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Introduction 
 
The fifth e-book in the Lesbian Poetry Archive’s 

series of classic lesbian-feminist chapbooks is 
Oriethyia's Love Song to the Warriors. It is a pleasure 
to present a facsimile edition of this important 
chapbook. Love Song to the Warriors is significant to 
the history of lesbian-feminist poetry in three ways: first, 
its mode of production is emblematic of feminist 
culture-making in the 1970s. Second, Love Song to the 
Warriors captures thematically the spirit and 
excitement of feminism during the late 1960s and 1970s. 
Finally, Love Song to the Warriors demonstrates the 
intertwining of culture and politics during this period. 
This chapbook is a vital artifact of poetry and lesbian-
feminism, worthy of greater attention by readers and 
writers. 

Lenachild Press first published Love Song to the 
Warriors in 1977. The name of the press captures one of 
the activist statements of radical feminists in the late 
1960s and early 1970s. Critical of patriarchy, women 
rejected the system of patronymic naming. Some 
women adopted as surnames the names of their 
mothers, compounded with child, to demonstrate 
matriarchal lineages. Kathie Sarachild of the 
Redstockings and New York Radical Women is one 
feminist who took this action. Other lesbian-feminists 
modified their names in different ways; Karla Jay took 
her last name from part of her middle name; Elana 
Dykewomon created her own last name challenging all 
to address her with the power of the word dyke. 
Oriethyia, as the publisher of Love Song to the Warriors, 
named the press with her mother’s middle name, Lena, 
hence Lenachild Press. After the first edition was 
completely distributed, Lenachild Press released a 
second printing in August 1978 to sell at the Michigan 
Womyn’s Music Festival. Two editions of the book 
demonstrate the demand for these types of cultural 
products. This facsimile edition is from a copy of the 
second printing of the chapbook. 

Chapbooks in particular and poetry more 
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generally were one way that women communicated with 
one another during the Women’s Liberation Movement. 
Poetry prompted vibrant conversations in growing 
feminist communities. Love Song to the Warriors 
demonstrates explicitly how these conversations 
happened. Oriethyia composed three poems in response 
to “an incident that took place at a woman’s conference 
in California.” At the conference, a woman experienced 
a period of “heightened madness” and stayed as a 
conference participant with support from a community 
of women around her. Some conference attendees 
wished for her to leave and not interrupt their 
conference experience. In a brief preface to the poems, 
Oriethyia explains the circumstances; in the poems, she 
explores the issues and ideas at stake within the conflict 
and her responses. Oriethyia disavows the women who 
want to exile the woman from the conference in the 
poem “Surface Tension,” she writes: “my tribe has yet to 
form, / my community has yet to take shape.” The 
repudiation of the community at the conference is also 
an invitation to create a new one; these lines are an 
invocation for a new community to come into being. 
This search for community is dynamic. The poet writes, 
“we are still moving, searching, / testing ourselves, / 
being tested”. She concludes this poem,  

 
It reminds me that i have 
  the rest of my life 
 to finish this work. 
 And the anger and frustration 
  tell me 
 how important it is 
  that the work continue. 
 

With these lines, the poet affirms the significance of the 
role of conflict and process in feminist communities and 
her own commitment to participating in feminist work. 
Concluding with the word ‘continue’ suggests the 
conversational nature of this poem—and of lesbian-
feminist poetry broadly. 
 In the second poem in the series, “A Three Piece 



 iii 

Symphony for Fury, Frustration, and Fear,” Oriethyia 
uses the experience at the conference to explore other 
ways that women encounter these difficult emotions, 
particularly how the emotions emerge to isolate and 
threaten women. The final poem of the cycle, “I Reserve 
the Right to Bitch,” affirms the value of critique and 
demonstrates how self-critique is a tool for building 
feminist movements. Collectively, these three poems 
demonstrate how conflict was both productive and 
poetic in feminist communities. Their publication in 
this chapbook demonstrates the role of print culture in 
feminist communities to examine and resolve conflicts. 

Thematically, the poems of Love Song to the 
Warriors cover an array of feminist issues, 
demonstrating the breadth of feminist visions and 
concerns. Three themes emerge as particularly salient: 
revolution, mythology, and historical reclamation. 
Much has been written about mythology and historical 
reclamation in relationship to feminist poetry (see for 
example the work of Mary DeShazer, Mary E. Galvan, 
Judy Grahn, Germaine Greer, Alicia Ostriker and Kim 
Whitehead). Oriethyia’s work confirms the significance 
of these themes and demonstrates how pervasive they 
were. Women embraced histories about Amazons and 
witches as feminist foremothers—and included their 
imagined world in poetry. They also rewrote 
contemporary mythology as in “For Super-Hero Fans” 
where Oriethyia imagines 

 
Wouldn’t it be wild 
 if jill jonston was right, 
if Lois Lane was in fact, 
 a dyke? 
 

Jill Johnston, the Village Voice reporter and author of 
Lesbian Nation, was widely known as a feminist 
provocateur. Here she is linked with Lois Lane creating 
a new type of mythological fandom for lesbian writers. 
 What electrified me about Love Song to the 
Warriors the first time I read it was how immediate 
revolution is in these poems. The third poem, “On the 
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Eve of the Official Bicentennial, and in Honor of the 
Third Amerikan Revolution,” includes the line, “If there 
is to be a revolution, / let it begin here.” The conditional 
if seems a hollow gesture to skeptics even this early in 
the text. The title offers the framework that the speaker 
is in fact in the midst of a third Amerikan revolution—
feminism. The poem concludes: 

  
 It has begun. 
The first fires have been lit. 
  
 And in this camp, 
  You were the spark. 
 

 Later in Love Song to the Warriors, in the poem 
“Passing in the Patriarchy, Oriethyia writes,  

 
  if every belly dancer 
 was a revolutionary, 
every hooker, 
 the revolution would be over 
  tomorrow. 
 

This passage affirms both the immediacy and viability of 
revolution and the type of organizing necessary to 
facilitate it. 
 In “Compromise,” the poet affirms a vision for a 
different kind of revolution. 

 
I want to wake up tomorrow 
 to the news that the 
 revolution is over, 
quiet, bloodless, and over. 
 

Feminists reworked traditional ideas about revolution 
in their theoretical and creative productions. Oriethyia 
follows this powerful quatrain with these two lines: “We 
won’t be divided / ever again.” While feminists critique 
the vision of a unified sisterhood, both concurrent to its 
promotion and in its afterlife, the sisterhood vision 
offered here is striking in its power and hopefulness. 
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For me, lesbian-feminist critical thinking must honor 
both the critique and the appeal of the vision of 
sisterhood.  
 The reimagining of women and revolution is also 
evident in the poem, “To Hanah Senesh, Angela Davis, 
Pat Swinton, Susan Saxe, Kathy Power, Assata Shakur, 
Joan of Arc, The Witches, Bodicea, Oreithyia, and Every 
Pre-Revolutionary Chinese Mother who Refused to 
Have Her Daughters Feet Bound.” Through the 
concatenation of multiple women who defied societal 
conventions, this poem invokes women’s power in 
spine-tingling ways in the final tercet.  

 
Blessed is she who’s death 
brings the end of all fear 
one step closer 
 

 Similarly, in “Song to a Celtic Warrior,” Oriethyia 
writes: 

 
our love will join our rage 
 and we will strike 
 and we will strike 
 and we will strike 
 and we will win 
 

The possibility of immediate revolution inspired 
feminists and lesbians to imagine a bold new world and 
work to create that world, free from oppression. 
Reading these poems today reminds me of the passion 
and excitement of feminism and lesbian-feminism in 
the 1970s. Revolution was at hand. What if we lived with 
such fervor today? 

In a present state of revolution, aiding and 
abetting the revolution could be done both politically 
and culturally. Observations about the world in these 
poems are political, deeply grounded in seeing and 
addressing power. For instance in “Earthquake,” the 
speaker describes how unsettling it will be for men 
when women rise up: “like an earthquake.” The speaker 
notes that men “can either learn to walk / with us / or 
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grovel forever.” In “Compromise,” the speaker describes  
 

 taking my place within the  
  ranks 
of the millions of women 
blocking all streets 
 with our sheer numbers 

 
These lines affirm the significance of direct political 
action.  
 In Love Song to the Warriors, activist politics 
grounds revolutionary zeal. Culture, mythology, and 
imagination are tools for social transformation. The 
existence of these two strands of thinking about 
change—concrete activist politics and cultural 
production—is emblematic of this period of feminism. 
Women connected politics and artistic production in 
meaningful ways. Ruptures between the political and 
the cultural—and histories that suggest that they were at 
odds—emerge later. Conflict and contestation were part 
of the feminist métier, but dichotomous and 
exclusionary portrayals of politics and cultural are 
inaccurate—as readers will note in Love Song to the 
Warriors. 
 By publishing this facsimile edition of Love Song 
to the Warriors, I invite new readers to join me in 
finding delight in these poems—and considering what 
contributions they make to discussions about the legacy 
of lesbian-feminist poetry and cultural production. 
 

Julie R. Enszer 
May 2016 

 
 
 
 
Editor note: Thank you to Asma Neblett and Sarah 
Greaney for assistance in digitizing Love Song to the 
Warriors. 
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Author Biography 
 
 
Oriethyia is still a radical lesbian-feminist. She 

still dreams of a revolution of hearts and minds, one 
powerful enough to break the underpinnings of 
patriarchy and all of its constructs and cronies. 

In addition to Love Song to the Warriors, she 
released an audio tape of Kisses and Revolution in 1984 
(re-mothered from the original reel to reel in 2016 and 
now available as a CD) and A Murder of Crows in 1993. 

Read more about her work at www.oriethyia.org 
or www.oriethyia.blogspot.com. 
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Sinister Wisdom
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Oriethyia mountain crone 
HEART DANCE

She thought as she lay there about the fact that she was dying. Not the 
way she had been dying since the moment of her birth; not even the way 
she had been dying since learning of the sickness that was raging like an au- 
gust brushfire throughout her body. But dying. Really dying. Within min- 
utes, half an hour at the most, this life, her only remembered life, would be 
ended.

She refused to spend these last few moments going over, again, the scene 
at the hospital: her refusing treatments, her father cursing, her mother try- 
ing to understand. It was her brothers who had walked her to the parking 
lot. They didn't agree with her, they said, but it was her life. She had 
laughed. They corrected themselves. Her death. They hugged.

Her lover waited in the car. She had said that she just couldn't be part 
of what would go on in that consultation room; knew as well as her cancer- 
filled friend how the family, the physician, would respond ....

She forced the memories from her mind, chided herself for wasting time 
on what was already. I must think about what is, only what is. What was 
doesn't matter any more, nor what will be. The future, now, is defined as 
whatever happens in the next twenty minutes.

The pressure on her chest brought her back to her immediate reality. 
Kira, Kira who had been with her since she had come, crying, to her back 
door, a seven-week-old kitten. Kira on her chest purring, kneading, nuzzling 
against her cheek. The familiarity was almost devastating. The simpleness. 
The warmth.

She opened her eyes, stroking Kira under the chin, starting at the base 
of the neck. She looked around the circle she lay in, looked one by one at 
the faces of her friends, and smiled. Several smiled back. They had red, 
wet eyes. And smiled. A warm, friend smile. Their smiles said

i will miss you i love you 
i don't want this i respect this i love you 

i miss you don't leave me i love you 
their mouths did not move.

There was a drum beating. A long slow beat. Not sad. Not mournful. 
Constant. Like the beating of a heart set to music. She liked that.

She thought of what it was like to be dying. Truly dying. In her circle 
of friends. Some of these women had been lovers. Some had been co- 
workers. All were close. All people whom she had loved and cared about. 
All people who cared for her. Years ago they had taken to calling each other 
family. Month by month, crisis after crisis, sharing after sharing, the naming 
had created a reality. They were family. In ways that amused and touched 
and shook them. Family when one of them needed money; family when one 
needed a safe place to heal, a safe place to be ill; family when one needed 
to be held, go crazy, stop being crazy, give birth.

And now, she thought, to give death.
Not one of them had given an excuse. Not one of them had refused her 

invitation. She had called, written, to each woman in this circle. And they
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had come. From all over the continent. She had told them each that she 
could not explain this thing, this need, to them one at a time. She did 
not have the energy. She said that she needed them to come together, all 
at once, and she would speak to them of her need, her fantasy, her desire. 
They came. They came because they loved her; they came responding as 
much to their trust in her, in each other, in their connection, as to the ur- 
gency, the intensity, of her request.

To die, not in a sterile, white, arrogant, soul-less cubicle in some hospital, 
but in a circle of trees, in a field, outside, under a sun-lit sky. in a circle 
of trees, a circle of friends, a circle within a circle.

They had asked questions: was her death certain, yes. how long, another 
month, maybe, a slow month, a painful month, no control, no power. 
They understood.

She asked questions: are you prepared to deal with the legal red-tape, 
yes. even if accused of negligent homicide, yes. will you give the burial in- 
structions to my parents, yes. will you help me find the best way, something 
fast, painless, an easy, gentle death, yes. will you sit with me while i take 
it. yes. while i die. yes.

They met for the rest of that week. Sometimes with her, sometimes with- 
out her, talking, exploring their feelings about what they were agreeing to. 
How they felt about her dying, about not trying to stop her, not trying to 
convince her, force her to try something, anything else. They began to truly 
deal with her death, what it meant to each of them, the fact that she would 
no longer be accessible to them in this familiar, physical way. They spent 
their days, their nights, discussing all of this; discussing, too, that there would 
be need of more and continued discussion when she had, in fact, died.

They came together on the day she had chosen. She gave them informa- 
tion: the car goes to joann. the books go to the new women's library, the 
journals to whoever, here, wants to read them, then on to anyone who would 
use them in some way.

Her parents had been informed of her wishes in terms of the funeral. They 
had already agreed, verbally, to all her demands. They had agreed to help 
with any legal problems. They knew that she was sending a notarized state- 
ment via her friends. Her final bit of control. The written version of what 
they had agreed to: no Christian ceremony, something tribal, leave it to the 
women, they will know.

The drum continued. There was another sound, a gourd with its seeds 
being shaken about. And a flute. A tambourine. The voices of the women 
she loved. They sang. She listened.

She looked at all of their wide open faces. She cried a little. They cried 
more than a little. They sang. She listened. The drum continued, a heart- 
beat set to music. The drum will beat after i have stopped. They had prom- 
ised her this.

The sun shone. The grass tickled her arms. Kira purred. The drum beat 
on. She looked around the circle; wondered at the opening and closing of 
the mouths of living creatures making noise, singing songs. She watched the 
hands that beat on drums, fingered flutes, shook tambourines, rattled gourds. 
The drum continued, a heartbeat set to music, drawing her own heart into a 
dance, a dance that would be carried by each of the women here; a dance 
that would last as long as the circle, the family, continued. 
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