which circumvents our getting a commis-
sion. I see hostile feelings as just my dues
for doing what I'm doing.

Financially, selling real estaté has worked
out for me. I'm certainly not a great salesper-
son, but I'm a lot better now than I was. I can
sell a place more easily when I personally like it.

T had a big craving for some place of my
own where I could do what I wanted and never
get kicked out. So when ten acres’ that looked
good to me came up for sale, I took out the money
I had in the bank and made a down payment. Now
I own it, if that's what you can call being to-
tally in debt to it. I am trying very hard to
make it but I just.don't know if I will. Every-
thing has cost more than I planned.

Probably the worst thing about selling
land for a living is getting no salary. TIt's
straight commission. Escrows (the limbo-land
after the sale but before the commission) have
an unpleasant tendency to stretch out past their
allotted time, and the only sane rule to follow
is don't spend it till you get it. But land
debts don't wait. As a matter of fact, owning
land and selling land for a living are antithet-
ical. The days you should be digging in the
garden are also the days you should be in the
office. And when you're paid on commission,
and have too many bills, there are no days off
at all. I have cursed myself for getting into
this awful mess, but if I keep knocking myself
out for a while longer, I may get rid of the
worst bills and have what I've wanted all
along - my own place. I couldn't have done it
on $2.00 an hour slinging hash at the greasy
spoon.

However, I look forward to the day I won't
be selling land. It will be a pleasure to be
working a fixed number of hours for a predicta-
ble amount of money

. What a sane and human way
to make a living here might be, I truly don't
know. @ y
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COOK.

I work as a cook on a riverboat. One woman
among ten men. - The boat is a towboat, and it
pushes barges filled with coal, steel, and iron
ore up and down the Ohio and Mississippi Rivers.
I work for thirty days at a time, then have the
next thirty off to travel, farm, build things,
and recover from the job. If I work steadily,

I can make $10,000 for six months of work. When
I'm on the river I have no expenses, so I can
save a lot. i

I like the boat, or rather like being on the
water for a month at a ‘time, the bank passing
slowly by. In high water, going downstream, with
a strong current, we might make a top speed of .
15 mph. Two thousand miles ahead of you at a
walker's pace. No outside communication except
for an ocassional speedboat to bring in groceries
and an out-of-date newspaper. Thirty days with
" ten other people, all of the opposite sex.

There is an 0ld tradition of having women
on riverboats. The steamboats, with a crew of
thirty-five carried a crew of five women; three
cooks and two chambermaids. Generally the older
cooks have aligned themselves with the masters
of the boat, the captains and pilots. The cook
is supposed to serve the food that the captains
want to eat, switching the whole cuisine'to black-
eyed peas and pecan ‘pies on the lower Mississippi
when a southern captain gets on the boat. The
cooks traditionally wear white uniforms and re-
tire to their room at the end of the cooking day.
But that is not the way I feel like living. I've
always worn explicitly chloroxed jeans, and.some
of the old rivermen find my cooking unpredictable
as well. My friends on the boat are among the
people I work with, the deckhands. At the end
of the day we kick back watch the sunset, and_
talk about all the crazy river stories

On the lower deck, with all the noise and
heat of the engines, the deckhands and cook
live in little rooms squeezed between the deck-
room, the galley, engine room, and laundry room.-
One deck above us, in relative quiet and space,
live the engineer, mate, captain and pilot.

At the top of the boat is the pilothouse, which
is light, airy, and quiet. « It is filled with
polished brass and wood, leather seats, the
newest newspapers and the latest gossip from

the passing boats. Cooks never go to the pilot-
house unless delivering a store order, and even
then tradition has it that you stand on the top
step and never enter the room itself. I liked
it up there because it is guiet, sunny, and has
a terrific view of the river. I started spend-
ing most afternoons there doing my sewing. Leter
it became a matter of prestige for me to be in
the pilothouse, and they would radio passing
boats and even ask me to go out on the deck tc
be'looked over. Of course I protested and even-
tually stopped going up there.

The job can be mellow. Trouble is, it
usually isn't, and I usually only go back to work

when I need the money. That means that if I
happen to get on the boat at Pittsburgh with a
crew of rednecks I hesitate before finding some
reason to get off.: Hassles in their usual form
are complaints about the meat being rare. Then
there are lightweight personal slights, which,

if the captain is sympathetic to me, he'll ignore.
If he gets off on them, he'll encourage gossip,
reinforce suspiciousness, and after about twelve
days it's impossible for me to be there. I know
this, but always wait to see what happens.

Every crew has at least two or three people, who y
like me, are working for the money and the days
off, and who like the strange slow pace of river-
boats. If the whole crew is like that, or at
least the deck crew, then the job is dynamite.

In February, I got on with a crew that was
half redneck and half freaks. I knew that it
would be a hassle but wasn't sure that it would
be centered aroundi me. Six days out at 5 AM.
the captain came into the galley and shouted,
"Girl, have you been in those deckhands' rooms?"
This was pretty surprising as we all keep our
doors open and go back and forth borrowing books
and listening to music. I tried to calm him
down and point out that it was a normal thing
to do. Instead, he had a tugboat come out into
the middle of the river and take me and a deck-
hand away like two sinful creatures wearing a
scarlet letter.

I thought that it was prettj funny, but was
furious too. I telephoned the personnel de-
partment of the boat company. They sounded
amazed and embarrassed, but said that they didn't
know what had happened so couldn't comment. I
called the National Maritime Union and got a
moral pitch about it being against the maritime
code for women to go into rooms of men. 'I went
to New York and the ACLU, where I spoke to a
woman lawyér, telling her of the situation and
explaning that my union was unlikely to do much.
My lawyer was sympathetic and the ACLU agreed
to take the case on the basis of sex discrimi-
nation, shouid the company not reinstate me in
the job, or should it become impossible to work
after the incident., Clearly I could not be
forbidden to go into rooms that men are allowed
to enter.

Although I felt fairly sure that the beat
company wouldn't fire me, I did have lots of
doubts about going back to work. Never, in
river lore, does & lowly cook defy a captain.

I started a long series of calls to the company
and the union. There were any number of personal
reassurances and vague apologies. Both were
fatherly, and clearly wantéd me to just go away
and get some "nice job for a young woman' It
was easier to support the captain.

After twenty-five days, the union had not
met with the boat company. I wanted my job back
quickly. So, I telephoned the Union and just
told them that the ACLU was interested in the
case. Within five days a settlement was made.
The deckhand and I were paid for all the days
out of work, equal time off, and were "invited"
to return to the job when it was convenient.

So, I went back out on the river for another

trip. At this point I don't know what I'll do.
Sooner or later I'll need some money, and it

isn't a totally bad way to earn it. ¢ : I
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housewvifery: an fistorical perspective

This is an article about work. It is about
women working. It is about the dark side of the
moon, a realm of experience which exists but has
not been illuminated; for historians, until recent-
ly, have shown, K little interest in women's work.

In Woman's Work: The Housewife Past and
Present, (Pantheon Books, New York, 1974), Ann
Oakley takes a long, serious, critical look at
the assumptions society makes concerning the fe-
male work role. Housewife equals woman equals
mother equals consumer; ever since the industri-
al revolution it has been the female experience.
While no exact figures are available, a recent
survey reported that eighty five percent of all
women between the ages of sixteen and sixty-four
were housewives, meaning that they carried the
responsibility for running the households in
which they live. While nine out of ten women who
were not employed elsewhere were housewives, SO
were seven out of ten who had jobs outside the
home. Clearly housework is the major occupational
role of women today. And employment -doesn't alter
the status or reduce the work. '

An interesting comparative chart of the num-
ber of hours per week spent doing housework over
the last four decades in four different countries,
among both rural and urban populations, shows
remarkable similarities. An average of about
seventy-five hours seemed prevalent and unchanged
by the addition of modern appliances or ;ncreased
work opportunities.

Ann Oskley lists the characteristic features
of the housewife role as being (1) its exclusive
allocation to women, rather than to adults of
both sexes, (2) its association with economic
dependence, i.e. with the dependent role of the
woman in modern marriage, and (3) its status as
non-work, in opposition to 'real', i.e. econom-
ically productive, work. Not only is a housewife
unpaid for her seventy-five or so hours per week
of work, but she has no right to any other finan-
cial benefits, such as unemployment , sickness or
disability, social security, etc. The benefits
for which she does qualify come indirectly ,through
marriage or welfare, but to receive them, she
must acknowledge her condition of economic depen-—
dence. Thus, as an independent worker, she does
not exist, and this contradiction of housework
is work - housework is not work - remains central
to an analysis of the housewife's condition.

Women do not escape their presently inheri-

" ted biologically defined role as domestic when

they leave the house, either. In terms of the
work they do, the pattern of their work careers,
and the financial benefits they gain, women's
work is still women's work. Teaching, nursing,
factory work, retail sales, clerical-secretar-
ial, waitresses and maid are the occupations of
most employed women. L
Typical work patterns are employment, mar-
riage and fulltime domesticity, followed by a Jjob
again or part-time work. The gender role of
wife-housewife-mother works in opposition to her
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actualizing the modern individual's desired role
of committed worker, because the achievement of
both rales calls for more time, energy, and
committment than one person’ can:reasonably supply
and also because the traits necessary for success
in these conflicting roles are often diametric-
ally opposed. Enter the birth of the schizo-
phrenic superwoman.

At this point, you may be wondering why is
this article in Country Women anyway, just as I
began to wonder why are we writing all this. '
Haven't‘we, as liberated women, broken away from
prescribed roles? Certainly as we sat in meet-
ings defining owrselves, our work, no one of us
said, 'I am a housewife.' Isn't this all part
of the world we left behind back in the cities?

Well, first, you don't really leave much

. behind, and the fact that we don't define our-

selves as housewives doesn't change the fact that
a tremendous amount of energy and time still goes
into performing those duties. Invisible energy,
which most of us refuse to recognize as either
productive or important. The classic example of
this downgrading of housework is one of us who
finds it so trivial that she can only bring her-
self to do it at night. Daylight, it seems, is
for really useful work.
In our group, this pervasive refusal to

acknowledge housework as being worthwhile led
us to the brink of coming out with an issue on
women and work which did not even mention house-
work at all, nor the responsibili#ties of mother-
hood and childcare. That in itself, tells me
a lot about the cultural value placed on the
work women have traditionally done, as well as
our own internalization of that value.

~ In examining the role of 'housewife' and
the value placed on her 'housework', the most
important point Ann Oakley makes is that the
question, 'What is a housewife?' is specifically
a guestion about industrial society. In locking
at the historic development of the two major,
opposed structures of modern society, home and
work, it is very useful to recognize that their
opposition is a fairly recent development. 1In
a great many societies, and in ours before the
industrial revolution began, work and family
structures tended to be intimately linked. It
has not always been true that life is divided
into what one does to make a living, called
"work'", and what one does the rest of the time:

History, Ann Oakley says, can also teach
us that before industrialization, women did a
great deal of utterly indispensable work in agri-
culture. As late as the seventeenth century,
a woman's work still embraced a varied range
of agrarian production, for brewing, dairying,
the care of poultry and pigs, the growing and
preserving of vegetables and fruits, the spin-
ning of flax and wool along with doctoring and
nursing both animals and people, d11 formed
part of domestic industry.




On top of all these activities, women in
pre-industrial society also engaged in socially
and economically useful work, in which the whole
family as a unit produced gocds and services in-
‘tended for sale or exchange. This system, com-
monly known as cottage industry, saw English
women working primarily in textiles, spinning
and weaving both cotton and wool, in addition to
pursuing such trades as brewing, baking, and
keeping inns and shops.

Women, irrespective of their marital status,
were commonly expected to carry on productive

work, whether in agriculture, in textiles, or

in some particular trade. Consequently there
was no expectation of a woman's becoming econom-
ically dependent upon her husband: it was not
‘thought, the duty of the husband to support his
wife, not was it his duty to support their child-
.ren. This assumption that a married woman would.
‘support herself and her children by her own ~
labors became less typical among the upper clas-—
ses towards the end of the seventeenth century,
but it continued to underlie marriage contracts
of the working classes until well into the
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.

One problem common to both preindustrial .
and modern working women was and is reconciling
work with responsibilities towards the maintenance

" of both their dwelling and their children.

Before industrislization, homes were simple
establishments, and rather rude ones by modern
tastes. The space which housed the family was
not divided into rooms with particular functions
for each. There was no differentiation between
cooking, eating, sitting and sleeping rooms.
Domestic activity was centered in the central
hall. Here the family cooked, ate their meals
and relaxed together. Everyday life was a com-—
munal affair. Housework was an integral, if ar-
duous, . part of the work of the famllv, and was
performed communally.

In part, this was because of another strik-
ing difference between the seventeenth century
housewife's domestic responsibilities and those
of her modern counterpart --- her attitudes
toward children and her ideas of childcare. In
those days of relatively primitive birth control
techniques, the average life expectancy of a wo-
man was between thirty and forty years, during
which she bore something between twelve and twen-
ty children. But the average family was much
smaller, and usually only two or three children
‘'survived infancy.

The role of the father in the preindustrial
family brought men and children into much more
intimate contact with each other than is.the case
now in most families. When the place of work was
the home or the area immediately around the home,
it was easy both for mothers to be engaged in
productive work and for fathers to spend much
time in the company of their offspring. If
there was no sharp dichotomy between the domestic
and economic spheres of a woman's life, neither .
was there for a man. The working father was not
physically separated from his children and they
played around him while he worked. Obviously
childcare was not the great barrier to a woman's
working that it is today.

In short, women living before the Industrial
Revolution were not called upon to choose work
and domesticity as alternative, conflicting vo-
cations. The coming of industrialization pro-
foundly altered both her economic role and her
family role. It is not simplifying too much to
say that under the new order, work was totally
separated from family 1ife, men became wage earn-
ers, and women and children were simply shut out
of economic life altogether, relegated to finan-
cial dependency on their husbands and fathers.
The modern industrial enterprise turned work into
an activity performed away from the home for its
monetary return, a labor not of love but of im-
personal effiency. And it made work, productive,
paying work, a man's job.

Now, -I can just hear you wondering "How does
all this ancient history relate to my daily life
in the country?" Well, I think it does, in sever-
al ways. Most importantly, it is useful to
realize that the pattern of automatically equsat-
ing woman and housewife, which has been enforced
with particular severity in the years since World
War II ended, does not have the long, hallowed
historical tradition some experts tell us it has.
Housewifery as a woman's exclusive occupation is
a phenomena closely associated with rise of in-
dustrial capitalism in the countries of Western
Europe and North America. It is not woman's
immutable status since the dawn of creation.

The social arrangement of domestic work used to
be considerably different than it is today, and

"it can potentially be still more different in the

future.

Moreover, in moving to the country, whether
in nuciear families or in communes, the pattern
of the preindustrial family's working together
as a group can be a useful one to emmulate. , Work
does not have to be carried out far away from
home, among strangers. And the family, whether
extended or not, whether related by blcod or not,
can become once again & productive economic unit.
Admittedly this is hard, very hard to do, but
where it has been done 'successfully, the re-
wards appear equally great.

Finally, and I am speaking here as a deli-
berately childless woman of thirty, I really
think that children are just as hungry for crea-
tive, meaningful work, just as eager to learn
useful new skills, as most adults, probably more
so. Providing their participation in the econom-
ic life of the family is not limited to dull,
repetitive work and provided adults do not expect
adult level competency from them, at least not
initially, I believe children can find a mean-
ingful connection to the work of country living.
But they must be allowed to freely choose this
work. On the whole, I see very little of this
kind  of attempt to involve children in the skills
and pleasures of country living, and I think one
of the reasons it is not done more is that we
have a tendency to dismiss children as productive
workers because of their youth and inexperience.
In this connection, remembering the reality of
seventeenth century household life is a useful
corrective. Indeed, in this case as in so very
many others, a historical perspective on our
assumptions about people and life in general is
a valuable aide in our struggle toward liberation. %
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FOREST SERVICE !

Working for the U.S. Forest Service is one
way of having a job without living in the city. I
have worked two seasons as a lockout in two dif-
ferent National Forests in New Mexico and per-
haps [ can offer some useful pointers on how to
get these jobs.

Most jobs that don't require s degree in
forestry are seasonal jobs during the fire sea-
son, such as lookout, patrol, suppression crew,
and helitack. The exact dates of the fire sea-
son vary from place to place, but regardless of
when the fire season is, cne must apply for these
Jjobs between Jaruary 1 and February 15 by sending
Standard Form 171 directly to the National Forest,
preferably to thz individual Ranger Districts
within each forest. The best thing tc do is to
£ill cut cne form and Xerox as many copies as you
need. Hundreds of people apply for these jobs,
and those mostv likely to be hired are young,
single men (especieliy veterans) who live within
40 miles of the Ranmger Station. Women are rarely
nired for firefighting jobs in New Mexico,
taough I hear that there are all women crews in
California and Oregon.

The first season I applied I inguired about
why I wasn't hired and they told me that "We
don't hire women for suppression crew positions,

‘uh, there aren't accomodations.” Of course this
wvas blatant discrimination, so I wrote a letter
to the Egual Employment Opportunity Ccocmmissicn
asking what I could do, and I got a reply saying
that the EFCC has no jurisdiction over cther
federal agencies (Catch 22). They forwarded
copies of my letter to the Dept. of Agriculture
in Washington and to the Forest Supervisor in the
National Forest I complained about. A couple cof

¢ months later I got a registered letter Ffrom the
District Court saying I had the "Right to Sue"
and appointing a lawyer, but meanwhile I had teen
offered a job as a lockout so I never took the
matter to court. Later I learned that it is com-
mon for government agencies to offer positions

to people who have EEO complaints to AVOID A CON-
FRONTATION. As it is clear that the Forest Service
generally discriminates against women, my advice
is to make inguiries about your applications and
look for evidence of discrimination. When you get
it, write letters reporting it to the Secretary
of Agriculture in Washington, Forest Supervisor,
EEO Counselor assigned to that forest, and dis-
trict Ranger. If you hit all levels of the hier-
archy then pressure will be put on the ones at
the bottom to do something. I did all this the
next year, but did not have so clear a case of
discriminaticn, and was finally hired after
re-submitting my application in person at the
ranger station with a local address. This time

I was on a tree planting crew (the only woman on
the crew), for three weeks and then was a lookout
for the rest of the season. There was one woman
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on the district who was on the helitack squad;

* a1l the rest were either lookouts or secretaries.

The one who was on the helitack squad only got
to go to one fire. The rest of the time they
told her to stay at the heliport and answer the
phore. I was glad to be a lookout o as nct to
be confronted with such sexism directly.

Mere were a lot of good things about being
o lookout. It was nice to be up in the mountains

with a beautiful view and iots of peace and soli-
tude when not on duty. On the job I spent a lot

of time reading, writing, drawing, doing exercises,
playing my harmonica and recorder, cooking and
making a quilt.

" In short, you can do anything as long as you
scan the area every fifteen minutes. It is a good
idea to bring enough art and craft supplies and
bookxs to keep busy through the season.

The job also hada lot of bad things about
it. Because tae Forest Service is male dominated,
(there were 50 men and six women on my district)
it tends to draw a lotof macho creeps and ex-
Marine types which I found hard to deal with on
a daily basis. I feel that the whole organiza-
tion is unnecessarily militaristic, with the
result that the rights of individuals are rarely
taken intc account. For example, I heard cver
the twec way radio once about a crew of fire-
fighters who went without food or water for a .
'‘whole day cn a fire because the fire control
officer had other things to attend to. In short,
racism and sexism seem to be institutionalized
in the Forest Service, but I have hops that
things would be better if there were alot more
women at all levels and at all jobs. The more
women that apply, the more chance for the whole
system to become humanized.$



Day
in the [ife
sfa lady

ELECTRICIAN

A day in the life of a lady electrician,
as some people try to call me, begins with
trying to find a job. I've been doing
electrical work for the last three years
and T wouldn't trade it for any other job.
When I couldn't handle the 9-5 jobs offered to
women, I decided to learn a trade.

I checked out all kinds of training programs,
only to find I wasn't qualified because I was
not hardcore unemployed: I hadn't ever held

a job for more than 3 months, wasn't a veteran
or wasn't strong enough. (The last comment came

* from the apprenticeship people who added I

should try Home Economics)e

Since I was determined to learn a trade
I finally decided to take classes in electri-
city and physics and enrolled in a Community
College. I was one of two women in the pro-
gram. We were treated with disbelief, mistrust
and frequent joking. My teacher, a master
electrician, finally decided I was serious
and helped me solve job problems. Because
I hadn't been accepted in an apprenticeship
program I had no alternative but to work
illegally. My first job was wiring a 1936
printing press.

Living in Oakland was helpful because
there are a lot of counter-culture and more
important, women tradespeople. I got
help from womeén who were more skilled than I
and jobs through carpenters and plumbers.

I knew a few liberal people who liked the
idea of women in the trades so they talked to
their friends who hired me. Real estate and
advertising people were good contacts in
California.

Since I've moved to Oregon and the country
I've gotten jobs mostly by word of mouth. As
a result of my choice of work I've been very
poor, sometimes not having a job for months.
People are €ven more wary and disbelieving here
than they were in California. They do a lot of
their own work as well. I've been trying to
organize a construction crew of women here,
but all that depends on getting jobs!.

Oregon is a lot stricter about who does
electrical work and I've run into a lot of
problems with inspectors. Learning to wire
tn code is not as simple as reading the book
and practicing. Each inspector tells me a
different way to do the same thing. Codes
and the electrical trade gre set up for ever-
increasing consumption-30 years ago, 30 foot-
lamps was adequate lighting, now it's up
to 300 footlamps (watts per square foot).
Electrical contractors charge anywhere from
$15.00 an hour to $22.00 an hour, including
traveling time and estimates. Inspectors
want people to hire contractors, so anyone
doing independent work is hassled a lot.

Not wanting to be caught in the same rip-off
racket, I only work with other women and
our rates are lower. We work collectively
and at our own pace. If any one of us can't
handle working one day none of us do. We
don't compete this way, nor do we make much
money, but it feels better.

What has helped me most is other women's
support for my doing electrical work. I
had made a promise when I first started
doing this to teach other women. Women are
eager and want to learn. As a result,
five of us have formed a collective called
Project Start. We're trying to set up a
women's skill center. We need better methods.
of survival, and one of them is women in
the trades. I feel it's-one more way for
women to become self-reliant.$%
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FROM DAWN TO DUSK:

AN INTERVIEW WITH A FARMER

I interviewed Martha, a farmer whose farm
almost supports a family of four - herself and
husband (also farming full-time) and two child-
ren - about halfway through her 14 hour work-
day. Farming is a purposeful, joyful occupa-
tion here; the seriousness with which Martha
regards her lifestyle as a political and eco-
nomic alternative cannot be ignored -~ so we
talk squatting on our haunches for a few hours,
wrenching chickweed from strawberry beds.

Martha and her husband, in addition to farm-
ing full-time, co-parent a 3 year old son and
teenage daughter. This beautiful 12 acre farm
is in process. I have seen it change in the
seven years I've lived here from a fairly ef-
ficient homestead to its present commercial ven-
ture. For some years the only real cash crop
was jam they made from their own organically
grown berries. [The extra eggs and produce they
sold were surplus beyond homestead need, but
not intentional cash crops. Gradually, the em-
phasis has shifted to small scale commercial
farming, and this year, for the first time,
almost an acre has been put into garden crops
specifically for sale to a local food store.

In addition, over a hundred commercial strain
pullets were purchased for an expanded egg mar-—
ket and the grade homestead goats sold and sup-
planted by a small herd of high producing ﬁure-
breds whose farm value will be in saleable
breeding stock as well as increased milk. Rab-
bits, sheep, and a few. steers are also kept ,
primarily for home consumption.

A typical farm workday is about eleven
hours, not including routine chores which con-
sume another 3 or so which Martha consciously
discounts as work, feeling that the real work
day can't start until these are done. The
subtle distinction of work within work - con-
centric ripples in a dark pool - are already
emerging. I don't ask her to elaborate; there
is no need, because I farm too and recognize
the same distinction made by me. It's not
that  it's not legitimate work - regular chores
— but it's the feeling of dissatisfaction, even
if chores consume four daily hours, that ‘ac-
companies me if nothing that feels productive in
some way intervenes between morning and eve-
ning chores. There is the need to expand be-
yond maintenance of the status quo, it seems,
in all human activities. Farming, perhaps,
intensifies this drive, for I have had conver-
sations with other farmer friends and have
learned we all seem to suffer from the same il
distinctions. Perhaps it is the high percentage
of "chores" in a farm lifestyle that pushes us
this way - coupled with an inherent time pressure
as seasons and daylight hours dictate so heavily
what a farmer can do and when. .

. ority of goat bedding over human beds.

Parenting and housework are not included in
those eleven hours either, but somehow absorbed
in another way. Like almost every small farm
I've observed, no exception mine, the living
quarters are a study in organized disarray: a
testament to lives which assert the higher pri-
One of
the problems of living the unalienated life, it
seems, is that categories start to blur around
the edges; the reality, indeed, is bigger than
the sum of its parts.

Martha's day starts around 6:30 a.m. -
after a savored half hour of peace and coffee -
with milking and feeding the goats - and pro-
ceeds to maintaining the other animals, garden

responsibilities, and so on until dark. Both
Martha and her husband are familiar with all
the routines which keep the farm: running, and
can perform them interchangeably, but there are
definitely projects which are personal endeavors.
The goats are Martha's big love; this involves
daily care, record keeping, breeding program
management, and the development and expansion of
a cottage industry of cheese' which she makes
almost daily. ©She also keeps the books on the
farm, and this past January started keeping
separate itemized accounts for each farm enter-
prise. According to her books, the goats and
chickens have net profited . about $100 monthly
since then (about E months) - which she figures
after all expenses are deducted. This includes
direct expenses (feed), hidden ones (gas to get
the feed) and their own food needs. Martha
keeps daily production records and charts lac-
tation curves, and has enough data on hand to



give me a pretty reliable projection of what
the average monthly income for goats and chick-
ens will be over a year's time. :

_ This is the first year that separately
itemized accounts have been kept but general
records have been kept long enough to show them
that for about a year the farm has been sup-
porting them (pays its own operating expenses,
feeds them, and provides cash income) with the
exception of a few big expenses that must be met
by occasional outside jobbing. Their land pay-
ment is the biggest of these expenses, followed
by fuel to run farm equipment.

Martha claims diversity as the secret of
small farm success; putting all your eggs in one
basket, so to speak, doesn't leave sufficient
slack in the system to be able to bounce back if
some catastrophe befalls. If coccidiosis wipes
out your laying flock and that's your sole farm
income, you're really in a hole. Because of the
seasonality of farming, one crop will keep
another afloat from time to time. Most garden
crops are at their harvest peak in late summer,
when milk and egg production are declining;
well managed goat and ‘chicken flocks will have
staggered production timetables, so that some
animals will be coming into productivity in late
fall and winter to insure year round supplies of
milk and eggs and maybe some cash crop surplus
when thHe garden is most dormant.

I'm not completely convinced that special-
izing in one or two things, if that's your pref-
erence, is not equally sound farming even on a
small scale. How does one compute whether the
combined odds against disaster striking when you
have, let's say, eight separate farm projects,
each with its own specialized disease and pred-
ator possibilities are greater than the odds of
disaster if you have only one or two? I don't
know the answer to that - because the source of
the odds lies within the unpredictability of
natural events - but it's an interesting idea to
pull on, along with the weeds. a3

There is another aspect to making a small
farm pay, Martha feels, and that is maximizing
system efficiency on the farm. When time is
scarce and valuable, it is thrifty to design
and execute as many step and movement saving
devices as possible. This is another special-
ization breakdown within their farm. Martha's
‘husband has devised and installed most of the
systems around the farm. We talkedsome about
this as a necessary reality for small farm sur-
vival - and how we as women feel about the fact
that we don't do these things comfortably and
readily, if at all. I remember, all too pain-
fully; an analogous situation in my own life,
before I'left my husband several years ago. He
was a scientist (as is Martha's husband) - well
versed and practiced in developing systems - and
I remember the simultaneous feelings of relief
and resentment I felt when he would step in and
usurp all areas of problem solving on our home-
stead - letting me off the hook at the same time
he backed me against the wall constructed of my
- ‘own intimidation and feelings of inadequacy.
Martha acknowledges the acculturation inherent
in these labor divisions, but feels, at the same
time, appreciative that somebody does it and

’

likes doing it, which liberates her to pursue
activities she finds stimulating and rewarding.
She'd rather develop a new cheese than a new
gate latch. So would I. But still the sus-
picions of why I (and she) prefer what we do,
grates.

I ask how Martha and her husband feel about
raising a young child while farming full time?
Well, she says, the'reality is that it slows
things down. Her 3 year old spends his waking
day with one or the other of them, and is in-
volved in whatever farm process is happening,
though not always in a helpful way. But Mar-
tha says, he is learning and is involved in a
reality they all live and share and is not
alienated as a consequence of age. Martha re—
lates to me an example of this integrative .pro-
cess. Until quite recently, he could not be re-
ligd on not to walk on or uproot plants in the
garden; consequently he required close super-
vision.. One day while weeding, Martha turned to
discover him competently patting soil down

. around the roots of a weed she had just pulled,

as he had seen them both do. He hadn't yet
learned the distinction between weed and garden
plant, but he had assimilated the process per-
fectly.

Martha loves the work she does, she tells
me. It's strenuous physical work but revarding.
I know this too, as do all of us who survive in
the country and acquire that gut-love for dirt—
farming which is why we stay - that direct con-
nection that keeps us responsible for and respon-
sive to living things in ways unknown in the
city. There is a real difference between out-
witting garden slugs and engaging in dubious
battle with cockroaches. Martha talks about her
increased and yet increasing strength and en-
durance, and how frustrated she once was trying
to do "man's work" (i.e. plowing). Now she can
work long hours at strenuous tasks, and her com-
petence and self-esteem have bloomed over these
years, along with the plants she carefully tends.
She doesn't feel tied down by the constant com-
mittment she tells me but I remember the look of
regret on her face recently when she had to turn
down an invitation to come with me to a goat show
one county away. It's not so much the necessity

to be working on the farm, as the feeling that
it's a necessity to always be working on the
farm that makes it so difficult to get away
for a day or so. A heavy dose of the Puritan
ethic seems to be the farmer's lot - or indeed,
the key to a farmer's success.

The sun has shifted since we've started
weeding the now immaculate strawberry beds. We
stand up, stretch and groan, then head for the
porch where Martha's husband has set out three
glasses which he is filling with delicious
home-made wine. We linger briefly over the
wine and I say goodbye and thanks and see you
soon, and head toward my car. ' Looking over my
shoulder I see this receding vision of country

life; late afternoon sunlight falling on the

couple, on their homestead porch. The picture
is idyllic, but I know as I drive off that there
is another eight hours ahead of them before the

farm work day is done. % Z



BIOGRAPHY OF A BEAD
BUSINESS

I remember a time when the anxiety at not
having an income was with me at all times. It
was’ a terrible consuming fear that seldom left
me. A millionaire friend once volunteered a
little story that I'll pass on. "Walery," he
said, "People come to me and ask me 'How do T
geterich?l el l Sl tell them the 'first thing
you need is to be desperate'." And that's the
. best initiative I know for getting started.

T have a lot of creative talent, so I
started trying different ideas. I borrowed cash
to invest in materials and crocheted and mac-—
ramed. I sold what I made locally and returned
the loan but I didn't make much. So I looked
around at prices and costs, studied what sold
and where. Remembering my parents' teachings that
you could make as much money selling a bunch of
small things at a good price as you could a few
large things, I decided to work small and quick
as no one in my area had money to buy large
items of art. I finelly fell into making beads
when I was still trying to get into the macrame
market. The selection of beads I saw available
to the macrame artist was limited so I decided
to try my hand at making my own beads.

At first I rolled them one by one,
scratched at the wet c¢lay with a pin tool and
stuck the tool through one end and then the
other to avoid the rough edged hole. They were
a feeble beginning but when they came out all
fired and useable I was so delighted I began to
leave macrame behind. There's something about
beads...they've been used for money by nations-—
islands have been traded for them!

So I thoughtI'd make a few extra next time
to sell. Then I went to San Francisco and
Berkeley to the shops I had bought my beads from,
carrying them in a primitive display box that T
made from an orange crate and some redwood scraps.
I sold them for pennies. They all sold quickly.

Well, here I had something to sell that
people actually wanted more of in advance! I
put aside macrame and started making beads full
time in a potter friends'studio. At last it
seamed I'd found the way towards an independent
income (Although <t wasn't exgctly independent
as I was using another potter's studio, clay,
firings, kiln and knowledge.) As I sat there
day after day I began to realize that unless
something changed, the tedium of punching each
of those little bits of clay with the tool
twice and then scratching in them and selling
them for pennies was soon going to drive me to
be a basket case. At first it was therapy- I
falt like a kid in kindergarten. As I see it
now, it was a kind of kindergarten as far as
my education in the bead business went. When it
became clear that "counter-fitting pennies”
was no way to make a living I raised my prices
and geared my processes towards mass production.

Z ’ I, in turn, lost a few customers, which shook

- interested in what I was offering.

me up, but the market, little did I know, was
just beginning to develop.

Tet me speak a bit about saleswoman-—
ship. When a firing was out, I would count, bag,
pack and fill my sample box. Then I went to the
shops that I had heard carried beads or the ones
I knew would buy. I tried to go tc regular
customers first, the ones I knew would buy
because it's always easier to get a few sales

-under the belt before risking a rejection.

Dealing with fear of reéjection was difficult.
I dressed in clothes that made me feel strong and
capable. I tried to play down my femaleness
but not dress like a salesman. I wasn't inter-
ested in making a sale because of my sex. I
didn't have to, my beads did the work for me
just fine. I'd enter a shop, walk around looking
to see if they carried beads and if ones that
looked like mine were needed. When I decided to
try, I'd ask a clerk for the buyer, putting my
sample box on the counter so they could get
When the
buyer came I'd ask if the shop was interested in
carrying my porcelain macrame beads.

I chose a minimum quantity for wholesale
purchases and sold samples, if that was all that
was wanted, at retail prices. I gave my address
and phone so the shop could order more and I told
them I'd stop back. I have had some of the same
accounts for three years now, gained many and
lost a few.

Tt soon became necessary to buy my own
clay and to begin to invent tools to cut the
time of making the beads. I invented systems
for making the beads that could easily be taught
to others and began to hire helpers when T became
swamped with orders. Certain times of the year

are busier than others but I haven't yet learned
how to get the work done in advance of the
heavy pressure periods so I just hire out to




friends needy of work. They make a good salary
when they learn to make the beads quickly but
because I pay by the bead they can work at their
own speed. We have a great time working
together.

So I had a nice little business going and

" I wanted more, though I wasn't sure what. I
thought "...perhaps someone to organize my books
or check my firings for me when I'm busy." So
I took on a partner.

Arlene was in my women's group. She was
unhappy and looking for some source of income.

I asked her because she appeared to be someone
who could work with me as an equal as well as a
woman who knew about business.

Since her addition, the business has
changed and blossomed in great bursts of energy.
She's added new designs, advertising, order to
a funky system, increased knowledge of facts and
details and the charm, spunk and drive to turn
a little business into a serious enterprise.
This year we bought our first business licenses.
(Two! One for her house jone for mlne )

ARLENE  woosser

Joining Valery in a partnership was one
of the most self benefiting moves of my life.
Until we began to work together my training
had been solely in the world of business. My
desire had always been to work in some form of
art, but lack of confidence and experience had

always prevented my even trying. However after
one and one half years of living in Manchester,
and for the first time in my 1ife being dependent
on a man for support, the desperation that Valery
mentions was at its peak. So when she asked me
to join, I jumped in head first.

In the last year I've gained more self-
respect than I had in all the past 29 years
of my life. It'sbeen extremely important to
me that Valery has gained enough respect for me
to see me as an equal. Also thé man I live with
sees my business adventure as having more poten-
tial for our future than his own.

Unlike Val, I haven't felt the need to
dress down my femininity, just as I have not
felt the need to dress it up. Having worked
in the business world, I'm well aware of its
infinite number of prejudices but I believe
that femininity and strength are in no way
dismetrically opposed. So I am undeniably
woman and woman is undeniably strong.

People have warned us about partnerships
but we've found that we, as women, have the

sincerity and the desire to overcome the
pitfalls created by money and society that other
partnerships have fallen prey to. We have had
many very difficult times but have come through
them learning that difficult is not necessarily
bad. The foundation of our relationship is
built with growth, love and sharing in mind
rather than monetary gain, and a desire that
this means of making a living for us will
bring beauty and happiness to all who come in \

contact with it. %



You, e, and Mana CETA

Its no secret that jobs, any jobs, have been
hard to come by lately. This past winter and
spring, unemployment, especially in the country,
has been particularly widespread. And though
its been kept pretty quiet, the federal govern-
ment is moving, glacially, to ameliorate the
problem. :

To do this, sometime ago Congress passed the
Comprehensive Employment and Training Act. of
1973, called CETA. Originally, it was not in-
tended as an emergency measure to absorb the
economic impact of large scale unemployment,
but that is what it has become. Under Title II
of CETA, state and local governments were en-
couraged to hire jobless people who could pro-
vide needed community services and, over a
period of time, absorb them into existing pay-
rolls. To help insure that these newly created
jobs would not be just temporary, Congress
specified that about half of all individuals
hired under Title II should be switched from
their federally subsidized payrolls to permanenﬁ
public or private jobs each year.

As the economic impact of the recession grew,
this provision was toned down somewhat, and
other titles were added to the original act.

By all indications, CETA is well on its way

to becoming an almost permanent economic
institution, serving as a way for local control
over federal manpower (sic)* resources to be
exerted. For women in the-country looking for
jobs, this can be potentially very useful
because one of the requirements for any use

of federal funds these days is that in order
to do so, local government must file an
\'affirmative action plan''telling how it will
‘increase its hiring of minority ethnic groups
and women. This virtually means that local
agencies should be forced to hire women for
most job positions simply because previous
hiring practices discriminated against them so
heavily. However, this provision of the law
will be enforced only if women actively police
local agencies, challenging hiring practices
where they 'are discriminatory. Local agencies
rarely do this without prodding.

In most rural areas, CETA funds will be
administered through county government. This
means that inguiries about CETA jobs should, in
most cases, be directed to your county
manpower (sic) coordinator. Usually the court-
house of your county seat is the most likely
place to find this bureaucrat.

The unstated assumption behind eligibility
for CETA jobs is that an applicant be poor and
unemployed. In addition, various groups have
been targeted under Title III of CETA as being
especially deserving, and among these are
veterans, ethnic minorities and female heads
of households. Special priority is also given
to welfare recipients. 4

Depending on the particular title of CETA
under which a person is hired, CETA jobs may be
either temporary or permanent. Under Title VI,
members for public works crews are hired to do

Z 5 such work as highway maintenance, brush clear-

ing, tree planting, or grading and graveling
county roads. These jobs are temporary, usually
lasting two or three months and paying between

three and seven dollars an hour.

In contrast, jobs obtained under Titles I
and IT of CETA paid only the minimum wage of
$2.10 an hour until they were recently increased
to $2,50 an hour. However, in principal, these
jobs are permanent ones. Under Title I, people
are trained for jobs with federal funds in
expectation that these newly trained workers will
be picked up by the private sector of the economy,
in many cases by private, nonprofit corporations.
Title II monies are used to create meaningful
public service jobs that can be filled by
people who already have the necessary skills

~ but who cannot find work.

Now, just what constitutes a public service
job is, depending on your political and cultural
orientation, an object of considerable dispute.
Creative interpretation of the words 'meaningful'
and 'public service' has led, for instance, to
the hiring of musicians, photographers, clowns,
mimes and muralists in San Francisco, all em—
ployed by the city to make urban life more
enjoyable for people living there. And in Santa
Cruz county, a coalition of community groups
including veterans, a women's health collective

‘and a .food coop successfully sued the county

government to obtain 20% of the CETA funds
available, instead of the 5% originally allocated
to private, nonprofit corporations by county
officials. Since the total CETA funds for that
county were something like $750,000, this was a
substantial boost to peoplé's community projects.

In our- loecal area here, an enlightened and
liberal administration of Title I CETA funding
has placed federally paid workers in many non-
profit organizations. The Title I funds are also
being used for specially organized projects,
such as one to train skilled carpenters, paying
them as they learn. Several of these carpenters
are women. In addition, some CETA funds admin-
istered by the state Department of Employment
are also available to create new jobs in private,
profit-making businesses. In this area, all these
funds were being given to large, traditional
businesses, until a woman seeking employment
with a small, collectively run ccmpany threat-
enzd to sue for discrimination. She got a CETA.
job for the collective. Hers.

It seems important that community minded people
in every rural area understand the administration
and provisions of the CETA program enough to
push their local bureaucracy to respond to their
needs. For the first time there are localily
administered federal funds to employ people to
work for the benefit of their community
(largely through nonprofit corporations) and
to train women to do work previously reserved
for men. But we will get our share only by work-
dng for At R < ;

. 1 Manpower is still tine official term, despite

recent declassification of most job titles by
sex. : : :



Working Collectively

We made a decision not to fill this issue
of the magazine with what we call "horror stor-
ies" - women's histories of job oppression. We
could easily have done so; each of us on the col-
lective has at least one truly depressing story
- we're dying to tell. We've chosen not to tell
many of them because the evidence seems overwhel-
ming that women are discriminated against in al-
most all job situations, either overtly or sub-
il (e you're not already convinced of this,
a look at the U.S. Dept. of Labor's statistics
on average income for men and women workers
should be sufficient.) And beyond actual sex-
ist discrimination against women, there is the
oppression that many workers feel on their jobs,
be they men or women. Most workers in this
society have little, if any, say over how much,
how fast, or under what conditions they work;
they have little say over what they actually do
while working, and no say at all over the re-
sults of their work or the profits made from
their labor. The hierarchical organization of
most work results almost inevitably in this sit-
unation, institutionalizing a system where those
most directly responsible for a. job have the
least power to make decisions gbout it and those
having the most power to make decisions are the
least personally involved. Women suffer most
especially under this structure, for we are al-
most always at the bottom of it.

In talking)while working on this issue of
the magazine)about our mest supportive and ful-
filling experiences working,(those Jjobs in which
we have been able to invest our whole creative
selve;L we've come back over and over again to
the importance of collective organization. As
the following articles show, working within a
collective does not inherently eliminate the in-
Justices and inequalities of traditional work
patterns. But the collective structure always
does contain within it the possibility of recon-
eiling any conflict or problem for the benefit
of those involved. Though there's a wide varia-
tion in the goals, structure, and process of
collectives, collectivization means at the very
least a commitment to shared responsibility and
access to equal power.

The following articles are descriptions of
four working collectives -~ a food store, a women's
coffeehouse, a women's print shop, and Country
Women. Two provide full economic support for
the participants; the others provide limited in-
come for some participants. This is largely a
brief, tentative glimpse at the meaning and im-
plications of collectivization, but we want to
share with you a consciousness of the structures
we are creating to work within and our commitment
to the importance of the work process - how it
feels to do what we do. /f*

NOW WHAT WAS IT

Free Box
Collective

(The following article was written about a strug-
gle which recently took place within a women's
coffeehouse collective. This article repre-
sents the perceptions of only those women who
chose to leave the coffeehouse because of the
conflict. We're reprinting it because of the
questions and ‘insights it offers about collec-
tive work situations.)

This spring, ten women, half of the volun-
teer staff and one of the owners of the coffee-
house/bookstore decided they could no longer be
a part of the existing structure. We are writing
to explain our perception of the conflict which
resulted in our leaving. We, as women, acknow-
ledge our lack of experience in handling and con-
fronting issues of power with other women. We
also admit to our lack of experience 'in creating
alternative structures in which we could deal
with those issues. We recognize our perceptions
of this particular struggle may reflect some of
our feelings of hurt and anger. Yet, we have
attempted to.state clearly the issues involved.

You SAID YO

VOLUNTEERS OFTEN @L:)
FELT THEY WERE. BEING
RESTRLTED AS FAR AL £

WHERE. THEIR. ENERGY COULD <
BE DIRECTED.

LTI LA

The Set - Up: The coffeehouse is a small
business owned by a partnership which consisted
originally of five women. Eventually, this group
came to be:called (and called themselves): "The
Small Collective'.

Even before the store opened, these five
women appealed for volunteers to run it by agree-

Con't



ing to work shifts. The following reasons were
given to justify this volunteerism, reasons which
seemed sufficient and for a time remained ungues-
tioned:

1. Women could get satisfaction from this
kind of involvement;

2. Women would thus be donating energy to
the women's community; :

3. When profits were made there would be
profit - sharing; i :

4, As time went on and volunteers proved
reliable, there would be greater sharing of all
responsibilities, which would happen by enlarging
the small collective.

Eventually, the volunteer group became known
as the "Larges Collective'. The owners needed the
work of the volunteers in order for the coffee-
house to function.

How It Worked: From the beginning, volunteers
and owners staffed 38 weekly shifts. Volunteers
worked 75% of them. As time went on, the small
collective with one exception worked fewer shifts
and ,the burden of running the coffeehouse fell
on members of the large collective.

The small collective met apart form the large
collective in closed meetings and made all finan-
cial, legal, policy and emergency decisions.
These decisions were sometimes announced and some-
times not at occasional meetings with the large
collective. At these joint meetings, we were
also able to discuss a limited number of subjects
such as: complaints from the community, the pos-
sibility of improving the appearance of the cof-
feehouse, and a fundraising dance. Volunteers
could say anything they wished, but these com-
ments were not effective, suggestions were ne-
glected, criticisms were met with mistrust and
viewed by the owners as negative and divisive.
Women with energy, wanting to implement new pro-
jects were viewed suspiciously. Women who made
the most frequent suggestions and criticisms were
seen to be power-grabbing (by the owners) and
counter to the best interests of the coffeehouse.
No channels for effective change were left open
to better use women's suggestions and 1abor.

How it Didn't Work: The inequalities of this
structure were realized by different volunteers
at different times. Attempts were made as early
as last summer to begin discussing the decision
making structure at the coffeehouse. Those at-
tempts were made by individual women and nothing
came of them. Some women left, and their reasons
for leaving were seen as personal. At that time,
the volunteers who left did not question their
reasons for leaving; the rest were simply happy
to be helping out at a women's coffeehouse. Few
of the volunteers had clear thoughts about how
the coffeehouse should be run or what directions
it should follow.

As time went on, certain women offered to
share some small collective responsibilities
such as purchasing books and scheduling enter-
tainment, both politically influential jobs.

At the same time, criticisms began coming
from the community about the quality of the
food and entertainment, aesthetics -and mainten-
ance of the place, disorganization in ‘the book-
store, and lack of political consciousness.
Criticisms were made directly to the vomen seen

running the coffeehouse: the large collective.
Since it was apparent that the large collective
meetings were not the channel for these criti-
cisms, we had no answer but to say, "You'll
have to talk to one of the small collective.
They make the decisions." However, the owners
were there less and less. Lines of communica-
tion between them and the volunteers and be-
tween the patrons and the coffeehouse diminished.
There resulted an atmosphere of alienation and
feelings of depersonalization.

’,_\

; /j/ NHEN WE SAY LOLLECTI\/E?

o WE MEAN WE ALL THINK
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Eventually, concerned members of the large
collective called a meeting in early February
to present these issues to the small collective
and to the group as a whole. They felt it was
time to stop making decisions based only on what
was expedient and to start discussing structure
and philosophy. Their priorities included:
sharing all responsibilities, sharing in the
decision making process, creating a structure

_ in which personal and political differences were

not ignored but confronted. These women wanted
a structure in which confrontation was seen as
positive and necessary.

It had become obvious that the five origi-

_nal justifications for volunteering no longer

applied: :

1. Satisfaction was limited as responsibil-
ity was limited. Volunteers did the mundane oper-
ational chores and made none of the decisions.

Nor did we understand how decisions were made,

as some were made individually, others collec-
tively, and others not at all.

2. We realized we were not donating energy
to the women's community directly but through a
business controlled by a small group of women;
the priorities of that small group were not ne-
cessarily our own, nor those of the community.
Tt became Obvious that we were the free labor
of a small, private business.

3. We learned that three members of the
small collective had been receiving wages for
varying periods of time during the first year
of operation, and those wages amounted to at
least $1,500. This might be called profit shar-
ing except that the decision to pay salaries was



made solely by the small collective, without in-
forming the whole group. In fact, the small col-
lective posted a statement that said, "Everyone
you see working here is a volunteer."

Some of us had been there since the be-
ginning and were not admitted to greater respon-
sibility.

5. As talk of enlarging the small collec—
tive grew, it was clear that new members:would
be limited tc a few who would be chosen by the
0ld members based on who agreed with th-m.

The Struggle Defines Itself: Although only
a few volunteers initiated this discussion, many
more voiced their agreement and solidarity with
the women who wanted to share in the decision—
making process. This time the dissent came not
from individual women but from a group. We be-
came aware that we were involved in a power strug-
gle where there were no models for resolution.
The women of the small collective found them-
selves unintentionally in a position of power
and yet reluctant to give it up. The large col-
lective began to realize its powerlessness, and
along with this realization, came a growing
resentment and frustration.

As workers demanded changes, the owners
resisted the changes in order to keep power,
not necessarily because they disagreed with
the need for change. With one exception, the
owners resisted open discussion because they
wanted to retainfinal say in all decisions.

They felt they knew best how to run their cof-
feehouse/bookstore and thus should continue to
do so. Furthermore, they doubted the volunteers'
commitment. They were reluctant to share their
knowledge with the volunteers because, they said,
the group was too large to run the place effi-
ciently. They saw the attempt to move towards
collectivity mainly in terms of personalities
and motives. To them, a small group of women
were trying to attack them and take away their
coffeehouse.

IR

WE, IE MEMBERS OF THE SMALL COLLECTIVE, ARE
NOow READY 0 PRESENT OUR OPINION.

IT WAS OFTEN DIFFICULT TO GET THE
MEMBERS OF THE SMALL. COLLECTIWE
TO SPEAK AS INDIVIDUALS OR VOICE.
PERSONAL. OPINIONS . 4

In this atmosphere of mistrust, suspicion,
resentment, and backbiting on both sides, the
original issue - how to change and improve the
coffeehouse - became obscured and insoluble.

Mediations: Because of the highly emotion-
al content of these early meetings, it was sug-
gested by one of the large collective and agreed
upon by all to hire two women with experience in
group mediation to help us with this struggle.

' We met with the mediaters at long meetings over

the course of a month. Four members of the small
collective also met privately during this time,
usually coming to mediated meetings with group
positions. These positions, as in earlier meet-
ings, changed from meeting to meeting. It became
impossible to believe that the small collective
was truly committed to any kind of change, except
change of mind.

During the mediations, three of the owners
finally expressed their mistrust of certain women
in the large collective. Women who had worked
for periods of up to a year could not be trusted
to share "financial and legal responsibility"
with them as it might adversely affect their
"dignity, personal and legal reputations." The
large collective recognized the heavier burden
placed on the owners by their legal and financial
responsibilities (i.e., names on leases’, promis-
sary notes, insurance liabilities). In an effort
to alleviate the owners' fears, members of the
large collective suggested ways to share and light-
en those responsibilities: setting highest prior-
ity on the repayment of personal loans, subcon-
tracting to share any financial liabilities, and
possibilities of incorporation. When the owners
did not respond to these proposals, it became
apparent that the issues of mistrust and legal
responsibility were ways of maintaining power
and not sharing power with women who differed
with the owners personally and politically. Of-
fers of collective legal responsibility were made
to no effect. Trust became a mystified concept,
something shared only in the small collective or
with known friends. Three women chose to remain
owners and to run the coffeehouse as their per-
sonal business. The mediations made it clear
that the owners' final decision against collec-
tivity came from a desire to personally choose
who they would work with. When their agreement
for collectivity, arrived at after much group
struggle, was taken back, ten women decided they
could not work within the existing value system
and left the coffeehouse. We left and we do not
see this as negative. We have learned, some of
us for the first time and some of us again, just
how important struggle and structural change are
for us as women in this society. We are still
struggling. As former volunteers and now as
patrons, we ask the owners for answers to the
following questions.

Questions: 1. Having gone through this
struggle with us, how do you see yourselves in
relation to your new volunteer staff? Do you see
any need to establish clear lines of distinction
between your role as owners and that of the vol-
unteers?

Having stated that you do not wish to work
closely with women you mistrust or dislike, how
do you intend to'deal with such women in the fu- '
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ture? As women in power positions, do you see
any need to examine the sources of your personal
pre%erences? ;

2. GSince you have chosen to remain owners,
are you going to continue asking for community
support through benefits, through donations, of
money, labor, skills and materials from women
not within the volunteer staff? ' If so, will a

discussion of expenditure priorities ever be open-
ed to the community? Will you continue to hold
ultimate decision-making power over financial
expenditures? If so, do you intend to inform

the community of those decisions? If so, How?
Will some owner or owners continue to receive

monthly salaries? If so, how ‘o you reconcile com-

munity support with individual gain? If, on the
sther hand, donations will no longer go towards
salaries, what provisions will be made to decide
on how those donations will be used?

3. As owners of the only women's coffee-
house, do you see any need to support and work
with other women's organizations? If so, which
organizations and how?

Do you foresee the coffeehouse as an insti-
tution, committing itself to welcoming and sup-
porting discussion of political issues? Do .you
foresee the coffeehouse initiating discussion
of political issues? Do you ever foresee the
coffeehouse taking a political stand?

CountryWonen

Country Women tegan and continues to evolve
within the collective form. Now that we are
starting our fourth year of publishing the
magazine, we have some perspective on what
that form has meant to the numerous women who
have contributed in many ways to its success.

Country Women consists really of two over-
lapping and simultaneously existing collec-—
tives. The editorial collective is basically
responsible for handling the business of the
magazine, for determining its format, and
caring for and tending to the overall philoso-
phical direction on an ongoing basis. The issue
collective comes together and is responsible
for a particular issue; it develops the theme,
decides on the content and does the work in-
volved in putting it into print. This collec-
tive is usually in existence for two months
(the time it takes to do one issue), and then it
disbands. That is the skeleton of our structure,
but how the collectives have worked in terms of
people and change is really the flesh and blood
of Country Women.

From the beginning, we recognized that power
hierarchies and centralization are mani-
festations of the kind of patterned 'male"
aggression that has beer responsible for' the
degradation of women, the exploitation of the
work force, even the violation of the earth's
resources. The trick for us was to seek a form
that would be based on shared authority and
cooperation but would not succumb to scattered
energy input and chaos. I would like to examine
more closely the process of our evolvement,
for I believe that the collective form itself
was integral ' in developing our confidence and
power as women and that this process is as
important a tool as the product we produced.

Let's begin with the process of an issue
collective. When a new issue is about to begin,
the women who desire to work on it speak to a
member of the editorial collective. Usually
new members have dlready written something for
the magazine; or worked in some other capacity,
because a basic ability to work within a group
is a prereguisite for inclusion on a collective.
We are a careful lot, yet within this form, 39
different women have worked on issue collec-
0 tives. And although this all happens by word

A

of mouth, I feel that we are genuinely open
and welcoming to new energy.

Once on an issue collective, each member
ideally has equal power and equal responsibil-
ity. Decisions about which articles we use
usually happen by general consensus rather than
vote. But, of course, we are no longer coming
to an issue with equal experience and we have
become conscious that the older members often
dominate the meetings because they feel con-
fident and more knowledgeable of. where the
issue and the magazine as a whole are going.
Newer, less experienced members often respond
with silence, and we are now searching for new
ways to change this process. Chits which you
give up each time you speak, discussing the
problem while it is happening, speaking in a
circle, or a silent time during the meeting to
give each of us time to collect our thoughts
have all been suggested as perhaps helpful in
equalizing participation.

There has been an effort from the beginning
not to specialize, so that each new member
would learn all the 'different skills necessary
in putting out the magazine. Still, on the
positive side of specialization, three years of



working on the magazine has opened many of us
up to specific creative work energies which we
have chosen to continue and devélop outside
the magazine..Sherry and Jeanne as writers
collaborated with Leona as graphic artist and
Sally as photographer to do a forthcoming
Country Women farming book. River, who dis-
covered she loved writing, stopped working on
the magazine, locked herself in her cabin and
came out with a book called Dwelling. Ruth

and Jean from Oregon began their own magazine,
Womanspirit, after working on the spirituality
issue. Carmen wrote and illu§trated Thé‘BheeE
Book for Lollipop Press.

' So, back to the drawing board. The issue
collective meets together once a week, develops
the theme, reads, writes, edits the material
they choose to use; types, proofreads; and then
spends four gruelling days of anywhere from
nine to twenty hours each in laying out, pasting
down, and getting the physical copy ready for
the printer. Decisions about layout have
traditionally been made by one person laying
out a page, with two other women approving it.
But that system just didn't work with the
highly emotional sexuality collective, whose
differing aesthetic and political opinions
kept most of its members in various degrees of
tension during the entire layout. As a result,
we are talking now about consciously delegating
more authority to editorial collective members
during layout.

Working on Country Women is a serious commitment.
You must,’barring a death in the family or
hospitalization, come to every meeting, and
usually everyone does. An issue collective has

six to twelve members. At first, members of the
editorial collective had to work on four out of
five issues to insure continuity. But this often
led to women working on a theme they didn't
really feel involved in and proved a deterrent
to new women joining the editorial collective,
so that rule was dropped. Still, women totally
new to the magazine are limited to two for each
issue, to avoid confusion and insure a centered
body yet allow for new inputs. Although this
rule of thumb has been broken several times,
the results have been difficult, and not neces-
sarily productive in terms of the magazine.
Although consciousness changing and personal

growth are outcomes of working on an issue, the
main job of the issue collective is to put out
a magaziﬁe. The hope is that someone wants to
work on a collective to explore her creativity
within that theme, not because she is looking
for a consciousness-raising group. Unfortunat&-
ly, working within a two month deadline, and
trying to take care of business often makes for
busy, pressured meetings and leaves little time
for the in-depth kind of study we desire. Frus-
tration ensues as we try to walk two paths at
the same time.

This brings us to the ongoing "editorial
collective," misnamed since it is procedure
rather than editorial policy that this collective
is responsible for. (Of course, in choosing
the issue collective memberships, it does also
affect the editorial poliey of the magazine.)
The editorial collective keeps the magazine
going. It chooses future themes, organizes
issue collectives, sets the balance of practical
and personal writing, states and makes policy
about aestheties, structure and process on
collectives, business matters, and just about
anything else that needs a decision. The
editorial collective was formed to provide an
ongoing structure to support and sustain the
magazine. Originally, its role was largely
thaet of handling the magazine business, but
gradually its role has become less defined and
more fluid. Nevertheless, the editorial collec-
tive remains essential to the magazine.

Originally the editorial collective began
with three women, Sherry, Jeanne and Jenny.
From the beginning, they were open to inte-
grating women who they felt showed a positive
and continuing interest in the magazine, and
who would be committed to the incredible amount
of work, both creative and monotonous, it took
to publish this then 24 page magazine. They
were soon joined by Carmen and Arlene and it

‘was basically these five women who were re-

sponsible for the first seven issues of
Country Women. :

/ At that timey however, the tremendous amount




of unpaid and tedious work'required, (addressing
envelopes, filling orders, answering letters
and attending unending meetings), discouraged
m