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i] NICE JEWISH GIRLS..

Metamorphosis by

GrandmaWaddn Activist
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Myra Nissim

A series of radio pro- icals in the social and

grams to be broadcast
this fall over WBAI-FM,
Grandma Was an_Activist
explores the role of
rank and file women rad-

" political turbulence of

the 30's through inter-
views, sound and narra-

tion.
cont., on p. 12

NEW YORK, NE¢ TORY,

AND ME

0000000 00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000

by Chelsea Dpr

eher

'..O..0..O.ooo.o.o..o.o.ooooo.o.....o.ooooo..........

I have an

aversion to the term "nice Jewish

girl", So in my mind I trivialized the event

at Womanbooks

on June 20 - readings from "Nice

Jewish Girls; a Lesbian Anthology. Another
Sheila Levine,..or something. So I went as a

show of suppo
After all, I
every) other
to lend my su
perience that

rt for: something, anything Jewish.
reasoned, I support every (almost
event to which I feel it important
pport. I knew from previous ex-

I would be hurt by the absence of

non-Jews. Is anti-Semitism in the Movement only
a concern of Jewish women? I hope not. I:yearn

for a coming
show of inter
realize that
ful one. I a
as they may b

women (I was ‘countin

anticipated.
it even reall

together. I would settle for a
est/concern/curiosity/respect. I
the process is a lengthy and pain-

m only expressing my hopes' - Utopian
e. Well, two visibly non-Jewish

g) vere present, as I .had

But why focus on this alone? 1Is

Y important right now, even un-

realistic, knowing the many attitudes and ten=—
sions thriving among us?

Why am I avoiding Nice Jewish Girls? Because

I always have
ginning of ye
this unending
piece that my

, that's why. It is a painful be-
t another search for more parts of
puzzle. I find, in writing thig
Lesbian Feminist writings flow, I

don't worry about saying the politically incor-

rect thing.
of it writing
L/F political
on dangerous
earlier that
showed up for
thing to say?
girl in town!

Twelve years of Movement work,much
, gave me some dexterity with ny
thinking and writing. Now I fee)
ground. More CR! I nearly saig
I was "counting noses" to see who
the event. Is that ap anti-Semitic
Horrors...here I am again - pew
And I haven't told you a thing
cont. on p. 16
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prer P.ALD,
1 ebeblutely 14
ve
tep ristipng ahd have
teeh ® Tan for Years,

pll’ h‘r
Stantly at
8 Coffes
that existed
1972 o 1970, 1
YES ®specinlly moved
by the article appear-
t“! in April VomaNews,
Dying of Fright,Meg
Christian Tells About
Aleoholism.® I per-
sonally suffered
through the pre-move-
ment bar daze in an
alcoholic stupor.How-
ever, I am writing this
letter because there
was no mention last
month about either her
drinking problem, or
her concert on May 7th
at Queens College. It
wvas attended by over
600 women. I am em-
barassed to admit that
1 d4idn't go because one

elbume con
the 'W!h'
House,
from

of my best friends,Karen

had her 30th birthday,
and you know how heavy
.that is. I hope it gets
a2 review by someone, I
want you all to know
that I have Meg's "Song
to my Mama"™ on my an-
swering machine., I
managed to squeeze two
of her Dykyest lines

on 2 30-second tape.
You are all invited to
call in and hear it.
Please make a2 haircut
appointment too, if

you are as into women
supporting other women
as 1 am,

JOY SCORPIO
674-3187
NYC

SN @2

Dent Wariela,

Thank you for your
posteara, tes vaa you
818n't nake 3¢ into

Quebect pyue 1 am con-
fident that next tire
you will.

riend's house
Lant weok 1 Btusbled
on A french-speaking
cwiss jesbian newspaper:
¢LIT 007 = c¢/o Claire
Segnieres, 22 rue des
peupliers, 1205 Geneve,
suisse. They had very
nicely translated,it
seemed, the CLIT mani-
festo that you publish-

ed in B.A.D. WNews #7 in Administration here post-

October,1981. I would
like to ask you if it
is possible for you to
send us that issue and
all the other CLIT man-
ifestos ever published.
We would like to study
them, if you could send
two exemplaries of each
and tell us how much
money that would be.

We are on the process
of finishing the 'work
4n our second issue .Of
our magazine,Amazones
D'Hier, Lesbiennes
D'Aujourd'hui (Amazons
Then, Lesbians Now),
and also on working on
the last detail of our
video tour of the States
Unfortunately, we have
not received any res-
ponse from cities like

' L

6!"#%5;bvuuy'.nn4¢g¢

Dear B.A.D.
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Newg:

Do you really baeliave
Lesabian Pride Stapgeq
in 1989 as YOUT bapper
headline in the lagc

" yague implied (13 vaars
- of Leabian Pride: 69-82)7
') For many of us,

that year
was a transformation of
how our pride Wwas made

GAL81 visible, not a birthdate,

In fact, i1t was in gome
ways more @4 culminatiogn

Dear Editor of B.A.D.News:tpan a starting poing,

My name is Lois Witke.I

an an inmate in an Idaho
Prison.,
along with another in-
nate ; Gerry Howell, re-
questing subscriptions
to your newsletter.
I have not received

one yet. This week the

ed a memo stating that:
"The Big A D
Newspaper would not be
allowed in this prison
because it is a feminist
Lesbian paper."

In this prison if a
magazine or newsletter
is not permitted that
information must be
given to the individual
‘inmate in writing with-
in 24 hours so that she
has a right to appeal
to higher authorities.

Discrimination like
this and in many other
areas is reality for
us here. We are present-
1y working to change -
+shese circumstances.

The purpose of <this
letter is to ask you
if you did send me a

I recently wrote,

newsletter. 1If so, -
please send me a let-

Chicago, St. Louis,
Kansas City, Iowa City,
san Francisco, and we ter stating that you
wrote to them at least had and the date it

3 times each. There is was mailed. Was it
still a very short month pgjled to G. Howell?
before we start our tour yag it returned to you?
and I hope some of them Please respond. We
will answer us before are fighting for our

we leave. But Blooming- rjights and our lives.

ton, IN, Lawrence KA,

Minneapolis MO, ‘Lincoln Sincerely,

NE, Denver Co,Eugene OR Lois Witke- 18208
probably, Seattle WA NICI Rt. 3

have given us their sup- Box 147

port,and that feels good Cottonwood, Idaho
1 have to say. 83522

B.A.D
~TLois

Note to Reader:

Keeping in touch,
was sent to

Love,

Ariane Brunet Witke for the last 3
video-Amazone months and to Gerry
Boite 429 Howell. NICI never

Succ.,Stn.Victoria’et“’ned the issues,

Montreal, H3Z 2V8 but never gave them

Quebec, Canada to Lois or Gerry.B.A.D.
tel.:514-489-8392

is Presently bringing suit.

Lesbian pride eXpPreasaeq
in Vice=Versa ,published
{n 1947, in organizations
such as ECHO and DOB, in
gtreet and community lire
such as the Moody Garden
Gang (see Lesbian Her-
story Archives Newslet-
ter #7), in the Black
Lesbian community of
Harlem through the years
(see "Memories" by Jeanne
Flash Gray in The Other
Black Woman, Vol. 1)has
had a long and compli-
cated history which re-
flects the social changes
surrounding it, 1969 marks
an historical change and
is an easy place for
Lesbians of the seventies
to begin their historical
memories, but it is just
one moment of history in
a long, long story of re-
sistance and cultural
autonomyéw

TR AR Wlll
S MYy, for longer

L

e,

“ N X% .. Joan Nestl
R\ A. e
~ Nl .
Sisters, 762

Greetings! Picked up
a copy of B.A.D. News
while visiting a friend
and jotted down the ad-
dress to write for a
subscription. The price
was “whited out" so I
-don't know how much to
send. My lover and I
are considering a move
to NY next year so we
especially are looking
forward to each issue
of B.A.D. News. I'm en-
closing a check for $6.
Please let us know if
that is enough for a
full sub. )
Again, we really en-
joyed the issue we did
read. Thanks - and keep
up the good work!

In Sisterhood,
Diane & Karen
Harrisburg,PA

cont. next pasg <=

-lFl-I-;l--I------I-I-I--I----------IIIII-I-I-I-I-I-I-----.I---I-I-I---i

'

i Scanned with !
i & CamScanner’;



‘A

JULY<pUBUET q8np

B.AD.
L Nppapp—————— L L

FDITONS: Sussh Cavin, faricla Yoyano,Susan Ruth
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ANT CHITIC: Sandra Pian

PHOTOGHAPHENRS: Donnm Gray,Stacy Jaine,%yra Nissin
Jayne tubenstein

CALLIGHAPHIN:
GHAPHIC ARTISTS: Sorel,

Pappas

in

Su Fishpond, Georpgla
s Chelsea Dreher,Laura

Collins

CONTHRINUTONE: Laura Collins, Chelsea Dreaher,Any,
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PRODUCTION: Joy Scorpio
copy EDITOR:

PUBLIBHENR: Susan cavin
Copyripht 19p2, BI1G
() (B.A.D.

Bt. #15,

B.A.D. TELEPHONE:

"Self~-
Portrait
vith

Peonies.,"

Dear B.A.D. News

Hello Maricla,

Thanks for your post-
card-and we've put you
on our exchange sub
1ist, Hope you're lik-
ing QUIWRITE.

So please send us Big
Apple Dyke News-don't
think we've received
any yet.

Anyhow-here the blast-
ed 'war' has ended, the
papers are screaming
"ye Have Won the War",
and the Tories are pat-
ting themselves on the

cont, next column

News),
New York,N.Y.

uaricla Yoyano

APPLE DYKE NEWS
192 Spring
10012,

212-226=2821

back for skillful man-

euvering. You said you
are Argentine, Would
you like to write some-
thing for us about your
perceptions??

In sisterhood,
Sheila
OUTWRITE
Women's Newspaper
c/o T.H.I.S,
Oxford House
Derbyshire St.
London E.2
England
Tel:01-729-4575
cont, next page
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On June 30,
Equal Rights
expired, or shou
say,vas nurdered 44
’ -

the rightwing back
lash led by phyllis
Schafly,strategic
Russian bonber-analyst
for the US Defense
Intelligence estab-
lishment (the Pentagon),
who suddenly becanme
Miss Housewife lead-
ing the special
corporate interests
that profit from
unequal wages between
the sexes.

The effort to pass
the Equal Rights Amend-
ment dates back to
1923 when legislation

was first introduced
in Congress. In 1972,
the E.R.A. Amendment

passed -the US.House
of Representatives

by a wide margin of
354 to 24 and the
Senate by 84 to 8.

It was a one-sentence
amendment: "Equality

of rights under the
law shall
or denied by the United

States or any state on
account of sex."

In two hours after
the ERA cleared Con-
gress in 1972, the
amendment had been
ratified by Hawaii.
In the months that
followed, it won ap-
proval in a number of
other state legisla-
tures, But by the
spring of 1973, op-
ponents had mounted
a strong campaign,
arguing that the ERA
would result in for-
ced military service
for women; a dilution
of existing laws pro-
tecting women in the
workplace; homosexual
marriages; and unisex
public toilets.

A bipartisan group
of at least 38 sena-
tors, led by Sen. Bob
Packwood (R) of Oregon

e 3
pad -
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XXXXXXXXXXAXIRLX KA KT A XK AARS

3 20¢ a word.
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(D) of Maas

will lntrodzzzuﬂetts
gislation i o
on July 14' 1 Ongreug
ing again for . [
stitutional ameﬂdn:;t
that would have to ba
ratified by three-
fourths of the statae
legislatures. Back tq
square one. Score a

big one for the right,
Miz Schlafly.

Eleanor Smeal, presg.
ident of the National
organization for Women
(N,0.W,) said, after
admitting defeat of
the E.R.A. on June 24,
that that donations
to N.O.W. average mopg
than $1 million a
month now: "We're
raising more money

than the Democratig
Party. If our oOppgu

nents think it's a3;
over, someone shoylg
tell them we've jyst
‘begun to fight. The

real opposition, pe-
hind the visible po-
litical opposition,

not be abridgedhas been the special

corporate interests
that profit from sex
discrimination."

She said N.0.W.'s
war chest will be used
to elect more women to
public office and re-
move men who voted
against the E.R.A,
and to boycott and
sue corporations that
discriminate against

women. R

Between 1972 and
1982, 35 states ra-
tified the E.R.AILE
fell short of passage
by three states.

The states that diqg
not ratify the E.R.A,
were: Illinois, Florida,
Oklahoma, North Carolina,
Georgia, South Carolina,
Alabama, Arizona, Ark-
ansas, Louisiana, Mis-
sippii, Missouri, Nev-
ada, Utah and Virginia,

The bad news is we
may have lost a battle,

and Sen. Paul E. Tsongas but we will win the war.

:  Scanned with !
i & CamScanner’;



’1f;"'
er” "
B,A-D' ews
. p heDe Nawy,
Peinister_Visdon vy11

>

pe pro0VEIng BT cue on

porth AMEricen 1natan
vormen.
be MOWBWE writer Bath

pront (Dekbhﬁ
who wily 4 adonti),

v°“'ibi]1t

project, v-ren e
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short ge
eaag,.'
to ana ¢

diaries, reviews of
books, transiations,

oral histories and nar”

rations, legends, and
myths, just to name 8
few examples.

The compilation of
our words and picturesp
into a single issue
will reflect our many
diversities, such as:

The editor will

BVe sole res-~

ries, graphics,
POetry' letters
rom women,pho-

tographs, excerpts fro”

$.A.0,
,.-""'itnlntolton....antc-.--ocnan.anoonnnnnn...-----:n--------"-""
r

Desr B.0,0. Wevws,
Thask you for the
yulek gending of the

hpril-vay iestue 2O
the wilse of PA.EAJOY

rending 1%, 9. 3 ::a
811 the rest, S¥°00
cavin'e 'Fsifh|ctlnu.
is heavy po our
’a'"!ﬂ‘
thereby ¥2" 4, pig
horizon, °

us it'e
pasee? °:e: by the
manip? over uss
pover® gusceptible,
Mnnlo us are ln:une
fev an
4 ﬂcm:::se:ilquerad-
;Non;: nevws. Merci
b::ucoupo guilt{ ones.
Thanks for noth ﬂﬂ;
Meanwhile gome ©
our sisters rfasted in
5 field,
;::123 exCOmmunlcate?
Mormon Sonia Johnson,
pressing the Illinois
verification of our
E.R.A., How long, oh

Pear B8,A.0.

Goddess, must this
fight be waged to be
won by us? We must
carry On regardless

of setbacks. Politi-
cians would like to

forget the whole

our differing life-
styles; our age spec-
¢rum; how we feel about
the issues of health;
traditional images of
Indian women; our class

sions (urban vs.
give tion Indians) ;

roperve thing,but we will NEVER
aried and multiple ; e

:r:o;l. Indian/Black, ;et th:m :ZdtgﬁssT:ypo-

Indian/Asian, Indian/ azy no g ’

» crites. I send more

Latina; the blending

of the spiritual with
our physical daily
1ives; our concern for
our children, our grand-
children, our Elders;
how our activism is
reflected in our com-
nunities; the fun and
strength ve get from

our traditions (Pow
Vows, Midwinters,dances,
etc.).

All Indian women are
encouraged to partici-
pate in this project,
The number of educati-
onal degrees, or lack
of them, is immaterial,
We are looking for
words and pictures fronm
the heart; from our ex-
perience as Indian wom-
en.

Please type manuscripts
double-spaced, and send

with a stamped and self-

stamps as contribution
to the sacred cause we
share. Soon I'll come
back to the city to
help B.A.D. celebrate
Gay Pride week. Au-
yRevoir you all! Have

a Happy summer,

Amy

Mary Beth Edelson

vevs

Nawa,

fuis letter {2 about
a radieally different,
1ong overdue vehicle
for the distribution
of Art and literature;
the Judy Chicago Word

% Iaage Network (JC/WIN).

The idea ia aa sinmple
as a nail order cata-
log. The catalog and
the network of artists
and vriters represented
will enable you to sur-
vey, select, and buy
art and literature not
ordinarily available
to the general public.
As simple and old-
fashioned as the me-
chanics of JC/WIN are,
the idea is revolution-

ary. And while it didn't
originate with The Din-

ner Party, that work
provided the necessary

momentum,

The Dinner Party is
a statement about and
a tribute to women.As
its originator, I have

witnessed its impact
across the country as
hundreds of thousands

,of people flocked to
‘see it, Had it been

left to established
museums and galleries,
however, most of you
would never have seen
The Dinner Party. In
spite of a highly ac-
claimed opening in
San Francisco, one

, museum after another

refused to show the
exhibit or cancelled
scheduled showings.It
took a coalition of
dedicated individuals
around the country -
both women and men =~
to ensure that The
Dinner Party would
be seen.

One woman in parti-
cular worked overtime
to keep it before the
public: Mary Ross
Taylor, businesswoman,
writer and supporter
of the arts. As owner
of "The Bookstore" in
Houston, she has seen
the audience for femi-
nist literature grow

JULY-AUGUST 1982

fn anharing our parallel
stperiencaes, we cane b
Ehia conelualon: women
sveryvhere would like
te have art and Baes
eraturs that authen=
pleally reflect wonen's
1ives, But they have no
neans of coming in con-
tact with the rich ar-
ray of ex"ctng work,
+..Mapy Ross and I
organized JC/WIN, As
the first alternative
distribution systenm
for art and literature
that afffirms and en-
powers women....The
range of materials is
comprehensive and af-
fordable and includes
posters, slides and
slide sets, illustra-
ted poetry, books,
postcards, cassettes,
discussion kits,
pamphlets, and read-
ing lists, as well

as a complete line of
materials from The

Dinner Party.Proceeds
from All Dinner Party

items will be donated

to Through the FlowerTs
the nonprofit corpor-
ation which circulates
the exhibition.

Beginning in the
fall of this year,
JC/WIN will make this
work available any-
where there is a mail-
ing address. From the
JC/WIN cata log, you
will be able to buy
art and literature for
yourself, for your
daughters and friends.
With our material you
can study women's art,
begin a literary dis-
cussion group, and
bring feminist artists
and writers to your
home town.

People deprived of
the opportunity to
see their experience
symbolized in words
and images are also
deprived of the
chance to see the im-
portance of their
lives, This is what
has happened to women
== but it will not
happen any more. Ve
have a wealth of sym-

addressed envelope.Send
all submissions by Jan.

rapidly in recent years

without a corresponding DP°l8i we have only to

15, 1983, development in the pub- reach out and make
Beth Brant lishing distribution them part of our lives.
18890 Reed St. system. I have seen Sincerely,
Melvindale,MI the same thing happen- Judy ChicagthVumN

1728 Bissonnet
Houston, Texas 77005

ing in art.

, 48122 ,
cont, next column

Sheila Levrant de Bretteville
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B.A.D. NEWs

to their own experi-

by SARAH SCHULMAN
———

ence. Right now, our

Wommin for Vomyn is
a new activist group of

major project is to
work towards what we
hope will be the

lesbian-feminists fight- jargest abortion

ing for women's liberaT
tion., We got started
when lesbians and het-
erosexual feminists who
had been working in
CARASA (Committee for
Abortion Rights and A-
gainst Sterilization
Abuge) left that org-
anization because of
anti-feminism and ho~
mophobia which were
running rampant, Now
that we have a place
where we can work to
protect women without
having to subsume our
lesbian sensibilities;
it's 1ike being let
loose in a candy store.
We have an-opportunity
to try new ideas for
organizing women a-
round issues related

rights demonstration

in American history,

It will be held this
July ‘17 at Cherry Hill,
New Jersey to correspond
with the National Right
to Life Convention tak-
ing place there. In
Womyn for Wommin we are
trying to reach unor-
ganized women to go to
Cherry Hill because we
are tired of seeing

the same people time
and time again at

these events., We feel
that the narrow scope
of women participating
in the abortion rights
movement in particular
and the reproductive
rights movement (abor-
tion,sterilization a-
buse, childcare, les-

Won

bian liberation) ig
partially a result of

a reluctance to do real
organizing to women who
are different than the
white, middleclass het-
erosexual women that
compose the membership
of many abortion rights
organization., We have
rented five buses that
will be leaving from
the Bronx, Brooklyn,
and Queens., Every ‘week-
end we are out in those
neighborhoods talking
to women and selling
bus tickets. The res-
ponse has been very af-
firming to me as an
activist because all
kinds of women sign

our petitions, Asian,
Black, Hispanic,eld-
erly women and teen-
agers have signed.
Women coming out of
church with crosses
around their necks sign

page 5

Judy Chicago

yn

our petitions and say
things like "Quick,
let me sign before my
boyfriend sees me".

If you would like to
purchase a bus ticket
to go to Cherry Hill
leaving from your boro
or if you would like
to ride in the women-
only bus leaving from
Union Square in Man-
hattan please send =«
check for whatever
amount you can afford
and a self-addressed
stamped envelope to
Wommin for Womyn,
1742 2nd Ave.,#117,
New York, N.Y, 10028
and ifyou want to do
serious organizing
with a sense of humor
= call us at 490-0077,
Wommin for Womyn is
opened to all women
willing to work in an
explicitly lesbian-
feminist organization,

i Scanned with !
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b
]
? peer?t P00 8 MOvel “Sorsl tn Love,” a vork in progress.
]

1 €Om® in through the back door of the apart-

-nt;. 1t 1 summer time in California, The sound
of Stree ind trigpers a
rentany 4 N door slamming behind ne

N ny mind and animated by the spirit of
® my things 1yricelly, 100-1":‘:.1311::-
kitehen table, "Liga, I'n ho::hII’J“'t
Ut in 1i1tingly, cracking o7 o

® Peak of the phrase, 'L“"'.;;g stirs
® Bound of a screen d0OF 'l.”: memories
BOrtes or nostalgic feelins® 1o

motional states
causing a guccession °:4.tlk' possession of

reeling of the summers

it 1 tos
to the
singe
ot ty
up
all g
me,

Oth remembered ang inegtn
Me. First 4t brings back @

the superhighvay ve had been travelling °n1:: :::
snall country road leading to the pl.cg'cpvhieh
quiet and the still palpably intense hea hour so
still veighed down upon us, aven at that all
long after the sun's descent from the 'k’io t-14
conbined to give our approach a dreamy, 8 1. tkg
quality. Moving in seemingly slow motion & o:: the
dirt drivevay, raising clouds or dust as ': htn "
the silence and stillness of the country night vag
broken by the occasional,eerie,metallic screams
and scraping sounds of insects, un earthly and '
horrible, and totally alien to our city dwellers
ears. The intermittent but regular galumphing and

ot & Ahi Long Islands & feeling intimate-croaking sounds of frogs and toads was somehov
¢ hood on

1y bound up with a memory or.

of sun 1ight in my backy

dust an
::Ou::.:u:n:tt:;e nouse through the back door of

- am behi
our house letting the lC:‘;: ::::t'tho noia:da::'
hearing my mother yell :110, into the house with
ebout letting Boo maay “o C e of mine.
these continual comings and g 3 8 & 356 ay

From here the fantasy spreads out acr

in to become a more general evocation of sumnmer.
:;;e in America, a fantasy in which I an cast in
the role of an American, It becomes an American
fantasy, something which is in the nature of ‘a
foreign locale for me, gleaned from Norman Rock-
well pictures and the works of other typically! Am-
erican illustrators, is Images, a feeling of tow-
headed American youth comes over me, barefooted,
apple-cheeked lads, gathered around a damned up
stream, the proverbial 'ole swimming hole, coun-
try lads wearing slightly but charmingly soiled
and frayed oversized white shirts and tight blue
pants of homespun cloth rolled up to Just below
the knee. 'Britches' stretched tightly over their
firm, healthy,young American buttocks which com-
municated a sense of strength and virility, vigor,
a sort of spermy american aggressiveness and bur-
geoning self—confidence, an image somehow related
to the notion of good old American ingenuity and
know-hov, Its pictures of country lads swinging
from old tires suspended from thick branches of
venerable old oak trees Jutting out over the water,
or else their charmingly tattered clothes strewn
over the bank, these living emblems of Americana
would be swinming naked in the stream with only a
charning and fleeting glimpse of the tip of a
shoulder or a wholesome, 80lid and infinitely ap-
pealing calf or thigh showing above the water line,

I created this fantasy out of these images plug
memories of various cross-country trips by car I'ye
taken various summers - memories of driving up to
some small, somewhat seedy, shabby old country reg-
taurant .out in the middle of nowhere, somewhere in
the heartland of America, places which always seenm
alien and frightening to me. I remember how we
would cruise up to the place quietly, cautiously
approaching the rundown, white clapboard building,
the only place in the area open at that hour of
night, Our headlights illuninated only the small
patch of space directly in front of us, But that
small patch was enough for us to perceive,with
sinking hearts and spirits, the Tilthy sordidness
of the place. The rapid deceleration moving fronm

4 the rlies, and of running

the particular qualitymore organic and reassuring. And everywhere was
ard on sumner afternoons,of the

dust,voluminous,inescapable clouds of dust
choking us, It permeated the dirt driveways and
Parking lots adjacent to the place,a dismal
stretch of dried up earth with never a single
stick of grass,with only a few paltry,pathetic
dust-covered weeds clinging to the earth,barely
managing to survive in those stark, seemingly
uninhabitable conditions. The enveloping clouds
of dust plus the intengity of the heat added
greatly to the sense of weirdness and aliena-
tion of the situation,

{:r;membgr particularly the harsh electric

Zz of the light buldb inevitavly
hung over oo ebanltElIE, EREENG TRUAERY
peaceful silence of the country night, They seem-
ed to me like odious, electronic frogs with in-
comprehensible and invincible powers,their tongues
regularly zapping the mothe and other insects
helplessly caught up in a slowly whirling mass
in the wake of the bulb's light,like so many lost
souls endlessly turning about in the circles of
Dante's hell. The incessant rasp of the light
bulbs was punctuated at regular intervals by the
thwack and pinging sound of insects, who crashed
into the bulb and were instantly vaporized and
destroyed by its heat. The moths and the june
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-] A on n wild .
Yupe weye drnen t9 the 1eht and svergyehare else :::1d:t:|de of a ,ore:r:::q l,th expactation. io
}hnro wore the flies. £ thick carpet of flies, right and honest, stncers t 'GS:' the good vha‘
YfREtly bleck creetures coversd sverything., A Gary Cooper as the ’d"l"ta““n 2 man, a forth
thich wawe of f11es conted the fine mesh of the enall cOUNEry navepaper, “le Nh\mband. It'e
Stresns, And then, incide, we entered to the gerseé odds, dedicatad g4 thr“‘ﬂl:n' editor of 8
Pound of the screen door slamming behind us, ve {1 and corruption, conty L] ‘Fug"' against ad=
found fijes everyvhers here too, sticking to the °' dany [th

ood fight and wiq thae N battling
®lightly gremsy, griny counters and walls and "‘“:m' as long ag t r".::"“"ent': T can fight
flonting 1anguidly ebout in the tepid soup of any autiful, young brld:hg 1°v!hnt I can d0

e
foul iy in the place. In one corner thers would ©f ™7 °

® Lt ang
e ghirt are roll %a, support
be a single stand-up electric fan futilely push- of ny vhit = 0 :

cuffs,I loog Py i T %leeves

ing the hot, heavy currents of air about the ny hands .ndaoor. My radl::en “Qn:.'t“n- on
room, through the red highlightg Chagy ug , Sveep

The flies clustered together in ugly black hair with 1t8 and intelligane o lls ¢y Tovn
masoes, their spindly black legs sticking to over my noble ¢ the screen d°°’°“ng Broy MRy
the dried patches and greasy spots of spilled The sound © 4 Sastantly tr; .1!mmlnl‘b
soda and foodstuffs not completely cleaned off ne invariably an f necessit B2ers the r”hind
the dull, worn formica counters whose endless with such a force oi n Y that g .Qg:"tusy
Years of service are recorded in countless knickg foregone conclusion. As 800N as I hge,, S a

- the

and chips in {ts surface., Still in somewhat of of the door I feel the shape of f°’thrightn:::“d
a dream state,we sipped our varm lemonade or and honesty, a good strong, handsome American
slightly flat coce cOla out of plastic straws bone structure spreads across my foreheaq, It
from thick,clunky,utilitarian glasses of a style i8 a distinctly physical feeling, a pPhysica)
popular in the early fifties,glasses whose dull Sense of a hardworking, upright American whoy,.
finish gave cause for doubt about their cleanli- B80meness which extends to a trustworthy, comfort-
ness. We tried to push such thoughts as these ing solidity of a good square American jaw, A
out of our minds as we drank our drinks, We glan- ¥iry, purposeful manliness that was not without

ced about the room guardedly, and somewhat fear- 2 certain gracefulness animates my form as I come
fully at the alien and retarded looking people, briskly into the house

» completely imbued with
staff and patrons, who inhabited the place, this sense of being a young husband coming home
Dk G Shode impressions and memories my to his late afternoon snack and his beautiful

mind created a feeling of summertime in America ¥ife-
which took possession ofme, inhabiting my limbs ie Pleasure I derive from thi

and body, animating my movements and coloring contingent upon my imagining m

s fantasy ig
the contents of my consciousness.

yaelf as a ma
It com you husband. My h dnd
me like a dream, suffusing my being as a arop >y :5a°pr1d:“.cu:h:"thouzht°:§‘L:::}t: :;‘291::1_
of pigment slowly diffuses through the clear' ful, young bride, It is the pride of Possession
water of a jer into which it spilled, taking contingent upon the notion of my being a young

complete possession of it with its color. It husband. The use of such endearments as dear
is 2 fantasy of an America, mainstream America, 2nd honey support the illusion, enhancing the
the real America which is not New York, seen as feeling of familiar, ongoing. domesticity that
e foreign country and for those few moments when ™2kes up a good portion of this sense of being
I an in the grip of it I feel I am playing the an idealistic, devoted, young husband,

part of en American. I am cast in the role of "Lisa,,,?"

an American just as I might play an Italian or Nothing. No answer. I walk through the small
an Englishman and I develop this part I play hallway which opens on the entrance to the apart-
out of these various impressions and memories ment,leading to the narrow kitchen, at right an-

I have described. Though I was born and raised gles to the living room, into which I go to find
here, and lived here all my life, still, I've her. As soon as I see her the poetry drops away

never really felt like an American, I've always (F°" Me and I become myself again, simply a woman
felt estranged from this culture, that I didn't ¥hO loves Lisa, another woman,

belong, I've always felt like a foreigner, And As soon as I see her my features involuntarily
yet, I don't feel like a native of any other decompose into a big, foolish grin. I am complete-
country - I don't feel like a European, for ly disarmed by the sight of her, Whenever I come

example, the place and culture I most identify  face to face with her after a period of abstinence,
with, the people I would most like to resemble, however brief, it was impossible for me to repress
But I've known and been friends with Europeans a feeling of delight and intense joy which breaks
and I know I'm not like them, I'm not a European ©ut across my face. Whenever I saw her I felt as
but, still I'm not really an American either, I if my insides were suddenly lit up by a ray of sun- -
feel like I'm not really from anywhere. I've al- shine which sent delightful rivulets of warmth and
t 1lik i in my ow happineas radiating through me.
::z:.fel o oone kindior:n  ahien SBVRY y I found her sitting in a chair by the window
That summer in Berkeley with Lisa I used to smacking her lips over a cup of tea which by
come home to our ground-floor apartment in the gome uncommon piece of good luck she had managed
late afternoons,coming in through the screen to fix just right, for once. Making her external
door at the back of the building which was al- surroundings conform to the dictates of some in-
ways unlocked, something the confirmed New Yorker ner tastes or reality, a dimension of reality
in me could never get used to, and every time I extending to the minute details and considerations
heard the door slamming behind me, some variation©f her external life,was a major preoccupation for
of this American fantasy would come over me,if Lisa - things like m?king a perfect cup of tea or
only for just a moment. I would feel myself as- adjusting the lamps in the room so the lighting
suning the persona of an idealistic young man,a was just right, arranging the things in the roonm
cont. next page

“

i Scanned with !
i & CamScanner’;



B.A.D
page B.l-l"--..-.:..-l.,..........lllll .
»
S.--o g’ E.E I 1 E cont,
exactly th® vay she wanted them vere major con-

Lisa. Before I
rns for met h
important these detailg oo,y 4 be, how much time

:mt; attend to them. The mak-
top €y one would think it a
t nolrepare a cup of tea the
no, it seems there are all
considerations, hurdles
the successful comple-
duction of a perfect
th: temperature of the
neither too hot nor too
u;imfizling being that it is insuffi-
must be neither to rly, the strength of the tea
must take B O weak nor too strong and one
er of drops eéme care to use just the right numb-
was the hp of lemon. But primary concern for Lisa
YRport oney. The business of the honey was most
ant, having to be measured in the right
quantity, of course, but more than this, it must
be of the proper quality..I've never met anyone
with such a discerning palette when it came to
honey. Before I met her, I wasn't even aware of
the vast gradations of the quality of honey. To
me honey was just honey; it's sweet and good, I
like it and that's all there is to it. But that
was all wrong. Honey was a singular passion with
Lisa. She even went so far as to use it as a me-
dium for forming opinions of the people she met.
If their honey was of good quality, then so in
her mind, were they. And, God forbid, if they
should serve her sugar with her tea, they were
instantly dashed down against the rocks of her
contempt. Lisa wouldn't touch sugar, though not
for reasons of health for which so many people
abstain from it. For her it solely was a matter
of taste. As anyone with the least amount of
common sense knows, it's completely impossible
to make a decent cup of tea sweetened with sugar.
Many times when we-.were out, visiting people
or at restaurants, I would see a crestfallen look
come over her face, disturbing the beautiful har-
mony Of her features after her first disappoint-
ing sip of the tea that was served to her. But
she would rarely say anything about it out of
politeness when it was the case of friends and
from knowing the futility of it at restaurants
and coffee houses. But traces of the disconcert-
ed look remained on her throughout the evening,
no matter how hard she tried to suppress it.(At
this stage of, her life she already knew, since
it was .of such great concern to her, which cof-
fee houses and restaurants were capable of pro-
ducing an acceptable cup of tea, which brands
and kinds of honey were good and so forth. But
sometimes even the most reliable brands failed
her, failed to come up to standard, which was
most disturbing to a psyche such as hers. I've
:een Lisa throw away a whole, huge jar of honey
e:::::: t:ivasn't good enough. I couldn't und-
thingsi'I%had mnpo oo, Juest forpsrfection i
And wo;se thanabsonmely ng: Gonceptigniats o
R AR TR that, Lisa had contempt for me
* °nly were these concerns of little
importance to nme I
’ couldn't even distinguish
between that which was ac tabl a d d
that which was not,,; - S I i
grlng the external world into harmony with
her ‘internal sensibilities maki =
ings’conform ‘as much ag 2 ng her surround-
Possible to some inner
dictates of-a'refined taste wa nner
The Good for Lisa. For me SraveryEning; ‘was
L » The Good simply was

el had no idea how

ing of the tea fopr ex
rairly simple mattep,
way one liked it g

€ way of
Sk, the pro
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She sat in the chair by the window sipping
her tea. The blinds were still drawn against
the heat of the sun even though it was long
past its peak hour now. As she drank her tea,
she peered out at the street through a small
chink in the blinds, She looked up and focused
Her eyes on me for just a minute, slowly and
deliberately drawing her attention to this new
being who had come into the room, sitting up
straight in her chair to study me carefully.She
held her tea tensely upright in one hand. The
muscles of her face and her body were similariy
drawn up and actively engaged as she focused
her attention on me. The tip of her tongue mov-
ed across her lips from one corner of her mouth
to the other as she fixed on me a gaze that was
both absent and searching, as if she were try-
ing to remember who I was. Then she relaxed and
abruptly turned back to her window without say-
ing anything. I sank down into the couch oppo-
site the windows to enjoy the sight of her pro-
file with its prominent cheekbones,elegantly
shaped nose, and skin burnished by the summer
sun to a beautiful rich honey brown.

The summer was almost over and the days were
already becoming noticeably shorter. The suns

‘had~left the sky in a blaze of red which was

already beginning to fade,turning to darker more
somber hues, deep violets and blues and finally
black as we sat there, Lisa with her tea and I
with my eyes full of her.

Darkness began to settle over the room and
still she sat watching the street, watching the
day end and the people scurrying to and fro to
their homes. The house was quiet. Finally, she
said without turning.from the window, "There's
more tea in the pot." I gotwand went into the
kitchen as if commanded to get myself some. As
I moved towards the kitchen her voice followed
me: "I made bread", she said with a slight ten-

tative note which probably only I could have
perceived. I knew it was an expression of

anxiety about the quality of the bread. How

I 1lived for those tiny moments of vulnerabil-

jty I perceived in her. They made up for all

the coldness and disdain of her usual manner
towards me. Seeing this small waver of self
oubt pass through her,

4 this tiny expression
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of insecurity, I felt my heart turn over with
love, I felt as if my love for her flowed in
through these small cracks in the armor of her
self-assuredness, the way water seeks out and
finds the tiniest chinks and flaws of a wall
or facade impeding its progress, it slipped
through and entered,filled her taking complete
possession of her, making her mine for Just
those few moments. In reality, it was only ny
own heart and breast which swelled and filled
with feeling.

I saw the bread just as I heard her voice
announcing its existence. It was apricot bread.
Apricot Bread! What a surprise and a delight to
behold. For up to that moment not only had I
never heard of, but was incapable even of con-
ceiving of such a culinary wonder as apricot
bread, a rich nutty whole wheat bread with a
delicious, an almost miraculous sweet fruit
center of apricot. And who would have thought
Lisa would know how to make such a thing.Look-
ing into the kitchen from the door freme,a
beautiful sight met my eyes. It was one of
Lisa's perfect arrangements. On the long wooden
counter which ran almost the length of one side
of the narrow kitchen, the ceramic teapot, with
its muted light chocolate colored glaze sat on
a woven blond straw mat. Next to it was Lisa's
beautiful ebony cutting board with its inlaid
wood pattern which held the wholesome brown

homemade loaf as if on an ebony throne. A wedge-

shaped opening was cut into it w a generous
portion had been remov L £

re of the b
off by the exquisite, disarmf:;fnggfg nae 5t

the apricot filling. It was an aesthetic of
natural and organic elements, rich textures, a
harmony of earthy browns and tans as against
the straw blond of the mat and the finely
grained blond wood of the counter and added to
all this the startling,unexpected beauty of the
apricot. The perfect beauty of the scene was
heightened by the pleasing arrangement of these
objects across the counter, deployed with per-
fect proportion and grace, but having at the
same time, the charming air of having been
strewn across the counter with a blissful un-
conscious ease and haphazardness. A sharp cut-
ting knife with its gleaming, metal blade and
elaborately carved bone handle lay poised on
the cutting board near the bread and further
down on the counter, towards the far end of
the room, there was a ceramic vase filled with
other kitchen utensils., Still others were
spread across the counter in a pleasing mannen
The beauty of the scene was enhanced by the
last rays of the setting sun which streamed
through the window bathing everything in its
majestic glow making of the scene something
unreal, giving it the aura of a work of art.
Even the incidental crumbs of bread here and
there about the counter seemed artfully and
purposefully placed,which made them appealing,
giving them the aesthetic charm ofbeing exact-
ly in the place they were meant to be,

Lisa followed after me,moving towards the
kitchen with that nervous, spikey gait she
always adopted when she was insecure and up-
tight about something. In spite of her de-
sire to appear cool and unconcerned about the
thing, she was unable to forgo observing at
close hand my first taste of her bread."It's
not very good," she said quickly planting
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herself in the kitchen doorway, lurking over

it, leaning forward with arms outatretched sup-
porting herself against its frame. She watchea
me carefully from t};is vantage point as I care=-
fully poured myself a cup of tea and cut out a
healthy slice of bread. It was still warm.The
bread was delicious.

“"Lisa, this is really good", I said quietly
in a voice almost devoid of expression so as
to underline by understatement the sincerity
of my remark. "I didn't know you could make
anything this good," I said with slightly more
enthusiasm, I sat down to eat.

"It's okay,but it could have been better,"
she said. "It didn't come out the way I wanted
it to." She sat down in the chair next to mine
and, leaning on one elbow, resting her face in
her hand she studied my face carefully as.I
wolfed down the bread, trying to gauge the
truth of my appreciative comments. She frown-
ed as she watched me but I knew she was pleas-
ed., She tried to hide the pleasure she der-
ived from watching me eat her bread-making
by keeping her features rigid and impassive
but I could see her struggling to suppress a
delighted grin and she could not hide the
glow of pleasure shining from her eyes, My
memory of the incident is rendered still mope
pleasing by the fact that the bread really
was good, I quickly devoured the piece I hag
cut for myself, then stood up, pushing the
chair away from me with the backs of my legs
as I tilted my head back to drain the remain-
der of my tea. I set the glass down sharply
on the counter and wiped my mouth off with
the back of one hand as something of the feel-
ing of being a young husband with his bride
came over me again for just a moment. I went
into the bedroom and stretched myself out
comfortably on Lisa's big bed.
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March for Disarmament June 12, 19s2 New York
Photos by Myra Nissim
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Animal Liberatian

vthe elderly popyye.
eton of Nev York City
’.]Irlely female and
jargely Poor,
neglected by o
the medical pr
social agencie
news
cordl
sued in Jupe
City Councxlvby g
mittee on the

8 and
°Pllnizationg,

8 Subcom-

heThe report, based on
1aringu over the last
nine months, concluded

that sex discrimination, Szeliga,
age discrimination and,
in the case of minority on be

women, racism, all com-
bined to create a blea
existence for the ma-

jority of elderly women.

.« 'The most sever¢prob-

lem faced by older women

is poverty, 'the report
stated.

Women represent 60%
of the 1,2 million
residents of New ‘York
60 and over, and near-
1y half of all women
over 65 have incomes
below the poverty le-
vel, according to the
report. The median in-
come fiosr women 65 and
over is $4,226, only
$176-above the official
poverty level, and the
poverty rate for older
women is double that
for elderly men.

"If women have been
single and supported
themselves by working,
their retirement in-
come .is likely to be
low because they have

not held well-paying ;

. jobs," the report said.
“If they have not

worked and relied on
their husband’s retire-
ment benefits,upon wid-
owhood their income is
reduced,
older,inflation erodes
all income except Soc=-
ial Security,and it is
likely that most women
receive only the mini-
mum Social Security
benefit, which is well
below the poverty lev-
ele"eene

(Reprinted from the NY_
Times,June 23, 1982,p.
Bl. Written by Leslie
1Bennetts.)

ac-
NE to a report ig- Moore recall th;

In recent months,oral
historians Jon Bloon,
Bea Lenigch and Ruth

Grey PTA20 have recorded in-

tervievs with sonme of
the wonen who helped
make the decade follov-
ing the Crash of '29

And 1t s a tine of struggle in
Overnment, adversity, a time of
ofession,

protest: the voices © =
Louise Thompson ::::'r
son and Queen MO Ro=
naissance &n
in Harlem 8N

t’ tenant organi-
stuffing r:rn::
h rocks to =
:::: ::;ctiops;Lorottl
"the Red RoOse
of Sheridan Square,"
ing busted--
nd many others

zers,

these 8

k tell us what it was

1ike to be a woman of
radical conscience a-
gainst 8 backdrop which
includes the Great De-
pression, the rise of
Fascism, the emergence
of Stalinism and, fin-
ally, the outbreak of
ware.

Grandma Was an Acti-
vist will also make use
of the considerable ar-
chives of the Oral His-
tory of the American
Left at New York Uni-
versity's Tamiment In-
stitute Library, and
is directed by histor-
ians Paul and Mari Jo
Buhle.

Teaming up to create
the radio series are
producers Beth Friend
and Charles Potter
(Radio Arts Inc.).The
series will/ feature
music (including se-
lections from the pro-

..gram of the 1938 con-

jcert From Socialism to

' 'swing) and period act-

uﬂlity.
What Grandma... ap-

'pears to tell us is

that there is a tradi-

As they become tion of radicalism in

.America, and that to-
day's movements, be
they anti-war, pro-
labor, pro-women or
pro-Black, all of d¢hese
have their roots in
past struggle -- and
women were fighting on
all of these fronts in
the '30's,. "

Radio Arts Inc.,

838 West End Ave,.(6-D),

NY,NY 10025, (21
1133.) (212)g66-

THE SILENT NUCLEAR
HOLOCAUST

From Bikini Island
in the North Pacific
to the Air Force Radio-
biology Research Ingti-
tute in Bethesda,Mary-
land, countless numb-
ers of animals have
suffered and died as
part of our government's
preparation for nuclear
var. The U.S. military
has conducted numerous
experiments with vari-
ous species of animals,

including monkeys, burros,

pigs, mice, rabbits,
guinea pigs, cats, dogs,
sheep, steers, and
Subjected to large

doses of radiation,
these animals die in
terrible agony. Not-
withstanding the nausea,
diarrhea, vomiting,loss
of hair, and massive in-
ternal hemorrhaging they
experience as a result
of this research, Lt.

Colonel William J. McGee,

a spokesperson for the
Defense Nuclear Agency .
stated: "To the best

of our knowledge, the
animals experience no
pain from radiation ex-
periments." (Time,2/6/78
p. 50) :

People who have writ-
ten to protest the use
of primates for research
at the School of Aero-
space Medicine, Brooks
Air Force Base (San An-
tonio, Texas) have re-
celved a form letter
from Major Salvatore
Giammo who handles PR
for the achool, Major
Giammo states that these
experiments are "vital
to national defense"--
that they demonstrate
how we can survive in
a"modern warfare en=-
vironment." We have
a better way to survive:
END THE NUCLEAR ARMS
RACE NOW!

Moreover, if we are
to maintain a lasting
peaceful environment,
it is not enough to
1imit ourselves to the
support of human rights
igsue, such as racism
and sexism; we must put
an end to speciesism
as well.

0009007

goats.

We are all victims
of the on-going nuclear
weapons tests conducted
with non-human animals,
Who will speak up?

For free information,
write: June 12th Co-
alition for Animal
Rights, Box 190, Bronx,
NY 10471

TN T

W OMEN RABBIS

For many centuries,
rabbis had always been
men by tradition. Ten
years ago-the Jewish
Reform movement in this
country ordained its
first woman to the rab-
binate. By late 1976
the movement's Union
of American Hebrew Con-
gregations was predict-
ing that within three
years one of every three
newly ordained Reform
rabbis would be a woman.

There were then three
in the rabbinate, and
the group's Hebrew Un=-
ion College-Jewish In=-
stitute of Religion had
35 women among its 215
rabbinic students.

The prediction appears
to have been moderate.
Today there are 49 wom-
en among the 1,200 Re=-
form rabbis in the coun-
try, and the rabbinic
school counts 75 women
among its 216 students.
Forty percent of the 48
entering students thin
year are women,
(Reprinted from the NY
Times, June 20, 198277
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**National Gay Task Force

COMING OUT IN GPANISH 1 Lucia Valeska, Exec-

NGTF PUBLISHES SPANISH utive Director of NGTF,
TRANSLATION OF "ABOUT said, "This publication
COMING ouT"

begins to address a
serious need in the gay

The National Gay Task and lesbian community--

Force has published a
Spanish translation

of its pamphlet "About
Coming Out," It dis-
cusses why gays often
wvant to acknowvledge
their gay identities
to others, suggestions
for how to approach
coming out to parents,
relatives, friends,and
work associates.

material in languages
other than English, Ve
intend to continue the
translation of NGTF ma-
terials into other lan-

Copies are available
for $1 from NGTF, Suite
1601, 80 Fifth Ave,,NY,
NY 10011, Call Lucia
Valeska,

the need for educational

guages to meet this need,"lesal Services

(212) 741-5800.

BsADy NEVS

pluywrlnht Harvey Flerstein (ri
fellow award winner and playwrygy, e

at the Fifth Annual Fund
pDinner, May 10, 1982, St.
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are Beth Allen (far left), Jane's lover, n.D\nturgd

nd Dan

J. bradley (far right), former President of tha

Corporation, Washington, D.C.

Jane Chambess Benelrt

THE PIED PIPER
193 Commercial Street

Jane ChamberSsauthor-
playwright (Last Summer

July 11, 1982, 3 P.M.

l.Come to the giant
auction,smart buffet

In Reviewed by Handra Pianin

Mere idle curiosity did not draw this writer
to make & reservation for the production,IN,which

appeared at the West 3rd Street Theatre, June s,
10, 12, 16, 20, The real draw was the cover art-

at Bluefish Cove, _My and star-studded show
Blue Heaven, A_Late Snow,at the Pied Piper spon-
Burning, Kudzu,Chasing sored by Pam Genevrino,
Jason, etc.),became a Linda ‘Gerard, and Diane
victim of brain cancer Marchal. The food for

icle of B,A.D., News, June 1982 issue,

The setting for IN is a women's prison., A guard
The

is killed as three inmates attempt a break.

authorities cannot determine which of the three
women they can indict for trial.
former to capture the inmates' confidence.
informer slowly becomes
Constance, Randy, and Jamie,

of the system which employed her.

While the program denotes passage of time as

"gcene" changes, a better term might be' “phases".

1t is continuous action that forces your atten-
tion--~-you are riveted to the seat. The compo~
sition and form of IN is so fluidly cohesive and
structurally sound that it proceeds smoothly and
flawlessly, This is a production of total unity
---all elements of set, sound, music, and acting
are in perfect harmony,

Actresses Amy Brentano, Valerie English, Carol
¢raham, Shanna Leonard, Neon Weis, Donna Yates
are all singularly effective,

If one of the ultimate motivations for the
arts is instruction, part of what is the ulti-
mate responsibility of the artist is to make
their work a vehicle for social change. Our

prison inmates, particularly the women, are among

the forgotten of this world. To Nikki Appino,
vriter/director,and an excellently attuned and
coordinated cast and crew must go kudos, toasts,
and our unabashed appreciation. Their pro-
duction of IN was an intensely commanding,vital
and stirring experience.

They hire an in-
The
entwined in the lives of
She becomes a victim

Yet the stark reality of
prison life is cast in a most believable attitude.

in November, 1981, at the
age of 44, Though par-
tially paralyzed,she's
still writing, thanks

to her life-partner,
Beth Allen (Horen/Allen
Management, NYC) and a
wonderful support group.

Provincetown is join-
ing the Fund for Human
Dignity and The Nation-
al Gay Tagk Force in,
honoring and helping
Jane, Their Award of
Merit was presented
to her on May 10,1982
",sofor her contribu-
tion to the education
of the American public
about the lives of les-
bians and gay men",

We in Provincetown
want to help her fi-
nancially so that she
will be able to afford
all the physiocal and
support therapy she
needs to complete her
1ife in the happiest
way posaible, For Jane
that means doing what
she loves best - writ-
ing. Through her writ-
ing she helps us all,
Now we want to help her.

the buffet will be do-
nated by our local res-
taurants, bakeries,delis
-all for a $5 donation,
2. If you can't be
her®, send contributions
for the auction or checks
made out to Jane Chambers
Remembrances of Things
Past, 376 Commerical St.,
Provincetown, MA 02657,
For a contribution of
$50 or more we'll' send

‘you an autographed copy

of either...Bluefish
Cove or My Blue Heaven,.

both published by J.H.
Press and available at
Womencrafts in Province-
town.

Provincetown sponsors
and supporters: The Pled
Piper, The Everbreeze
Restaurant, Tumbleweed
Jewelry, Womencrafts,
Beulah's, Pucci's Har-
borside, The Cape Ender
Deli, Dodie's, Alice's,
The Ellen Harris Gallery,
Shankpainter Printing,
Remembrances of Things
Past and ln NYC, Jane's
publisher, JH Press,
Village station, NYC
10014,
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cruelilest

Month

by HARICLA “0Yano

from a forthcoming book of fiction, BURNING BRIGHT

Because my grandparents had lost their only
son, Duncan, to puicide, Aunt Calvert had tried
to subgtitute Mike, and they had even lived at
Lower ppemo for a few years, taking care of the
0ld people, the house, and like supervising the
farm and its finances. like had been niserable,
drinking too much Bourbon alone on the thirg
floor and longing for his own farm where he- hag
his cattle trained 80 that they responded to
their names and where he only had to put in three
hours work a day. There, he and Aunt Calvert had
survived on an income of five thousand dollarg a
year,. liost of the time he like to read: Racine
and i‘ontaigne and other French classics in French,
Cervantes and the great Spaniards and Latin Amer-
icans in Spanish, and, of course, the English and
American classics.
vert crates of more modern books, James Baldwin,
Malcolm X's Autobiography, Geroge Orwell's Homage
to Catalonia, Once I had written Aunt Calvert,

I'm going to drag you and Mike into the Twentieth
Century if it kills me." She had cooly responded,
"I've been in the Twentieth Century longer than
you have, darling,"

At night, Mike had trouble sleeping and there-
fore had his own bedroom downstairs at their farm-
house,
ing letters to magazines, newspaper, to me and a
few other correspondents,
ter or two a week for almost fifteen years,
for his racist theories, which were 80 at variance
with practice of infallible courtesy to every hum-
an being, they were beautiful letters: erudite,
wise, full of love, with deep compassion for my
youthful struggles, Aunt Calvert wrote shorter
letters, and her advice was mostly religious:

"The kingdom of God is within you" was one of her
favorite maxims, But my heart always quickened
at the happy sight of her beautiful handwriting,
and as my grandnother said, "Nobody can get as

much on a card as Calvert," Her last one had
read:

Darling Calvert;

Your Valentine is a precious gem; how

you do spoil us! First with a visit,

and an armful of presents (chrysanthemums
still in bloom, bells from Sarna still
‘tinkle on the stairs, etc,) and now this
beautiful book which I love, Thank you
again and again, dearest pirl!l Come again,

I would ship him and Aunt CGal-

There, he spent the night reading and writ-

He had written me a let-
Except

JULY=AUGUST 1953
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Nota to readar:"April Is The Cruellest Month"
is a long, short .story which Big Apple Dyke
News  is running in several {ssues, The first
sagnent appeared in VOL, II, No. 5 (Juns 1982),
This is the second sepgment, and it will be
continued next month as waell.

darling namesake! Love to Sydney and
again a heartful of thanks for W.3.Yeats
who has me presently intoxicated with
hin,

Devotedly yours,
Aunt Calvert

Wwhen I had called her once this last winter
from New York, she had said, "When are you
coning down to see ne in the desert?" She was
drinking too much, like Mike, I remenbered
six years ago, in 1962, when I had gone down
with ny then husband, Juan, to visit her and
"ike and my grandparents. She and Mike were
then living at Lower Bremo. She and I had
been chopping vegetables for dinner in the
kitchen, All the while she had been sipping
Bourbon and water and must have had at least
three drinks. At twenty-three, it was the
first time I had felt grown-up, equal to her,
as controlled as she, more controlled and more
aware, since I'd had nothing to drink, watch-
ing her get flushed with the liquor, watching
how she geeded the liquor, how she had hidden
the drinks from my grandmother., I'd never seen
Aunt Calvert lose control and there had been
sonething frightening about that possibility.

I had felt something wrong between her and
tike when she didn't dash to the third floor
after him, as usual, once dinner was over,want-
ing to stay and talk to me. Juan had gone up-
stairs too, and my grandparents. But Aunt
Calvert had said, "Here's our prize for wash-
ing the dishes," and had offered me a Bourbon
and water. And we had gone into the little
parlour and had sat there by the fire, talking,
vhile I had been conscious that Juan probably
vanted me upstairs, Aunt Calvert had been
full of strange, racist theories inherited from
iiike, really insane theories about the decline
of civilization through interbreeding, etc.They
hadn't been worth arguing about, so I had let
her ramble on, Like !like, she was courtesy
and peacemaker incarnate with my grandnother's
Black servants and with the Black neighbors
whose farm bordered theirs. They were both
sweeter to Sydney, who was Jewish, than I was.
Aunt Calvert's first husband, Stuart, the fat-
her of her only child, had been descended from
an old Southern family of converted Jews. And
she had had a Muslim, Persian lover for two
years in FEurope, a man named Bhaktiar, iother
had told me. ‘hen I had written my grandmother
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MWIL Ia the crvuclest man th

®A0nEy enthuntantio YTattar about Haptin

LaAher Kinpy 1 hnd found AL naved for poss
terity by Aunt Calvert, f11ad away datad,

AN mARked An hep handwerdtina, "Oalvapyte

RARUAN Luther King Letbvery"  Bhe and Mike's
theory and pranction were LOLally apdAt and
wehbvophrento, thedy mwinde in O0mplate tde
soloplonl vontunton, 1 thaught, Mt 1 had

been whooked AL hep Intoxionted raotety ranh) inpn
that niphty  Bhe wan ununddy aulte deorant Ly
her raotal commantng, hnowlng exantly how 1 falt,
Hy mother alwaym antd Lhat Aupt Calvary ohanpod
her Ldean noeording Lo what man ahe wan Wit

At the time,

Ve had £Innlly atood up %o wo upatnipn wn
ar we stood Yhere in the 100t parloup by the
fire, nhe had nuddenly taken ny faoe {p hop
handa, all In a plow, and had nald, "whay 4
beautiful face you haval Nverybody talkp aboud
your body, but don't know what kind of a faoe
you have, no 1 have to tell you," holding ny
head dn an {ntenne way, fixed, pannionate nl=
nont, no that I had blushed red an hlood, to
the roots, and had mumbled sonething, neil),
she wouldn't let po of ny faoe, looking at mne,
no that finnlly I had leanad forvard and kisned
her on the cheelk, "HBomabody han to ta)l you,"
shoe had aanid, And then mhe had loat ne ;0.

—— CONTINUKD NEXT 16pUL
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InVargay, Gro nox 3567,
nrooklyn, NY 11202,
Hyndionted gay radto

on WBAL,WRHY, and wuan,

" P p . ’
to. wonsa A=l tLUALSAY kg 2k bun 0 THE 7PN
{(,ul f;l)lll rerrari |o"8_ MICHIGAN WOMYN'S MUBIIO
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Phoonix,Arinona 66011, NEY 2 leavan NYO Wed,,

$6.26 (UBA)#0,50 (Cane Aig, 11, Opnireturna

ada), Women's Ouide, Mon,, Augs 16, Opn,5985,
(00:4)20/‘-!)“11. round trips Work axohange

avallable for half=fare,
JULY 30=AUGUHT ) At ALl womyn enoouraged to
Columbia Univernity partiotipatel! T0 REGIH
"A National Confoprs THICOR POR MORE INFORw
anoe Lo Link Up the MATIONY (212)000=0094,
Fight for Penoe Wil MARBHA ON PAM,

Johs & Bquality"
wponnored byt Fadeprn=
tion l'oy Progrenn,
2A2 Linfayotte Huy,
NYC 10012, (R12)000= )
J hi
7743, A Natural Follows 40,000 Balvador,bahin

up o June 12 Dinarnns hrantd,
mont Maroh and Nally. \P\ﬂ.FEh/

B,AD, Nown at the Lasbian Pride Hnreh WOMEN ONLY BOFTUALLY

photographed by fHtncy Jainn, 706h & Nlvarntido Pavk
nanr Boat Bandny, L pn Ny
avery Bunday; alno at

b pn avary Sunday on
n GWS STREET CONVERSATION Want 02nd & Cantral

Park Want,

Lasbian publioation
from Branili

"Bolatim Do GaGun,"
Onixn Pontnl 2652,

Phyllin Schlafly: Overhoard ftroot Con=
"The atomic bomb 18 a versationt "What do Natlonal Gay Task Force
marvelous gift that waoe y?%l nLthnu Yyou oronn  00FINhAvenus « New York, New York 10011

3 vy | B o Joun King with (219) 141-6000 PPy
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pir event yer  poe about the book,the

pout
ey e AhAk® evoked, Perhaps 1 have told
you wore ® Burface - who read vhat, ete.

the"Nice Jewigy Girlg®

tu -
formeds BRETY, Patient rned out to be in

Jew v unsettling, beautiful
x:g:; of :;zite'bl!n- vho put t%;et:er an l;'
rent vomen, moty SXperiences as children, Move-
such fmpact th T8 teachers...Jews, which had
hee been 4y 8t I am not certain that this event
Bested by me gufficiently to write @

coherent art
i
in me,ang g, ite;uTo add to the otper confusions

polled
v ¥We dop't know how it fitg with Lesbian

Separ
. ;on:t::m~Feminism, etc, I don't knovw. Ve ha:e
1 Teaiizeza to go. At some point in the evening
was not that the absence of non-Jewish women
e important to me. The women in the room
T® more than enough. The igsues brought up
Vere more than enough., To have dialogue at this
Point with other women would, I believe, be pre-
Mature since most of us have yet to fully feel
and understand Jewishness, anti-Semitism,and who
¥e are in relation to these issues and ourselves
as Lesbians and Feminists.

Batya Baumen, who introduced the evening, was
vigsibly moved practically at the very existence
of the book. I shared her feelings after I got
the gist of what was going on. No trivial book
this! No nice Jewish girls as I had envisioned.
These women had taken the term used so often in
all of our childhoods and turned it around, Nice
Jewish girls are not aspiring grade-school teach-
ers who will marry dentists and live in Spring
Valley and not work in full-time jobs.("Maybe a
1ittle teaching" as my mother told me. "The hours
are good, You can be home in time for the kids."
Especially, "Go to college a few years so a 'pro-
fessional’ would want you as a wife and not be
ashamed.” More especially "Stay with your own
kind, Life is hard enough.") Oh ma, if only you
had not tried so hard - and failed, It was not
your failure, You had a lot of help, It was not
your fault that I did nome of the above. In fact,
you were probably giving lip service to "them"-~
the ever present "them", "What will they say?"
Faniliar? If you could have had a book like
Nice Jewigsh Girls plus the Women's Movment,per-
haps your 1ife and all the lives of the women
in your generation would have been different.I
guess it's futile to theorize.

As the women read, there were so many sorrows
dredged up, So much recognition., So much pain
and joy now that we have been forced to face the
;iizz of our collective experiences. For the
] time in my hectic life of attempted denial

et voldance I saw it possible for nice Jewish
girls to be ANYTHING, Maybe you think that what
I said aboyt dentists and Spring Valley, etc.was
incorrect. Maybe anti-Semitic, Well, I lost my
first nice Jewigh girlfriend to a dentist and
when they married they moved to Spring Valley.,
Helen, I am writing thig for you, I now realize.
The rules have changed, Please, all you Helens
who were NJG'S by their definition, read this
book, Your story is in there somewhere., It will
make a difference,

This book/event is part of the beginning of a
process. What will happen? This morning I woke
out of a nightmare of a woman being beaten with
a chain, I began to write this article, The
event at Womanbooks frightened, elated and sad-

NEVS

ras out other women I have since

JULY-AUGUST 1982

Just as beconing enlightened as a
332:: ::a a Lesbian meant change,which goes
{n-hand with fear, so does becoming en-

Combining those three as-
I

hand-
1ightened as a Jev,
pects of myself should be quite something.

ught 1 was aware as a Jev, I found out

t:::u:h the readings from Nice Jewish Girls that
I an sitting on a keg of dynamite. I have apolo-
gized for my Jewishness. I have lost friends in
argunents over Israel, Jewish money, and who had
it worse. 1 have suffered the Holocaust through
ny parents and didn't feel it right to mention it
in "nmore oppressed" company. Yes, me too.

One of the women said it in words to this ef-
fect, Until we stop fighting one another ve
cannot successfully fight the patriarchy. I agree,

I go further. We cannot fight anyone while we are
fighting our own battles in silence and choking on
the tears, the fears.

You may not think this a proper review of the
event. Well, it's my way of reviewing it. The im-
pact on me, and the consequences (if you are Jew-
ish there have to be consequences - right?) are
too great to sum it up in some slick and easy style.

A telling occurence: at the break, Evelyn Torton
Beck, the editor and one of the NJG's who read,sug-
gested singing as a way of relaxing. Some Hebrew
song was started, and I knew this song. I moved my
lips and I was embarrassed, And heard around me a
very tentative and similar response. Some women
tried to pick it up, but it continued to sound like
the first faltering words of a baby. The room seem-
ed filled with shame, fear,and something I cannot
name.

After a lifetime of living in a non-Jewish worlad
with an identity that seems to be made up of bits
and pieces of that world, of what others thought I
ought to be, I pust end on a note of confusion and
hope. After all, Lesbian Feminism gave me strengths
that had previously been withheld. Perhaps this new
Jewish identity will serve to enhance these strengths
further, What I do know forsure is that we have fi-

nally broken a silence.

I am grateful to Evelyn Torton Beck, Irena Klep-
fisz, Gloria Z, Greenfield, Bernict Mennis, and Mel-
anie Kaye for having spoken out, I am grateful to
me for having gone to see some very Nice Jewish Girls.

"If I am not for myself who will be? If I am only
for myself what am I? And if not now when?"

I realize that many Lesbian Feminists have trouble
putting together the ideas of Jewishness and radical
feminism, I need to hear a lot more to reconcile
nyself to the idea that I can be a Lesbian, a Femi-
nist, and a Jew, I am all three, and yet they keep
uneasy company., Yes, we Jews are being threatened
as Women, Lesbians, Spinsters, Jews, I know the ar-

guments, There is still an uneasy truce in me.

My relatives who were murdered may have been
Feminists, They may, some of them, have been
Lesbians. They were Jews. That is what determined
their deaths., So all of my thinking as a Radical
Feminist would be erased at the whim of a Jew-
hater. We need to talk, andstudy and talk to gain
gome clarity of thought.

Above all, we must know that as any oppressed
group, we must stick together and fight., All of

us - we must fight each other's battles or we
shall surely be lost, Persephone Press, Inc.
Post Office Box 7222

Watertown, Massachusetts
02172

Nice Jewish Girls is published by
328 pages, paperback
$8.95
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by SUSAN CAVIN

I am not Jewish, but the Holocaust came to my
house too...at night. My father, an Amarican
soldier during World War II, helped liberate
three camps in Germany and was tormented night-
ly for the next thirty Yeara by his memorien of
those concentration camps. After the war, he be-
came a night-time alcoholic who aspoke every night
of my childhood about the griamly war. My memory
of him, tortured and obsessed by what he had seen,
is the deepest pain of my life and it makes me cry
every time 1t all comes back to me., Until now, I
have made it a policy of my adult 1ife to try to
{orget those nightas. But now, after roading in
the media the current attempt of rigntimt groups
such as the Liberty Lobby to charge that the
Holocaust is a delusion made up by Jews 1
feel compelled to set down the truth as I know it
from the point of vievw of a child of a liberator.

My father, retired Army Lt. Colonel John Charles
Cavin, commander of the 48th Tank Battalion of the
14th Armored Division of Patton's Third Army, won
twvo Silver Stars and two Bronze Stars for valor in
battle. (The Silver Star is second to the Congres-

in the confunion as the Nazis were on the rup
from the Allien and about to abandon the camp,

The man wan very brave and wanted to take the
Americans back to the camp to liberate it, My
father told him that the Americans had the Nazla
surrounded and on the run and that they were

free, but the man innisted that my father go in-
to the camp to tell the inmates that they were
free because they were afraid to leave for fear
that the Nazim would come back for tham. 8o

my father took a nmall force of two 1ight artillery
tanks and three jeepn filled with moldiers and
machine gunm and he rode with the French Jew in
the lead Jeap that had an air artillery radio
conneoted to air mupport toward the oamp. Thay
were practically on top of the camp and he hadn't
oven seen it, It was camouflaged by air the color
of the forest so that no airplane could spot it,
They practically ran across the camp before they
knew what they had found. They were twenty feet
from the camp before he could see the gates which
woro double gates with barbed wire at the top with
dogs in betweon the two gates " mo that if you
got over one, the dogm would eat you alive before

sional Medal of Honor and the Bronze Star is third.)you could make it over the second gate.,"

In official U.S, military history of World War II,

the 14th Armored Division was called "The Liberators"

He took the camp with minimum remistance from

because they liberated more concentration camps thanthe few remaining Nazls,who my father sald were

any other American ground force in the European
theatre. Rising by battlefield promotion from a
college ROTC 2nd Lt., in the Army Rqumerves to become
the youngest Army Colonel in the European Theatre
at 27 in one and one half years (1944-45), he made
tactical military history by becoming the only
commander of a U.S. landforce to capture a jot

wing of the German Luftwaft (air force) without
destroying the planes or the airfield, My father
vas personally involved in the liberation of three
canps: a death camp that was the northern branch
of Dachau, Flossenburg, and a small unnamed camp
that vas sinmply called "Stalag" with a number., I
might add that he never received a medal for lib-
erating any camps., Dachau proper was south of
Munich, but he commanded the liberation of a small
death camp branch of Dachau that was north of
Munich deep in a forest heavily camouflaged by air.

Engraved in my memory for life im the story of
my father leading his tank battalion through a
forest north of Munich. Having been briefed by
his superiors that he was in the vicinity of con-
centration camps and to expect to come across thenm,
he sav a man in black and white prison stripes
running toward him in the woods., Tho man was a
French Jew who had been sent by the inmates to
find the Americans; he had escaped from the camp

anxious to surrender to the Americans rather
than tho Russians, Then all of the “ekin and
bonens people” who could walk came out to the
gate of the camp and cheered the nmall American
force, The Jowlish prisoners took piotures of
overyone with my father and his men, My father
had orders to liberate the camps but to presn
on and rout the Nazism, so ho wam ready to leave
aftor ho told the amsembly that they were froo
and that he wan leaving one of him moldiers be-
hind in charge of relief, and after the plcture-
taking ceremony,with my helmuted father ntanding
by a woman holding a baby who wan born that day
was over., But tho woman insintod that he, ag 4
the highent ranking Amerioan officer therae and
an the commander of the liberation of the camp,
tour the buildings and groundsof the concontra-
tion camp for the offloial roecord, Hy yielded
to her wishen, later to hin regret,because of
the nightmarish memories he would have for the
renst of him 1life, and accompanied her on an of=
ficial tour of the camp which tho inmates told
him was a northern branch of Dachau, a death

camp for Dachau, Ho was 80 horrified by what

he saw that he wanted to get out of there ans

faot as possiblo, but stayed for her make,

cont, naxt pajge
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riun which had the stench
or’"rntghumln flesh still in the air from use
the PTEVIOUS day,  There was a railroad track
jeading from the crematorium to s a1l that in
the rain turned black from blood vhere the Nazis
1ined JeVS up and shot them, then dusped their
bodies in big piack urns, On the railroad track
betveen the crematoriunm and the bloody wall there
vere big blacy urng the Nazis ran on railway carts
back and fopgy from the crematoriun to. the vall,
The innateg told him that sometimes the Nazis put
alive People in the big, black urns and they wvere
burned alive if the bullets had not killed thea.

He toured the camp hospital vhere he found
three to : bed, .2:,:1-9- one live person in bed
vith two dead people; other beds had two live
and one dead.» Vhile he vas there, a voman in
bed kept saying she vas cold and the other in-
mates pulled a dead person out of her bed. The
Naz{ staff had made it policy %o put the diseased
in the same bed vith the healthier, and the liv-
ing in bed with the dead to speed up the contagion.

He was then taken by the woman into a room
filled vith hundreds of little black urns lining
shelves. Each urn vas labelled vith the name
of the deceased and date of death, giving him
the eerie feeling that the Nazis kept macabre,
meticulous records of the Holocaust. That is why
today he cannot believe anyone is stupid :ﬂgggh
o Claln et e aiey Ravrican g1, vaiked

to get to Germany, meanin

;:;::':,::enf;;f:ns o: witnesses; and 2) the Nazis
were the most meticulous chroniclers of the Holo-
caust. The Nazis photographed many of their atro-
cities. All photographic evidence of the Holocaust
are Nazi films and still photographs. My father's
mind vas blown by the fact that the Nazis documented
their own atrocities in great detail,since the
Americans certainly didn't. One theory my father
offered to explain why the Nazis would document
their war crimes is that Hitler and his inner
circle watched these films of their victims as
necrophiliac pornography. This theory may not

be so far-fetched,since my father participated in
the capture of Berchtesgaden and personally entered
Hitler's secret chamber underground while it was
fresh with Hitler's possessions.

two reasons: 1)

Then on to Flossenberg, a strange prison camp.
Before the war, it had been a real German military
prison like Fort Leavenworth in America. Flossenberg
was where the Germans sent the Nazi Generals who at-
tempted Hitler's assasination in 1944,
took Flossenberg in 1945, which wasg where the var
ended for him, 1%t had a mixture of a few Jews,
resistance fighters, German arny defectors
and four Nazi Generals, Hig lagt official :
military act at the end of the war was to be
made Commandant of Flousenberg for two month
after the American militapy RENG
berg into a POV prison camp
mostly officers.
SS officers to making toys fop
was an insult to the great c,,m::lt::;“)VQtCh
was around Christmas time and thep, ve; t
sands of displaced children througpg,¢ ;u hoy-
and he had received orders that nhig troob:ose
supposed to give out Hannukah and Chrigtnag ere
toys to the displaced children, mogtyy ; 4
Some of the SS officers refused to may, i .
for Jewish children, but most of them qi4 ¢,
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When my fathertrating”subversive or-
ganizations."

PR
———
R i

«+.Senator Jermiah Den-
ton , an Alabama Repub-
lican, head of the sub-
conmittee, cited, among
others, the Socialist
Workers Party, the Pro-
gressive Labor Party,
the Weather Underground,
gation are about to be ~ and the May 19 Communist
eased to let it keep an Organization as groups
eye on "terrorist" groups'favor the overthrow of
the Director, William H, the United States by
Webster, told Congress force and violence."
today. He also cited the

The guidelines, issued National Lawyers Guild
in 1976, have come under a8 an organization that
attack for preventing "seeks to exploit the
the bureau from infil- lav in order to bring

about revolutionary
change."

Surveillance

Washington, D.C.,June24
(UPI) Guidelines res-
tricting spying on do-
mestic political or-
ganizations by the Fed-
eral Bureau of Investi-

BLACK NATIONE,
CHARGES > GENOG
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Woman Art Herspective

by Sandra Pianin

Flower Photographs

Hopoghan
92 Hudson St.
Hoboken, NJ 07030

Spring Show

Art gives us the opportunity to view things
in multi-dimensional perspective. The Show
FLOVER PHOTOGRAPHS, featured at Hopoghan, 93
Hudson St., Hoboken, N.J. this spring, brings
together the art of contemporary photographers
Mariette Pathy Allen, Naomi Bushman, Harold !
Feinstein, Sally Devereux Grugan, Rita Nannini
and Agnes Zellin. Each has her own diﬂtinct:
ively gratifying mode of approach to the ephems-
ral, fragile subject of flowers.

The artistry of Mariette Pathy Allen con-
nects photography and painting. Particularly
notable, is the syntax of her gracefully re-
fined blend of light and shadow in FLOWERSCAPE
#3.
petais; s never afiSAMEEO =R, 8 study pf crushed
a portrait in the temporal nature of her subject.
GLADIOLA IN VASE is a positioned view of a tradi-
tional still-life subject. She says, "the micro-
lens allowed me to come closer to the subject
than I had before, seeing things I didn't know
were there."

If color adds vivid vitality to the subject of
flowers, Sally Devereux Grugan .adds the elements
of an impressionist painting. Her softly, muted
variegated, ONE GERANIUM, approaches the super-
lative.

Delving into the stratification of the psycho-
logy of the individual flower is the special area
of Rita Nannini. Her work is intense because it
is ultimately scientific---she examines the very
grain of a flower---evolving a finite analysis,
far beyond the aesthetic, to fulfill a truly won-
drous exploration and photographic commentary on
the inner life of flowers and their environment,

Previously this writer has characterized the
photography of Agnes Zellin and itS consummate
strength and artistic prowess. A second view
(especially the photograph, which is the signa-
ture of the exhibit's poster) reveals monumental,
scopic vision in almost simple,classic under-
statement. Agnes' camera is not the tool of the
voyeur , but the vehicle that transports the
viewer to a very lush, highly sensual climactic
peak.

Six highly unique, masterful photographers
investigating the gamut of varied perspectives

rushed

produced this rare and truly magnificent ex-
hivbit, MAZO
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82

W

ARARE RN RS %

PR NN

T S — R ih
AR RN "l"‘.c" “‘\}.\ Ry ‘"‘“"‘"‘:"‘f.‘«‘«‘.‘:‘:‘:‘:‘f‘:‘:“‘:‘:‘f‘ :‘:‘:"':'.";""""."'.'
L ) A\ iy LA KR EKRRLXAIIRIAAARARRERANERRRAANAA l'a'a'o'o'o'n'."'

ool

BJA.D, NEws

19
JUDITH NELSON page

Viridian Space,

52 West 57th St.
New York, N.Y. 24" Touchstone Gallery

(June 8-26, 1982) n,";:tk57 s;.

In questioning the 4 (Mg, Tk, N.Y.
tion, one must be prep.,:;°; i'LS-Junezs)
cyclopedie proportions, n,d:’ an !"tic inspira-
1ies, lovers, teachers, da'n‘eat,un:uv,, of en-
other artiltﬂ' work, perh&p. ’ Qun‘eteltg fami-
slant of 1ight. For ag artl;tev°h a ¢ buildings,
cumstances, conditiong 4 vé to vorp"tleulnr

dy ind rlapy 't

pulse, " use, andy eed, aven ¢, °
their curdosity. ® the
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o3 SUSAN RODGERS

AR
and degree of prive re of °°“!um::x“l
tance. te 4

tiﬂtg

Contempo rary women ar se

ing. B& bols and using thg“t:
L}

b
ploring basic sym ® ay.
izing and unifying elements. The gy, % hary,
of Judith Nelson (viridian Space, 1,4 | LU

Susan Rodgers (The Touchstone Gallery , © )
while two variant forms of visual ar¢, have
great deal in common. They both 9ffact1v°1;
and expressively state their feelings regapnq.
ing geometric forms. They have achleved con-
cord with a most impressive genius quality,

Judith Nelson's career is wide and varieq.
Educated at the Rhode Island School of Design,
she did post-graduate work at Yale and the Uni-
versity of Hawaii. She has participated in
legion group shows across the United States.
Judith has had one-person exhibitions at the
Razor Gallery, Rhode Island School of Design,
Hopkins Art Center (Dartmouth College), and
the Dover Creative Arts Center Gallery at
Colgate University. She has been guest/visit-
ing artist at Hampshire College, Univeérsity
of Iowa, ‘Tamarind Institute of New Mexico
the Cleveland Institute of Art. Do

Judith chooses to apply her paints througn
art screens onto’'canvases marked off by grided
pencil lines. She implements a style very much
faithful to the pointalist mode., Judith's
canvases deal with harshness as well as the
softness present in women's lives., She begins
with raw unprimed canvas, which might indeed be
our lives at birth. Her approach to texture,
tone, and subject take root in subtle and ag-
gressive use of light, shade, color, deviating
composition.,

Judith approaches her canvases in a very
specific manner and the result is perfection
in circles: perhaps, it is the immortality of
the circle, which hides the secrets of women's
lives.

Her CRYSTAL evokes images of celestial other
worlds., Her CANDEZA PRIME is a very utilitarian
piece. One might never grow tired of it. Judith's
FALA is a particularly gentle and "easy on the
senses" piece.

Susan Rodgers sculpture has been exhibited at
locations in Massachusetts, but this is her first
one-person show in N.Y.C. She has studied with
Theodore Rozak at Columbia University and artist
Peter Agostini.

Her varying combinations of circle and line
form constantly mobile images that are specifical-
1y quite pleasing.

Susan's use of found objects is the way she
unites us with her sculpture. She has taken items
of our experience and transferred them into stim-
‘ulating, imaginative, and thought-provoking pieces
of sculpture. :

Judith Nelson created cooly elegant and sophis-
ticated canvases. Susan Rodgers constructs thought-
ful sculpture. Together they continue the tradition
of calm and strength women need these days.
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a magazine by & for third world lesblans
PUBLISIING ARTIQLES, FICTION, VISUALS, REVIETS

POETRY, COMMENTARY BY 3rd WORLD LESDIANS.
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