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Editor's Introduction

LE has gone through several changes since you saw her last. First, SHE
HAS MOVED TO NEW MEXICO! And is very happy here. Please note
her new address (inside front cover, also p. 112). The Post Office, how-
ever, is being EXTREMELY slow in forwarding her mail, as in several
months slow. So if you or anyone you know has written and not re-
ceived a reply, please write again to the new address.

Second, and unfortunately, starting with this issue I've had to increase
LE's prices. Printing costs have increased by 14%. Rates for U.S. mail
have increased by up to 33%; and while international postage rates have
not increased, LE's international air subscription rate was originally set
too low. The cover price of an issue has been increased by 50 cents,
U.S. and surface subs by $2, and international air subs by $4. HOW-
EVER, current subscribers will be able to renew your sub-scriptions at
the old rates ($22 for intercontinental air subs) through August 31.

Since I've brought up the subject of money, | thought readers might
like to know about LE's financial status. LE brings in enough money to
pay her expenses (printing, postage, supplies), but not to pay for any
salaries. Also, | have not yet been able to recoup any of my initial invest-
ment, about $7000. | don't expect the new prices to change this situ-
ation.

Third, you will notice that the type size has been increased, in re-
sponse to comments, particularly by older readers (including myself),
that the former type size made LE hard to read.

As previously announced the topic for the next Readers' Forum (LE
3:2) is “Separatism: Beyond the Debate”; that is, what do Separatists
have to say to each other, rather than to non-Separatists. Few contribu-
tions have been received to date for this forum. Here is a chance to
write something different. A chance to put self-defensiveness and ha-
ranguing aside. A chance to dream. A chance to write Separatist theory,
Separatist practice. The deadline for this Forum has been extended to
August 31. The Forum topic for LE 3:3 is Dyke Humor. Let it all out for
this one: Cartoons, one-liners, satire. How often do we encounter humor
that is REALLY funny? Here's our chance.

Jeanette Silveira




The Bloodroot Collective

Selma:

In trying for perspective on Bloodroot's history, I'm going to write of
the Presence of Absence, the image of the Fool in the Tarot, and finally,
about being judgmental or, as women say pejoratively, politically cor-
rect.

We've been doing Bloodroot, a feminist restaurant and bookstore, for
eleven years. Before that, for a year and a half, | did a Wednesday
women’s night' that | called Bloodroot in my home. Before that, there
was a rather small conference in Pennsylvania called a National Radical
Feminist Conference, intended to discuss how to make feminist commu.
nities. And before that, | was married, for a total of 19 years, with two
children.

You may remember how it was in the early 70s. Feminists were reall
angry. We thought that we’d suddenly discovered something that we’d
explain to men and everything would change. In 1975, at the National
Radical Feminist Conference, Sagaris, a feminist university that had
occurred earlier that summer, was criticized at length — for the poor
daycare, for taking money from Ms, (was Gloria Steinem a CIA dupe?),
etc. We assumed that there was a politically appropriate way to func-
tion, and we wanted to do it right! One night at this week-long confer-
ence, we divided the room into those who would make community on
the land and those who would do it in the cities. | sat in the middle, in
neither group, unable to think of leaving my friends or home in subur-
bia.

| was uncertain about what | wanted to do with my life. | had a lot of
fantasies, no sense of what was really possible . . . . I was 40 years old,

*Earlier versions of these papers were delivered at the W.I.T.C.H. lecture series,
Boston 1987.
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Bloodroot Collective 4

and unhappy — not quite ready to give up my unsatisfactory marriage.
Finally, in October 1975, my husband and I decided to separate. He got
an apartment in New York City and was to leave by November 1. For
three weeks | was frightened and confused, really terrified. He left on a
Sunday. The next day, Monday morning, | was driving east for a
doctor’s appointment. | saw the sun coming up ahead of me, and |
knew in a rush what to do. Once a week on Wednesday night, in my
own house, | would cook supper. A friend could sell non-sexist books
for kids. A photographer could show her work. It would be a women’s
cooperative exchange and we'd call it Bloodroot. And so we did, for a
year and a half. It was fun, but scarcely serious. | continued to worry
over the real future, because how could you change your life and the
world in suburbia?

Early the next year a faltering relationship with a woman lover came
to an end and there were, one night, strange dreams — of making a
garden by Long Island Sound, of rooms of people eating Sunday Brunch,
of statistics on the dependency of women after divorce that made me
cry. In the morning | wrote the dreams down, though 1 did that rarely,
and forgot them. Later that day, | got the same kind of rush I'd had
driving east, nine months earlier. | suddenly knew exactly what |
wanted to do: Make Bloodroot a full time part of my life. Ask other
lesbians to do it with me. Use the money | had earned doing landscape
design (and had hoarded separate from my husband’s and my joint
account) for a restaurant and bookstore.

We started looking for a spot. It wasn’t until many months later —
after we'd rejected the existing diners realtors showed us and the bleak
storefronts on the Post Road, and when we’d decided, emotionally, on a
building on an inlet of Long Island Sound on a dead end street (no walk-
in trade therel) with room for a garden and a terrace — that | then
looked back into my journal and found the record of the dreams which
seemed to predict just such a place, just such a decision.

Those of you who have read Mary Dalg’s Pure Lust will be familiar
with her concept of Presence of Absence? At that time, | was unable to
let my intuition, my third eye function until | was rid of what was truly
emotionally disabling — the marriage, and later, the draining relation-
ship. 1 had been searching, but had no clarity about how to proceed
with my life until there was relief from this Presence of Absence, this
busy-ness th?t took from me. | can’t help but think this happens often.
Women don’t know what to dp. Our lives are filled with time consum-
ing matters — school, career, jobs, or some relationships that function



Brewing Visions 5

like television. They waste our time. They waste us. We look for the
occasional good program and never know what to do with our Selves.
While we were still doing the cooperative exchange, Jean and Ruth
Mountaingrove of Womanspirit magazine came to visit. By then we
knew our plans, and so we asked them to do an | Ching about Blood-
root. We cut bamboo that I had planted in my yard, to do the reading in
the old yarrow-stalk manner. What we got was hexagram number 4,
Youthful Folly — an image of a spring which wells up at the foot of the

mountain. And many times, in that period, | would find the Fool in my
Tarot readings.

These eleven years seem a state of journeying, of wanting and
dreaming, with potential for danger as well as cause for optimism. Like
the Fool in theTarot, we are searchers, travelling our journey. We haven't
stopped. Full of hope, often naive, we believe in the future, and its
possibilities. That's what I think Bloodroot is about.

For example, we did (and do) believe in collectivity, even though we
didn’t know what that meant or how it would work. We did know we
didn’t want to be bosses with employees. Still, there weren’t enough of
us to do it all, and some women, both lesbian and straight, wanted to
work with us, though not full time. Since we strongly believe that those
fully responsible must be lesbians working full time with a long term
commitment to Bloodroot, we have the collective, and we have the part
time workers. The part time women, heterosexual and lesbian, give
similar reasons for being with us that many of our regular customers give
for coming as often as they do. We are different from what is out there,
so we are a haven, also a place to think, where they like the ambiance.
Recent and current part timers include a realtor, a drop-out from IBM, a
massage therapist, a lawyer, a teaching administrator, and a woman who
writes and works in book distribution.

As for the collective: well, we started with three. Two came to work
part time but wanted to be with us full time. First one joined; then one
of the originals left, then the other joined. So, in the first two years we
became four and it was like that for six years. In that period (just as
now) we thought a lot about living our ideals. We found a lesbian law-
yer who wanted to help us make our financial arrangement reflect as
much as possible what we believed in3 As we began to work together,
we found that while we all shared responsibility for the business
(roughly 60 hours of concentrated attention per week for each of us), we
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Bloodroot Collective 6

each took specific jobs to do, picking what we felt most comfortable
with or what we wanted most to learn.

But after six years one of the four left. And we were still, | think,
naive — youthful folly! We couldn’t understand why she was restless;
we tried to keep her with us, and it was several years of tearing our
roots, and several years after that of healing. We tried to write about it in
our second cookbook, The Second Seasonal Political Palate,* but it was
hard then, in 1984, since it was still so fresh. And so for three years we
were three. Then, last year to our surprise, Liz, one of our part time
women, asked to join as a collective member. And as the three of us
each privately thought about this, we each separately did our Tarots and
we each got the Fool again. No surprise in that. And so again now, we
are four.

Hopeful, like the Fool, we did (and do) hunger to be politically cor-
rect. We’ve wanted to see our lives in a political context, to think what a
femninist business would be. We thought of the food. | had liked cook-
ing, it was my housewife learned skill — well what was feminist food?
And the answer was, ethical and ethnic, vegetarian food, so that people
won't starve and animals aren’t killed. Ethnic because of all the rich
cultures we can explore and all the possibilities that foods present when
there is no meat. When the center of a dinner is meat, the same dy-
namic takes place as when women are focussed on men. You know the
worry: You can't cut all the good men out of your life, can you? If
you‘re a separatist you try, and what you discover are all the wonderful
woman/lesbian possibilities — ideas, art, ways of thinking, the way
women are different when no men are there — how present we become
to ourselves and each other.5 When meat isn’t the center of your dinner,
then the possibilities of other foods become endless and much more
interesting. Men and meat are types of Presence of Absence. Meat
centered dinners are boring.

So we would make a space to eat and chat, and of course there had
to be books for the ideas we hunger for, and want to talk about. Those
books would be the ones we love, or at least like. We're here twelve
hours a day, so of course we won'’t have books we’re offended by, or
ashamed of. It's our home, after alll And music. We play women'’s
music, 99% lesbian. We believe in its subliminal messages. We have
one long wall, opposite the wall of windows that look at the water, that
we’ve filled with old photos of women. We needed to make Bloodroot

into a space that is good for us. You can see into the kitchen, and there’s
no waitressing.




Brewing Visions 7

In our “Youthful Folly” we had to be true to ourselves and our vision.
We had to be strong in the face of nitpickers. You know how it is in our
communities when someone tries to do something? Women, c.iykes (M
tell you you're serving the wrong brand of beer (meaning Bud instead of
Miller) or that the waste basket is in the wrong place or that your salads
are more expensive than at another restaurant (ignoring that your soups
are cheaper). You can imagine that to the Fool this kind of carping was
dismaying. ]

And other painful stumbles the Fool made? Well, many. | wish we
hadn’t fallen in love so often with women we wished would stay with
us. But that's ridiculous; sharing good work with someone makes you
love her. It's as if there has been a love affair with Bloodroot and with
us, and just as is often true in love affairs, there is the exciting beginning
when all one’s hungry needs seem to be met. Then difficult reality sets
in when differences become apparent, and it is necessary to want to
make it work, to realize that when you are not distanced from your work
and those who work with you, struggle is required. | think it is the same
in lover relationships. Lesbians are so much like each other, so we
come closer in our intimacy. Too often we have seen lesbians settling
for other ways to think than lesbian feminism. Apolitical health con-
cerns such as obsessions with food allergies or macrobiotics ®become
the focus of their lives. Then there are women whose lovers want to ex-
clude what is politically challenging in favor of a more “normal” life,
and there are those who leave because they need a “real” job, as if we
were a fantasy. There were times when there were precious few of us
struggling to get the work done so that Bloodroot would survive.

The other big disappointment is the lack of recognition we’ve had
from lesbian and feminist media. (it is interesting that the animal rights
movement, which is as frought with factions and arguments as is our
own, has been so repeatedly admiring of us, not only bringing us cus-
tomers, but making us feel valued in what we do!) For the past eleven
years we have been a visible feminist and known lesbian presence in a
blue collar residential neighborhood in one of the largest and poorest
cities in the Northeast. All of our printed materials and the sign over the
door carry the word feminist. Above the counter (where food i picked
up by customers) are feminist and animal rights cartoons and occasional
clippings of interest to us. We led a neighborhood fight against a recrea-
tional developer who wanted the city to take the waterfront land we
owned away from us by eminent domain, and we received overwhelm-
ing support from our neighbors, who see us as hard working girls who
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Bloodroot Collective 8

are quiet and grow flowers. In the lesbian section of our bookstore we
have a sign that says “Gentlemen — We trust those of you who support
women’s self determination will curb your curiosity about lesbian books
and limit your browsing to other sections of the store. Thank you.”

Our clientele is surprisingly mixed, as out-of-state dykes often com-
ment. Folks come from the rich suburbs of Westport, poor neighbor-
hoods in Bridgeport (knowing there’s good homemade bread and soup,
cheap, here), and from the women’s community in New Haven, a half-
hour away. The lesbians and gay men who come in know what we’re
about. The straight women see us working together, often laughing and
playing around, sometimes angry or downhearted. We are a visible ex-
ample of what can be done without men. Of course they come to us
and expect us to commiserate when they are in crisis or to celebrate
when they win one against the patriarchy. It is clear to anyone who
wants to notice that we are lesbian separatists, functioning right here out
in the world, running what Vegetarian Times has called one of the best
(Mariclare Barrett Obis’ favorite) vegetarian restaurants in the country.”

So perhaps you can imagine that the overwhelming silence on the
part of the lesbian press has been a disappointment,® and the occasional
pot shot or snide remark exceedingly painful. It seems we were naive to
think our own papers would be as encouraged by our existence as we
have been by theirs

The Fool has had good discoveries also. We have found that when
you have a vision and you try to be true to it, to go on thinking, working,
talking, you do become stronger and more intuitive in the way you
make judgments. We often were surprised that we had each, separately,
come to the same conclusions. We could see betrayals, or lack of integ-
rity. We could see courage, as we looked out from our kitchen.

We are fortunate to have been able to create a life that is relatively in-
tegrated. We don’t work at a job, go home to leisure time when one
might cook or eat or go to a movie, and then wait for a vacation, or a
date on the weekend. Instead, we have our daily work that we do to-
gether, talking, laughing, sometimes fighting. We cook the food and
serve it and then eat together and at last go home with our books, read
for awhile and then sleep. In the morning some more reading and then
back to work, to talk about what we've read. These Winter days, when
business is slower, we’ll sit and knit. In the Spring, we'll start the gar-
den. Every few weeks, our menu changes, partly to reflect changing
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Brewing Visions 9

food availability, partly because we’d be bored doing it the same all the
time. This rhythm to our lives, this working hard, is tiring, but not bor-
ing! And of course, there are the customers, many of whom have be-
come our friends. It’s not that we don't take vacations. We have for the
past 7 or 8 years. But our daily lives have to be a satisfaction in them-
selves, for us to continue, as we do.

In this context, questions such as “Are you for censorship or freedom
of speech?” have no meaning. What kind of boredom is there in lesbian
lives to produce a market for On Qur Backs, or for the violent, racist
emanations from Lace Publications?®

Those of us who call ourselves feminist make our Selves and other
women a priority. We are angry and political; we make judgments for
our Selves. Lesbians discuss substance abuse, work towards “survival”
of alcoholism, incest, patriarchal religion; yet some don’t seem to recog-
nize that sadomasochism is our own internalization of men’s woman-
hating. Sure, drugs, alcohol, religions (including those such as macrobi-
otics) are all turn-ons, ways to lose one’s mind, one’s Self. And so is the
self-hatred in the so-called “freedom” of whips and bondage.

As you can see, we are proud to make judgments. Of course we want
to live in a way that is healing, and exciting. Of course we want to be in
possession of our Selves, even while we know we need en-couragement
from each other. _We are passionate about our lives, we want to be
engaged, on our journey, proceeding sometimes naively and always
opinionated.

Notes

1 Wednesday night continues to be women'’s night at Bloodroot. Since it is
illegal to prevent men from coming, but not illegal to require reservations on
the night we have a large group meeting, Wednesday has been women'’s night
every week but two, for eleven years.

24 .. male centered myths and ideologies . . is ‘stuff’ that packs the mind,
which becomes a garbage heap of details without focus. The glut of non-sense
can be experienced watching television, reading newspapers, or attending an
ordinary university.” Mary Daly, Pure Lust (Boston: Beacon Press, 1984), p.
147. In Gyn/Ecology (Boston: Beacon Press, 1978), Daly develops the idea of
Self (as opposed to self) as an en-spiriting process. See p. 338.

>The attorney borrowed from a stock agreement New Words Bookstore had
designed and which came to us by way of one of the original owners of
Womanbooks. It provided an easy way for those who had not contributed




Bloodroot Collective 10

initial capital to buy equivalent amounts of stock. We also decided that while
each of us in the collective owns Bloodroot equally, because we want the
future of Bloodroot to be secure, the stock cannot appreciate. And so whoever
might leave can take with her only her stock value (no more than $1200). She
also must sell the stock back to those who stay. Since the value of the stock is

low, any lesbian could become a collective member if she desires and if the

rest unanimously want her.

4 Bloodroot Collective, The Second Seasonal Political Palate (Bridgeport, Ct:
Sanguinaria Publications, 1984) and The Political Palate, 1980, are two collec-
tions of our recipes flavored with our politics and with quotes from our favorite

writers and musicians.

5 Mary Daly introduced the idea of women being present to each other in this
way in Beyond God the Father (Boston: Beacon Press, 1973).

6 Traditional Japanese food, with its balance of salty, pickled and bland whole
grain is as useful for vegetarian inspiration and modification as are other cui-
sines of the Far East — Chinese, Indian, Thai, etc. The conceptions of macro-
biotics, however, are woman hating and homophobic. For example, in the
June 87 issue of Macrobiotics Today, Lima Ohsawa is reported to have apolo-
gized for her husband’s dying. Itis explained that she and he are one. In other
issues, such as January 86, female homosexuality and independence are

blamed for sickness. | will also argue that the macrobiotic advised exclusion of
the nightshade family (peppers, eggplants, tomatoes, and potatoes) is hard to
justify for Native Americans, since most of these plants are “new” world in
origin, never mind for the Italians, Irish, Spanish, etc.

7 Mariclare Barrett Obis, Food Editor, Vegetarian Times, March 85: “This is the
high water mark for fine vegetarian cuisine . . . . Bloodroot is, in fact, my
favorite U.S.vegetarian restaurant.” And, March 87: “Vegetarian and feminist
ethics share a consciousness of our connections with other species and with

the survival of the Earth. The women of the Bloodroot Collective cherish the
act of creating — with the Earth and with each other.”

g, o 2
with notable exceptions, such as Lee Lanning in Maize, Batya Bauman who
wrote to WomaNews about us, and Carol Seajay in Feminist Bookstore News.

9 . .
Lace Publications was apparently created so that Artemis Oakgrove could

write about “dominating dykes, sex slaves . . , and sumptuous living . . . raw
sex . . . dominion and dependency,” to quote from their February 88 brochure.
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