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Notes from a Summer Diarq

PUPPYDOG TAILS AND LIEUTENANT GALLEY

By MICKIE BURNS

“1 hear that Sue Jane Moorehouse is
back here datin’ him again, datin’ him
again. Datin’ that Rayburn boy aygeein!
That’s what Ah hear,”

At that, 1squirted one worm of Bain de
Soliel suntan jelly horizontally across my
forehead and then another, vertically down
the bridge of my nose.

“Wall, mah Bill Joe was out at the
Bar-B-Cue place on Livermore Road the
other night and Bill Joe, he says to me he
saw that Rayburn kid right back out there.
Never missed a night. Why, Bill Joe he says
to me Dr. Rayburn’s boy still hangs out
with all them other kids from Senior High
just lack he don’t have a care in the world.
Bill Joe says Dr. Rayburn even went out
and bought that John a brand new one of
them little red farrin’ cars, and he done
wrecked it twicet. Eight hundred dollars
worth damage, last time. And puked
bourbon all over the upholstery, all them
kids that was with him.”

At thaL | made two diagonal lines along
each of my cheekbones, being very careful
to keep my eyelids absolutely still through-
out Throughout, you hear.

“Wall, my girl says John Rayburn is
going out with a little gal fkom Catholic
Higli, and she told me she saw them two a
drivin through the Dairy Drive In and
Frisch’s Burgers just the other night. And
my Carol Jean says this little gal’s a
cheerleader over at Catholic High and
pretty as a picture. Long blonde hair. Carol
Jean says she never saw the like.”

At that, 1 extended first one arm, then
the other, making two more satisfying
squirts from each shoulder to fingertips.

“Did you hear about that place they
sent her to?”

My eyelids didn’t twitch, you hear.

“Well, they tell me this fine older couple
in Louisville adopted a child out of a
situation like thaL and they decided that
they have wanted to do something for other
young girls that has gone out and got
theirselves into trouble. People say they
have a real nice home up there for these
girls. Take round six girls every three
months into their very own home, that’s
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what Marge Ferguson in"my Sunday school
class said.”

At that, | made a giant “X” of suntan
grease right across my stomach ending with
a flourish where the hipbones went into the
bikini.

“You heard what 1 was just saying’
Gertrude?” one of the women said to my
mother as she reappeared through the back
door with a tray of iced tea and glasses. “I
was just sayin’ to Mildred here | hear that
little Sue Jane Moorehouse is back in town
now and datin’ the Rayburn boy again.”

Mother addressed the group encapsu-
lating the matter, “Well she’s just going to
be old stuff to that boy now. The kids all
are sayin’ he just takes her out to park in
some cornfield when he wants himself a
sure thing. Won’t even be seen with her in
public, kids say. Figures if he can get it
once, he can get it again, | reckon. Why he’s
going to be a doctor lack his daddy, sowin’
a few wild oats, lack they say. Kids that age
aren't about to go and get
themselves . . .”

"Mother," 1 said, “will you please go
inside and get me some more iced tea?”

“... all tied down.”

You see, | was being very careful You
see, | have seen people who are “street
crazy” in New York, Pranged people who
stand on street corners and babble and
twitch and yell at phantom communists and
scream about how rats are plotting to take
up the streets, people who go up to perfect
strangers and harangue them like mad
prophets. People whom even the beggars on
34th Street shun as companions. Weirdos
who drool in Bickford’s at dawn, senile hags
and catatonics fresh from Bellevue, always
with shopping bags of curious belongings,
cryptic odds and ends, roaming the city
with suppurating syphillitic feet. One
wonders, were they ever once responsible
office workers, efficient housewives, de-
pendable secretaries, perfectly calm human
beings who once, one day, on subway or
bus had quite lost their tempers and never
quite again found them? | know how to
avoid such pitfalls. 1 am careful of public

discrepancies, of talking to myself, of going
up to strange women and saying, “Don’t
you see what they have done to you . . .
Don’t you see what they have done?”
“They,” a paranoid’s word, a dangerous
word. You see, | am being very carefulL |
have not moved my eyelids in three days
and if | can keep this up, | will be permitted
to leave Obensburg and return to the city of
syphillitic feet.

It grows difficult because they keep
going on and on, in that cant, in that
half-hillbilly cawing, carping, Kentucky
cant. | am getting tired now but | want you
to know | have gone great distances; | have
made great efforts to outrun that half-
midwestern, half southern sound, that
sound of women talking. But everywhere,
in other accents that sound overtakes me.
In offices, in powder rooms, in department
stores, in supermarkets, once in Gimbel’s
basement, on the escalator at La Guardia, in
elevators.

“Why, that ought to take her down a
notch or two.”

*“. . . thinks things are so free and easy.”

“Well, she’s just going to have to find
out different.”

“Cut the wind out of her sails. ”

“. . .thinks she can just come and go
whenever she wants.”

My brother is home. My brother is
almost two years younger than me, almost
twenty-four, out of the University of
Kentucky and finished with his two-year
hitch in the Army, home again and enjoying
his bachelorhood, He had been stationed his
entire time in service at Fort Polk,
Louisiana, where he held some sort of troop
processing and dispatching position, never
leaving the United States and never,
therefore, seeing active duty. And, in out
times, never going to Viet Nam. It happens
that my brother, being a good old Southern
boy, has been, in this respect, instrumental
in providing for his own comfort, since his
duties at Fort Polk provided him with the
convenient opportunity of being able to
pull out other good old Southern boys
passing through that he might have known
at U.K, and being able to replace them on
his Nam-bound rosters with a few negligible
blacks and stray, baffled Puerto Ricans.
One must not gather from my brother’s
efforts to avoid combat duty that my
brother is some sort of pacifist or hippie
war-protester, nor must one conclude that
he in any way objects to any of our past

several chief executives’ policies in the
Vietnamese conflict. Indeed, my brother
knows nothing of communism (the most
ostensible reason which seems to be given
for our engagement in Southeast Asia),
except that it seems to embrace an ignor-
ance of football 1 would suppose my
brother is typical of the right-wing or
reactionary portions of our nation’s popu-
lation in that he does not know what the
terms right-wing or reactionary mean. He
would simply style himself politically as a
“Normal American.” When he graduated
from that good old Southern institution of
higher learning, the University of Kentucky,
he declared, over a pop-top Pabst Blue
Ribbon, his intention never to read another
book so long as he should live. It would
appear that his superior straight “C” minus
intelligence has been destined for higher
things than being blown out on foreign soil
Selfish interests aside, my brother seems to
be vaguely aware that the reason we have to
stay in Viet Nam is in order to protect “our
boys in Viet Nam who in turn have to
remain in Viet Nam in order to protect our
boys who have to stay, who in turn . . .”
And so on.

Yesterday when the sun went down |
quit lying out in the back yard and started
hanging around in my brother’s room,
watching him put on his tic. He was going
oul | was attempting to conduct some sort
of conversation that | hoped would be
typical of a normal transaction of brotherly
and sisterly affection and in keeping with
the interests of a normal beer-consuming,
burping good old Southern boy of good
(my mother’s own) breeding. You know,
some sort of hail-good-fellow-well-met
indolent passing the time of day remark.
You know, a nice, sloppy been-gettin’-any-
lately agreeable sociable midwestern-red-
neck sort of conversation. | was really going
to the trouble; |1 was hanging around be-
cause my mother always encourages me and
my brother to “see more of each other
when you are home.” So | was in his room
messing around with a bottle of his after-
shave lotion and | said, “Who all are you
going out with tonight?”

My brother said, “Me and old John
Rayburn has us a double date with June
and a cute little cousin of hers from
Henderson. They are kinda young, still
seniors in high school, but hell everybody
else worth going out with is married.”
Then he seemed to remember something



funny as he was examining his thick new
moustache and sideburns. He sort of
snorted in amusement and shook his head
admiringly. “I tell ya, sis, that John Ray-
burn is a good of boy. Him and me and Bill
Joe have sure raised us some hell together.
He’s a good of boy, yes ma’am, the best of
boy ever was. Did | ever tell you about that
time when he was up at U.K. and him and
me and a bunch of other boys all took on
this old whore up ’ar in the frat? Why, that
old girl look on about twelve of us and was
begging for more.”

1said, “How old was that girl?"

“Hell, 1 reckon about sixteen. We picked
her up in the car in front of the Chevy
Chase high school in Lexington and got her
so drunl® man, why you never seen . . .”

1 said, “How much did you pay that
girl?"

“Why, what in the Sam Hill do you
mean? Hell, | never had to pay for it in mah
life. Old gal sure put out for free. Gawd
a’mighty could that little gal take it in too.
Man, we really raised hell with her, me and
John Rayburn and Bill Joe and the other
boys. John Rayburn pissed right in her
mouth. Hell, that was some time. That little
old gal really threw up after that. She was
stinkin' so much - that old sweat hog - we
finally had to kick her out. Man, 1 bet her
butt froze. It was colder'n hell."

My father and mother are proud that
my brother was a fraternity man like his
father before him. Because my brother’s
fraternity, they feel, has given my brother a
lot of “polish” and improved upon his table
manners. “Polish” means when my brother
goes out on a date he opens the car door for
the girl At my brother’s fraternity, while
he was still a pledge, as part of the hazing,
the pledges were required to throw a
“pig-party” and all the initiates were re-
quired to bring to the party the doggiest
girls they could find. The girls who were
chosen were, therefore, those coeds who
had not been able to afford braces for their
teeth, were too fat, who had had a bad case
of acne, or who had been sexually in-
discreet. Undoubtedly the young women
had been pleasantly surprised to find them-
selves inexplicably invited to the SigChihouse
and had been looking forward to the
evening for two whole breathless weeks as
the fraternity brothers had planned they
would. The party went along innocently
enough until at a given signal the fraternity
brothers began to excrete in a big pile in the
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center of the room or spray whipped cream
in the “pig-girls" faces.

By contrast, | went to a Northern
university where fraternities (vestigal of the
1950’s innocence) had slipped out of style
and given way to a student body who were
for the most part into politics and en-
lightened trends. The big men on my
eampus were info revolution and humanity
and long hair and like Abbie Hoffman made
a point of never opening doors or buying
flowers or otherwise spending a nickel on
their “old ladies” (as they called them in
my day), or other movement squaws. In
this respect, the Southern pig-girls were
somewhat more advantaged.

In all ways, my brother belongs in
society. He is the most normal American
male | have ever met. Even in the intimacy
of family life, 1have never noticed one tiny
idiosyncracy. 1have never heard my brother
utter one phrase or express one idea any
differently from the way the phrase is
usually rendered. He is a master of idiom
both in speech and thought. He possesses
the most accurate, the most exacting, the
most sure-footed herd instinct one could
possibly discover. Sometimes my brother
seems to me not to be a specific human
being but a living stereotype, a hypothetical
juncture of mean, median, and mode. 1
grasp for a straw to remember him by. He is
an ideal candidate for a communal society,
so incapable is he of individuality. Even his
handwriting is utterly undistinguished. If
my brother had grown up in the East rather
than in Kentucky, he would surely be
Woodstock Nation incarnate. Of course,
one cannot be so normal-minded without
also being normal in appearance. Any
physical defect, it seems to me, is bound to
produce less than an unquestioning accep-
tance of the universe. As Thomas Mann
said, he is “blond, blue-eyed, and troubled
not by adoubt”

Descriptions are not as simple as they
once were. A few years ago | could have
said my brother wore Gant shirts and Bass
Weejun loafers and have done with it, but
fashions have been getting out of hand. All
the New York homosexuals are now
wearing what the black pimps in Harlem
wore three years ago, and the hippies on
Eighth Street are wearing what the homo-
sexuals were into two yeare ago, and visiting
midwestem straight conventioneers look
like hippies did last year, coming along fast
with those see-throughs and chokers. Hope-

lessly complex as fashion now seems, my
brother manages with grace to remain in the
mainstream, his sideburns creep down, each
fraction precisely representing the exact
center of the trend in sideburn growth.

“At this time,” my transistor happened
to mention, “there are a number of
different views one might take of the Galley
affair. A Galley friend in Atlanta declares:
He's one of the few real men left in this
country. He’s being crucified by this
government and keeping his cool because he
loves his country.

1 have been lying for the past few days
in the back yard on one of those aluminum
and plastic webbed yard chairs, the long
folded-out kind that you can get at the
shopping center out in front of the A&P.
Some women friends and neighbors of my
mother had “dropped by to say hello to
Gertrude’s daughter who is going to be
home for a few days and isn’t that naah-ice
for you now, Gertrude," while 1, Gertrude’s
girl, lay there flat on my back half-naked
and firmly shut-eyed there in the middle of
my mother and all those other matrons,
looking for all the world like a centerpiece
or a sacrifice, while Gertrude discussed me
with them as thouth 1 were not there.
Mother said 1 was taking a badly needed
rest. The women pulled up more yard
chairs, surrounding me more closely while
their gossip resumed over me. They were
retelling one of my very favorite stories.
When it was rumored that Sara Pate, a bad
woman, managed to get, for legitimate
reasons, a tubal ligation, the envy of
Obensburg’s matrons was dazzling to be-
hold. “Now she thinks she can get away
with it.” “The good Lord will punish her,
can’t get away with going against nature.”
How confounded the women of our town
all were - a tubal ligation! They hadnt
thought of that. How could that whore dare
to be so lucky. Now she can’t ever have her
nose rubbed in the dirt like the rest of us.
They were almost at an impasse, those good
women who had passed directly from vir-
ginity to maternity with no transactions of
passion in between. Their efforts to
ostracize Sara Pate, a bad woman, doubled
and redoubled. And now, in the midday
heat, the eternal perdition of Sara Pate had
again been settled upon. Having agreed to
that, my mother and her friends turned to
an enthusiastic discussion of constipation,
enemas, and cathartics. 1 have frequently
heard married women talk with great
sensual fervor of their bowel movements.

but 1 have never heard (hem speak even
once with any heat of what their husbands
do to them in bed, Once, my mother said
that she was very glad of the invention of
Vaseline, but I do not know if she had any
idea of what she was telling me. Once, a
friend of my generation complained that his
mother had castrated his father by being
frigid toward him. “Big deal,” | had re-
torted, “all our mothers were frigid.”
Except, of course, for the few isolated cases
of Lesbianism and the one above-mentioned
area (allowed them for medical reasons
only, of course). And why not? Even dogs
have their pleasures.

Once in a cultural anthropology class,
my professor described an African puberty
rite: When a young girl is old enough lo
marry; that is, when she enters mcnarchc,
the matrons of the village (1 do not re-
member the name of the tribe) surround
the virgin and pull out all her hair in
clumps. \Mien | heard this lecture, 1found
it strange that women who had once gone
themselves through such a ritual could bring
themselves to inflict identical torment upon
the younger women as they came of age. It
was a curious custom. Primitive in its way.

Finally, the women trooped indoors to
inspect one of mother's more recent furni-
ture acquisitions. After they left, a tcenaged
neighbor girl appeared through the back
hedges that separated our yard from hers,
and 1 found myself for the balance of the
afternoon receiving on my aluminum couch
my brother’s would-be fifteen-year-old
inamorata. The neighbor girl was all dressed
up in spite of the heat, which was making a
moustache of moisture on her dainty upper
lip. The neighbor girl had come up to hang
about sniffing around hoping to catch a
glimpse or have a word with my brother, to
her an older and exciting man, her hero,
and the object of unrequited but nonethe-
less star-crossed affection. As my brother
was not around, she made do with me,
hoping 1 would put in a good word. We had
quite a long chat about my brother, dis-
cussing his accomplishments and attributes.

The discrepancies between the way my
brother refers to the eligible young women
of the county and the manner and tone of
voice which they, in turn, allude to him, 1
always find mind-bending, “She's got a
great pair of jugs, piece of ass, et cetera,”
seems somehow an inequitable counterpart
to, “Your brother is sooo handsome, strong
yet tender, friendly and easy to get along
with, sincere and lots of fun to be around,”



and other excerpts from Seventeen
magazine’s ten quaUties you most look for
or admire in a) a steady, b) the man you
want to marry, c) ideal date, or d) all of the
above.

There is, after all, only so much a
twenty-six-year old woman can tell a
fifteen-year-old one and be believed. 1just
lay there, neuter and bronze as an Oscar
award statuette, feeling for the moment no
kinship with either sex.

On another intense July afternoon,
when | was just a few years younger than
my visitor, when the concrete of our
driveway quivered in my vision until the
gray cement went white in the heat, and the
lawn black, 1 was pulling back into the
garage damp out of the high-contrast of the
sun after being sent out on my bike for ice
cream for everyone. 1 scooted my bike
alongside the car and leaned the bike
against it, not bothering with the kick
stand, knowing my clairvoyant mother was
going to notice in short order 1 hadn’t
parked my bicycle where 1was supposed to.
But 1 was eager to get into the ice cream. |
was trying to get away with it Just one more
time, taking the risk of having my mother
prod me right back out into the garage to
repark. We twelve-year-old suburbanites
were trying in our ways. 1didn’t have time
to revel in my little sin of omission, to
continue blithely indoors before | was
brought up short But not by my mother.
There they were again. 1stared at them ina
moment of horrible fascination and
slammed the door to the breezeway in a
fury of impotence. How long was it going
to go on, day in and day out? They had
been there for weeks and weeks. Spoiling
everything Until | hated, just hated, having
to go into the garage on any errand 1 might
have there, to get something for my
mother, my bike or tennis racket, or a
screw driver for my father.

| had takenlthe matter up with my
mother only the week before, trying not to
be the kind of person who “forgets” to
park her bike so the car won’t run over it,
but trying very hard to be like on TV when
they showed the United Nations debates,
trying to be more like a grown-up petition-
ing the government or something like I had
learned about in history class. 1 knew 1
didn't know everything yet and 1 knew
sometimes | still did stupid stuff, but 1
knew that there were .some things | was as
sure of as any adult and 1 knew for one that
I was right about them and that there was
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something very wrong with having them out
there in the garage all the time like that.

The boys of the neighborhood had their
own interesting variation of the old game of
tying tin cans to dogs’ tails. One of the
older boys devised our local version but my
brother perfected it and added a number of
innovations, inspired during a family trip
when my brother and 1 visited the Smith-
sonian museum in Washington, D.C., and he
became acquainted with small replicas of
Oriental torture devices. My brother’s prin-
cipal piece of equipment was a toy cook-
stove that really baked and fried, which 1
had abandoned in the garage. My brother
had observed a slightly older neighbor boy
tearing the legs from grasshoppers, spiders,
water bugs, and butterflies, and otherwise
slowly dissecting them. My brother recog-
nized the larger possibilities of the enter-
prise and added to the above repetoire of
tortures and victims somewhat larger
animals: frogs, squirrels and birds, whose
agonies were more grandiose. Before long,
the Torture Game became a ne”hborhood
fad and my parents (absentmindedly
indulgent of us both) took to leaving one
half of the garage vacant so that my brother
would have more room to entertain his
friends. My brother and his audience and
asastants were about nine or ten years old
then. One comer of the garage near the
door to the house where all members of the
family had to pass every day, was intri-
cately laced with the implementabli of
torture, chief among these were a toy vise,
an electric burner that had been part of a
leather work hobby craft kit, my cook-
stove, mother’s old eyebrow tweezers, and
acids &om a chemistry set,which turned out
not to be particularly effective. Sometimes
alone and sometimes with friends, my
brother would tinker with his bug tortures
for hours each day, whiling away mapley
wide-lawned suburban afternoons, for a
couple of years until he became interested
in girls.

The vyear before, the neighborhood
boys’ favorite recreation after school had
been digging foxholes in a vacant lot, but
the preoccupation of the entire male corps
of neighborhood children soon became
absorbed in the art of small animal vivi-
section and insect dismemberment. 1 dis-
liked every time 1returned from school or
the grocery having to pass through the
garage where at all times a number of bugs
and small animals could be seen writhing
under dressmakers' pins from my mother’s

sewing box with their little legs lying beside
them.

1 do not know how much capacity, if
any, the smaller bugs had for pain, but | felt
that my brother, as he was performing his
mutilative arts upon them, wished the pain
great. .He used to tell me when | asked him-
why Ae liked doing that so much that he
was practicing up for when the Japs in-
vaded 1was precocious enough a student of
history that | tried to explain to him that
the Japanese were no longer our enemies, to
which my brother would reply that he
would do it to the niggers then. 1asked him
if he intended to torture Mattie, who was at
that moment baking my brother’s favorite
pecan pie, but he didn't seem to get the
contradiction. His ingenuous boyish face
would just glisten, leering lasciviously and
any of his buddies who were around would
chime in, "Yeah, torture!” At last |
screamed at them, “l hope someone does
that to you! 1 hope you really get it. Serve
you right!”

1 wasn’t really tattling, 1 decided, since
my mother and father knew as well as 1did
how my brother spent his time in the
garage. They saw the top of the cookstovc
the same as me everytime they went in and
out of the garage. My mother would step
out of the car with a bag of groceries and
smile her cheerful motherly smile, beaming
a good-natured hello down to my brother
and his little buddies hovered together over
the frying animals on the cookstove.

So | appealed to my mother to make my
brother stop. 1 was standing at her dresser
while she put her hair in pincurls the way
they used to. “Don’t you realize, mother,
that's all he ever docs anymore? Please tell
him he has to stop it and make all those
others stop it, too. Don't you see it’s bad
for him to be thinking cruel thoughts all the
time? Don’t you see?” Mother didn’t see.
“Well,” she said, “You should be glad your
brother is a normal boy and likes to do
rugged things. He’ll outgrow it soon
enough. You should be glad your brother is
not a sissy like that little John Parks who
plays the piano all day long. Your brother
will never be a sissy boy.”

We are all grown up now. My mother
and father and brother and me were
together having grilled hamburgers in the
back yard just like when we were children
on other summer evenings. Now that my
brother is home from service and 1 am
home for a few days we seem to have

become giant siblings sitting at our old
places at the table as though we had never
moved. We were arguing about the war in
general and the My Lai massacre in par-
ticular. My mother’s position was: “Well it
was only some crazy ones that did it if any
such thang ever happened at all. Normal
American boys just wouldn’t do such a
thang. Probably no such thang never
happened anyways - just some communist
talk trying to run down the United States.
If any part of what you said happened, it
was just some crazy ones, just a couple of
shell-shook bad ones. You never know what
kind of people you're going to get thrown
in with when you get drafted. Why they
even have to take Yhowers with niggers.
They just throw the trash in with the
educated ones like your brother. No normal
American boy ever did a thang like that.”

My father said, “Now Mother, I’'mjust a
little bit afraid sister may have some truth
to what she says. | was reading an article
the other day and from what | could judge
it was told by a fellow that was trying to
get his facts straight. Now, of course, 1can’t
be absolutely sure of it, but 1 think the man
by the tone he took wrote the truth as best
as he could remember it and report it down.
It was about a bunch of American soldiers
raping and Kkilling a thirteen-year-old Viet-
namese farm girl and | don’t think they had
anything mentally wrong with them. 1think
this feller seemed to feel they came from
just as fine a family as ours and | don’t
believe they were crazy at the time. It was a
terrible thing and | tell y' | just couldn't
read the whole thing but it was in Saturday
Review and 1 think they are preety careful
about letting anything get in there that’s a
complete mi.srepresentation. | just don’t
think it could have been too far off.”

1 asked my brother, “Tell me, how do
you distinguish between South Vietnamese
Gooks and Slopeheads and North Viet-
namese Gooks and Slopeheads? The South
Vietnamese arc supposed to be on our side,
you know?”

“Aw, sis,” he answered rather weary
with me, “You don’t know how thangs are
over thar in Nam.”

“Well, you haven’t exactly been over
there either,” | said. “By the way, what
about torture? How do you stand on that
issue?”

“Wall,” he said, “1 tell you v/hsl Ah'd
do if we ever was to take us some prisoners.
They got some kind of special tribe of
Vietnamese or somethin’ like ‘at over ‘ar



and | tell you the natives in this tribe are
very skiiled in the art of torture. The
United States has got them working for the
Marines. If I ever caught me a gook 1would
turn 'em right over to some of them. They
sure would know how to handle them.
They can think up thangs no white man
could dream up in a hundred years.”

For just the length of a jolt of a second
my parents, both of them, sat shattered,
comprehending the breakthrough of some
sort of nonretractable ethical horror that
threatened for an instant their regard for
their only son. My brother grinned good
humoredly, having no earthly notion of
there being something irrevocable in the air.

“LIEUTENANT GALLEY LAST WEEK
UNDERWENT PSYCHIATRIC EXAMIN-
ATION WHICH SHOWED HIM TO BE
COMPLETELY NORMAL,”” my transistor
announced. Well, | mean, isn’t “gang-bang”
the most resoundingly all-American thing
you ever heard of anyway. My nose was
sticking through a square of the plastic
webbing so | could read Time magazine
down underneath on the grass. | read about
“The victim, a 5¥t inch asscmble-her-
yourself girl model wearing hot pants and a
permanent look of terror on her pretty
face. ‘1 should look as good,” the Aurora
p.r. gal said . . . Over 800,000 sets have
been sold to date.”” Then I read that, “The
superintendent of West Point told Congress
recently that, ‘young ladies of liberal per-
suasion' may have influenced Military
Academy graduates to make allegations of
U.S. atrocities in Vietnam. The general
went on to say, ‘In one or two other cases
we have found the female of the species
more deadly than the male and have found
men who fell under the inQuence of young
ladies of liberal persuasion.”* Then | read
about Bemadine Dohrn, the Weatherwoman
who is wanted by the FBI for blow'ing up
things. | believe and | was really interested
in hearing any news of her because Rat
magazine, a “radical feminist” sheet that 1
sometimes read back in New York keeps
trying to tell me Bemadine Dohm is a
liberated woman and keeps calling her “our
sister who's gone underground.” “The big
issue that year was Vietnam,” Time said,
“and Bemadine worked hard trying to
organize law-school students and others to
resist the draft. ‘She was an overwhelming
personality,” says a male associate. ‘First of
all, there was her sex appeal She had the
most amazing legs - every draft resister on
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the East Coast knew those legs . . .
Time went on to say (before our sister went
underground, that is), “Bemadine told the
War Council in Flint: ‘Dig it, first they
killed those pigs, then they ate dinner in the
same room with them, then they even
shoved a fork into a victim’s stomach!
Wild!” Next came a new Weatherman
slogan; ‘Manson Power - The Year of the
Fork!” A four finger salute symbolizing the
tines in Sharon Tate’s belly briefly replaced
the clenched fist in vogue.

If anybody wants to know where was |
during the great war, what exactly was 1
doing during the police action, summer of
71, 1 will have to reply that | spent the
entire season as a compulsive sunbather for
an audience of my mother and her friends
- not the most appreciative imaginable
audience — but as long as 1 stay among
these women not one single draft resister on
either coast will ever be able to look up my
dress, baby. As long as 1 remain among
them | will not inspire deeds in men great
or small. They are old, these women, they
have sagging breasts, stretch marked
stomachs; but it is to them | address all the
coquetry of my splendid young body —
even though they tend to pluck at the
tender hairs near my temples.

FOOTNOTES:

For reasons of expediency, some of the
quotations which have been attributed to
Time magazine in the above text actually
appeared in the publications indicated
below as well as in Time:

1 “The Hero Calley,” Time, Vol. 97, No.
7 (February 15, 1971), 14.

2. From a February 16, 1971 radio news
broadcast, New York, New York:
Station WOR, 98.7 FM at 6:00 p.m.

3. Fern Marja Eckmun, “Torture Toys,
Sick Scenes? ‘Kids Love It’,” New York
Post, June 11, 1971, p. 4.

4. Morton Kondracke, “Atrocity Charges?
Blame Girls: General,” New York Post,
June 11, 1971, p. 6.

5. Lindsy Van Gelder, “Bemadine Dohrn
Is Weighed in the Balance and Found
Heavy," Esquire, Vol LXXV, No. 4
(April, 1971), 168.

6. Ibid, p. 170.

HIGHPOCKETS

After a year of teaching around the
fifteen little country parishes of the diocese
of Patzeuaro in Michoacan, Maria had be-
come about as Mexican as any American
woman could become in that time. She had
a head-start by being small, dark, mystical
and domestic, sensuous and down-to-earth
at the same time. Her skin was even darker
now after so much sun and she delighted so
much in the food and the housekeeping
that the transition from the ways of the
United States to those of Mexico had been
extraordinarily smooth, almost completely
s0. She wrote home jokingly that she was
“completely expatriated”, but it was true,
as jokes often are.

Maria lived by herself in a little rented
house not far from the shining shore of the
region's famous frigid lake. This was the
high country of Mexico where the nights
were cool and heavily scented with Pon-
derosa pine, while the days were warm and
as serene and clear as the beautiful waters
of the lake.

Like most of the other houses of the
area, Maria’s had a red tile roof and a patio
surrounded by walls topped with pieces of
broken bottles embeddw! in the concrete to
keep out intruders. The patio had a well, a
pump, flower beds, and, although Maria was
not Catholic, even a shrine to the Virgin.
The house had a kitchen, two bedrooms
and a living room, and was furnished with
petates, pottery, scrapes, a guitar from
Pachuca, strings of chilis and lacquered
gourds, American magazines and Mexican
furniture, a collection of straw and clay
toys, a transistor radio, English-language
newspapers and short stories in Spanish,
candles and lamps and electricity, an inside
toilet and water purifier, a crucifix, and all
the powders, paints, lotions and oils women
everywhere in the world use.

She was moderately poor but content.
Her room and board plus $40 per month
were provided by the bishop of the diocese
in exchange for her work —teaching En-
glish in the private and public schools. Her
needs were simple; the good cheap Mexican
chickens, tortillas, pastries, and the deli-
cious local fish. Her pleasures were moder-
ate: the good Mexican beer, music and
children. She could even afford to have a
handyman, and Cayatano, the old and wise
and small one, dug the flower beds and
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gathered wood and charcoal and repaired
the water-pump (in itself almost a perpetual
task) and did almost anything else she was
not clever or strong enough to do herself.

She was as chaste as the nuns who in
Mexico wear not habits but a kind of
uniform, and who she saw frequently in the
market buying fruits and vegetables. She
was a very good and efficient teacher
without being especially conscientious
about it; she loved the children and had a
wealth of patience and ingenuity. She was
alone and thirty-two years old. She never
spoke, or even thought, of “going home”.
She had the status of an “English profes-
sora" working for the bishop in the town
and throughout the countryside, a status
which inhibited the local Caballeros —even
if it did not blind them and numb them to
the softness and warmth she still had.

She never looked back. She went back
every six months, over the Texas border, in
order to keep her tourist papers in order
and stayed for a day or two and bought
new dresses and cosmetics and .shoes. But it
might be said that she had almost forgotten
most of what had happened to her before
she came here, to this lake and to these
mountains, to this work and to these people
and to this faith. To this shining shore and
ringing air, alive with silver-white fish and
bells. To this place, so far from every other
place, and yet so close to life and death
themselves - to this Mexican village of
fishermen, surrounded still by fields upon
fields of corn . . .

From whence had she come and why?
She had come from an Ohio country
road and thisiswhy . . .

It had all begun so innocently and with
no hint of hurt ordeath. It was late August
and hot and bright, a year ago, the first day
Maria rode her red garden tractor down the
road to do a favor in return for a favor - to
cut the weeds on a new neighbor’s five-acre
homestead in payment for having had the
sickle-bar repaired for her free of chaige.
She was still lonely and free as she took

that first ride in the sun.
The neighbor was not even at home

when she arrived. But she worked all
through the hot afternoon just the same,
just doing a job ... with the already



ripened milkweed pods bursting in her face
and clinging to her clothing, with no hint at
all of what was to come, in a silvery
silkiness and softness . . .

Later she went back in the evening and
worked again. But the ground was too
marshy in other spots and the growth too
rank, and after her little tractor would work
no more she ended up eating pizza and
drinking beer with the neighbor in the
backyard until midnight.

So went the first day.

And the second and the third ones were
almost like it. They continued the battle
together now against the water-soaked, un-
mowable grasses on the back of the new
place.

It all began so innocently and wiili no
hint of hurt or death in it at all. The hot
August sun and unblurred daylight were
shining full upon the beginnings of these
WO,

Maria brushed the milkweed routinely
off of herself, not connecting it at all yet
with the softness and brightness of cornsilk
or golden hair.

The neighborwmman was building a new
house. Or rather, just finishing the building
of it. The workmen had finished most of
the major jobs by the time they met. But
there were still enough unfinished little jobs
left to keep both of them working almost
constantly together for a whole month -
enough time for Maria to learn to know this
w'oman and her world intimately.

The woman's world was fast and color-
ful. Made up of fast automobiles, golden
beer and stereophonies. Made up of sweet-
ness. motor oil and Pepsi Cola. Made up of
card games, transistors and pizzas. Made up
of flannel shirts and blue jeans and bravado.
Made up of drums, Joni James and Sarah
Vaughn. Made up too of probantine, bella-
donna, and maalox which the woman fed
her ulcer on. .Made up of speed, sensuality
and sanitariness.

For this woman was possessed of an
exaggerated need for eleanliness which kept
the washing machine and taps in the bath-
tub running almost constantly. How she
loved the sheets and shirts and underclothes
all to be blindingly white! One of Maria’s
most persistent memories of their days
together would alw'ays be of the smell of
soap and ammoniated combs, of glistening
washes, shining hair - and emptied cisterns
and wells.

The woman was big - five-foot-ten, two
hundred pounds. Very fair, with hair the
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color of a honeycomb and green eyes. The
kids in the neighborhood called her High-
pockets, and the nickname stuck, fitting her
perfectly.

Her walk was a aoss between a strut
and a swagger. She was irresponsible, ma-
terialistic, spoiled and superstitious. Big
spending and over-sized lamps and clocks
seemed to make her feel superior to other
people. But she was frightened to death of
dogs, storms and omens.

She was aggressive and passionate. She
had wit and a vocabulary as colorful and
crude as an alley cat’s - also too much
pride and fear. Maria would remember for
the rest of her life Highpocket's laughter
and amazing strength - her bigness and
what seemed to Maria to be originality.

She walked with her hands in her
pockets most of the time. She looked best
in black, wool slacks and a black sweater,
with her fair .skin and golden hair and sultry
smile. With her beautiful eyes, green and
swamplike, drawing Maria finally into
her . ..

They did not work all the time. Later
they went fishing along the river, although
Maria was as bad a fisherman as High-
pockets was a good one. They took long,
fast rides in the car. They went to a country
auction where Highpockets bought a type-
writer (although she could not type at all)
and a television cabinet, which she had
visions of converting into a liquor cabinet.
They went to see a fortune-teller who told
them nothing, but who worried High-
pockets for days, just the same. They
shopped for new records, fancy olives and
plaid shoelaces. They went out at midnight
and bought fried chicken. They ate one
night at an Italian restaurant where High-
pockets drank eleven Manhattans and
stored all the cherries away inside her
brassiere.

They often visited a friend of High-
pockets called “Ma". Usually they found
her heating water for her washing, which
she did outside over a fire in a big, iron
kettle, in a jungle of old trees and junked
automobiles. She was a widow with eight
children, always dressed in a thin cotton
housedress, shapeless casuals and a coral-
colored sweater. It was beginning to be cold
in late September now, and already her
hands were chapped and sore. All of her
boys' hands were perpetually black with
mechanic’s grease and her little girls were
beginning to fill out in the breasts. She
always walked with her arms folded and

bent forward a little. She was about fifty-
five, and always cheerful . . . And Maria
would never forget her hoarse laughter and
clipped, throaty speech - or her bad teeth
and dull eyes.

Usually they had a couple of beers with
“Ma”, under the flaming trees, while High-
pockets talked automobile parts and
neighborhood gossip with the other woman
- and Maria finally came to admire only
Highpockets’ yellow hair, shining in her
personal loneliness and dark like a lamp,
altogether as fascinating, soft and warm as
the burning maples. It was on just one of
these afternoons that Maria first came to
ask herself - would the place she was not
seeking, inside Highpockets’ arms, be for
her a place of peace or doom?

But that day they only slammed the
doors of the car, blew the horn loud and
long and drove away through the fiery
afternoon before she could think any more
about it.

Yet later in the day Highpockets was
strangely quiet, and drove more slowly,
which was different too.

Maria had never known anyone like her
in her life. She had never rode in speeding
cars, nor gone fishing, nor played cards half
of the night. She had never been so fasci-
nated. She had never known so much
seeming security before in her whole life.
For, aU at once, SHE WAS NOT ALONE
ANYMORE. She was not yet aware of any
physical need. Maria, at this point, merely
had someone to go to and to be with
everyday, to work and play and joke with,
to be expected and wanted by.

So, while the whole countryside was
glowing and stilled, since autumn had come
and the birds had all gone, it inevitably
came about. At last all Maria had to be
finally was with her, and miracles of light
and security were simply wrought. She was
suddenly happy and safe . . . also blind,
deaf and dumb to the actual source of this
thing . . .

They cut down more weeds together
and even dug a trench for a tile-line. They
sweated still in the September air and
cooled out on beer and laughs. Also during
this time Maria began to feel strangely
distracted when she was with this woman,
and yet more distracted and somehow
restless when she was not.

But all the while the house Highpockets
was completing step by step and task by
task was still the biggest thing to Maria. The
windows and floors and cupboards and

cabinets went in. And the furnace and
pumps and finally the cellar steps. The first
month of their short life together was thus
filled up mostly with the smell of sawdust
and the feel of fresh, soft concrete and the
sounds of hammers and saws. Their first
days close to one another were thus so busy
and perfect that Maria saw not even the
perfection itself - until it was finally and
fully upon her almost thirty days later. And
only that closeness itself was left to com-
plete.

The evening Maria helped Highpockets
lay the tile on her bathroom walls both
finished and began it all. The night was
fresh and cool coming through the opened
windows, and scented with the clover-
blooms they had cut just that day in a
nearby field. Highpockets came up behjnd
her all at once and gripped her with both
hands on her shoulders. And Maria tensed
at the touch and Highpockets asked, slowly
and softly, “Are you afraid of me?”

Maria lay down her tools and tiles and
walked, without a word or look, out of the
house.

But in less than a week she was back.
Sitting with Highpockets on the living room
couch by the big new picture-window -
with Highpockets’ hands in her hair. She
tolerated this, and even rested in it, inex-
plicably.

The house was finished and smelled new
and empty. It felt strongly unoccupied in
every room, awaiting only life and love to
warm it clear through. Maria would remem-
ber afterwards the beautiful, sanded sur-
faces of the cupboard doors when they
walked into the bedroom together. The
paint on the plaster, as fresh and clean as
the sheets on the bed. The way the light
came through the windows in this freshly-
created place - and the paper stickers still
on the new panes. TTien Highpockets
looked at her with the look which finally
told her what she really was and wanted,
and yet left her so helpless to judge and
resist.

There was a little bright pile of 8-penny
nails left in one comer by the carpenters.
And there was a hammer with paint on its
handle on the dresser-top. And the bare
ends of two wires, for the thermostat yet to
be installed, hung like great, raw nerves out
of the wall - all these things looked so
singularly real and sharp to Maria - just
before she turned to Highpockets, into the
blurt and dark which would be both delight
to Highpockets and - for a while - to

Maria, too.



After that Maria went to her regularly,
in the early mornings. Past the big corn-
field, which was just outside the picture-
window, and which had now in October
turned into a field of fluttering flags. Past
the withered wild asparagus and frost-black-
ened clover along the edges of the road.
Past the big elm tree halfway to her house,
the tree filled with so much cool shade and
so many singing birds all the August-long of
their love. Towards the golden square of the
picture-window — towards the place on
Highpockets' shoulder, which was her place
- towards the most peace and rest and
warmth Maria had ever known in her life.

Every morning she let herself into the
kitchen and made them both a pot of hot
tea first, then while the water came to a
boil she went and looked at Highpockets as
she slept. It would still not be quite
daylight, but she could see the brightness of
Highpockets’ head on the pillow in any
light at all, and the dim shape of her under
the covers, so strongly comforting.

This is what Maria had to give: An
enormous appeal physically. Sheer, sensu-
ous pleasure. A beautiful body. Waving,
black hair and brown eyes. A passionate,
beautiful mouth and thick, soft eyebrows.
A degree of primitiveness. Humility and
honesty adding up to directness and simpli-
city, physically and emotionally. A shade of
loneliness and bravery. Complete femininity
- passive and yet sensitively responsive.

And no wilder winds ever could have
blown to sweep Highpockets so wholly to
peace. Nothing else, nothing calmer and
duller, could ever have so completely pre-
cipitated her, no matter how briefly, so
entirely into ecstacy.

This is what Maria had to give: A little, a
little pleasure. A little time, it was .summer
and the weeds were rank with sweetness
and flowers.

And then all at once the golden leaves,
the color of Highpockets' hair, were falling,
and covering Maria up.

Autumn —always associated with death
and dying, and quite naturally so.

But always associated for Maria from
this year in her life on, with Highpockets,
and the year the maples all at once turned
the exact color of golden hair, and the
corn-tassels were just as golden and silken
soft inside the ripened, yellow husks Maria
broke open. The year the sky was a deeper
blue than she had ever known it to be in her
life - and was so brilliant with stars that for
awhile she regularly found her way both

from her own house and to Highpockets'
and back home again by this light alone.

Autumn - so Tilled with the sound of
the bells on the cattle on the surrounding
farms and the burning of the trees and of
themselves.

Autumn: so bright and shadowed at the
same time.

Maria’s last year in a shower of flaming
leaves, shooting stars and caresses, and the
security of always being accepted, defended
and cherished above everyone else . . .

But the tassels on the corn finally
turning inevitably stiff and dark. The soft
leaves too crisping and finally to powder
like ash and becoming part of the woods
and lawns and earth . . .

How could Maria know that High-
pockets would be able someday suddenly -
just to give it all up?

Their experience was so deep and fresh
and intense to Maria that it was strong and
bright enough to survive almost anything.
But there was a fatal, hidden difference
between them.

Highpockets, too weak to relate to
anyone permanently, tired easily and
needed above all only someone to baby her:
she could not go on forever pretending to
be strong and grown-up enough to take and
receive another wholly and responsibly —
not just sensually and temporarily . . .

So even sense itself died in her before
long . . .
Even though Highpockets could not
help it, this was undeniably so. Highpockets
had used Maria to satisfy a lust in herself.
When it was finally satisfied, irritability and
coldness, guilt and satiety, set into High-
pockets like winter . . .

By the last week in October it was all
over.

There came a night when Maria walked
home only just bewildered and exhausted.

She went into her own house and got
out two woolen serapes she had bought
once on a vacation to Mexico and a lantern
and went out into the cornfield and sat
down and lit the light and tried to rest and
think. =
The dried up corn leaves rustled every
once in a while with a little wind or winter
rabbits. She .sat with her head resting upon
her drawn-up knees and watched the stars
in the sky and the automobiles on the road.

It was Halloween, the eve of all Saints
day.
She sat this way for a very long time,
but finally she walked across the field and

stood still before the house that High-
pockets had built. There was a difference
between them now like the centuries, or a
foreign tongue. This night Maria stood thus
in the winter of their separateness, looked
through the picture-window from the out-
side, and saw the picture of a stranger.

After this, Maria walked back to the
center of the field and the lantern-light, and
lay down full-length upon the Mexican
blankets and slept a sleep of exhaustion.
After that everything was simple and final
at least. Maria never went back to the house
that Highpockets built.

And a year later she was still deep in
Mexico.

Death is not a kind of dread or flattered
guest in Mexico. He is not a stranger or even
an enemy. No one is surprised at him, or
afraid of him, or even particularly opposed
to him. Rather, he isa kind of play-fellow,
an everyday companion, almost a lover.

So when the Mexican *“Halloween"
rolled around, Maria knew what to expect.
Candy skulls and paper skeletons, little
altars and coffins made out of seeds and
matchboxes. Fireworks and chants. Crosses
and candles and visits from one’s relatives
returned from the other world. The “bread
of the dead” set out in little baskets and
covered with white napkins and flowers.
Incense and happiness. Faith and longing
and picnics in the cemeteries.

It was the time that the com was
gathered in and the glory shone round in
every face as if reflected off the heaps of
golden ears. No ghost walked, but the
resurrected saints were everywhere. Not the
saints of the litanies - but those who had
gone to God directly from one’s own arms.

Now the dead came back for a holiday
and this was not entirely incredible; we are
all, according to the Mexicans, closer to one
another in El Sefior than we are to our-
selves. A literal Christianity abolishes in
Mexico even the loneliness of death. Even
this final separateness melts away under the
Mexican sun. Like the wax of the thousands
of candles being reformed into fresh, lumi-
nous bodies at the shrine of the Guadalupe
everyday,the dead never really die and never
go very far away in this strange land —they
are only re-formed too, and burn as pas-
sionately as ever with all their old desires
for favorite songs and foods and loves. The
yellow marigold, the Mexican flower of the
dead, is really the color of life —the color
of corn. And life is as perishable and yetas

indestmctible as the tortilla. Or again -
“wear it like a flower behind your ear and
toss it to the first love you meet" goes an
old Mexican proverb about life.

In such a place one may go to extremes
like the land, contract a permanent and
powerful faith like that of the Indians
themselves.

“Into the hollow of your heart will
enter the charmed stick whose bliss is in the
rains” runs the song of blessing chanted
over the gentle pulque. Your own heart a
sword shall pierce. But out of it shall run all
the sorrows of your life to sweetness and
forgetfulness, like that which the pulque
brings, in its own kind of little dying
everyday.

The sad face of the burro is still and at
the same time the face of a clown. And you
can, if you understand, be as whimsical
about death as you can be serious.

You have seen the marks of the rubber-
tire sandals in the soft ground - the same as
those found on the cheeks of sleepy chil-
dren in the mornings? See then too: they
are the marks of the woven petate, which is
love-bed and bier both.

You have smelled the acrid, singularly
sweet smell of tule, the petate reed, a
bouquet of earth, corn, chili, and flesh.
Death in Mexico is as familiar and as
intimate as these - and as beloved and real.

The Juanitzio Island Vigil of the Night
of the Dead is held in a little cemetery at
the foot of the steep cliff on this island in
the middle of the lake of Patzeuaro. Here
the women begin to kneel at the tombs
around nightfall and stay near the graves
until the midnight procession alight with
tapers and smoking torches winds its way
down the cobblestoned streets to the village
church. The tombs are draped with wreaths
of flowers and there is a bowl of fresh food
near each cross. Hundreds of lighted candles
stuck in the ground all around flicker and
shimmer all night long like faUen stars.

All the women dress in black. Children
and dogs sleep in piles everywhere amid the
baskets of food and scent of flowers and
beeswax. The whole scene is solemn and yet
relaxed and familial. The incessant hum of
prayer biends with the crying of babies and
the barking of dogs. The women are as
happy and busy as if they were still in their
own kitchens, as they set meals for the dead
on these graves. Graves covered so thickly
now with candles and flowers and figures of
the still living that one wonders that there is
room enough for a spirit even to turn



around.

When Maria arrived by boat in a crowd
of other pilgrims at about 11 o’clock, the
island was already alive with lights and
scurrying figures. She stopped first at the
church and knelt down briefly by the
draped coffin in the center aisle just inside
the huge, opened front doors - the coffin
was covered with corn-stalks. More corn-
stalks Stood upright all the way up the nave
to the altar. A giant orange candle burned
at each comer of the coffin. The church
was like a marketplace, busy and crowded
and noisy. But it smelled heavily of an
admixture of incense and urine and melting
wax and once outside again Maria was
grateful for the fresh, cool lake-air.

She pulled the black rebozo she wore
more closely about her and hurried up the
winding, steep streets to the blossoming,
glistening cemetery, just as the bell in the
village church began to toll heavily and
unrelentingly. She stepped into a field of
flowers and lights and stunning community
- the living and the dead fraternizing with
one another - just as if the resurrection had
already occurred an hour ago.

The little cemetery was filled with the
sound of chanted prayer. At the same time
fireworks began to go off in the village
square down below. The chanted prayer
had an eternal, haunting, and yet new
quality about it, as all half-Indian, half-
Christian worship has, as if the barbaric and
the divine come completely together in the
force and flare of the fireworks and chants
which always accompany such services -
resulting in an entirely fresh liturgy as
human as it is supernatural and as magical
and immediate as it is everlasting.

Maria stood perfectly still in the center
of the cemetery and celebration.

And then all at once in the golden
candlelight - she saw the golden hair again
at last. Saw it everywhere, all around her,
where Highpockets walked once more.
Highpockets in her black sweater and
slacks, her head shining as stunningly as it
always had. Highpockets - carrying a beau-
tiful, long ear of American corn in one hand
- drawing Maria slowly into her again, as
she had used to do, with her green, swamp-
like eyes.

A little wind blew off of the cold water
periodically and made all the candlelight
quiver. And this passed through Maria each
time too, like a tremble of desire. But then,
each time also, as the flames of all the
candles settled back into stillness again, so
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did Maria.

Highpockets was like she was in the
beginning, strong and bright and warm. She
walked among all the kneeling women and
children saying nothing, but looking at
Maria andl smiling, or looking at them and
into the lights and smiling again. Maria
stood as if transfixed looking at her and this
seemed both to amuse and touch High-
pockets. For she finally came and stood
directly in front of Maria, and Maria heard
her laugh a little soft laugh as she kissed her
hair again lightly, and then held Maria s
head between her two big hands. She stood
perfectly still for a moment, looking out
upon the dark flat lake over Maria’s head,
before she moved away again into the
crowd of gleaming lights and dark rebozos.

How did it happen? Maria thought
suddenly - How did you die?

Yet, at this moment, Highpockets was
so solid and real that she left the prints of
her black American casuals in the sand and
the marks of her fingers on each side of
Maria’s face, burning and lingering behind
her.

Maybe it was “only physical”, as | came
to think, Maria finally admitted to herself,
wonderingly, but even that can be as
tremendous as the mountains around here,
as deep as the waters and as all-enveloping,
as green and gold as lakes and seed. After
all, as engrossing as planting or reaping -
and as completely enclosing as an embrace
or drowning, and as final as death. 1
remember your eyes and your hair, Maria
thought - Comsilk in a swamp, cool
sun-ripened and dark - your love and
lovelessness. Your faith and your fear - the
nets spread bravely and beautifully here,
like butterfly wings, and the final agony of
the little white fish in the same nets all
along the shining shore.

Highpockets finally swaggered or strut-
ted up to a flowery cross and picked one of
its blossoms, winked, and hid it in her
sweater. Maria saw her drinking pulque and
stealing the bread of the offerings - it was
her alright. And then Highpockets was gone
as quickly as she had come.

That was the last thing Maria remem-
bered on the Island of Juanitzio.

The Uttle winged boat came and brought
her back to Patzeuaro and her compadres
took care of her with a faith and under-
standing she could have earned only
through serving them in ways and manners
quite beyond anything physical and sensual.
She believed as they believed. She saw as

they saw. They finally had so little to say to
one another on this night, in any language,
simply because it did not need to be said.
The tiny white fish jumped in the waters,
covered with flowers now, and the winds
continued to speak as they had for cen-
turies of life-in-death and the quivering with
desire there must be to the end of all of us
until all the lights ate blown out and we ate
wafted, just as in this boat, to another
shore, peaceful and quiet as the waters at
last.

The children and dogs slept alt together
and heavily, in the bottom of the boat.
Maria slept in the wake of her apparition of
Highpockets in an enormous sudden weari-
ness. Her head was cradled in the lap of an
old woman who was clad from head to foot
in black, and who had hair and eyes as
black as the waters themselves now were.

When the boat landed at Patzeuaro with
a sound like a sigh as its bottom touched
the sandy shore, one of the fishermen
carried Maria to land and the old woman
put a long ear of American corn into her
hand.

No one said anything.

It was getting daylight slowly. Maria
would remember forever - the fisherman

was gentle as he set her down on her feel by
her house with a sign of the cross, a bottle
of pulque and a smile. She went in weakly
but happily and put the strange ear of corn
down in the hearth with candles and amu-
lets and charcoal - and burned it to a black
ash.

(Jo Traherne writes that she is a
former social worker and journalist.
"Higljpockets" is a portion of an
unpublished novel about five Ameri-
can women in Mexico. She lives in a
10 room house an a 20 acre farm in
Ohio, with 5 cats. 2 dogs, jO sheep
(plus unborn lambs) | donkey and
acres of rabbits as well as sundry
miscellaneous wild friends. She speaks
of her farm as "the ecological haven /
will see that it remains”, and of her
writing in fiction instead of some
other form because “there is nothing
in the clinic or the church to compare
with what is simply in the body and
heart”)

What’s Underground, Secret,
Subversive, & On the Best Seller List?

On March 20, 1972, Ttme magazine put
out an issue called “The American
Woman,” which proved to be a progress
report on the feminist movement. Each of
Time's usual subheads - “Art,” “Business,”
“Religion,” etc. - listed news of women in
each area. The “Books” section included a
small photograph of all well known con-
temporary female writers whose works can
be construed to have a feminist stance. The
listing seemed to me complete for all
women writers at the particular level of au
courant fame Time's editors seemed to have
settled upon. Except for one name. | find
the omission of Joyce Carol Oates striking
since | found Wonderland, currently in hard
back on the best seller list, just as descrip-
tive of women’s quietly desperate situations
as Joan Didion’s Play It As It Lays or Lois
Gould's Such Good Friends. To my mind,
Joyce Carol Oates makes in Wonderland far
more militant statements through the char-

By NILA BOWMAN McCORMACK

acters Helene and Shelley than Germaine
Greer has ever made in her life. Wonderland
is the best feminist book | have yet read. If
I were in a position of having to explain or
convince anyone of feminism and 1 were
only allowed one book with which to do it,
I would choose Wonderland. Most “femin-
ist” books make me angry, make me want
to say, “Come on, why didn’t you dare tell
the whole thing; why won’t you go all the
way,” ending by saying, “You understand
nothing, after all, traitorcss, why did you
write this lie,” (a feeling | did not have after
Play It /4s It Lays or Such Good Friends, by
the way - | recommend them both highly).

The extraordinary thing about Wonder-
land's author is that in a few reviews and
interviews with her that | have read, she has
not been considered feminist. 1 think |
understand why. She is just too subtle, too
exacting, for such gross Madison Avenue
categorizations. But her relentless subtlety



only serves to make her all that much more
seditious. 1 may be quite wrong, but 1
believe Joyce Carol Oates has even managed
to escape being asked what by now has
become one of the world’s most tiresome
journalistic queries, that dreary unto death,
“Uh, how do you feel about Womens
Lib?" 1do believe that question has by now
been asked every woman well known for
anything from adultery with high govern-
ment officials to her cake recipes.

Perhaps Wonderland escapes notice be-
cause its protagonist is a man. Oates seems
as at home telling us the intimate thoughts
of a man as a woman. Part of her genius is
her ability to comprehend absolutely the
motives of almost any other human being
who may bear no immediate resemblance to
herself in background, age, race, occupa-
tion, religion, intelligence, or sex. She can
reconstruct the formation of any human
personality. If she were to write of the
anxieties of a Thirteenth Century Hindu. 1
would not be surprised or incredulous. Only
halfway through Wonderland do we meet
Helene, Dr. Jesse’s wife and then his
daughter, Shelley.

When Helene is first pregnant as a young
intern’s wife, Oates writes an account of a
visit to the gynecologist so excruciating, so
tediously, minutely, gruesomely realistic
that it is guaranteed to spiritually castrate,
for at least a month, any woman who reads
it. Years later Helene becomes a woman of
40, then 45, no more, no less, just a woman
of 45, hated by the young for that and that
alone. Realizing she is hated, Helene jolts
from a lifetime of passivity long enough to
strike a young woman at an anti-war
demonstration. It is one brief action, but it
is the assertion, the single assertion, of her
life.

Her daughter Shelley, embodies the new
kind of odyssey available to the present
generation of women as the alternate cul-
ture would have it. A dream of freedom
that overdoses at twenty-eight, like Janis
Joplin, of the rock culture, Diana Oughton
of the revolutionary culture, or Edie Sedge-
wick of the pop culture. (In case you don’t
remember, ¢die was Andy Warhol’s 1967
Girl of the Year underground superstar.)
Shelley is a run-away with a Charles Manson
type boyfriend, a “sensitive” young guru
who trains her to “erase,” humiliate, and
finally obliterate herself. Shelley’s boy-
friend 1 find archetypal of the kind of
sensitive young man the alternate culture
has spawned.

Another of Joyce Carol Oates’ novels,
them, also has some tremendous portraits
of trapped women — Loretta and her
daughter, Maureen, both so different in
their conclusions but both so understand-
able. them also has a Lesbian character,
Betty - Maureen’s sister - who is not a
major character but is a good, accurate,
sociologically sound description of the his-
tory of the lumpen-proletariat-
little-city-mutt type of Lesbian. She is a
juvenile delinquent circa late 1950 s. She
does not turn out any less successfully than
the other characters, but Oates never treats
any of her characters with crudity of
understanding. Maureen goes from an early
bout with prostitution to finally, ten years
later, at age 25, escape into a nice, normal,
quiet, married life. She yearns for stability
so much that love seems a frivolous luxury
that she doesn’t even consider.

The Wheel of Love is an excellent
collection of short stories for readers who
would like to sample Oates’ abilities before
perhaps going on with her novels. 1 would
suggest starting with “Where Are You
Going, Where Have You Been?” This story
concerns an All-American McDonald’s
Drive-In teenager, Connie, whose dreaming
adolescent faith in pop-tune lyric love songs
has lured her totally unprepared into a
nightmare. This story is a truly contemp-
orary horror story, realistic and allegorical
at once.

The superficial circumstances of Joyce
Carol Oates’ life - she is an Associate
Professor of English at the University of
Windsor, Ontario, born in 1938 and raised
in the country outside Lockport, New
York, married to another professor —offer
no indication of a worldly experience so
vast as to have enabled her to have written
six novels - all of which have received high
literary acclaim. She is as incredibly prolific
as she is excellent. But then, whenever did
we get the idea that to be a great writer you
have to have lived some kind of out-of-the-
mainstream existence and hitchhiked a lot a
la Kerouac and Hesse, or have spent a great
deal of time drinking in Irish pubs like
Brendan Behan or at least pretending to be
a brawling Irishman like Norman Mailer,
instead of the nice little Jewish boy he is.

1 can’t call Joyce Carol Oates a feminist,
| suppose, since | don’t know if she calls
herself one. She might deny the whole
thing, 1 don’t know. But she is whatever
creature it is who can be said to be
ultimately sensitive to the condition of the

contemporary American woman. It doesn’t
matter, just read what she writes.

Books Reviewed:
Wonderland. New York: 'Vanguard Press,
1971.

them. New York: Vanguard Press, 1969.

The Wheel of Love. New York: Vanguard
Press, 1970.

them and The Wheel of Love arc also
available in paperback (Fawcett Crest
Editions).

Jilip Ladies of Llaagollea

ARE-REVIEW

(Editor's Note: The Decemberl7i-
January!72 issue of THE LADDER
contained a review of Elizabeth
Mayor's hook .on the Ladies. A reader
has supplied this very different view of
the same book which wefeel is impor-
tant enough to share with all ofyou.)

The book, THE LADIES OF
LLANGOLLEN, by Elizabeth Mavor,
London, Michael Joseph, 1971, merely by
reason of its subject, should not be over-
looked. The Ladies of Llangollen were, of
course, Eleanor Butler and Sarah Ponsonby,
two Anglo-Irish women who at the end of
the 18th Century, in spite of much op-
position from their families, escaped from
the tutelage that was the common lot of
women of their class and succeeded in
establishing their own independent house-
hold in Wales, in which they lived in
conjugal felicity for fifty years.

But the first question that arose in my
mind when | read it was. Why did Ms.
Mavor choose to write it? It isa fine job of
research, some of it in original material. The
characterization (as the characters present
themselves to this author’s view) is pain-
staking. There is much in it of great interest
to anyone who enjoys the social history of
the period. But the book has a fatal flaw -
a flaw that derives from the ambivalence in
the author's mind concerning the nature of
the relationship between the Ladies.

MS Mavor subtitles her biography “A
Study in Romantic Friendship" and it
becomes apparent at once that it is her
intention to “rescue” the Ladies from the
imputation of having been Leshians. She
goes to considerable length in her Intro-
duction to present the argument that
“romantic friendships” were a fonn of
platonic devotion common among women
of the period, which nowadays are mis-
understood since they were wrapped in the
excessively sentimental language of en-

dearment cultivated, especially by women,
and often surrounded by all the outward
manifestations of affection that are now no
longer *“possible outside an avowedly
lesbian connection.” (at p. 11). There is
much more in her book in this strain. The
reader has the distinct impression that Ms.
Mavor equates “a Leshian connection”
solely and pejoratively with ephemeral,
purely physical erotic encounters between
women.

This would be the same as saying that all
“love affairs”, between any two partners,
are merely casual sexual encounters. How-
ever, Ms. Mavor also declares that (at p. 10),
“In a word, the two women’s relationship
was what we in modern times would
consider a marriage.” Now, does Ms. Mavor
mean that, although the Ladies were not
Lesbians, they were “married”, i.e., that
theirs was a marriage in which there was no
physical consummation? Such marriages,
though they are known to exist between
men and women, are not usually considered
the ideal nor the most likely to support the
happiness of the couples involved. Why this
should be insisted upon as having been the
case with the Ladies is not clear to me.
Presumably it is done for the sake of
“rehabilitating” the Ladies’ reputations -
rather late in the day, one would think.

The tlaw in Ms. Mavor’s book lies
chiefly in the fact that she is not outspoken
in this matter, which is central to her,
theme. She skirts the issue constantly, she
approaches it as closely as may be, but sh6|
never says it in so many words, not even in
the chapter in which she discusses at length
the attack on the Ladies as Lesbians pub-
lished in their lifetime. In support of her
argument concerning this as the epitome of
the “romantic friendship” she cites Eleanor
Butler’s alarm over this attack. Nothing in
what Eleanor Butler said would be taken by
any woman with experience in trying to
build her life with another woman as



anything but self-defense. Eleanor Butler
was well aware of the problems she and
Sarah Ponsonby confronted. The two of
them had defied their families, and had fled
from the threat of marriage or relegation to
a convent in order to stay together and this
in face of the fact that neither of them had
anything to live on beyond family
allowances and governmental pensions. It
really defies one's powers of belief that a
relationship that was merely a “romantic
friendship" would have steeled two women
of cultivation and sensitive feeling to with-
stand the varied assaults that were made on
them.

M. Mavor also discusses the entries in
Eleanor Butler's journal in regard to what
light they may throw on the intimate side
of her life with Sarah Ponsonby. Again Ms.
Mavor is not forthright in what .she says,
but she seems to imply that, although
Eleanor Bullcr spoke at length and in great
detail (which she quotes) of her own
physical ailments and Sarah's tender care of
her, she makes no reference to erotic
passages between them and therefore it may
be deduced that there were none. This
seems hardly a justifiable as.sumption. Even
in their intimate journals people of
Eleanor's and Sarah's background did not
relate such details. One may cite Boswell’s
candid accounts of his encounters with
whores in the streets of London or Pepys'
descriptions of lying late abed another hour
to “sport" with his wife. But these were
men, with the freedom of men in licentious
society and Pepys, furthermore, wrote his
journal in a cipher that was not broken till
years after his death. No lady, in an age
when it was not admitted that respectable
women received any pleasure from sex,
would refer to such things. It really is too
much to expect that Eleanor would speak
of “sporting” in bed with Sarah, or even
make a far more oblique comment to that
effect. Ms. Mavor does conclude her dis-
cussion of this point (at p. 105) with the
remark: “Psychologically the character of
their relationship seems clear, but tech-
nically an enquiry must be inconclusive.
Certainly love speaks in these entries,"
There again is Ms. .Mayor's ambiguity:
“technically”. By this 1 presume she means
that the question of a physical relationship
between the Ladies - or, to put it more
bluntly, whether the Ladies' marriage in-
cluded the enjoyment of sex together, in
the goose-down warmth of their celebrated
double bed, cannot be answered by means
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of Eleanor's journal.

Ms. Mavor concludes her book with a
discussion of the material that has been
published on the Ladies since their death.
She seems to take particular exception to
Dr. Mary Gordon’s Chase of the Wild
Goose, published in 1931 by Leonard and
m\irginia Woolf's Hogarth Press. Dr. Gordon,
she feels, interpreted the Ladies’ relation-
ship in the light of her own predilections.
This reader, however, feels that, in spite of
reservations about the supernatural
phenomenon described there - Dr.
Gordon's good faith cannot be questioned
- and the shortcomings of her style, the
earlier book gives a far more convincing
picture of the Ladies and their marriage.
The portrait there is not as studied, it is not
encased in such an admirably complete
background drop of the period, but the
women themselves are far more vividly
realized and the strength of their devotion
less equivocally portrayed.

1 have one more cavil with Ms. Mayor’s
book. This is a minor point, but since it
bears directly on my main complaint, I shall
mention it. Ms. Mavor refers (at p. 202) to
Simone de Beauvoir's allusion to the Ladies
in her book, TTte Second Sex. She takes
exception to Mme. (the Erench usually
accord her the Mme. in place of Mile, as a
mark of respect for her standing as a
woman of letters) de Beauvoir's remark,
“The union of Sarah Ponsonby and her
woman companion lasted for almost fifty
years without a cloud,” saying that it is
“incongruous” that such a vague phrase
appears in “a treatise that pretended to be
so scientifically specific,” and that life, for
the Ladies, as for anyone else, was never
“without a cloud." In the first place |
should like to point out that Mme. de
Beauvoir’s French is full of such felicities of
phrase as “without a cloud" and they in no
way detract from the scientific exactness of
her statements. In the second place Ms.
Mavor has taken the statement out of
context. In this passage Mme. de Beauvoir is
speaking of the similarities and dis-
similarities between unions of men with
women and of women with women. She
says (my translation): “. . . between
women, carnal love is more equal, more
continuous; they are not carried away by
phrenetic ecstasy, but they never fall back
into a hostile indifference; they look at one
another, they touch one another, with a
tranquil sort of pleasure which prolongs in a
muted way the pleasure they experienced in

bed. The union of Sarah Ponsonby with her
beloved endured for nearly fifty years
without a cloud; it would seem that they
knew how to create a peaceable Eden on
the edge of the world.” ()

Mme. de Beauvoir obviously has no
difficulty in recognizing the real nature of
the relationship between the Ladies, since
she has no difficulty in grasping the fact
that a “Lesbian connection" can have all
the attributes of a marriage, that a devoted
love between two women can encompass a
sexual relationship as well as all the other
elements Ms. Mavor cites as the ingredients
of a “romantic friendship." When she
speaks of the Ladies’ union lasting for fifty
years without a cloud she is not referring to
their practical difficulties, their struggles to
achieve a place for themselves together,
their on-the-whole-succcssful effort to win
acceptance for their marriage in the eyes of
their world, their anxieties about money.
What Mme. de Beauvoir means is that their

private life together, their intimate
association, lasted for fifty years without a
cloud. And on the record, even as presented
by Ms. Mavor and less sympathetic biogra-
pher.s, that was the fact.

*The quotation from Mme. de Beauvoir is
taken from the 1949 edition Gallimard of
Le Deuxiéme Sexe, vol. I, p. 188:
". . .entre femmes, la tendresse charnelle
est plus égalé, plus continue; elles ne sont
pas emporte'es dans de frénétiques extases,
mais elles ne retombent jamais dans une
indifference hostile: se voir, se toucher,
c'est un tranquille plaisir que prolonge en
sourdine celui du lit. L'union de Sarah
Ponsonby avec sa bien-aime'e dura pendant
pris de cinquante ans sans un nuage; il
semble quklles aient su se créer en marge
du monde un paisible eden. "

mHAD

By BEVERLY LYNCH

It was worst when he was on top of her
like this, u.sing her for his own pleasure and
not just to make money. She supposed that
was because it hurt most to be doing
something that once meant he loved her
and now put him in the same category as
the other pigs who just wanted to move
around, heavily, using her like a machine to
feel good. As long as she could keep
thinking about it she almost blocked out his
physical presence, but it was harder this
time. She had not expected him and he had
given her no time to prepare her body for
his assault. She was afraid he would know
this time that he was no good for her
anymore. That he was just another trick for
her, that he would throw her out. As long
as she could just keep thinking so the hate
didn't start the hurt and anger which would
clamp her shut, make her body say what
she would not. Oh, if she could just hurt
him like thaf though. The rage was flowing
through her as his breath came sharper,
rasping against her hair shining in the
morning sun that streamed, hot, through a
large tear in the green shade. That heat
made her sweat and sicken. She could let

herself go, maybe damage him for good,
shut on him like a cold iron clamp, rip him
at his greatest moment as he seemed to be
ripping her, “Relax, baby, | can’t make it
with you so tight," he urged hurriedly. She
let his old voice, the same voice she had
worshipped, work on her. The anger cooled
and she began to move as she should. “Ahh,
chick,” he breathed finally, heaving one last
time before rolling over and shading his
eyes from the sunlight she had been staring
into;

“Don’t | turn you on no more. Dot?
Don’t you love me, babe?"

“1 just don’t feel so good today, Pete,"
she managed to mutter through her
swallowed frustration.

“Hey, hon, that’s okay. 1 wish you
could take a day off, but we didn’t make
much this week and we got to put bread
away so we can get out of this.” And she
must again pretend she did not know she
wasn’t the only woman he had working,
that this was not all to build their life
together while he looked for a job. She
knew because an old John once said to her.
“You’re just about his best, honey. Strap-



ping young Irish like yourself. Just ripe.
Some of the others, they’re over the hill, on
dope, look all beat.” Her anger had built
from that. Or possibly even from before
that. Her mords had not bothered her
when he had first suggested it - it was a
good way to make bread when there was no
other way. She earned more than waitres-
sing, twice as much, and, at first, it didn't
take any time at all. Now, though, she slept
until two or three in the afternoon to
escape from the heat and the hate she had
for what she was doing and for Pete, spent a
couple of hours getting ready and the rest
of the time she did not have the strength to
do anything, shop, go out for a good meal,
spend some time with her friend Madeline,
Just too down, she would expalin when
Madeline chided her for not returning visits,
realizing as she said it the danger of that, of
getting so tired of down that she would
resort to anything to get up. The high she
needed would only come from a drug
strong enough to obliterate reality. That,
she knew, would be the end of her. As long
as she did not shoot up there was some far
off hope that someone, something would
come and pull her out of this. That Pete,
maybe, would come to his senses or get a
job so they could live together, so their love
could be like it used to be when she left
home for him five months before and they
hid, she thought, because she was sixteen
and he twenty-three, from the pursuing
police. But even then, she supposed, when
he went out drinking he must have been
checking on his other women, collecting
bread, not winning it at pool, like he said.
“Why don't we leave this?” she'd asked
Madeline when they first met in the hallway
bathroom, where Dottie had run when she
heard someone crying in pain. Madeline was
half-collapsed on the toilet in the peeling
green bathroom, leaning against the dirt-
smeared sink. Madeline was letting the last
of her aborted child run out of her body
into the blood-clot filled toilet water.
“Where should we go?” Madeline had
answered before another horrible groan tore
out of her. Neither had an answer. The next
week they had walked for a while at
twilight, to get out of their day-baked
rooms, into the cooling New London streets
and down by the docks. Gulls sang around
them and Madeline, still wrecked by her
abortion, had leaned against Dottie sitting
at the edge of a pier. They watched little
kids fish futilely for pollution-sick fish, but
it was beautiful, cool and close here

together. They stayed until the two Coast
Guard trainees, shining in their whites,
came to lead them back to their rooms for
ten dollars apiece. Since then, Madeline had
visited at least twice a week, but they had
not gone out again, reluctant to see each
other on sailors’ arms being led to their
greatest commonality and away from the
comfort of each other.

Pete was asleep, snoring, his fly still
open, pants slightly down. Dottie hated the
sight of him, but feared to cover him with a
blanket and wake him. She thought,
instead, of the picture she and Madeline
must make together. She herself was short,
with long wavy reddish-brown hair and was
still, she did not know why, red-cheeked
and flushed with her new sexuality and
what was left of her freedom. She was
strong looking in a hefty way. Built to pick
potatoes she sometimes mused, after the
romance of youth, had she been in Ireland,
had married her to some handsome Irish
boy destined to drink too much. Madeline
was taller, too thin, with dark, shorter hair
and Mediterranean eyes - sexy, the men
called them. But she was fifteen and not
quite what a woman should look like. She
was also paler, less fresh looking than
Dottie, having started with her pimp at
fourteen after running from New York. She
always thanked her lucky stars that she’d
had the sense to get out of New York where
it was worse, she said. At least she was still
alive. Madeline was really nice, Dottie
thought. Not bitchy like the girls she had
grown up with in Providence. And then,
such a relief after being with men all the
time for so long. As nice as Pete jn the
beginning, only it was real, she did not want
anything but Dottie from Dottie. She ran
her hand over Pete's tangled long hair,
thinking of Madeline.

Pete stirred, coughed and woke to turn
to Dottie once more. He started to kiss her,
but suddenly his frizzy beard, his hot male
breath, his wire-rimmed glasses always
cutting into her because he did not give her
time to take them off as he used to,
revolted her. She pushed at him, feebly,
then became frightened, hoping he had not
noticed.

“What the fuck's the matter with you,
chick?” But hadn’t he rejected her, she
thought, in a way a hundred times worse?
She could not lie again, just put an arm
across her eyes and waited. Nor could she
play the game when he began to talk about
his college degree and ajob he had lined up

and how they’d have enough money aside
to take a vacation before he started work-
ing. She just lay there.

“Talk to me, Dottie, tell me what’s the
matter, we'll be out of this soon.”

“Pimp,” she whispered, screaming in her
heart.

“What?” he commanded, sifting up.

“Pimp. Pig. Prick. Lousy hippy bastard
liar. You’re no flower child,” she continued
in the same enraged whisper, “you’re no
beautiful person. You’re shit. |1 wouldn’t
even walk on you.”

His face was contorted, full of con-
tempt, but he let her talk.

“I know, Pete, | know about your other
girls. I know you pulled the same shit on
them. | know what 1 am to you. | wish |
could kill you, | hate your stinking male
body and all the cunt-hungry pigs you send
up here. | hate every man who gets off on
fucking women and | always did, always
will. You made it pretty for a while. Even if
we’d just been together and had everything
you said we would, it wouldn't be pretty. It
would be just like ray father pinching my
mother’s ass and 1°d have to pretend like
the mother, that it was fun. Maybe there’s
something wrong with me that sex with you
is lousy, maybe there’s something wrong
with me that 1can’t even start to get turned
on by you any more. But | think it’s just
hate, cause you all sit on women, every last
pig one of you, you walk all over us. Don’t
tell me prostituting blew my mind, 1 know
I'd be a prostitute even if | was just with
you cause | would have seen through you
sooner or later anyhow. Youd say it
different. You’d say marriage blew my
mind. Or kids. But it's you.

They faced each other on the edge of
the bed. Pete smiled.

“Okay, Dot, you got it all out. But
remember. I'm still your meal ticket. Ain't
nothing else you can do, jail-bait, except
run home to mommy and daddy. You
stupid chicks can’t get yourselves together
enough even to get fake I.D. But don’t
worry, babe. Daddy'll take care of you. I’ll
give you a little hint. If you want good sex,
sounds to me like you better find a girl
friend.”

Pete had dressed as he was talking and
when he was finished, left Dottie put on
jeans and a jeney, then went to the
paint-sp(“t)ed mirror on the dresser to brush
her hair. She looked at the woman in the
glass, at her set mouth and determined eyes.
She walked to the window and looked

down at the men on the street unloading
trucks, standing in the doorways of their
stores. Gradually, thought came back to
Dottie. She was hardly concerned with
what had just happened. He would still
make it possible for her to earn money if
she wanted to. It was the other things she
had said - about hating men - that
concerned her. What did 1 say, she
wondered? That all women are prostitutes.
All men pimps or Johns. My mother. My
father. 1 didn’t want to be like mama. Pete
didn’t treat me like dad did mama, so |
wanted Pete. But they’re the same. Mama
would kill me for doing this, but she's the
same as me. Only he can’t just leave her. He
doesn’t want anybody but him screwing
her. If he had a bunch of women like Pete 1
bet he would do the same thing.

Then Pete said - | guess he said I'm
queer because | think like this. That’s
supposed to freak me out. Her mind was
getting fuzzy. She strained to understand.
Anyway, | stood up for myself. She felt
good, better than her silence had made her
feel. Excited. Even knowing she had to
figure out more she could not. She had
thought too much.

Out in the hall she stepped over the
ripped linoleum and ran up a flight of steps
to Madeline’s room.

“Dottie, what happened?”

“| told off Pete.”

“Oh, Dot, did he walk out on you?
Listen, man, maybe my . . .”

“No, no. It’s okay. | just got to think
about it all and | need help.” She explained
what she had been thinking, watching
Madeline's face brighten all the whOc.

“Dottie, Dottie, that’s what I've been
trying to figure out, too. Like, how come
my sister thinks she’s better off than me,
with five kids already and her man's
stepping out on her. My mother that almost
died aftet Pa hit her and she fell down the
stairs and the cops took his side and said it
was an accident. Even my other sister who's
working her ass off in a factory so she can
wait to find the right man.”

“Yeah, that’s the same kind of thing.
But what do we do about it?”

“I don’t know, Dottie, but it seems like
we can’t do anything while we're working
for them.”

“You know, one thing Pete said could
help us. He said that women can’t get
themselves together enough to even make
fake 1.D.'s. Maybe we can do something if

(Continued on Page 34)
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THE OTHER FACE OF LOVE, by
Raymond de Becker, Grove Press Inc., New
York, 1969, ($10.00, 209 pp).

The Other Face of Love by Raymond
dc Becker contains 175 illustrations iiv
eluding sculpture, prints, paintings,
drawings and photographs that depict or
allude to the homosexual theme. Of these,
62 concern themselves with women. Never-
theless, this is not a book on gay art. The
text is a socio-political account of homo-
sexuality from ancient Mesopotamia
through contemporary psychological
attitudes and legal conditions. However, it
is not only predominantly concerned with
male homosexuality but is surprisingly
(since its viewpoint is entirely supportive of
male homosexuality) derogatory of Les-
bianism in several notations.

The following quote is sufficient to
explain the tone of the book in regard to
Lesbianism. “The sadistic aggression of the
Amazons foreshadows that of the warlike
heroines of later ages who, wearing man’s
dress like Joan of Arc, Mathilda of Tuscany,
Jeanne de Montfort, and many others, show

a violent revulsion against heterosexual re-
lationships and display a super-virility cal-
culated to humiliate their indolent con-
temporaries, but who also reveal Lesbian
tendencies which were, at least, latent. It
foreshadows the kind of liaison or marriage
in which the man, dominated by the
woman, prefers practices such as fellatio,
cunnilingus, or coitus per annum to the
usual sexual relationships. Lastly, it ex-
plains to some extent the criminality which
certain psychiatrists believe they have noted
as a frequent factor in female homo-
sexuality."

This statement, as well as many others
in the book could be criticized almost word
by word from the standpoints of drawing
an illogical conclusion from the beginning
premise, the use of proof by psychiatric
prejudice, insufficient data, and most im-
portant, its greatest inaccuracy lies in its
definition of Lesbianism as an act of sex
rather than an act of love. And yet, even
though the text is at times infuriating and
for the Leshian generally disappointing. The
Other Face of Love does function as one of
the few collections of homosexual art that
can be purchased in book form and for this
reason does have a unique value for its
reproductions alone.

The Lesbian works of art chosen for
illustration range from a Japanese print

Justice and Peace. Flemish School. Sixteenth century. Musee Thomas-
Dobree et Musée Archéologique, Nantes, France.

which rests on the brink of pornography to
selections which might be considered too
ambiguous to be called homosexual at all.
But here we are faced with the problem of
visual inference where the meaning of a
painting rests finally in the mind of the
viewer. Since Lesbianism is not solely a
matter of sexuality, it should not be
necessary to depict a sexual union in order
to depict a Lesbian union. Even if a work of
art is not explicit or titled in some way to
give the necessary clue, the idea of a
complete relationship between two women
can be implied.

There are a number of such works
reproduced in the Other Face of Love
including drawings by Mariette Lydis (illus-
tration for Les Chansons de Bilitisj, Maillol
(illustration for Guide to Frolicking) or the
Dance at Moulin Rouge by Toulouse-
Lautrec. There is also a small collection of
delightful photographs from films including
Leshian scenes. Especially charming is a still
from the film. La Garconne, by Jacquiline
Audey showing two women dancingi who
are so obviously enjoying each other that
one only doubts whether it is a photograph
of a real situation or a dramatized one.

Justice and Peace, reproduced here, is
another illustration in this book which does
not indulge in pure sexuality but which
nevertheless points to a more complete
portrayal of the physical and emotional
responsiveness between women. Foremost,
the painting is, of course, an allegory of the
virtues of justice and peace. But in addition,
there is an implication of sensual feeling by
which an intimate relationship between the
two women may certainly be inferred. The
idea of art for art's sake had not been
scholastically conceived in the 16th century
when this work was painted; artists were
usually required by commission to paint
religious or mythological conceptions. How-
ever, the personification of these moral
messages was often chosen to cloak a freer
expression of sensual and sexual feeling
than would otherwise have been allowed.

Further examination of the background
of the painting reveals the cupid on the left
and the dove in a tranquil scene on the right
which are surely designed to symbolize
justice and peace but may also be employed
as signs of love. As well as these symbolic
references there are also unmistakable indi-
cations of intimacy such as the closeness of
their bared breasts, the gesture of the hands
and the touching of the lower parts of their
bodies. The position of the faces adds to

their intimacy an element of seriousness in
conversation, as one woman expostulates
with the other.

But, as previously stated. The Other
Face of Love also contains many Lesbian
works which do not rely on inference but
are quite explicit sexually. A group of these
are prints from Japan and China whose
artists have for many centuries delighted in
drawing the gamut of sexual possiblities in
private editions of prints. These prints, of
course, are not usually reproduced in the
art textbooks but when they are included,
the Lesbian theme must be considered more
mprevalent in Eastern art than is usually
supposed.

The Indian works of art reproduced are
far more subtle. The Indian print of Women
Embracing shows two clothed women with
legs intertwined on a bed. There arc several
other paintings of harem women who are
seen together as friends: The Women
Friends of Ceylon, circa 1760, The Women
Friends o f Ajanta and the relief sculpture.
The Women Friends of Regram. As can be
seen from the Friends of Begram relief,
little more than an affectionate friendship is
indicated in these works entitled *“Women
Friends”. However, according to the text of
The Other Pace of Love, there is documen-
tation for the existence of Lesbianism in
the harems of India. The author states that
Lesbianism is described in the Kama Sutra
and that “there is no shortage of carvings
and ancient vases, some of which are in the
Berlin Alte Museum, which show women
carrying out various sexual practices
between themselves . There are ap-
parently no fewer than five words in
Hindu