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Words -
-to be chosen carefully
to fit the allotted space
-to be pieced to|<ether
to form apicture of my thoughts
Words-
- fragile, delicate
-to be handled as carefully as
pieces of stained glass
-lest one slip and go shattering

before my full meaning is portrayed.

The Closet: Privacy or Secrecy?

‘7 ve alwaysfelt it's very important that people have their
privacy, and unfortunately someone in my life doesn’t think
it's very sacred. I did have an affair with Marilyn Barnett... ”

The above statement prefaced Billie Jean King’s “confession” of her
lesbian love affair with a woman described as her “secretary.”

The confession followed shortly after her initial denial, in which Mrs.
King termed Ms. Barnett’s allegations contained in a palimony lawsuit
“untrue and unfounded.” In her admission, Mrs. King termed her affair
with Ms. Barnett “a mistake” - for which she apologized and threw her-
self on the mercy of her fans and the general public.

No doubt owing in part to their experience in dealing with media and
public relations, Mr. & Mrs. King’s handling of the unwanted publicity
following her “shocking revelation” appears to have succeeded quite
well. The columnists are handling her plight sympathetically, and even a
usually tough interviewer like Barbara Walters seemed compelled to sof-
ten her questions and to preface the airing of her 20/20 Report by
dwelling on how “painful” the interview was to conduct.

So far, in Gay publications, Mrs. King has emerged somewhat of a
heroine for admitting her “mistake.” Presumably, Gays are so delighted
to add another celebrity to their ranks that they can overlook Mrs. King’s
statements that she doesn’t “feel like a homosexual” and hates being
called one, also that her heterosexual marriage is stronger than ever and
she’d like to “get this show on the road” by having a baby.

Some lesbians nodded knowingly when the news broke, remarking to
themselves and their lovers, “ 1 always thought so.” And three East Bay
lesbians crashed Billie Jean King’s press conference in Oakland May 23rd
to question her support for Gay athletes and Gay rights, pointing out
that “there are 50,000 lesbians in the Bay Area.”

Mrs. King’s affair with Marilyn Barnett, conducted within the safety
and privilege of her heterosexual marriage to Larry King, provides a lot
of food for thought. And not the least of the morsels to be chewed over
and digested is her claim that her right to privacy has been violated by
Ms. Barnett’s lawsuit.

Traditionally, the worst that anyone can do in “Gay life” is to blow
someone else’s “cover.” There’s a good reason for this: Gays are per-
secuted and oppressed. Disclosure of homosexuality can and often does
result in loss of family, friends, future, and even freedom.

When people are forced to live like Jews in Nazi Germany or
capitalists in Communist* Russia (cf. Ayn Rand’s We The Living),
honesty is not among the values encouraged by society. Deception



becomes a matter of self-defense. The moral standards upheld in a free
(rational) society are subverted in the context of a
theocratic/authoritarian society, where institutionalized irrational
prejudices are vested with the power of government. One doesn’t owe
honesty to an authority which threatens to victimize one for telling the
truth.

Unfortunately, the practice of deception-as-self-defense often involves
other innocent people and their lives. While Billie Jean King had the right
to keep her lesbian affair to herself, her lover, and her husband—it being
no one else’s business—she may not have had the right to impose her
decision on Ms. Barnett. Did Ms. Barnett agree to keep her affair with
Mrs. King in the closet? To go along with a pretense that she virtually did
not exist, except for playing a minor role as “personal secretary’’? If, as
Ms. Barnett’s lawsuit alleges, Mrs. King made certain promises of finan-
cial support amounting to a marital-type contract, on which she later
reneged, should Ms. Barnett have been expected to give up her only legal
recourse out of a delicate respect for Mrs. King’s desire to preserve a
sham marriage for the benefit of her public?

Marilyn Barnett may well turn out to be the sick, unstable, self-
destructive, scheming, self-serving, parasitical blackmailer portrayed by
Mr. & Mrs. King in their interviews. But so far we’ve heard only their
side of the story.

Conceivably, Ms. Barnett could be the victim of Mr. & Mrs. King’s
self-protective deception. She could be a woman who devoted herself to
Billie Jean King during one of the most trying and challenging periods of
her career, but was deprived of any official standing in Mrs. King’s life.
Did Ms. Barnett willingly agree to carry on a love affair, while Mrs. King
stayed married to Mr. King? Did Ms. Barnett willingly join Mrs. King in
her deception —to the extent that Mrs. King devotes pages of her book
Billie Jean to discussion of her heterosexual marriage, but barely men-
tions her “personal secretary’ even while describing the three-month
period in late 1972 when their love affair began?

None of this would be any of our business, were not court proceedings
regarded as a matter of public concern. But we might gain something by
trying to answer these questions. Where does privacy end and secrecy
begin—and is Marilyn Barnett being denounced for violating Mrs. King’s
right to privacy, or for refusing to give up her own legal rights in order to
protect Mrs. King’s guilty secret? O

By Lee Kinard

This morning | received a letter from Frances telling me you were
dead, of a heart attack-a month ago.

I am not surprised that she didn’t write sooner. In the three years |
have been gone | have deliberately slowed our correspondence to a mere
trickle, almost to the ‘birthday and Christmas card’ state.

I went for a walk in my beloved woods, remembering the day 1told
you both that I was selling the house and moving to a mountain cabin.

“Why?” she asked.

I ignored the smirk on your face and said, “ 1 love the mountains,
and I’'m tired of this flat country. | just want to hole up somewhere and
work on my book.”

Later you came to my house and said, “You’re running away.
You’re afraid you’re going to let down those bars and finally go to bed
with me.”

“No, Bob. I’'m not going away from anything; I’m going to
something,” a half-truth necessary for that moment. “ And I’m no closer
to going to bed with you than I’ve ever been. But I’ll admit I’m tired of
your trying to get me to.”

“1’'m not. | like the chase; I’ll keep working on it. | usually get what
I want.”

“Not this time.”

Now that you are dead, | can browse through the photo album
revealing those two years—and am able to look at your picture without
wanting to spit on it.

Shortly after you and Frances moved into the neighborhood, 1met
you at a party. You were friendly and charming—n one of your expan-
sive moods. | found Frances intelligent, witty, and curiously gentle.

It wasn’t until later that we all learned how domineering you were in
your opinions, how necessary it was for you to win, how important that
you be best in anything you undertook.

The men in the neighborhood quit dropping by your place for a
game of pool, because you insisted on one more game, one more game,
until you won, making them late for their dinners, having to offer ex-
cuses to irate wives.

The women recognized immediately that your conversations were
rife with male chauvinist remarks. But they had all been exposed to that
sometime in their own marriages. They were only just then tentatively
)<»araing that thev didn’t have to out up with it anymore.



I never did. 1wonder now if that was why 1became the target of
your amatory advances. Or was it merely that 1was single—and therefore
presumably available without breaking your ‘buddy’ code of honor?

At any rate, it became more and more distasteful to me to listen to
your pul-downs of Frances. As 1became more fond of her, 1became
more incensed at you—a teeter-totter fulcrumed by your crude insen-
sitivity to her. 1never remarked on it, tried not to let it show, having been
carefully trained not to interfere in domestic situations.

But any remark thrown at me was immediately challenged. | simply
refused to accept it.

A neighbor said, “ Don’t let it bother you; all men are like that.”

“Not all men.”

“Well, most of them. That’s just Bob-that’s his way.”’

“1know that. But this is my way. 1don’t have to take it, and |
won’t.”

It started when you brought over some fish you had caught. “Don’t
1get paid for them?”

“Sure, if you want. Let me get my purse.”

“Quit kidding-you know what 1mean.”

I looked at you steadily. “Oh, | see.” | spun around and picked up
the bag of fish. “Here. | made a New Year’s resolution never to sell my
body for fish.”

“Would you sell your body for anything else—tike diamonds?”

“No.”

“ Another New Year’s resolution?”

“Something like that.”

“So you’re not into selling?”

“No.”

“ Are you into giving?”

“1could be-for love. But I’ll never be into selling.”

“1see.” You studied me another moment, suddenly smiled and
said, “Enjoy 'em.” Then you left.

1sighed with relief; 1 don’t like confrontations. | now shrug with
impatience that | was naive enough then to think that was the end of it. |
reckoned without your burning desire to win. As you could not put me
down or dominate me in conversation, you now determined to put me
down on my back and dominate me sexually.

You mixed it up enough to keep me off balance. There followed
periods of intense sexual ploys alternating with times of innocent
brotherly-like consideration. It was wearing-and you knew it. It was also
punishing to be around Frances and try to feel free to enjoy her gentle
companionship because of the shamed knowledge of your unfaithful
machinations.

There was no reasonable explanation | could have -given for
breaking off a friendship with a neighbor, so | retreated more and more

into my writing, using it as an excuse to turn down invitations. But to
make it authentic, |also had to shut myself off from others-it’s a small
neighborhood.

Why couldn’t you take ‘no’ for an answer? | said it enough times in
the fourteen months before I left. I can still hear some of our conver-
sations.

“That’s not true. You do want me.”

“Yes, it /5true. 1don’t want you.”

“You want me, all right-you’re just afraid of sex.”

“1’m not afraid of sex. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

And again: “You know you need some loving.”

“1 can live my life very well without ‘loving’ as you call it.”

“You’re going to be a dried-up old maid.”

“Perhaps.”

Another time, with a sneer: “What are you-a queer?”

“ Does every woman who turns you down have to be queer? Is that
the only way you can assuage your bruised masculine ego?”

Then: “You’re too damned moral.”

“1’m not moral,” knowing of my transgressions.

“But it’s unnatural.”

“All right,” | said tiredly. “Have it your way-it’s unnatural.”

And because | was so tired of your little games, and had no
possibility of playing the game I really wanted, | finally left.

But I was not free of you. | had evidently moved from your im-
mediate neighborhood only to reside in your lurid fantasies. How
diabolical of you to send me lewd pictures from scattered postmarks!

I could never open my mail in public. 1 quaked that you would
forget to seal an envelope sometime—er deliberately leave it open, and
had nightmares that an obscenity would fall out while the prim post-
mistress was sorting mail in the village.

Now, at last, 1am free of you. Now I can tell you the whole truth
because, wherever you are in the great beyond, you cannot hurt me, as
you would have if you had known it then. With your name-calling, your
sarcastic derision, perhaps even with your fists, frustrated as you were.

1shall wait a month or two, then invite Frances to visit, and she will
come. We will talk of you, of my work, of the books we’ve read, and the
many things we used to talk of. We will renew the friendship you inad-
vertently sidetracked, and fill in the blanks of feelings we only alluded to
in the past. And even when that communion of souls | sometimes felt
with her returns, 1shall not tell her of your shoddy behavior. | leave you
to rest in peace, or spend eternity gnashing your teeth. It matters not,
now that I'am free.

So I tell you the truth again, and for the last time: | didn’t want you.
Bob. | never wanted you.

I wanted your wife.



Her Bine Eyes
Bv Diane Stein

She wore blue, soft aquamarine, that fitted her breasts and shimmered
like full moonlight on a summer sea. Her eyes were wide and blue; too
blue for reflection of the silky gown. In her bright, fine hair a diamond
clip, delicate glittering snowflake. Her hands, expressive as waves, as
feeling, as the blueness of her eyes, shook with fright, excitement, in the
mirror before her as she waited for her time.

“Come with me,” she said, her arm trembling as it touched my hand. 1
followed her to the edge, shivering with her, a small reassuring hug at the
stop.

She stepped out from the curtains to the stage, into light less brilliant
than the brilliance that she is. Her sea-foam gown shining next her
radiant skin; the silver snowflake winking in the glare; her fine hair
curled but somehow free. She walked alone into her own world, as 1wat-
ched her, waited at the side and out of sight, followed her with eyes of
love.

The audience in the sold-out club did not respond. They ate and drank,
and talked among themselves, barely noticing the regal woman in green-
blue before them, barely sensing of her glow and love, too animal to
share of it, of her as she began to sing. She sang of things they never saw,
never tried to sec, beauties they had never felt, senses they could not ab-
sorb. Tears ran down her face; her sea-clad visioned body shined. She
stepped back from the lights, behind blue velvet curtains where | waited
out of sight. Out of sight, | held her in my arms.

“It’s not you; it’s them,” 1said. “ Diamonds before swine, if you ever
saw it. You are lovely.”

“It’s not my kind of audience,” she said. “ They’ve drunk too much.”
The tears ran down the petals of her cheeks. She did not notice them. Her
body shook. She leaned out for my love, cheek brought against my
cheek, and my arms to circle her, protect her. 1was accepted by her,
needed, for the love | was, would always be to comfort her blue eyes.
There was a flower on the stage-wing floor, a red single rose someone
had dropped or lost, forgotten among the wires, among the sound
equipment and the lights. 1picked it up and brought it to her. She took it
from me, with a quiet kiss as we walked, and gentled it against her face.

“ It really wasn’t me?” she asked. “ Honestly?”

“Honestly. I°d tell you what 1saw. To you I couldn’t lie.”

“Why, then?” she asked, her voice low and desperate, ready to give
up, stop her work, stop her love, her life. “Why?”

“The wrong audience. Only that. Couldn’t you feel it as soon as you

came out? f felt it right away. They weren’t for you. | don’t think they
would be for anyone.”

“| feltit. | couldn’tturn it. It’s not always like that.”

“Of course it’s not. It happens. You mustn’t be afraid. Relax and
forget them now...I love you,” I said. “1’m here and I’ll help you. I love

you.” She squeezed my waist lightly with her arm. She understood and
somehow let me near.

“ Stay with me,” she said.

“Iwill.”

We closed her dressing room backstage to everyone; to managers and
fans, withdrew inside together, as far away from audience, from staff,
from noise as could be in a public hall. I locked the door, ignoring inter-
mittent and insistent knocks. My lady tonight had had enough. She sat
down at her star-desk and | unloosed her gown, lifted off her jewels,
brushed and brushed her hair. Her hand reached up to touch me more
than once, to tell me that she needed me, that she wanted me to be there.
Her shoulders were less tense, but still they drooped. She creamed the
makeup from her face to give her skin more colors than before. She
found the bluejeans and the shirt that she had come in and she slipped
them on. Changed formal shoes for low ones. She was very very thin.

“Come home with me?” | asked her.

“1...1 shouldn’t this time. I’m ashamed tonight,” she said, her head
held low.

“No,” | told her. “You have nothing to be ashamed of. It can hap-
pen. It wasn’t you. 1love you. Let me comfort you. Let me take you
home.”

“1 should go back to the hotel. Where they want me to be, for once.”

“And let that manager of yours make you feel worse? | can’t let you
go away like this; 1can’t let you go away from me,” | said.

. She wouldn’t look at me, wouldn’t raise her beautiful head. “ Let me
be near you tonight,” | pleaded. “Don’t hide from me when we need
each other most. Please let me be near you...”

“Am | worth loving tonight?” she asked me, actually meaning it, not
knowing her own answer, and | went to her, made her look at me, and |
hugged her shaking body tight; my only love. | circled her and warmed
her, tried to reach her if | could.

“Don’t do this. Please don’t do this,” I said. “I love you so much. So
very much. Please don’t send me away from you.”

She clung to me. | held her, kissed her, felt her longing, wavering
against aloneness; against the hurt; against impossible feelings of her
shame; remembering what we shared.

“Okay, Di,” she said. “Let’sgo home.”

We waited till the building was all but emptied out, stage-crews gone.



and audience, and even most of her staff and band. We walked outside,
afraid of followers she didn’t want to see, to where my car was parked
nearby. Someone from her group would pack the shining concert gown,
her makeup case, and take them with him on to the next plane. In the car
she said, her eyes on mine, “ 1didn’t want to come to you like this.”

1put my arms around her shoulders. “ Look,” 1said. “It really wasn't
you. 1wish I knew how to show you that. But even if it had been. 1’d still
love you: I'll always love you. I’ll never turn you away from me, not for
that or for anything. If you’re hurt 1want to be with you. No matter
what.”

There were tears in her eyes again. “1was such a loner till | found
you. Di. It’ll take some time...”

“1know,” 1told her, kissing her. “ And time it is. I’m going to love
this pain away from you. Just trust me now.”

“I'm glad you made me come,” she said. “I’ve lashed out at you
before and never meant to. There are nights like this sometimes. | didn’t
want you to have to know them.”

“1know them,” 1told her. “From me or from you, and I can’t let you
be alone tonight. | know too well what these nights are.”

” 1llove you,” she said. She touched my cheek with her finger. “ Thank
you...for wanting me.” I kissed her and | started up the car, slowly took
her to the refuge, to the safety, that together we had found.

“1’m going to love you all night long,” | said. “ I’m going to love you
till it’s gone away...”

We came into my apartment and she sat down tiredly on the edge of a
chair. She didn’t pet the dogs, didn't even take off her coat. Her eyes
were sad and grey. | knelt in front of her and put my hands around her
tiny waist. She looked at me and smiled, a little smile, and bent to kiss
my face.

“Come on, darling,” 1said, gently. “Let’s get you into bed. Can I get
you something to eat? You’re awfully thin...”

“No,” she said. “I couldn’t eat now. Just stay with me. 1 feel so
bad...”

“1know you do,” | told her, and 1kissed her again. “I’m going to
keep you warm and love you the whole night.”

She took a bath, and | made sure to wrap her in my softest towels, to
put my flowered bathrobe on her against chills. She watched me undress
and shower quickly next, not leaving me, not allowing me from her sight,
till 1 was ready for her, too. | tucked her into the yellow printed
bedquilts, climbed beside her into the double bed, and took her finally,
closely, in my arms.

“It really wasn’t me?” she asked again.

“No, my love. It wasn’t,” |told her tenderly, stroking her bright hair,
stroking the tightness of the muscles in her back. She held me, very
10

tightly, till 1had to move her hand, kissing it as 1moved it. | couldn’t let
her feel unwanted, not in anything, not for this night.

“It happens sometimes,” she said. “I ought to be used to it, but 1
never am. | can’t forget them. 1have nightmares of them...”

“1 know,” | said. “You need the love too badly.” She turned so she
could see my face; 1drew her head up on my shoulder. “ You’re beautiful
and | love you,” Isaid. “ I always will.”

“Yes,” she said, her blue eyes lifted toward me. “1 should know...”
She moved to kiss my lips. “ It doesn’t even matter here, nothing does
when you’re holding me.”

“ And when you’re holding me,” | reminded her, smiling. My hands
touched her golden skin, softly, trying to soothe and to warm her. She’d
been shivering since the evening began. | pulled the quilt around her,
pulled her closer to me. She lay still and silent for a long while, and the
harshness of her breathing slowed.

“You see,” 1told her quietly. “What would you have done in a hotel
room all alone?” She sighed and turned against my body, close again.

It wouldn’t have been good like this. It would have gotten worse and
worse.”

“This is what we are for each other,” | said. “Not only the good
times, but to share the bad ones, too. I’ll love you for them all.”

“Yes,” she said, warmed through now, smiling, hugging me to her,
stroking my face and hair and breasts, kissing me all over.
“Yes...There’s a lot for you to teach me, Di.”

“You’re learning,” 1 assured her, responding to her, giving and
receiving with her love. “You’re learning fast.”

We slept that night, the rest of it, holding each other near, talking and
sometimes not talking; sometimes touching, sometimes making love.
Loving and reassuring one another, loving her, | caressed her until she
relaxed enough to fall asleep. Her light hair tickled my face, and my
shoulder went numb, but 1didn’t move. Didn’t want to wake her from
the rest she badly needed, from the peace and the forgetfulness of quiet
sleep. She cried and held me tighter once, not quite awake, turned over
so our bodies fit and cuddled and my arms were free. She woke com-
pletely once, not knowing where she was, then realizing, and nestling
back into my warmth. | held, protected, loved her. I didn’t sleep or want
to sleep myself, to miss a moment of her being there; didn’t want to be
away from her in case she should awake, wake up needing to be hugged.
I held her all the night, past the sunrise, almost until noon.

“The plane,” she said, turning sleepily against me, back into my arms.

“Almost,” | said. “ | hated to wake you till I had to.”

She reached for me again. “ | can catch a later one,” she said. “You
didn’t sleep.”



“How did you know?”

“1 could feel you, like you were watching over me all night.”

“Iwas,” | said.

“But | didn’t let you sleep.”

“1 wanted to watch over you, protect you. As tong as you slept
safe...”

She smiled at me and kissed me, her eyes wide and very very blue. “1
don’t think I°ve ever slept so well.” We held each other and we slept
again. Slept again in love and peace, together in each other’s love.

I took her, eventually, to the airport; back to the hectic, brutal life she
had to live. Another concert in another town that very night. Her group
had gone on ahead of her, taken an earlier plane. Her manager would
have angry words for her, when she reached this newest stage. | had to
send her off to it alone. | had to watch her go away from me. Again and
again, | had to watch her go away.

She comes back to me on any night she can escape. Any night without
a concert; any night that she is near enough and the flight schedules
meet. Any night she has for hers. Any night she can...We both know
where to turn to reach each other now. We both know it well and finally.
We won’t forget again. We won’t forget each other, or where home is.
Not ever again.

The Radical Home Haircut
By Lisa Fenton

At | 1 in 1 tit ot anguish ov«e my .i|)[)c,ir.in( &.md in rt'Ix’llion ag.tirt-
st my mother's slrenur)us ,itti‘m()ts to make im* into a proper ymtng
lady. | (Lit my hair. | mean, | r<fa/fy cut my hair. |h<' .ilmosl-lo-lhc*-
shoulder curly mass bit the dust (=>r [terhaps mrrre accurately hit the
toilet to be flushed away forevc>r).

Emerging from the bathroom, scisscjrs still inc riminatingly in h.ind, |
encountered my mother. She let cjut something like* a shric-k, "What
have you done to yourself?! You look like a dyke!"

Now at that time | had no awareness of what a dyke* was, hut by the
dire inflection in my mother's voice, | gathered it wasn't considc-red the*
most desirable thing to be or even remotely resemble. My molhc-r and |
were locked in violent opposition about my manner of dress. We
bickered daily over my usual garb of T-shirts, blue jeans, and size* 4
boys' sneakers. The latest aggravation had been my acquisition c)f a
faded Lee Rider denim jacket and my flat refusal to wear a bra. Bui cut-
ting my hair topped not only the jacket hut bralessness as well.

Then a couple of years later in my sophomore year of high school, |
crossed the line between Adolescent Phase/Teenage Crush to The Rc?al
Thing and fell for a girl three years older — an honest-to-god SENIOR!
Penny was not only flawlessly beautiful but terribly smart, tro. She had
the kind of wit that could total a steamroller coming on you at 50 m.f».h.
The combination was absolutely irresistible.

Penny was one of those ''all round” types. She read SEVENTEfl'<
and GLAMOUR faithfully right along with Russian novels and psych-
ology textbooks. Her wardrobe was perfectly color-coordinated and
she wore her hair in a Farah Fawcett mane three years before
Farah.

This was L-O-V-E and | reveled in it. My feelings of feminism did me
no good at all when Penny suggested | let her "do something” with my
appearance. | yielded completely ignorant of the tortures of
beautification that lay darkly ahead. The first act of surrender was to
submit myself to a "make over.” Penny saw them all the time in
SEVENTEEN. BEFORE you're drab, colorless, and look like a six-months
long illness has confined you to bed in a dark room. AFTER you're
positively glowing with health, vivacity, and that All-American Girl Next
Door sex appeal.

Despite my yelps of pain. Penny mercilessly yanked out all un-
necessary eyebrow hairs. She applied a heavy flesh-color foundation
like an air-tight mask all over my face. She put Morning Rose cheek
gloss on. Tawny Beige eyeshadow, and fattened my eyelashes with



Ri'vlon Super Lash. With the final thick smear of Pink Champagne lip-
Stic k, | was allowed to see the results.

Well, | didn't know if | looked better but | sure looked different.
Penny pronounced me "sultry” - aword l1wouldn't choose for myself
in a million years - but training wasn't over yet.

Meticulously, | had to shave every hair from my legs and underar-
m~ Invariably, I'd nick myself and suppress agonized screams while
applying deodorant. You can still see the scar on my left shin from
repeated slashes. | resurrected my mini-skirted dresses from my closet
and even resigned myself to stifling the lower half of my body in panty
hose and the upper half in a bra.

The last phase of transformation was to relearn how to walk. Penny
put a book on top of my head, crisply giving instructions, "Stand up
straight, shoulders back, chest out, stomach in, now walk slowly, glide,
g-l-i-d-e." After so many orders, | could barely move, | was so self-
conscious. | flunked that part of it but kept up the rest of it for some
time — dressing in drag and painting my face, as | now think of it.

By the time | hit 17, it had gotten undeniably clear that | was
indeed a Lesbian. However, not knowing a damn thing about Lesbians,
1staunchly decided, "1 may be one but I'm NOT looking like one."
That was when | envisioned Lesbians as hulking women who smoked
cigars, had tatoos, and drove Mac trucks.

Visiting an Austin Lesbian collective, 1was astounded by the women
there. It was my first real contact with Lesbian women and they were
incredibly lovely in a REAL way. They'd eliminated the hassle of hair-
curlers and permanents with their neat short haircuts. They moved
comfortably in loose clothes, workshirts and jeans. They'd allowed the
hair on their legs to grow freely in abandon. No make-up marred their
faces. These were women not mannequins.

Not long afterwards, 1cut my hair again and experienced the feeling
of freedom | had first felt at 13. | was released from the male definitions
of beauty | tried contorting myself to. Just as men grew their hair in the
bOs to proclaim their liberation from Establishment values, so women by
cutting their hair announce their rejection of male values, definitions,
and expectations laid on women. My make-up got thrown out. Clothes
are much more utilitarian now with comfort the first priority. The hair
on my legs has grown out very nicely and no hose chokes it off and |
haven't worn a bra in ages.

P<-rjple can look at me and see who | am not what some fashion
magazine has told me to be. 1am no longer afraid that | "look like" a
Leshian and in fact rather enjoy the idea of visibility. It fosters a real
Ifeeling of solidarity when we can recognize each other on the street.

Mother was wrong about dykes. It's ok to look like one and
never bdt so beautiful before.

BOOK REVIEWS

The Black and White Of It

By Ann Allen Shockley

Naiad Press, P.O. Box 10543, Tallahassee, Fl. 32302
Paperback, 103 pp., $5.95

The author of Loving Her presents ten provocative short stories m Ihl®
new book published by the Naiad Press. The Black and White Of It > i
series of tales concerning lesbian couples in relationship to: each ottiei.
their families, their husbands, their politics, their color, and society.

Most of the stories lack the optimism found in many recent lesbian
works. But this negativism need not be interpreted as a throwback to
earlier, more oppressive trends in gay literature. Rather, it can be seen
signalling a new era of honesty in discussing the lesbian community's
problems.

Especially significant in this regard is "A Meeting of the Sapphu
Daughters.” In it, two black lesbians are confronted with alternate rao '
attitudes. One white lesbian is openly hostile; another exhibits an aiiiak
tion to one member of the black couple purely on the basis of her coL i
Both these episodes take place during a meeting devoted to du
establishment of a community for, supposedly, all lesbians. Despite hei
persuasive rhetoric, once offstage, the prime meeting organizer is ilk
most blatant racist.

Ms. Shockley offers other enlightening information for the reader in-
tent on expanding her race consciousness. The invisibility of the black
lesbian, along with the myth that black lesbians do not exist, is exposed
in “Play It, But Don’t Say It” and ‘‘Holly Craft Isn’t Gay.” “Home U
Meet the Folks” scrutinizes a popular idea among some heterosexuals in
the black community —that lesbianism is a white conspiracy to achieve
black genocide.

Ms. Shockley does not limit herself to portraits of black couples only.
There is substantial treatment of interracial and white couples as well.
The one optimistic piece in this collection, ‘‘A Special Evening,” concer-
ns two white women on their first date. Neither is sure if the other is even
gay. The predictable awkwardness of such situations is captured here so
well that one can’t help smiling, remembering similar experiences of
one’s own.

A recurrent theme throughout this collection is the importance of
coming out, especially to oneself. Women are shown often forsaking
their women lovers for safer alternatives: husbands, social or political
covers, or occasional male tricks to reinforce a bisexual identity. The
lover on the losing end is played up to be the moral winner because sfle5



has been true to her lesbian identity. Yet, sadly, she ‘never gets the girl in
the end.” This type of eoneliision may not be the most satisfying to read.
But its validity is borne out at some point in almost everyone’s experien-

Oiie slightly unbelievable element in many of Ms. Shockley’s stories is
the sex life her characters have. The sex is uniformly fantastic between
two women whether they have just met or have been together for years,
and whether they are getting along well or are totally incompatible.
While insisting on honesty in all other areas, her treatment of this dimen-
sion shows less eare than might be expected. Very little headway has been
made so far by any lesbian writer in admitting that sexual dissatisfaction
between two women can and does occur. Until lesbian sex is socially ap-
proved as a valid alternative, any negative aspects of it seem destined to
remain in the closet.

The Black and While Of It is not the most well-written book on the
market. Even though it is easy to read, the character development ranges
from barely sufficient to almost non-existent. Occasionally it is necessary
to reread dialogue to trace the identity of the speaker, as the sentiments
expressed do not clearly belong to one character or another.

Despite its flaws, however, this book does deserve a close look. Few
black lesbians are being published who discuss racially-based conflicts as
candidly as Ann Shockley. The triple jeopardy of being black, female,
and gay is generally given little attention by white lesbians. These short
stories take a giant step in generating the self-examination which would
be necessary to eliminate racism within the lesbian community.

—Reviewed by Sharon T.

Comments on Revolutionary Thought
By Barbara Stephens

The Revolutionary Catechism
By Sergei Nechayev, 1869

According to Max Nomad, he was rejected by leading radicals of his
time, but later made a super-hero by the Bolsheviks, His manifesto has
been required reading for the Black Panther Party and probably has
been a source-book for the Weatherman and the S.L.A. He was senten-
ced to prison for murdering a comrade and died in 1882. He was the
recognized prototype for Peter Verhovensky in the novel The Possessed
by Dostoyevsky.

The document has 26 compartments; | have reproduced only nine.
The abridgements are my own, but the essence has been preserved:

/. Every revolutionary must be a dedicated man. He should have no

personal affairs, no business, no emotions, no attac hments, no property
and no name. All these must he wholly absorbed in the single thouf’hl
and the single passion for revolution.

2. The revolutionary knows that in the very depths of his be/rtg, he

has broken all ties with society, hcjlh in word and in deed. |le breaks .ill
ties with the civilized wrjrld, its laws, its customs, its morality, all those
conventions generally accepted by the world. Hc' is the- implac .ihle
enemy, and if he has intercourse with the world, it is only for the ptrpos<
of destroying it

3 The revolutionary despises all dogmas and all sciences, Icsiviof.
them for future generations. He knows only one sienc e. the scieni e o.
destruction.

4. The revolutionary despises public opinioin, he despises tlu
present social morality and hates all of its manifestations Tre
revolutionary defines as moral only that which assists the revolution and
defines as immoral and criminal that which stands in his way.

5. The revolutionary is wholly dedicated. He must show no mere \
fo the state or towards the civilized classes of society, nor does he ask for
mercy for himself.

6. Tyrannical towards himself, the revolutionary must he tyrannic al
towards others. All the emotions that move human beings, all the soft
and innervating feelings of kinship, love, friendship, gratitude and honor,
must give way to a cold and single-minded passion for the revolution.
For him, there exists only one pleasure, one consolation, one reward
one satisfaction-the success of the revolution. Night and day he must
have but one thought, hut one aim-merciless destruction. Coldly, releit-
tiessly, he pursues his aim, and he must he prepared to perish himself, as
he must be prepared to destroy with his own hands those who stand in
his way.

7. The nature of the true revolutionary Is to exclude all sensitivity and
all romantic enthusiasm; he must exclude equally all thought of hatred
and revenge. The revolutionary passion, practiced at every moment of
the day until it has become a habit, is to be employed coldly, with
calculation. At all times the revolutionary must obey, not his personal
impulses, but only those which serve the cause of the revolution.

13 He should not hesitate to destroy any position, any place or any
man in this world. He must hate everyone and everything with an equal
hatred. All the worse for him if he has in the world relationships with
parents, friends, or lovers; he is no longer a revolutionary if he is swayed
by these relationships.

22. The purpose of our society is the entire emancipation and hap-
piness of the people.



Bringing Down America:

An FBI Informer with the Weathermen
By Larry Grathwohl

Arlington House Publishers, 1976

With the Weathermen
By Susan Stern
Doubleday &Co., 1975

It Karl Mar\ should reincarnate himself into the late 20th century, he
ucnild be a stranger in a strange land. " His prophesies would have
been stood on their heads, turned around, and bent backwards at
ninety-degree angles. For example, revolution has occurred not in ad-
vanced industrial nations, but rather in predominantly agrarian
societies such as Russia, China, and most of Southeast Asia. Further-
more. peasants rather than factory workers were the moving force in
China and North Vietham and Soviet military troops in the case of
Czechoslovakia and most of Eastern Europe. And after fifty years or
more, the State has had no intention of withering away.

Now, in Amerika, where factory workers are apt to be beer-
sloshing, apathetic boob-tube watchers and the "peasants" are apt to
be agribusiness magnates such as Safeway, Wells Fargo, or B of A, the
left must tind a new vanguard for the RRRREVOLOOOOOTIONI Who
shall it be? Franz Fanon had the answer - the lumpenproletariat - "the
lowest of the low" whom even Karl Marx had come to distrust and
despise. Literally, the pimps, prostitutes and thie\es, the thugs, swin-
dlers and rapists shall destroy the State and establish the New Order.

An alternative view has been given by Regis Debray (Revolution
Within the Revolution?) stating that professional revolutionaries will
start and accomplish the revolution without the consent of anybody
else. After all, workers and peasants have something to lose; their
homes and crops, friends and families and material possessions. A
worker may love his wife and children more than the revolution, and
therefore he is not to be trusted. Political parties and ideologies are to be
abandoned, for they can create opportunism or sterile intellectual
bickering. So what's to be left is military strategy and ACTION. How this
differs from the Kapp rebellion or the Munich beer-hall putsche remains
to be seen. So, let's examine the Weathermen.

At first glance, the title of Grathw'ohl's book leads to some kind of
prejudice, depending on one's opinion of the Federal Bureau of In-
vestigation, A young man of working-class origin has just returned from
the Vietnamese War and volunteers to penetrate the Weatherman fac-
tion of the SDS, and this is his story. There emerges a hell-hole of

brainwashing, purges, plots anci counterplots, and gcmer.il paranoi<i. A
persistent party line speaks; smash mi)nog.imy, sep.irate lovers from
their loved ones, or a mother from hcr <hild, if sue h attar hmimts .tre
fonder than love for thi- revolution.

He concludes that their post-revolutionary plans would "make
George Orwell's 1984 a pleasure to live in." In view of plans for com-
plete control of all individual thought and movement, isolation and
education camps for those who disagree, and "liquidation” of the in-
corrigibles, one wonders why he couldn't have found a better ally in his
search for freedom.

So, | sought another side of the story, from a true believer, Susan
Stern. Susan Stern (1943-1976) was an attractive, dark-eyed woman
who joined the SDS in 1967, the Weatherman faction in 1969, par-
ticipated in the Chicago Days of Rage in October, led repeated attacks
on the ROTC, and spent many months in courts and jails.

There were times | sort of liked Ms. Stern and found her funny and
outrageous. She made many statements that were informative and full
of insight; and, other times, she was so abysmally blind. | wished to
heaven she'd wise up and get out of the movement. But no, she didn't
until she got kicked out - first by the Weathermen, for not being
weathermannish enough, and later out of the Sundance Collective for
being too much of a Weatherman. Between times, she shot speed,
smoked pot, dropped acid or barbiturates, and preached that far-out
Weatherman party line. So, let Ms. Stern speak on episodes in her life;

On Black Panthers at an SDS Convention

"The Panther’s speech, which began as an attack on PL (Progressive
Labor Party) had ended with an attack on Women's Liberation, which in-
cluded a remark about 'pussy-power.’ Their line was that women should
fuck anyone if necessary for the revolution.” A near-riot by the SDS
women ensued from this.

At Reed College (Portland, Oregon)

"l spewed out the Weatherman line like a cheerleader - Living as
couples will only hinder you in this development; monogamy is a tool of
the system to oppress women. Leave your boyfriend, your children, your
parents, school - anything that comes between you and the revolution.”

Remark from her ex-husband, Robby Stern

"These people aren't human. What's so revolutionary about being
cruelf"



Insights

"TDHi* truth lor nu' .int/ too m.ov other \V<\ither\vonnn
Welthernn'O m love with the revolution vic weri'n t Irvitif* to
huiki, hut to (lestmv <ountry. We simply represented no <ill(‘rn,ttive to
jnyone. (lrn e we tore down e.ipitulism. wlut would cn)p(\ the
Would the world he communists Would the Third World lontrol itS
Would <ill the whites dieS Would j Il sex iH'rverls dieS"

"The worst ctsflects of the Weathermen: the Uuk ol love and
loyin”ness, the sinfilemindedness which refused (o accept human dil-
ferem e and human error. "

Rationalizations

"If two people were monogamous, then they paid more attention to
eac h other than they did to any other person they came in contact with.
This was a deterrent to the collective. If monogamy wort' smashed, the
theory went, everyone would love and trust each other equally, and not
s'Imi’ people more than others.

"What was supposed to replace the antiquated relationshipsS Croup
ftropes, homosexuality, autosexuality, or asexualityS In an effort to en-
courage collective members to sleep with each other if they have to have
sex, a sleeping schedule was set up. According to it, you were to have a
different bed-partner every night, regardless of sex. The schedule was
never forced in our collective, but its very presence testified to the

seriousness with which we approached the problem of smashing
montigamy. "

Insight

"The major thing which horrified me was the interest in, admiration
f/r, and concentration on Charles Manson and his family. Almost
everybody in the bureau ran around saluting people with the fork sign. "

"/ didn't agree that all white babies should die.”

"Anything was applauded - as long as it terrified the bourgeoisie and
marje them think they were next."

Ms. Stern, contrary to her rhetoric, did practice monogamy with
Garrity, an outsider, and a man whom she loved. Criticism became
heavy; call it the Synanon game or Maoist brainwashing — any injury or
illness was no exemption. On November 1969, Ms. Stern suffered a
sevr-re cfincussion during a Mobilization demonstration. There were
fjiac.kfjuts, memory lapses and speech disabilities that foreshadowed
permanent brain damage. The doctor ordered rest and no excitement;
shif moved out of the Weatherman Safehouse to Carrity's pad for
rr;covery. But the tormenters came rwer daily to accuse her of being

20

"racist, anti-communist, sexual-deviate, selfish, egotistical and un-
desireable.”

Towards the End

"We were tired, the revolution seemed old. We were hungry. And
accepting the cloak meant giving up oneself entirely. We were alone and
isolated - the dream had turned into a nightmare.

"Liberals considered us adult vandals at the best, or Stalinist but-
chers, Narodniks, and hebephrenic schizophrenics. The political freaks
and anarchists thought we were ridiculous.

"At night, police or rightwingers threw bottles through the windows;
the glass shattered all over the bed. The living room was a garbage pail of
dirty plates, beer and wine bottles, piles of dirty clothes and shoes...”

In 1970, Ms. Stern was kicked out of the Weathermen, and she
briefly joined the Sundance Collective, followed by the Seattle
Liberation Front. The long months in court and prison took their toll. At
Purdy’'s Women's Prison, she at last found Lesbian love, from a fellow
inmate.

But time was fleeting and the hours short. She survived by topless
go-go dancing and wrote a book. Then, at the age of 33, she died from
general exhaustion. A wasted life, a haunted, tragic life...Could she
have lived differently in a liberated world of gay love?

Further Reading;

Non-Fiction

Payne, Robert - Zero

Fanon, Franz - Wretched of the Earth

Caute, David - Franz Fanon

Debray, Regis — Revolution Within the Revolution!
Nomad, Max - A Skeptic's Political Dictionary

Fiction

Dostoyevsky, Fedor - The Possessed
Zamietin, Eugene - We

Orwell, George - 1984

Hlasko, Marek - The Graveyard
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Letters:
On Rape

I found your inclusion of articles on guns [Lesbian Voices, Vol.
11, Nos. ii & 3] interesting, if not controversial. Living as 1do, in an
area where “Stinky” has been striking, 1find my arsenal of floodlights,
security locks, noisemakers on the window ledges, bedside whistles
somewhat inadequate. On the other hand, the spectacle of rapists with
guns on the streets — well. Perhaps | could make a modest proposal, a
universal curfew barring men from the streets at all times and hours.

Considering alternatives that may be of help, | want to include infor-
mation gleaned from acquaintances on jury duty, women blue-collar
workers, women bus-drivers, and even some Pacific Islanders. Such
“street-knowledge” (that one never learns in a University) may save a
person’s life.

1. How about the old-fashioned menstrual taboo. Several women have
been spared rape because they either were menstruating, or were wearing
pads or tampons. Kotex, with a little red ink or vegetable dye, may save
your life!

2. Acting insane also involves an ancient taboo: fear of the “mad-
woman.” | was spared forceful perversion by this gimmick during my at-
tack on the shores of Lake Merritt. Rolling my eyes, grimacing, and wat-
ching the fear that permeated my assailant’s face as he sensed that a
“madwoman” could really injure him in a frightful way.

3. The Japanese Sleeper. Perhaps some of you have watched wrestling
matches and the antics of a Mr. Moto. Actually such techniques are
taught in lifesaving classes as a way of subduing the violent struggles of
the drowning victim. There are certain places on the neck and face (and
elsewhere) where the nerves lie close to the surface of the skin. A gentle
rubbing of these parts can render a person unconscious. Do take up some
of these courses.

4. The Philippino Stiletto. Philippino women carry large safety pins
with them when they travel in crowded public buses. Orientals may be
docile elsewhere, but not in the Philippines. A hatpin could be an effec-
tive alternative. And, don’t forget some other legal items, such as a
comb, a ring of keys, a compass, and a new device soon to be marketed
called the Rapel clip.

Perhaps you misunderstand pacifism. Most pacifists | know do believe
in self-defense, including the late Mr. Gandhi. What goes is non-violence
as a political tactic, as an alternative to violence and terrorism, and a
complement to political action that may be ineffectual by itself. And we
do oppose war under most circumstances, and find diplomatic channels
an imperative in this dangerous nuclear epoch.

I would like to see a world freed from dominance, hierarchy and
power trips. Wouldn’t it be nice if men were reared to the ideals of gen-
tleness and sensitivity and tolerance, and women could walk the streets at
all times of night without fear? Some cultures have attained this goal, yet
these isolated primitive societies are very few.

Most organized systems have been oppressive. Monarchies, feudal
kingdoms, aristocracies, kapitalism and kommunism have all been based
on the dominance of a few over the many. Add to this, the oppressed
become the oppressors, both before and after the “revolution.” The
peasant beats his horse, his wife, and his children. The blue-collar
worker slaps his wife around, and then baits some women or minority
workers at the shop. Minority males retaliate by baiting some other
females—either within or outside their ethnic group.

In total anarchy, the system could be worse, if not unlivable. In a
power vacuum, private paramilitary forces of the far left or far right
would mushroom and make life intolerable for any person outside of the
mainstream. The recent power blackouts in New York City give one an
inkling of what could happen in the complete absence of social controls.
Vigilante forces which could possibly abolish crime in the streets would
also produce their own forms of nightmares, given the bigotry and in-
}olerance that permeates the general public in positions both high and
ow.

For these reasons, | veer towards protective laws, and educational ef-
forts geared to a kinder, more humane and equalitarian world. A world
where individuality rather than “individualism” (read: dominance) is
encouraged. | visualize schools where gay studies, women’s studies, and
labor history are a part of the curriculum; where cooperation is taught
rather than competition; and children are allowed their own creative
outlets, in the absence of any strict sex-role structuring. Rather than
abolishing public schools, more are needed with these guidelines in mind.

May | live to see the day when rape and “queer-bashing” are swept
away forever, into the ashcans of history.

—Barbara Stephens

Butch & Femme Indians?

I read Judith Schwarz’s review of Gay American History and Lesbian
Lives [Lesbian Voices, Vol. 111, Nos. 2 & 3] and | definitely agree
that “butch” is idolized in our lesbian ancestors. In our present day
lesbian community, butch is still idealized as the correct posture or at-
titude. Many lesbians strive, sometimes desperately, to project the butch
image - the male image. In the lesbian community, butch is t*



manifestation of male supremacy and the resulting male uptightness due
to fear of losing control or losing the pretense of control. As long as
lesbians internalize the heterosexist lie that men (or male-identified
lesbians) are superior to women, butch will be idolatrized at the expense
of truly woman-identified lesbians.

Which brings me to my motive for writing this letter. When discussing
lesbianism among Native Americans, Judith says, “ True, the lesbian was
somewhat accepted as a male member of the tribe, but each of her wives
suffered from ridicule and teasing by the other tribal members, which
eventually drove them away.” Her “wives”?!! This is a denial of their
own lesbian, woman-loving selves! Again, the “butch” is the “true
lesbian,” and her lovers are “just women” (her “ wives” in this case). As
for the leshian who “was somewhat accepted as a male member of the
tribe,” she was probably a large woman (in a male-identified world,
bigger is better) who was not simply skilled at, but excelled in, hunting
and fighting and whatever other skills thought of as “male” in that
culture (Amazon cultures would consider these feminine skills). Con-
sequently, this lesbian who was good at “male” skills was grudgingly
admired and superficially accepted as “one of the boys.” Some lesbians
today in so-called “non-traditional” jobs or roles (some athletes too)
buy into this trip and even feel as men do that what they know, or what
skills they have, make them superior to women. The self-destructive con-
tradiction in butch is that you have to feel superior to what you are - a
woman.

I don’t know if that Indian leshian who was “ accepted” as male truly
felt and/or acted as if she was superior to her sisters because | don’t
know what was really happening in her life. But | do know her leshian
lovers, who were not accepted as males OR as “real” women, were per-
secuted too; and | wonder what happened to these women and most
other leshians who didn’t (and still don’t) spark the salacious, voyeuristic
interest of the male wo'W’s historians. These historians make them in-
visible. But leshian \¢ o0.'ians like Judith Schwarz will hopefully be able

to trace the wisps of >moke back to the original fires. Power to you,
Judith.

—Margaret Murphy
Sturgeon, Mo.



I Would Be

it would be a lie

to say i don’t want you

i do

it would be a lie

it would be a lie
to say idon’t love you
ido

so why must i lie

to say i don’t think of you hiding thought, desire and love?

ido
but i don’t understand why

-Carolyn Shama

Knowing

i look in your eyes wide and bright
S0 open, so trusting and fair

i’m lost in a pool of reflection

and you look at me

never knowing my pain

for one who can never be mine

your hair golden shining

mirrors bright burning fires

you move and so softly it follows

i yearn to touch those silken strands
knowing heartache at that

which can never be mine

then you laugh and the clouds depart
flooding your brow with a luminous glow
a face filled with magic

and no signs of sadness

my eyes bright with tears smiling back
knowing why you can never be mine

" -Carolyn Shama

Our Garden

i could feel it, and you must have too

that current, that spark between me and you
that look in your eyes, your lips in a smile
told me that waiting had been well worthwhile

i’ll always remember the sun in your face

as you gazed through my eyes to some point in space
the warmth and the comfort your body was giving
made me remember the reasons for living

and living meant caring and sharing our love

as close and as warm as a hand in a glove

our moments together, our thoughts and our needs'
would bloom every spring and plant its new seeds

the weeds we would have to pull out one by one
until only flowers were left when we’re done
and standing together, so tended and pure

our heads held up high, so proud and so sure



It hasn’t caught up with me yet—
Your leaving me just as you did;

My senses all have boxed up my heart
And sat upon the lid.

They fear to see Pandora come

To wreak her havoc there;

For then the pain would all How out,
And the little box be bare.

—tee Kinard
Marie,
This is
just to
tell you
that the bell
Doubles works now
You arrived here and has
after a 400 mile ever since
night drive, I've
tired & dejected, lived here
expecting just
another bum deal. - at times
You didn’t realize | have
then, but 1saw you wished it
crossing the banks in hell -
of the Loire,
Joan of Arc Of course
in hiking boots. you will
. not come
—teslie Powell again
still, this is
just to
tell you
that the bell -
—E. I. Louch

Friendship’s Creed

1will give you all that 1am.
I will share with you
Dreams of all 1would like to be.
I will open the windows
into me
And walk through the doors
into you.

I will laugh with you
But never at you. ;

I will cry with you A
But never knowingly cause you pain /
I will tolerate your faults, % J f

As you will tolerate mine.
For perfection would bore us both.

The things you confide in me

Will be locked in the space within me

That belongs to you. '

Neither will you give away a

Any of my secret self, /"

For friendship would die there--

Turned cold by the betrayal. I shall beme * '
And you will be you.
The mixture of our selves
Can create a sunny day
Or a quiet evening.

Neither time nor distance

Shall be a barrier between us,

For the love is there

And we are aware of it.

Though 1give myself away to others.
And you share yourself with many,
One part of me is uniquely yours.
And one part of you belongs to me.

We are a separateness.
Blending when we can.
Touching when time allows.
-Phyllis Yarnold And we are more complete
For having known and loved one another.






For Rita, the room-mate

Raspberries,

and doves,

white doves,

soft, small,

one for each hand,

and the bush that burns,
like your tough Mick’s hair.

But that was underneath.
On top?

Freckles,

Nefertiti nose,

ballerina neck,

and shanty Irish underwear.

Faded pink, grayed lilac,
washed-out blue,
flower-sprigged.

Vanity Fair.

It began with
convent-issue underpants,

saggy, baggy,
elastic sprung.

Then came the panty girdle,

taut rubber, satin reinforced,
acast iron casing

to contain and restrain the thighs,
105 Ibs. of college freshman.

Pettipants over girdle,
down to stocking tops,
no lower inch bare,
all inviolate below.

Padded bra.

two inches of fiberfill,

small piece of vanity, or
breastplate of further modcstv?

Nylon slip to top you off, i’
trimmed with frayed gray lace,
straps attached with

baby sister’s plastic diaper pin.

Each morning you donned your holy habit

beneath the nightgown’s

flowered flannel tent.

As surely as if you wore nun’s wimple and black veil,
your vestments proclaimed your virtue.

But | knew what hid beneath,
and | watched and waited,
measured the pleasure once
tasted, smelled, touched,
those raspberries,

white doves,

and flaming delta

whose fire lalone

could ignite.

-Penelope Ocha
©1981

For my Junior Leaguer

A potato rolls
across the floor,
knobbed,scabbed,
leaving a trail of
grime in its wake.

It's peasant food,

eaten simply,

enjoyed with no
forethought, consumed with
no regrets.

And we peasant folk, we
smear grease round our
mouths, drip gravy down

our chins, wipe hands on

our skirts, deliver

hearty belches of contentment.

Have you bedded a peasant
wench? It’s roll

in the straw, flick off

the fleas, touch earth-scented
flesh. No cocks will crow but
dogs will bark and

dawn will glow through
mud-spattered glass.

I own no white linen hankies, no rich
napery. There’s an absence of
hygienic bidets. You will scratch

the itch, your nose will

run, we will raise a cloud of dust.

I have no refinement

to give. It’s all

knobs and scabs. Watch me
roll on the floor. I leave

a trail.



W-

Objet D' AlIBEdoa-
for MaryAnn

Although you are open in mid-room
for the others,

for me,

I have glassed you off.

A marble woman.

You marked some old Greek grave.
Your depthless eyes see everything.
Standing back in allowed admiration,
I lose the lovely habiti of your days.

I will never be told what you thought or lived,;
I won’t know «dio you were.

Keeping this distance,

lcannot touch your seu”uned skirt.
Your mouth of stonedudn roe.
You will always be aseeml.

-Lisa Fenton

*fnMpired also b f an uapolisfied marble statue
ofawoman wHh a clobltmade about 1,000
ymnago. She resides In the Dattas Museum
ofFbieArl.

f 9
“Eli- |

%.ik

.._k-AitalrExchange”

I have many semi-sided words at hand.
They are self-Uught and easily used.

* ' These are your little visions | manipulate.1
These are film clips I’ve edited
to the perfect scene of desiring.

There are kits if lives I could tell you about."-'-~
1have revealed those details that would win you)

, « TeUme
A 37 who isityou’d most enjoy seeing here?

Here is my great myth and your huge expectations
Here are my lies, my wish
And then, there is whatever you can spare to trade for thern’

But despite all this and everything you ask
some tMngs must remain ungiven, unspoken, unsee;

One risk can not be taken
,Qnly then do we get what we want

n -Lisa Fenton,



For a long time, starting in my early years,

A sound, and cries most fearsome have been within my ears.

The source of these | could not then define -
I did not know that they were only mine.
This sound, these cries that no one but me hears:

The sound - my world is torn apart!
The cries - the anguish in my heart!

The source of these now becomes quite clear -

The loss, through death-in-life, of all that | hold dear.
The loss in death is but cruel works of fate.

The loss in life from lessons learned too late.

The fault is mine, the cause my weaknesses and fear:

The sound - my world is torn apart!
The cries - the anguish in my heart!

The cries are not for me alone -

For sins for which | can’t atone.

For fear and guilt and loneliness and shame.
With the sound and with the cries they came
And added to my drowning soul a stone:

The sound - my world is torn apart!
The cries - the anguish in my heart!

Would that I could unfeeling be

And still the love that is so much of me.
That 1could run away and safely hide
And shut away the pain I feel inside.
The stilling of these only then might be:

The sound - my world is torn apart!
The cries - the anguish in my heart!

The pain is there still, but now | know

That in my grief there is a place to go.

The light of our love shines in my darkness still!
The strength of that love, the power of it will
Rebuild the world that is torn apart

And still the cries within my anguished heart!

-Winn

To Al

1love you, my precious one!
1have since time-oiit-of-mind.
Before there was a sun

Or a universe defined.

I am in love with you so very much!

You are my heart, my mind, my very soul.

All my needs are you, and with your touch

You heal the wounds of life and make me whole.

You are my life, all that I want and need!
With your love, you shield and nurture me.
From the bonds of self | have been freed
And given strength to live, to love, to be.

To you and only you do | belong!

All that 1am and have, | give to you alone.
Our love in love’s own strength grows strong.
As lam yours, | know you are my own.

I want the world to hear this joyous hymn

My fulfilled soul will sing through all eternities
Of love with no beginning and no end.

I pledge my love now and beyond all infinities.

—Winn
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Changing Woman’s Sonnet

Moon she spirals
To move the planets out of our eyes 4

Slips her age by us lithely s .
Her words wizen but do not calm * f
When sun buckles down Wr

Spreads boisterous in leaving

Calls out from the pasture . .
Moon gestures quietly 0 Xy w1
When romance nods to her

Throwing off coverlets of purple™

Rising again to lace hands of gold

On the folds of this sundown’s veranda.

Book on the floor

Languishes falling back with time | calling out choices
Couched in the line of your hand  jhat turn into orbits
Traces a small searching muse go still time must argue me
We have talked of tomorrow 70 call out securities

As if it harbors no uncertainty Which darken and boil
But are caught by love Near a new kettle.

Which has found no root \' need for silver

To grapple onto days of turmoil ~ Orbits my shoulder

\ Elusive and formless
NN e Far from any moon.

f») m8mp D g Seasoned so to this path that sways
I paint love again without reason
Past parables | want
But to feel the changes you honor
And I sing to free this promenade
To a future without a tempo.

We’ll gather lithe sounds

Only to spill them

We’ll laugh and name our revelry
We’ll notice which crescents time to us
Then we’ll sway the pulse of our talk
To choose for our love:

The orbit which has no pattern.

We’ll argue the timing of a dream

-LauraKoplewitz  Anq hope not for eternity--

December {978

arning

By Dorothy Feola

The first time | heard it, 1 wasn’t quite sure | had actually heard it.
Laurel seemed to be sure | hadn’t. Which just goes to show you that even
Laurel can (sometimes) be wrong. But then there was that second time --
the second time | was sure 1had heard it, only ~ | wasn’t sure if it was a
joke being played on me or if I might possibly be imagining it —thereby
embarking on some kind of breakdown,

I was kind of hung over that morning. You see, | haven’t got much of
a capacity for drinking, and all it usually takes is more than two drinks to
give me a headache and/or aggravate my colitis. But, all the same, it
seemed like | was spending more and more evenings, after the bookstore
closed, heading straight for the women’s bars. (And since 1was usually
on the late shift, there until closing time, | usually ended up one of the
last to leave the bar.) Of course, there was nothing that said I had to or-
der hard liquor. But I usually did. Maybe it had something to do with
masochism; but | rather doubt it. It was more like a way of Killing time
through the lonely nights. And, needless to say, the nights were all the
more lonely when you loved someone —and were helpless to do anything
about it.

On that particular morning, | felt more tired and drained than
anything else. And on top of that, my back was killing me from falling
asleep on the couch. Again. The fact of the matter was that Laurel, the
young woman | loved and ‘used to live with,” wouldn’t let me sleep with
her anymore. But she didn’t seem to mind if | slept on her (our?) couch
from time to time. (I had this feeling that if | didn’t wake up crippled
and sore all over, she would have taken that away from me as well.)

“Here. It’shot. Drink it slowly.”

“Yes, mother,”” | mumbled, sitting up straight on the couch, reaching
out for the mug. It was a mistake. | winced as too many muscles in my
body cried out with pain and soreness. “For chrissake, you’d think this
couch would know me by now,”” | complained. “ Instead of embracing
me, it’sstill fighting me. It’sa Goddamn torture rack, that’swhat it is.”

ldrank from the mug. It was hot tea, with milk, without sugar. |
liked coffee better. My colitis didn’t. | even liked sugar. But | had a
tendency to gain weight much too easily. When we were (really) living
together, Laurel would manage to make sure | was relatively free frqm
temptation by volunteering to do most of the cooking. (Then, of course,
there was the fact that she was just a much better cook than | was.) At



least that was one thing that hadn’t seemed to change; in her own
peculiar way(s), she was still looking after me, even now.

“Perhaps if you tried using some of that romantic dialogue, which
seems to come so natural to you, it would respond more pleasingly,” she
said, quiet but deliberate, standing there, looking down at me. “ 1’'m sure
you’ve had lots of success with it in the past.”

“The past is the past, and there’s only one woman in my life that 1
really want to respond to everything 1do or say,” | assured her, meeting
her gaze directly. “But she won’t even let me touch her anymore.”

She paused, significantly, then, soberly, “ That’s one of the privileges
you gave up when you decided to walk out on me.”

“But 1wanna make it up to you —you know that,” lreminded her.

“Do 17 With that, she turned and went back into the kitchenette,
leaving a heavy silence in the room.

Stubborn bitch, 1thought, feeling hopeless, everything being as it was
at that moment. Wasn’t leven entitled to one mistake - ? Even if it did
take me several months to be positive that’s exactly what it was. | just
felt like 1 had to see for myself what it was like to be really free and in-
dependent again, after living with someone for over three years. After
all, | practically came back on my hands and knees, didn’t 1? What the
hell more could she ask for in the way of personal satisfaction? And if
that wasn’t all she was after - why hadn’t she changed the lock on the
door? - or demanded the key back? - or even tried to convince me that
we really didn’t love each other anymore? Just giving me a hard time,
that’s all, making me suffer and pay the price for what now seemed like
ras'i stupidity. | mean, here she was, letting me crash every time | needed
to come home again, needed not to be alone, or with a comparative
stranger, needed sometimes just to be near her - Oh, well, it was hard
enough for me to figure out when 1was in shape for it, my head clear and
everything. All | knew was that my life had been going steadily downbhill
lately, and more and more things were mattering less and less.

“Is this your Saturday at the store?’’ she called from the kitchenette.

“No. At least, | don’t think so. At this point in my life. 1’m never
sure of anything anymore.” | grinned to myself. “What did you have in
mind? I’m yours for the taking.”

“You’d be a hell of a lot better off if you’d go home and do your
homework,” she told me, leaning against the frame of the archway that
led to the kitchenette, her hands wrapped around a familiar mug. | was
looking across the room at her, questioningly. “You left your notes on
the snack bar again,” she informed me, in answer to my silent inquiry.
“You’re cutting your deadlines a little close, aren’t you - ? Seems to me
you were working on that very same review almost two weeks ago. And

it doesn’t look much different now than it did then: first draft jib-
berish.”

She always did have a good memory for details. 1sighed heavily, prac-
tically slamming my mug down on the coffee table. “So—?” she per-
sisted.

1shrugged lazily. “So 1just don’t dig what I’m doing, the kind of
writing I’m doing now. This is routine shit work, and 1I’'m a creative
writer —but I don’t know, 1just don’t seem to have the time or energy or
inspiration anymore to do the kind of writing I really enjoy doing.”

“But you’re getting paid for this kind of writing,” she reminded me.
“The kind of publications that are using your stuff now, there’s just no
place in them for poetry or short fiction about women loving women.
And, besides, someone has to do it, so why not you? You’re capable and
you can use the extra money.”

“Well, 1 don’t like this kind of writing, and 1feel like 1I’m faking the
whole thing,” 1admitted to her. “Sure 1can do it, but it’s draining me
"cause | don’t like the feeling of disliking and not being satisfied with
almost everything | write lately. I’m not a critic - I’m not even a jour-
nalist - it’s hard for me to stick to the facts. - | like to improvise, let my
imagination run wild, use it to the extreme.”

“Yes, lrealize that discipline hasn’t been one of your more obvious
traits.” I didn’t even give her the satisfaction of looking at her. Here 1
was, spilling my guts out to her, and all she could do was be bitchy about
the whole thing. | took a cigarette out of the wooden box on the table,
doing a good job, I thought, of ignoring the dig. “If you go back to
working full time again, you could write the kind of things that make
you more comfortable, go back to what makes you happiest. For
peanuts. Or nothing. Or you can work it this way, with a job you really
like, and make this extra money. It’s a choice only you can make.”

Some laugh. Once 1got back to New York, it was hard enough finding
ajob, especially one I liked well enough, to begin with. 1 lit the cigarette
with the table lighter, inhaling deeply, thinking about the steady, well
paying job she was settled into. “Maybe | can find me another woman
to supplement my income,” | replied, easily, in retaliation against her
obvious complacency.

“1’ll get your notes. Then you can get the hell out of here.”

I had obviously struck a nerve. Even if it might only have been a mat-
ter of pride. Well, shit, who cared. Even if she tossed me out on my ass, 1
was still glad 1had said it. Now —if | only had the inclination to turn the
statement into (a) reality -

While she was busy, | slipped into the john, carrying my tea and
cigarette with me. | purposely took my time, attending to all the
necessary proprieties. Then, since | still had some clothes and underwear
hanging around, | changed in the bedroom, putting on fresh underwear
and a clean shirt.

I came back into the living room, barefooted, holding clean socks. My



notes were on the coffee table; Laurel was sitting on the arm of the
couch, leaning to one side, her arm along the top, the other hand around
the mug in front of her. With her relaxed and leaning to one side like
that, | could really appreciate how she looked, in a gray silk robe, with
aquamarine designs. Oriental in nature. The robe must have been new,
since 1didn’t recognize it. (For just a moment, | couldn’t help won-
dering if anyone else had seen her in it.) Her hair was a natural ash
blond, straight, and hung below her shoulders. Now it was brushed into
softness, parted in the middle of her head, hanging half over one
shoulder. All that time, taking things (our relationship) for granted, 1
had almost forgotten how lovely she was to look at. How, when we had
first become (sexually) intimate, she almost literally took my breath
away.

“1want to come home again,” | told her, feeling it, like a pain, down
deep in my gut. “‘l want things to be the way they used to be.”

She gazed directly at me for a few moments, expressionless, then got to
her feet. “ You have your own place now, Jamie, and | think you should
go home to it.” She hesitated only slightly, then turned and went into the
bedroom.

1sat down on the edge of the couch, feeling dejected and miserable. It
was then that 1noticed the thick, dried red stuff all over the pages that
my notes were written on. Oh, my God, 1thought immediately, | must
have gotten into afight last night and —And what-? Come back here and
bled ail over my notes? Somehow that just didn’t sound quite right. Even
for me. It just didn’t add up. For one thing, where were the bruises? The
.'nc5 on the outside, the ones that were noticeable. There just weren’t any
of thoic.

1\*ent to the bedroom doorway, carrying the papers. “ Laurel, there’s
bk'od ail over my notes—"

“h s ketchup,” she informed me, not even turning around from the
mirror.

“ Kerchup-? Are you sure?”

She turned from the dresser mirror, buttoning her blouse, clad only in
the blouse and panties. “ Reasonably so—since my leftover piece of
meatloaf is missing—the dirty dish was in the sink—the rye bread was on
top of the refrigerator—and the ketchup bottle and empty milk glass was
on top of the snack bar.” She shook her head, more than just a bit
disapprovingly. “ Really, Jamie, the very least you can do is clean up af-
ter yourself,” she reminded me.

“Oh, yeah, | remember now,” 1recalled, nodding. “1was hungry
when | came in. But | knew what your answer would be—so | settled for
food instead.” 1shrugged. “1’ve been doing a lot of that lately; sub-
stituting, learning to be satisfied with one thing in place of another.”

“It won’t hurt you. Everyone does it, at one time or another. In fact, it
helps most people to cope with the world around them.””’

We just stood there, looking at each other. It was almost too imicli for
me. “Can 1 Kkiss you -if 1promise to leave right away?” lhere was a
slight pause on her part, then she dropped her eyes, shaking her head.
-It’s been a long time—"

“I’m just not ready yet.” She raised her eyes to mine—and | could
almost see my (own) pain reflected in them. “ Please, Jamie, don’t make
things any more difficult than they already are.”

1 had this feeling 1 should be saying something. Warm words of
reassurance or something. Anything. But there was a pleading in her eyes
that brought home some guilt, dropping it right on the doorstep of my
conscience. And there it stood, like a dead weight | wasn’t able to move
out of the way. | forced myself to turn (from it), and went back into the
living room. Before 1was able to think about any other action, I swit-
ched on the radio, finding some music. I threw myself down on the (un-
friendly) couch, hoping the music would help to drown out any
depressing thoughts my feelings were about to serve up to me. Closing
my eyes, | felt more than weary, wishing | could just turn off my entire
life for a while. Perhaps (even) for good.

Now—I remember closing my eyes, letting the soft music on the radio
just wash over me—trying to concentrate on it, pushing away, tem-
porarily, any thoughts and feelings that were going to be too
disagreeable—and | must have started to doze off—(then) | was brought
abruptly back, consciously aware of sharp words—a news bulletin—
moving in, taking the place of restful music. It seemed as if the whole
atmosphere of the room was suddenly charged with urgency—forcing me
to open my eyes to attention. | listened to the words as they were
repeated: “—that’sa four-alarm fire, blazing out of control—”

I jumped to a sitting position as the newscaster repeated the address.
“Laurel-!" 1 yelled, dashing for the phone, which stood on the counter
of the snack bar.

“What’s all the racket about-?” Laurel’s voice came from behind me.

“—My apartment house is on fire—” 1muttered, already dialing the
phone.

“What—? How do you know that? And who are you calling?”

“—Chippy.”

“ Chippy-? What are you calling her for?”

“She’s there. She met someone at THE DUTCHESS last night—they
were really coming on to each other—a subway ride back to Brooklyn—
you know—"

“Still play the good-natured cavalier, as always,” she commented,
dryly.

Just as | turned to look at her, wondering how she could still continue
being her own calm, bitchy self in the face of what was happening, a

.sleepy voice said, “—Yeah, hello—"



“Chippy, it’s Jamie—"’

“Jamie’s not here. Try the phone number at East 27th.””’

“Chippy, wake up, damnit-! Get the hell out of there-!-the apartment
house is on fire!”

“What-?1"

There was a pause.

“What the fuck are you doing-? Are you still there?”

“Jamie, what’s going on, calling me at this hour of the morning,
joking around like this—? This isn’t a bit funny. What the hell time is
it, anyway?”

“ Are you nuts-?! Just get out of there!” | shouted. “ And grab my new
typewriter if you have the time,” | added, as a second thought, now that
I knew she was still safe.

“Nothing, it’s just Jamie—" | heard her saying, her mouth obviously
away from the phone. “ Go back to sleep, Jamie, you’ve just had a bad
dream, that’s all,” she told me.

“Wait-! Don’t hang up!” | ran my fingers through my hair, trying to
think of what 1might do to convince her. “ Listen—listen to me—go look
out the window—yeah, that’s it, just look out the window—"

“What for?”

“Just do it, Goddamnit! Just look out the windows in that room—"

There was a slight pause, then a sigh. “Oh, all right, if that’ll satisfy
you.”

Soon she was back. “There’snothin’there,” she told me, tiredly.

“Whaddya mean, nothin’-? There has to be—those are the windows
facing the street mentioned—"

“What am | supposed to be lookin’ for, anyway?”

“Fire equipment—police—all kinds of stuff like that.”

“Nope, nothin’ like that out there. Just a few parked cars—buses—
taxicabs—some people—all that regular, everyday stuff. Can 1go back
to bed now?”

“You better get some clothes on and check it out anyway,” | warned
her, the shadow of a doubt already working inside my head.

“Check what out, for chrissake?”

“The fire, stupid! Do it! And if you let anything happen to you. Il
kill you myself!” 1slammed the phone down, confused. “ Now that was
a smart thing to say,” | mumbled to myself. | glanced up at Laurel, who
was leaning against the stool beside me, fully clothed. I shrugged. “ Oh,
well, she knows what | mean, 1guess.”

“No fire?”

“ Apparently not.” I shook my head, wondering what to make ofit. “ |
just can’t understand it—"

“Well, what made you think there was a fire in the first place?”

“ A news bulletin came over the radio.”

“Are you sure?”

“Well, of course I'm sure,” 1snapped, automatically. But—was |
really? 1moved around the room, being aware of doing almost a restless
pace. “ Maybe—maybe they made a mistake with the address. - -It could
happen.”

“Get a news station—" she suggested. “ If they’ll have it on a music
station, they’re bpund to have it on a news station.”

“Good idea,” lagreed, going for the radio. “A four-alarm fire—the
local news stations will be sure to repeat it from time to time.”

Hardly speaking at all, we listened to twenty minutes of news. None of
it had anything to do with what we were waiting to hear. “Well—I’ve got
things to do,” Laurel finally declared, slipping off the stool. “ You stay
here and listen, if you like, while I go out and do the laundry. If there’s
any validity at all to it, it’s certain to be on the local news eventually.”

| felt myself frowning at the somewhat bored tone of her voice. 1got
up from the couch just as she came across the room. “And just what do
you mean, ‘if there’s any validity at all’?” 1confronted her, standing
directly in her path. 1searched her face, but came up blank. Nothing
unusual about that, since she could be very good at hiding her feelings
when she wanted to. Which, 1had always suspected, was a great deal.
Only, what s/ie obviously never suspected was that she could very seldom
fool me. She only thought she could. Because | let her. Because 1had this
strong feeling that she would be turned off by anyone, even me, trying to
get into her skin and, perhaps, finding out what really made her tick. But
it had gone on too long. And it had become a habit. Then a way of life.
“You think 1’'m lying, don’t you?”

She sighed, tiredly, shaking her head. “No, 1 don’t think you’re
lying.”

“Oh, yeah, you do, you think I’'m lying,” 1nodded, trying to control
my temper. | stepped away from her, feeling my fingers curl into fists.
“ And just what the hell could | hope to gain from such a pathetic tale as
this?” 1demanded. Her silence seeped into me. “My God, you must
think 1’ve completely flipped out.”

“1’m not sure what to think anymore—you’ve been doing so many
irresponsible things lately—" .

“And it’s mostly because 1 don’t know what to do with myself
anymore—I can’t even think straight—because 1want us to be a couple
again. I love you. Ithink you still love me. We shouldn’t be living apart
the way we are. | told you 1’d do anything to show you how sincere 1am
about this—but you don’t seem to want to give me a chance.”

“1’ve told you—I’m just not ready to make any real decisions yet.”
She turned away, and I thought she was going to leave the room, but
then she turned back again. “You were gone about four months; the very
least you can do is give me at least that long to make up my mind.”



I-our months. Seemed more like a year. Actually, it didn’t even take
me that long to realize that | had made a mistake. But once 1got back to
New York, 1lhad to lind a job atid a decent place to slay, be together
enough ina number of respects, so it wouldn’t look as if | had an ulterior
motive when | asked to be taken back. And since it was the truth, and
there were no other reasons than my loving her, missing her, and wanting
her back, it was something that was very important to me. Even though 1
practically crawled back.

Before I left, we had discussed the split rationally, and parted without
any hassles, in a quite civilized manner. Laurel would never have had it
any other way. you could bet on that. Now, on the other hand, if it had
bi‘en her leaving me. 1would probably have decked her. And wrecked the
apartment as well. That was the difference between us; / showed

"everything on the outside when 1felt emotional enough about it. Which
was a great deal of the time. Because so many things consciously
bothered me.

"1 guess 1should tell you that 1have a date tonight,” her voice cut into
my silent thoughts.

I was surprised, disappointed, but I tried not to show it. ‘“With a
woman?" Stupid question. But, even so, it seemed important that | ask.

"Of course it's a woman. Would it make you feel any better if it was a
man?"

"Worse." If possible. "I hope you enjoy yourself.” Like hell.

"Thanks. I'm sure 1will.” The tone of her voice met the coolness of
my own. Could she, likewise, be attempting to hide some other feelings, |
wondered. Christ, didn’t it ever stop, trying to outguess each other?

She started for the bedroom.

“Who is she? Do 1know her?” 1just couldn’t stop myself. We had
never discussed what (who) we were involved in individually, either while
we were apart or now, while we were separated, and it had become like
an unspoken rule between us. So now 1was breaking the rules again. So
what else was new?

“No.” She didn’t turn around to look at me. “Someone 1 met just
before you came back. An older woman. A fashion designer.”

“Worldly and sophisticated, 1 suppose,” | volunteered, making it
more of a statement than a question. Laurel would just be the type to go
from one extreme to the other, trying to avoid making the same mistake
twice. 1, of course, was the type to make the same mistake over and over
again. And still not take the hint. It wasn’t that | was dense, you see, it’s
just that 1 was a different type person. 1learned from my mistakes, |
guess, but—I guess 1just had to be sure before I could change something
or leave it alone altogether. Just look at the fuckin’ mess | made of/in

my life by doing something that could be considered, by my standards,
‘impulsive.’

“In her own way, 1lguess,” Laurel answered my ‘statement.” “Ac-
tually, she’s quite unassuming for someone in her position.”

“Good for her,” | responded, unimpressed.

She turned to glare at me, pausing only briefly, then, “Any more
questions?”

“Just one. And just how do | compete with that?”

Silence. Then, “Up until six months ago there was never any com-
petition where you were concerned, Jamie, and that’sa fact.”

“And now?”

I heard her sigh, and she closed her eyes for just a moment. “Just go
home, Jamie. Everything seems so complicated when 1talk to you now. -
"1 just can’t think straight when you’re around.” And she turned and
went into the bedroom.

Well, there was only one thing left to do: kill myself. 1 mean, things
couldn’t have gotten much worse. Could they? And if I didn’t do it right
then and there, | might never get around to doing it. Then 1’d be forced
to endure all this crap for who knew how much longer.

But first | would light another cigarette and make myself a cup of in-

stant coffee. With sugar. Then 1 would— Well, 1’d cross that bridge
when | came to it.

When Laurel left with the laundry (some of it mine, no doubt), 1
assured her that |1 would be gone by the time she got back. She said
“fine” and | said “okay” and we tried to avoid direct eye contact. Only
we weren’t completely successful at it. And 1wanted so badly to hold her
and ask her not to go out with that older woman and to stay home with
me and make love instead. So, probably sensing another confrontation
of sorts, she made a hasty exit from the apartment. For just a moment |
considered jumping out of the window—just as she was passing under it.
Well, at least | hadn’t completely lost my sense of humor, peculiar as it
was.

I was gathering my stuff together, getting ready to leave, when the
radio (which had been on all the while) made the announcement again.
Automatically, | dropped whatever was in my hand(s) at the time and,
without thinking, ran to the door, opening it—then to the window,
opening it— By the time | consciously realized that these were just futile
reflex actions, the news bulletin was over. Damn-! Again when no one
else was in the room. But at least this time | knew for sure that 1 had
heard it.

I turned off the radio and went for the phone. As I dialed, 1noticed,
with some dismay, that my hands were far from steady. A few more
weeks under this kind of stress and strain, | thought to myself, and
they’d be carrying me out in a strait jacket. “ Chippy, did you check the
building?” | asked as soon as she answered.



There was a heavy sigh ai ihe other end of the phone. Then, quietly,
“ Listen, .laniie, you didn’t tell me when you offered me the keys to your
apartment that Td have to take on the job of Janitor as well. What the
hell is this all about, anyway?” When | told her everything that had hap-
pened, she iusi replied, “So they made a mistake in the address, that’s
all.”

“On two different stations?” | shook my head, as if she could see me.
“That’s highly unlikely.”

“Why don’t you call the stations,” she suggested. “That is, if you’re
really sure of what you heard.” she added, as a second thought.

“What, you too?”

“ Laurel didn’t believe yoit, huh?”

“ Never mind about that for now,” 1brushed it aside, determined, for
the time being at least, not to let it get the best of me. “The important
thing is that / know what /heard. And now Tm sure lheard it twice.”

There was a slight pause on the other end, then, “Okay, look—you
make the calls to the stations—and I’ll make a call of my own.”

It took me a while, but eventually 1was able to get through to the
proper people connected with, first, one newscast, then the other. | was
told that no fire of any significance had been reported in the borough of
Manhattan for at least forty-eight hours. | questioned the information
verbally, but, for the most part, accepted it both times without even
arguing with myself. The news station suggested | check with the fire
department closest to the area ! was concerned about if it would make me
feel any better.

Just as 1hung up the second time, the phone rang. It was Chippy. “1
checked with someone 1know who has press connections, and she called
back to say that the newspapers don’t seem to know- anything about any
four-alarm fire in Manhattan—"

“Yeah, me too.”

“Well, that’s that, 1guess.”

How can that possibly be that? 1wondered. But, for some unknown
reason, | was extremely hesitant about allowing my feelings (about it) to
get out of hand. Even with a close friend like Chippy.

“Listen, I’ve got an idea,” she went on. (Too cheerful, 1thought.)
“ Susan has to leave soon—so why don’t we meet for lunch in about an
hour and a half.” lhesitated further. Too long, 1guess. “Listen, we can
talk,” she went on, at the sound of my silence. “1think, just between us,
you and me, it’s about time you made some decisions of and on your
own. Limbo don’t seem to be working out so good for you, if you know
what 1 mean. And you’re not alone, pal, ’cause I’m starting to feel like
my life is goin’ nowhere too.”

| felt, as far as | myself was concerned, 1knew what she was getting at.
And, Christ, she was so right, 1guess | had to hear it from someone else

before 1could make up my mind to get off my ass and do something
about it. 1wasn’t sure what exactly—but all of a sudden I was feeling
stronger about making some definite decisions. And the first decision
concerned my place of dwelling. “Okay,” | told her, ready to handle fir-
st things first. “ But let’s make it near there. 1want to check with the fire
department near that area, then I’ll need your help—to clear out my
apartment.”

“ Maybe she was putting you on about having a date tonight,” Chippy
suggested, sprinkling an abundance of salt over her cheese omelet.

“Put that damn salt shaker down,” | cautioned her. “ You’re going to
eat yourself to death and turn into a pile of garbage one of these days.
Your eating habits are really abominable, you know that.”

“Yeah, well, they only seem to bother you when you got things on
your mind,” she reminded me.

“If Laurel had you for only one month, you would feel a big differen-
ce in your body,” | told her, in spite of the fact that her body looked
pretty good from the outside.

“Is that an offer?” she grinned over her chocolate eggeream.
“ Besides, you’re just jealous because your colitis won’t allow you to eat
all the things you’d really like to.”

“ Lwish you would start taking Laurel more seriously,” | said, won-
dering if | should start taking her less seriously myself. “ So she’s kind of
square, but she’s been good for me, you have to admit that. For one
thing, my colitis bothers me much less now than before she insisted 1
look after my diet. And look at all the weight I’ve lost. | smoke less. |
drink less. | feel more relaxed. 1’m in much better shape than | ever was.
At least | used to be, anyway.”

She tilted her head slightly to one side, looking directly across at me.
“ Seems to me that, except for telling me that the fire department was no
help to you, you’ve done nothing but talk about Laurel since you came in
here. Now, are you really thinking of moving all your stuff out of the
apartment and leaving for some state where they think you talk funny?”

| laughed quietly, thinking of the women | had stayed with for a short
time in San Francisco, who (had) teased me about my ‘New York ac-
cent.” (Little did they realize that a Bronx accent does not necessarily a
New York accent make.) “ Listen, Brooklyn,” | came back at her, “you
and | both know that we could go upstate or out on the island, or even to
Westchester or Staten Island, never leaving New York, and they’d still
think we talked funny.”

“Guess you’re right,” she mumbled, just before draining her glass.
“Is it okay if | order another eggeream or am | in for another lecture?”

“It’s your body,” | smiled, tolerantly. Actually, for all outward ap-



pearances, she was very pleasing to look at; average height, kind of wiry,
green eyes, her hair a long shag, the color of honey. | had met her before
I met Laurel, when we were both in the same C-R group.

“Listen, getting back to your earlier question,” my thoughts brought
me back (as usual?) to Laurel. “You know Laurel—do you think she
would lie about going out on a date just to, say, annoy me or make me
feel bad?”

She shook her head without hesitation. “You or me, maybe. In fact,
probably. But Laurel, no. Besides, she’s gettin’ back at you just doin’
nothin’ and she don’t even have to get mud on her bloody scruples. And,
on top of it all, she probably feels all justified and everything ’cause she
knows you’re on a kind of guilt trip. You diggin’ this?”” | nodded.
“Good. |sureas hell hope so.” And she went back to eating her omelet.

| sighed deeply, pushing away my half-eaten food. | leaned on my
elbows, my chin against my interlaced fingers. “ | really feel like I just
gotta get away or I’m gonna go nuts. 1can’t take much more of this—
And this fire business—it might very well be the beginning of some kind
of breakdown. Either | imagined it—or someone is playing tricks on
me.

“Who would do something like that?” she frowned.

“No one | can think of,” | admitted. “That’s the reason | think 1
should just pick up and go. Either there’s some crazy person on my tail
or I’'m the crazy person. Either way, my hanging around is just gonna
cause more trouble. —I’m unhappy—Laurel’s unhappy—"

“Oh, shit, you know,” she muttered. I looked up at her. She put down
her fork and seemed to take a deep breath, looking down at her hands,
on the table in front of her. “Look—why don’t you stay with me—we
could live together—even as a couple—we could take care of each other
—since we both, you know, we could both use someone who needs us—"

Stunned, lwas at a total loss for words. Out of the blue like that, | was
completely taken off guard.

She glanced up at me almost timidly. “It doesn’t have to be per-
manent—and, who knows, we might even get to feel comfortable enough
with it to enjoy it on a full time basis.”

“Chippy—what arc you trying to say—?” | finally found some words.
But | felt | had to say more before she answered me. “We don’t feel that
way about each other. It just wouldn’t be fair to either of us, since we
don’t love each other.”

“Sure we do,” she assured me.

“Well, of course, but it just isn’t the same thing. It’s, you know, like
Platonic.” We had discussed such things between ourselves individually,
as well as in groups, so | knew that Chippy believed, like myself, that
lesbians could share love without getting sexually involved.

“And that’s terrific, right?”” She leaned over toward me in a sort of
conspiratorial way. “See, we like each other, really like each other, and

we get along really good, and that’s what it’s all about.” She hesitated,
and | waited, getting the feeling that it was not the time to interrupt her
thoughts or feelings. Something | thought a bit odd was coming off here,
and | felt it was entirely up to her to tell me what it was all about. In her
own way, in her own time. Sure enough, she soon went on, softly, ear-
nestly, “ 1’m just getting so tired of running around all the time—in and
out of relationships—one night stands— I’m gonna be thirty-two years

old for chrissake—isn’t it about time 1got into a decent, steady, healthy
relationship?”

“Well, sure, 1understand, but—"

“And the same can be said for you. We can’t keep bouncing around,
man.”

Oh, boy, this had to be handled just right. “Listen to me, my friend,”
| started. “None of us has to ‘settle’ for what you’re suggesting
anymore. Too many lesbians in straight marriages have had to do that in
the past. Even now, though it’s not as common anymore, 1’m sure. And,
believe me, it isn’t much different when two women play at the same
game: getting together tor many of the wrong reasons. What | mean is
that none of us should have to pretend in our private lives. Aren’t we
forced to do enought of that-? And women like us, you and me, two
dykes, we’ve got something really special going. Now tell me” -and |
reached over and covered her hand with mine, feeling real tenderness and
affection- “would you be willing to take the chance of ruining it all just
for a desperate stab in the dark?”

I gave her a few moments of silence, to digest it all, let it sink in. Then
went on, “This is obviously a bad time for both of us. We’re both so
vulnerable right now—it would be so easy to give into temptation— But
do you think it would be worth the risk we would be taking if we stopped
to realize that our whole friendship could be at stake?”

The pause and the obvious reconsidering going on behind the look of
contemplation made me no less than overjoyed that | could manage to
have a way with words when 1set my mind to it. Truth be known, 1
would rather have chopped off one of my fingers with a meat cleaver
than hurt her over something that could be as serious as what she had
been suggesting.

“Okay. But I just don’t think | want to see you leaving again,” she
told me, decisively, holding my hand between both of hers now. “I
thought it was a mistake the first time, you know that. But you thought it
would be easier without the temptation of Laurel around to inhibit you.
Okay, so | felt you were wrong, but | understood, I could feel where you
were coming from, especially after a couple of years with the Dragon
Lady.” (I tried, but 1couldn’t suppress a quiet laugh at that last bit. But
I wasn’t really amused. Well—not too much, anyway.) “ It was a mistake
though that kind of effected me too. When you weren’t here, | felt lost. |



even thought of going up to see Laurel, just to get the feel of you that |
knew would be still there; that’s how desperate 1was becoming. But it
taught me what 1should have known already: that | need to know you’re
around, within phoning distance. For me to say “can 1come up?’’ or
‘“can you meet me?”” Maybe it’s a little selfish, but it’s how | feel. —I
guess it’s ’cause sometimes | feel like you’re the only one who really cares
about me. And I guess it’s cause you’re the only real close friend | have—
-even though 1know a lot of people. See, it’s not the number that counts,
is it?”

“No, you’re right, it certainly isn’t,” | agreed. And perhaps it was
only natural that she feel the way she did, since we both seemed to be
‘loners’ before we met in C-R, then started ‘palling around’ together.
When Laurel came into my life, even before we started living together, 1
always made sure | left time (in my life) for Chippy. Even though she and
Laurel never really hit it off together. But, still, 1 was very touched by
these sudden expressions of emotion. Only, if anything, it made my
decision about leaving (again) even more difficult.

“Just promise me that you’ll try to work things out, either with Laurel
or without her, before you make any definite decisions about going
anywhere else,” she said, as if she could read my mind.

Actually, she didn’t even have to ask, since | probably wouldn’t even
have moved back to the Bronx without at least one more try at a recon-
ciliation with Laurel. 1 nodded. “You got it.” | paused, thoughtful,
wondering if | should recommend what 1had in mind. | decided | would.
“How about we really tie one on tonight, just you and me,” 1suggested.

“Your colitis—the way you’ve been off your diet lately, you’ll be sick
for a week.”

I shrugged. “ So what? One last binge.”

She looked tempted, considering it for a few moments. Then she
shook her head. “ Better not. We’ll keep ourselves busy moving you from
your place to mine. A light, restful evening with the TV, then tomorrow
you can go see Laurel again. With a good night’s sleep behind you, and a
clear head, one last confrontation with Laurel could pretty well be to
your advantage. Just lay the law down to her, let her know you mean
business, and that you’re tired of being stalled and put off. And if that
doesn’t work, try kicking her in the ass. You can even tell her it’s from
me.” She shook her head, making a careless gesture with her hand.
“Forget 1said that.”

“Oh, I'shouldn’ttell her it’s from you then?” She sort of smiled with a
shy, crooked movement of her mouth. It made me laugh. “You haven’t
even questioned why | find it impossible to stay in that furnished room
even for one more night,” lreminded her. “ Aren’t you even curious?”

She shook her head, digging into her omelet again. “ You got a hunch,
right? Well, that’s good enough for me.”

And what more trust and loyalty could one ask for in a friend?
She glanced up briefly. “You gonna finish that-? Can’t let it go to
waste, ya know.”

So how come we always seem to fall in love with the wrong person---?

lhad a pretty restless night, although 1tried not to toss and turn loo
much, since 1was sharing Chippy’s bed with her. Obviously 1wasn’t too
successful though, since she took me into her arms sometime during the
night, telling me to “relax and get some sleep.” And 1fell asleep in her
arms, at last getting a hint of the kind of comfort and security | had once
shared with Laurel.

One impulsive thought crossed my mind before | fell asleep, coming
back to me again the next morning. | asked Chippy about it as we sat
over a late breakfast in her small kitchen. * If | do decide to leave New
York, why don’t you come with me. We could both start over again in a
new place. Whaddaya say?”

To my surprise, she seemed totally unmoved by the unexpected
suggestion. “We’ll see what happens, okay?”

I nodded (disappointed?). “ Sure.”

“I1 think I’m gonna call Susan and see if she wants to go to an LFL
meeting this afternoon. You can drop us off when you drive into the city
to see Laurel.” She stood up, sliding the chair out behind her. “ My mail
is over there in the corner—get M.R. or CITY WOMEN and sec what the
program for today is, willya. I’ll go find her number. —1 copied it on
something.”

As she left the kitchen, | stretched in my chair to where the mail was
piled, on a tall wooden stool, which was standing in the corner behind
me. | grabbed the newspaper first, folding it at the right page, scanning
the dates. Chippy came back into the room with a small slip of paper
between her fingers. “What’s the program for today?” she asked. 1
looked directly up into her face, wondering if 1should laugh or not.
“Well-? Didn’t you find it?”

“Oh, yeah, 1found it all right,” I told her, nodding. “ Are you ready
for this? The discussion is on CREATING AND MAINTAINING
LESBIAN FRIENDSHIPS.” | looked up again, smothering a grin. “1
kind of get the feeling that there should be a sort of subtitle, like: BY
NOT TURNING THEM INTO FRUSTRATING LOVE AFFAIRS.”

We watched each other inside the quietness of the room. Then, quite
spontaneously, we both burst into the kind of laughter that accompanies
the sudden feeling of relief. And it was exactly what we both needed. It
shattered a slight tenseness between us that had been threatening to
become thicker as the day wore on.

“What the hell was happening there, anyway?” Chippy wanted to



know.

I shrugged, only guessing. “1 suppose our better judgment was war-
ning us to be careful of traps.”

“Come again,” she looked puzzled.

“Last night—it was nice—it could easily become a habit—if we let it.
Any excuse under the sun would do—like a trap closing shut.” | em-
phasized the last by closing my fingers into a tight fist.

“Oh, yeah, that.” She hesitated, then, *“Open your fist.” 1 did. “And
keep it open until such a time if and when we close it willingly. And not
before. Dig?” | nodded, a bit surprised at the (sudden) authority in her
voice. “And, shit, man, get out of those faded jeans and into some
romantic, courting clothes. Furthermore, you’re gonna do it up right;
flowers, candy, wine, the whole bit. And you will be your own charming,
gracious self.”

“Let us not forget,” | reminded her, “that Laurel is not exactly the
impressionable type. Especially where yours truly is concerned, all things
considered.”

“You’ll work it out,” she remarked, easily, reaching for the phone.
But as she raised her hand to dial, she suddenly turned back to me, more
sober than | would have expected. “How about we both start trying to
get our individual acts together, pal. | don’t like seeing you unhappy
and, much as I hate to admit it. I’m afraid that’s how it’s going to be for
you without Laurel. As for me—now that I’ve finally met someone that |
just might possibly develop some kind of meaningful relationship with, |
don’t want to be tempted to take the easy way out and leave town with
someone I’'m naturally comfortable with and already care about. —
Especially since our ‘better judgments’ are apparently determined to
keep us apart.” She winked. “Now get lost, willya.”

She turned back to the phone, and as | passed out of the kitchen, 1
touched the back of her neck briefly, gently, impulsively.

She turned and smiled warmly; mostly with her eyes.

There was nothing more appealing than a woman who could smile
with her eyes.

Laurel was a natural. In fact, she seldom smiled in any other way.

And just thinking about it, made me feel so Goddamned homesick.

At Chippy’s insistence, chorused by her new ‘friend,” Susan, | was
practically coerced into picking up ‘gifts of adoration’ on the way into
the city. It wasn’t so much that | was rebelling because | didn’t like the
idea; it was more that | had this fear that Laurel would be scornful of this
kind of last desperate attempt at salvaging what was left of our
(deteriorating?) relationship. Or even worse, she might start to pity me.
And that would surely have destroyed what was left of anything positive
between us. And probably be the beginning of the end for/of me, since |
would hate myself for just not picking up and leaving, as | had con-

sidered doing in the first place.

But 1allowed myself to be convinced, giving in almost too willingly,
getting the flowers, the candy, and the wine. And it only occurred to me
when | was stepping on the elevator, down in the lobby, that she might
not even be home. But, just the same, 1felt certain that 1would not have
called ahead of time. After all, the element of surprise was one of the few
things 1still had going for me. And small comfort that it may have been,
I just wasn’t about to give it up.

One thing 1had decided ahead of time was not to use my key, as | had
been doing all along. 1felt sure it would be best to ring the bcll--for all
kinds of reasons—some of which | hadn’t even wanted to think about.

Just as my finger leaned into the bell, the door flew open; Laurel stood
there in her street jacket. | could almost feel my heart sinking as we stood
face to face, both of us poised, as if time was suddenly standing still. Af-
ter what must have been only a few moments, but seemed like much
longer, she took what sounded like a deep breath ant' a sigh at the same
time, her body seeming to go suddenly limp, and ended up throwing her
arms around me, her body nestling into mine.

Immediately my heart was lifted again, bouncing «round, practically
knocking itself out being indiscreetly ‘uncool.” All the gifts fell to the
floor as my arms closed around her to complete the embrace. 1stood per-
fectly still, almost afraid to move, hoping she wouldn’t decide
(discover?) she had made a mistake.

Just as | was settling into enjoying the whole thing, content to be silent
and still (for the time being), 1 realized that she was trembling in my
arms. Immediately | suspected that something was not right. -Since,
much as 1might hate to admit it, this kind of physical contact between us
would hardly have elicited such a reaction. More than curious, | tried to
disentangle myself; but she just wouldn’t budge. An ominous feeling
flooded through me, and 1could feel myself actually break out into a
sweat.

“What happened-? Did something happen? What happened to you?”
Conscious of an annoying feeling of apprehension, closely akin to fear -
caused by the strong feeling that anything that could shake her up like
this was bound to leave me devastated-1 lifted her into my arms. Only
vaguely aware of the fact that it was a rash and impulsive gesture, one
that my back wasn’t about to appreciate, | came into the room, kicking
the ‘gifts’ out of the way, leaving the door open behind us.

Bending over, dropping her onto the couch, made it just about im-
possible for her not to let go of me. | sat down on the edge of the seat,
right next to her. “All right now—take it easy—stay calm—Iike me—" |
must have been sitting too close to the edge because all | did was shift the

position of my legs—and | found myself sitting on the floor. “ Don’t get
upset-—= 1told her, getting to mv knees.



“1 was so afraid—I couldn’t get you on the phone—I couldn’t get
Chippy—"

I groaned inwardly, just able to suppress it. If she called Chippy, she
must surely have been desperate. “Go on,” | encouraged her, covering
her hand with my own. | was glad | had eaten a light breakfast.

“—I tried not to worry—but | couldn’t help it. Oh, Jamie, | was so
worried that something had happened to you.”

“Me-? What have | got to do with it?”

“—It was the fire—"

“The fire-? But | thought—I mean, you were kind of skeptical about
all that—"

“That was yesterday. Then | heard it on the radio myself today—and |
didn’t know what to think—but it frightened me and 1’ve been calling all
over—and no one has seen or heard from you yesterday or today—and |
just had this bad, almost scary feeling—"

“Wait a minute now,” | stopped her, sitting up on the couch again.
“ Are you trying to say that you heard about the fire on the radio your-
self?”

“Yes, ljust said that,” she nodded.

“Are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure.”

“On areal radio?”

“What are you doing, giving me a taste of my own medicine? | heard it
on the same radio you heard it on. It’s the only one in the apartment. -Or
have you forgotten so soon?”

I glanced over at the radio, wondering why, after living with us all this
time, the damn thing was pulling all this crap on us. The whole situation
was way past a joke now, and approaching obscenity. “Maybe the radio
and the couch ought to get together and hire themselves out haunting
houses or something.” Still holding her hand, 1stood up. “C’mon, come
with me.”

“Where?”

“We’re gonna check this out in person once and for all. If we come up
with nothing, we’ll throw the Goddamn radio out. And maybe the couch
too. But if we don’t do this first, put in a physical appearance together,
now, | have this feeling that we’ll never be comfortable with it for the
rest of our lives. And even then, we’re gonna have trouble, but now you
heard it too so— Something is saying that this has got to be done. Now.”

As | was pulling her toward the door, she first became aware of my gif-
ts for her scattered all over the floor. And being the neat and tidy person
that she is, she automatically started to bend down to pick them up.
“Later, later,” Itold her, propelling her toward the door.

We could see the black smoke for blocks even before we got there; the
sky was clouded with it. | felt Laurel move closer to me, her hand lightly
touching my arm, indicating that she was seeing the same thing 1was. 1
nodded, silently answering her gesture.

The entire street where my recent apartment house was located was
blocked by people, fire apparatus, police, ambulances; all of which com-
pelled me to park the car about two and a half blocks away. We walked
quickly, silently, all the rest of the way. When we reached the direct area,
we managed to get a close enough view of the activities, standing across
the street, near the corner of the next block. It was as close as we could
possibly get.

I stood with my hands in the pockets of my jacket, close enough to
Laurel to feel her sleeve against mine, spreading my clammy palms
against the material on the inside of the pockets. It was a bad fire, with
lots of activity going on. It had to be a four-alarmer. None of the
proceedings seemed to really surprise me. It even gave me a sudden, kind
of unusual feeling of freedom. But, Christ, why did | have this almost
overwhelming feeling of guilt? Or, rather, more like I should be feeling
guilt(y). Why, when I hadn’t done anything at all to cause any of this?

| told Laurel to stay where she was and wait, then (1) moved through
the crowd, asking questions as casually and discreetly as | could. When 1
returned to where Laurel stood, | related, “The consensus of opinion
seems to be that the fire started from some kind of explosion down in the
boiler room. It’s an old building, and no one seems that shocked. They
say it happened sometime after noon. Today, of course.”

“So what | heard on the radio was the truth,” Laurel commented.
“ And what you heard-" She was looking directly into my face, apparen-
tly at a loss for words. (And | hadn’t even told her about the second time
I heard it.)

“Yeah,” | wondered out loud, “just what did 1hear?”

She shook her head. “We’ll probably never know, Jamie,” she said,
softly, “but 1doubt if worrying about it will do us any good. Why don’t
we just appreciate it for the kind of miracle it might very well be and just
be grateful for everything it will give us.”

“Yeah, | guess you’re right,” 1nodded, not one bit surprised at how
she was taking it all in her stride. “Only—what do we do with the
radio?”

She smiled then, and it was like old times: all in the eyes. Just the way 1
loved. Then, unexpectedly, she reached for my hand. “For now, we go
home and dance to it, slow and close, drinking the wine you brought.
Then, later on, we can have a quiet candle light dinner to it, the music
soft and soothing. I’ll even cook your favorite: spaghetti, with clam
sauce. If you promise not to make a hog of yourself and get sick. After
all—you don’t want to spend the night in the bathroom, now, do you?”



Filled with wonder, and aware that my eyes were stretched open wide,
I touched her forehead lightly with my fingers. “Laurel, are you sure
you’re feeling all right-? —Y ou’re beginning to sound like me.”’

She pulled me away from the people, walking quickly down the street,
toward the car. We were still holding hands. | was wondering if she had
forgotten, since she usually didn’t approve of displays of affection in any
place that was the least bit public, let alone on an open street, in broad
daylight.

At one point, she stopped abruptly, and, as | practically walked into
her, pulled me into a vacant doorway. “1love you, you know that, of
course. Seems like 1 always have, almost from the first day we met. It
never occurred to me that | had to keep telling you, since | thought it was
quite obvious. —Why else would we be living, and loving, together all
this time?”’

After blinking, | just had time for my mouth to fall open, hanging
there a moment or two, before she grabbed my hand and started moving
again. When we got to the car, she swung me around, just about
throwing me up against the fender. “1 knew you would be back before
long, simply because it just seemed impossible to envision the two of us
separated forever. Or even for a prolonged period of time. But if by
some chance it had happened, and you hadn’t come back, make no
mistake, | would have adjusted and coped and learned to live with it.
And even though 1’'m glad that | didn’t have to go through all of that,
that’s why | couldn’t take you back so easily. It was a test for myself as
well as you. When you finally showed up, | tried so hard to play it by ear,
take each day at a time, but it was so hard seeing you there all the time—
and, yet, | could never get myself to seriously turn you away—always
chased you, leaving the door wide open, so to speak.—Even though 1
was so apprehensive about giving in too easily. | just couldn’t take the
chance of making it all too easy for you. And I think you can understand
that.”

1could. And 1 believed her. But— “But when we talked about my
leaving, you seemed so, | don’t know, civilized and rational about the
whole situation. —It almost seemed as if you didn’t care more than the

inconvenience of the whole thing. You know, breaking up what had
become a kind of routine way of living.”

She shrugged easily. “What good would it have done to act otherwise?
The seed had already been planted, in your mind and in your heart, and
you had to do what you had to do. 1could have carried on, did all kinds
of hysterical things, and, sure, I could probably have gotten you to stay.
But what for? What good would it have done in the long run? You had to
leave on your own, free and clear, and find things out for yourself. It was
the only way it could have been done.’” She paused just briefly, her eyes
sweeping over me. “Don’t you agree?”’

I marveled at her perceptiveness, her insight, her strength of will to
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handle things the way she fell they should/must be handled. It was ad-
mirable. Even if it was a bit tough to live with at times. But, shit, none of
us were perfect. And 1knew that better than most.

“What are you grinning at?’’ she asked, a bit suspiciously.

I was thinking a lovely thought. “You never told me that you fell in
love with me almost from the first day that we met.”

“Well, now that 1have, | hope you’re not going to hold it over my
head.”” | opened the car door for her, still grinning. *“Jamie—"" 1held
out my hand to help her into the car. Still grinning. “Oh, go to hell,”” she
snapped, slapping my hand out of the way. She got into the car and
slammed the door while my hand was still on the handle. “Now 1sup-
pose there’ll be no living with you,”” she muttered through the half-
opened window.

I went around to the other side of the car, practically kicking my heels
in the air. Life had suddenly become livable again. In fact, it had sud-
denly become quite desirable, and 1was pretty anxious to get on with the
business of living it. And, believe me, it was about time.

As | turned the corner at the end of the block, I took one last look at

the blanket of smoke, hanging under the daytime sky, and knew | would
remember it for as long as 1lived.
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