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ANNIVERSARY MESSAGE

WHO IS MS. ATLAS?
Three and a half years ago, Johm'e and I crossed the mountains and deserts of 

Nevada, Utah, and Wyoming to retrieve our friend Casey from Colorado Springs. On the long 
drive back, we made plans for someday opening a feminist business -- a coffeehouse, res
taurant, salon, bookstore, art gallery -- we weren't sure what; it kept changing character 
and being embellished. I readily approved all their ideas and kept adding an extra room 
in back for a printing press; as a writer, I wanted to get my writings published quickly 
and without editing. Somewhere in the desert, we pulled off the road, produced a bag of 
ice from some mysterious hiding place, and toasted our new partnership and future ventures 
out there in the middle of nowhere with vodka collins in paper cups.

On our return to California, we spent eighteen months running self-serve stations 
in Oroville -- no' closer to our dream of a feminist business. We were very happy in the 
peaceful outdoor beauty of the Oroville area, or so we thought until we had a sudden oppor
tunity to move to San Jose and realized how bored we had been.

On arriving in San Jose, we located a lesbian group called 'Sisters of Sappha.
No sooner had we gotten acquainted with the group than it underwent drastic reorganization. 
In the process, its publication SATIN folded up. The new media committee was supposed to 
publish a newsletter, so I signed up. At the first committee meeting, no one else showed 
up -- so I volunteered to do a publication myself. Within a week, with material from a 
few friends, Johnie and I had put together the first issue of LESBIAN VOICES and had two 
hundred copies printed for $54 from our personal funds. We sent out birth announcements, 
mailed sample copies and exchange advertising, and the magazine was on its way.

Meanwhile, we had begun looking at storefronts. We were still thinking of a 
coffeehouse or salon. We v/anted a place with an intellectual atmosphere for serious dis
cussion, a place where women's herstory and accomplishments could be presented through



visual exhibits, music and literature, a place where women could hold meetings and work
shops, where creative women could work together. Eventually we shelved the idea because 
there seemed to be very little demand for the type of place we had in mind. Instead, we 
put all our resources into enlarging and improving LESBIAN VOICES.

The following summer, we had an amazing stroke of luck. Our printer had a shop 
with equipment which he seldom used. He generously offered to rent us space in his shop 
at a very reasonable rate. Thus, we were able to start our printing business with virtu
ally no capital and to build it up by month-to-month investment from our personal income. 
After some brief demonstrations in the use of the equipment, we were turned loose to learn 
printing, which we proceeded to do, with much trial-and-error and consultation of textbooks^ 
In less than two years, we have acquired our own equipment.

The naming of our business came about in the following way: All three of us had
been admirers of Ayn Rand's ATLAS SHRUGGED, so we were doubly enthused when the National 
Organization for Women announced a women's strike day called "Ms. Atlas Is Shruggina." We 
were excited because the emphasis would be on productivity and accomplishment and because 
the theme would underscore specifically women's contribution to the economy. Thus, we were 
very disappointed when the NOW slogan was changed to "Alice Doesn't" -- a theme which not 
only emphasized negativity and helplessness, but focussed entirely on straioht-housewife- 
and-mother problems and was derived from a male-produced book containing anti-gay slurs.
The reason given for the switch was that housewives couldn't identify with the strong imaoe 
of Ms. Atlas. Very well, we said, they can't but we can. If NOW doesn't want "Ms. Atlas," 
we do. And so we named our business MS. ATLAS PRE^. And published an editorial in our 
FalT^issue explaining why "Ms. Atlas Is Not Shrugging!" And printed the entire issue our
selves for the first time, with only three months experience.

Not satisfied with publishing a magazine and running a print shop and holding 
down outside jobs to support our enterprises, we decided to open a bookstore in the front 
of our shop. We spent two hundred dollars on new feminist paperbacks {two small boxes 
full) and rounded out our inventory with used books on various subjects from our personal 
libraries. Gradually, we added more titles and other merchandise, such as greeting cards 
and feminist records. This year, we have our first ad in the yellow pages:

MS ATLAS PAESS A BOOKSTORE-----
GAV • FEMINIST • U8CRTMIAN 

NCW A USED BOOKS 4 LITCMTUW 
HOME or USMAN VOICES 

S3 W $An rtTTu\n(io...............289 1088

I

This issue of LESBIAN VOICES marks the beginning of our third year of publication. 
MS. ATLAS PRESS is going-on two years old, and MS. ATLAS BOOKSTORE is over a year old. We 
are still growing and trying out different systems. We have a lot to do. Till now, our 
rewards have been primarily psychological and spiritual —  which is a lot, but v;e do need 
to make a living by our work. We hope to make a profit this year -- at last. On the thresh 
old of success, we wish to thank all of you who have helped to make LESBIAN VOICES possible 
-- our contributors, readers, advertisers, distributors, retailers, exchangers, boosters, 
moral supporters -- and those who have patronized and helped to publicize MS. ATLAS PRESS 
AND BOOKSTORE.

Who Is Ms. Atlas? Ms. Atlas is our ideal, a feminist image embodying the prin
ciples of existence, reason, productiveness, self-esteem, individual sovereignty, free 
trade, romantic art, and romantic love.* We have dedicated our lives and resources to 
trying to live by these principles and achieve this ideal. We know that many of you share 
this vision, and we invite you to join us in the pursuit.

^Students of Ayn Rand's works will recognize these as basic principles of Objectivism, 
applied in a feminist context. We are not spokespersons for Miss Rand or her philosophy, 
nor do we agree with her on certain peripheral issues. We do, however, acknowledge our 
intellectual and spiritual debt to her.

END OF THE SCAPEGOAT SYNDROME
Ms. LESLIE POWELL

If we were not exactly gay in those bars, we were certainly far from morose. In 
order to survive at all we had conceded the world outside to the heterosexual majority; 
inside those doors we constructed a culture where acceptance was the reigning norm: a 
world where the sight of a woman smoking a pipe was certainly no more shocking than the 
ludicrous spectacle of a heterosexual wedding; where the most masculine male could, if 
he so chose, indulge his whim to wear leather or lace -- and feel quite at home.

Homosexuality is nothing if not cosmooolitan. It affirms every oossible nuance of 
behavior; it welcomes every motivation, every need. It excludes none save the faint
hearted. Perhaps it has been this very sympathy, this boundless compassion for what
ever was incongruent in the human condition, which has kent so many of us sane. It may 
well be that, like court jesters, we saw through the fraudulent reality others based 
their lives on -- just as we had seen through the false boundaries of sex and gender to 
proclaim the androgynous within us all.

Ages before this much-heralded sexual revolution we were loving the human in all 
its forms; there has never been such a thing as Victorian quilt or suburban repression 
for us. Few gays I have known ever required the assistance of a sex manual to discover 
how their bodies function; nor had they the need to follow the insipid advice of a Dr. 
Reuben or the tedious instructions in THE JO'i OF SEX. The fact is we had never lost 
touch with ourselves, never catered to the dominant slander which tells us that sex is 
sin. Most gays have instinctively known that the individual who fears his sexuality 
and its expressions really fears his own body -- and by extension, his own human worth.

If there is one recurrent item being validated by modern research in many areas, 
it is this; Conditioning aside, v/e are all inherently'bisexual. Realizing this, those 
who are secure in their own identity certainly do not need to feel afraid of experiment
ing sexually -- and most assuredly, need have no fear of those whose orientation or 
lifestyle differs from their own. Conversely, those people whose own lives lack integ
rity and fulfillment will always find themselves in battle against an omnipresent enemy: 
the Different. Trying desoerately to live within the standards and rituals imposed upon 
them by a repressive society, they are torn by constant conflict; a conflict brought 
about by their dread at challenging these very restrictions. The most notorious of our 
society's constraints is, of course, that against knowing one's own body. As Dr. Gwen 
J. Stephens of the psychobiology department of the University of California has phrased 
it: "Many, perhaps most, adults of both sexes living in the western world today have
never admitted this conflict and carry it, almost always severely repressed, in its 
original form." If it has shown us nothing else, the continued presence of homosexuality 
in the world is evidence that this cultural repression simply does not "take" on every
one.

There are those who would fault homosexuality for what they mistakenly see as its 
stereotyped image. I can answer only that I have rarely seen such versatility in any 
group. I knew men who were major league ball players, engineers, and yes, impersonators; 
women who were actresses and auto painters, high school principals and newspaper report
ers. I knew a girl of nineteen who cross-dressed for a job as a hod carrier. What 
heterosexual could possibly match such diverse accomplishments? And how pallid by com
parison our current crop of "employment breakthroughs." Long before the ERA and the 
new social equality statutes, gays were breaching barriers the rest of society wouldn't 
even attempt until decades later. Difficult? It was Herculean. And yet through it 
all I felt a rich compassion, an almost all-forgiving great spirit from the gay community



toward what was then an unbelievably hostile world.
Perhaps it is this very fact which prompted a friend of mine to term homosexuality 

the great paradox: while appearing to be overly concerned with the physical, it can 
achieve at times something very near spirituality -- because it is more "other accent
ing." Other accepting. Yes, it is that. In the gay world, the usual categories and 
boundaries just don't apply. Long before social empathy was fashionable -- back in 
those stark days of the 50's -- I had seen every form of help and aid given by one 
individual to another. Nobody thought to spout slogans of brotherhood or sisterhood, 
but it was there. It crossed every racial, sexual, age and economic line —  and this 
at a time when in even the most idealistic "straight" mind these things were mere 
dreams.

The Gay life. I am glad I am a part of it. And I can say that even while realiz
ing that no amount of gay bar bacchanal, no amount of healthy eroticism, v/ill ever 
blunt in me the awareness of the unrelenting oppression we have all endured at the 
hands of this heterosexual culture.

By any conceivable yardstick we don't exist at all. We are ignored by the media, 
by the politicians, by the educators. Any recognition from the law is sure to be of 
an oppressive nature: witness the laws against private sexual behavior and the vicious 
harassment of gay establishments. This harassment, even in 1976, is not subtle. Men
tion that you are gay to a policeman writing you a ticket and -- man or woman -- you 
are quite likely to be dragged from the car.

We are certainly never consulted on matters of policy. What office seeker feels 
the obligation to take a stand on gay questions: discrimination in housing, jobs, 
taxes? The list could go on and on. Understandably, you may not even be able to con
ceive of the incredible difficulty of life as a gay person. Your whole frame of refer
ence has been so totally oriented to a life of heterosexual privilege and ease that, 
quite simply, you don't have the courage to think in our terms.

And make no mistake about it: courage is exactly what I am speaking of here. 
Courage. Existential strength. The terms are virtually synonymous with gay life.
I have known men and women with a thousand times the grit, the "manhood" possessed by 
any straight man. I have seen them battle for homes and lives and their very dignity 
as human beings -- and have seen them succeed. If indeed this country ever really 
becomes deserving of her title as the land of the strong and the compassionate, that 
strength and that compassion will not only be red, white and blue -- it will be, in 
addition, lavender. rT**T

NO WRONG TOGETHER

Two lovers come together,
they meet, they mingle, 

they are
intimate.

It is pure, and it is good.
Let no wrong be said of this.
If something is pure and good, 

with true feelings, 
there can be

NO WRONG. 

-- Dixie Severson

We are women 
together
and sometimes we are women alone 
we are strong 
we are sensitive
we are connected with nature and each other 
we are life's main blood

We are the heart of the universe 
we join in the song of the earth 

and let the sun and the moon 
Hear us.

We Are Women.

—  Mary S.

Outside my window, ominous rays of crimson shot through with slow 
moving streaks of purple, spread unhaltingly to smother the sun. The cloud was drain
ing my mind. I pulled my eyes away, only to be confronted with a more ominous type 
of cloud. She slumbered beside me, unaware that she was breathing in death, that I 
was too. Last night, I had been impassive and withdrawn in our lovemaking, my source 
of discontent deeper than my need for her. For the past few months, my desires for 
her had waned, her happiness too much in conflict with my misery. Every day she grew 
stronger, finding more reasons for living, as I grew weaker, finding more reasons for 
dying. In the coolness of the morning, studying her hands which lay contentedly 
against the soft curve of her stomach, I felt an urgency to hold her. The cloud out
side remained as a distraction though. Instead, I swung my legs off the bed, got up 
and limped to the radio. It was on, but too early for the station to be broadcasting.

The room was still pale with the somber conversations of last 
night. Friends had come over. We had discussed news of the cloud that was silently 
darkening the earth. Scientists were committing suicide in their search for answers. 
Yesterday, another human-filled capsule was sent into it, never to be seen again.
The days of judgment were upon us, and the scientists were fools, I reflected. An 
hour passed. The radio cracked to life.

"This is Jack Anderson with another WECD commentary. The cloud 
still remains of mysterious origin. Another research capsule has disappeared into 
the cloud. The scientists assure us though, that the artificial sunlamps will be 
finished before the end of the fifth year..."

I caught the sound of movement. . She was stirring. Her head 
turned in the direction of the window, her body looking despondent with the reflec
tions of purple cast from the cloud. I forced my ailing legs to reach the bed before 
she completely awoke. Her head, turning towards me, arched in recognition. She 
reached out for me, but I could not respond.

"Coffee. Want some?" I held back from her grasping hands.

"Yes, please," her smile uncertain.

The pain in my legs seemed to be mocking my mood as I walked 
jerkedly to the stove. The blood never circulated right, leaving them numb and 
watery. I turned the stove on and rested a pan of water over the flames. There was 
music on the radio now, which seemed inconsistent with the truth outside. She was 
speaking.

"I'm glad that announcer quit talking about that damn cloud!"
She had never before mentioned the phenomenon with such disdain. I felt suspicious.

"It's going to kill us," I tensely replied.

"No," she laughed. "It's going to kill you!"

It seemed her hostility had grown within the last few minutes,



unnerving and unexpected, as were the purple and crimson hues that rushed through her 
eyes when she watched me, the darkness of her emotions spreading faster than the 
cloud. Holding the hot cups of coffee I'd prepared felt reassuring, as the room 
chilled with the absence of sunlight. I handed her a cup, sat down beside her, making 
sure not to touch her body. She sensed this, and I smiled directly into it, leaving 
her surprised and hurt. Nothingness was becoming to our relationship now. It gave 
serenity to the doom that throbbed through my aching limbs.

"I liked your friends," she said softly. "They were really 
interesting." I could tell she was trying to drag me into a conversation, but my 
response was silence.

I reached over to pull down the shade. At first, she thought I 
was going to caress her, so she tried to hold me, letting go suddenly when she real
ized that wasn't my intention. ‘

"Why do you hate me so deeply?" she cried.

"I don't hate. I fear." The answer, I noticed, puzzled her, and 
she sipped coffee to cover the question which began distorting her lips.

Her hands suddenly caught my thighs, reaching around them gently.

"Do they still hurt? Your legs."

"Yes," I replied curtly. She removed her hands with anxious
slowness.

"I must go to my sister's today," she remarked absently, as if 
I had disappeared. She raised herself to a sitting posture, kissed my cheek dryly, 
and left the bed. Dressing much faster than usual, she waved and departed. The door 
jarred against her anger.

I didn't need her, I consoled myself. After I heard her car's 
motor kick over, I lifted the shade again. Her car, a glossy red foreign make, 
lurched protestingly out of the driveway, falling away rapidly into the purple semi
darkness. The pain in my legs plunged in sympathy with the sinking in my stomach.

The cloud was nearing its fifth year of growth, its inky fingers 
closing stiffly around the axis of the world in a death grip. 1 realized, as I studied 
the cloud, that I needed something to believe in. I couldn't stand this cancerous 
fear anymore. Where could I find a god at such short notice? I surveyed my room.
It was unmoving and flat, reflecting the weariness which drained me. No -- I wouldn't 
find a god in here. I turned back to the window, back also to the days before the 
crawling darkness. Mŷ  cloud began long before...

I was a disbeliever at birth, the deep wrinkles of cynicism al
ready branded into my slippery, blood-stained body as I cursed the doctor who held 
me. He made me cry, and I've been crying ever since -- I cried when I found out I 
couldn't be a little boy; I cried when Santa left me; I cried when the preacher in 
Bible School told me I was going to Hell; I cried when I reached puberty and had to 
wear a shirt while outside during the hot summer days; I cried because all my friends 
were "going with" someone; etcetera, etcetera.

As I aged, though, I "learned" how to prevent the cries, and how 
to tell myself I was, indeed, a very strong individual. Let the religious fanatics 
have their god, let the universe come unwound. I didn't need a "belief in something" 
to be happy, but now I was crying again. Deeper than I'd ever cried before. The 
woman I loved believed in her own happiness, the "doomsday" people believed God was 
punishing them, the true atheists were laughing, and "criers" (like myself) v/ere run
ning around intellectualizing death. God, how I hated the vastness of my own empty 
fantasies! I would have sold my mother just to hear a voice come out of the cloud 
and say, "Now, my children, you have been very bad. For that, I'm taking away one of

your play toys -- the great fireball in the sky." I wondered why the Judeo-Cnristian 
God had hung around all the time giving out advice and tablets in the old days, but 
stopped showing up after that. I was frustrated and very tired of cloud-purple trees, 
flowers, cars, houses, and people. One hell of a world we were going to have. All 
of us huddled like cave beings around the sun lamps...

The phone rang -- it was Taniera. She v/anted me to come over to 
her sister's as quickly as possible. Bring my guitar, she said. Now that wasn't 
such a bad idea. So, I picked up the guitar, wiped off the ancient dust-of-neglect, 
and headed out the door, entirely forgetting the pain in my legs. It had been almost 
a year since I had given up on my music. We cynical, half-assed atheists have a way 
of dropping everything we like eventually, just to keep ourselves miserable.

My steam car wasn't the best in the world, but it made it the five 
miles over to sister Helena's house. Actually a very tidy little retreat - though the 
International Interstate roared only a few yards away, her house was mystically pro
tected in the last remaining forest of New York State. She'd readily lucked into that 
buy. Everyone envied her -- particularly me. I chugged into the fancy, brick drive
way and wheezed to a halt, my car "dieseling" for about a minute after I had turned 
it off. Both Helena and Tamera greeted me, though Tamera was still coolly distant.
I guess I couldn't blame her, although I hated to admit I was at fault. Her sister, 
on the other hand, made me feel right at home. We entered the house and sat down, 
Tamera across from me.

"I'm so glad you brought your guitar. It's been quite some time 
since you've played for me, and I do love your music." I tried not to smile at the 
compliment, and not to notice Tamera staring stiffly beyond me.

"Thank you. But I don't understand this sudden interest in my 
music again, Helena."

"Oh, didn't I tell you?" I shook my head, and sneaked a look at 
Tamera, who was still staring beyond me. Helena continued. "Why, tomorrow I'm going 
into the cloud." I gasped loudly. Tamera caught my eyes -- she was on the verge of 
tears. Somehow, she no longer reminded me of the cloud, but of myself.

I turned back to Helena, ,iny voice only half-concealing my swelling 
emotions. "But why?"

She looked directly into my face and even deeper into my cynical, 
fear-ridden mind, and replied calmly, "I've got to know." (Helena would make the 
eleventh volunteer scientist to go up into that puzzling darkness.)

I understood now. It's something I myself had considered doing, 
but she had had the guts to do it. I envied her strength, and I shuddered over her 
outcome. Anxiously, I looked over at Tamera, who was now smiling at me. She was 
telling me it was okay. I timidly smiled back, then turned to Helena. "I hope you'll 
find the answer."

She was looking out the window at tha cloud. "Play," she almost 
commanded, her eyes never leaving the window.

I picked up my guitar and carried it back to the couch. The 
strings were rusted from neglect. The corrosive roughness saddened me as I ran my 
fingers up and down the fret board. A song I'd written years ago melted through my 
mind and fingers. I began playing, the melody threading through my body, emptying 
my sorrow into itself, pushing the iciness from my veins, lifting me away from Helena, 
from Tamera... '

I was floating now, beyond the dark colors of the cloud, beyond 
the fear of its dep'th and into the sunlight.



Jl CEGEND IN HEU OWN J1ME
by ROCHELLE HOLT

Jana looked out on the city from her window, a room on the eleventh floor of 
the Sheraton Hotel. Night illuminated people walking purposefully up and down 
Michigan Avenue. She saw Chicago reflected in the dark brilliance of Lake Michigan. 
So many souls in the unknown company of each other, she thought. They do not touch 
one another; they never enter individual private circles, body spaces, isolated 
worlds. The lonely beauty touched Jana for she believed herself to be a ooet. That 
was why she came from Holly Grove, Mississippi, to the first national women writers 
conference. She wanted some people to know, to realize that she was alive and 
working in the same county that Faulkner had imagined, created, harvested. Jana 
was absorbing all the excitement of a new experience so intensively and completely 
that she felt she might not even be able to float back to Yoknapatawpha. She was 
poetry-logged after two days in the big city.

She had met many women from all parts of the country. They shared their lives 
if only through their readings, but she could not reach out to them. There were so 
many young women writing poetry. Jana was overwhelmed by not only the number of 
poets but also their excellence. How could she ever become known to such a diversi
fied and colorful group? An idea bombarded Jana's mind. Preoccupied with a way to 
become immortal and savor the glory, she concentrated on a way that would allow her 
to become a legend in her own time. After all, she was not totally a "nobody" in 
the fine arts world. She operated her own printing press and belonged to a unique 
coterie surrounding Ana Niomi, the diarist and advocate of the novel of the future. 
If she led people to believe that she had committed suicide, surely she would be 
mourned, perhaps martyred, made famous? Jana speculated on the gravity of her pro
posed scheme.

She would let people believe that she had committed suicide in a cold and un
friendly city. Jana imagined her suicide note. The wind knocked on her windowpane 
and begged her for an invitation to enter. She began to compose aloud. "Night was 
no stranger to the woman whose mind was haunted by dark ominous premonitions. She 
had foreseen this end in her beginning years ago when her mother brought her to life 
on an island in the middle of a windy lake. Only water enveloped her like a secure 
and beloved blanket, like the warmth of a protective womb." Jana, the unproclaimed 
poet, would let the world think she had walked into the deep, soft, beautiful waves 
of Lake Michigan. In fact, she planned to fly to a distant uncle who lived alone 
in the vast, uncluttered space of North Dakota to remove herself from the scene of 
the uncommitted, only imagined crime.

Thor knew his niece as the Janet she had been christened years ago when his 
mind and paintbrush were more alert, more active. She had not seen him in over 
ten years; Uncle Thor did not know of Jana, the poet, the printer, the modern 
woman who longed for some recognition, a small shred of fame. Jana chose the 
poem she would pin to her suicide note before swiftly and secretly departing Chic
ago for the cabin in Mountain, North Dakota.

Now I Lay Me Down 

I know the shadows of my room,

the reflections from the moon on the mirror, 

like ghosts with long prong

feline fingernails

that itch to scratch
the veins in rippling blue plaster

before fracturing into fragments 
the torn image of myself.

I know the cobwebs in the corners 
and crannies of this tomb 

and the comolicated stitchery of Fear 

who hems mental shreds
with pale grey threads

and applies decals as design, 
not machine made, but mine-

tight iced flesh 
kept in storage too long.

I know the silences in this womb, 
the mute echoes that loom 

through the years.
Sheltered from the humming streetlights

and the crushing rushing autocades, I have heard: 
the wind snoring on a snowy ledge, 

a wedge of time

in mother's wind-up creaking clock, 
and tocks of tears 

in a pillow at midnight.

I know the shadows in my room, 

the cobwebs of this tomb, 
the silence of this womb.

I have been one acquainted with despair.

A few days later Janet was reading about the self she had left behind in the 
CHICAGO TRIBUNE. The article stated that a young poet attending the first national 
women writers conference held in Chicago on October 13-14 was believed to have 
drowned herself in Lake Michigan. "The woman left a poetic suicide note in her 
hotel room. The poetess Jana never returned to her stepmother and half-sisters in 
Holly Grove, Mississippi." Janet winced at the unfavorable title of poetess. She 
wondered whether there would soon be an unveiling of her greatness. She hoped 
Estelle remembered where all her boxes of poetry were when the right people came 
in search of her work. Surely she would become immortalized, assured of a place 
on the ladder of literature. Janet felt extremely buoyant despite the silence of 
her uncle who was now approaching seventy-five years of age. She hoped that he 
would not die. What would she do then? she thought. Days turned into weeks, 
passed into months and still there were no profiles of her personality. Was the 
world so cruel? Did nobody care about a young poet who poured all her soul, heart,



imagination into poems of love, death, war, peace, hope and despair? Jana sat in 
Uncle Thor's cabin and meditated on the Dakota bleakness, Icelander country.

A wildjungle had grown up around Thor's house, a shed in need of serious re
pair. Tall trees were tangled with high weeds, bushes, cornstalks, broken fence 
posts. A dull brown stamped the landscape that was not even cheered by a cold 
pale blue sky. There was neither fall nor spring in this qod-forsaken country, 
only hot summers and long cold winters. She had not seen another human being since 
Chicago. How could Thor ever have been inspired to paint from this nature. So 
depressing, so sterile, so barren, she thought. Jana kept rocking in the creaking 
wooden chair. She felt comforted by the to and fro rhythm. In her mind she created 
a poem about the sea but did not think it good enough to preserve on paper. Uncle 
Thor then came screaming into the solitary abode like a madman, like a demented 
spirit. Above his head he wielded a pitchfork like some giant Viking of old. Be
fore she could move, he had hurled the pronged weapon at the body rocking so calmly 
in the squeaky chair.

"I told her not to disturb my paintings. I like cobwebs and spiders and dust. 
She came back to taunt me, a witch I have met in my dreams. I'll put an end to her. 
I'll put an end to her."

Jana heard the rambling speech as she lay suffering in the chair. Uncle Thor 
disappeared from her sight out into the grey day as blood ran down her shirt onto 
the floor. She felt she was dying and yet she couldn't be sure except she knew 
the pain was real and her chest was throbbing as never before. Minutes later, she 
coughed, gasped for air and then fell face forward out of the chair which continued 
to rock back and forth, back and forth, as though unaware of the stranae murder that 
had just occurred.

The smile across the room, 
the wisdom I'd never known; 
it all moved inside of me 
evoking a strange blend: 
a witch's charm of passion 
and terror.

The length of time it 
took to walk over to 
her and ask the cosmic 
question "Do you want 
to dance?" Returned old 
fantasies: as Alice I
went through the looking 
glass.
She was Alice. I was Alice.
I waited for the guilt, but 
there was none--only freedom.

We conversed most of the evening;
I imagining foreign tongues and 
Atlantis rising up, water rushing 
off--churning the beast and angel. 
I was spellbound; numb and yet 
vibrant in my numbness.
If only her eyes weren't so 
heavy with secrets, I would 
have never asked.

The fear was there but my 
thoughts were not my own.
My body was turning to liquid. 
Never had I expected to be so 
frail--so burning.
I left all of me with her 
that night.

-- B. C. Foster

Thoughts of a Disabled Dyke
Today as I was conversing with a friend of mine who also is a 

disabled dyke, several points of reality were pointed out to me. I've 
always been aware of these things she mentioned, but I was never able to 
deal with the situations with the firmness required.

The very most important situation called to my attention has 
occurred often in my life, and she noticed it New Years Eve at a bar I 
attend fairly regularly. People would ask me to dance and pick me up 
to dance since I am short and have portrayed a false image of being so 
"sweet" and "cute." Portraying such an image has led to other problems 
difficult for me to handle.

My problems of sexuality stem from my "sweet" and "cute" image. 
I've continuously fought and tried to prove I am capable of sex; I have 
sexual feelings and desires just as any other lesbian does. Being dis
abled plus having such an image intensifies a person's negativeness of 
my having any kind of sexuality at all. (I have found this to occur 
much more frequently in lesbians than with males, because men seem only 
to care about their prick power and prick energy without giving much if 
any thought to the woman!)

I'm tired of women telling me, "Oh you're so cute" etc. without 
ever thinking of me as an equal, only as some little-person who only needs 
a pat-on-the-head relationship. Well, damn it, I have feelings, fears and 
desires just like you or anyone else! I am capable of an intellectual 
conversation, and I need to be treated as an equal who has the same basic 
needs of fulfillment in various ways whether it be sexual, intellectual 
or whatever. Just because I am disabled does not mean I am any less of 
a person with any less needs or desires as you able-bodied dykes out 
there! I have anger to express, and I'm going to express it! I demand 
to be treated and thought of as an equal!

So -- from now on -- damn you who do not respect me in the way 
I deserve to be respected! One last warning -- Watch out! Here comes 
that disabled dyke you treated so casually -- that disabled dyke who has 
now turned her silence into anger! I am rebelling against your treatment 
of me in the past, and I won't tolerate it another minute!

-- Mary Gennoy



betrayal
b y  D o r o t h y  ^ e o la

I,
I have sat in 
Dark corners 
And
Thought you out;
I have turned 
My eyes 
From what is 
Before me.
Running you throuqh 
My heart and mind, 
Like a comnuter. 
Digesting the facts 
Of
Your life's actions. 
And stil1 I don't 
Know you.
And (I) fear I 
Never wi11.
But—
That doesn't stop me 
From
Loving you.

II.

Your Christmas present 
Stands alone.
Under the once hanny 
T ree;
I fear
It will be there 
For
A long, long time—
Even after there is 
No tree.
It was wrapped 
Ui th
Love/Pride/Devotion,
A1I the good

thoughts/warm feelings 
That came (so) naturally. 
Now it fi11s the air 
Wi th
Anger/Pain/flumi 1 iation—
A result of Deception—
And Betrayal.

III.

As far as I am concerned.
You have now joined
The ranks of
(The) machines
With human flesh
Stretched
Over them.
Or—
Have you always 
Been there?

A bleak, empty setting, with one round table and three chairs.
Three women, one standing, two sitting.

ME: (Sitting at table; to audience) One night I was having a drink with the GODDESS
OF VENGEANCE, who is almost a total stranger to me, in this gay bar, frequented 
only by women, when my old friend, the GODDESS OF COMPASSION, stuck her nose into 
our discussion—

COM: (Standing at table) Hi, Dorothy, I haven't seen you for a while. Hello, 
Vengeance.

VEN: Well, if it isn't Ms. Goody-Two-Shoes. What brings you in here on a week 
night, sugar?

COM: Name calling already, butch-? And I haven't even sat down yet. May I?

VEN: Why not. I'll even order you a ginger ale. -Or are you still on the wagon?

COM: (Sitting) I'll order my own ginger ales, if you don't mind, friend; I've heard 
tell where you've spiked more than one person's drink.

VEN: Now, who's been filling your empty little head with these misinterpretations of 
gruesome little tales?

COM: The prisons are full of them, sister. And so are the morgues.

VEN: Oh, yeah— ?



ME: Look, if you both don't mind, I'd rather not sit in on anyone else's arquments;
I've got too much on my mind as it is.

COM: Does it still hurt, Dorothy?

ME: It's coming down to a sad, dull ache, thank you; but my feelings seem to fluctuate
— between anger and bitterness— understanding and—

COM: (As I hesitate) And what, love?

ME: — And thoughts of you. Compassion.

COM: (Smiling brightly) Well, of course!' We've been friends for too long, love, for 
you to completely forget about me in your time of need.

VEN: How disgustingly vain and quixotic you can be at times. Compassion. (Directly to 
me) You've got much more on the ball than that, Dorothy. Didn't you tell me 
only tonight how you sometimes can't stop thinking about getting your hands on 
your friend —  ex-friend, that is —  and how you often can't sleep at night 
because of all the conflicting feelings and thoughts you are having about her? 
Well, isn't there a distinct possibility that if you went ahead and took that 
little trip— as I was advising you before our nosey, old-fashioned friend here 
showed up— and physically confronted your friend —  ex-friend -- you could wipe 
away all your frustration in one attack?

ME: (Confused) You mean hurt her— physically— ?

COM: (Annoyed) What the hell for-?! To punish her? And how? By slapping her in
the mouth-? Kicking her in the ass-? Or maybe you would prefer the more heavy
handed stuff—  Strangulation. Suffocation. Drowning.

VEN: (Dryly lyrical) Do-da— do-da—

ME:

COM: (Ignoring her) 
of blood---

But, of course, if you're really bloodthirsty and want the taste

VEN:
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VEN:

COM:

ME: You're being ridiculous— this is all absurd—

COM: Exactly. Glad to hear you say it. In the first place, if you are really going 
to be honest with yourself, you know you couldn't hurt her, really hurt her, in 
any way, shape, or form— so what the hell will you be wasting your time, energy, 
and money for by traveling down south? You probably couldn't even spit in her 
face without hating yourself— and you goddamn well know it.

ME: So I do nothing--- ?

COM: What's to do? Besides, don't you think, in her own way, she might very well be 
suffering for what she's done to you? People —  especially women —  suffer their 
own kind of pain or torment— punishment— what have you— when they are in the 
habit of constantly inflicting it on others. Very few escape altogether, you 
can be sure of that, my friend.

I never heard such garbage in all my lives. Listen, Dorothy, forget what Mary 
Poppins' great-grandmother here has to say and take some tips from one who knows. 
That broad is probably laughing her head off at what a fool she's made of you.
And inside, where it really counts, she's no doubt filled with all kinds of 
satisfaction at what she's put you through.

ME:

COM:

ME:

COM:

VEN:

COM:

But why-? I never did anything to hurt her. I loved her very much, and my main 
thoughts were always concerned with ways to make her happy. I wrote her love 
letters that would make any woman feel like a queen— all the poems that were 
written just for her— published in two different languages—  How many of her 
other lovers was she or will she be able to inspire to that degree, do you think? 
All those wasted feelings— my heart and head dumped in her lap— spread across 
the country— for other women to read— and no one knew how fraudulent it would 
all turn out to be— me least of all. (Heavy pause, shaking my head) I just 
can't figure it out— someone asks you 'to be her friend— someone asks you to 
make love— how can this happen— ?

Because she's evil and has to be punished, 
you know you do.

You have to avenge yourself, Dorothy,

Nonsense. Especially in this particular case. This young woman has an 'unstable 
personality' and you are well aware of it, my friend. In fact, you've known it 
all along; you were warned by more than one person. She even warned you herself, 
in a manner of speaking. She has a psychological history of running away from 
whatever she considers an unpleasant situation---she lies because she can't stand 
being hassled— if she can't lie, she runs— if she can't run, she lies— so tell 
me, what the hell is there to figure out? (Slight pause: for it to sink in)
Okay, so it's all very unfortunate— and if we care enough, we try to help in any 
way we can— but don't get hung up— because when the time comes, she's going to 
take the easiest way out for her. And in the long run, it's probably herself 
she's hurting more than anyone. After all, you're going to get over it this one 
time— no matter how long it takes— but she has to keep getting over it every 
time she does it. And still she can't help herself. That's very unfortunate 
i ndeed.

Well— it's certainly true, I guess, that if she played her cards better— was 
more shrewd and calculating about it— I could have been deceived, kept on a 
string, a hell of a lot longer. It could have gone on for years, in fact, in 
view of her having to travel all over the country-

Now you're getting it. And did you ever consider the fact? love, that she just 
may not be able to handle anything better than contempt from the people who mean 
the most to her?

(Thoughtfully) The old 'self-destructive pattern' at work again. And I thought 
I knew better than her shrink— I was so smart— my love and affection and friend
ship were going to wipe it all away--

(Shrugs) It's a trap that mortals in lovq easily fall into, I assure you. So 
don't be too hard on yourself. But, tell hie, can you really think of taking 
revenge on someone like that? Someone who was once a friend as well as a lover.
A sister. A sister who wreaks enough vengeance on herself as it is.

(Desperate, but smug) I'll bet she's found another lover, Dorothy, and that's 
one of the reasons she dropped out of your life without warning.

Perhaps. But don't you think, Dorothy, that eventually she would no doubt do 
the very same thing, no matter who, what, when, or where-? It will always be 
the same with her— and no one will ever be sure who she really loved and whom 
she didn't. Maybe not even her. Although I wouldn't bet money on it as a sure 
thing.

VEN: Oh, balderdash!
17



COM: (Laughs shortly) Why, Vengeance, I do believe your age is showing -- I haven't 
heard you use that expression for at least half a century.

VEN: Let's not speak of age, sister, since I can plainly see your wrinkles, even in 
this dim lighting.

COM: (Shrugs unconcernedly) It comes with experience, sister. Look closely and you'll 
see a lot of happy wrinkles there also. It all comes from the satisfaction and 
gratification I have derived from taking part in the growth of womanhood down 
through the centuries. Women know that I'm a natural friend to them— and can 
always be without hampering them in their struggles.

VEN: I almost feel sorry for you. Compassion, the way you bask in the sunlight of the 
past. Times have changed, sister— or haven't you heard? Once sisters get to 
know me, they realize that I can be a much more reliable and practical friend to 
them. You see. Little Dyke Sunshine, I don't fill their heads with empty promises 
and thoughts of sickeningly sweet results coming from real-hard-cold facts. And 
those, me darlin', are just the raw, basic facts of life. You have kept women 
back for centuries, kept them mentally, emotionally, and psychologically weak and 
dependent. Even when they actually weren't. But no more, sister, because women 
have changed since you were in your prime. And still others are channing with 
the times. Now they prefer m^. Me and my kind. And you, dear little sickness 
of the weak and feeble, are a thing of the past, almost obsolete. — So you 
better get good and used to it.

COM: Are you through running off at the mouth, you ancient dealer in misery? What
you say is not true, and you damn well know it. And even if there was a hint of 
truth in it, you could never replace me where women are concerned. Vengeance, 
and you know it.

VEN: Says you.

COM: Says me.

ME: You know, the way you two are always bickering, you'd think you were lovers or
something. (Compassion and Vengeance both snicker) Well, did you ever actually 
consider getting together to straighten out your differences?

COM: Never.

VEN: No way.

ME: Well, I don't know— but I have the feeling that if you could both only get
togethei--- between the two of you, you might very well be able to achieve un
limited goals for women and womanhood.

VEN: Us working together-? That's impossible. (Slight pause) Isn't it?

COM: Of course it is.

VEN: Of course it is.

ME: Well, okay— but just remember what mortal women can-haye-and will accomolish 
together— so just try to imagine what women could do with the likes of you two 
behind them. Well- (Stands) I've got to be going now-— thanks for trying to 
help— but I guess I'll just have to work things out for myself. See you around

— and you might just think about what I've said to the both of you— I'm cer
tainly going to give some thought to all you've both told me. 'Bye.

DOROTHY LEAVES.

VEN: I don't think either of us accomplished anything with that one.

COM: Oh, I don't know; only time will tell, I guess.

VEN: Yeah, I guess. (Significant pause) That was a stupid thina she suggested about 
us getting together—  Wasn't it?

COM: Of course. (Slight pause) Though she's not usually a stupid woman, of course.
I really like her. She's quite bright, in fact.

VEN: Well, yeah, I know, but—  (Significant pause) Listen— do you have to rush 
away— ? Would you like to dance or something— ?

COM: (Slight pause; steady, sober gaze) What for? After all these centuries, why 
are you asking me to dance all of a sudden?

VEN: (Unsure; shrugs) Because I want to-??

HEAVY PAUSE, AS THEY CHECK EACH OTHER OUT— FOR THE FIRST TIME?

COM: (Making a sudden decision) Well, okay—  But I wanna lead.

THEY BOTH STAND.

VEN: Now, wait a minute— it was my idea—

COM: So what? I still wanna lead. (Starts to walk off) You asked me— so it's my 
decision to make—

VEN: (Following after her; annoyed) There you go again, making a big deal out of a 
simple situation— 'cause you gotta be stubborn —

COM: I'm not the one who's being stubborn —

THEY GO OFF, ARGUING ALL THE WAY. CURTAIN (IF THERE IS ONE).

c. Dorothy Feola, 1976.



COMMENTARV ON FEMINISM >I^RAaSM
Well, I've found time this Saturday for a lot of writing. In Hayseed, I was 

blocked from further writing by the rise in decibel level. A commune of drug push
ers moved into the house across the street from me, bringing in an endless stream 
of customers -- in sportscars, hotrods, motorcycles. One morning, a freaked out 
young man was on their porch, writhing, screaming, and pounding out windows with 
his fist. PCP. He must have been hallucinating JAWS or ROLLERBALL. And next door 
to me, a frightened old woman and her best friend Charley. Charley had been trained 
to watch junkyards and to bite people. He also hated butterflies and birds. So 
every night until midnight —  a Bark-a-thon. I had to move, and I did!

I'm recovering from a savage beating received last week after an Audubon Club 
meeting. The hall emptied out so fast that I hadn't had time to contact a ride. I 
walked a mile up a dark road to the safety of Grand and Lakeside Avenues. When 1 
was mugged, beaten up, and almost raped and killed. I had no money, only a quarter 
and some BART tickets, which he didn't want. I talked him out of the rape by tell
ing him I had VD —  specifically, I said syphilis. He then demanded perversion, but 
suddenly got up and ran away. I had finished saying, "Why do you want to hurt women? 
Women have never harmed you in any way." My glasses were broken, and my jaw swollen 
from repeated blows to the chin. But I'm thankful merely to be alive and unharmed.

You see, I have this thing about penetration -- I've been penetrated by medical 
examinations, and one thing about vaginal, kidney and rectal tests is the god-awful 
pain!

As you may guess. I've cooled a lot about Negroes. I sympathize with black women,
I think their babies are stunning. Customs and mores are something else. As Del Mar
tin stated in her book, in black society the absence of heterosexual activity automa
tically labels one a homosexual. And black attitudes toward homosexuals are no more 
tolerant than that of the Rednecks. White Machismo, Black Machismo, branches of the 
same tree; the big-sized Texan, or the super-endowed black stud. White rednecks en
courage this attitude in the blacks, and then snicker behind their backs that "some 
folks is animals." The most common sex-crime is black-on-black rape; but whites have 
raped black women from the time of slavery. I've given up hope on Rednecks, but I 
thought the sufferings of the black man might give him compassion for the plight of 
women. Some black men have -- I recall the sensitive writings of Langdon Hughes, or 
the political acts of John J. Miller, Willie Brown and Mervyn Dymally. For all of 
the rest —  ghetto society needs a vast re-education on the rights and dignity of women,

As you might guess, my would-be rapist was a black man. The boy that snatched my 
purse in 1973 was a black man. The boy that mugged me and robbed me in 1962 was black. 
All of them savaged me, and called me BITCH. Some courageous women have told the press 
about subjecting of women from their own group. But all too few. Inasmuch as I am 
willing to condemn white sexism all of the time, I would add that sexism is a MALE 
PROBLEM affecting all races and ethnic groups of the human race.

I'm filled to the brim on arguments that if you criticize a black man, or a black 
movement, you "are a racist." Or if you don't like being mugged or raped, you "are a 
racist." Back in 1962, I was mugged on the streets of Berkeley by a judo expert who 
threw me from the sidewalk to the center of the street and escaped with my purse, cred
it cards, keys and identification. The event made headlines in the Berkeley Gazette 
and raised a storm in Stalinist circles. A pair of Stalinist acquaintances berated me 
on "why do you cooperate with the enemy -- the police?" Since I was an active civil 
rights worker, I was "harming blacks by reporting black criminals." I suggested that 
some blacks can be their worst enemies, and some blacks even rob and rape their own 
people. Wherein, they told me, "You should have told the police that your assailant 
was a Hungarian refugee."* ~B. S t e p h e n s

*(1956 the intelleotuals and workers had a revolution against the state-capitalist 
exploiter — Imperialist Russia. They had a revolution, and everybody came.)

by Nìbbi
i y As my friend and I were walking along, she starting prininn noticeably over on O  
■the sidewalk. "What's the matter?" I asked.

"Look, there's a dog ahead," she said, pointing.

"So what? Not all dogs bite, you know."
"Yeah, I know. But they make me nervous just the same."

again!"

"That's silly," I assured her, "Even dogs that do bite don't bite everybody." 

"I don't care. I got bit by dogs twice already, and I don't want to get bit

"Well, look at it rationally. Things like that happen. So you happened to be 
one of those who got bit. That's no reason to generalize your experience and hold 
it against all dogs. After all, you only got bit by two individual dogs out of all 
the individual dogs in the world. Now you're going to take two dog bites and blame 
it on the whole canine race."

"Yeah, well, my mother also got bit, and so did my sister -- and come to think 
of it, so did my cousin. I guess almost everyone in my family has got bit at one 
time or another."

"So? That's your particular family."

"Listen," she said (a little irritably, I thought), "do you know how many dog 
bites there are in this county every year? About five thousand, that's how many!
And those are just the ones that are reported and treated. And in only a very small 
fraction of those cases, are the owners ever sued! One of the dogs that bit me 
didn't even have shots! 1 could have died of rabies! As it was, I had to go through 
tetanus shots -- and those damn things are painful. I couldn't sit down for a week!"

"Well, I admit I wouldn't know about that -- I've never been bit. As a matter 
of fact. I've got a wooden leg, and the one time a dog tried to bite me, he broke 
off a tooth and went yelping away. But that's beside the point. I agree that when 
someone gets bit, it's really regrettable. Dogs shouldn't bite people except in 
self-defense -- you know, unless force or fraud is initiated against them first. I 
agree with you on that. Unprovoked dog bites are deplorable, and the victims really 
ought to do something about it. But what I'm trying to get at is that you are being 
irrational and therefore unjust to THIS dog," I argued, pointing again at the dog 
up the street. "THIS dog didn't bite you, oir your mother, ^  your sister, or your 
cousin. For all you know, this dog has never bitten anyone! Isn't he entitled to 
be viewed as innocent until proved guilty? Besides, there's a rule of law, too, 
that says every dog is entitled to one 'free bite' before being considered vicious."

"Yeah, well, let him get his 'free bite' somewhere else. I've already given 
out two free bites, and that's enough for me. As for the moral status of THAT dog, 
I really don't care whether he's bit anyone before. Some dogs ^  bite, I've been 
bit by dogs before, and therefore I'm gonna stay away from them."

"Boy, you really HATE dogs, don't you! You must be miserable, going around 
hating dogs like that! You ought to try making friends with them. There's enough
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hate in the world already. Hate doesn't accomplish anything. Hate is a negative 
force, and all it can do is destroy."

"Wait a minute," my friend said angrily (proving that she was full of negative 
emotion, as I suspected), "I don't go around 'hating' for no reason. The damn dogs 
BIT me! And a lot of other dogs have BIT other people! What do you want me to do? 
Deny my experience? Blank out on reality? Act like it never happened, or could 
never happen again? What are you going to do, start handing me that 'love thine 
enemy' line?! Boy, you're some friend -- I get bit by a dog, and you're going to 
tell me to turn the other cheek!"

(She was plainly getting hysterical by now, which confirmed my judgment that 
she was a little on the irrational side, but I decided to go on trying, very calmly, 
to reason with her. After all, there was no point in both of us getting emotional, 
and it was the wrong time of the month for her anyway.) I proceeded, "All I'm saying 
is that hate isn't the way to change anything. Dogs aren't born vicious, you know. 
I'll bet you that the vast majority of biting dogs in the world were either mistreated 
or trained by a master who rewarded them for growling and biting and acting fierce."

"That's swell. But I didn't mistreat them, so why should I_ suffer for it?"

"I'm not saying you should. But if you really want to change things, you have 
to deal with dogs. If you would try loving them and talking to them and petting 
them, I bet they wouldn't bite anymore -- or at least some of them wouldn't -- you 
have to give them a chance to change."

"If you want to try to change them, go ahead, be my guest. But I don't see why 
you're so quick to stand up for the dogs. What about those of us who have been vic
timized by them? Don't we count? You're really some humanitarian -- or caninetarian 
-- you're full of sympathy and understanding for them, and no compassion for us!"

"But they don't hate you! I'm just against hatred, in all its forms."

"If they don't 'hate' me, then why do they bite? And wotthehell difference does 
it make to me whether they 'hate' me or not -- a bite's a bite, isn't it?"

"Just the same dogs are living things, too, and we all have to get along. We 
all have to live together on this Spaceship Earth." (I was still hoping to appeal 
to our common humanity, but she looked pretty grim.)

"Look," she replied, plainly disgusted, "I 
don't go around biting dogs. I don't harass or 
tease or torment them. I don't even advocate 
that they should all be sent to the pound or be 
gassed. But just because we're on the same 
planet doesn't mean we have to live together!
Let the dogs keep to themselves and I'll do the 
same. I'll leave them alone if they'll leave 
me alone. You know, LAISSEZ FAIRE!"

"Well," I said with a shrug (there was ob
viously no use arguing with this woman), "I do 
think you're suffering from an irrational pre
judice. You haven't proved that the category 
'all dogs' bite, but you still want to avoid 
getting close to all dogs."

"All right, all right," my friend said in 
exasperation, "I concede the point. You're cor 
rect. Not all dogs bite --

-- BUT ALL DOGS GOT TEETH!

I S O L A T I  O X  BY JoHNiE Staggs

Lately, I have done a lot of thinking about the idea of "isolation." As a woman 
of healthy independence and self-reliance, I enjoy a certain amount of solitude —  
solitude in which to think, to write, to enjoy sunny mornings with my coffee cup, and 
to gather a sense of my self. Yet I recognize that enforced isolation can be very 
painful, may perhaps be the most painful condition which woman can experience. In 
order to understand the essence of isolation better, I looked up the dictionary defin
itions of "isolate" and related words, and found;

ISOLATE: To set apart, as from a mass, group or situation; cause to be alone; to
place away from others, as a person with a communicable disease.

SOLITARY; Living, being or going alone; made, done, or passed alone; a solitary
life; unfrequented by human beings; secluded; lonely; desolate; lonesome, 
lonely; single; one; sole.

SOLITUDE: The State of being solitary or remote from others; seclusion; a do<.. rted
or lonely place.

SOLITARY CONFINEMENT: A form of imprisonment in which the prisoner is confined com
pletely apart from others, usually as a form of nunishment.

OSTRACIZE: To shut out Or exclude, as from society or from a particular group; exile.

OUTCAST: One who is cast out or excluded as from society; a homeless nerson or vaga
bond; anything cast out, as refuse.

QUARANTINE: The enforced isolation for a fixed period of time of nersons, ships, or
goods; a place designated for the enforcement of such interdiction; the 
enforced isolation of any person infected with contagious disease.

Is it rational, I wondered, to feel that mere isolation is such a negative and 
fearful condition? Or is dread of isolation symptomatic of some internal weakness, 
some flaw of character?

I reviev/ed in my mind the social uses of isolation. I thought about school- 
years, when the "group" reigns supreme and the independent child is outcast; ostracism 
is used to enforce conformity and promote snobbery. I thought about orouns of boys 
who won't let girls or "sissies" play with them; ostracism is used to enforce masc
uline supremacy. I thought, then, about the relationshin between "isolation" and 
"quarantine"; ostracism is used to make the outcast feel diseased or v/orthless. Next,
I thought about the use of isolation as punishment; solitary confinement is used to 
cause suffering by depriving the prisoner of closeness, companionship, and the healthy 
stimulation of mind and body. I thought of women confined to mental hospitals and 
old women in convalescent homes and wondered whether their "treatment" didn't feel 
more like punishment to them. I thought of all the stories I had ever heard of lone
ly geniuses dying in poverty attended by only a few loyal intimates, only to be bailed 
and eulogized posthumously for their "great contributions to society"; ostracism an 
be a terrible form of social injustice.

Having reviewed these definitions and thought about their applications in society, 
my mind was not at ease. With dictionary laid aside, I felt worse than when I started. 
Increased understanding enhanced my dread of isolation. Surely, if isolation has been 
used by society in such terrifying ways, then the need for stimulation, companionship, 
and social justice must be a natural and healthy human need and not a weakness or neu
rosis. So, I shall continue to enjoy my morning solitude, with my coffee cun in one 
hand and my fountain pen in the other, but I'll enjoy it with an increased awareness 
that I would not enjoy it if my solitude were enforced rather than chosen!



CAN CESBIANSOBEmiENDS? 
by Mafgy

From the age of 10 on I always had close women friends, and these women were the 
most important people in my life. I was always going over to my best friend's house 
to spend the night, or vice versa, and we'd generally stay up most of the night dis
cussing and sharing our deepest thoughts, fears, and dreams. Oftentimes I was close 
to several friends at the same time, without this causing many hassles. In college 
I continued to have many very close friendships with women - these were the type of 
friends who made me feel that no matter what happened, they would always be there if 
I needed them. However, one of the problems with these college friendships was that 
there were many times when men seemed to come between us. When I began thinking about 
being a lesbian, and making friends with other lesbians, I thought that these ,friend
ships would be almost ideal, since no man would ever get in the way.

Unfortunately, I've found that, even with men out of the picture, the reality of 
lesbian friendships is far from ideal. In fact, I now think that it was much easier 
making friends when I was straight, for men only occasionally got in the way. With 
lesbians I've discovered there's a much more pervasive problem - sex "Whenever a

lesbian simply attempts to make friends, when she asks for a phone number or extends 
any invitation, it is apt to oe interpreted as a sexiial overture. This, of course, 
makes lesbians shy about asking and cautious about accenting." (1) Until we change 
some of our basic ways of thinking and relating 1 feel that forming friendships with 
lesbians will continue to be a frustrating, and at times imnossible task.

I've done a lot of thinking about this situation because friends have always beer! 
an integral oart of my life. In some instances my friends have been more important 
to me than my lovers, and the friendships have often been more lasting and stable. 
Actually, some of the women I've been sexually involved with (mv old lovers) haven't 
affected my life nearly as much as my friends have.

In fact, I doubt that I could have a good long-term lover relationshin if 1 didn' 
also have good friends. Without those friends my dependence and demands on mv lover 
would probably grow until it strangled our love, for no one woman can fulfill all of 
my various needs. I've found it damaging to me, mv lover, and our relationship if 
either of us loses her independence and has her whole self tied to the other. Friends 
can help prevent this from ever happening. By friends I don't mean acouaintances - 
women you see at social events once or- twice a month. I'm talking about women you can 
talk and relax with without hassles, women vou trust, women who don't have unrealistic 
expectations of you, women with whom you enjoy just being vourself. It friends are so 
wonderful and necessary, then why is it so difficult for lesbians to make friends with 
each other? Why is it that many of us have an easier time finding lovers than good 
friends?

Before I attempt to define what, in mv opinion, are some of the barriers lesbians 
erect between themselves and other lesbians, let me explain that I'm concerned here 
only with the interactions among lesbians (another article could be written about try
ing to be friends with non-lesbians). Also, when I refer to lovers I mean women who 
are sexually involved, and for this article I'm assuming that a couole relationship 
is one which is monogamous.

1 believe that the major obstacle to lesbian friendships is the simple fact tnat 
every lesbian is a potential lover. "Lesbians have been socialized bv a society in 
which friendships between potential lovers (i.e. in the heterosexual world, between 
men and women) hardly ever occur. Our society does not nrenare neonle to deal with 
the sexual aspects of Friendships."(2) Instead we, as women, have been taught to value 
only the lover relationship (for society assumes that that relationship will be with 
a man), and friendships with women are only secondary. I feel that lesbians still be
lieve what society has taught us; that it is imperative to find a lover. Thus finding 
and keeping a lover becomes trie highest priority in our lives. Often the result is 
that lesbians view each other solely in terms of their Potential as lovers. Our em
phasis on sexual involvements, along with our often relating to each other solely as 
possible lovers, rivals, or threats, make lesbian friendships a rare occurrence indeed

Let me use an example of what things tan happen when two lesbians get to know 
each other. First, let's assume that the two don't have any previous ties (they 
haven't both been involved with the same woman before), and neither one has a reputa
tion which precedes her (hustler, untouchable, etc.). Now, when they start to see 
each other, and like each other, one or both almost automatically begins to fantasize 
what it would be like to be lovers with the other. Perhaps without ever discussing 
what they each want out of the relationship, the two may end up in bed. If by some 
chance they both fall in love they'll probably become a couple, and maybe live hanoily 
ever after. However, after the initial honeymoon period is over, they may find that 
they really don't know each other very well, and that they can't make it as lovers, 
but "let's be friends." Before they got sexually involved the two might have become 
great friends, but now the intensity of feelings that comes from a disintegrating 
lover relationship make this a difficult time to form a friendship, especially when 
there wasn't one there to begin with.



Another possible course of events would be for the two to actually talk with each 
other about their relationship before they become sexually involved. They may decide 
that they don't want any heavy involvement, but since they're two adults, and they 
would both enjoy making love, then, why not? While in theory the concept of two 
friends making love just because it feels good is quite logical and sensible: from my 
experience it hardly ever works out that way. For, as one friend put it, "Ideally 
making love is healthy, fun, satisfying, and a release, but in my guts I just can't 
do it - I can't just make love and feel that it's unimportant." Somehow, no matter 
how honest, up-front, and sexually liberated lesbians are supposed to be, I believe 
that becoming sexually involved changes our relationships, and the results can be dis
astrous .

Generally what's happened to me when I've gone to bed with women friends is that 
one of us starts wanting more out of the relationship. Either myself or the other 
woman is no longer content with continuing the relationship simply on the basis of two 
friends who happen to be making love; one of us falls in love. Unless we both feel 
the same way, then one of us, or probably both of us, is going to be hurt. Logic dis
appears, feelings become complex, emotions intensify, and neither one of us is having 
much fun anymore. Usually the friendship the two women once shared is destroyed.
After all, friends are the people who are supposed to help you with your problems, not 
be the cause of them. The last time I gambled with a friendship and became sexually 
involved with a friend, the friendship definitely lost, for that friend and I haven't 
been able to talk with each other for several years now. I've since decided that my 
friendships are too important to risk like that.

If, instead, the two women don't go to bed there's other problems they might have 
to confront. The one who decides that they shouldn't make love could be accused of 
putting limits on the relationship (a definite no-no since we're all supposed to be 
spontaneous). Or the other woman could perceive the decision as a personal rejection. 
Neither reaction helps the friendship much. If the two women make it past these ini
tial difficulties, then they may be faced with the question of where do they draw the 
line between affection and sex, and how do they deal with their sexual feelings for 
each other.

In addition to these barriers, the friendship must try to survive in an atmos
phere where, as I've said before, it's unusual to find lesbians who place a high 
priority on their friendships; where the emphasis on sexual involvements - lovers - 
is overwhelming. One or both may say they want to keep the friendship, but at the 
same time put their main energies into the more important search for a lover. One 
time a good friend of mine whom I hadn't seen for a while came up to me at a party 
and asked, "Are you still monogamous, or now can we really get involved?" It seemed 
to me that, as long as this woman and I didn't make love, the involvement we did 
share was relegated to the rather unimpressive category of "just friends."

I've heard lesbians complain that when they have friendships/relationships 
with non-lesbian women they sometimes feel as if they have to take second place to 
some man. Well, I'm tired of taking second place to sex. I don't want to be 
friends with someone who spends time with me only when her lover, or potential 
lovers, are unavailable. Why must we downgrade the friendships we have? Why must 
we, as lesbians, place so much emphasis on sexual involvements?

Sometimes I wondered if friendships weren't easier to come by when lesbians 
were into roles. Even though it was always possible that a woman would change her 
identity from butch to femme, or vice versa, I imagine there was at least a semb
lance of non-sexual relationships. That is, the butches could be friends with each 
other without the constant concern about getting involved with each other, with the 
same being true of the femmes. Furthermore, a butch did not have to be too jealous 
if her lover was spending time with another femme. Of course, there are a multi
tude of additional problems that are a result of role-playing, but perhaps one of
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the reasons role-playing exists among lesbians is the need these women feel to have 
other lesbians they can relate to on a friendship level and feel safe with. Also 
the existence of acknowledged roles may allow for an added bit of order to the 
lesbian community.

If the lesbian community lacks anything, it's order. The simple fact that all 
other lesbians are potential lovers can result in many complex situations. If a 
group of lesbians have been close for any length of time, many of them might very 
likely have been lovers with each other. There've been several times when I've 
been involved with or close to women who were once lovers with someone whom I'd 
also been involved with. When a group of friends get together the underlying cur
rents of past love, pain, and jtalousy can be incredible.

In addition to the general complexity of lesbian communities, and the ever
present question of sexual involvement, there exists a whole other set of barriers 
to friendship when one or both of the individuals already has a lover. For example, 
one of the first lesbian communities I got to know consisted of about ten women, 
most of whom were in couples with each other. I was single at the time, and I felt 
as if I almost had to go through a probationary period before most of the women 
would open up to me. In a sense I had to show that I could be trusted, and that I 
wasn't interested in breaking up any of the couples. This experience made me real
ize the overwhelming restraints placed on lesbian friendships.

Say I'm friends with a woman named Barb, and she's in a couple with Joan.
First of all. I'll have to accept the fact that Barb's number one priority will 
most likely be in maintaining her relationship with Joan. Simple time commitments 
may make it hard for me to spend much time with Barb, especially time alone. If 
Joan doesn't like and trust me, it will probably be hard for Barb and I to get 
very close. Or, if she's jealous and possessive whether or not she likes me may 
be irrelevant, for it'll likely be difficult for anyone to get to know Barb. If 
Joan doesn't value friendship then she'll have trouble accepting any of Barb's 
friends. Furthermore, Joan may not understand how Barb can talk for hours with 
someone else when she doesn't seem to talk much at all at home. The fact that 
different women bring out different aspects of Barb's personality may simply be 
too threatening to Joan. (It seems sad to me that women feel jealous because of 
their fear of losing their lovers, and that often this very jealousy causes the 
women to break up.)

In my getting to know Barb it is important for me to respect Barb's relation
ship with Joan. I must accept the fact that Barb and I won't become lovers, and 
not approach the friendship with the underlying hope that we'll get involved. If 
I criticize Joan, or try to ignore her very existence as Barb's lover, the friend
ship will falter.

Since Joan is obviously a major factor in Barb's life, it would be almost im
perative to the survival of our friendship that I like Joan. For, seeing Barb may 
often mean seeing Joan too. In addition, not only do I have to like both Barb and 
Joan, but also how they relate to each other as a couple. There've been times when 
I like two women individually, but can't stand the way they act when they're together.

While certain roadblocks have to be overcome when forming friendships with 
women in couples, being in a couple and attempting to make friends with others also 
has its own special difficulties. From my present standpoint of being in a mono
gamous couple. I've discovered many problems in getting to know a woman, and I feel 
that these can contribute to the isolation of women in couples.

One annoying aspect of being in a couple is that frequently other lesbians 
view you only as a part of that couple. At times I feel as if my lover and I are 
thought of as extensions of each other, not as individuals with our own thouohts, 
feelings, and lives. Once past this obstacle you meet the more pervasive problem
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of not being considered a potential lover.

Occasionally my lover and I have, been sought out by women for this very reason. 
They hardly know us, but they feel a need to talk to someone who's not directly 
affected by what they have to say. In other words, they find themselves in a situ
ation where just about everyone they're close to they're also sexually involved 
with, or at least considering it. They may get to the point where they feel that 
they need someone totally outside of the situation to discuss it with; they need 
someone who's "safe," someone who's not trying to get involved with them.

However, a more common occurrence is being ignored. That is, many times at 
social events I begin to feel close to invisible. Often I've met women at parties, 
and when in the midst of a conversation they realize I'm in a couple, they seem to 
guickly lose interest and begin looking around the room for someone else to talk 
with. After all, why waste your time with someone who's already "taken."

Once past these initial reactions, other ones seem to develop. Lots of people 
seem to get concerned if a woman in a couple starts spending a lot of time with 
someone other than her lover. Since it seems that whenever two lesbians are seen 
together for any length of time the community begins to assume that they are or 
soon will be lovers, it confuses people when one of the women is already in a 
couple.

Even if my lover's not upset about my seeing someone else,,my lover's friends 
may be. They may tell her, directly or indirectly, that they think she's crazy for 
trusting me so much and not being jealous. She may either feel as if she has to 
try to reassure her friends that I'm not getting involved with the other woman, or 
she may start being affected by their feelings and also wonder if she's being a 
fool.

The other woman's friends may start questioning her too. They may tell her 
that I'm using her or leading her on, or that I'm obviously unhappy with my lover 
since I'm seeing other women. They may question our motives for wanting to see 
each other since it can "never lead anywhere."

Why a woman in a couple might want to get close to other women seems to be 
perplexing to many lesbians. After all, she already has a lover - women in couples 
are not supposed to get lonely, or need and want other friendships. Overall it 
appears that any time two women are close without being lovers it's strange and 
confusing to others, unfortunately because it doesn't seem to happen’very often in 
the lesbian community.

One way for women in couples to avoid many of these situations and still have 
friends is to devote their time to other couples. Many tensions seem less preva
lent when two couples are friends with each other. No one needs to feel jealous 
since women in couples are "safe," and when couples get together they don't have 
to worry about someone feeling left out. Also, couples can share with each other 
their common hassles of living with a lover and perhaps realize that their problems 
aren't unique.

But when two couples are together that means there's four separate individuals 
all trying to relate to each other. Naturally all four have to like each other to 
be friends. In a larger group it can be hard to get as close to each other as is 
possible on a one-to-one level, and the individuals may become lost in their "couple- 
ness." Finally, there's always the possibility that one of the couples may break 
up, and thus drastically change the friendships.

I don't want to be totally negative about the chance for the development and 
survival of lesbian friendships. If two lesbians can make it past all the obstacles 
and restraints that I've discussed (and any others there may be), the friendship 
that grows between them can be a wonder. With good friends a woman who's single

doesn't have to search for a lover to fulfill her needs for closeness, affection, 
and companionship. I still have strong feelings for the two women who were the 
first lesbians I became close friends with, having gotten past the initial fanta
sies of possible sexual involvement. At the time I was sexually involved with 
several women and my life seemed to consist of constant trauma, excitement, and 
emotional turmoil. The friendships I made with those two women made me aware that 
what I needed in my life was not more or different lovers, but simply good friends. 
Having friends to talk and laugh with, to hold, and hug, and sleep with (when I say 
sleep, that's exactly what I mean) finally, made me realize what I'd been missing 
as a single lesbian.

Ideally I dream of a group of lesbians in which jealousy, possessiveness and 
the constant and at times desperate search for a lover don't exist. I hope that 
someday lesbians will place more emphasis on friends, and we will allow ourselves 
and each other more freedom for closeness and affection without confusing it with 
sex. That single lesbians will feel less of a need or pressure to find a lover, 
and women living in couples won't be so cut off from other lesbians. Dancing with 
my friends, holding them, talking and laughing and arguing with them, playing with 
them, and sleeping with them - all these make up one of the most wonderful parts 
of my life. Even though I'm not sharing orgasms with these women, I somehow don't 
feel that our relationships are deprived.

When I read about women trying to form lesbian communities and organizations 
I wonder if we're jumping ahead of ourselves. Communities composed of lovers, ex- 
lovers^ and acquaintances are missing a very critical and necessary element - 
friends. Lesbians have a wide spectrum of beliefs, lifestyles, and backgrounds, 
and we're often separated by race, class, age, etc. I feel that if we're ever 
going to attain any semblance of unity we must be able to get together at least 
as friends.

The lesbian groups that now exist often try to provide a variety of ways for 
lesbians to get to know each other, since for many lesbians the only alternative 
has been the bar. However, I'm afraid that until we change our basic attitudes 
about lovers and friends, until we remove some of the emphasis on sex and sexual 
involvements and thus also reduce the amount of jealousy and possessiveness, and 
until we validate the importance of non-sexual friendships, we'll still be develop
ing the same relationships as always —  we'll be following the same patterns 
whether we do it in rap groups, meetings, or coffeehouses. Loneliness and isolation 
are common problems in this society. I hope that somehow we as lesbians can find 
a way to combat them - and I don't think becoming lovers with lots of women is the 
answer. It seems to me that an army of lovers certainly can fail.

P.S. I'd like to thank the friends who helped me on this article. Also, I'd really 
like to hear any additions to or criticisms of this article you may have.

Footnotes; (1) SAPPHO WAS A RIGHT-ON WOMAN by Sidney Abbott and Barbara Love, Stein 
and Day, 1972. (2) "Women in Love, the Lesbian Way of Life" (unpublished) Lesher.
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women ¿tAuggti.ng to  ^ind a  p la c e  whc.ae then can be 
{^aee t o  l i v e  thcin. t i ^ e  i n  p e a c e ,  a p l a c e  wheae then  
can be .

(jJe have had t o  leo A n  to l iv e ,  w i th  manir 
univanted t h i n g s ,  th e  dojnnation bn oua a e ^ p e c t i v e  
^^amtltes (¡on. th e  l t ( e  we s>hane, th e  l o v e  n’c e n jo n .
Fon me, t h a t  p a n t  o (  oun t i ( e  h a s n ’t  been  6o bad - 
I a c c e p t e d  I t  when I made th e  d e c i s i o n  to  t l v e  mn 
t i ( e  an an open l e s b i a n .  HowevcA, w h a t I have  
(ound t o  b e  ventj hand to  a c c e p t  in  th e  c n i t t c i . s m  
o( oun l e s b i a n  s i s  t e n s  (on th e  k in d  o (  ne .la . t lo  ns h ip  
we made, (on  o a n s e lv e n .

I have been t o l d  bn some s c s t e n s  t h a t  I wv 
o p p n e s s l v e  o (  you b ec a u se  t h e  n e l a t i . o n s h l p  we sh o n e  
I s  a  c o n tn a c tu a l  on e .  The. agneem ent t h a t  pnov.i.des 
us each w i t h  th e  g u i d e l i n e s  as to  w h a t  i s  a cce .p ted  
o ( each o (  u s ,  w h a t each o (  us i s  w t l l i .n g  t o  g i v e  
t o  th e  o th e n  (n ee lt j -- no q u e s t i o n s , no doub t6, I t  
i s  a l l  s p e l l e d  o u t  (on us i n  o u t  c o n t n a c t .  Oux needs  
and w ants  one a l l  thenc b eca u se we know o u n s e l v e s , 
w i th  noom (on  gnowth and change, as  th e  need  a n i s e s ,  
th a t ,  -is th e n e  a l s o .

I have been  condemned bn s i s  t e n s  b eca u se  
oun n e la t lo in s h ip  i s  monogamous, t o l d  t h a t  b eca u se  
o (  t i i i s , I am n o t  a t l b e n a t e d  woman, t h a t  I am h o l d 
in g  ifou b a ck .  Because we have ch osen  n o t  t o  n e . la te

r

ta Mp Xover
j

to  ann o th e n  women s e K u a l ln , we one o u t  o( s t e p  w i th  
t h e  t l t r t e s . Sunelif  leomen have o th e n  means o (  n e l a t -  
Ing to  each o th e n  than s e x u a l l n .

What has become o (  l i s t e n i n g  and heanlng  
w hat t h e  o th en  pen son  has t o  s a n ,  o (  caning w ha t  
t h a t  penson  i s  s a y in g ?  Whene has t h e  empathy gone?  
S l i i t i n g  thnough th e  ( a c t s  as I know them . I t  appeans  
to  me t h e s e  s is .  ten s  o (  mine one  c o n t i n u a l l y  s ea n ch -  
.¿.ng (on  so m eth in g  o (  which I am n o t  su n e  - -  when 
I t  i s  we, you and I , who have  (ound, n o t  a l l  o (  the. 
a isw en s  b y  any means, b u t  enough o (  t h e  answens t o  
g i v e  oun l l ( e  a g n e a t  d e a l  o (  meaizlng, d i n e c t l o n ,  
and s a t i s  ( a c t i o n .  Thene have  been  hand d a y s ,  days  
when 1 q u e s t i o n e d  t h e  l o v e  I h ave  (on you and you  
(on  me. Thene h a ve  been  bad days  and a l l  known k in d s  
o (  d a y s .  B ut th e n e  h ave  been  mone good days th a n  
bad, mone e a s y  days  th a n  hand, and mone days when 
l o v e  was sh aned  than  q u e s t i o n e d .

I ( e e l  h u n t ,  d a n l ln g ,  b ec a u se  o (  a l l  t h e  
people . I n  t h i s  w on ld I e x p e c t e d  u n den s tan d ln g  (nom,
■Lt was my l e s b i a n  s  i s  t e n s . T h is  I n  no way i s  t o  s a y  
t h a t  I (e .e l  a l l .  lesbi.ai-ts s h o u ld  l i v e  I n  a c o n t n a c t -  
ual. monogamous n e l a t l o m h l p ,  b u t  s i m p l y  t o  s a y , I 
know' w h a t  wonizs (on  me, and I h a v e n ' t  as  y e t  s e e n  
any o th e n  k in d  wonklng as w e l l  (on i t s  p a n t i c i p a n t s .
I l o v e  you ven y  much, my S a sh a ,  and am so  so n n y ,  dan-  
t i n g ,  b u t  as  (an  as  I am con cen n ed , you  w i l l ,  have  t o  
nemaln an o p p n e s s e d ,  u n l lb e .n a te d ,  happy pan tnen  I n  
oun n e l a t l c n s h l p . _

A lw a y s ,
f-\any.
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RADCLYFFE HALL AT THE WELL OF LONELINESS: 
Charles Scribner’s Sons, $7.95

A SAPPHIC CHRONICLE by Lovat Dickson,

Radclyffe Hall's life should provide a wealth of material for any bioorapher. Aban
doned before birth by her father whom she was to see only twice in her lifetime; in
heritor of a substantial fortune which granted her independence when she was 18; 
fascinated with, and involved in, years of psychical experience; the first author 
to publish an explicit and sympathetic novel on lesbianism; the focus of two notor
ious lawsuits, one against Fox-Pitt for defamation of her name and character, the 
other the infamous obscenity trial over THE WELL OF LONELINESS; the friend of such 
brilliant and eccentric women as Romaine Brooks and Natalie Barney; the lover for 
many years of one of the most well-known and interestina beauties of the time,
Mabel Batten; and the devoted lover for 28 years to the striking Lady Una Troub- 
ridge. Those of us -- and we are myriad —  who read THE WELL OF LONELINESS as part 
of our individual process of self-discovery could not help but wonder about the 
author and the life she lived. Unfortunately, the only slaking of our curiosity 
was to be found in Lady Troubridge's reticent and highly unsatisfactory THE LIFE 
AND DEATH OF RADCLYFFE HALL (Hammond & Hammond, 1961) and the more recent, but 
cursory, discussion in Jane Rule's LESBIAN IMAGES (Doubleday & Co, Inc., 1975). The 
real biography remained to be written. And despite the publication of Lovat Dick
son's book, it still remains to be written.

There are so many ways in which this book must be faulted, not the least of which

is its dullness. How any biographer could treat such a life as Hall's with lack
luster tedium is a puzzle. Even the tension of the obscenity trial is reduced to 
dry, factual recounting. And how two such complex women as Una and Radclyffe could 
emerge as paperdoll cut-outs of butch/femme, sadist/masochist is insupportable.
That Dickson had access to a rich store of materials, including hundreds of letters, 
many interviews with Una and 19 volumes of her diaries and still apparently had 
little comprehension of the lives these women lived is a clue to the sterility of 
this book. Because he does not really like his characters and because he himself 
has an aversion to homosexuality, the biography suffers by being condescending, 
judgmental and insulting to lesbians. One could perhaps put up with that if at 
least Dickson had provided us with abundant first-hand material about Radclyffe 
and Una. Yet, despite access to the diaries, he gives us merely snippets of Una's 
interpretation of events, and he provides a surfeit of his own skewed judgments.

Dickson sets the tone in the first line of the "Foreword" when he refers to Hall's 
"deviant nature." Attempting to excuse his employment of "what [some readers] may 
suspect to be a pejorative tone taken towards the sexual acts of the past," he ex
plains that he is simply reflecting the attitudes of the 1920's and 1930's, the 
time scheme of most of this biography. Consequently, throughout the book he freely 
uses such offensive phrases as "warped nature," "deprived abnormal," "psychopathic 
mind," "predatory lesbian," and "they were all at least a little mentally deranged. 
Assuming that lesbianism "is a symptom of the disturbed psyche," he attributes to 
it such diverse manifestations as destructive egotism, exhibitionism, hysterical 
giddiness, and chronic hypochondria. This from an author who purports to.be sym
pathetic toward Una and Radclyffe! Despite his protestations of compassion, it is 
unceasingly clear that he considers lesbianism a mental aberration which the fasti
dious mind cannot tolerate. One can almost imagine him typing the manuscript with 
white gloves on his carefully manicured hands and a clothespin on his nose.

Dickson's total misunderstanding of lesbianism (this book piously perpetuates the 
most vicious of Sapphic stereotypes) is illustrated repeatedly,"as when he empha
sizes that there is an unhealthy streak of sadism in such sexuality, "the sadistic 
expression of the abnormality of its character" being "almost a necessary orelimin- 
ary to the thunderclap of its fulfillment." This sadism extended, he believes, to 
the mistreatment of Una's only child, Andrea, whom Radclyffe alienated from the 
mother by the imposition of sadistic and capricious punishments. Sadism, sexual 
frenzy and child abuse are inextricably linked with this lesbian union in his mind. 
Such lurid thinking gives rise, as is exemplified by the passage cited above, to an 
equally lurid prose style. The reader often has the strange feeling she has stum
bled onto the pages of Lavender True Confessions rather than a scholarly biography 
of Radclyffe Hall.

In the logic of Dickson's mind, not only is lesbian love mentally unhealthy, but it 
must be physically unhealthy. That the following sentence could have been written 
in this day and age is incredible: ". . . it is clear that the sexual practices of
lesbianism induced some gynaecological woes of an unhappy kind for which the medical 
treatment can be protracted and painful." There is nothing in lesbian lovemaking 
that would provoke such serious physical repercussions. What strange dark perver
sions did he imagine took place? It is highly likely, in actual fact, that Una's 
gynaecological difficulties were caused by, as she told her friends, her husband's 
infecting her with syphilis. Expectedly, Dickson dismisses this story as merely 
the lying and guilty self-defense of an unfaithful wife. Yet he himself unwittingly 
presents enough evidence, including her emergency and nearly fatal hysterectomy, to 
support Una's assertions that her physical pains were not due to the vigors of per
verse lovemaking, but to the ravages of male-inflicted venereal disease.

Continuing in his condemnatory fashion, Dickson several times stresses the superior
ity of heterosexual to homosexual love. Such sermonizing has no place in any objec
tive biography of a lesbian life, but it does, of course, reassure the reader that



the author is not to be conjoined with the "abnormal." In his judgment, the most 
serious charge that can be leveled against Sapphic love is that it is barren. While 
heterosexual love produces children, "In homosexual unions there is nothing." And, 
he adds, "abnormal love is . . . the dry aftertaste of passionate love when it can
not create, when it is sterile." Interestingly enough, his argument is predicated 
upon the premise that passion wanes very early in heterosexual unions, thus creating 
the need for children to bind and sanctify the relationship. The fact that the act 
of women loving women does not produce offspring and yet that passion and intensity 
may remain between two women for a lifetime, as in Una and Radclyffe's case, should 
be a self-contained rebuttal of Dickson's argument.

In other instances of hopelessly heterosexual bias, Dickson insists on gratuitously 
defending the males in the book. Several times he refers to the "manly vigor" of 
Una's husband. Admiral Troubridge, 25 years older than his young wife, and he tells 
us that prior to meeting Radclyffe, Una had been seeking help for sexual maladjust
ment. Clearly, none of this difficulty was due to any lack on the husband's part, 
for the author assures us that "Troubridge was an extremely handsome man" who "ex
uded male vitality." Unfortunately, Troubridge's picture belies this description, 
revealing as it does a lantern-jawed, pot-bellied, oafish fellow whose shoes are 
curled up at the toes. Among the men whose manly reputations Dickson feels called 
upon to protect are not only the deserted husband but an Italian jeweler who has 
been insultingly rude to Una. His actions, Dickson explains, are pardonable because 
the two lesbians must have been "an affront to the virility of the jeweler."

It should also be pointed out that, on the slightest pretext, the author leaves the 
contaminating story of Una and Radclyffe to digress for pages on such peripheral 
topics as the history of hypnotism in the twentieth century, the Goeben affair (a 
notorious sea-battle in which Admiral Troubridge was involved), and the origins of 
the family name of Fox-Pitt. It is as if, uncomfortable with the main narrative, 
he can barely wait for an excuse to discuss something tangential. One only wishes 
that those pages had instead been devoted to chronicling in more intimate fashion 
the central love story.

One cannot help but contrast the censorious tone of this book with the recent and 
far more favorably disposed study of male homosexuality during roughly the same era 
in English history, Martin Green's CHILDREN OF THE SUN (Basic Books, 1975). That 
old debbil double standard is forever at work: lesbian love is sterile, abnormal
and unhealthy, whereas male homosexuality gives rise, if we are to believe Green 
and his reviewers, to abundant artistic creativity, to new aesthetics in life and 
art, and to new complexities of human emotion.

This biography of Radclyffe Hall, which could have been filled with insights into 
the long-lived union between two intelligent and brave women, is instead a contemp
tuous and barely veiled tract against lesbianism. That 'Dickson espouses sympathy 
for women loving women makes this book even more of a hypocritical affront. If, 
after reading this review, you still care to read the biography, get it from the 
library. The book's content is not worth the $7.95 price.

-- Reviewed by JUDITH TROVA

forced to live under in medieval times. Such knowledge is essential for anyone who 
wants a grasp on women's history in the West.

THE WOMEN TROUBADOURS, by Meg Bogin, Paddington Press Ltd, 1976.

It seems there were some twenty, at least, of those romantic figures known as trouba
dours who were women. As women in 12th and 13th century Europe were looked upon as 
mere chattels, especially among the upper classes where they were used as pawns to 
create alliances, Bogin has had to work very hard to compile the meagre facts and specu
lations of these women's lives; often records of births were kept only for males, and 
women were mentioned rarely, usually in connection with a man's name, as his wife or 
lover. Even for those not interested in troubadour poetry, Bogin makes this book en
joyable and informative, giving brief caustic sketches of the conditions women were

We are also given very plausible and fascinating reasons for the brief flourishing of 
poetic talent and expression among women of the small area known as Occitania. Bogin 
gives an outline of the facts which led me to make speculations of my own, always the 
sign of a worthwhile book, for me.

I must admit that I did not like her translations -- they do not seem to be particularly 
literal, and I prefer my translations to correspond exactly to the words of the original 
text. The only excuse for a different type of translation is the usually futile attempt 
to capture the "flavor" of the original, and here, I'm afraid, the author, like so many 
before her, has failed. The originals are graceful, musical pieces; the translations 
are just boring. I think a more faithful treatment would have conveyed some of that 
music and color better than the peculiar handling Bogin has chosen, aside from being of 
more help to the reader. (One line, on page 145, is translated so erratically that I 
can only believe the printer transposed it from a line above.)

But the fascination of the book lies in the sparse stories of these women's lives, in 
the description of their culture, in the mystery surrounding them, and in the fact that 
they ever existed at all. Of particular interest is the miraculous survival of one 
lyric that is a passionate love-song written by Bieiris de Romans to another woman.
All in all, Bogin is an interesting and enthusiastic writer, willing and able to share 
the results of her long, difficult research. I recommend this book to anyone inte
rested in almost any aspect of women's history and accomplishments.

FOUR STORIES by Ingmar Bergman (The Touch, Cries and Whispers, The Hour of the Wolf, 
and The Passion of Anna), Doubleday Anchor Press Original, 1976, 168 pp, $7.95 hard.

This book offers the stories that Bergman writes and distributes to those involved in 
the making of his films, stories out of which the films then grow and develop. They 
are not short stories, nor are they quite screenplays. They do not, for me, offer 
the "extraordinary insight" into Bergman's films promised on the flyleaf -- that is 
something that can be done only by the films themselves. Still, they are interesting.

The four stories presented are "The Touch," "Cries and VJhispers," "The Hour of the 
Wolf" and "The Passion of Anna." I don't know quite what to say here; it's absurd to 
pretend that a film can be comprehended by the printed page, and in this case we 
aren't even given action and dialogue that completely correspond to the finished films. 
Bergman's art form i_s_ the film, and it is in the process of creating art that the
artist revises and corrects. Since Bergman, particularly,is known for a sort of con
trolled improvisation in the actual shooting situation, we can't expect these stories 

„ written before the filming to be accurate transcriptions of the finished works. So
they should not be used as sources of quotes or reliable reference. And Bergman on
Bergman, despite the fumblingly insensitive interviewing, has more to tell us about 

^ Bergman's concepts. Perhaps Four Stories serves the same purpose as the publication 
of artists' notebooks and first drafts -- a form of biographical documentation.

In my opinion Bergman has made the most interesting films about women to date, for the 
simple reason that they are not "about women" but are, instead, about people who, 
almost arbitrarily, happen to be women. This is a point male analysts have been in

, capable of grasping, which has led to many silly statements about the "meaning" of 
I the female characters. That they are female and yet profoundly and individually 
I  characterized, without particular reference to children or sexuality, must "mean" 

something! It does, indeed, but not in a way they will ever understand.

Bergman marks a turning point in film, in art, in history. Women of the future will 
appreciate any available information on his methods, and the publication of Four 
Stories should be of help to them.

-- Reviewed by Mog Duff.



DIARY, by The Hartford Commune, P. 0. Box 185, Seattle, WA98111 , 20 pp, 75ii

This is a booklet exposing sexism in the male-dominated Left through pictures and 
brief commentary, apparently by women who have been heavily involved in past Leftist 
activities. The author(s) is/are not identified by name, and there is no indication 
who comprises the "Hartford Commune," but many of the quotes are easily recognizable 
as authentic, and the juxtaposing of quotes and other commentary with pictures is 
very effective. Some of the pictures are priceless in themselves, for what they 
communicate about the male self-image. The booklet is printed beautifully on good 
quality paper.

25 YEARS OF MALCONTENT by Stephanie Byrd, 25 pp saddle-stitched, $2.00 
STRIATIONS by George-Therese Dickenson, 74 pp perfect-bound, $3.00

I received these two poetry books for review from GOOD GAY POETS, but my momma .
taught me that if I couldn't say something nice, not to say anything at all.
They're just not my cup of tea. However, tastes vary, and YOU might like them.
Might as well get copies anyway because your tax dollars helped to pay for them, ^
through the National Endowment for the Arts -- while we were slaving away on 
our own to get a magazine started, the U.S. Government in 1975 allocated $164 
MILLION of our money to subsidize the efforts of others, according to EGO maga
zine (January 1976). But take heart! If you want to get in on the take, GOOD 
GAY POETS is seeking manuscripts from women poets until April 1, 1977. Their 
address is: Box 277, Astor Station, Boston, Massachusetts 02123. Remember, 
though: What the Government finances, the Government controls. —  Rosalie Nichols
A SUMMER OF THE HEART by Rochelle Holt, Ragnarök Press, 1977, limited edition $1.50 
NIGHT RAINED HER, Poems by Isel Rivero, Ragnarök Press, 1976, limited edition $7.50 
YELLOW PEARS, SMOOTH AS SILK by Rochelle Holt, 45 rpm Recording from Ragnarök $2.00

Two lovely letterpress editions of poetry produced by Ragnarök Press have now been 
followed by a 45-rpm recording of YELLOW PEARS, SMOOTH AS SILK -- these six prose 
poems were printed as a book in 1975 and quickly went out of print. Now Rochelle 
Holt has recorded them on a 45 available for $2.00. Order from Ragnarök Press,
1719 - 13th Avenue, South, Birmingham, Alabama 35205.
FROM THE CLOSET TO THE COURTS by Ruth Simpson, Penguin Books, 1977, 180 pp, $2.25.
"A firsthand report on what it means to be a lesbian today. . . Ruth Simpson exposes 
not only the persecution of homosexual women but also the mechanism of persecution 
as it works against other minorities as well. . ." (from the jacket).t
PEOPLE SPACE by Norman Ashcraft and Albert E. Scheflen, Anchor Doubleday, 1976, 200 
pages, $2.50. "The Making and Breaking of Human Boundaries. . .Most of us use space 
unconsciously, yet it exerts a powerful influence over our lives. . ." (from the jacket)

FROM 0£OIPUS TO MOSES by Marthe Robert, Anchor Doubleday, 1976, 240 pp, $2.95.
"Freud's Jewish Identity. . .Freud's private correspondence and personal dream analy
sis reveal an intense family drama, with Freud caught between the Jewish legacy of 
his father and the scientific, secular, and Christian cultures of late 19th Century 
Vienna. . ." (from the jacket).

INTRO 8: THE LIAR'S CRAFT by George Garrett, ed.. Anchor Doubleday, 1977, 288 pp, $3.95. 
". . .the latest in a series of annual anthologies which present the finest fiction and 
poetry written by members of the Associated Writing Programs throughout the country..."

LABOR & DELIVERY by Constance A. Bean, Doubleday, 1977, 202 pp, $7.95 hardbound.
". . .the experienced labor coach and natural childbirth instructor takes a more per
sonal, firsthand look at the options available to childbearing women today. . ."

NOTE: Book reviews published in LESBIAN VOICES cere the opinion of the individual
reviewer and do not necessarily reflect the views of the Editor or constitute an 

^0  endorsement by this magazine.

There are two good techniques for consciously altering existing formal language. One, 
which I'll call reolacement, involves conscious, persistent use of a word that embodies 
the positive attitudes we want emphasized, together with deliberate avoidance of the 
word we wish to oust from the vocabulary. A good example is the replacement of the 
words "lady" and "girl" by the word "woman." The second technique is to embrace the 
word that has been burdened with negative implications and begin to use it in a positive 
way -- the word is inverted, the tables of verbal attack are turned, what is supposed 
to be a source of shame is identified as the source of pride. The word "woman" is a 
good example of this inversion, too: the subtle defiance of saying "woman" instead of
"lady" or "girl" comes from the faint aura of sexuality —  female, hence illicit, sexu
ality -- that has been attached to the word "woman." In too many cases, the difference 
between a woman and a girl is defined as the difference in their (hetero)sexua$ experi
ence. Woman of the streets, loose woman; who ever heard of a loose lady? The faint 
whimsy of te'rms like "ladies of easy virtue" comes from the juxtaposition of sexuality 
with the word "ladies," which means . connotatively, asexual, submissive ("polite"), 
harmless and, not at all incidentaTly, upper class. [That "lady" is secretly known by 
both men and women to be a belittling term is shown by the instinctive use made of it 
by men to convey contempt, as "the ladies want liberty" (you don't need to hear the 
tone of voice, do you?) and women's instant recognition of the hostile intent in the 
phrase.] Think about what it means that the basic English word that defines you is not 
quite polite! When we assert that we are women, not ladies, riot girls, we are assert
ing that we are adult female persons, with adult female sexuality as well as other 
adult characteristics, and we are saying, "That's good!" In redefining ourselves by 
redefining our words, we are taking back power over our self-images. Because of this 
"taking back," I call this technique repossession.

Both techniques are good. I find an immediacy and rightness in the repossession of a 
word that's sometimes lacking in mere replacement. When a word is repossessed, it usu
ally means someone has gone to the heart of the matter, often by intuition (i.e. light
ning calculation). The most beautiful example of the last decade was the repossession 
of the word "black." Most of us remember when it was considered ill-bred to use the 
word "black" in reference to a person, because it imolied that one was, er, well -
dark-skinned —  which meant inferior. The Black Power movement could not exist until



the doublethink of this "courtesy" was untangled and the word "black" dynamically re
possessed. The word was crucial because color, as an excuse for oppression, had been 
made central to black identity.
In the same way, gender has been made central to women's identity, and this decade's 
crucial word is "woman." Is it coincidence that in both cases the word subverted into 
gaucherie is the very name of the group? Certainly not. It's important to realize 
that the word u  the concept, and it was the female identity men feared that was sup
pressed along wi"th the word "woman." This is why repossession of a key word is at 
once the most elegant and the most powerful means of altering consciousness with lan
guage. As the word turns inside out in the mind of the user, it starts to null aware
ness with it. Find the right word and you have found the revolution.

LV readers shouldn't have to rack their brains to identify one group that recently 
repossessed its very lovely name, which had almost been subverted into a "dirty" word. 
Many gay women go through a period of not liking the word "lesbian," because their only 
associations to it have been negative.

The technique of repossession can be used to disarm words that definitely are, in modern 
language, derogatory. The word as insult is recognized as a weapon that is to be re
moved from the control of the wielder. A good example of this disarming technique is 
the present use by some women of the word "dyke." The complete and sudden reversal of 
the good-bad orientation of such words is likely to give rise to such arguments as "but 
we shouldn't use insults to describe ourselves." But it is important to realize that 
many such words have no other meaning, in modern usage, than that one derogatory defi
nition. If dyke means only lesbian, and nothing else, and yet is allowed to be defined 
as bad, insulting, then we end up admitting that there is in fact something insulting 
about being called a lesbian! This is not to say that the word cannot still be used 
as an insult -- any word can be, particularly words referring to women, you'll notice 
-- but that is no reason to allow it to be defined as an insult. "Dyke" can be con
trasted with the word "queer," which definitely does have other, more basic, English 
meanings, generally negative, and for that reason can never be fully disarmed but 
only, let us say, defused.
We've moved into the area of slang now, and you'll notice how the energy potential of 
the words I use as examples has risen! Not all slang is as highly-charged as the 
words used as insults, of course; and yet —  do you notice that certain 'zing' to the 
word "dyke" that's lacking in "lesbian"?

For simplicity's sake I'm going to say there are two ways new slang is created. One 
is just that —  creation. Certain words are just made up, or transported, in isola
tion, from foreign languages. Dyke, for instance. Who knows where it came from, yet 
everyone knows what it means. It appears to have no relation to any word in the Eng
lish language, the dikes in Holland notwithstanding.

Most slang, though consists of words already existing in everyday language, but trans
formed. The new meaning may be tangential to the old ("pig"), diametrically opposed 
to it ("bad," meaning "good") or seem to have only the most tenuous connection.

In both forms slang is creative and immediate; it is the poetry of everyday speech.

This is why we need our own slang. No one wants to speak formally all the time; one 
reason it is so hard for many women to give up words like "chick" is that these words 
fill a real need, the need for a word less formal than "woman." But there _î  no good 
slang substitute that expresses a positive attitude toward women, that emphasizes 
strength or power of any sort. So, feeling that need for a short word with an infor
mal flavor, they continue to use the slang oriented around cuteness, helplessness, or 
worse.

Many of us also continue to use such terms as "son of a bitch" and "bastard." It is 
amazing to realize that nearly all such terms applied to males actually refer to the

marital status or behavior of the male's mother, rather than to any specific character 
quality of the man himself. (I have found this to be true of other languages as well.) 
The use of these terms should be avoided if we are to re-form our language around 
belief in a woman's right to define her sexuality and control her body without refer
ence to her relationship to a man. But one will occasionally need terms of round 
abuse (particularly when driving), just as one needs terms of praise. My suggestion 
is that we begin now to be aware of the language possibilities of the women's move
ment as they can be applied to slang.

I'm reluctant to advocate the deliberate invention of slang, since spontaneity is the 
key to its effectiveness. What I would hope for is a more creative awareness, a 
greater readiness to adopt and communicate those words that come into use in small 
groups or between lovers; I would like to see women writing to feminist publications 
to share the good words they have discovered; I would like to see those publications 
going out of their way to use and popularize those words.

Some thoughts on the context of this new slang: abuse could be oriented more around
things w  really despise -- such as the rapist mentality, war, sexism in all its 
manifestations. We can use things we like about ourselves to refer to women and 
women's activities. General terms can be altered so as to refer to women: some
friends started using "titsy" to replace "cocky" -- it's startlingly close to the 
original in tone: it has a swagger to it. (I personally feel that words for female
body-parts should be repossessed immediately. Those with ugly, trivializing basic 
meanings, e.q. snatch, boob, can be discarded without tears; but ancient words like 
"tit," v;hich means only nipple or breast, or "cunt," which means only female genitalia: 
\ie must not label "dirty." Their denotative, or basic, meanings are clear; their con
notative meanings, the nuances and associations they contain for us, will be deter
mined by usage and attitude -- ours, for once! It occurs to me here that these words,
and, to a lesser extent, their formal counterparts, have lately been entirely the 
property of men; "good" women in recent generations weren't even supposed to know 
them. Linguists say that what you cannot name you cannot think about. Interesting... 
But let me extricate myself, if I can, from this parenthesis -- )

-- only to find that I have little left to say. I hope women will start thinking 
about feminist slang; I hope we can get less clunky words for "masturbate," "menstru
ate," etc.; I hope we can shorten our rhetoric (it's no coincidence that the media 
pounced on "male chauvinist" and ignored the simpler, sterner term "sexist"; it's 
easier to ridicule long words) and heighten our impact.

More than anything else I'd like to see us have a lot of fun rediscovering and renam
ing ourselves and our world. .O.

[Editorial Note; I like your article, Mog, and appreciate what you are trying to 
say, so I didn't want to edit anything out -- BUT do you really think words like 
"tit" and "cunt" can be, or should be, rescued from the male pornographic vernacu
lar? "Breast" is so much more euphonious than "tit." And as for "cunt," can you 
really imagine someday feeling complimented if I run into you on the street and 
say, "Well, hi, Mog, you beautiful cunt! How ya been?" ??? -- Rosalie Nichols.]

LESLIE VAN HOUTEN PUTS MANSON INTO PERSPECTIVE

"I really don't think he has much power. His power was in us women and without that 
he isn't much of anything. . .since he has been in prison, I don't know of anyone 
proclaiming him anything other than a man who is doing time."

Quoted in S.F. Chronicle, 2-17-77



by Nancy Manaban
The first time I saw her was in the first grade. A slight, black-haired child 

with translucent skin, she stood with her thin hand in the teacher's, an outsider 
being introduced to thirty children who had spent kindergarten together. Since she 
was a February baby, she should have been in the class behind us, but she had already 
attended country school, and her parents had persuaded the principal that she could 
keep up with the work. We soon learned that it was the rest of us who would be keep
ing up.

I remember my humiliation after our first art class during which Miss Tresmer had • 
instructed us to draw a home, I labored over my square wood frame house, awkwardly 
coloring in window boxes and standing a child's tree at either end of the building.
When I finished, I looked over at Diane's paper. There, in realistic detail, was a 
scene from an Indian village: a large ornate tepee, squaws cleaning hides, jerky
drying on racks, a dog lounging in the sun. It was my first encounter with a sophis
tication so much greater than my own. Whatever notions I might have had of possessing 
any artistic talent died during that glance, and for the next twenty years that damn 
tepee rose up to haunt me whenever I picked up a crayon or pencil. It was only 
recently that I began to draw again, mentally shouting at the invisible Diane beside 
me, "I don't care about*your tepee or your jerky. Let me draw in peace!"

The last time I saw Diane was seven years ago at our five-year high school 
reunion. She was slim, poised and, in that pinched-nosed aristocratic way of hers, 
beautiful. She was married and was working in a program for drug rehabilitation in 
Philadelphia. Her title was impressive, and her job exposed her to a harsh reality 
of which I was ignorant. What equally impressive facts could I tell her about my 
graduate seminars on Chaucer and The Faerie Queene? I loved my seminars, but somehow 
her life seemed more real.

It was after the reunion that I began to dream of her every two or three months. 
The first dream depicted the beginning of a crush. Gradually, over the next four 
years, the dreams were of a more intense attraction: the electric jolt to my stomach 
when she appeared, the need to be near her in a group, the pleasure of hearing her 
talk, our covert glances at each other, finding ourselves alone together in dream 
after dream until finally, three years ago, we kissed. Several months after that we 
managed to say that we loved each other, and much later we were able to get into a 
bed together. I am still waiting for the dream in which we are not interrupted while 
making love.

Why do I dream of Diane? She had never been an especially close friend; I had 
never felt attracted to her. I was sometimes scornful of her, particularly when she 
would wail as we walked into our social studies classroom, "I haven't studied at all;
I just know I'll flunk this test." I knew very well she had memorized which states 
produced wheat and which flax, and that she would get an A as usual.

On the other hand, I did feel some sort of affinity for her. Perhaps it was 
simply that we were the only two in our class who wore braces on our teeth. I mar
velled at the bravery with which she played her French horn, the thin wires cutting 
into her lips. The larger mouthpiece of my cornet seemed less brutal; at any rate,
I never wiped blood off mine at the end of a piece like Diane, with an air of careless 
contempt for pain. (Finally, seeing that I was never going to win the pain-bearing 
contest, I switched to the snare drum.)

Diane also shared my interest in horses. Well, not exactly shared. We occasion
ally rode together, but whereas I was afflicted with a typical adolescent passion for

all things horsey, Diane liked to poke fun at her big white gelding. And while I was 
absorbed in the Black Stallion series and My Friend Flicka, Diane read classics like 
Babbitt. Her mockery afforded me a secret wicked delight. Who else would name her 
steed Icabod Mudd, and then add insult to irreverence by calling him Icky?

It may have been precisely this streak of cynicism which I found appealing. She 
never seemed to entirely belong to our midwestern small town world. I felt that some
times (before the social studies test, for instance), she was playing a part she didn't 
really believe in, but could play well.

Did her cynical detachment stem from her unique entrance into the first grade, 
which made her, at that socially crucial time, "different"? Or did it come from the 
half year she had spent in bed with rheumatic fever during the sixth grade? The rest 
of us sixth graders sent get well cards, made during art class, and in February we 
were allowed to pay a birthday visit. We crowded awkwardly around her bed, trying to 
make cheerful conversation while gawking at the pale girl. She looked even more 
ghostly, and romantic than usual, her hands passive on the coverlet, her skin tight 
across her cheek bones, her thin lips a strange bluish hue. She was, in the grownups' 
words, "seriously ill." To my mind, she was "fighting for her life."

When she finally returned to school, recovered (except, we were told, for some 
permanent damage to her heart), an aura of specialness clung to her. She had had a 
brush with death. She was set apart. Even when, years later, she rode down Main 
Street in a convertible as homecoming queen, part of her seemed amused as she dutifully 
waved to the crowds on either side.

Four years after high school, Diane and I arranged to meet at her college one 
evening when Robert McAffee Brown was speaking there. Since he had been instrumental 
in my decision a few months earlier to leave the convent, I had a special affection 
for him. I was feeling strangely at sea after my own brush with death: the emotional 
death that continuing in religious life would have meant for me. I looked forward to 
seeing Diane, hoping to make contact with someone who had known me before the convent 
and who might be able to accept my confused post-convent self. But she was full of 
her own pursuits: the college seminar for which she would have to miss Dr. Brown's 
talk, the handsome fiance to whose company she left me for the evening, her involve
ment in campus politics.

I learned, in the few minutes we had to talk, that she was majoring in political 
science. "What do you do with it?" I asked, not knowing enough about politics to 
think of a more probing question. "I don't know what I'll DO with it," she replied.
"I just find it fascinating." I felt as though she had said she loved Plato after I 
had turned back at the sign post which read KNOW THYSELF. I was grateful for the 
presence of her less intimidating fiance. But I was jealous of their good looks, of 
their ease with each other, of their aura of success. I felt sure that they would 
never suffer from identity crises, would never be troubled by strange inexplicable 
dreams.

Not that I have been much troubled by my dreams of Diane', although I have found 
them puzzling and would have welcomed an explanation. When we were five or six months 
into the kiss phase, I read Karen Feinberg's lovely story, "The Sender of Dreams" in 
Amazon Quarterl.y. The main character sends erotic dreams to a woman with whom she has 
fallen in love, not knowing how else to reach her. I wondered if Diane had the power 
to send dreams. Did she think perhaps she was a lesbian and didn't know whom else to 
contact except the one woman from our high school class who was still unmarried? Did 
she know she was a lesbian, and did she want to get together to talk about our shared 
experiences? Finally, needing an answer to these questions, I wrote to her, mention
ing casually that I had been dreaming about her. I said I would be interested in hear
ing about her life if she cared to write. I waited a long time for her answer. It 
never came.



fl CQUIilTEfi-LETTEH TQ fl DVKE
B. Stephens

"Still, there is a movement in our society toward individuals looking more 
closely at what they're doing here and why.

"That's all fine, but companies still expect rising managers to be in tune with 
corporate goals. They've got to believe in the business system and what the corpora
tion stands for. Their objectives and the corporation's objectives must be close 
together, and the corporation's objective is to make money."

-- Sundancer
Hughes Airwest in FLIGHT Magazine

Dear Ms. Dyke,
Now that homophiles are entering the business and financial fields in large 

numbers, we of Laissez Faire Incorporated are conducting a ooll on the suitability 
of this new influx for our enterprise. Please answer simply and concisely the 
choices, (a) and (b).

SELF REPORT

1 .

2 .

In your spare time, would you
(a) Study the WALL STREET JOURNAL, or
(b) Read classics, such as THE WELL OF LONELINESS

Would you agree that
(a) Heterosexual acts are enjoyable
(b) Heterosexual acts are repulsive.

OPINION QUESTION —  DEGREE OF CONSERVATISM

3. Sex should be limited to marriage and procreation
(a) Yes
(b) No

4. Communities should tie set up for surveillance to discourage fornication, adultery, 
and non-procreative sex.

(a) Yes
(b) No

5. The company has the right to fire and blacklist any person who is not marriageable 
material, or otherwise different.

(a) Yes
(b) No

6. The worker's home life is the concern of the company.
(a) Yes
(b) No

7. The worker should be encouraged to spend Sundays and holidays working overtime 
for the company.

(a) Yes
(b) No

8. Who helped mankind the most?
(a) Rockefeller
(b) Mozart

LIFESTYLE QUESTIONS

9. The most reliable, dependable and stable type of employee is:
(a) The unimaginative, pedestrian conformist
(b) The artistic creative type, mercurial in action and temperament.

10. When the company organizes a bowling team, would you:
(a) Prefer to go bowling on your boss's orders
(b) Prefer instead to read a book, paint a masterpiece, or strum a guitar.

11. When your workload lessens, and you have time to think, do you:
(a) Think about your work and ways to earn a promotion
(b) Think about the woman you love and wish to come home to.

12. When you are at home, do you:
(a) Do extra paperwork for the company
(b) Help your sweetheart with the housework.

13. When you have a weekend off, would you:
(a) Return to the plant to volunteer more work for the company
(b) Take your loved one on a trip to the beach or the mountains.

Should your answers have been affirmative on the (a) choices, we welcome you to our 
firm as exceptional executive material.

If, on the other hand, the answers have been (b), we advise you to go elsewhere for 
a livelihood. You might be hippy-happy beatniks, or fruity-arty Bohemians —  but 
capitalist material, never!

Yours sincerely,

A. B. Babbitt
Laissez Faire Enterprises

(My debt to THE ORGANIZATION MAN by William H. Whyte, Simon Schuster, 1956, which 
formed the base for my material. See chapters 14, 15, and 15, pp 171-217.

—  Barbara Stephens)

FOOTNOTE TO QUESTIONNAIRE

Tyranny runs in many forms and institutions. Governments have no monopoly on 
totalitarianism; large corporations and many cults and religions are equally oppres
sive.

The basic question is, should ERA and a homosexual equal riohts platform apply 
to:

(a) Governmental positions only
(b) Civil service positions only - including the teaching profession, 

police and fire departments, and the U.S. Army
(c) Employment by private business firms only
(d) Employment by cooperatives only
(e) The law should apply for ALL of these, with no exception.

I feel that any exception is merely a mandate to public or private bigotry, and 
an alignment with the enemy.

Years ago, the conservative, Peter Drucker, wrote an article in HARPER'S 
magazine on the trials of American business executives. He cited an instance 
wherein a Chairman of the Board suggested that junior executives introduce him to 
their fiancees, so that he could approve or disapprove of them, and even forced 
disengagement in the case the prospective company wives didn't fit in. One youno 
man muttered, "This is impractical." But no one had the outs to say, "This is



outrageous!"

Back in the 1950's, an officer in my company suggested psycholooical testinn 
and lie detector screening for all of the senior and junior executives. The cor
porate body rose in an instant revolt: "No way!"

I recall the humiliation of a City of Oakland civil service examination, where
in I was asked all sorts of personal questions, irrelevant to the job or my perform
ance. I was rejected because they felt that intellectual, artistic or creative types 
would not fit in with the pedestrian personalities they wanted.

As I see it, these types of oral or written quizzes should not be allowed, for 
the civil service, or the army, or for private enterprise. I'll be hapoy when Field 
Marshall Ed Davis has to accept a police force that's 99-9/10% gay!
[Editor's Note: Yes, and when Ed Davis comes applying to uĵ  for emplo.yment, are we
not then also going to be forced to disregard his gender, "his heterosexual chauvin
ism, his homophobia, and his obnoxious personality and hire him to help write, edit, 
and print LESBIAN VOICES at MS. ATLAS PRESS?!?! Remember, "Sauce for the Gander May 
Cook Your Goose!" —  Rosalie Nichols]

Tw(fdlr-0(r
"Mr. Carter has gone on record as favoring an amendment to the 1964 Civil 
Rights Bill which 'prohibits discrimination on account of homosexuality' as 
proposed in legislation introduced by the radical, leftist Congresswoman from 
New York, Bella Abzug.. . . Homosexuality, lesbianism and other forms of oer
version are acts of sin and should be considered completely unacceptable to 
a Christian. There are many Scripture texts condemning it. For instance, 
Leviticus 18:22 tells us 'Thou shalt not lie with mankind as with womankind: 
it is abomination.' Instead of trying to make homosexuality acceptable to 
society, we should be telling then, as in Corinthians '6:9, that they are 
'abusers of themselves with mankind' who shall not 'inherit the kingdom of God.' 
The homosexual, as other sinners, needs to repent, turn away from their sin 
and believe on the Lord as the One who died in their place for their sin. . .
Mr. Carter favors the Equal Rights Amendment, a program sponsored and under
written by lesbians and others who have formed an oroanizatlon calling itself 
N.O.'if. . . .whose founder is the revolutionary, radical [!] leader Betty 
Friedan, supporting (1) The 'rights' of lesbians and homosexuals; (2) Elimi
nation of women's exemption from any draft; (3) Sex education in public schools; 
(4) Government-financed child care centers; (5) Government-funded abortion, 
sterilization, contraception cn demand and abortion counselinn in schools."

Tuur;dk-Olini --from TflE CROSS AND THE FLAG, Oct 76
"President Carter said yesterday that he is revising his economic stimulus 
proposal so that it doesn't benefit persons 'living in sin.'. . .Carter chuckled 
as he spoke: 'The questioner pointed out that recently I have given advice 
against living in sin and the point was made that the present tax law encourages 
such— I started to say extracurricular activities but I guess I better not— and 
that's a fact. . .So we've changed the proposal now, and v;e're giving a S2100 
standard deduction. . .to single people, S3000 to married people so that we won't 

^aggravate that encouragement not to be married.' Carter also said he 
would like to remove the Social Security regulations and others 

that encourage the breaking up of families." S.F.CHRON 2/77

0CAPITALISM
VS.

by Johnie Staggs
Capitalism and socialism are terms describing two different, and opposing, systems 

of economics. Capitalism is defined as: An economia system aharaoterized by freedom
of the market with private and corporate ownership of the means of production and dis
tribution that are operated for profit. (1) Socialism is defined as: Public collec
tive ownership or control of the basic means of production, distribution, and exchange, 
with the avowed aim of operating for use rather than for profit and of assuring to 
each member of society an equitable share of goods, services and welfare benefits. (2)

These terms, while they can be clearly defined as above, have powerful positive 
and negative connotations, depending on who is using them. The term "capitalism" is 
used by socialists to connote greed, callousness, "conspicuous consumption," and "ex
ploitation of the masses"; "socialism" is used by them to connote the solution to 
human problems, love, brotherhood, and the solidarity of the masses against their ex
ploiter. The term "socialism" connotes to capitalists rule by the incompetent, para
sitism of the lazy on the productive, and usurpation of goods to fill the needs of 
those who have not produced or earned them; capitalism means to them individual free
dom, the right to pursue a career without political obstacles, and the right to keep 
the fruits of their labor.

Modern-day socialists use the term "capitalism" to cover a multitude of evils.
If a man beats his wife, he is motivated not by sexism, but by his "capitalistic" view 
of her as "property." If an employer refuses to hire a negro, he is motivated not by 
racism, but by his "capitalistic" desire to exclude racial minorities from the labor 
force. If a theater shows films of sex, crime, and violence, it is not because this 
is what the public is most willing to spend money on, but because the "capitalistic" 
owner "forces" such tripe onto the public in order to make a profit.

Socialists are also inclined to use the term "capitalism" to refer to anything 
that stands in the way of their having whatever they want, whenever they want it, and 
at anyone's expense except their own. The only cost they feel is justified is the 
energy they exert in actively wanting or needing. For example, while reading a femi
nist publication recently, I came across the following: "We, a group of women, feel
welfare is a right, not a privilege. Mothers raising their children by themselves 
should have the right [right?^ to choose whether to work or raise their children [at 
whose e x p e n s e (3 )

I believe in capitalism, not only because I do not want to be used as a slave to 
fulfill other women's desires and demands, but because I believe that capitalism offers 
me the greatest freedom of choice and opportunity. I would like to give what I think 
are fair examples of how an average woman might live under capitalism and under social
ism, respectively.

Under capitalism, a young woman could choose what form of education she wished to 
pursue and what vocation. She would be neither helped nor hindered by the State, but 
would be free to seek her own destiny, rise to her own level of achievement, and enjoy 
the rewards for her own effort. If she chose to work for an employer, she would be 
free to change employers and/or occupations if she wished. If she did not wish to



work for someone else, she would have the option to go into business for herself —  
and her "profit" (the amount left after paying her costs) would be hers to enjoy, not 
the State's.

Under socialism, this same young woman would have virtually no choice. Her educa
tion would be decided upon and provided, by the State, in accordance with its plans.
Upon completion of her education, her employment would be decided upon and provided 
by the State, depending on what i^ saw as the best way to use her abilities. Tf she 
had a grievance with her employer, she couldn't resolve it by changing jobs —  because 
in a totally socialist system, the State ^  the only employer -- there is nowhere else 
to go. And she would not have the option' of going into business for herself —  this 
is highly verboten in a socialist system. Given that the basic principle of socialism 
is not the individual good, but the "greatest good for the greatest number," why 
should one young woman deviate from the State's wishes? And given that socialism is 
characterized by State-controlled/public ownership and State/public control of the 
means of production and distribution of wealth, how could the State allow one young 
woman to deviate from its wishes or question its authority?

If the essence of capitalism could be symbolized b.v a famous figure, one might 
quote Thomas Jefferson, who was an exponent of individual rights and freedom (includ
ing economic freedom) and who said: "That government is best which governs least."
[To which some anarchist wag added, "That government is best which governs not at all." 
And socialism could be represented by Adolf Hitler —  bearing in mind that the full 
name of Hitler's Nazi Party was the National Socialist German Workers Party.

The economy of our present society lies somewhere between these two extremes.
There is still a greater degree of freedom and guarantee of individual rights here 
than anywhere else in the world, but more and more special interest groups (including 
protest groups and gay and "feminist" factions) are turning to big government to 
achieve their ends. As summarized in an encyclopedia article:

The struggle between the groups in the United States who favor free private 
enterprise and those who advocate greater governmental controls and inter
ference with free private enterprise is perhaps best marked on the one 
hand by those who have ability, initiative, creative desire, and determina
tion to succeed as individuals in industry and on the other hand by those 
who seek for themselves political and economic power under the guise of 
providing security for the masses through a socialized state and Planned 
economy. (4)

And further:
Aidful, protective and regulative intervention in industrial affairs is 
being more and more completely recognized as a legitimate governmental 
function. The greatest good for the greatest number, rather than natural 
right and the greatest possible liberty of the individual, has become the 
active principle of modern legislation. (5)

That was written in 1957. Since then, the trend has not changed, and our government, 
particularly the Presidency, has gained and exercised greater and greater power over 
our lives. As a first step toward reversing this increasing statism, we must under
stand clearly what capitalism and socialism are, what the choice between them means -
and then be willing to make a firm commitment to individual freedom, to capitalism, 
and to quit allowing ourselves to be made slaves to someone else's welfare.
FOOTNOTES: (1) THE MERICAN HERITAGE DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE^ Dell Publiah-
ina Co., 1973. "Capitalism"; (2) THE READERS DIGEST GREAT ENCYCLOPEDIC DICTIONARY, NY: 
1967. "Socialism"; (3) SAN FRANCISCO FEMINIST JOURNAL, H3, May '74, p. 6; (4) THE 
ENCYCLOPEDIA AMERICANA, NY: 1957 edition, vol. 12, p. 43A "Free Enterprise"; (5) Ibid, 
vol. 16, p. 656 "Laissez-Faire."

POETDY SECTION
FL/ING FREE WITH VOU
The. gupitj ii'tuo tha.t wcu you 
B-iought me A.o6eA in the SpAlng, 
Sca/iZet dieami that -iGaAed and (̂ Zeie 
Into the. iktf'5 et.ouded Ring.
1 gave, you mij eoAth-bound 
A poem on a to An page 
Hidden on the du&ttj 'ihel;'<
0< mu mind'6 bAlttie cage.

Muilc ive made togetheA 
In that golden time u>e ihoAed 
Staui In nuj thoaghti ôAe.ve.A,
Though we we.Ae but bAle^Zu pcuAcd. 
Skif and eoAth met iweetZy then,
In that. yeAte.Adau place,
Be^oAe. diAioZvIng again'
Into a iepaAate ¿pace.

Note 1 ¿ee iJouA tyxme ¿omethnet 
ilAltten on the ¿ItvzAed iving 
Oi the guUL that dlp6 and cJI.mb6 
Into the ¿kti’6 clouded Aing.
And my mind {\tIe¿ ^Aee with you 
To be gAeeted by the ¿un.
Unbound, I Aide tliAough the blue,
A ¿inging wind on the Aun.

-- PhyllI¿ VOyAnold

I'VE NEVER HAD A LOVER LIKE YOU
I feel like I'm in a windstorm 
raining.
Breathing lovesongs.
Taking pictures of myself 
to hang along the trees.
You have loved me for myself, 
not a picture of me 
someone else 
has taken,
while I fade out reach out 

hang myself.
I want to give you 
rainstorms,
quiet gentle windstorms, 
trees,
whisper to you songs 
of windstorms.
Take me 1 ike 
a photograph.

Hold me 
like a tree.
I will 1ove you 
stronger than 
a windstorm.

-- Chocolate Waters



teigh aong

fragile band of exploding liquid 
I am myself
I remember all of my complexity 
I cm open to all of my experience.

there ia no one like me in the world.

self inside self inside smaller self 
like a child's layered puzzle box

lights and shadows
a river continues to play constant
centering
the center
forming slow and varied explosions
around Herself
inside

in an instant 
I am both petal and star 
shining shy and folded

a panther worships here,

— Susan Leigh Star 
(c 1976 Susan Leigh Star)

Yes, but
you murdered 
iny love 
for you

for you
let the waste
without

spill over 
into time 
eternal 
with you

—  E. I. touch

BACCHANAL
How many times 
I've stood like this 
brooding & watching.
12 years. 100 bars. 
All the things I 
could have been & done

& I chose this.

SOMEWHERE...
My lover 
sits among you.
I know not who.
She has not spoken 

"Me!"
so I would know it.
Our eyes
have not yet met 
to see
and know each other's souls. 
But she is out there 
holding true,
knowing surely I wait too, 
that some day we must meet ■ 

and oh,
the poetry when we do. 

-- Loretta Lotman

BROKEN
The trees stood quietly and shook with the rain. 
Alone happy occupied with my work and silent, 
this mountain world.
Just the dogs the security of chopped wood 
a birdhouse with its wooden holes 
a wheelbarrow waiting to be used again.
12pm a phone call from 
someone with nothing to say.
A man's heavy breathing louder than 
the Aspens twinkling only from the wind.
A butcher knife 
taken to my side
laced between my work and all these quiet miles 
from people living.
A red wooden chair.
Silver rain sliding down the pinecones.
A phone call breathing and 
someone always asks me why it is 
that/I hate men.

—  Chocolate Waters

-- Leslie Powell

THE "REALIST"

The cynical former Idealist 
Hurt by some bitter sword thrust 
Masquerades as a "Realist"
Proclaiming a creed of distrust.
While imprisoned and locked in her breast 
Guarded forever by fears 
Dwelleth her never confessed 
Loves, aspirations, and tears.

—  Nikki

FOR SANDI
Alone on the beach we sat. The waves 
Were dangerous that day.
Excitement shivered within us.
You challenged me 
But my fear of the sea was great.
Your excitement frothed and foamed 
And splashed into me.
The wind-whipped waves curled 
Into white tongues.
You ran into the sea 
And I followed. The cold force 
Took my breath away. I staggered.
Fighting the sea,
I caught you and we went under.
Arms and legs tangled with seaweed.
We clung together as we went down.
I fought the tangle 
And tried to surface. I pulled free 
But had lost you.
I dove once more
And caught you beneath the waves.
We lost our substance, we floated.
Were carried with sea-force, and no longer cared.
Your taste was the taste of the sea.
I ate of the sea-foam 
And savored the salt taste.
I swallowed as much as I could.
When I could hold no more 
I struggled, lungs bursting.
For the surface.
A wall of water tumbled me back into the depths.
Crusted shells stabbed and grabbed at me, the intruder. 
As I was dragged along the bottom.
I struggled for air.
Throbbing, I was thrown uo 
Onto the dry beach.
Broken glass and fragmented shells 
Slashing my body.
Slimey seaweed wrapped around me 
Like slippery sea snakes.
When I looked for you, you were gone, 
of rotting boat, bleached bones 
Of long-dead seagulls.
Bone-dry pieces of driftwood 
Littered the beach.

The sea was an angry purple.
The waves crashed 
Hard upon the shore 
Pounding all remnants of life 
Into the grit of the beach.

. —  Martha Shideler

WHEN

when word of your attempt 
at death
reached me
i knew only of the change within me 
the shifting of flesh 
to fill the chasm 

the movement of emotion 
to cement the cracks 

the gesture towards tears 
to shave off the unevenness

of the knowledge

that word of my attemnt 
at loving

had never reached you

-- jan Sutherland

Lips touch -
the thoughtless say
this is love

Minds touch - 
the knowing say 
this is love
Souls touch - 
and only 
silence speaks.

-- J.K.
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--  Liia Fenton

LESBIAN VOICES is happy to be exchanging subscriptions with the following publications:
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whctheA w iih e i  on a i ta x  
coLuld evzA come tra e .
I m e d  to wondeA
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meant mtj dream would
take ihape in
thè daien rea t i t i j .
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- -  Rochetle Holt

From "A SuiJime-i o^ thè Heart" 
copi/right 1977 Rochetle Holt
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liUkki Ltinn Boiwtait
on FebAuoAif 13, 1977, a t  the 
Campai Chili tian  Center, San Joic.  
Rev. Peter G. Koopwan II pc’ii'io'imcrf 
thè cercmon/i. The lecdding wai a t 
tended bn < ĉAtii-},L\fe fiAiendi who 
itcod in a circle around the wed
ding couple and were p a i t  o  ̂ the 
ce temo nil.

>’ - y

Muòtc wai iung bn Kathn 
Cuti h a ll .  Uith gu itar  
ihe planed and iang 
John Venve^t’i "Mif Sweet 
Ladn" and "Annie'i Song” 
Matgie Adami' "Sweei 
Friend 0|5 fUne," Meg 
C h ti i t ia n  ' i  "Vale.ntine 
Song," Lennon and Mc- 
Cartnen'i "In Mif Li^e" 
and "When I'm Sirtif-  
Four."

A ‘iccep-t'COi (oai held 
flcllcwing the cexemoyui 

1 a t  the Rainbow Lada 
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ACLU GAY RIGHTS CHAPTER 
633 S. Shatto Place 
Los Angeles, California 90005 
No subscription information.

ADVOCATE
One Peninsula Place
Bldg. 1730, Suite 225
San Mateo, CA 94402
$12/26 issues, cover price 7F>t

AMAZON: A Midwest Journal for Women,
2211 E. Kenwood Boulevard 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53211 
$3 year, sample 65i

BIG MAMA RAG: A Women's Journal 
1724 Gaylord Street 
Denver Colorado 80206 
$6 year, sample 50i

CHOMO-URI: A Women's Multi-Arts Magazine
506 Go dell Hall
University of Massachusetts
Amherst, Massachusetts 01003
$4 year, single copy $1.50, back issues $1

CIRCLE: For Women-Loving-Women 
P. 0. Box 427 
Wellington, New Zealand 
$4.50 year, cover price 60i

CWSS FEMINIST BULLETIN 
908 F Street
San Diego, California 92101 
$3 year

DINAH
6368 Heitzler Avenue 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45224 
No subscription information.

DOB NEWSLETTER 
1209 Sutter Street 
Box 1114
San Francisco, California 94109 
No subscription information.

DYKE: A Quarterly 
Tomato Publications 
70 Barrow Street 
New York, New York 10014 
$8 year, cover price $2.25

FEMINIST ART JOURNAL 
41 Montgomery Place 
Brooklyn, New York 11215 
$7 year, single copy $2

FOCUS: A Journal for Gay Women 
Boston Daughters of Bilitis 
Room 323, 419 Boylston Street 
Boston, Massachusetts 02116 
$6 year, single copy 60<i

FOCUS
Orange County Gay Community Center 
12732 Garden Grove Boulevard, Suite H 
Garden Grove, California 92643 
Free on request.

GAY COMMUNITY NEWS 
22 Bromfield Street 
Boston, Massachusetts 02108 
12 weeks $4, 25 wks $8, 52 wks $15

A Lesbian FeministGOODBYE TO ALL THAT: 
Publication 
P. 0. Box 3301 
Austin, Texas 78764 
$4 year

HERA: A Philadelphia Women's Publication 
328 S. 17th Street 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 19103 
$6/12 issues, cover price 50i

HOUSTON BREAKTHROUGH 
P. 0. Box 88072 
Houston, Texas 77004 
$5 year, cover price 50i

INTEGRITY: Gay Episcopal Forum
P. 0. Box 891
Oak Park, Illinois 60303
$10/10 issues to members + $3 wrapped

IT'S TIME: Newsletter of NGTF 
National Gay Task Force 
80 Fifth Avenue, Room 506 
New York, New York 10011 
$15 membership

LEAPING LESBIAN: Ann Arbor's Lesbian News
c/o Hibben and Silver-rod
1003 Packard #5
Ann Arbor, Michigan 48104
Free on request. Donations accepted.



LESBIAN CONNECTION 
c/o Ambitious Amazons 
P. 0. Box 811
E. Lansing, Michigan 48823
Free to lesbians. $8 donation suggested.

LESBIAN FEMINIST 
Lesbian Feminist Liberation 
243 W. 20th Street 
New York, New York 10011 
Free. Donations requested.

LESBIAN FRQQNT 
P. 0. Box 8342 
Jackson, Mississippi 39204 
$3 year suggested donation

LESBIAN TIDE
8855 Cattaragus Avenue
Los Angeles, California 90034
$6 year/6 issues, sample $1.25

LONG TIME COMING: Canadian Lesbian 
Eeminist Newspaper 
Box 218, Station E 
Montreal, P.Q.
$5 year, sample 50i

MAINE FREEWOMAN'S HERALD 
193 Middle Street 
Portland, Maine 04111 
$4 year, cover price 40i

MAJORITY REPORT 
74 Grove Street 
New York, New York 10014 
$5 year/26 issues

MEDIA REPORT TO WOMEN 
3306 Ross Place, N.W. 
Washington, D.C. 20008 
$10 year to individual women

METRO GAY NEWS 
P. 0. Box 445-A 
Detroit, Michigan 48232 
$5 year

MS. MAGAZINE
123 Garden Street
Marion, Ohio 43302
SIO year/12 issues, single copy $1

NEW: A Beyond Baroque Found. Pub.
1639 W. Washington Blvd.
Venice, California 90291 
Donations on sliding scale.

OFF OUR BACKS
1724 - 20th Street N.H.
Washington, D.C. 20009
56 year

OPTION: Canada's International Magazine
for Free Enterprise and Civil Liberty 
Libertarian Enterprises of Canada 
Box 5159, Station "A"
Toronto, Canada M5W 1N5
57 year/6 issues in U.S.A.

PLEXUS: Bay Area Women's Newspaper 
2600 Dwight Way, Room 209 
Berkeley, California 94704 
$5 year, single copw 45C in Bay Area

RUBYFRUIT READHER: A Lesbian Communique 
Box 949
Felton, California 95018 
S3/6 issues

SAN DIEGO FEMINIST COMMUNICATIONS 
4003 Wabash Avenue 
San Diego, California 92104 
S2-5 donation

SAN JOSE NOW NEWS 
P. 0. Box 2G 
San Jose, CA 95109 
$3.50 year

SECOND WAVE: A Magazine of New Feminism 
Box 344, Cambridge A 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 02139 
$4/4 issues

SISTER COURAGE: Greater Boston's 
Independent Feminist Newsjournal 
P. 0. Box 296
Allston, Massachusetts 02134 
$4 year, cover price 35d

13TH MOON: A Literary Magazine Publishing
Women Whoever We Choose To Be
P. 0. Box 3
Inwood Station
New York, New York 10034
$4.50/individuals, $9/institutions

UNION W.A.G.E.
P. 0. Box 462
Berkeley, California 94701 
$3 year/6 issues

WOMANSPIRIT 
Box 263
Wolf Creek, Oregon 97497 
$6 year/4 issues, single copy S2

WOMEN: A Journal of Liberation
3028 Greenmount Avenue 
Baltimore, Maryland 21218 
$5/3 issues, single copy $1.75

WOMEN'S PRESS 
P. 0. Box 562 
Eugene, Oregon 97401 
$4 year/6 issues

WOMEN WRITING NEWSLETTER 
RD 3
Newfield, New York 14867 
$3/6 issues

^ B O O K S T O D E S » ^
LESBIAN VOICES is for sale at the following:

AMAZON BOOKSTORE, 2607 Hennepin Avenue South, Minneapolis, Minnesota 55408
FAN THE FLAMES, 127 E. Woodruff, Columbus, Ohio 43201

IT'S ABOUT TIME, 5502 University Way N.E., Seattle, Washington 98105

LILITH FEMINIST BOOKSTORE, 1743 Walnut, Boulder, Colorado 80302

MODERN TIMES BOOKSTORE, 3800 - 17th Street, San Francisco, California 94114

MOTHER KALI'S BOOKS, 333 W. 11th Street, Eugene, Oregon 97401

MS. ATLAS PRESS & BOOKSTORE, 53 W. San Fernando, San Jose, CA 95113 a 19107

NEW EARTH BOOKSTORE, 24 East 39th Street, Kansas City, Missouri 64111

OLD WIVES TALES, 532 Valencia, San Francisco, California 94103

PAPERBACK, 1335 Polk Street, San Francisco, California 94109

PRODIGY BOOKSELLERS, 335 Tate Street, Greensboro, North Carolina 27403

RISING WOMAN BOOKS, 600 Wilson Street, Santa Rosa, California 95401

RIVER QUEEN WOMEN'S CENTER, 17140 River Road, Guernewood Park, California 95446

ROOM OF ONE'S OWN, 317 W. Johnson Street, Madison, Wisconsin 53703

SACRAMENTO WOMEN'S CENTER, 1230 H Street, Sacramento, California 95814
SWEETCOMING BOOKS, P. 0. Box 745, Northampton, Massachusetts 01060

TOGETHER BOOKS & CRAFTS, 233 South 13th Street, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 19107

13TH MOON FEMINIST BOOKS, 1625 E. Irving Place, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53202

WOMAN'S BOOKSTORE, 211-1/2 North Fourth Avenue, Ann Arbor, Michigan 48108

WOMAN'S PLACE - ICI, 5251 Broadway, Oakland, California 94618

WOMANSPLACE, 2401 North 32nd Street, Phoenix, Arizona 85008

WOMAN TO WOMAN, 2023 E. Colfax, Denver, Colorado 80206

WOMAN'S PLACE, 225 North 9th Street, Columbia, Missouri 65201

If your favorite bookstore is not on this list, why not do us and them a favor and 
ask them to order from us? We give 40% discount on orders of five or more copies. 
Unsold copies are returnable for credit against new issues.
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Jackson. MS 39204
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D.C. EDITOR:
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GAY THERAPY
State Licensed

Marriage and Family Counselor 
specializing in counseling 

of gay individuals and couples. 
SIiding scale fee.

Marta Hiatt, M.S.,
2160 The Alameda,
Santa Clara, Ca 95126 

(408) 296-4224
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FOCUS
Published by

Boston Daughters of Bilitis 
A Monthly Journal of 

Poetry, Fiction, Book Reviews, 
Topical Articles 

BY. FOR, AMD ABOUT GAY WOMSM 
1 Year (12 issues) $6.00 

Sample Copy 60c 
(always sent in plain envelope)

FOCUS, GCN Box W77
22 BromfieldSt. Boiton, MA 02101

Subscribe to Sister Courage
BOSTON'S INDEPENDENT FEMINIST 

NEWSPAPER
Send Name, Addreu, and Tax-deductible 
Contribution to:

Sis!er_Cci!m ge /Subic ripllor»
P.O. Box 296 Allston, Mass. 02134

Name___
Address.

Yearly Ralei:
$4 Individual____
$5 C a n a d a
$8 O verseas_____
110 Institution___

$10 Sponsor______
$25 Supporter___
$50 An Excellent 
Friend to H ave------

H yen arc part ol a movemenl, Wofnen'a oi 
Cominunity publkatlM, «« would Hie la 
Id  up a poBcy ol cicfbaagc lubirnplion Im 
one yeef.
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12732 Garden Grove Boulevard, Suite H 
Garden Grove, California 92643 (714)534-3261
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SUBSCRIBE!
Sub. S8.00 per year 
■ Sample copy: S2.75 by mail 
I Checks payable to:
I Tomato Publications Ltd . 

70 BarroM Street 
New Yo rk . NY 10014

Me are looking for graphic 
land written contributions. 
[We pay for all work that 
Iwe print. Write for details.

A M A G A ZIN E OF LE S B IA N  C U L T U R E  AN D A N A LY S IS

F A L L  '76 : Making a Backpack « Mouth Care •  Photos by  
Atice Austen •  Narrte Change •  Coming Out On Cetlufoid 
eGhring Up K td i •  Plus: analysis, letters, reviews, humor.

W IN TER  '76-'77: Beautiful 4 color poster and 
magaiir>etelte.

F U T U R E  ISSU ES  SPR IN G  ‘77 Ethnic Dykes, 
deadline Feb. 1st S U M M E R ‘77 Animals. copK 

i tine May 1st.

Tfying to reach
' jU € ^ r m iv

'

Wouldn’t life be 
easier if you were 
more informed?
Got A Question?

Get An

ADVOCATE
O ne P e n in s u la  P la c e .  B ld g . 173D, S u ite  27S 
S an  M a te o . C A  94402

1 Year. 26 issues; i  12
2 Years. 52 issues; $21

Women 's classified in TRAD ER DICK!

B th M O O N
A LITERARY MAGAZINE PUBLISHING WOMEN WHOEVER 

WECHCOSETOBE

Poetry • Fiction • Reviews • Graphics

13th Moon is a 
literary magazine pub
lishing quality work 
by women. Its name is 
derived from the lunar 
calendar, which has 
thirteen months. It 
coitmemorates the time 
when the moon, as me
diator of our bodies' 
rhythms, was the sym
bol of spiritual transformation. It cele
brates the opening of an age where women 
have all their energies at their coitmand.

The goal of 13th Moon is to strengthen 
a women's sensibility in literature. We hope 
that by exploring the special relationship 
women have to themselves and to the world, 
we will discover literature that is unique, 
that is female— that is ours.

Our current double issue is our most 
ambitious yet. It contains short stories 
(one by Alix Kates Shulman), an outspoken 
interview with concrete-conceptual poet 
Amelia Etlinger, a generous selection of 
photos and graphics, an extensive books- 
received section of small press books by 
women, and poetry by Eve Merriam, Rochelle 
Owens, Colette Inez. Karen Swenson, and 
others. 13th Moon is 128pp, squarebound, 
with a three-color laminated cover. It is 
$3/individuals, $6/institutions. Subscript
ions; $4.50/individuals, $9/institutions.
PO. Box H • Inwood Station • New York, N. Y  10034

L E S B I A N  C O N N E C T I O N  %
A free nationwide forum of news and 
ideas by, for and about lesbians.
For a subscription simply send your 
name, address and zip to; Ambitiops 
Amazons, P.O. Box 811, East Lansing, 
MI 48823• Donations welcomed!
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C O M I N G

C A N A D IA N  LESBIAN  
FEMINIST N EW SPAPER
BO X 2 1 8  
STA TIO N  E 
M ONTREAL. RQ

SUBS S5 00 YR INDIVIDUALS 
) ;1 0  00  YR INSTITUTIONS 

5 0  e SAMPLE COPY

A C T  SIECTIICi:

HilARy CRAphics
T yp a ie llln g  on Com puw iller IV

In th*M  lAd  eltl*r alylag:

HELIOS - ENGLISH TIMES 
ORACLE BODONI 

GOTHIC SERIF GOTHIC 
SOUVENIR TIFFANY 

BOLT, PENYOE. REVUE 
FLORENTINE A FRENCH SCRIPT

282-1131 
166 QrabBfTi. San Jos« Ca. dS112

LECTURES BY

CINDY NEMSER
C IN D Y  N E M S E R , e d ito r  o f  The 
Fem inist Art Journal a n d  
a u th o r o f Art Talk: Conver
sations with 12 Women Artists 
is a va ilab le  fo r le c tu re s .
W rite  to C ind y Nemser« The fe m in is t  A rt  
fo u rn a l, 41 M on lgom ery Place, B ro o k lyn , 
N .Y . 11215 for a list of topics and fee 
schedu le  or ca ll 212-857-9456.

4 ISSUES FOR $7.00 
THE FEMINIST ART JOURNAL
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ALL 52 TOUR TO GREECE! AUGUST 1st thru AUGUST IGm .
$ L090.Q Q . EXCEPTIOriALLY GOOD PRICE - -  B/E?l IF YOU 
COULD FIND ANOTHER SUQ! TOUR! RESPOro BEFORE APRIL 30 
TO AEGEAN SUN TOURS. BOX 9132. flPDISON. 'ilSCOTlSIN 53715. 
PHONE (608) 256-3609. SUSAN.

CHOMO-URI: SPECIAL ISSUE 
Women & Mental Health as 
seen through the arts -- 
Fall/Winter issue: $1.50 
CHOMO-URI, 506 Goodell 
Hall, Univ. of Massachu
setts, Amherst, MA01003.

15 DAY TOUR
ROUND TRIP CNKAOO* -  ATHENS MAJOR AIR CARRIER

SI090  
Rugu/t

1-16

CRUISES
INCLUDING HYDRA. POROS. 
AEGINA. OVERNIGHTS ON 

LESBOS

ATHENS
CITY TOURS. MUSEUMS AND 

ARCHAEOLOGICAL SITES. ANCIENT 
AGORA. TEMPLE OF JUPITER. 
OLYMPIC STADIUM. ACROPOLIS, 

PLAKA CAPE SOUNION

C L A S S IC A L  TOUR
CORINTH MYCENNAE NAPLION 
SPARTA. OLYMPIA. EPIOAURUS. 

DELPHI. ST LOUCAS

NANCY CLEMENTS 
AEGEAN SUN TOURS. LTD

BOX 9132. MADISON. W l. S 371SGREECE
THIS SUMMER

IFOR WOMEN ONLY) ^ L E S B H i n
ANALYSIS INTERVIEWS 

NEWS REVIEWS POETRY
l!iv 'Tklt'sl ¡'llhllLHtki 1 111 li.S. IsiMLV '
il'.t' I;iri2i'**l IcNl'ijn |>viHic,iti<>n in 1‘k- ILS. mv '(i I v ircul.itinn i

. uikI I'T IIk- luliniul loNhuin, tommisl. ;nul j!;iy L:oniimjni1u"i.

. Sti.OO yr ii> isMU'si. 510.00 ln^lnutinn^..Sl.
. lor ,u,lvcrh/iii‘j :iml bulk ilistrihuhon r.itus writi':

TTDF. PU B ÍJC'ATIONS - n / 0  
88.55 CHlfiira|»us Avf. Los Angolés, CA 90034 

(213) 839-7254

AGAINST THE WALL 'X onlinuiiif Ih«
•* Rr*cA>n«<«

P.9. BOX 444 WB̂TFIELD. U  07Q9I

WOMENS
JOURNAL
N E W S  co v e rin g  fem inist 
a ctiv it ie s  nationatly  
T H E O R Y  develo p ing  the id e a s  
and id e a ls  u l a new  lem in ist  
c o n sc io u s n e s s  
IN T E R V IE W S  lo c u s in g o n  
fem in ists lo ca lly  and nationally  
C U L T U R E  - B io g ra p h ie s  and  
re v ie w s  o l in terest to w om en. 
H E A L T H  d isco v e rin g  and  
d e fe n d in g  our b o d ie s

L ifetim e S u b s * 5 0  0 0
S u s la m e r * 1 0  00
n d iv id u a l S u b s *6  00
n stilu tio n s * 1 2  00

S a m p le  o i bach co p y 50

MAMMA RY —  a nev/ lesbian and feminist quarterly 
publication. Authors, poets, photographers and 
graphic artists are asked to submit their works. 
We cannot afford to pay contributors, but we will 
send everyone a copy of the final product. Return 
postage is requested for all works submitted. Send 
to: MAMMA RY, c/o Sarah Craig, 938 W. Oakdale, 
Chicago, IL 60657.

T H E Y  W ILL  KNOW 
ME BY M Y T E E T H

S T O R IE S  A N D  P O E M S  O F  L E S B IA N  
S T R U G G L E , C E L E B R A T IO N , A N D  SU RV IV A L

by E L A N A  DYKEWOMAN
author of R IV E R FIN G E R  W O M EN

A v a ila b le , a t  F ine le sb iaaan cL  
wonncA's b o o k s t o r e s  
s e r v i $ 3 .5 0  plus 2 5 Y postage tO ’

PERSEPHONE PRESS
A Branch of Pomegranate Productions, Inc.

P. 0. Box 7222 
Watertown, Mass. 02172

To be Sold T o an d  S h a r ed  W ith  W om en  O nly



CTKe CLESBIANS

JOURN
Stories JroTn Cfhe

Barbara Grier and Coletta 
326 pp., paper, drawings

Sex Variant 
in Lit

by Jeannett
420pp .,p  "

Sevente
A col! 

B0pp„

Plain
Brown Rapper 
ita Mae Brown

A complete collection of this ra
dical feminist’s essays from 1969 to 
,th(Kfresent.
236)>p., paper, illustrations S5.00

Announcing The

MS. ATLAS FOUNDATION
A private organization of Lesbian-Separatists 

dedicated to the principies of:

EXISTENCE
DEASQN

PDODUCTIVENEíSó
SELF-ESTEEM

INDIVIDUAL SOVEDECNTY 
FDEE TDADE 

E2QMANTIC ADT 
DOMANTIC LOVE

Lesbian Voices
Ffeminist LesbianQuarterly

subscription rate: 5 . 0 0  yr. 
c*o c-o

..................................state................................... z i p _____

materials,checks,monqf ordcf to :

^  ATLA6
W . & n  Fernando 

6anJose.Ca.95H3
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